Second Time In The City
By Mattspew

The magnetic train hummed as it floated to a stop on the platform, filling the otherwise gray and worn maglev station with thick bars of white and blue across the levitating locomotives fuselage. It was only a few moments after it arrived when the doors slid open, floating along the side of the vehicle, letting out a loud beep to signify it was safe to step out. Those who were inside poured out onto the concrete and ill-lit terminal, some rubbing against one another in an effort to leave faster. Several citizens, nude and clothed, of varying heights and shades revealed themselves, rushing past those who waited behind the steel railings next to the transport.

Kuro waited until most of the crowd had dissipated before sauntering out. He steps out onto the platform, his brown boots clicking firmly against the floor as his green eyes scanned the terminal from underneath his hats brim. His shaft dangles freely between his dark purple legs, bouncing in between his thighs as he storlls towards a neon sign that said ‘EXIT’ and the tall hallway below it. Soon, the gates behind him are open, and those who waited for entry passed into the maglev train. Kuro walks faster, not wanting to be caught up in the crowd.

The hall he enters is much more lit than the station below it, and Kuro was easily able to find the railings that would helped lead him through the crowd. The sheer number of people here still surprised him, and the realization that the entire city was like this almost blew his mind. He was more surprised that there were not more people who were clothed, like many did where he was from, especially since there was a slight breeze flowing through the station. Save for the bag on his shoulder, the hat on his head, the cloak on his back, the gloves on his hands and the shoes on his feet, he was wearing nothing, and rarely put on more than what was on him. This was partly for comfort, and partly because his genitalia was too large to allow for easy movement while wearing lower garments. He surmised that because the maglev went all across the country, even out in the country where he lived, it might also go to places where clothing was more common. He knew it would be much harder to find such people in this city, where nudity is allowed, and sometimes, encouraged.

 A few moments passed, and Kuro was at the lobby of the train station. He looks around the area, a hand clutching his shoulder bag, over the many shapes in the minimalist reception area. In particular, a shape of purple with two tails.

Instead, this shape found him.

Something taps on Kuro’s left shoulder, and he turns in that direction. “Hey Kuro!” The source of the tap was a small purple and pink feline on two legs wearing a similarly brimmed black hat with a matching loincloth barely covering his groin. He grins widely as Kuro discovers him, his teeth shining in the lights and his pair of tails curling around themselves.

“Haruba!” Kuro exclaims, and bends his knees and stretching his arms outward, opening himself to shorter creature. The cat jumps forward, letting Kuro wrap his arms around his back as he did the same to him. Their bodies make a smack of enthusiasm, and they are slightly bounced away from each other due to the shockwave of their large genitals clapping against one another.

“It’s great to see you again, Kuro!” He rubs over Kuro’s back underneath his cloak, his claws gently massaging the skin. “I hope your first time on the maglev went well!”

“Well,” Kuro stammered slightly, “I’m much more used to my broom, but this was a little bit easier.” He breaks the embrace, his eyes squinting with excitement as he looks over Haruba, from the tip of his black hat to the cats matching loincloth and the large penis underneath it. It was only just a bit smaller than Kuro’s own, and it seemed that the greeting had already excited Haruba, judging from the puddle of pre that was forming underneath his decorative lower cloth. Chuckling at this observation, he continues “Hope you have been well since our last encounter.”

“Oh yeah!” He meows, grabbing Kuro’s covered hand and leading him towards the front of the lobby, the rope of pre slickening the floor behind them. “Just been living the city life. I’m glad you decided to come back again!” 

As Haruba’s feet pat against the linoleum, which looked just as dingy as the concrete in the terminal, Kuro looks around the place, amazed by the variety and size of the crowd in the train station. Distracted by the sights, he says half-heartedly as his eyes dart around, “Well, it’s an interesting place at the very least.”

Haruba looks off away from his path to a digital clock above the threshold outside. “It’s almost three; we should get to the restaurant right away before the dinner rush!”

“Oh?” Kuro’s attention turns back to Haruba’s hat as it bobbed ahead of him, “What is that again?”

“I told you about it last time you were here! We weren’t able to go to it last time, so I’m taking you today.” He giggles as skips forward, the duo quickly approaching the streets outside. “Since you forgot, it’s going to be a surprise.”

“Oh, uh-” Kuro stammers as he struggles to keep up with Haruba’s pace, “Okay.”

Kuro is blinded for a moment as they exit the building, tipping his hat downward to block the sun. As his eyes adjust to the natural light, he sees hundreds of people walking around, many of them baring their nude selves in the city sunlight. Kuro felt a bit of a twinge in his cock as it began to swell slightly, spurting a sample of his own preseminal fluids. He reaches down and softly pets the base of his penis, coaxing out a bit more as he takes in the sights. His emerald eyes glide over the crowd around them as they walk down the steps of the train station to the streets, and they rise up to look at the skyscrapers standing above them, his mouth open in awe. “You know, I don’t think I could ever get used to this.” He mutters as he looks around, holding tightly to Haruba’s hand as they pushed through the people around them, their pre splattering against whoever crossed their path.

“It took a while for me, particularly since most people don’t approve of our, uh-” He looks around to make sure the other creatures around them were preoccupied with their own business, “-magical practices around here. It’s kind of exciting keeping it a secret anyway.”

For a moment, Kuro thought of how easy, or how difficult, it could be to lead the lifestyle that they do compared to how it is deep in the country where he lived. Nobody really cared about such things in the brush, but those in the city seemed to be a bit more mindful of what was possible with the implementation of magic, for better and worse. Such practices were usually used minimally in this urban environment, instead opting for technologies that could be used by the populace at large, giving rise to a slight social stigma to those who practiced it outside of city development. Haruba was very certain to explain this to Kuro when he first arrived a few months ago to avoid any cultural misunderstandings.

As they get to the street, Haruba makes a turn to the left, and the crowd seemed to thin out a bit as it gave way to sidewalks and pedestrians. “Come on,” Haruba cheerfully cries, “It isn’t too far away from here!”

Kuro, keeping his eyes on the cats distinctive pair of tails as they walked under the dizzyingly tall towers around them, responded “Just keep on holding on to me; I don’t want to get lost here!”

The restaurant had the words ‘The Beef Muffin’ emblazoned in red neon over its entrance, and a queue had formed alongside it. The red building itself was short, but Kuro could tell that it was a large property, as its walls started half-way across the block. Through some of the open windows, he could hear music that was simultaneously soothing and pulsing.

As Haruba led Kuro along the line, the pair saw that the soon-to-be customers were exclusively nude, with many of them baring the signs of arousal as they teased themselves patiently. Underneath the red rope that divided the queue from the sidewalk, he could see the stains of recent orgasms splattered across the paint and pavement, even though the ground still appeared to have been recently cleaned.

They approach the beginning of the queue, and Kuro asks his partner, still unsure of what kind of restaurant this was, “Shouldn’t we go to the end of the line? We’ve walked this far, I don’t think they-”

“No problem.” Haruba states confidently, “Watch this.”

Haruba raises his unoccupied paw and waves at the bouncer, a golden and wingless dragon clad in only a crimson buttoned shirt and black vest holding the entrance. The beast nods back in response, and as the pair come face to face with him, he pulls a red marker out of his vest. “Name?” He subtly furrows his brow at the pair.

The cat replies “Haruba!”

He reaches into his vest pocket with his other hand, unlocking and viewing the screen of a smart phone before he places it back. “Please give me your paws.” He says in a droll tone, and once the duo raise their free hands, the dragon strikes at them both, leaving a soft red mark on Kuro’s skin and Haruba’s fur. “Enjoy your stay.” he groans with disinterest as the pair walk past the queue, with Kuro opening the gilded door and pulling Kuro inside.

The threshold is dark, and before them was a desk lit by red light sitting in front of two entrances obscured by ruby beads. One of entrances had a muffin glowing red above it, with a gold crown above that. As they take steps forward, Haruba explains as he continues to hold Kuro’s palm, “Once I found this place, I knew I had to get a VIP membership.”

“VIP?” Kuro was still surprised at how quickly they gained entry. “Just what do you do here in the city again?”

“Enough to have fun!”

There is a leopard gecko behind the counter, and as the pair come forward, she chirps “good afternoon!” She begins typing on a small tablet situated in front of her, her breasts pushing against one another as she pokes at the small screen. “Table for two?” She inquires.

“Yes,” Haruba answers, raising up his paw, displaying the paint on it, “and we’d like a VIP table.” Kuro does the same, imitating his friend with the opposite hand.

“Great!” She cheerfully confirms, “Christina will be your waitress during your visit; you may go inside and choose your table!”

Haruba nods, and leads Kuro through the beads under the neon muffin, the brims of their hats helping to push them aside. They crackle after they pass, and they continue walking down a short, ill-lit corridor. Eventually, the hallway gives way to a dining room, walled with glass to see out into the main restaurant. It is sparsely populated, with most of the restaurants guests in the normal seats outside, but the overall atmosphere seemed more exclusive. Outside of the windows sat the rest of the restaurant, with many guests sitting around their tables, and they did seem to be enjoying it. Some were pleasuring themselves while watching others engage in numerous sexual activities, while others simply ate and conversed. In the room they found themselves in, the guests seemed more subdued in attitude, letting their waiting staff work underneath their tables as they talked amongst themselves. Kuro had never seen a restaurant like this before, as he was used to eating at home.

Haruba pulled Kuro forward after he took a few moments to take everything in, saying “I like sitting in the side tables over there;” Haruba points at a table with two seats next to a window, “you can get a good view of your food as it arrives over there!” Kuro nods, looking around and succeeding in finding the door that he assumed led to the kitchen. The pair took the table, right next to which was the door that would present their food, and eagerly sat in the provided chairs.

Shortly after they made themselves comfortable on the red, cushioned seats, a half-nude cheetah approaches, her breasts barely contained within her vest. She asks, her tail swishing behind her bare bottom, “Welcome to The Beef Muffin! I’m Christina; can I start you two off with something to drink?”

“Water, thank you.” Kuro states bluntly, smiling up at the feline.

Haruba, surprised with the plainness of his friends choice, takes a pause and answers “I’ll have water as well, I guess.”

The cheetah nods and departs, going off into the door that had garnered Kuro’s attention. Haruba takes this opportunity to ask “Quite a choice you’ve picked there.”

“What’s wrong with water?”

“Oh, nothing.” The feline reaches underneath the table, softly massaging his shaft as he continues “Just thought you might get something a bit more exciting, considering the atmosphere.”

“Water is good for you.” The dark figure looks around at their surroundings from underneath his hat, an intrigued grin on his face. His eyes settle on a pair of canines a few tables away, one dark and the other light, with the darker one rising from his seat with an erection standing in between his thighs and advancing towards the light one. Upon seeing that snowy dog bring his maw towards the red rocket, Kuro’s own shaft fills out a bit, and he states “Besides, I’m sure I’ll be excited soon enough.”

Their waitress approaches, carrying a tray with two glasses of water in one hand and using the other to carry two menus under her arm. She first flips the menus on the table, then reaches up to place the water in front of each of the guests. “I’ll give you two a few minutes to decide on something; would you like to be masturbated during your stay?”

Haruba nods excitedly as he confirms “Yup! You want some service down there, Kuro?”

Kuro was surprised by the offer from the waitress, but decides “I’m fine, thank you.”

Christina nods exactly like the first time, and says “I will be back shortly with a masseuse, and we can take care of your order!” and she turns to walk to a table on the far side of the room.

Kuro opens the booklet, quickly scanning through the menus contents. Most of the items were lewd in nature, at least in name, and Kuro had a hard time choosing which dish to dine upon. Haruba, in contrast, opened his menu, closed it neatly and placed it on the side of the table within a minute. He takes a sip of water, his glass clinking as the ice rattled around, and upon placing it down again, asks “What do you think you’re going to order?”

Kuro stammers slightly as he says “These names don’t describe the dish very well.” He takes a moment to look through the menu once more, and responds with “Penne Penis sounds interesting though.”

Haruba giggles as he looks playfully towards his friend, stating “I think I’ll be getting a Foot-long Wiener. Their sausages here are quite meaty!”

Soon the waitress returns, and the pair state what they would be having for their meal. Shortly afterwards, another cheetah approaches, shorter in stature and with more pronounced spots decorating her nude form. Christina, after jotting down their orders on a small notepad, states while gesturing towards her coworker, “This is Cheryl. She will be servicing you during this afternoon’s service!”

The younger cheetah says to Haruba “good afternoon, sir.”

“Indeed it is!” The purple cat cheerfully cries, “I’m ready whenever you are!”

Cheryl kneels down and crawls underneath the table, and reaches underneath Haruba’s loincloth. As she begins to stroke and pull at his penis, Christina says as she grabs their menus “I’ll have your orders to you as soon as they are ready!”

Haruba nodded, releasing a sigh as he relaxed in his chair. “This is the reason why I wanted to take you here. They play with our packages while we eat!” 

Kuro watched under the table as the larger feline stroked Haruba, causing his penis to levitate slightly, hardening under the visual stimulation. “Yeah, I can see why you like it!” He says before sitting up straight again. His penis had begun drooling on the red carpet beneath them,  much like Kuro, who was almost squirting pre at the masseuse working on him.

The table tilted a bit as his length reached its zenith, and Haruba casually states to the cat beneath her “Try not to make me cum; I’m saving all of that for this evening.” His masturbator understood.

Kuro blushes a bit, knowing exactly what he intended to do with it.

Minutes pass, with Kuro and Haruba speaking about events that had happened since they had last met a few months ago, all while Haruba sprayed the masseuse underneath them with his preseminal fluids. Haruba was still staying at the same treehouse, a common type of housing for his species in the city, while Kuro had acquired some new decorations for his rural abode out in the country. As time went on, Kuro’s penis had grown in length and height, slowly becoming aroused by their surroundings.

When their meal arrived, the cheetah underneath their table did not cease massaging and licking at the uncut cathood before her, occasionally pulling on Haruba’s foreskin or dipping her tongue into his urethra. Just as he ate his sausage on a hot dog bun, so too would she devour his. Cheryl would also juggle his balls, just to make sure they were comfortable as he sat and ate. Eventually, Kuro’s penis would occasionally spurt his own pre against her back and rear end as he ate penis-shaped pasta in a thick white sauce.

After they had finished, Haruba politely asked his masseuse to cease, as they were nearing the end of their lunch. The check was brought to the table, with Christina cheerfully saying “Hope you enjoyed your stay!” as Cheryl crawled from underneath the table, coated with presemen.

Haruba looks down to the puddle of pre underneath the table, and Cheryl as she walked away, her nude body soaked and dripping with his natural lubricant. “Yup!” He says with enthusiasm. “The food and the service was fantastic!”

“I’ll definitely be coming here again soon.” Kuro added, using a napkin to wipe excess sauce from the corners of his mouth. “Next time, I think I’ll get a massage too!”

Haruba’s treehouse was settled neatly within an inhabited park, one of several that were designed to balance urban convenience with environmental stability. His was fashioned out of a large oak, imported from the forests just outside of the city. As Haruba led Kuro up the wide, wooden staircase wrapping around its thick trunk, the feline became more and more excited, his dripping erection bouncing against the steps as they walked up. Had this been untreated wood, Kuro would’ve been worried that he would slip on his friends pre, but Haruba assured him on his prior visit that he would be safe from sliding down.

The branches were trimmed to keep the stairway free from obstruction, letting the door to the tree’s interior be their only obstacle. As they approached the short wood portal, Kuro saw Haruba twirling his finger a bit. Soon, there is a click behind the door, and it swings open.

Haruba steps through the door, carrying his boner, and gestures Kuro inward. Kuro is surprised at Haruba’s breach of city etiquette, as evidenced by his nervous frown and shifting eyes. Haruba assures him “What? Magic isn’t illegal. Besides, the door doesn’t have a knob.” Kuro looked down, and there was only wood where a doorknob should be. The dark figure huffs, trying to remember that even if it was not allowed, there was no one who could see them through the tree’s thick leaves. He stepped inside.

The treehouse was small, about the size of a normal studio-sized apartment, but as soon as he stepped inside, Kuro felt warmth spread over him. He sensed that this was the result of Haruba’s magic, as he could see no source of heat inside of the flammable abode. He looked over the tree house, from the bookcase to his left that served as a wall for Haruba’s bedroom, to the small basic kitchenette in front of him, and to the work table standing by the front door. He spies several magical items on this table, as well as a stand for the felines broom.  As Haruba closes the door behind him and trots to the tree house’s kitchenette on the other side of the room., he says “For someone who is so aware of how people feel about magic here, you seem to have a lot of tools for it just… lying here.” 

The cat turns on an electric stove with a kettle above it, replying “Just because I don’t use it as much as I used to doesn’t mean I have to get rid of my stuff!” He then turns away from the stove and waves his arms in an arc, saying “Speaking of which, there’s something new in here; I bet you can’t guess what it is!”

Kuro did not see anything that he felt was new, but then, he had only been here once. He stammers out with a silly grin “...New tea kettle?”

“What?” The walls were painted only with latex, and only to keep rain water out. “No, Kuro.” Haruba’s tails swished a bit, slightly perturbed by his friend’s effortless answer. He waves behind him “Look at the bed!”

Kuro walked a few steps, past the bookcase and looked to the bed on the opposite side of the room. There he saw a mattress on a simple wood frame, covered in a purple blanket not too different from the owner’s fur in tone; this wasn’t new, as they had shared the bed on his last visit. However, above it was an array of different framed photos, some larger than others. The largest was a grayscale picture of two waists, both male, both aroused and with a good serving of semen draped across them. Kuro recognized them as Haruba’s and his own. “I remember this one!” Kuro smiled as he surveyed its details, his foreskin tightening as his penis grew erect.

“Yup!” Haruba trots over, his pre splashing loudly against the floor. “Finally got it developed a few weeks ago.” He raises his arm up and pats his paw against his friends taller shoulder. “I think it looks better in black and white.” The same paw then moves down to Kuro’s erection, along with the cats other limb, grabbing around the dark penis and rubbing along its length.

Kuro huffs softly, grinning widely as he looks over the wide photoprint, softly humping into Haruba’s soft hands. “Did your cousin ever get a new camera?”

The cat chuckles as he massages along the ventral and dorsal sides of Kuro’s penis. “Yeah! He made sure his new one was water and semen proof.”

“That’s good. I did feel pretty bad about coming all over his last one.” He grunts softly as a rope of pre squirts out of his foreskin, coating his head and the floor below it with it. “He did say it could handle it though.”

Haruba shrugs, dipping his hand in Kuro’s foreskin to lubricate his hands before continuing to masturbate his friend, “This was the best shot out of the ones we took at the bathhouse that day anyway.”  

The other photos that decorated the wall were of other times they had previously been together, mostly at Haruba’s place in the country, as well as a few others with people Kuro did and did not recognize. Haruba was more than happy to talk about those Kuro was unfamiliar with as he jacked off his friends cock.

Suddenly, the whistle for the kettle sounded! Haruba turned around as the high pitched squealing filled the room, and was quick to unhand Kuro’s manhood. However, just as his hands left the black shaft unattended, Kuro began spurting uncontrollably, grunting and moaning under the whistling as he painted the floor and bed in front of him with his thick semen! More white flows out of the dark figure, the strength of his orgasm flowing over him in waves as he unloads onto the mattress, flooding its fibers with his come.

Haruba turns off the stove, and picks up two cups and two teabags from the cupboard above it. He turns around, noticing Kuro spreading his seed before him. The cat giggles lewdly, taking the tea cups with him as he walks forward. Stepping into the puddle, he says “I didn’t know you liked the picture that much” as he presents one of the cups to the still-coming Kuro.

The dark figure manages to stutter out, overwhelmed by his spraying penis as he barely manages to grab the cup, “I-I haven’t came since the train-ride..!”

“Shoulda came here sooner I guess!” Haruba giggles as he skips back to the stove, picking up the hot kettle and pouring its contents into his cup. He walks back to Kuro, waiting a few moments for his orgasm to subside. Once the torrential ejaculation is reduced to a slight dribble, he pours hot water into his friends cup as well.

Kuro blows on the hot liquid, and after letting it set for a few moments, takes a sip. He sighs happily, and says as his penis slowly shrinks, “Thanks for the jacking and tea.”

“Of course!” Haruba says, taking a drink of his own as he begins to masturbate himself, aided by the use of Kuro’s presemen. “It’ll be nice to have ya around for a bit.”

“Yeah, I left too soon last time.” Kuro glances at Haruba as he jacks it next to him, casually sipping on his tea as he looks over his collection. He bends down, kneeling into his puddle and saying “Why don’t you let me take care of that?” as he leans towards the cat’s cock.

Haruba smiles and nods, unhanding himself. Kuro places his teacup just outside of the cum puddle, shuffles his knees through the semen to bring his mouth to Haruba’s boner. He licks along each side, over and under, grinning as he feels his friends veins throb against his tongue. He reaches Haruba’s head, and unable to swallow the whole thing, sucks on the cat’s hooded head as his hands continue where his tongue left off.

Haruba sighs contentedly before taking another sample of his tea, smirking as he feels his pre shoot into Kuro’s thirsty maw. He drinks each squirt of presemen, enjoying Haruba’s rich and savory flavor as his hands reached up to massage the sides of the cat’s dick. It went very well with the tea Haruba had selected.

After a few moments of nonstop suckling, Haruba  moans softly and mentions “Hope you aren’t too full from lunch, because I can feel this is gonna be a big one.” He pushes forward a bit, giving Kuro a taste of his glans as another squirt of pre shoots out of it.

In response, Kuro parts his maw from Haruba, saying “Nope! I’m ready for a meal to end the day with.” He begins to masturbate Haruba with more intent, his hands gripping tightly around the large penis before him.

Haruba jumps a bit, causing some of his tea to spill onto the floor, mewing softly as his come sprays out of his prepuce, pelting Kuro in the face with his feline spunk! He recoils slightly, surprised with the force he was shot with. Quickly, he moves his head to dodge the next shot, thick enough to coat the side of his chest and shoulder! With more precision, he aims the spurting cathood, opening his maw to let the cats essence land onto his tongue. Haruba expels directly into his friends mouth, filling the orifice within just a few seconds with plenty more spilling onto the floor. He does his best to swallow all he can, every gulp being replaced almost instantly.

As Haruba’s orgasm dies off and their semen mixes together on the wooden ground, the cat says “That was amazing!” He chuckles as he takes another drink from his now half-empty cup, asking “Did you get enough?”

Breathing heavily and dripping with his friends seed, Kuro rises up to his feet, almost towering over Haruba. With semen obstructing half of his face, he does his best to reply with coherence “Yes! I almost forgot how delicious your come is.”

The cat looks over to the bed, and giggles upon noticing his friends load seeping into the blankets. He brings a paw over to the blanket, lifting it up to look underneath. His enormous ejaculation had managed to soak through the blanket and onto the bedsheets and  mattress underneath it. “Well, those definitely need to be cleaned.” He looks up at Kuro, a jesting grin on his maw, “Nice job at covering our only place to sleep with your jizz!”

Kuro smiles sheepishly, and says “Yeah, sorry about that...”

“It’s fine, Kuro. There’s a laundromat here in the park.” He opens his arms and embraces Kuro, getting his come all over the front of his body. Rubbing his face against his bud’s dripping belly and pawing at his semi-erect manhood, Haruba says playfully “We can jack off some more while it’s washing.”

Kuro’s shaft bounces back up, immediately beginning to drip down to the semen pudle below them. “Sounds like fun to me!”
