“How can you stand to live in this mess? It absolutely reeks in here!” the wolf complains, picking up underwear that obviously hadn’t seen a washer in years, he wasn’t even sure that Zuxa even knew where the washer was!  “Jesus… do you have a hamper I can toss these things in? even when I’m not working that field I’m cleaning up your mess, doing your laundry, cleaning this place up, and it never seems to help!” the wolf complains, grumbling as he finds a basket to pitch the sweat stiff and rank underwear in, finding a few more random articles of clothing, particularly socks, jocks and other unmentionables, all reeking of long unwashed sweat. 

Zuxa grunts and hefts himself down into his customary position on his big leather lay-z-boy recliner, the cushion sunken, sweat stained and molded perfectly to Zuxa’s hefty posterior. He heaves a sigh of relief, his knees and muscles sore from his daily exertions, his body absolutely soaked in sweat from the hot day, and the hot house. 

“…and this heat! Don’t you even have an air conditioner in here?!”  The wolf bustles about, grabbing empty bottles of fizzy soda and shoving them in a big black garbage bag, grumbling all the while. Rhuke is a wolf dragon hybrid, a cast-off and predecessor of the same program that made the infamous Master Chief. The program in question was called the Angels. They dabbled heavily into genetic modification, giving Rhuke his wonderful physique, long draconic tail and impressively sturdy body aided by the dragon scales beneath his fur. The Spartan program took the research from the Angels and put it more towards bio-tech engineering and enhancements, making the soldiers more machine than man, but a great deal more stable because of it. No errant genes flying around, no conflicting personalities due to violent dragon tendencies mixing with the tamer tendencies of other races. Rhuke had no such personality issues and because of the mixing of genes, he was unable to bear children (not that he’d have wanted to given his preference for the very male), and was only allowed to live (albeit with heavy surveillance from the U.N.S.C) and work on the agrarian planet of Kodu. He had stumbled on Zuxa one day in town, and had since been brought to work on his farm, the big Sangheilli paying him a percentage of the yearly profit on the crops.  Given that he was from the military, he was a compulsive neat freak, cleaning everything to military standard and getting very flustered whenever he couldn’t. 
Zuxa sighs and unhooks his overalls, having taken to wearing them around the wolf, not wanting to scare him away. The big Sangheilli was an impressive sight clothed or not. He stood over seven and a half feet tall with a big belly and wide hips attached to a very plump and soft butt over a huge amount of powerful muscle, his skin a deep chocolate. Whenever he entered a room, he took up most of the available space, and often time space that wasn’t. Beneath the overalls lay the thing that Zuxa feared would scare off the wolf first, his big fat wrinkly low hanging balls. These things were massive and hug down well past his knees, almost to the floor. The big alien had taken good and careful care to cultivate them to that length and girth. Above these was his wrinkled, puckered up sheath and inside waits a massive slab of alien cock the likes of which Zuxa knew the little wolf had never seen. There’d been several occasions when he’d popped an embarrassing boner while working and had to run off because his pants had started soaking through with his virile pre fluids and his cock tenting out his overalls well past his belly.  Zuxa drops the straps of his overalls and leans forward, letting them fall till they’re just barely covering his belly, the big gut pressing against the sweat soaked fabric.  Most days Zuxa just good naturedly ignored the wolf’s whining, but today had been particularly strenuous on both of them and his patience was fraying until finally, “BOY! COME HERE AND SIT DOWN!” the big  Sangheilli yells, the much smaller wolf going rigid and complying without question, his military training kicking in. when he realizes he’s sitting right in front of the big alien, he blushes and looks down, shuddering as he realizes he’s sitting in a huge, unknown white stain on the carpet.  
“Now boy! I live this way because I like living this way. This mess, this house, this field, this planet, this farm, this smell I like. Now I like you. You work hard, you work fast, you work well and I like you. So you’re gonna get used to this smell, whether you want to or not!” he says standing up, dropping his sweat sodden overalls in a reeking pile at his feet. Rhuke looks up and gasps, ears flattening against his head as he catches sight of those massive wrinkly orbs hanging almost to the floor, watching as sweat drips visibly off of them onto the carpet, the reek of them hitting his nose and causing it to wrinkle at the intensity. 

Zuxa sits back down and hefts those balls up, reaching down and grabbing the smaller wolf’s head and shoving it straight beneath towards his crack. He releases his balls which flop heavily down onto the wolf's back, making a wet smacking sound like a water balloon hitting wall without bursting. The wolf gasps and tries to pull back but is unable to from the hand and the massive balls holding him in place. With the gasp comes the biggest, wettest, most musky whiff of musk the poor wolf had ever smelled, the potency of it causing tears to fill the wolfs eyes and his head to swim. He coughs and gasps, inhaling more and more each time, the scent filling every breath until it’s all he can smell until he can even taste it. Then suddenly Zuxa releases him, the wolf falling back onto the floor, gasping and panting, trying desperately to fill his lungs.  The wolfs face matted down with alien sweat, his face reeking of Zuxa’s balls and crack. 
“How’s that boy? Enjoy yourself?” Zuxa grins, his shaft stiffening at the sight of the musk high wolf sitting at his feet. “Cuz believe me I’m just getting started! Now lay down!” he commands, and despite his musk addled senses, the wolf complies, his eyes glassy and unfocused. The wolf just lays there, trying to take in what just happened and his reactions to it. The musk and stink was overwhelming sure, and with Rhuke’s sensitive olfactory senses, it was even worse for him. But despite this, he couldn’t deny he had enjoyed the obviously, gloriously masculine scent of his boss. Before Rhuke can continue that train of thought, Zuxa grins and raises one of his drippy feet up and presses it against the wolf dragon’s nose, curling his dexterous toes over and trapping the little wolf in a prison of musk and sweat. “Clean them boy! You’re so worried about this place being clean, you’re gonna clean me good!” the musk was overwhelming, causing the little wolf to writhe and squirm, panting and only huffing more and more of that rank foot odor. 
Rhuke whimpers, ears flat and submissive against his head, unsure if he could bring himself to lick those sweaty rank feet, but the lack of air and the heavily pheromone laden sweat was working magic on him, relieving him of his inhibitions. The wolf whimpers as he opens his mouth and slides his tongue out and presses it against Zuxa’s arch, sliding it up and taking it back into his muzzle. After a few moments of savoring the salty, bitter flavor of sweat and alien musk, the wolf lets out a groan, mixed with desire. 
“Aaahh, good pup! That’s what you are now, you’re my little boy from now on!” Zuxa growls, sitting back down on his chair but not relaxing his foot from Rhuke’s nose. Rhuke runs his tongue once more over Zuxa’s arch, every lick bringing a new and ever potent taste of Zuxa’s musk and sweat, the salty flavor coating Rhuke’s tongue and driving the little wolf wild with need for more of it.  Zuxa grins down at the little wolf, watching him willingly lick his filthy foot clean. 

“You’re being such a good boy, I think I’ll give you a treat!” Zuxa says, pulling his foot away and chuckling as the wolf whimpers and reaches feebly for it. “Stand up and strip, then go into that box beneath the table over there and bring me what’s in it!” Zuxa orders sharply. Rhuke stands shakily up, unclipping his own set of overalls, a huge wet spot on the crotch. The wolf’s own musk was barely recognizable against the background funk of Zuxa and his musk sodden house, but still very present, the faintly metallic scent of his arousal mixed with the masculinity and wildness of wolf and dragon genes. “Mmm boy you smell good, you’re gonna have to stay here and live with me and stay musky all the time!”
Rhuke drops his overalls into a pre sodden pool at his feet, pre leaking profusely from his foreskin-like sheath, the usually bunched up skin at the end pulled back to reveal a hint of Rhuke’s canine shaped shaft, pre oozing heavily from the tip down onto the already sodden fabric of his overalls. Rhuke had taken to not wearing a shirt due to how hot it was on the farm, so after stepping out of his overalls, he stands completely nude before Zuxa, leaking like a faucet left on. “Go on, get the box boy!” Zuxa commands, his own shaft rock hard and leaking enough to set Rhuke to shame, a huge pool of his heavily musky, thick slimy fluids. Rhuke stumbles toward the table drunkenly, bending over to grab the box, inadvertently giving Zuxa a wonderful view of Rhuke’s tight pink pucker. When Rhuke grabs the box, he straightens up and turns around to see Zuxa fapping furiously; his face clenched as he blasts a massive load of white alien cum clear over his head, the hot musky fluid painting his dark chocolate gut. The sight causes the wolf dragon to gasp, pre literally spurting from his tip. 
“Ah damn you’ve got a hot hole boy! Daddy’s gonna have to breed that hole soon! Now get over here and lick up the mess you made!” he points to the huge river of cum running down his big gut. The wolf dragon whimpers and does as he’s told, thinking the fun was going to end since Zuxa had cum, but oh how wrong he was! Zuxa grabs the box and sets it on the arm of the chair as Rhuke leans down and braces his hands on either side of Zuxa’s hefty gut, sniffing at his sweat and cum covered belly and panting, pre oozing heavily *unknown to Rhuke* right onto Zuxa’s cock and massive balls, both of which were hanging almost to the floor. Rhuke slides his long tongue out and slowly, so as to savor the mixed flavor of musky cum and sweat. He moans as he pulls it into his muzzle, taking a huge gob of seed, swallowing and going right back to work on cleaning up the mess. Zuxa growls and moans at the feeling of his big belly being worshipped and the hot wet fluids dripping down onto his cock and balls, the former already hardening up again.  He reaches into the box and pulls out what looks like a football shaped fish bowl with a tube at one end and an opening about two inches in diameter while the tube itself is easily four feet wide at its widest and about five feet long. 
“mmmm that’s it boy, get me nice and clean and you’ll get your treat!” Zuxa says, reaching down and gripping Rhuke’s butt, a finger teasing along his crack, causing the little wolf to squirm and whimper submissively, his tail rising automatically in response. Rhuke licks the last few gobbets of seed from near Zuxa’s musky, sweaty pit, his tongue lightly dipping in before pulling out and standing up, panting at the hot musk. “D….did I do good Zuxa?” he asks, a faint whimper at the end.

“I told you boy, call me daddy!” Zuxa says in mock disapproval.

“D….did I do good d…..daddy?” he asks, his ears flattening at the scold and in abject submission to the bigger and obviously more dominant male. 

“Yes boy, you did wonderfully well. So well, I think I’m going to teach you how I got my balls so damn huge! Maybe in a few months you’ll be able to match me there!” he says, grinning, using a foot to heft the massive sac. “This here,” he says lifting up the device, “is a cock pump.  It can include the balls, which is what we’re going to do, so we can get you nice and big for daddy, that way they’ll get nice and musky when ya work out in that field with daddy!” 
“t….thank you d…daddy,” Rhuke stammers, blushing deeply at the thought of having balls that massive, but certainly thinking that’d be the height of sexiness, to be like Zuxa, musky, stinky, and so damn beautiful, and he had to admit that Zuxa was the epitome of all things Rhuke found attractive, muscle, belly, feet, masculinity, and just recently, that wonderful stink. 
“Now get over here boy! Let’s hook you up good!” he says, patting his lap for Rhuke to sit. When Rhuke complies, he uses a foot to spread Rhuke’s legs to give him better access. The wolf shivers at the contact of the sweaty alien feet against his. He reaches around and opens up the pump like an egg, the halves coming apart without a seam. Thanking the gods for such wonderful technology, he clamps it around Rhuke’s cock and balls. He reaches into the box and grabs a tube of cream and smears it on Rhuke’s crotch and beneath his balls, causing a pleasant tingling sensation and causing the little wolf to whimper and moan. “Good, now that that’s all set…” he says and grabs the hand pump on the other end of the hose attached to the dome. The cream Zuxa had smeared on Rhuke’s crotch was a form of lube that causes a mild form of swelling and causing hyper sensitivity in the area, perfect for causing a seal around the edge of the pump. Not only that but when exposed to air after a vacuum, it sets and forms into a rubbery strip, or in this case a ring, that contracts together and forces the blood to stay in the affected area. 

Zuxa begins squeezing the hand pump, his shaft throbbing across Rhuke’s lap, leaking pre on his thigh. Rhuke for his part blushes as he feels the pressure leaving the pump’s dome. He begins panting and squirming at the feelings soon, his foreskin-like sheath puffing out along with his balls, knot and canine like shaft, pre pooling thickly at the bottom of the dome. “that’s it boy, get nice and big for daddy!” Zuxa growls, rubbing a spare hand own Rhuke’s chest, tweaking a nipple while he continues squeezing the hand pump, drawing more and more air out of the dome, Rhuke’s cock and balls inflating more and more until they’re easily twice as big as they were before, hanging a full two feet down Rhuke’s leg and as thick as a baseball bat, his knot the size of a basketball. Rhuke sits there and basks in the wonderful feeling surrounding his cock, the pressure pulling blood into it felt wonderful, it felt so full and stiff. Suddenly he gasps as the pressure ceases from around his shaft, but gasps again as he feels a pinching around his cock. Looking down he sees that the pump is no longer there, but where it had rested is a vibrant white ring of rubber clenching around his now massive cock and balls, keeping blood in them forcing them to stretch to get used to it. 
“Mmmm took that like a champ boy!” Zuxa says, reaching out and hefting those massive balls in his hand, eliciting a gasp and arch from Rhuke.  “Maybe in a few days rather than weeks! You’ll be as big as me in no time!” he releases Rhuke’s balls and stands up, his gut wobbling. “Sit on my chair boy.” He orders, pointing at the seat, so sweat stained it’s impossible to tell its original color, and so smashed into the exact shape of Zuxa’s ass that it must have been the most comfortable thing in the world for the big Sangheilli. Rhuke sits down, blushing at the honor of sitting in daddy’s chair. He sits down smelling the musk and sweat of years around him, causing him to moan and squirm and close his eyes, pre spurting out like a water gun from his tip. Zuxa grins and watches the wolf bask in his funk, knowing what comes next will be even better for both. Rhuke gasps as he feels something big and soft surrounds his face, getting a lungful of the most powerful stink yet. He opens his eyes and sees a vast expanse of curvy chocolate flesh, with his nose buried right in a valley of it. Zuxa had shoved his butt right in Rhuke’s face! 

“Rim me boy! And you’ll get an even better present!” Zuxa growls, grinding his butt harder against Rhuke’s face. He complies willingly, reaching up and spreading those massive squishy cheeks and baring his hole, the puffy pucker looked tight but the musk coming off of it was enough to choke a cow. Rhuke dives his nose against it, pushing it right above the puffy ring and darting his tongue all over it, drool smearing quickly over its smooth rank surface, big beads of it sliding down his crack and over Zuxa’s massive sac which rests against Rhuke’s stomach and against his own massive cock, pre spurting and hitting Zuxa’s chest and cock every so often.  

“Good boy! Get deep in there!” Zuxa moans, pushing back harder until, to both of their surprise, Rhuke’s nose actually slips inside the puffy pucker! “Oh gods! Don’t stop!” Zuxa says, closing his eyes and jerking his cock furiously. Rhuke obliges, breathing only Zuxa’s rank whole scent, smelling only the purest, most undiluted musk from it, the potency bringing tears to Rhuke’s eyes as he licks his muzzle into the gaping expanse of the alien’s hole. Suddenly Zuxa pulls away and turns around. “Turn around! I’m going to breed that hole of yours!” he all but yells, grabbing Rhuke’s leg and rolling him over, so his knees are on the ground. He grips his tail and slams all of his cock right inside Rhuke’s unready hole, causing his gut to bulge out from the massive slab of alien cock shoving inside. He grabs Rhuke’s head fur and grinds his face against the sweat soaked cushion, thrusting and humping in and out of Rhuke’s hole, sweating heavily, and big drops of it landing on the little wolf as he spews pre like a fountain into the smaller fur.  Rhuke yells out at the vicious onslaught, Cumming without a touch, his load spewing onto the front of the chair and forming a massive pool beneath him.  The clenching must have sent Zuxa over the edge because he roared loudly, splatters of spittle and drool erupting from his mandibles as what feels like a white hot fire hose starts going off in Rhuke’s hole. Rhuke howls and arches in utter ecstasy, feeling his body inflate from the burning hot load of musky seed being pumped into him. The massive amount of cum the virile alien pumps into the wolf is enough to inflate the wolf to the size of a giant beach ball and then some, spewing gallon after gallon into the little wolf, until after many minutes of orgasm, he pants and ceases, laying down on the sweaty wolf’s back, panting and nibbling teasingly at his shoulder, reaching down and rubbing the wolf’s now massive gut. “Mmm boy, now you really are as big as daddy! And you’re gonna stay that way forever, so long as you stay here I’m gonna rut that butt of yours till you’re as big as me every night!” he growls and hugs Rhuke against his fat gut, pulling him down till they’re laying on their sides in a veritable sea of sweat, cum, pre, and musk.
Rhuke just sighs and moans happily at the thought, never having felt more full, happy, and loved. 
