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Morning wood isn’t something most women have to deal with, but for Tiffany, it’s just an average part of her morning routine. The sun shines through the window, long rays of light laid across the fox and her husband, Sam. She was lying on her back, the coyote was snuggling up to her, against her breasts, lightly snoring as Tiffany ran her fingers through his charcoal-colored hair. His arm is wrapped around her stomach, clutching onto her body as tight as his sleeping body would allow. While feeling his soft fur, she stuck her free arm under the blanket and began running her fingers down the length of her cock, getting the urge to start stroking. If she was gentle enough, maybe she could even playfully stick it in Sam’s mouth. It wouldn’t have been the first time… and it certainly wouldn’t be the last. However, before she could implement her plan, her husband inhales deeply and starts smacking his lips. Tiffany felt his hand unhook from her and move towards his body.

“Good morning, cutie.” Tiffany says, taking her hand away from her cock. “Glad to see you finally decided to wake up.” Sam rolls over, rubbing the sand out of his eyes and yawning. “You ready to get up and start the day?” As soon as Sam clears his vision, he cuddles himself back up to Tiffany.


“I don’t wanna’ get up.” His voice quiet and slow. “It’s Saturday, we don’t have anything planned.” He looks up at Tiffany, giving her his best ‘puppy-dog’ eyes. “Can’t we just stay in bed a bit longer?” Tiffany just smiles, brushing her hand against Sam’s face.

“We could.” She wraps herself around Sam’s body, her hard cock brushing up against his sheath. “But your cute little butt will be subject to a hard pounding.” Sam lifts his head up enough to plant a kiss on her neck.


“You need to think of some better threats,” Sam says, rubbing his finger slowly up and down her back, “getting my ass pounded by your cock isn’t exactly something I’m going to be afraid of.” Tiffany’s cock twitches slightly, a dribble of precum drips onto their off-white bedsheets.

“I love it when you talk like that.” She kisses his forehead, before pulling the blanket off. Sam leans back against some pillows, watching as Tiffany makes her way across their bedroom towards the window. Sam can’t help focusing on her cock as it bounces up and down to the beats of her walking. His hand steadily motions towards his cock, feeling the tip poke out from his sheath. As Tiffany opens the curtains a bit, to let in more of the morning sun, she looks over at Sam, seeing his hand wrap around his shaft. Her smile grows bigger as she slowly walks back over to their bed. She grabs hold of the edge of the blanket and yanks it off Sam, his naked body shuddering slightly from the cold of the room and excitement from what’s about to happen.

Tiffany’s hands wrap around Sam’s ankles before she begins pulling him towards her waist. Sam adjusts himself, trying not to get their sheets too messed up from the movement, right as he felt his balls press up against her cock. He felt her cock twitch even more as she began frotting with him. Sam reaches down to his crotch and grabs hold of both of their cocks, grasping them firmly and stroking up and down. Tiffany’s ears lie back as her body starts to shudder from pure ecstasy; Sam’s eyes flutter closed, him, too, enjoying this pleasant moment. While rubbing their cocks together, Sam pulls out his knot, relieving a small bit of pressure that had been building up.

Tiffany’s hands slowly reach up to her breasts, massaging them while gently pinching her nipples. Getting more and more excited, her hips begin thrusting back and forth, her cock sliding against Sam’s. The small drips of precum slowly turning into a long and continuous stream, coating Sam’s hands nicely. “You might want to slow down there, babe.” He says, “I can’t have you cum just yet. At least, not on my chest.”


“Stop talking like that.” Tiffany says, her teeth gritting. “That’s gonna’ make me cum.”


“Then fuck me, I can’t wait any longer.” With that, Tiffany’s ears perk back up. She stops grinding against her husband and spins around to their dresser. Pulling open one of the lower drawers, she grabs a small white bottle of lube. A black label wrapped around the bottle with a shiny red dragon emblazoned on the front. Tiffany closes the drawer, pops open the bottle’s cap, and spins back to Sam. Tiffany squeezes the bottle and a fair amount of lube pours into her open palm. She closes the bottle before rubbing her hands together. Once her hands were decently lubed up, she kneels down to face Sam’s ass and proceeds to gently lick his hole.


“Oh… fuck…” Sam blurts out, not ready for the sudden sensation. Tiffany couldn’t help but giggle as she sticks two fingers into his tight ass. “Oh, fuck!” Sam blurts, louder than before. Tiffany’s fingers went deeper into his ass, lubing up every nook and cranny she could reach. One of her fingers gently brushes up against his prostate, making his cock twitch even harder than before.

“You’re pretty tight, sweetie.” Tiffany says as her fingers kept dancing inside his ass.


“I just woke up, give me a break.” Sam says, his face flushing slightly. Tiffany stands back up, lubing up her cock with her free hand, her other hand still dug into Sam’s anus. Once she felt he was lubed up properly, she slides her fingers out of his ass with a small ‘squish’ and places the tip of her cock against his wet hole.


“You ready?” She asks, her sly grin now stretching across her face. Sam stares deep into her eyes, nodding his head. In that moment, Tiffany slides the tip of her cock into Sam’s ass. He breathes in quickly, shocked from the sudden stretch. Tiffany, knowing what her husband can take, keeps going further and further until her knot reaches his ass. “How are you holding up?” She asks, keeping herself still. Sam says nothing, all he can do is focus on his breathing. Deep breaths timed apart in a rhythmic pattern. “Honey?” Tiffany asks, her voice growing uncertain. “Do you want me to stop?” Sam quickly shakes his head.

“No,” he finally says, “we just haven’t… fuck… we haven’t done this so early in the morning in a long time.”


“Should we stretch you out a bit more?” Sam shakes his head again.


“No, just keep going… I can take it.” Tiffany leans herself closer to Sam’s face.

“Are you sure?” She asks, her voice much more concerned. “I don’t want to hurt you.” Sam props himself up and starts kissing Tiffany, his hand reaching around to the back of her head, petting her softly. He pulls back from her lips, a smile across his face.


“Keep going… I’ll be fine.” Sam leans back down onto the bed, resting his ankles on Tiffany’s shoulders. Tiffany then pulls her hips back and starts pumping into Sam’s butt. Sam’s breathing gets lighter as he begins to adjust to her cock and thrusting. Tiffany’s motion starts getting a bit faster, feeling him loosen up more and more. Within no time at all, Tiffany was pumping consistently, Sam’s ass loosened enough to not feel any sense of intense pain. Tiffany raises her arms, grabbing hold of Sam’s ankles, still resting on her shoulders. She lifts one of his legs, pressing his paw against her lips. She lightly licks between his toes, his foot shuddering from the feeling.


“Stop, that tickles!” Sam says, giggling slightly as he tries to pull his leg back. Tiffany tightens her grip before licking his pads. “Stop it!” Sam keeps giggling.


“Nah, I love watching you squirm.” She says before kissing the top of his paw. “You’re my favorite play thing.” Her tongue continues to dance around his toes, his giggling intensifying ever so slightly. “Speaking of which.” Tiffany then begins pushing Sam’s legs back as she places her knees on the edge of the bed. Sam’s rear-end starts rising in tandem with Tiffany’s waist, his knees getting closer and closer to the bed.

“What are you doing?” He asks, feeling his still tired muscles stretch. Tiffany, now fully on the edge of the bed, wraps her hand around his cock and points it towards his face.


“Do that thing I like.” She says as she pushes her hips forward, lurching his cock closer to his face. His eyes dart from the tip of his dick to his wife’s eyes and back again. Knowing full well what she wanted him to do, Sam wraps his hands around his hips and, as best as he can, pulls himself closer to his crotch. He sticks out his tongue and gently licks the tip of his own cock, tasting the precum that had been pouring out all morning. His lips carefully wrap around the head while his tongue continues to taste every inch of the tip. “That’s a good boy.” Tiffany says as she starts pumping his ass again.


With each thrust, Sam’s cock went deep into his mouth and down his throat. His talent of performing autofellatio was nothing new to him, he discovered this ‘gift’ when he was bored one lonely afternoon in high school. It’s helped him become a better cock sucker for not only himself, but for the various guys and herms he’s come across in his life. But this time was different. He had shown Tiffany his ability early in their relationship and would always perform when she asked him, but he had never done this while having his ass fucked. As his wife keeps pounding him, gripping his knees for leverage, he focuses on his blowjob; every thrust making him want to clench his teeth and, in turn, make this moment awkward and unpleasant. He focuses on his wife’s moans, that seems to help put his mind at ease and not risk creating an oral guillotine.

Tiffany keeps fucking his ass while Sam keeps pleasing himself. The two soon lock eyes with each other, Tiffany’s face growing a smile. “You okay down there?” Sam nods, his pink cock still firmly in his mouth. Tiffany stops thrusting herself into Sam’s hips, bends herself forward, and puls his cock out of his mouth, a small pop as strings of precum and spit arc from the two heads. Sam takes a couple of deep breaths as Tiffany gently strokes his cock.

“How… how are you doing?” His voice now strained ever so slightly. She gives him a firm kiss before pulling her cock out of his ass.


“My knees are killing me.” She says as she climbs over Sam and lies down on her back. “You mind riding cowgirl?” Tiffany grabs one of their pillows and props her head up, stroking her cock to keep it wet and hard.


“Am I going to get some kind of reward?” Sam asks as he turns himself over and straddles his wife, their cocks rubbing together once more. “Because I feel like this is becoming rather one-sided.” His hand grips their dicks, squeezing their knots closer together. “First you yank me to the edge of the bed and shove this deep inside me.” Tiffany grunts as she feels intense pressure around her knot. “Then you shove my own cock down my throat, while still pounding my already sore ass into oblivion.” Sam pulls himself forward and lifts his tail ever so slightly. “And now you want me to ride you like a horse until you explode and cover my insides with cum?” His wet tailhole grinds against the tip of Tiffany’s cock. “So, I’ll ask again. What do I get as a reward.”

Tiffany wraps her hands tightly around Sam’s hips and pulls him hard onto her cock. His tail shoots up perfectly straight as his eyes widen and his pupils constrict. His cock twitches as a couple spurts of cum erupt from the tip and land on Tiffany’s belly; his mouth wide open with small gasps creeping out in short, erratic bursts. “You really shouldn’t tease a horny fox, sweetie.” Tiffany grabs another pillow to help support her head. “Especially when she’s got a cock as big as yours.” Her arms stretch out to his shoulders and she pulls him closer to her body. Sam, now recovered from the sudden anal shock, puts his hands on the bed to support himself. He looks down at his wife, once again looking into her eyes. He moves closer to her face and starts to give her another kiss. The two embraces each other, Sam leaning down onto his elbows to get closer to his wife. Their tongues playing inside each other’s mouths and around each other’s lips before parting.

“You ready?” Sam asks, getting his grip on the bed once again. Tiffany nods as her hands wrap around his torso and her fingers lock in place. Sam then starts to slowly slide up and down on Tiffany’s cock, she moans more as she begins to feel a tingling sensation in the tip. Her fingers unlock from each other and start to lightly dig into Sam’s fur and back. He feels the claws dig into him, a clear indicator that she’s about ready to cum. Sam pushes himself up and leans back, while simultaneously bouncing up and down on Tiffany’s waist. He watches as Tiffany brings her hands up to her breasts and starts pinching her dark nipples, little droplets of breast milk drip onto her areolas.

Sam continues to slide up and down, occasionally sitting down and gyrating his ass side-to-side, her knot was now at its fullest. Tiffany’s hips slowly start to move with Sam’s, shoving her cock deeper and deeper into his ass. Sam had to slow down at one point as he felt her knot partially penetrate him. But despite this, the two keep humping each other, grinding on each other. Sam was jerking himself off, getting ready for his second orgasm. As he strokes himself, Tiffany grabbs a hold of his hips and starts pounding harder and faster. Sam lets go of his cock, stops bouncing, and leans himself forward so Tiffany could continue thrusting.


“Baby… I’m gonna cum!” Tiffany says, “I’m gonna’ cum!”


“Do it, honey. Cum.” Sam says.


“Where… where do you… want it?” Sam tries to speak, but Tiffany grips tighter onto his hips. “Oh, God… I’m cumming!” Sam pulls himself off Tiffany’s cock and feels the hot strands of cum land on his back and asshole. She screams loudly, her hands still holding onto Sam’s hips tightly as she thrusts herself in the air, shooting more cum onto Sam, herself, and the bed.

“Jesus, Tiffany.” Sam says, “Were you really that pent up?” She lets go of Sam and lies on the bed in a heaving mess, her chest rising and falling heavily. Her cock continues to reflexively cum, even though she had just drained her balls. Sam stays put, looking down at his worn-out wife. He reaches down and brushes some red hair off her face, gently caressing her ear. The two keep looking at each other, Tiffany’s breaths slowly getting softer and more relaxed while Sam lies down next to her and wraps his arm around her. Sam then rests his head on her chest and listens to her heartbeat.


“That was amazing.” Tiffany says, once again running her hand through Sam’s now messy hair. “You’re the best husband I could ever ask for.” She nuzzles herself against Sam’s head.


“Well… I’m not done.” Sam says as he pulls away from Tiffany. She tries to pull herself up, but Sam gently pushes her back down on the pillows. “You’re done, sweetie. Just lie back while I finish up.” Sam then gets out of bed, stretching his arms a bit, and makes his way to the edge of the bed. He grabs the bottle of lube from the dresser and pours a healthy amount into his hand. He sets the lube back on the dresser and proceeds to lube himself up. Mimicking what his wife had done, Sam climbs back into bed while moving Tiffany’s hips closer to him. With his lubed hand, Sam starts to gently finger Tiffany’s pussy. Her toes curl almost instantly as he starts rubbing her thick labia and clit. Sam, with his free hand, lifts Tiffany’s balls so he can get a better look at her dark, dog pussy.

Once the two were lubed up, Sam slides the tip of his cock into Tiffany. Like so many times before, Tiffany lets out a small gasp before Sam continues to push himself further inside. Tiffany’s legs wrap around Sam’s back as he starts thrusting into her, his cock filling her pussy up perfectly. Sam leans down further, wrapping his arms around Tiffany, and resting his head in her cleavage. Tiffany looks down at Sam’s face, the two start to blush.

“I guess this is your reward.” Tiffany says, her hand gently rubbing his ear. “For being a good little cock sleeve.” Sam chuckles, he continues to thrust. “We’re gonna’ need a serious shower after this.” Tiffany says, looking at her, now, cum-covered paws.

“Tell me about it.” Sam says, his face still buried in Tiffany’s chest. Tiffany keeps rubbing Sam’s ear while he pounds her pussy. She pulls her hand away from his ear and starts to press her tits closer into Sam’s face, making the coyote smile like an absolute idiot. Sam lifts his head before wrapping his lips around the nipple of Tiffany’s breast. He gently suckles, getting a few drips of fresh milk in the process.

“Thirsty?” Tiffany asks, Sam pulls away and swallows her milk.


“Parched.” He says as he starts sucking on her breast again, this time taking his hand and squeezing around the base of her nipple. Tiffany can’t help but moan more as she feels streams of breast milk shoot out of her hard nipple. As he works on her breast, Tiffany grabs her other one and starts to squeeze that nipple. In no time at all, Tiffany’s breasts were streaming like crazy, drenching herself and Sam in milk. Sam’s thrusting starts getting faster and harder, he stops sucking on Tiffany’s lone breast and proceeds to stick both nipples in his mouth. Tiffany was feeling another orgasm approach as Sam breastfed from her tits, now in full swing milk production. She wraps her arms around his back, pulling him closer to her chest while he continues to drink her warm milk.

Sam stops sucking on her nipples as he pulls himself up, swallowing the large amount he had procured, with strands of milk following his lips from her nipples. He straightens himself up, grabs a hold of her ankles, and begins thrusting more. Tiffany grabs hold of her breasts and begins milking herself, streams shooting high into the air and landing on her body and the bed. The sight of this makes Sam pump his wife even faster as he gets closer and closer to his orgasm. The combination of milking herself and getting her pussy pounded starts to make Tiffany shiver throughout her body, the excitement and ecstasy building to unprecedented levels. In no time at all, Tiffany wasn’t working her tits as a huge let-down was underway. She was now her own autonomous milk fountain; Sam’s thrusts now at their peak.


“Oh God.” Sam says, his eyes focusing on the streams pouring from Tiffany’s nipples. “I’m about to cum.” Tiffany, hearing this, slowly pushes herself up on her elbows to get closer to Sam. Her breasts still heavily flowing with milk, now spraying all over her knees and Sam’s chest.

“Me too.” She says, looking deep into her husband’s eyes. Sam soon reaches climax, his knot burying into her pussy and filling her insides with fresh cum. Tiffany flings herself backwards, screaming even louder than before, going through her second, full orgasm. Sam’s thrusts start to slow down as his orgasm dissipated, his cock’s twitches and shudders becoming less frequent. Tiffany’s milk streams were slowing down to trickles, running down the sides of her breasts and body. Sam, tired from the morning’s event, starts moving Tiffany onto her right side, while simultaneously adjusting himself, and his knot, to lie behind Tiffany, spooning and cuddling her. His arms wrap around her stomach tightly as his head rests between her head and shoulder.


“So…” Tiffany starts. “Is there a reason why you decided to knot me?”


“I told you.” Sam says, rubbing his face against hers. “I don’t wanna’ get up.” Tiffany, with her hand, grips Sam’s and gently rubs his palm with her thumb. There’s a long moment of silence between the two, before Sam’s snoring started getting louder. Tiffany looks over at her alarm clock, 7:58 a.m.


“Fuck it.” She says, yawning. She closes her eyes and steadily drifts back to sleep.
