“J-Just don’t go full throttle. O-Okay,” Tail beckoned cautiously to Lax who was standing behind him while Tails had his ass up, parting back his plump, peach-shaped ass so he could give his new friend a guide.

Lax didn’t respond. He looked at puckered hole with intent as he held the monster in his hands. He pressed it in between Tails’ cheeks. The warm, solid feeling nestled in between Tails’ plump yet firm ass made him quiver with anticipation.
Lax squeezed the tip of his giant member to make the monster drool crystal liquid out. It dripped onto Tails’ asshole, sliding around the center and then trailing to his sack. Tails licked his ungloved finger and penetrated his own ass so he could taste the love juice. 
“I’m ready,” said Tails though in his mind he wasn’t completely. 

With one hearty lung that pushed Tails with the strength of a small car, Lax pierced his humongous penis deep into his fox’s asshole. Tails at once felt the immense pressure collecting around his bellybutton. Lax’s excitement made his monster immensely hard yet slimy. Tails felt the coated slick of Lax’s penis inside, but more than that he felt the penis inside.
Lax began to pump, vigorous like a piston on full burst. Each thrust bulged Tails’ stomach outward, a sight that mesmerized Tails and excited him to continue. Folds formed as the excess skin around the monster pushed in and out of Tails’ widening hole. 
“Ah! Ah! Yes! Lax, it’s…so…big! So…good! So…” Tails was at a loss for words; his mind would only concentrate on how it felt. 

Suddenly Tails found himself unable to speak. A knot in his throat. It came with a surge of pleasure that turned his penis into a standing statue. Tails touched his throat and felt the round head—a familiar touch because it belonged to Lax. 
HE’S—ALL THE WAY THROUGH!? Tails screamed to himself.

Lax pushed his cannon with more force and the bulge in Tails’ throat moved with his thrusts, confirming Tails’ worries.
Tails slapped Lax’s thighs to get him to stop, but Lax tackled his waist into Tails and braced himself. A surge of warmth traveled up through Tails’ body as he felt Lax’s penis twitch vigorously. He was cumming. Tails hurriedly tapped Lax to get him to pull out, but it was too late. A fountain of thick white plunged out of Tails’ mouth as if his stomach could take no more. 
Soon, enveloped by not only the sheer shock of the scene but also at how on fire he felt, Tails lost all feeling in his arms and legs, dropping them, but he did not collapse on the floor. He was held up by Lax’s penis, like a kabob. The cum dripped out of his throat.

Tails flew out of his sheets, gasping for air as if he’d been chocked. The room surrounding him was dark except for a blinking light from one of his gadgets. His face and body were sticking with sweat as his sheets stuck to him. He instinctively patted his throat, checking for the soar spot he felt moments ago, and then he lightly touched his naked butt: nothing sore. However, he searched around and felt a cold spot beneath his thighs. A stain, with an distinguishable scent of cum, was beneath his semi-erect penis.
“A dream? A dream,” Tails sighed with relief as he fell backwards onto his sheets. He looked down at his penis and touched it, still feeling a slight hint of pleasure. “A wet dream. Oh boy, what’ve I gotten myself into?”
Tails sat by the edge of the Tornado’s wings the next morning. Blowtorch in hand, he didn’t have the mindset to start working. He stared at the gray ceiling of his workshop, not even noticing the gap in the roof where three rivets had fallen off. He was alone.
When he puckered his tongue it was like Tails could still taste Lax, even as far away as his throat, like in his dream. Yesterday’s encounter with Lax was still so fresh in his mind. His mouth still remembered the sensation of choking on Lax’s monster. What’s more, the sole thought of it already had Tails’ penis standing up. He was just glad there was no one in the room to se—
“Mr. Tails! Mr. Tails! Mr. Tails!” It was Cream the Rabbit, Vanilla’s young daughter, shouting into the room before she entered. By the sound of her voice she was at the end of the hallway.

Tails jumped; his erect member bounced with him. He scrambled to look for something to cover him. He aimed for the Tornado’s cockpit; sitting down, with the seat covering him, should be enough. But the ladder was near the door. Tails raced to ladder, his penis bobbing as he did, but he wasn’t faster than Cream.

Cream entered the room, arms up in the air with excitement, and Tails froze seeing her. But Cream suddenly tripped and tumbled forward without seeing Tails, whom she landed on. Her mouth was wide open as she fell and when she landed, her mouth accidentally swallowed Tails’ penis. Caught by the weight of Cream and the feeling of her tiny, slippery mouth and thin tongue on his exposed head, Tails was at a loss. Cream popped the penis out of her mouth.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Tails, I wasn’t watching where I was going,” said Cream, sweetly. She noticed a scuff on her new red shoes and dusted them off quickly. She didn’t seem to notice Tails’ penis or the taste in left in her mouth; she might’ve been too innocent to notice. Tails grabbed the nearest thing, a toolbox, and covered his waist with it.

“It’s okay, Cream, no harm no foul. What’s got you so excited?” Tails asked, seeing he was in the clear.

“Oh I’m sorry, you have a visitor. He’s another cute fox and he says he’s your friend,” said the rabbit.

Tails knew at once it was Lax.

“Thanks for telling me.”

“That’s all though. I hafta get to going. My mama’s taking me to pick some flowers. I’ll see you later.”

 Now Tails was certain his penis wouldn’t calm down. Here he was: alone an empty house with the person who caused all of this to begin with. Sonic was off with Amy who knows where and Knuckles never visits, so it only cause Tails’ heart to pump more blood into his penis. Not to mention he was Cream’s spit on his member. 
Lax entered the workshop, cautiously as if the floor was booby trapped. He kept his hands and feet close to his body, worried that if he touching anything the entire room would collapse. He came to the Tornado and Tails sitting under it, still covering himself with the toolbox. The Tornado’s wings shadowed lax; he stared wide-eyed up at them while his mouth hung.
“Do you…like planes?” Tails asked.

“I-It’s so pretty,” said Lax.

“Thanks, I built it myself; I call it the Tornado and it’s never let me down,” Tails began which got him to feel less nervous. “Me and my buddy Sonic go on all kinds of adventures with it. Do you want to sit in the cock…pit…?”
A poor choice of words that startled both foxes. Lax blushed, so did Tails.

It was then that Tails saw the monster transform first hand. An orange bud, like a seed, sprouted on Lax’s crouch, growing like a palm tree from that little seed. When the length was achieved, the monster began to grow, sprouting mass. The foreskin parted and peeled back around the head. 
“Ah!” Lax gasped when it was fully formed.

Tails never saw such a fleet, something he called amazing. There was no use saying it was one time thing. In his heart, as he stared at the monster standing like a cannon aimed at him, Tails knew the incident in the locker showers was not a one time thing. The excitement of the dream he had returned and he finally stood up from behind the toolbox to show Lax that he too was hard. 

“No one’s home,” Tails said in his most seductive of voices, putting on an air of eroticism that he never tried before. “Let’s get you to calm down.”

