With a small trowel in hand and a large bucket to the side, the soft blue cat was hard at work. The sun glistened off Spy’s dirt-covered fur, showing off the sweat he’s worked out and baking in the dust that has been kicked up after a long day of harvesting garlic. The young man let out a sigh of exhaustion and sat back. If this was what the days were going to be like, he might not make it through the end of the week. Looking around, Spy spotted the enormous horse methodically freeing the plants from the dirt, using the shovel to help free the precious vegetable from its earthy prison. His muscles rippled under his short fur, and his sweat dripped freely down his back. Spy watched the farmer work, observing his fluid, purposeful motions, and factory-like method. The horse was working the opposite direction on an adjacent garden bed, bending down away from the small cat, showing off not only his efficient work, but also his back, tied-up tail, and shapely bottom. Spy gulped and thought back to what happened the previous night. The cat could almost still feel the horse’s throbbing meat between his slender digits, begging to be released from its jean prison, offering its precious juice through the fabric. Spy’s breath quickened and his face grew hotter than the sun could make it. Bruik made no mention of any indiscretions when he was giving out the itinerary for the day, only offering a polite apology for passing out so quickly. Spy kept staring at the workhorse, completely entranced by his physicality, wanting nothing more than “accidentally” rub what was in between those meaty thighs.


“Spy?”


The sudden vocalization brought the cat rudely from his lustful stupor, and the young man found himself incredibly thankful for the old, thick jean overalls that he was loaned and that hid any physical evidence of his daydream.

“Yeah, sorry, I took a break and…” He didn’t really know what to say. ‘Started thinking about your throbbing cock’ probably would’ve been a little inappropriate.

“I was just about to call for a break anyway.” The mature farmer smiled, stretched, and made his way over to the sitting cat. “The sun’s getting too hot to work in.”


Spy nodded, struggling to get his thoughts back into reality. The way the horse strode over to him showed off a conspicuous bulge at the horse’s crotch. The overalls might’ve hidden stuff for the slender male, but they left little to the imagination for someone as filled out as Bruik. 


“How much did you get?”


“Huh?”



Bruik laughed. “Daydreaming aren’t ya?”


Spy blushed and turned away slightly. “Yeah, sorry.” He cleared his throat and rubbed his eyes.


“The heat’ll do that to people. How’d the pickin go?”


Bruik picked up the bucket next to the feline with one arm and helped Spy up with the other. Even out in the open air, the smell of hard work was strong, especially pressed up against the horse’s forearm. 


“Not too bad for the first day! Hell, I’d say as long as the right plant was being picked, that’d be a success.” Bruik laughed, clearly remembering a story from times passed. 


Spy found it hard to get his mind off the lewd thoughts. “Um, is there like a restroom anywhere?” He asked meekly. Maybe the privacy and a clear bladder will get the cat back on task.


“Sure, if you wanna go all the way back to the house.” Bruik opened his arms to the path back.


Spy followed the motion. Oh, how small the home looked out here. Some things you really can’t experience living deep in the city, and the immense amount of space was something Spy was only beginning to get his head wrapped around.


“I just do my business out in the field.” 


The cat looked back to the horse only to find him undoing his fly. Bruik hadn’t made any effort to hide himself as he pulled out his flaccid meat, groping it his stout fingers. Spy gasped slightly, getting far too much an eyeful of that wrinkly, foreskinned cock resting atop the absolute biggest balls he’d ever seen.


Bruik looked back to the younger male slightly, chuckling. “It’s nothing you haven’t seen already.” There was a distinctly smaller amount of the machismo that Bruik had been sporting earlier. “I’m sorry, I don’t even normally wear clothes out here, as you know.” The horse laughed again, quieter, more personal. 


“Oh-oh yeah.” Spy laughed nervously as he got a vivid flashback to when the two met. Bruik was way less apologetic when he swung his junk at the cat just the day prior.


“I’m sorry, I can turn away—” Bruik stepped away from the cat.


“No, no, it’s fine!” Spy moved up next to the large man and started fiddling with his overalls. “A—after all, we’ll be working together for a while. Might as learn how to work like you do.” 


Bruik smiled and slapped a meaty arm across the feline’s slim shoulders. “Good boy! Nice mindset to have out here.” With his other hand, the horse peeled back his thick foreskin, giving a tantalizing glimpse of the soft, pink head underneath and started peeing.


Spy followed suit. After clumsily operating his fly, the teen pulled out his much more modest package. His darker pink cock perked slightly off his hefty balls, being more than a little aroused by the whole ordeal. His fleshy head poked out of his foreskin, the slick tip reflecting the sun. Spy tried letting his bladder free, but his body had other ideas. This was not the time to have an awkward silence. For god’s sake why was it so hard to pee with a boner! This was supposed to be a manly bonding time, letting nature take its course out in actual nature. Spy thought quickly: “And—and maybe we’ll even work naked together!” He laughed stressfully.


Bruik squinted and turned at the cat, mouth slightly agape in a curious grin. He glanced up and down the smaller man, smiled and laughed quietly, and turned back to the horizon, finishing his business. 


Spy was frozen. Why in the actual fuck did he say that, especially out loud, especially while Bruik had his cock out, and especially while he was trying to unsport a boner! The cat’s thoughts ran a mile a minute, not the least of which was trying to figure out how to leave and never come back. After what felt like a million years, the patter of urine next to him stopped, and Spy felt a much softer hand on his shoulder. 


“Most people aren’t so forward on day 2.” Bruik murmured into Spy’s ear.

“I’m so sorry…” Spy’s quick apology trialed off just as quick. Bruik held his now-larger meat in his hand. The semi-blunt head naturally peeked out of the horse’s wrinkly skin, still glistening from the pee. Spy watched as Bruik’s cock throbbed slowly against the horse’s digits, filling out his grip, and lifting slightly from his leathery orbs. Bruik gently massaged his length. His cock responded. The semi-equine head was now visible to the cat as it slipped out of the large man’s skin. Pre glinted at the opening of his large urethra, naturally sitting in the center of the lightly ridged head. With the sun beating down, the cat was completely transfixed, and any sense of modesty he had before had quickly melted away in the heat.


“You like what you see?” Bruik’s voice was lower, huskier. It had a certain low hum to it that only drew Spy in closer. All the cat could manage was a stuttered nod, and the horse pulled the young man in gently, subtly. Spy’s own member mirrored the motions of Bruik’s, throbbing gently in the warm afternoon air. 

“This internship is built for not only learning about farming, but also about yourself in all the ways that can be interpreted,” Bruik continued. He almost sounded as if he was giving a lecture. It was the same tone he had used to teach the cat all day, though now it was quieter, gentler, muskier. Bruik used his large mitts to tease himself, pulling on the skin that wrapped his member. He rubbed the length and his cock responded. A light throb left a large, clear bead of precum swelling at the tip of his enormous cock. “I’ll only help you explore the things you want to experience.” The words lingered in the air as the horse pulled his skin back over his cock head, taking that sensual drop and letting it slicken the edges of that leathery foreskin. In a similarly careful manner, Bruik pulled the cat even closer, their bodies now pressed side to side. “You can touch me, feel what it feels like without the overalls in the way.”

That took Spy enough out of his trance to look up at the horse. With a sly wink, he guided the blue feline back to his erection. The game was over far before Spy ever realized he was playing, and the horse was a slick player. That ‘accidental’ flash from the day previous wasn’t looking so accidental in hindsight.


The thick, leathery meat throbbed longingly in the air, once again pooling another swollen drop of pre at the tip. Spy reached out, gently placing his fingers against Bruik’s. Even with all the forwardness, the teen still felt a certain modesty, as if all the steps had to be followed, even if it was superfluous. Bruik didn’t push the cat to go any faster, instead he slowly moved his hand up and down his cock, each time letting his skin curl over the ridged head. 


Spy watched the motions with an almost academic enthusiasm. Bruik’s cock was somewhat humanoid, like the cat’s, with a smooth length and a long cocksleeve. It was brown along the shaft, matching the hair that stuck out from the hole in the overalls, with long, subtle veins pumping underneath. Spy let his fingers fall in between Bruik’s, feeling those veins fill with blood under his touch.


Bruik let out a soft whinny.  That was the other thing Spy was noticing as he got more intimate with the horse, is that despite what seemed mostly humanoid, Bruik maintained many distinctly equine traits. Spy moved his hand up to the head of the older man’s cock, letting his fingers stain in the pre that had accumulated around the skin. As he got aroused, the ridge around the head was more pronounced. The whole head was more blunt than Spy’s, and the combined effect kept the foreskin taught as it rolled over the tip. Spy stepped in closer meeting his free hand with his occupied hand on the weighty length.

In response, Bruik let go of his cock, instead taking the opportunity to place his hand back on the cat’s backside, under his flickering tail. Spy barely noticed. His focus was entirely on the musky manhood in his grip. With one hand at the base and the other at the tip, the cat slowly pumped pre onto his fingers, slipping them around the unique head of the farmer’s member. Bruik huffed into Spy’s ear. Clearly the large man was enjoying the tender care Spy was giving, and the response only encouraged the young man further. His hand at the base of the shaft explored the rest of Bruik’s large package, hefting the large leathery orbs into his palm. Each ball was the size of his palm, and his fingers moistened from the horse’s masculine sweat. 

The strong scent was making its way into the teen’s brain, drawing him closer to the source. Still with more fascination than lust, Spy explored further, kneeling to bring his muzzle against the slick face of the throbbing member. Bruik only subtly encouraged the cat, letting the young man find his own way around the horse’s package. Closing his eyes, Spy brushed his nose along the bottom of the leathery cock, his mouth tracing the ridge of the urethra and letting the masculine scent penetrate the deepest part of his sinuses. There was something truly hypnotic about that musk. Pre drooled freely out the tip of the erect meat, smothering the cat’s ear and shoulder, covering him in sex. Spy got to the base of the warm length, taking a deep breath with his face pressed into Bruik’s balls. Moving even closer, the cat groped the large orbs in his fingers, pressing even deeper into the warmth. 


“You like that?” Bruik asked, genuinely interested in the teen’s unhindered exploration. 

Spy nodded, brushing up against all Bruik’s sensitive bits, and topping it off with a brush of his rough tongue.


Bruik whinnied. “Good boy, take your time.” The horse grabbed his erect member and pulled it up, letting him have a front row seat of the entranced male. The change of position had a double effect of giving the cat unfettered access to the large, fertile orbs and letting the pre drip down the length of the horse’s cock and onto the young man’s face. 

Spy’s tongue tugged at the sensitive, taught skin on the farmer’s balls. He watched their natural response to his stimulation, first a quick rise, then a soft fall back into his palms. He pulled the large orbs against his face as his motions slowly gained purpose. Spy was getting thoughts in his head again, but they were singularly focused. Pre slid down his face and the cat smirked. He wanted the horse’s cum, and he wanted it badly. 


The cat followed the trail of pre with his tongue up the length of the still-throbbing cock. Bruik groaned, and a small stream of pre greeted Spy at the tip. He eagerly lapped it up, letting the taste fill his small mouth. It was absolutely intoxicating, and intensely masculine. He needed more.


Suddenly, the size of Bruik’s member came into focus. How the hell was Spy supposed to do anything with that? The head of the older man’s cock was nearly the size of a tennis ball, and the whole cock was as long as his forearm is from the elbow to the tips of his fingers. Also, he was in way over his head. He had never done anything even remotely like this with anyone else, and instinct can only get so far. Nerves crept back into Spy’s head. He had already gone so far, but he didn’t know what to do next.

Bruik must’ve felt his hesitation, as he wrapped his large fingers around the back of the small cat’s head. “You want me to finish on you?” Bruik asked, seemingly already knowing the answer. His other hand pumped methodically on his cock.


Spy looked up from underneath the throbbing penis and nodded. He smiled gratefully, but as pre started covering his mouth, that smile quickly turned lustful. He closed his eyes and parted his lips, basking in the feeling of getting covered in sex. He kept his grip on those plump balls, feeling them bounce in his hands. Bruik’s pace quickened, and his breathing deepened. Spy let his thoughts drift away in the warm summer air, while his face increasingly became marked by the horse’s precum. It flowed even heavier now, dripping down his chin and into his open mouth, and the cat panted in anticipation. Bruik tightened his grip on the teen’s head, bouncing his cock against the feline’s face. His pace quickened further, and Spy knew the horse wasn’t far off. He stuck his tongue out and let it slip in between the horse’s slick pink head and the leathery foreskin. Bruik’s breath stuttered, and he aimed his open cock tip into the cat’s mouth.

“Get ready,” The older man panted, struggling to keep control. Spy squeezed Bruik’s hefty ball sack and felt it tense up.


The first spurt of thick seed shot right into the eager cat’s mouth, nearly filling it to the brim. Spy choked, cough seed over his chin as more cum flooded onto his face. Bruik whinnied as his semen covered the teen, his flared tip sending cum all over the sullied cat. Spy was in ecstasy. He happily let the cum flood over his muzzle and down his neck. He wanted to be completely covered in his seed. Let the horse mark him as his own, he didn’t care as long as he could bask in his seed. Cum flowed freely from the throbbing horsecock and Bruik smeared it across the entranced cat’s face. Bruik smirked. He had chosen this intern wisely.


As soon as Spy felt the flow of seed lessen, he started lapping up the mess, first from the steamy tip of Bruik’s cock, then across his face. Bruik used his slowly softening cock to smear the cum over the rest of the young man’s face and Spy giggled. This was heaven, or at least as close to it as he could get. The warm sun nurtured the smell further, and Spy had the feeling he’d never get that smell out of his fur, even if he wanted to. 


Bruik kept his grip loose on the cat’s head, letting him bask in the afterglow of the horse’s orgasm. The cat’s own member throbbed loosely between his thighs, clearly looking for some sense of relief. Spy didn’t seem to notice his own needs, and Bruik wasn’t going to break the cat out of his trance. That’ll leave more things to teach the cat later, Bruik thought to himself. He let go of his now mostly flaccid cock, watching it slip over the cat’s slick face. The young man was smiling, still relishing the flavor of the old man’s seed. 


“How was that?” Bruik inquired with a smile, the cat’s head still in his large hand.


Spy giggled and leaned into the horse’s grip. Bruik pulled the cat’s head up, encouraging him to stand. Spy obliged, shakily getting to his feet. The difference in height of the two creatures was stark with the two chest to chest. Or, really, chest to stomach. Spy was still grinning stupidly, and without much thought hugged the farmer tight around the waist. Bruik squeezed the slim male against his large body rubbing his back while the feline purred. Bruik slipped his fingers under the straps of the overalls and into Spy’s soft fur. The two men stayed there for a while, basking in the warmth of the summer sun, and melting into each other’s bodies.

Out of the blue, Spy broke away from the horse. “I have to pee so bad.” Without another word, the cat sprinted back to the house, leaving Bruik standing alone in the empty garlic beds. A laugh built from deep within the horse’s large stomach and quickly bellowed outward. Even if everything so far had followed his plan to a T, there were still some things that could surprise him. Once Bruik gathered himself, he picked up the two garlic buckets and made his way back to the house.
