Surprise Guest

Vance thought that he must be hallucinating when he saw Zig Zag and Juni boxing in the training ring. Though he’d often fantasized about meeting her in the audience, or the locker room, or getting slipped her room card after an away fight in LA, he had never thought he’d actually see the skunkette in person again. The last time he’d seen her was at an adult film convention, back before his boxing career took off and he had to “supplement” his boxing income with some studio work. Even then, he’d only seen her up on stage, protected from her “adoring” fans by a few massive horses who were either her co-stars or the best looking bouncers Vance had ever seen. And yet here she was now, wearing boxing shorts and a tight sports bra, sparring with Juni while the vixen gave instructions. 

“Lean into the punch, and push back with your opposite foot!” said Juni. “It’s a little counter-intuitive, but you have to always push with the opposite part of your body, and ground your front foot in order to really put all your force into the punch!” Zig Zag struck punch-pads that Juni was holding up again and again, her technique amateur but very good for someone who was no kind of boxer. Juni was clad in a surprisingly modest pair of long pants, along with a t-shirt over her sports bra. It was more than Vance had ever seen the hermaphrodite vixen wearing, and she almost looked normal, minus the noticeable bulge between her legs. “There you go, Zig! I know it’s rough, but you’ll get the hang of it, good enough to fool the camera anyway.”
“Camera?” asked Vance. “You surely don’t mean that little handheld we keep in the break room for parties, do you?” Juni rolled her eyes a bit and put down her punching targets.

“C’mon Vance, even YOU aren’t that punch drunk,” said Juni. “Didn’t you read the announcement? Zig Zag studios is going to be going through here for a couple weeks, shooting a few athletic and locker-room fetish pornos.”

“There’s even going to be a couple of boxing ones,” said Zig Zag. She untied one of her gloves with her teeth and shook it off of her hand, going over to her corner to grab a water bottle. The skunk shook her hips and she walked, showing off her perfect ass and tiger-striped tail, her body so accustomed to teasing that it came naturally to her walk. Vance licked his lips, already beginning to drool as he followed those legs up past her but and to her ample cleavage, pressed tight into a top that was much too small for her enormous breasts. Juni glowered at him, but he didn’t stop. He would never tell anyone, but he still had a poster of Zig in his bedroom, one he’d bought back when he was just getting into boxing. Clad in nothing but a smile and a pair of boxing gloves draped over her shoulders, Zig Zag had “signed” it to say “Hope I’m making you hot in the ring!” Even though Vance knew that the words and signature were added in Photoshop, it was a hot photo, and more than once he’d spent some “quality time” lusting over it back before he had regular access to groupies.
“That’s why I put up that sign on the door telling everyone, especially YOU, that this part of the gym is off limits today,” said Juni. “There’s going to be a whole mess of  guys coming in here to set up lights and microphones and stuff, and I’ve only got until 8 AM tomorrow to teach Zig Zag how to box well enough to look good on camera. So please, head back into the main boxing area and try to focus on that match you’ve got Friday.”

“Hold on a minute,” said Zig Zag, walking over to the edge of the canvas where Vance was standing. Her tits jiggled pleasantly as she walked, their weight and shape letting Vance know that there wasn’t a drop of silicone inside of them. “Aren’t you Vance Kellerman? You used to work for Ziggurat studios, didn’t you? I swear I saw you in ‘Big Foxes, Little Vixens #4,’ the one that took place at an ice cream parlor.”
“I was in that movie,” said Vance. “Or at least a certain part of me was. Maybe this will be a bit more familiar to you.” Hooking his gloved thumbs into his boxing shorts, Vance pulled them down until his legendarily oversized shaft popper out. Dark black in color, it glistened dully in the incandescent light. He twitched it a bit, letting Zig Zag know that a hardon was slowly building.

“Dammit Vance,” said Juni. “Can’t you keep your pants on for just one more day? Go fuck Valerie or Laine or something if you’re horny, Zig and I have work to do.” Vance smiled at Juni, quietly daring her to do something about it, knowing full well she wouldn’t. Juni took her boxing seriously enough, but nobody ever joined Tetsuo’s gym purely to improve their technique and ranking. The real point of joining was that you got all the sex you could handle, from the “house rules” about fucking losing competitors to the live-in groupies. Trying to take the sex out of the gym simply would not work, and if she tried to stop a porn star from having sex with one of her fellow members, Juni would be derided for weeks as a “party-pooper” and “stick-in-the-mud.”
“Now now, I’ve been working out for a few hours, I deserve a break,” said Zig Zag. “How about you take five in the locker room, and after Vance and I talk shop for a little while, we get back to practice?” Zig hopped off of the mat and went down on her knees, grabbing Vance in her un-gloved hand and stroking him eagerly while she removed her glove from the other. Juni sighed and began to take off her own clothes, folding and stacking them neatly on one of the ring-side benches.
“If we’re going to do this, I want in too,” said Juni. “After all, I’ve never had sex with a porn star.” Juni grinned a bit as she trotted over to where Zig Zag was kneeling, the herm vixen’s own ample shaft bobbing and hardening in front of her as she watched the skunk get to work.

“Never fucked a porn star?” said Vance, playfully incredulous. “What about that time you fucked me up the ass after I lost that exhibition match on Furimax? You humped my ass in front of 2,000 audience members, and who knows how many were watching via the web feed?” Zig Zag giggled a bit as Juni playfully went up behind Vance, giving him a few dry humps before standing alongside him. The skunk worked Vance into her mouth now, her free hand moving her hair out of the way as she suckled on him with delicate care and consummate skill. He groaned, leaning out onto the edge of the mat for support as his knees went weak.

“That doesn’t count,” said Juni, her sentence interrupted by a moan as Zig Zag slid the vixen’s length into her mouth. “I ahhnn…I did that for work!”
“Being a porn star used to be my work,” said Vance, rubbing his balls a bit while Zig Zag worked the length in her excellent hands. He’d never felt a grip that was so firm, yet so delicate. Thousands of hours of hand jobs had clearly given Zig Zag almost unnatural skill, and Vance had to struggle to resist the temptation to just grab her head and start humping, though he got the feeling that she wouldn’t mind too much if he did just that.

Though both Vance and Juni were anything but submissive, there was no doubt that Zig Zag was in complete control of the both of them as she licked and sucked and nibbled at them, popping one and then the other into her mouth with wild abandon. Back when he worked in the industry, Vance had gotten used to “fucking for show,” and doing more to please the camera than himself or his partner. He had expected Zig Zag to do much the same, but instead she was giving him the sort of tongue-lashing that he usually only got from his most “experienced” groupies. Considering that her job usually involved more posing and positioning than actual sex, Vance was quite literally blown away by her ability to suck cock, and he wished only that he could get her to teach technique to his more typical partners.
Zig Zag expertly switched from one fox to the other, sucking and slurping and working the cocks eagerly until they were both rock-hard and dripping precum. Climbing up onto the canvas, she wagged her tail at the pair, inviting them to join her as she playfully peeled off and discarded her sports bra and shorts. Vance shivered with excitement as he crawled up onto the canvas, his shaft bobbing and dripping between his legs. Moving faster than Juni, he managed to get himself into the prime position, coming up behind Zig Zag and teasing her slit with his length. He groaned, pushing in slowly and panting while Juni took her time moving around to the front. Though Zig Zag was by no means tight, even for Vance’s considerable girth, her wet-and-eager pussy was giving him sensations that he didn’t even know a girl could do. 
Juni, meanwhile, was taking her time, enjoying Zig Zag’s ministrations while Lance hurriedly and excitedly pounded away at her backside. She saw no need to hurry things along, especially since it was clear that Zig wasn’t going to undergo any more training for the next few hours. Juni might as well enjoy herself, after all. Moaning slightly as she gently worked her length into the skunk’s mouth; Juni reached under her balls and caressed her sex, fingering it gently. Much to her surprise, Zig Zag reached up a hand to finger her as well, giving Juni even more stimulation than she bargained for. While she was too well practiced and reserved to allow this to break her resolve, she blushed bright red, panting and gasping as she was overwhelmed with pleasure.

Vance grunted as he worked his length in to the hilt, rubbing and pushing it around a little as he ground in deep. Somehow, Zig Zag was squeezing and rubbing and pleasuring his entire length, as if the interior of her sex was some sort of tantric sex-toy. He wrapped his arms around her tail to anchor himself as he pushed in again and again, his massive balls slapping against her. Panting gave way to genuine gasping as he reached his orgasm, and though he initially thought about pulling out and sending a few stray shots across her back, by the time he finally managed to extract himself, his shaft was flaccid and quite thoroughly empty, though it dripped copious amounts of juice, both Zig Zag’s and his own.
Juni was much more reserved, letting her own shots splatter gently into Zig Zag, her composure barely breaking as she wafted through waves of pleasure. She grinned and pulled back slowly, letting Zig get in a few good licks as she backed off. Zig, for her own part, licked her lips, her hand slipping down to her sex to feel the mess down below. Satisfied, she scooped out a bit and brought it back to her mouth for a lick, seeming to relish the flavor and the taste of it all.

“Great job, Zig!” said a voice off to the side. Startled, Vance and Juni both turned towards the noise to see a number of ZZ Studios employees pointing cameras and boom mics at the trio, their entire escapade apparently caught on film. Juni blushed, backing up a bit, but Vance struck a few poses and even slapped his flaccid dick against Zig Zag’s rump for effect.

“So, you two mind signing some release forms?” said Zig, grinning up at Juni as she slowly got back on her feet. “And would you mind showing up again tomorrow afternoon to shoot a little extra footage? Bring that big boy, Tank, and that slutty vixen Laine too if you can…”
