[center][u][b]Temptation in the Hot Tub[/b][/u][/center]

After slipping out of the pool, pleasantly sore after a nice long session spent swimming laps, Morexis couldn’t resist the temptation of the hot tubs stationed just a few meters away from the edge of the public swimming facility, spaced out at intervals along one of its sides. A few of the tubs were already occupied, mostly by older folks just relaxing quietly or talking to friends as they soaked almost neck deep in the bubbling water, but there were still a couple free, so the white furred Shiba-Samoyed cross had no problem claiming one for himself. His swim-shorts clad body slipped down into the water once more, far warmer than the pool and a veritable inferno compared to the crisp autumn air, and as the dog sank down into the water until he was able to settle his rump onto its tile-edged seating with just his head and shoulders protruding, he let slip a long, soft moan of pure contentment. Immediately he felt the warm and rapidly bubbling water, stirred up by the hot tub’s many water jets, soothing his well worked muscles. He felt his body relaxing, leaning back against the side of the tub, and though at first he had been seated a little more properly with his legs together and hands by his sides, he let his arms float up to the surface and bob freely either side of him, while parting his legs to grant his lower body an even more lazy and comfortable stance in which to enjoy the hot tub’s heat.

Upon parting his legs until they naturally came to rest in a relaxed and spread state though, it took just seconds for Morexis’ cheeks to flush beneath his snowy white fur, and for his eyes to dart downward towards the bubbling water before him. He couldn’t see through the frothing, bubbling water of course, couldn’t [i]see[/i] what he was feeling, but the dog knew exactly what it was. He could feel one of the hot tub’s water jets propelling a pressurized stream of water out at an angle just a short distance from where he was seated, and that jet was striking him on the inner surface of his left upper thigh. It felt nice. Intense, powerful, but [i]goooood[/i]. Intimately so, even. But, so long as he didn’t move and scoot over to the left, he didn’t have to worry about the water rushing out across any more sensitive areas of his body, parts which might well have reacted strongly to the flood of constant water-pressure powered sensation. In fact, parts of his body that seemed almost certain to do so, given that he could already feel his sheath stirring within his shorts at the mere suggestion of such stimulation being so close at hand.

For over a minute, Morexis didn’t move. The dog told himself that he was being good. That he was resisting temptation. Of course he also told himself that moving right, further [i]away [/i]from the stream of pressurized water would also have been bad, though the reason why that was the case remained somewhat unclear. Thus for the duration of that minute, he [i]did [/i]indeed resist the temptation that had initially arisen within his mind. In the minute that followed however, he wasn’t quite so successful, his by that point eagerly swelling cock adding yet more weight to the argument why perhaps he [i]should [/i]succumb, give in to the temptation just a little bit. Not enough to do anything really inappropriate in this public venue where there were so many other people all around him. But, since he was already hard, perhaps just a moment spent in the full embrace of the water jet’s flow, so that if he wished to do so, he could think about how it had felt [i]afterwards [/i]when in a more appropriate and private place to indulge such fantasies.

Before the dog had any time to consider just how far he was stretching to try and convince himself that his plan made any sense at all, not to mention all he was ignoring that it [i]didn’t [/i]make sense if his goal was to avoid doing anything inappropriate in such a public setting, he shifted slightly, almost intentionally, over to the left. With all his willpower, he fought not to let his expression change.

Not to gasp, not to cry out, not even to let his eyes widen or his tongue to loll out as the powerful jet

of water began to spray directly against his rapidly, now even more urgently swelling erection through the already somewhat stretched out material of his pool shorts. Inwardly, he counted. He gave himself not just a second, a pitifully short amount of time when he thought about it, far too little to actually savor any sensation, and instead counted up to ten before intending to move back over, fully out of the hot tub’s tempting stream.

[i]Nine... ten... eleven... twelve...[/i]
Still he sat there, leaning further back against the side of the hot tub, lifting his arms entirely out of the water and stretching them out either side of him on the tiled edge above the water’s surface, wordlessly showing off to everyone around him that he couldn’t have been doing anything inappropriate with his hands so clearly visible. That bought him another ten seconds of indulgence, surely.[b][i] Mmnh….[/i][/b]
[i]Nineteen... twenty... twenty one...[/i]
He was [i]fully[/i] knotted by that point, and as his ass scooted just ever so slightly forward, his toes curled, hidden deep beneath the frothing water when the water jet ceased drumming its pressurized flow against the underside of his swim-short clad cock and began instead to hammer incessantly against his firm, plumping knot. The clothing bound, pointed red tip of his erection strained against its confines, and try as he might have to remain calm and relaxed looking, when Morexis took another breath both his inhales and exhales were ragged and uneven, betraying the truth of the situation that he was still all but unwilling to admit to himself. The truth that he wasn’t just teasing himself or treating himself to a sensation that he could think about later on, but that as he sat in the hot tub right then and there, at the public pool with his body in the direct line of sight of literally dozens of other people, he was masturbating. Not touching himself. Not using his paws or any part of his own body, the receptiveness of his cock aside, but with the relentless torrent of the hot tub jet, outright masturbating, nonetheless.

If that was true though, if he had already gone past all thought of decency and propriety, if he had truly surrendered to his most base, pleasure hungry impulses regardless of his location and respect for the most basic rules of society, then why was he still limiting himself at all? If he was already determined to defy his own common sense and indulge his immediate needs, why was he letting the water jet’s delicious pressure be dulled against his cock’s tender flesh by allowing an entire layer of fabric to separate them?

Lifting his arms over his head, Morexis stretched, then let his arms fall limp into the water as he made a show of entirely relaxing for a moment, sinking down, down into the bubbling water not just up to his shoulders, but until only his nose, eyes and blue-tipped button ears were protruding. The water covered his arms completely and thus provided him with the cover he needed to hurriedly tug his shorts down to his knees, and take up his stance on the hot tub’s tiled seating once more with cock now bared, and able to feel the water’s powerful stream rushing directly against its exposed flesh. This time, it really was a fight not to react. Not to moan or even cry out at the top of his lungs in pleasure. It felt so good, and of course because the water pressure was ceaseless in its streaming intensity, so too was the pleasure. There was no respite. No rise and fall during which time Morexis would have had any sort of opportunity to strengthen his resolve. The only way to achieve such an opportunity would have been to pull his cock [i]away[/i] from the rushing water once again, and as he shifted his hips ever so slightly once more, as he brought his bare and ever thickening knot back into contact with the water jet, Morexis knew without a doubt that was not going to be an option.

“Hh-hhhhnmhnh...”
The dog murmured under his breath, eyes fluttering as his cock spasmed and he felt a liquid burst of pre-cum spurting forth into the churning water of the hot tub. To avoid such an occurrence again, to keep anyone from seeing his face reacting with such pleasure, he closed his eyes. He bowed his head as though resting, perhaps even dozing slightly, and just focused internally on his rapidly building bliss. There was no doubt in Morexis’ mind by that point that he was going to cum. Perhaps it had been inevitable right from the start, but only now was he zoned out and blissfully irresponsible enough under the pleasure’s thrall to actually admit it. He was going to go all the way. He was going to let himself be brought all the way to orgasm by the water jet drumming at his achingly sensitive knot, and as his cock throbbed and sprayed strand after strand of ever more copious pre into the water swirling all around him, he wasn’t just aware it was going to happen, but aware that it was going to happen [i]soon [/i]too.

“Nnh, y-yes...”

Morexis gasped as quietly as he could, hearing flip-flop clad footsteps padding past just [i]feet[/i] away and yet unable to look up, unable to silence himself, unable to do anything but give in to the ever increasing pleasure of the water massaging his most intimate reaches. His fingers flexed as his arms lay once more on the tiled sides of the hot tub, proclaiming his innocence by their obvious visibility. There was a part of him that wanted to reach down and squeeze himself, caress his balls and jerk his shaft while the water jet continued to pummel his knot. The more Morexis thought about being made to cum [i]just [/i]by the hot tub’s pressure though, carried to climax by it from start to finish hands free, the more he knew that he absolutely had to let it happen that way. And it would, too. He was more certain of it with every passing second. Closer and closer to the point of no return, with the bubbling of the water and the sounds of so many other people’s voices and splashing, swimming bodies rising in a wild cacophony all around him, serving as a constant reminder of where he was, and thus how extreme, how [i]obscene [/i]what he was doing was, and how it was [b]even [/b]hotter as a result.

“Sir?”

When a voice spoke up from close by, Morexis didn’t react. He panted, he trembled, but he continued to keep his head bowed and his eyes closed, certain that they had to have been talking to someone else. He was so close. He was on the brink, and they couldn’t possibly—

“Sir?”

A toe poked his arm, gently but firmly, insistently. Morexis jerked sharply. He trembled, gasped, and looked up before he could stop himself, exposing his flushed, wide yet glazed eyed face to the features of a dalmatian lifeguard in a classic red one piece swimsuit, regarding him with a warm smile.

“Sorry, sir. No sleeping in the hot tubs. It’s a health and safety thing, just had to let you know, so nothing goes wrong. I hope you understand.”

Morexis should have moved. He knew it. He should have scooted one way or the other, in any direction as soon as he’d realized that he was being addressed, being interacted with. He hadn’t though, and he didn’t as he sat there in the hot tub, panting, gasping, letting loose an audible grunt as the dalmatian woman looked down at him, her smile fading slightly to a look of curious concern.

“Sir, are you oka-”
Before she could even finish asking the question though, Morexis’ body convulsed. His back arched

and his head bobbed, falling limp, loose for an instant on his shoulders before snapping back, as with a ragged, wheezing gasp of ecstasy that he only just managed to stop from being an outright howl, the water still [i]pounding[/i] at the knotted, now fully engorged base of his knot pushed him over the edge, and left his cock suddenly pulsing, throbbing, spraying out into the bubbling, frothing water with large ribbon after large ribbon of hot, thick cum. His eyes crossed. His face flushed crimson with giddy pleasure temporarily overriding the shame, the fear he should have been feeling upon quite obviously being caught in the act in the most compromising, undeniable of ways. He gurgled again, and again as wave after wave of bliss accompanied the copious spurts of his cock while the water jet continued to tease and draw out his orgasm longer and longer still, until finally he was spent, and his vision slid slowly back into focus as he realized what he had just done, and stared up helplessly at the dalmatian to whom he could offer no explanation for what she had just seen.

“I...”

He croaked, trembling, gasping as the water jet continued to assail his sensitive cock with no ability to ease off now that his pleasure had reached and passed its peak.

“Uh...”

He tried again, only to fall immediately silent once more as the dalmatian looked around, then stared back down at him with an almost desperate intensity as she dropped onto her haunches, knees spread wide apart and thus bringing her tightly outlined, scarlet swimsuit clad pussy just a matter of six or seven inches away from Morexis’ bulging eyes.

“Water jet?”

She murmured huskily, her voice thicker, deeper than before, edged with anxious arousal of her very own. The other dog whined bashfully, but nodded and whispered, “Yeah,” before her still piercing gaze. She licked her lips. Her tail wagged, and the dalmatian shook her head with a smile, leaning on the edge of the utility and addressing Morexis with a teasing growl.

“Do you have [i]any[/i] idea how many people I catch using them every single day? Men and women from college students to pensioners. All sorts of sizes and shapes, species and body types. You have no idea how wet I get. How many shifts I finish by humping the showerhead in the staff changing area thinking of all of their happy faces, all their boneless slumped bodies postures, all their spent, satisfied cocks and pussies.”

Her hips rocked slightly as she spoke, and with her legs parted as wide as they were, Morexis was almost certain he could see her clit stiffening, throbbing tight against the fabric of her swimsuit.
Their eyes locked once more a moment later, and both dogs whined happily to one another. “Was it a good one?”
The lifeguard whispered, giggling when Morexis smiled and nodded immediately. “Good enough that you’ll come back, that you’ll do it again?”
He nodded once more, not even thinking about it before doing so. The dalmatian shuddered, and bit down on her bottom lip as she clenched her hands into fists, clearly fighting the urge to touch herself right then and there.
“I’ll be watching.”
She moaned very quietly as she pulled herself reluctantly back to her feet, stretching and looking around the pool once more for anyone else who required her aid.

“I’ll be watching you. And... when I get home afterwards? I’ll be thinking about you, about your cock twitching hands free, your cum... mm-mhhh, your cum floating loose through the water as it swirls all around in the jet’s wake...”
The dalmatian’s thighs squeezed together almost imperceptibly, so carefully and well-hidden that only someone as close, and as focused on her body as Morexis himself could possibly have noticed.
“...counting down the weeks, the [i]days [/i]until you can’t resist the temptation anymore, and you’re right back here with the water jet, just like all the others I see coming back here after I catch them, again, and again, and... o-oooh… and [i]again[/i].”
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