This year, summer in Illinois turned out to be brutally hot. Every window and door in the hotel stood wide open, yet Nate the wolf was still suffering—and no wonder: his body was covered in thick gray fur. He belonged roaming Alaska or Siberia right now, not rotting in this hole, counting down the days until the damn competition. His last clean—well, no longer clean—T-shirt was soaked through, clinging to his body and outlining the contours of his powerful chest and defined abs. Something was constantly itching somewhere. Even his unruly-by-wolf-standards tail hung limp and miserable.

Things were made worse by the fact that he hadn’t showered in several days—which already sounded like torture in this heat and suffocating humidity—but on top of that, he still had to attend training sessions. Outdoors. In the peak of the heat.

His room, like himself, was thoroughly saturated with the musky, animal scent of his body mixed with sweat, and even the open window didn’t help. But he couldn’t just go and take a shower—even though the communal showers were right there on his floor. He simply couldn’t.

That mangy dog.

He didn’t even know his name—the guy was from another team.

But he kept staring.

Every time Nate entered the shared locker room, he caught that dog’s gaze on himself. He knew that brazen mutt was ogling him… his body. Various… parts of it.

And even when Nate caught him in the act, the dog didn’t look away right away. He had the nerve to twist his muzzle into a shameless grin before finally averting his eyes—only until Nate let his guard down again.

The wolf could’ve just talked to him. Worst case—taught him a lesson. The dog—a German Shepherd, judging by the coloring—was two heads shorter than Nate and noticeably leaner. That would’ve been the reasonable thing to do, but…

It happened in the hotel showers.

As usual, Nate was showering, washing away another long day spent away from home, savoring the streams of cool water against his skin and fur, desperate for the blessed chill. Through the rush of water, he heard footsteps on the wet tile floor.

Dogs couldn’t walk quietly.

The steps stopped. A faucet squeaked in the stall opposite. The sound of running water grew louder.

A shiver ran down Nate’s spine as he felt a familiar gaze burn into his back, and something told him the cold water had nothing to do with it. He instinctively covered his rear with his fluffy tail, forgetting that under the water his tail looked far less impressive.

He tried not to pay attention, tried to lose himself in thought. The upcoming competition. The fact that in a week he’d be home again with his comfy chair, his PS, his air conditioner.

Eventually, Nate couldn’t take it anymore.

He turned around and saw the shepherd under the shower, openly staring at him with that same grin, head tilted slightly to the side. And this time, he didn’t look away.

Nate stared back, crossing his arms over his chest and frowning. He needed to put an end to this, clear things up once and for all. But while thinking that, he caught himself studying the dog. He really was much smaller than Nate—yet not scrawny. More… toned. Water slid down his flat stomach, and Nate’s gaze drifted lower. The fur on the inner thighs was noticeably lighter, the same shade as his belly, chest, neck. It looked thinner there, as if the dog was… more vulnerable in those places.

Suddenly the cold water felt hot.

To his horror, Nate felt a strange pulling warmth low in his abdomen, and something began pounding painfully in his chest. And then he felt tension where he absolutely shouldn’t have.

The wolf froze as he saw the dog’s gaze slide down to his groin, where a thick sign of growing arousal had already begun to emerge from its sheath.

In panic, Nate bolted from the showers, threw clothes onto his wet body, and retreated into the safety of his room.

He still didn’t understand what the hell had possessed him to stare at that bastard—and, more importantly, why his body had reacted the way it did.

And why he was so afraid of running into the dog again.

The shepherd should be afraid. Right?

But why then was this mutt now staring at him even during training?

But it didn’t matter. Nothing criminal had happened. He was just exhausted after intense training, and bodies at that age were prone to strange reactions. Maybe seeing the dog’s narrow waist flowing into lean hips had subconsciously made him think of some female.

Except that toned torso, those powerful legs—there was nothing feminine about them.

And females definitely didn’t have…

To hell with it!

Nate yanked a towel off the wardrobe door and stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind him. If the shepherd showed up in the showers again, he’d deal with him male to male.
Lost in thought, the wolf didn’t notice how he bumped into someone.

“Oh—sorry, I didn’t realize I was in your way.”

Nate lowered his head—and flinched.

“Well, well, well, isn’t it the cute little wolf himself!” the shepherd grinned. 

He was wearing a white tank top.

Speak of the devil.

His voice was lower than Nate had expected, but soft. And beneath it all, there was a hint of confidence. The contrast threw Nate off—just like everything about this situation.

Words stuck in his throat. Moments ago, he’d been ready to kick this arrogant bastard’s ass. Now all he managed to say was:

“Uh… hi?”

His voice betrayed him, wavering.

His thoughts tangled, and Nate suddenly realized he was fiddling with the tip of his tail, trapped between his legs—and that he was sweating again. He straightened his tail immediately.

The shepherd’s nose twitched, as if he’d read Nate’s thoughts. He tilted his head to the side in that familiar way, leaned forward slightly, and sniffed. His whiskers quivered, his tail wagged back and forth, and he took a deep breath.

“You have…” he inhaled again, “…an incredible… scent.”

“That’s why I’m going to shower,” Nate muttered.

He wanted to flee back to his room again, but instead he tried to step around the dog. His heart ached treacherously in his chest as he felt the familiar tension returning in his shorts.

“Why? Maybe you’d rather come to my room?”

“For what?”

“I want to sniff you. I know it sounds weird…”

Nate recoiled.

“Whoa—let’s slow down…”

“If you want, I can suck you off too.”

The wolf’s eyes went wide.

“I… appreciate the enthusiasm…” He swallowed, taking another step back, the dog’s grin teasing him mercilessly. “But I’m not interested. At all. Not even a little.”

“Your buddy down there is,” the dog said, glancing down.

Nate’s tail instinctively slipped back between his legs, covering what shouldn’t have been there. His ears flattened against his head.

“I—”

“Well? What?” The shepherd locked eyes with him and took a step closer; Nate felt his uneven breath against his neck. “Or are you going to pretend you didn’t get hard for me back in the showers? And that you’re not hard right now? You’ll say you’re not gay, that it’s some mistake? Well, Maybe you’re not—but you definitely want to fuck me. And right now you can either go back to your room and jerk off into your fist, or…” He rose onto his toes and whispered into Nate’s ear, hot breath burning, making the wolf shudder. “…come with me and fuck me properly.” He met Nate’s gaze again. “Choosing to be a ‘good boy’ and not sticking it in me won’t make you any straighter—it’ll just make you closeted one. And nobody likes closeted fags.”

Nate swallowed hard, his breathing quickening. He wanted to refuse, to hide in his room and never see this arrogant dog again—but then he noticed how fast the shepherd’s chest was rising, how his whiskers trembled, how tense his tail wagged. And most of all—his eyes. He was staring at Nate without blinking, pupils dilated, and there was… pleading in them?

The realization that someone wanted him this desperately made the wolf’s heart pound harder; his cock pressed painfully against his shorts, craving freedom and touch.

“I… I don’t know…” he murmured.

The dog smiled, licking his fangs.

“Judging by the fact you’re still here—you know exactly.”

The shepherd brushed the bulge straining against Nate’s suddenly-too-tight shorts, and Nate jerked his hips involuntarily, as if shocked.

“Damn it…”

“My thoughts exactly,” the dog purred. “Come on. We won’t rush. I promise.”

The shepherd led him to his room—not far from Nate’s. It was identical, save for one thing: it was dark and cool. Alex kept the window closed and covered it tightly with a blanket. Nate immediately regretted not thinking of that himself.

They sat on the bed, and the dog pressed close right away, placing a paw on Nate’s chest and burying his muzzle in the thick collar of fur at his neck. Nate shivered as the cool, wet nose touched his skin, as he felt the shepherd’s ragged breathing—no, not breathing, panting. He was inhaling the wolf’s scent, filling his lungs with it, scorching him with his breath. Nate also noticed the dog was trembling; he felt the frantic beat of his heart—and suddenly his shorts and shirt felt unbearably tight.

They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity. The wolf didn’t dare move, afraid to scare off his smaller evolutionary cousin.

Then the shepherd suddenly slid off the bed and ended up right between Nate’s legs.

“Wait, I… I don’t know…” Nate whispered, as if afraid someone might overhear their unholy acts. “You have to understand—I’ve never… I’ve never… what are we even doing? I don’t even know your name!”

“Alex’s the name,” he replied just as softly, eyes fixed on the imposing outline of Nate’s cock. “Call me Alex, wolfy. Your scent… is driving me insane. Ever since I saw you in the locker room. But today… today…” He groaned softly.

Alex shamelessly yanked Nate’s shorts down, leaving him in nothing but boxers already darkened by a prominent wet spot. He pressed his muzzle to the fabric-covered cock and dragged his nose from the balls all the way to the tip, sniffing every millimeter of the source of his obsession.

Nate gasped, his hips jerking, pressing his throbbing length harder against the dog’s muzzle.

“Stop…” he said—yet didn’t move to stop any of it.

It all felt like a dream, and he didn’t yet know whether it was a good one or a bad one.

Suddenly, the shepherd whimpered loudly and plaintively, nearly breaking into a whine—and that wordless plea ignited feelings in Nate he’d never known existed.

To be wanted. Desired. The object of someone’s lust.

The boxers grew damp from the dog’s hot breath.

“I want to taste you, Nate,” Alex murmured, nose still pressed to the pulsing cock, his voice muffled. “I want to suck you until your scent fills my lungs, until you howl with pleasure, until you flood my throat with your hot, thick wolf cum…”

He rubbed his muzzle against Nate’s cock, tail wagging wildly.

“Please… let me make you feel good,” he begged, eyes locked on Nate with a starving gaze—pupils blown wide, eyes glistening, nearly tearing up.

Somewhere deep inside, Nate wanted to stand up and leave, end this madness—but more than anything, he wanted to grab the shepherd by the ears and force his mouth down onto his cock, pushing to the back of his throat. Instincts whispered at him to fuck the small dog until he forgot his own name; to run and never return; that he was wrong; he was right; confused… certain…

Nate nodded, jaw clenched.

Alex didn’t need to be told twice.

Tearing off his tank top, the shepherd swiftly stripped Nate of his boxers, and the room filled with the sharp musky scent of an unwashed groin. Nate nearly choked as the smell hit his own nostrils; he wanted to apologize, to bolt for the shower—but Alex immediately buried his muzzle between Nate’s massive, plum-sized wolf balls and whimpered again. Nate let out a strangled moan; the cold wet nose pressed to his most intimate place, paired with scorching breath, sent shivers cascading through his body, his legs trembling. Alex sniffed his prize thoroughly—deep breaths, quick sniffs like a police hound on a trail.

The shepherd freed himself from his shorts, arched his back, lifted his rear and tail, and began eagerly licking Nate’s balls. He took them into his mouth—both at once or one at a time—tonguing and sucking them, then pressed his nose beneath them, closer to the anus. Each touch sent painful tension through Nate: he felt his prostate swell, his cock leaking pre—something he never thought himself capable of—smearing the dog’s muzzle.

Nate thought he might explode if he didn’t cum soon. He desperately wanted to rush Alex, for him to finally take his cock into his mouth and drain every last drop of pent-up seed—but all he could do was collapse back onto the bed and clutch a pillow to his muzzle.

“Fuck, Nate… you’re so… delicious…”

Alex gripped his muscular thigh, claws digging in, while his other paw cupped the heavy balls. Rising to his knees, the shepherd then—

Nate moaned into the pillow, barely stopping himself from shredding it with his claws.

The dog swallowed his cock greedily. Nate felt the tight, hot grip of Alex’s throat around his thick, pulsing length. He took it almost entirely—except for the swollen knot, which simply wouldn’t fit. Lewd, wet sounds filled the room, mixed with increasingly ragged breathing aimed straight at Nate’s groin.

His saliva-soaked balls tightened under Alex’s paw; taking it as a signal, the shepherd squeezed them harder and bobbed his head faster, trying to push the object of his desire even deeper.

Then Nate howled, arching violently as his legs seized up. He came in powerful, almost painful spasms, thick jets of wolf cum flooding straight into the dog’s greedy throat. Alex swallowed eagerly, humming in satisfaction, determined not to waste a single drop. He didn’t release Nate’s cock until it finally stopped pulsing and the wolf went limp on the bed. Even then, it wasn’t enough—he licked cum and saliva from the dark red shaft veined in purple, from the massively swollen knot, from the balls and groin, forcing Nate to clutch the pillow again, as his post-orgasm sensitivity was unbearable.

Finally, finished, Alex said:

“Damn, Nate… your taste, your scent… it’s divine.” His breathing was heavy and uneven. “I think I’m addicted. I want to always smell you, to always have my belly full of your hot, thick cum, to always have your taste on my tongue…”

He whimpered again and buried his muzzle beneath Nate’s balls once more, arching his back, lifting his rear, raising his tail…

Nate didn’t know what to say. He knew everything had happened too fast.

How long had he known this guy? He’d learned his name five minutes ago. And since when has he even liked males?

He didn’t have answers to those questions.

But he knew for certain that he didn’t want Alex to pull his nose away from his groin…

