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“Hi, Honey. How was class?” 

“Hi, Dad,” Mika replied, stepping over to kiss him on her way to her room. “They were all right. College is 
definitely different from high school.” 

She stopped abruptly, seeing a zebra about her age sitting very still on the sofa. He nearly blended in. 

“Ah, yes,” her father said, rising from his chair, putting down his paper, and stepping over to her. 
“Lubanzi, meet Mika. Mika, this is Lubanzi, my friend’s son that I think I told you about.” 

The zebra stood, locked eyes with Mika, and shook her hand warmly. His eyes were kind, and his voice 
was rich and deep as he said, “Pleased to meet you.” 

Mika sucked in a breath involuntarily. Despite being obviously very shy, Lubanzi was very attractive. Tall, 
lightly toned, and a bit exotic, he was definitely her type. She bit her lip without realizing it and smiled at 
him. 

“Lubanzi has come to stay with us as a foreign exchange student this year. I’ve got him set up in the 
guest room. Do be nice and show him around?” Mika’s father asked. 

Mika nodded slowly, in a bit of a daze. This guy is staying here, in my own house, right across the hall 
from me? It was just too good to be true! 

“Come on!” she said, eagerly grabbing his hand and leading him down the hallway. 

“So, here’s the bathroom, and here’s my room, and here’s your room, but I guess you already knew that, 
and if you get hungry, there’s the kitchen. There’s my parents’ room, and there’s the study,” she rattled off 
a million miles an hour. She stopped abruptly and turned, putting her hands on either side of his 
shoulders against the wall. “But enough about all that,” she said, licking her lips. “What about you? What 
are you into?” 

Lubanzi blushed, his eyes darted from side to side, and he cleared his throat, having to squeeze his arm 
between himself and Mika to do so. 

“I, um, well, I like soccer,” he said. “And being with friends,” he added, stealing a glance at Mika and 
reddening to see her looking back at him so intently, “And going to malls…” 

“Malls?” Mika asked, her eyes lighting up. “We have great malls here, all within walking distance! We 
should go!” 

Lubanzi swallowed, his eyes once again darting to the side. 

“I would like that,” he said as he gently put his hands on her shoulders and lowered her arms so that he 
could escape her trap, “but it is rather late tonight, and I have spent most of the day traveling. Maybe 
tomorrow, after class?” he suggested. 

Mika sighed subtly and nodded. “Oh, of course,” she said. “I’m sure you would be tired after a long 
journey.” 

Lubanzi nodded and smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Mika,” he said. He glanced over his shoulder at his 
room. “Well, it’s late; I should probably get to bed so that I’m ready for the morning.” 

Mika frowned. “But it’s only 8:00. Are you sure?” 

Lubanzi chuckled. “I’ve been on a plane for 10 hours today.” 

Mika nodded. That clinched it; though she really wanted to stay up and learn more about this good-
looking stranger living in her house, she could tell she probably wouldn’t make much progress tonight. 

“All right, then,” she said, patting him on the shoulder. “Have a good night.” 

Lubanzi nodded, turned, and went to his room, closing the door behind him. 

“Wow, Dad,” Mika said as she went back to the living room, “You didn’t say he was so attractive!” 

“He is a good-looking guy, isn’t he?” her mom replied thoughtfully.  
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“Had I known, I probably wouldn’t have let him stay. Can’t have him corrupting my innocent daughter, 
now, can I?” her father asked, a twinkle in his eye. 

Mika rolled her eyes and grinned. “Right, innocent, uh, huh.” 

They all laughed. 

“But seriously, I am glad that you two are getting along,” her father said. “It must be very different, coming 
here from halfway around the world, but his father says he’s very interested in studying our culture, and I 
was happy to oblige.” 

They talked for another hour or so before Mika excused herself to go to her room. Her first class was at 
7:00 AM, and the professor was notoriously boring, so she needed all the sleep she could get. 

As she passed the guest room, she noticed that the door had cracked open; Lubanzi apparently didn’t 
know that you had to really push on that door to get it to latch. She didn’t mean to pry, but a movement 
caught her eye. Through the cracked door, she could see him lying naked on his back on his bed in the 
moonlight. His stripes made it as far as his lightly-rippling abs and then ended, leaving a snowy-white 
belly. But what had caught her attention was the movement of his malehood, black as night and starkly 
contrasting against the white hair. It was as thick as her arm and probably just as long, and though he 
didn’t make much sound, she could see his legs tense and relax in time to him gently stroking himself, his 
hooves alternately pointing forward and backward with each stroke. 

Mika’s hand strayed instinctively to her crotch as she gasped softly. 

Lubanzi froze. So did Mika. Did he hear me? She stood very still, hardly daring to breathe, hoping he 
would continue. But after several long minutes, he pulled the covers over himself and rolled over. Mika 
sighed under her breath and went back to her room. Darn. 

She lay awake thinking about him, about how gorgeous he looked, how wonderful that cock must feel, 
how horny he must be if he was already jacking himself off on the first night in a new country… The 
thought made her squeeze her legs together tightly as she rubbed herself, quickly pushing herself over 
the threshold and making her orgasm. She slept very well indeed after that. 

When she awoke in the morning, she got dressed and headed to the kitchen for breakfast. Her parents 
had already left for work, so Mika made some toast for herself. As she was turning to get the butter out of 
the refrigerator, she nearly ran into Lubanzi. 

“Oh!” she gasped, seeing him there, also dressed. 

“Oh, um, hi,” he said, smiling and scratching the back of his neck awkwardly. “Good morning.” 

“Good morning!” Mika said. “Want some toast?” she asked, holding up the slice. 

“Oh, um, yes, please,” the zebra replied, nodding. 

Mika nodded and put a couple of slices in the toaster. “You know,” she said slyly, “I think there’s enough 
time that if you wanted to eat something else, I could arrange that.” 

Lubanzi frowned. “Like what?” he asked. 

“Oh, I dunno,” Mika replied, licking her lips and moving in close and trailing her finger up his chest. “But 
maybe there’s something I want to eat.” 

Lubanzi swallowed. “Um…oh! Well, I—I’m flattered, but we only just met! I wouldn’t want to take 
advantage of your hospitality like that!” 

He quickly moved aside and stood on the other end of the kitchen, blushing fiercely but trying to hide it. 

The toaster popped up. Mika hesitated. She wanted to go after him again, but she thought maybe she’d 
better give it some time first. She reluctantly took the toast out and served it to him on a plate. 

“Do you want butter or some jam?” she asked. 

“Oh, no, thank you,” Lubanzi said, taking the plate gratefully. 
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“You eat it dry?” Mika asked. 

Lubanzi nodded. “Yes,” he said simply. 

You could eat me dry, she thought, a hint of a grin tugging at the corners of her mouth. She shrugged. “All 
right,” she said, slathering some butter onto hers and taking a bite of it. 

Lubanzi followed suit, and they ate in silence, the air oppressively full of the elephant in the room. 

“Well, um, thank you for breakfast,” Lubanzi said, checking his watch. “I’d better head to class.” 

“We can walk together,” Mika said. “We do go to the same college, after all.” 

Lubanzi stiffened but nodded. Mika locked the door behind them, and they walked out into the early 
morning light towards the campus. 

The sound of morning traffic was the only thing to be heard. Lubanzi appeared to be a stallion of few 
words, which was somewhat frustrating to Mika. She wanted to get him talking, to figure out how to get 
him interested in her, but every time she opened her mouth to talk, she closed it. For his part, he seemed 
content to walk, taking in the scenery of the buildings around him as he went. She caught him stealing 
occasional glances at her, and anytime their eyes met, he blushed and quickly looked away. 

It can’t be that he doesn’t like me, Mika mused. He wouldn’t blush like that and keep looking my direction 
if he weren’t interested. Right? 

They arrived at campus, and Lubanzi bowed his head in parting. “Have a good day,” he said. 

If her classes were hard to follow normally, they were nigh-impossible to follow now! Mika couldn’t help 
daydreaming about Lubanzi and his enormous cock filling her so thoroughly. She imagined he’d be very 
gentle; he didn’t seem to have an aggressive bone in his body. That was all right; after her previous 
boyfriend, gentle could be a good thing! Plus, if he was half as gentlemanly as he seemed, he probably 
wasn’t the type to finish quickly and leave her hanging. No, she imagined she’d practically have to beg 
him to get off after he’d brought her to orgasm many times.  

How romantic. 

She gasped and looked around; the room was empty. She looked at her watch and did a double-take; 
class had been over for 10 minutes! She hastily got up and went to the library to await her next class. 

The rest of the day went much the same; though she showed up for class, she couldn’t repeat a single 
word of the lectures. Her mind was far too distracted. It set her teeth on edge to know that such a 
clueless, gorgeous specimen was going to be walking her home—wait, he was going to walk her home, 
wasn’t he? They hadn’t talked about that! How would he even know her schedule? She didn’t have a 
phone number for him, had no idea how to get in touch with him! What if he went home hours before she 
did, or worse, didn’t finish classes until hours after she’d left? 

Her last class was the most nerve-wracking of all. Thoughts of him being locked in at the university all by 
himself mixed with thoughts of him pleasuring her and thoughts of her being locked in all by herself and 
quickly became fantasies of the two of them being the last male and female left and having to repopulate 
the world. He swept her off her feet with those big, powerful arms and carried her to one of the tables in 
the library, where he proceeded to pleasure her in ways she didn’t even know she could imagine. She 
could feel her climax coming closer and closer. 

“Oh, yes, Lubanzi!” she cried in her mind as she felt herself about to tip over the edge. 

“Mika? Are you all right?” 

Mika gasped, returning to the present and finding herself alone in the lecture hall, again. 

Except she wasn’t alone. Her heart skipped a beat as she looked up to see Lubanzi standing there, 
looking concerned. She subtly moved her paw away from her crotch and smiled up at him innocently. 

“Is everything okay?” he asked again. 

“Oh, uh, yes,” Mika replied, hastily putting her laptop into her backpack. 
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“You’ve been sitting here, flushed, for ten minutes,” Lubanzi said. “Should I fetch a doctor?” 

‘Fetch’ a doctor…how rustic, how adorable! 

“N–No, that’s all right,” Mika replied. “I just…I’ve been distracted today.” 

Lubanzi frowned. “I am sorry to hear that,” he replied. “Is there anything I can do?” 

Mika nearly dropped her backpack but caught it in the nick of time. 

“Well—,” she began. 

Lubanzi fixed her with an intent gaze. “Yes?” he asked. 

“You could make love to me,” she said, glancing up at him. “Right here, on the desk, right now.” 

Lubanzi blinked and shook his head. “Please do not mistake my intentions, Mika,” he said. “I am not just 
playing the role of a nice guy; I am being genuine in my concern for your wellbeing. I would never use 
fake concern to try to take advantage of you!” 

Mika’s jaw dropped. Is this guy serious? He honestly thinks I’m being sarcastic? She whimpered aloud 
with frustration as he gently escorted her out of the building towards home. 

Days passed, and every attempt Mika made to get Lubanzi to ravage her was met with a charming but 
definitive rebuff. After a week of that, Mika was at her wit’s end. Her trusty hand had been good at taking 
care of her all these years, but she desperately wanted something more, something live and warm and 
independent…and staying across the hall from her. Finally on Friday, she decided she’d had enough and 
needed a way to unwind. She told Lubanzi not to wait for her, that she was going out. He cautioned her to 
be safe and wished her well in his usual charming but innocent way and then walked to her house alone. 

“Is he waiting for a formal invitation, presented on a silver platter?” Mika mused to herself as she drank 
her sixth cocktail for the night. “Do I need to put up flashing lights and an ‘open’ sign?” She sighed, feeling 
the urge to urinate but ignoring it. She looked at her watch and saw that it was almost 1:00 AM. I’d 
probably better start sobering up. Hangovers are the worst, she thought to herself. She ordered a water 
and downed it, then another, and paid her tab and left. 

She had made it about halfway home when she suddenly felt the urgent need to piss. The seal was 
begging to be broken, and at this time of night, there was no place open between her and her house. 

Not good. 

She began to run, knowing there was no way she’d make it if she kept walking at the pace she had been. 
She could feel her bladder beginning to ache with the need to relieve itself, but she was still a quarter-
mile from home. Her bladder began to throb, and she began to think about emergency options as she 
sprinted down the sidewalk. There were some bushes there. No, the sprinklers were going. Sprinklers?! 

“Ahh!” she cried, pushing her legs to run even faster as she felt the first drop escape. 

She flew in the door, not bothering to lock it behind her as she raced to the bathroom, threw her shorts 
and panties off, and let her aching bladder empty itself noisily into the toilet. 

“Ohh,” she moaned.  

Even though she’d already been going for several seconds, her bladder still ached as if she were still 
holding it. And still her piss splashed with a hiss onto the inside of the toilet-bowl and splattered down into 
the water below. This continued for what seemed like forever. She began counting, and even thirty 
seconds later, there was still no sign of her bladder letting up. 

A good minute after she started, her bladder finally quit aching, and she felt her stream slow down. She 
let out an audible sigh of relief as she finally finished. Feeling a little wobbly, as much from relief as from 
the booze, she wiped herself, stood up, pulled her panties and shorts back up, flushed the toilet, and 
washed her hands. She turned out the light and opened the door to go back and lock the front door when 
she nearly ran over Lubanzi. 

“Lubanzi!” she gasped. “What are you doing here?” 
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Something was different about him, and it wasn’t just the darkness. What was it? 

“I—” he stammered, “I just came to see how your night out was.”  

Even in the dim light of the nightlight in the hall, she could see his face redden darker than he ever had 
before. She cocked her head. 

Something different… 

She suddenly realized that though he was dressed, he had an extra bulge on his chest. Her eyes 
widened. He was aroused! 

“You were spying on me, weren’t you?” she hissed, grinning. 

“What? No, I—” 

“Yes, you were! It turned you on that I was desperate to pee, didn’t it?”  

“N–no, that’s—” 

“And you liked the sounds I was making, too, didn’t you?” Mika pressed. “That gasp of relief as my 
bladder finally emptied itself. You have no idea how badly I had to go! I was half a mile away when I 
realized I had to go now! That feeling of ache, feeling like I’m not gonna make it, the desperation of 
knowing how humiliating it will be if I don’t…” 

Lubanzi swallowed hard but was left speechless as the lump on his chest throbbed and strained against 
his shirt. 

A strange sort of calm came over Mika, and she smiled sweetly. 

“All right,” she said, patting a very flustered Lubanzi’s shoulder. “It was a good night,” she said simply. “I’ll 
see you in the morning, and then we can go to the mall!” 

Lubanzi brightened at that; with their class schedules, they hadn’t had time to go earlier in the week, and 
he was still very interested to go—and very relieved to have the topic changed. He nodded and waved 
good night before going back to his room and closing the door. 

“Every guy needs a damsel in distress,” Mika mused, grinning wickedly to herself, “Well, if that’s what 
you’re into…” 

They got up the next morning, and Mika eagerly led Lubanzi to the mall. 

“You’re gonna love it,” Mika said as they walked. “We’ve got all the good stores here,” Mika said. “All of 
the department stores, all of the quaint little shops, and best of all…” 

She turned abruptly, grabbing his hand and turning him to face her. She beckoned for him to lean in 
close. 

“Best of all, I’m gonna drink, but I’m not gonna use the bathroom until you agree to fuck me,” she 
whispered. 

Lubanzi blanched, his eyes widening as he realized what she was saying. 

“Oh, look; we’re here!” Mika said, grinning carelessly. “And here’s a Cinnabon! One lemonade, please!” 
she said, casting a crafty glance over her shoulder at him while he swallowed hard. 

As she turned with the drink and brought the straw to her lips, she said, “Just think, all of this going in has 
to come out at some point. Will you agree to fuck me before it’s too late, or will you let me embarrass 
myself?” 

“Mika, please…you really shouldn’t to this,” Lubanzi protested. “It would be wrong of me to put you in a 
position that would sully your reputation.” 

Mika grinned, took zebra by the hand, and led him into Nordstrom’s. They had made it about halfway 
through the top floor with Mika taking time to try things on when she realized her cup was almost empty. 

“Ooh, wait,” Mika said, slurping the last of her lemonade.  
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She went over to one of the registers and bought a bottled Coke. 

“Still going,” she said. “I don’t even feel a thing, yet! But when it happens, you know it’s gonna be big!” 

Lubanzi sighed. “Mika, don’t you want to use a restroom? There’s one just over there. Come on; I’ll wait 
for you.” 

“Are you gonna fuck me when we get home?” Mika asked, her voice sultry and low. 

Lubanzi started to protest, but before he could say anything, Mika shook her head and turned around. 
They continued touring Nordstrom’s and made it to the ground floor. Though it wasn’t a strong urge, Mika 
was beginning to be aware of her bladder. 

“Time for another one!” Mika said as they alighted the escalator. “Come on!” 

She quickly led Lubanzi by the hand out of the store and up to a tea vendor. 

“Tea’s a diuretic, you know,” Mika whispered in Lubanzi’s ear. “It’ll make me need to pee sooner!” 

“I know, Mika,” Lubanzi replied, “but this is silly; I’m not going to steal your virtue, so why belabor the 
point? Why make yourself suffer?” 

But Mika wasn’t listening. She had spied a fountain and abruptly dragged Lubanzi to it mid-protest. 

“Hear that?” she asked, listening to the sound of the water burbling. “What does that make you think of?” 

Lubanzi blushed and averted his eyes as Mika eagerly took his hand and took him back into the store. 
But the fountain had had an effect on her, too. Just as they stepped inside, she began to feel her bladder 
for the first time. 

“Man, that fountain actually did its work,” Mika said, her eyes darting left and right. “I could just about go 
right now!” 

“Should we find a restroom?” Lubanzi asked hopefully, his eyes quickly scanning for one. “There’s one 
over there.” 

Mika grinned. “Are you gonna fuck me when we get home?” she asked again. 

Lubanzi shook his head. “I would never—” he began. 

“Then I’m not going to the bathroom,” Mika replied firmly. “I told you; not until you agree to fuck me.” 

“I don’t like this game,” Lubanzi sighed. “You should just go and relieve yourself.” 

“That’s not what this says,” Mika retorted, grasping the bulge of his cock throbbing under his shirt and 
squeezing it lightly. “Why do you keep rejecting me?” she pouted. “Am I not good enough for you?” 

“No!” Lubanzi said, a bit more loudly than he planned. “No, I—it’s not that,” he said hurriedly, lowering his 
voice. “It’s just that, I was raised better than that. A gentleman never takes advantage of a lady.” 

“But you’re not taking advantage,” Mika said. “I’m practically spreading my legs for you!” 

Lubanzi shook his head. “Who knows what charms I’ve put on you to make you act this way?” he replied. 
“It would be wrong of me to—” 

“Just imagine how bad you’re gonna feel when I have an accident, when my bladder just can’t hold back 
the pressure anymore! You’ll think to yourself, ‘why didn’t I just make love to her like she asked? Now 
she’s standing here in the middle of the mall, humiliated, all because I wanted to be a gentleman.’ Won’t 
you feel so bad?” she asked, shaking her head. “Tsk, tsk. Some gentleman!” 

Lubanzi was stunned, and his cock would not stop throbbing. They went back into the store, and Mika 
alternated between careless banter and teasing him about her growing need to pee. 

“Just a water,” Mika said, squirming in discomfort as she ordered her eighth drink of the morning. Her 
bladder really was beginning to fill up now, and though she continued to tease Lubanzi about it, she was 
really hoping that he’d crack soon. 
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“Mika!” Lubanzi said, stopping short. “Please, stop this! It is unkind of you to put me in a position where I 
cannot win; as a gentleman, I—” 

Mika ignored him; he was beginning to sound like a broken record, and she had to admit that she was 
beginning to wonder if her plan would work at all. 

“—would hate to do something I might regret.” 

Mika’s ears pricked up. So her plan was working, after all! She smiled to herself; she would crack him, 
whether he liked it or not! 

Though Lubanzi was clearly interested—evidenced by his blushing and cock-chest-throbbing—it seemed 
that his interest in malls wasn’t superficial. He seemed content to distract himself by going into every shop 
and department store—no matter how girly—and stop at every kiosk. Still Mika egged him on, and still he 
refused, but his protests got weaker, and Mika was certain that she’d be able to get him to eventually 
yield. 

Around noon, they made their way to the food court, and Lubanzi asked her what she wanted for lunch. 

Mika whimpered. “Just your cock,” she said, desperately looking at him with pleading eyes. “Please, 
Lubanzi!” she hissed. “I—I really can’t hold it much longer! Please tell me you’ll fuck me!” 

“You’ve been saying that all morning,” Lubanzi said huskily, “but I have also said all morning that I won’t 
belittle you like that.” 

They got in line at a pizza restaurant, and Mika began to bounce up and down, squeezing the hem of her 
shirt desperately. “Lubanzi,” she whispered urgently, “It’s now or never! I can’t hold it anymore! I—” 

Her eyes constricted as she felt the first drop escape and hit the fabric of her panties. She turned bright 
red and squeezed her eyes shut. She gritted her teeth and tried to hold back, but she was losing the fight. 
A stream flooded out of her before she regained control. A dark spot appeared on her shorts. 

Oh, no! 

Her pelvic floor muscles ached as she tried desperately to hold back. This was a bad idea! She never 
should have gotten herself into this position! Another stream slipped from between her lips, darkening and 
spreading the spot on her shorts. She squeezed her hands to her crotch, trying to hold back the current 
as she whimpered and looked around desperately for a restroom. This was far worse than Friday had 
been! There was no making it! 

“Mika?” Lubanzi asked, looking concerned. “Are you—?” 

He was interrupted by the muffled hiss of Mika losing control. She grabbed his hand desperately, her 
hand dripping wet. The smell of urine hit his nostrils, and he looked down, aghast, to see liquid soaking 
her shorts, streaming down the insides of her legs, curling around her shins, soaking her socks, and 
amassing in a yellow puddle on the floor that kept growing and growing until it was over two feet in 
diameter. 

A young wolf suddenly picked up on the scent, blinked, looked down his front to make sure it wasn’t him, 
and then looked, bug-eyed, at Mika. 

“Mooom!” he called, running off and giggling. “Mom, that fox lady peed her pants!” 

“Mika,” Lubanzi breathed, his face purple with embarrassment and rage and his cock throbbing furiously 
through his shirt. 

Mika couldn’t even look back at him; she was so humiliated that her face had scrunched itself into a 
remorseful grimace as she stood there with her legs tightly squeezed together, but in vain. 

“Let’s go,” Lubanzi said, taking her by the arm and briskly walking out of the mall. She tracked urine all 
the way out. 

Though Lubanzi would never have dreamt of leaving a mess behind—especially like that—things 
were…urgent now. He wrapped his arm around Mika’s shoulder and kept moving them both forward. The 
mall disappeared from sight, and he never looked back. Yet the sight of seeing her voiding herself in the 
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middle of the mall was etched in his mind that flashed back into view each time he blinked. The smell of 
her urine—still very much with them—kept hitting his nose and making his cock ache worse and worse. 
He tried to focus on Mika’s dignity, but with every step, every blink, every whiff of her purged fluids, he felt 
his resolve weaken. By the time they made it home, his legs were wobbling with lust, and his cock felt as 
though just the lightest breeze upon it would set it off. 

Mika unlocked the door and looked at him gratefully as they stepped inside. She began to strip the 
second the door closed behind them to avoid tracking urine all over the carpet. Lubanzi turned his back, 
but an anguished whimper escaped his lips. 

“Mika,” he cried, staring at the wall, “I can’t take it anymore!” 

“Then turn around,” Mika replied, her voice husky. 

Lubanzi swallowed and slowly turned, the last of his resolve leaving him as curiosity and lust won the 
long, hard fight. Mika stood there, naked from the waist down, the smell of her urine still heavy in the air. 

They rushed together to his room and closed the door—Mika was sure to close it tightly and lock it—and 
they began stripping what was left of their clothes off. Mika’s perky breasts flew out of her bra, and 
Lubanzi’s cock nearly whacked her as she pulled his shirt over his head.  

As soon as his pants and underwear were off, they flew into each other’s arms and began making out 
passionately, Lubanzi’s cock throbbing between them as it moved between Mika’s breasts. It smelled 
musky and was every bit as hot to the touch as Mika had imagined it would be. As their kiss lulled, she 
reached down and squeezed it with both hands.  

Lubanzi whimpered and gritted his teeth. Her squeeze on his cock made him want to cum right then and 
there, but he desperately wanted to save it for once he was inside her. 

They got up onto the bed, and he buried his nose in her crotch, the scent of her incontinence all over her 
as he licked between her legs and ground his lips against her clit, seeking out more of that smell. His long 
tongue drove deeper and deeper between her folds, tickling her g-spot. Mika squirmed and gasped in 
pleasure as she finally got what had taken her all week to get! 

But she knew that if he kept going, she wouldn’t last any longer. 

“My turn,” she gasped, squeezing her legs closed in an attempt to force his face away.  

She rotated around to take his cock in her hands and brought the tip to her lips. The strong, intoxicating 
scent of virile male greeted her nostrils and beckoned her closer. Her mouth watered as she licked his tip 
and saw him start to flare in response. 

“Such a big boy,” she murmured, putting his glans to her mouth and rubbing her lips along the outside as 
her tongue licked at his precum. 

Opening her mouth wide and relaxing her throat, she pushed his aching member into her mouth and 
began to deep-throat his cock. He felt his balls contract, and he quickly clutched her shoulder. 

“Please,” he breathed, “I won’t make it!” 

“Then fuck me,” Mika replied, smiling softly. 

He didn’t have to be told twice. She straddled him as he lay on his back, and both gasped as his heat met 
hers. Though now devoid of piss—Lubanzi had seen to that—Mika’s crotch was now well-lubed from her 
arousal, and the zebra’s cock glided almost too easily between her folds, stopped only by its girth. 

They both whimpered, and Lubanzi looked up at her, pleading with his eyes for her to let him inside. For 
her part, Mika had waited too long to stop now! She closed her eyes, relaxed, and pressed down. They 
both shuddered and groaned aloud as he popped inside of her. The hard part was over, and now she 
began to ride him, dipping down and standing back up in long, sensuous strokes that made her toes and 
his hooves curl in anticipation. 

But he was so big! Her bladder was already filling again, and his thick girth pressed against it with every 
stroke. She felt that now-familiar desperation creeping back into her mind, but it would not take this 
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moment from her! She kept riding him harder and harder, feeling her bladder getting fuller with each 
stroke and being squeezed harder each time she drove him into her. Her head began to swim, and her 
body flushed as she looked down at the sexy zebra under her, cupping her ass and helping her lift off 
each time as he squeezed his eyes shut and gritted his teeth. 

Things all happened at once. Mika felt her orgasm seize her, and in the same instant, she felt the first 
drop slide out of her bladder as she stood and stroked Lubanzi’s cock out of her. Before she could react, 
her legs began to buckle, and she began to plummet back down onto him. His cock drove hard against 
her bladder, and she felt herself let go as she cried out in bliss. 

Hot, heady piss streamed out around Lubanzi’s malehood, drenching his cock and balls in its strong 
scent. The feeling of heat sliding down his cock like that felt impossibly good, and he felt his balls contract 
hard. 

“Ohh!” he cried, clutching Mika’s shoulders and desperately holding her in place as his cock throbbed and 
pumped bucketful after bucketful of hot, thick, white, zebra cum into her stretched pussy. It spurted out 
around his cock and joined her piss in drenching his balls and the sheet below him. 

She collapsed on him, and they both gasped in the afterglow, his cock still throbbing inside her and 
squeezing the last of her urine out between them. 

“Mika,” Lubanzi said, “I was so angry that you let yourself do that in public, but…” 

Mika kissed his lips tenderly. “Better pissed on than pissed off?” she asked, and they both chuckled. 

“My father must never know,” he said, suddenly clutching her shoulders. “Please, promise me you will 
never tell him!” 

“Don’t worry, Lubanzi!” Mika replied, putting her finger to his lips. “I promise.” 

Lubanzi relaxed some, and the two lay there, feeling Mika’s urine growing cold under them. 

“Then promise me one more thing,” he said. 

“Yes?” Mika asked. 

“Please let me see you wet yourself many more times this year!” 


