
“So how much are these things worth?” Murray asked, scanning over the ocean of loot that Sly had dumped out onto the table before him. It was a mess of precious stone, artefacts and various miscellanea that Sly figured might be worth a bit of cash.


“Couple thousand at the least.” Sly said, “At least, that's what I figure. Bentley said he'd look into the full amount of these things later.” the lithe raccoon picked up a shining red gemstone and examined it, “I asked him to do it tonight but he said he was busy with something important. Told me not to bother him tonight. I bet he's just looking at porn or something, but, eh, whatever.” he dropped the gemstone back onto the table and glanced out the window. The gang's hideout this time was an old abandoned warehouse in Paris. It was an obvious place; painfully obvious in fact, which is why nobody would figure to look for them there. It was the old 'under the nose' trick and it seemed to be working; so far the group had remained more or less unmolested by law enforcement. Murray and Sly were hanging out in a side room on the second floor of the warehouse, something that the two assumed was once an office of sorts, now laid bare aside from some discarded office chairs, tables and broken cupboards.


Murray kept examining the loot his leader had brought in. The loot in question Sly had taken from the mansion of one Marsel Dupis; an obscenely rich entrepreneur who had the misfortune of catching Sly's eye after flaunting his riches to the poorer of Paris' citizens. The guy needed to be taken down a peg or two and Sly was just the guy for the job. Some of the loot looked like it might be worth quite a bit of cash, others not so much. The big pink hippo reached out and picked up a sparkling vial that caught his eye. It was a small, glass thing shaped like a heart and tinted pink, a glass, diamond-shaped cork plugged into the top.


“What's this? Some kinda perfume?” Murray tilted his head at it and popped the top open.


“Careful with that.” Sly said, “Found it in the museum wing of the guy's mansion. Yeah, the museum wing; he's one of those people. Anyway, it was labelled as some kinda aphrodi- Murray be careful!” he grimaced as the hippo took a big whiff of whatever was inside the vial.


“Ohh, smells minty.” Murray said, plugging the vial back up and placing it on the table, “What were you saying? An afro-what?”


“An aphrodisiac.” Sly said with a chuckle, “I was trying to warn you so you wouldn't end up with... you know... embarrassing urges, but I guess it's too late now.”


“Oh... Right...” Murray started to blush.


“That thing's apparently really powerful too.” Sly continued, “Apparently it's one of the world's most powerful aphrodisiacs, according to the plaque the guy had under it. Eh, don't worry about it, it's probably just a dud or a replica or something, we've seen plenty of fakes before, right?”


“Yeah, but... I kinda feel funny.” Murray felt warm and tingly, his pink cheeks turning a noticeable shade of red.


“It's probably just in your mind.” Sly said, “Just don't think about it, you'll be fine.”


“Er... Sure... Okay...” Murray said, unable to hide the nervousness in his voice. There wasn't much to be shy about when it came to nudity; they lived in a world where running around without pants was completely normal; it was just a regular, everyday occurrence, nothing sexual was made of it. Springing a boner in public though? That could get awkward.

Sly kept going through the loot, explaining what everything was and how he got his hands on it but Murray wasn't listening. He was far too preoccupied with those embarrassing urges which he was most definitely experiencing. He glanced down at his big, thick and uncut member resting between his legs, underneath his chubby pink belly. He felt a slight tingling down there and his length gave a soft twitch. That aphrodisiac wasn't a fake at all... It was very real and it was having a very real effect on Murray. He considered telling Sly about it and excusing himself to take care of 'business', but that would be too embarrassing. He could try and hide it, but a big, hard hippo cock wasn't something that could be easily hidden. He gulped nervously and finally decided to excuse himself.


“Er, Sly...?” he said.


“Hm?” Sly stopped in the middle of a speech on how he evaded two dozen Rottweiler guards in order to procure one particular gem, “What's up?”


“Ah, I kinda need to...” Murray stopped himself when he noticed just how handsome Sly was looking today; how soft and well-kept his fur was and how his eyes shined in what little light the room had. Murray pushed the thoughts from his head. That was the aphrodisiac making him think like that. He had to ignore it... But goddamn did Sly look sexy today. He couldn't help but ogle  him, admiring his lithe raccoon form, eyes soon resting on his naked crotch where his respectably sized sheath and balls rested.


“Er, Murray...?” Sly's voice snapped him out of his trance.


“Huh? Oh!” he looked back into Sly's eyes, chuckling when he realized he'd just been caught staring, “Ah, it's nothing... What were you saying...?”


“You sure you're okay?” Sly asked. Murray nodded in reply, “Well, in that case... This ruby here I found displayed in the guy's bedroom...” Sly continued his tales and Murray pretended to listen while he gazed at the raccoon. His cock was at half mast now; he couldn't control it. Whatever  was in that aphrodisiac had caused Murray to completely lose control over his own body. Sly didn't seem to have noticed yet, or if he did he was politely staying quiet about it. Murray couldn't help thinking about how hot Sly looked. He just wanted to pin the little raccoon down, tear off his skin-tight shirt and ravage the sexy fucker. Murray caught himself fondling his hardening member, but he didn't stop himself. He kept fondling his dick, groping and squeezing at it, giving it a few tugs and coaxing it into hardening further.


'I bet he's really tight...' he thought to himself. Sly had such a small, petite ass. It would fit a cock perfectly. He could just imagine himself sliding his hard hippo cock right up Sly's fuckhole and breeding him silly. Murray was starting to sweat, his hand working up and down his growing fuckstick at increasing speed. Sly finally noticed, his eyes shifting from the gem he was holding down to Murray's exposed manhood. He froze mid sentence and stood there, staring at it, mouth half agape.


“Um... Murray...?” he said, “Uh, do you maybe need a moment...?” Murray stopped and stared down at Sly who looked up from his crotch and into his eyes. Murray considered it for a moment; he could head off for some alone time, take care of business and everything would be fine... But that wasn't good enough. Murray wanted tight raccoon ass to fuck... and he was going to get it.

He lunged forward suddenly, grabbing Sly by the wrists and slamming him against the wall, the gem he'd been holding falling from his grasp and clattering onto the floor.


“Gah! M-Murray! The hell are you doing?!” Sly gasped. He was trapped between the wall and Murray's strong, thick form with the hippo's now erect cock pressing against his midsection. Sly could feel it twitching and throbbing against his body and that's when he realized what was happening, “Shit, the aphrodisiac... Heh, I guess it wasn't just a fake after all, huh...?” Sly gave a nervous chuckle in hopes of diffusing the situation slightly, but Murray just kept glaring down at him with lustful and lecherous eyes.


“I want to fuck.” Murray growled, pushing his hips forward and pressing his aching uncut cock against the raccoon's body, “I want to fuck so bad.”


“W-well, we'll go out and, er... Get you a whore or something, okay? That should help-”


“No.” Murray said, “I don't want some whore off the street... I want you.” Sly gulped.


“I thought you'd say that...” there was a long, incredibly awkward silence where the two males just stared at each other with Sly trying to figure out how he was going to escape his friend's clutches and Murray wondering how he was going to breed Sly first. Suddenly, he reached down and grabbed Sly's shirt.


“Get this off! I want your whole body naked while I fuck you!” he pulled and tugged at it, the clothing tearing at the seems from his sheer strength.


“Wait- Murray! Dammit!” Sly grunted and struggled but Murray just kept tugging and tearing until Sly's shirt was literally torn from his body. Murray tossed the shredded remains of Sly's clothes to the floor and Sly took advantage of the precious few seconds that the hippo didn't have a grip on him and tried to weave his way past him, only to have Murray throw his arms around his waist and tackle him to the floor.


“Where d'ya think you're going?!” Murray grunted as they both hit the floor. Murray lay on top of the smaller male, his weight pinning him down and his cock once again pressed against Sly's now shirtless and pantsless body. Sly blushed deeply. He felt so vulnerable like this. Being pinned down under another male like this made him feel so... submissive... He tried to reason with him.

“C'mon, Murray, that thing you smelt- that aphrodisiac, it's screwing with your mind! Stop for a minute and think about what you're doing!”


“Why should I stop and think when I could be fucking you instead?” Murray growled. He grabbed Sly's head fur and leaned forward, taking in a deep which off Sly's scent, “Mmmrrrr... You smell nice...”


“Murray-”


“I bet you taste nice too.” before Sly could answer Murray had shoved his tongue into his mouth and started to kiss him good and deep.


“Mrrph! Mm!” Sly's eyes widened in shock as he tasted Murray's thick tongue. Murray held him in place; Sly could barely struggle or even move at all. Murray kept lying on top of him, tongue being worked as deep into Sly's maw as he could get it, there lips slapping together and filling the room with lewd wet noises.


“Mm, fuck, Sly, I need you!” Murray gasped, breaking the kiss for a moment only to force his tongue into the furry male's mouth once more. Sly tried to protest but he couldn't get his words around that wet hippo tongue shoved inside him. Murray moaned his approval around Sly's mouth and gave out loud, heavy breaths through his nose. He tasted as good as he'd imagined, if not better. His tongue ran across Sly's, their spit mixing and their tongues dancing and Sly choking slightly with how deep Murray managed to get down his throat.

Murray made sure to keep him pinned firmly to the ground so Sly wouldn't ruin the moment. He kept kissing the helpless raccoon as deep and as long as he wanted to, eventually pulling back with a gasp, a thin rope of spit connecting their mouths for a moment.


“Fuck, you're amazing!” Murray gasped, “Heh, and that was just kissing... Just wait 'till we get to the real good stuff!” Sly gulped nervously. He could only hazard a guess at what the 'real good stuff' would include...
