
Homemade Shake

Kick Pacer had a rough day, a long afternoon of working outside, so much so that even his
robotic legs were sore. The mottled pony walked into his home, kicking the door shut behind
him and yawning. The heat had gotten to him, and he was coated in a fine sheen of sweat. A
cold shower would be great…

“Or…”

He paused, listening quietly. It sounded like Sky Spear was home, he could hear her cooking
something up in the other room. After the sound of sizzling hit him, the smell did. It smelled
delicious, as always. But he was interested in something a little more…fresh. Something that hit
closer to home.

The pony trotted into the kitchen, watching the other from the doorway. The way she moved
enticed him, he could feel his cock stirring under his growling, empty belly.

“Hey Sky.”

The other pony gave a startled jump, turning quickly around with flushed cheeks.

“Oh! Pacer, god you scared me. Home early?”

“Ah, yeah, got tired. Plus my back leg was hitching, so I called it early.”

“Poor thing. Well I’ve got some pancakes on the stove, breakfast for dinner maybe?”

“Actually, I was thinking of something more substantial.”

“I mean, I can add ba-”

He was approaching her, his cock hard now. It flared under his belly, oozing pre-cum to the floor.
His heavy balls swung behind it, waiting patiently to be filled. He took another step forward,
forcing the other pony back as he chuckled softly.

“Come on, you know what time it is.”

He said as his manhood pulsed. Before she could even exhale he was on her. His cock pressed
to her snout, the pulsating slit slowly opening over her muzzle.

“Ah, you know just how to stretch me open.”



He laughed despite her protests. She gave a heated whimper, though it quickly melted into a
moan as the wet warmth of his slit surrounded her muzzle. Her tongue lashed out, lapping
slowly at his insides.

“There we go, lube it up for me.”

Kick Pacer grinned, slowly pushing her into his waiting cock-hole. His slit spread and engulfed
her head, sucking her into his cock. Her arms were soon pinned to her sides, sliding in and
hitching on her shoulders.

“Mmmmf, come on now, wiggle in.”

He heard a muffled cry from inside. Her back hooves planted on the ground to heave herself
forward. In for a penny, in for a pound. His thick pre-cum dripped over her head, which she
gratefully drank down. His cock squeezed her, sucking her further inside, toward his balls. Soon
she vanished up to her hips, and Pacer was close to cumming. Not yet, it wasn’t time yet. He
had a bit more to go, orgasming now would push her out, and he needed the best flavor he
could get down there.

He thrust forward, popping her rounded ass into his cock. Her front half splashed into his balls,
mixing quickly with his pools of seed. As she filled his orbs they began to sag and swell,
accommodating to her size rather quickly. He watched as she slid along his cock, the shaft
pulsing up and down with her shape, like a hungry snake. Soon he heard a muffled moan as the
rest of her fell into his now-massive balls. He sat back, letting her slosh heavily inside his testes.
His legs splayed open, his body full and warm. He could hear her moaning inside him,
comfortable in his sea of hot, virile cum.

Pacer grabbed a straw off the counter, slowly inserting it into his stretched and oozing hole. It
spread him open just enough to pop down into his balls alongside the other pony. Popping the
head of the straw in his mouth, he began to suck, greedily drinking his own cum, flavored by
none other than Sky Spear. He settled back against the cabinets, enjoying the way his cock
throbbed around the straw, drinking any imminent orgasm he might give off. His own cum
flushed down his gullet before sloshing into his belly. It was the perfect milkshake, and just what
he needed after a long day of work. Kick Pacer paused, sniffing the air. His ears pricked upward
and he winced, letting off a heaving sigh.

“Sorry buddy, I think your eggs burnt.”

From inside his balls, he could hear a muffled; “it’s okay! This is better anyway!”


