Starfox: A Contest


Fox downed another shot of vodka and shook his head, shivering from the strong, slightly burning taste of it. He placed his shot glass down on the table next to the rest of the drinks and turned to his team who were standing nearby, nursing their own drinks.


“Star Fox comes out on top again!” Fox said proudly.


“Hell yeah!” Falco laughed, taking a long gulp of his beer. The team had just defeated Andross and his Venomian army, saving the Lylat system once again. This party, if it could be called that; it was really more of a small get-together with beer and snacks inside the Great Fox lounge, was held to celebrate their victor.


“You all did great.” Fox said.


“'Course we did.” Falco chuckled, swigging at his own drink, “How could we not when you've got me on the team?”


“Heh, someone's feelin' full of themselves.” Peppy chuckled, sipping at a cocktail he'd prepared.


“When you're this good at flying it's hard not to be.”


“Yeah, yeah.” Fox scoffed, “Enough of the tiny dick overcompensating attitude, Falco.” Peppy gave out a loud, short laugh at that and even the quiet and slightly shy Slippy had to muffle a chuckle. Falco scowled.


“Tch. Whatever. Jerk.” he shrugged and returned his attention to his drink.


“Alright, don't start arguing, you two.” Peppy said, assuming the father figure role here, “C'mon, just relax and celebrate. We won! Lylat is saved! And with the money Pepper gave us I managed to get a hold of some real good beer for us. Crazy, expensive stuff. Enjoy!” Fox and Falco looked at each other and shrugged, downing their drinks and grabbing another can from the table.


Slippy stood nearby, every now and again adding something to the conversation as he drank.


“This stuff is really strong.” he eventually said, taking a sip of this particularly expensive beer Peppy had gotten them.


“Yeah, seriously.” Fox said, “I think I'm already getting drunk off this stuff.”


“Lightweight.” Falco scoffed. He opened his mouth to say something else but ended up hiccuping and looking away with blushing cheeks.


“Hey, I told ya. This is good stuff.” Peppy smirked.


They kept drinking, reminiscing on their latest victory and laughing happily amongst themselves.


Falco eventually spoke up, “Hey, Fox, about that comment you... Ah, forget it.”


“Huh? What's up?” Fox asked. Falco shifted about a bit, clearly unsure of how to proceed.


“That thing you said... About me overcompensating?”


“That? Ah, I was just fucking with you, don't worry about it.” Fox chuckled.


“I ain't worrying.” Falco said quickly, “I just thought... I mean... Huh...”


“What? What's wrong?” Fox asked. Falco hesitated before answering.


“I bet I'm bigger than you.”


“What?!” Fox's eyes went wide at the statement. Slippy and Peppy looked on, curious and amused.


“I think you hurt his ego.” Peppy chuckled.


“No way!” Falco scoffed, “My ego is just fine. I just, you know, wanted to point that out is all, since Fox had the balls to call my dick small. I'm bigger; that's all I'm saying.”


“That what you think?” Fox glared at him and placed his beer on the table. Falco glared back, their eyes meeting.


“Are... Are you two gonna...” Slippy left sentence hanging for it to be finished by Peppy.


“Compare?” he raised a curious eyebrow.


“Well... Well yeah!” Falco said, slamming his bear down on the table in a show of confidence, “Fuck it, let's- hic! Compare, Fox! Hell, you know what? I bet I've got the best dick out of the whole Star Fox crew! Drop your pants, boys, let big boy Falco put you all to shame!”


There was an awkward silence. Falco just stood there, arms crossed, a smug look on his face.


“Well?” he asked with a challenging raise of his eyebrows. Fox met his gaze and nodded firmly.


“Alright, fine.” he said, “Yeah, I'll put you in your place if you insist.” Falco ignored the comment and looked to Peppy and Slippy for their answers.


“You two gonna get them out? Or are you just gonna save time and admit defeat now?”


“I've never met a man that can out-man Peppy Hare.” Peppy scoffed, “You're own, bird brain.”


“I dunno...” Slippy, “I-I mean, I don't think I'm that big, maybe I shouldn't...”


“Well if that's how you feel then I guess we can assume you're the smallest.” Falco smirked. Slippy scowled at him.


“You're a jerk...” he grumbled, but didn't change his mind.


Falco turned to the other two, “Alright, guys! Pants off, let's get this thing started!”


“You're pretty excited to be put in your place.” Fox laughed, his hands going down to fiddle with the button at the top of his pants while Peppy did the same, Falco following their lead.


“Keep yapping, Fox.” said Falco. He yanked his pants down, taking his underwear with them as Fox and Peppy did the same, leaving the three of them pantsless, their flaccid, uncut members now out in the open.


Fox and Falco's eyes darted to each other's crotches. The winner, from a flaccid state at least, was clear.


“So, who's being put in their place again?” Falco smirked, eyes looking down at the soft little thing between Fox's legs, easily half his own size. Fox blushed furiously.


“Bullshit!” he growled, “You're... cheating!”


“Cheating, huh? And how d'you think I'm doing that?” Falco glared at him.


“I... I don't know, but... shit!” Fox looked away, too embarrassed to keep eye contact with the bird.


“Uh, guys.” Slippy spoke up, “I think you're both kinda outclassed.” he nodded to Peppy's junk and the bird and fox both looked down at the low-hanging bunny dick swaying between his legs, resting above a pair of full, heavy, furry nuts.


“The fuck?” Falco asked, seemingly insulted to find out that the hare was packing more heat than even he was, “Peppy's bigger than me? Are you serious...?”


“What? You didn't think the old man would have some decent equipment down there?” Peppy laughed, “Anyway, the competition ain't over yet. Anyone who knows dicks like I do can tell ya soft size don't mean anything.” he took his flaccid member in his hand and started stroking himself, his hand working steadily up and down his furry shaft, “Get stroking, boys. Let's see how these things match up hard!”


Fox and Falco looked at each other, apparently unsure, but soon deciding to go along with it anyway. Slippy watched on, shuffling about with blushing pink cheeks as his three team mates stroked themselves off in front of him, their cocks swiftly growing harder in their hands. He looked over them all; Peppy's big, superior and thick length, Falco's decently sized cock and Fox's... underwhelming dick...


A few moments of stroking was all it took to get them all fully erect. Fox's member was certainly looking a lot bigger than in it's flaccid state, but still fell short at just under four inches. Falco's six incher stood slightly prouder, twitching and throbbing up at the three of them while Peppy's big, fat eight incher won the competition, throbbing defiantly and oozing a slight bit of pre as he continued stroking it.


“Well, well! Looks like Old Man Peppy put you two boys to shame!” Peppy laughed proudly, a huge grin on his face.


“Fuck...” Falco scoffed and avoided his gaze, choosing instead to focus on Fox's tiny thing. At least he was bigger than him... “Heh, I guess the great Fox McCloud ain't so great after all!”


“Screw you.” Fox grunted.


“You know, I'm not sure which of us is bigger, maybe we should put 'em side by side to really compare.”


“Falco...” Fox growled as his companion drew close and swung an arm around his waist, pulling him close and rubbing his clearly bigger length against his smaller length. Fox blushed deeply, the pinkness of his cheeks clear underneath his fur.


“Man, how do you even jerk off with that little thing?” Falco laughed and grabbed Fox's dick suddenly, making him yelp in surprise, “It's so small! Geez! To think I take orders from a guy as small as this!”


“F-Falco, stop...” Fox gulped, shivering as he felt the bird start tugging mockingly on his shaft.


“You know, I might not be the biggest here, but, damn, you're definitely the smallest! Hehe, look at this li'l thing!”


“Falco...” Fox spoke up again, his voice quivering. Falco then noticed a few drops of pre-cum escaping Fox's tip and smirked. Fox gasped and clenched his fists when he felt the bird's thumb rubbing over his sensitive cock head, his sticky pre smearing across his twitching meat.


“What, you enjoying this or somethin'?” Falco laughed, “Li'l dicked foxy get turned on by real men fondling him like this?”


“No!” Fox was quick to bark, but his body betrayed him. His ears flatted against his head and his toes curled as he felt the better endowed male manhandling his underdeveloped junk.


“Heh, I think you're lyin'.” Falco chuckled, “I think your tiny stiffy gets real hard over being grabbed like this. Right?”


“F-fuck you!” Fox managed to gasp out between long, quivering breaths.


“So why haven't you pushed me away already?” Falco smirked.


“B...Because...” Fox couldn't answer that. He could only stand there, legs shaking while Falco mocked and groped him.


“Heh...” Peppy chuckled and then noticed Slippy standing nearby. He'd put the drink he'd been sipping at down and was now shuffling around, hands half covering his crotch, an embarrassed look on his face, “You okay over there, Slippy?” Peppy approached him and gave him a heavy, friendly pat on the shoulder. Slippy squeaked in surprise.


“Ah! Oh, um, I'm fine.” Slippy said.


“You're not gonna join in?” Peppy asked. Slippy looked at Peppy and then looked down at that huge thing between his legs.


“Oh, I dunno, I don't think I'm that big...”


“Neither is Fox.” Peppy laughed, causing Fox's cheeks to burn even brighter pink, “Come on, let's see it! You can't be that small, right?”


“I... I guess not...” Slippy gulped.


“So... drop your pants already, let's see it!”


Slippy looked at his three team mates and then shrugged.



“Alright, you guys...” he said, reaching down and undoing his belt. Falco looked down at the bulge he was packing and gave a curious look.


“I didn't know Slippy stuffed his pants...” he thought to himself.


Slippy hesitated, nervously looking up at his friends before finally dropping his pants and letting loose the massive semi-hard cock he'd been hiding.


“Oh, shit!” Peppy said, gazing down at it in shock.


“Are you serious...?” Fox muttered, staring down at Slippy's crotch.


“G-guy's, you're embarrassing me...” Slippy gulped, though his lips started to curve into a slight smile.


“Damn, Slippy! How'd you hide that thing from us for so long?” Peppy laughed and couldn't help but reach down and fondle the toad's huge member. Slippy gasped and looked at him with wide eyes.


“Peppy! Wha- ohh, that feels nice...” he gasped and instinctively bucked his hips into Peppy's grip.
