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Space Slam 
A Space Jam fanfiction by Dandjob 
 

“Co-Ed locker roomth?!” Daffy ejaculated, his orange bill glistening with his signature spittle, “You’ve gotta 
be thitting me!” 
 

“Ehhhh, sorry, doc. Budget cuts ‘n’ all,” Bugs replied, a perpetual air of disaffection twirling around him like 
the half-eaten carrot he manipulated with such practiced nonchalance, “We’ve gotten the raw end of the carrot ever 
since the AT&T rebrand.“ 
 

“Gender’s, I say I say I say gender’s a social construct anyhow,” Foghorn Leghorn interjected, somehow 
both stammering and simultaneously finalizing the argument. 
 

“Dat’s the spirit,” Bugs chuckled, “Besides, what’re you afraid of?” he leered, “Don’t you usually parade 
around next-to-nude anyhow?” 
 

Daffy tugged subconsciously at his iconic white collar, “That’th not the point…” he muttered. He tried to 
muster up an argument, but the matter was settled. 

 
“Hit the showers, you varmints!” Coach Yosemite Sam interrupted, firing several unnecessary shots into the 

gymnasium’s ceiling. Fortunately, this was only the practice gym, and this assault occurred frequently enough that 
most of the bullets soared through pre-existing holes rather than creating new ones. 

 
The toons retreated through the stands into the backstage area. Where they would have once separated 

into male toon and female toon rooms, they now all piled into the left-hand section to disrobe, shower, and return to 
their everyday lives. The sounds of jovial conversation and cartoonish antics echoed throughout the arena, but Daffy 
remained seated despondently in the bleachers, suffering in silence, still processing this change and what he saw as 
a massive invasion of his privacy. 

 
Eventually, his teammates disbanded, and the sounds diminished. In the solitude that he relished, Daffy 

waddled into the locker room, confirming around every corner that he wasn’t going to spy any of his cohorts in a state 
of undress. Not, as Bugs had pointed out, that many of them usually wore much. Daffy wasn’t sure which was worse: 
the thought of those that did wear clothes becoming fully undressed or abandoning the conceit that wearing nothing 
but gloves still qualified one as “decent”. 

 
He shook the mental images of his disrobing peers from his mind, physically waving them away as they had 

appeared above him in little thought balloons. He went to his locker, grabbed a towel, and, after a final furtive glance 
around, he peeled his collar up over his beak, officially entering the realm of total nudity. It wasn’t until he turned to 
move towards the showers that he heard one of them turn on. 

 
His eyes bulged as he caught sight of his unanticipated shower partner: Lola Bunny. It seemed she hadn’t 

noticed him either, as she stood naked in the shower bay, testing the temperature of the water with her hands. Her 
bare, gloveless hands, wettening in the cascading flow of the shower head. His view travelled along her arms, then 
up and down her body, her tan fur mesmerizing him like nothing he’d seen before. A twitch of her tail caught his 
attention before he realized that she had noticed him as well. 

 
“Oh!” she started, but didn’t seem startled, merely surprised, “Hi, Daffy.” 
 
He quickly moved to cover himself, his hands and towel in front of his crotch, before realizing that this was 

usually left bare anyway. Should he cover his neck? His eyes? And either way, he couldn’t help but notice that Lola 
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wasn’t adjusting herself at all. Instead, she seemed to be scanning his body as he had hers moments ago. She stood 
up straighter, the water still flowing beside her, and braced her hands into the curve of her hips. 

 
“Uh, h-hiya, Lola…” he responded. He could feel his body reacting to the full view of hers, and was glad now 

that he’d chosen to cover his crotch. The black feathers surrounding his duckhood began to shift as arousal swelled 
through him.  

 
“Sorry, did you want to shower alone?” she asked, “I don’t mind a little company, but I know the group can 

get a little overwhelming sometimes. But this is fine with me if it’s fine with you.” 
 
Daffy nodded. It was certainly fine with him. The whole locker room debacle was a mess, but this specifically 

was fine with him. But he didn’t want to seem *too* enthusiastic about the situation. He was finally able to avert his 
gaze, “Thith ith fine,” he responded, trying to keep his voice steady, “I’ll just keep my back turned. I promise not to 
peek.” 

 
“Oh, I don’t mind,” Lola laughed. She stepped under the water and ran her hands from ear to tail, “I’ll just be 

over here working what the animators gave me.” 
 
Daffy fought every impulse to let his tongue roll out of his mouth like a red carpet. He stifled the wolf whistle, 

the drop of his jaw, the act of melting into a puddle at her feet. Instead he turned to the opposite side of the shower 
bay and turned the knob on one of the showers a respectable distance from Lola. 

 
The handle turned, but no water came out, and when Daffy looked up he saw why; the shower head had 

been destroyed and there was buckshot in the wall. No doubt this was evidence of Fudd’s presence in the locker 
room before them. He gazed around the bank at the other showers and saw them each in a state of disarray: 
destroyed by the whirling fangs of the Tasmanian Devil or exploded by backfiring ACME products or clogged with a 
veritable rainbow of different furs and feathers. In fact, upon closer examination, it appeared that the only shower 
currently in working condition...was occupied. 

 
As if reading his thoughts, Lola’s voice popped up behind him, “They did a real number on the place, huh?” 

Daffy turned and saw her lathering herself. With the layer of suds hovering  the way they were, she almost looked 
PG, “You can join me if you want. I promise I don’t bite.” With a wink, she clicked her incisors and giggled as she saw 
his eyes widen. 

 
He calculated for a moment, then decided. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and what was the harm 

anyway? They were both professionals. His webbed footsteps echoing on the wet tile, he made his way to the 
working shower and put his towel on the hook next to hers. Then, as she shifted slightly to accommodate, he stepped 
into the spray. 

 
The water flowed off his back as usual, and he pulled a bar of soap from the air behind his back and started 

to wash. He tried to keep his eyes moving around the room, but he couldn’t help notice that Lola’s were almost 
entirely fixed on him.  

 
“Tho…” he started, hoping the shower would mask any accidental spittle headed her way, “Practicth wath 

good today,” he offered, trying in vain to keep his mind off of his proximity to this dynamo of a teammate. Watching 
her confidence on the court had already stirred some feelings in him before, and this closeness came near to pushing 
him over the edge. 

 
“It was,” Lola agreed, “You were looking really good. And funny too. When you swapped out the ball with an 

orange-painted bomb and passed it to Porky, I couldn’t stop laughing.” 
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Daffy started to blush, as much as would show up against his orange beak. And when he looked down at 

Lola, he saw that she was too. “Can I...admit something to you?” she asked. 
 
“Of courth,” he replied with a gulp. 
 
“I’ve always really admired you, Daffy,” She placed a hand testingly on his side. He inhaled, but didn’t move, 

nor did he move her hand away. They remained like this for a moment, reading each other, “You put up with so 
much. Sometimes it seems like the world never cuts you a break, but you don’t give up. I think that’s really...nice.” 

 
Daffy didn’t know what to say. For so long, he’d always been the sidekick. The number two. Pushed around 

and pushed away. But now, here was someone who...admired him? Someone he found endlessly motivating as well.  
 
“Thankth, Lola,” he responded, “That meanth a lot coming from you. You’re...the cooletht rabbit I’ve ever 

met. I alwayth withed we could get to know each other better.” 
 
“I’d like that too,” Lola laughed, “And there’s no better time than the present. What do you say?” 
 
At this, Lola moved her hand down Daffy’s body, caressing the front of his waist and generating the same 

familiar stirring from before. Daffy felt the instinct to step away, but he saw in her eyes every reason to remain exactly 
where he was. 

 
“You don’t think thith ith a little thudden?” he asked. 
 
“It’s only sudden because it’s all happening now,” she assured him, “I’ve watched you  and thought about a 

chance encounter like this for a long time. I didn’t exactly plan this but...I’m never one to shy away from a good 
situation. Daffy,” he perked up at the breathless way she said his name, “I want you to kiss me.” 

 
Reaching up to cup her face in his hand, Daffy almost couldn’t believe what was happening. He listened for 

a moment to the sound of the shower, the steady beat of his heart, and Lola’s warm breath guiding him towards her. 
He followed this guidance, and feathers met fur as he kissed her as well as his beak against her mouth would allow.  

 
The kiss was explosive, literally, and they were both showered with fireworks as well as water as they 

embraced each other with a passion they had reserved for so long. Lola’s hands continued to explore Daffy’s body, 
and he returned the affection, caressing her back and hips as she pressed herself against him. Between their 
closeness, the kiss, and her wandering hands, it was difficult for Daffy to keep himself concealed much longer. 

 
“Oh!” they both started as her hand connected with his stiffening cock. She didn’t know what she’d expected, 

he was a cartoon duck after all, but this was lovely. It wasn’t the anatomically-correct corkscrew she might have 
assumed. This was arousing and enticing and...hot. 

 
“Daffy,” she purred, “I want you. I want...all of you,” Daffy grew more rigid in body and in member, “And it 

seems like you want me. Is this okay?” 
 
Daffy nodded, and this was all the encouragement Lola needed. She took his cock in her hands, rubbing it 

lovingly as she kissed him again. He returned the kiss and focused his hands on her front this time, reaching up and 
fondling her breasts, eliciting little squeaks and smiles as he did.  

 
Before he knew what was happening, Lola had lowered herself to her knees. She positioned him and herself 

so that he could stay warm in the water without any of it splashing into her mouth as she slid her tongue up and down 
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the length of his cock. His back arched with the sudden attention, and as her head moved to the tip he put his hands 
guidingly on the back of her head, stroking her gorgeous ears as he did so. She took him into her mouth, her eyes 
closed to focus on the sensation and give as much as she could. Her tongue tickled and teased as she caressed him 
with everything at her disposal. He groaned in approval, and Lola took this as her cue to continue, keeping her pace 
steady, but pulling him deeper and deeper into her throat. He looked down in amazement as she kept one hand on 
him and moved the other between her legs. She rubbed gently at her pussy, already wet from the shower and 
wettening more with lust. 

 
Daffy could have stayed like this forever, but he wanted more. He wanted to feel her in so many different 

ways. He signalled this with a hand on her chin. Lola looked up, and Daffy soaked in the image of her deepthroating 
him with such a magnificent ease. She pulled her head back and cocked an eyebrow, wondering what Daffy had in 
mind. 

 
She didn’t have to wait long as he reconfigured them both so that her lower half was under the spray of the 

shower, and he had hunkered down with his head between her legs. She shivered as he kissed at the insides of her 
thighs, his mouth so close to her warmth, but never fully there. He teased her for a few more moments before giving 
in and abandoning himself to the taste of her. He licked, slowly at first, then increasing his tempo as her body 
informed him. He listened carefully to the noises she made, the way her body moved and responded, and soon she 
had wrapped her legs over his shoulders, pressing her pussy up against his mouth with insatiable desire. 

 
Waterfowl as he was, Daffy didn’t mind the occasional spray of the shower in his mouth, and thrilled at 

feeling of Lola growing wetter and wetter by the moment. “Daffy…” she moaned. He listened, but kept engaging her 
with his mouth, reveling in every drop of her, “I want you. I’m ready. Please, fuck me.” 

 
The atmosphere had changed. They were no longer teasing or exploring; now they had a fuller purpose. 

They unraveled themselves from one another, and Daffy helped Lola to her feet. Her legs were somewhat shaky, but 
to be honest, so were his, and she steadied herself against the locker room wall. Her tail flicked in anticipation as she 
gazed over her shoulder expectantly. She caught sight of his magnificent cock once again as thrilled at the 
expectation of having him inside of her. He watched the water flow across her curves for a moment; she was 
sensational to look at, to talk to, to be with. And what came next would be amazing. 

 
Daffy positioned himself behind the expectant bunny; he could feel exactly where to enter her from how wet, 

warm, and ready she’d become. He gripped her hips as the head of his cock entered her; neither of them had ever 
felt more “right” than they did in this moment. Lola smiled as she placed her head against the wet tile of the wall, 
“Please...more…” she found herself nearly pleading. And Daffy was happy to oblige. 

 
He slid into her with ease, and they were nearly a perfect match. He filled her up so well, and she wrapped 

around him like it was the most natural thing in the world. She glanced back at him again and he smiled lovingly back 
at her. With one hand still on her waist, he reached up and played with her right nipple, again sending shocks and 
shivers through her that she felt from up in her chest down to the very depths of her. 

 
These sensations were becoming too much to patiently bear, and Lola began to buck her hips back and 

forth, stimulating herself and encouraging Daffy to pick up the pace. Daffy heard her loud and clear and increased his 
tempo as the water cascaded around them both. They fell into sync as the rhythm rose and fell, driving them both to 
their individual brinks, filling them with feelings they’d never had before.  

 
Soon, their bodies took over completely. Daffy was slamming into Lola from behind, a position in which he’d 

only imagined himself in his wildest dreams. He fucked her as her moans and groans began to fill the locker room. 
The co-ed habitation that Daffy had once thought of as a curse, but that had now become the greatest blessing of all. 
They fucked like the animals that they were, pressing and caressing and enjoying each other like nothing before. 
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Lola craned back once more and put a hand on the back of Daffy’s neck, pulling him into a kiss. It wasn’t the 

most comfortable position, but she could feel herself getting close, and she wanted to share that experience with him 
as closely as possible. 

 
“You’re amathing,” Daffy gasped. Lola knew. 
 
“Daffy, I’m cumming,” she sighed. It was all the incentive he needed to join her in this moment of ecstasy. 

She pressed back again from the wall, forcing him into her as deeply as he could go, and he met her movement, 
arching his back and abandoning himself to the feeling of being so deep, deep, deep inside of her. 

 
They came. First her, then him, as her muscles contracting around him in orgasm gave him little choice in 

the matter. They paused for a moment, Lola leaning against the wall, and Daffy trying not to add too much weight as 
they both attempted to remain steady. Finally, Lola turned and buried her head in Daffy’s chest, both of them 
wrapping their arms around the other. 

 
She stepped aside slightly, leading him by the hand so that they were both full back under the warm spray of 

the only working showerhead in the building. They showered together this time, still focused on the other’s body, but 
now actually cleaning. Washing away the sweat of the day, from practice and what had passed between them. 

 
They showered silently, neither needing to speak, until Daffy looked down at Lola and said, “Thank you.”  
 
Lola returned the sentiment with a kiss, a “Thank you” of her own, and a wink. 
 
“Who knows?” she continued, “Maybe this whole co-ed locker room situation won’t be so bad after all.” 


