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Locke could get used to waking up
like this. The thought was followed closely by a wash of guilt. He'd
better not get used to it, cause it wasn't going to be happening much
longer if he could help it.


A soft slurping noise leaked from
under his blankets, followed by a firm gulp. A groan dragged out of
the barely conscious snake as he slid down Kris' throat, his hips
trembling a hint as his hand slipped down under the covers. He had
to...


Of all things, she whimpered when he
pulled her off his cock. He might have done the same, really, but he
restrained himself to a shaky sigh. If he hadn't stopped her there,
he might not have been able to in another moment. "Hey..."
he murmured softly, "come up here."


The wolfess crawled up slowly,
peeking out at him with a questioning look before settling down
pressed to his side with a paw on his belly and a breast
half-smooshed on his chest. Her body pressed to his down to their
toes. His cheeks reddened, but he tried to take a stern tone.


"You don't have to do that
every morning, you know. Listen..." He looked away a moment,
putting together how to say it. "I... you can stay here, but I
don't really... want you to act like a slave." He didn't want to
have a slave at all, but that wouldn't sound very good just yet...
"It's... you can just act normal, okay? Think about what you
want, not what I want."


She just looked confused now.
"...Normal, master?"


"Uh...?" Come to think of
it... he wasn't sure she'd know much about 'normal.' She said she'd
been training to be a slave since she was six, so she probably didn't
get out much... He grimaced. "Hrm... alright. Starting today,
I'm going to be taking you out with me. I want you to start watching
other people. We'll try talking some, too. You're about the right age
to fit in, so... just keep your eyes open, and you'll get the idea."
Hopefully. He smiled weakly. It wasn't like he knew how to
rehabilitate a sex slave. He'd just have to see if this helped...


"Master..." she looked
down. "I don't understand." He blinked, and started
thinking on another way to phrase it when she went on. "Does my
behavior displease you? I've been... trying to..." Her voice
faltered, stifling in that quiet way when tears were welling
somewhere inside her.


"Ah! Um!" Locke hastened
to cut in, giving the wolf a squeeze. "It's not that! You're all
manner of pleasing, it's just... um..." She was really attached
to this slave thing. Come on, Locke, think... "Well, you know,
lots of masters must have their own way of doing things, right? They
had to have told you about that."


She blinked a few times, fighting
back the moisture in her eyes as she met his gaze, ears pointed
attentively. "Yes, master...?"


"W-well... I'm not really into
the bondage thing, or pain, or, you know, stuff like that. I like to
be more casual with my slaves." Plural. Hah! "It's a matter
of comfort, you know? It feels so formal having this pretty girl go
and always try to serve me all the time. I don't need any of that, so
I'd rather you acted like a normal woman and did what you wanted, and
every once in a while, I'd, um, use you when I feel like it. Nothing
wrong with that, is there?" His voice had faltered a few times,
but he'd managed a little tale. It may have meant more fooling around
with a girl that didn't know better, but uh... well, if way she'd at
least get into the habit of acting like a normal person... maybe
she'd learn to like it.


The wolfess blinked a few times as
he explained, and seemed to turn it over in her head a few moments
before finally smiling softly. "Of course not, master. Nothing
at all." She hugged close to the snake, who had to silence a
sigh of relief. "I will try to learn, that I may serve you
better, master."


He chuckled weakly under the
snuggling wolfess. Maybe she'd talk a little more normally with
time... He huffed softly as the wolfess slowly shifted atop him,
straddling his hips as his morning wood found itself sliding snugly
between her cheeks. "But for now, master, I believe you have a
'use' for me..." She offered him a sweet little smile as her
hips rolled back, a warm wetness spreading across one side of his
shaft and slowly sliding up toward his tip.


Locke supposed he shouldn't have
been surprised at the sudden shift, but it was true it had been hard
for him to... relax with the wolfess pressing against him the whole
time they'd been talking. "Mmf... we'll have to make it quick to
get to class in time." He smiled despite himself as the wolfess
sat up, and gasped softly as his shaft steadily disappeared behind
her balls.


Ten minutes into class, Locke pulled
the door open, panting softly. The teacher, a rather aged hawk,
regarded him with a stare, though he did not pause in his lecture.
Grimacing in embarrassment, the snake shuffled in quickly to find a
seat with a wolfess in tow. The two found a few seats toward the
back. Locke sank in his chair and scrubbed at his face, but the
wolfess sat quite upright in the seat next to his. She hadn't had an
actual shirt --just a hoodie and a bra-- so Locke had loaned her one
of his, which seemed to have put her in an inextinguishable good
mood. She swiveled her head about, looking around the room curiously.
She didn't manage to spot the one in the back watching the both of
them, however.


When the professor finally called a
break for a few minutes, Locke groaned softly and dragged himself up
out of his seat to stretch. The school chairs were always a pain--
there wasn't enough room for him and his tail both to get
comfortable. He'd looked quite silly the first day, trying about a
dozen different ways to sit before he'd finally settled down under
the teacher's glare.


"Now, remember-- act casual.
They usually let us bring in guests now and then, but I'd rather that
nobody noticed you..." The snake knuckled his back and gave
another soft groan at the series of quiet pops. He flopped back in
his seat and coiled his tail out the side to drape along the floor
underneath him.


"Yes, master." She smiled,
watching the others mill about.


"No 'master!'" He hissed
softly. She really was going to get them in a knot if she went around
talking like that!


The wolfess jumped slightly, ears
perking, and she gave a rueful little bow of her head. Locke sighed
softly. Bowing. He wasn't so sure now if she was ready to go out in
public, but if they were careful, maybe she could learn a few
things...


"Hey, Locke..." The voice
was a man's, though soft. The snake looked up, and found a golden
dragon easing into the seat next to his with a forced little smile.
"Um... sorry about yesterday."


"Huh? ...Oh! No, Sal, that was
my bad. I didn't mean to..." The snake straightened. He'd
forgotten all about that mess. He'd turned down the dragon before,
but he could at least be nice about it... "I'm sorry. Thanks for
offering to help, though. I was just..." He glanced to the side,
thoughts jumping to the wolf behind him a moment, and he managed a
smile. "Maybe next time, yeah? If you'd be willing..." He
sounded pretty air-headed at this rate.


The dragon smiled widely. "'Course.
'Course! Couldn't let a cutie like you study all alone, after all."
He gave a feminine little flick of his hand at the snake, assuring
him. Locke smiled wryly. "You just let me know when you want
some help and I'll see what I can do, okay?" He leaned back,
peeking over the snake's back as he slouched again in relief. "Now,
who's that lovely young woman you brought with you? I don't think
I've seen her in class before."


The snake swallowed, but his throat
was dry. Who, indeed? "Ah, her? She's-- my sister. Just wanted
to bring her along to class, you know? She's thinking about taking
classes here herself." He flexed his fingers, releasing the edge
of his desk. He was getting better at coming up with this stuff on
the spot.


"Your sister?" The dragon
smiled curiously, eyes narrowing a hint. The wolfess blinked
uncertainly at him, ears perked. "I didn't know you had wolf
blood. I never would have guessed!"


Erk. "Sister-in-law! I meant."
Not that he had any siblings. Sal didn't know that, did he?


"Oh, so she's married? So
young!" He leaned a little closer, lacing his fingers together
with a bemused smile. "Listen to me, talking about her like she
isn't even here. I'm sorry. It's nice to meet you, ah...?"


Locke straightened suddenly,
lurching up between the two. A name?! "Ah! Right! I should
introduce you!" He turned to the wolfess, eyes darting about
frantically. "Meet Sal. He's a friend I met in this class."
A name. A name. Kiss. Curse. Terse. What? He turned to the dragon.
"Sal?" What was his brain doing besides thinking of names?!
"...meet... Kris. With a K." He gestured weakly to the
wolf, and sagged again. She blushed softly.


"Kris! That's wonderful, I
always get along with Chrises!" Sal offered a hand over the
snake's back. The wolfess took a moment to finally take the odd
offering, and they shook once. "How do you like our campus? I
know it's pretty crowded, but I just love the bustle of learning
right in the city. I couldn't say why!" He laughed softly. "Has
he given you the tour? We're both still getting to know the area, but
there's lots of nice places packed in all around."


She blinked twice, a little taken
aback at the abrupt flood of words. He asked questions, then kept
talking before she could answer! Her ears flicked uncertainly, and
she looked to her master. The snake had been tired already with all
the fun last night and this morning, but he was suddenly exhausted.
He let the cascade roll right over him.


"I'll bet he hasn't shown you
the Ball. If you're gonna be studying here, you've gotta know about
the Ball. It's where all the cool kids go. Trust me." He likely
would have gone on, but the professor was calling for attention, and
Sal gave a little pout and leaned closer to whisper, "I'll tell
you later!" He smiled slyly and settled back as the lecture
resumed.


She wasn't sure just what he'd tell
her, but for now, the wolfess was happy enough to have a moment to
herself to think as the droning set in again. Kris...?


When the professor finally wound his
way to the end of his lecture and stamped his book shut, the class
rose wearily to go. Locke was happy to head out, but the two found
Sal right on their tail.


"You two aren't doing anything
important after this, are you? I know you don't have class. Let's
have lunch at the Ball, my treat. Trust me, it'll be the highlight of
your tour."


For lack of space to squeeze in a
protest, Locke soon found himself seated across from the golden
dragon at the Ball, with his wolfess snug against his side. The Ball
was a bar, although they apparently stayed open most of the day to
cater to the hungry college students. By the time they'd found their
seats, Locke realized why the place was called the Ball. There was
nothing terribly high class about it, but rather, the whole
establishment was vaguely spherical on the inside. The ceiling was
lightly domed and plastered with paintings of grinning cats, and a
second tier of tables sat on a raised floor along the wall of the
establishment to give the feel of a curve running up to the wall. The
lighting was low and the seats dark so stains didn't show, but the
material was still quite damaged. A dim little lamp lit up their
small booth, softly illuminating the dragon smiling at the both of
them.


"I know it doesn't look like
much right now, but this place is packed on the weekend. Barely even
room to stand. Their appetizers are tasty, too. Order up, kiddies."
He was only a year ahead of Locke, but he liked to tease about it now
and then.


After the waitress wandered off with
their orders, the dragon leaned in a little. "If you want to get
a drink, this is pretty much the only place to go. They're pretty
blasé about carding. I dunno how they get away with it, but it
sure as hell gets them a lot of business." He smirked. "And
everybody that likes to have fun knows this is the place to be."


Locke frowned curiously. "Who
doesn't like to have fun?"


"Boring people." Sal
dismissed the lot of them with a flick of his wrist. "You
wouldn't believe the characters I run into around here." Little
as they may have believed, he was more than ready to describe the
peculiar folk of the Ball with embarrassing detail. Before the food
had arrived, he'd recounted his encounters with the highest bat
alive, a labrador who tried to kill herself on a regular basis, and a
hybrid canine-reptile whom he swore was the ugliest man he'd ever
seen, yet seemed to be swimming in tail.


The wolfess had listened in silence
for the most part-- her and Locke both were rather quiet by habit, so
it was hard to get in a word at all when Sal was on a roll. He'd
finally taken a breath to laugh at the memory of that hybrid fellow,
though, and she'd perked up at his words. "So... he just has sex
with all those women?"


The golden dragon looked up, still
chuckling. "Huh? Yeah, he's just one of those players, I guess.
Somehow." He snickered. "You'll wanna watch out for those
guys, cutie. They'll say just about anything to get in your pants,
and after that, you'll never hear from them again." He frowned
softly, taking a serious air for a moment. "Where'd you go to
high school, anyway? I'd think they had jerks like that there, too."


At that, the wolfess took pause,
leaning back and glancing to Locke. The snake cleared his throat and
looked around. "Hey, the food's here!" He sounded just a
little too relieved when he spotted that stroke of luck. He managed
to steer the conversation to the strange and exotic little dish the
dragon had ordered, and Sal was ready enough to launch into an
energetic ramble about just about anything.


A bracing explanation of African
cuisine brought the dragon to explain about his own cooking
experiments. He fashioned himself a capable cook, and a very curious
one, which had ups and downs. A particularly unfortunate experiment
with a pressure boiler actually had Locke nearly choking on his food
when a laugh burst from him.


"Everywhere!" The dragon
shook his head, grinning wryly. "God, that took hours to clean
up, too. But you know, live and learn. You gotta cook to make it
through college. You know how to cook, right, Kris?"


That name caught the wolf up, and a
shade of red slipped across her cheeks as she straightened, though
she had to swallow before she could answer. "Yes. I've been
trained to meet a wide variety of culinary desires." The
standard answer fell from her lips with barely a thought.


While the wolf blushed, the snake
paled. She couldn't have made that sound more suspicious if she'd
tried!


"Oh, you've been trained? Lucky
girl. My high school didn't even have basic home ec." Sal
shrugged. "But I guess I would have just been bored in one of
those, anyway. I heard all they do is teach you how to bake cakes and
cut onions." He chuckled. "Man, was my high school poor.
And somehow, it still had a good reputation, so we got tons and tons
of new students every year, so we were all crowded in to be
disappointed together." A disparaging portrait of his school
followed, passing over the remains of his art department, the
multiple crimes committed on campus over his education there, and the
list of alcoholic and drug-using teachers. The wolfess listened on
with a mixture of disbelief and rather eager interest-- about the
same way she had the whole time Sal had been talking, Locke realized.


He was just glad that Sal hadn't
picked up on anything yet. The way she listened, though, he could
tell that she was really trying to learn. Locke supposed that Sal was
a good match for the wolfess on that count-- she had a lot to learn,
and he had a lot to say. He was relieved that she was taking an
interest, too-- this might be the first step to her living a normal
life. He smiled softly, glancing over at the wolfess.


"And the sex! Ugh, right in the
hallways, I swear!" Locke grimaced inwardly as the dragon went
on. It might be a good idea to find her some better examples, though.
"Well, I never saw it, but I heard about it. And honestly,
knowing those kids, it wouldn'ta surprised me. Way too in your face
about it sometimes. We get it, you like the guy, now get your tongue
out of his throat, we're trying to have a class, right?" Sal
laughed, slouching back in his seat in front of his empty plate. How
he'd managed to eat all that while talking non-stop was beyond the
snake. "At least around here, we'll sneak off to the bathroom or
something if we really can't wait."


"The bathroom?" The words
gushed from the wolfess in disbelief.


"Ugh, I know, I know, bar
bathrooms. This one's about as bad as they get around here, but you
gotta know where to--" He glanced around and cleared his throat,
leaning in again with a sly little smile. "I mean... So I hear.
About other folks. I hear that as long as you don't go near the
toilet, the place isn't bad. Hell, last weekend --I heard-- someone
got to business right on the door." His smile widened deviously.
"Three someone's."


She'd been interested before, but
now the wolfess was all ears. "Three? On the door? How would
that even happen?"


"Well..." The golden
dragon seemed to weigh the prospect of telling the story a moment.
"Just so happens I heard how it happened, actually. Talked to a
guy who talked to a guy, right? So there's this guy and a girl out on
the floor dancing, and they start getting pretty close." This
was more 'how' than the wolfess had had in mind, but she was too
interested to stop him. Locke wondered just what they'd gotten into.
"Little would-be couple happening on the spot. But there's
another guy there, and he happens to be right up next to them when
the girl slips away for another drink. The two guys end up getting a
little friendly, but when the girl comes back, that's the end of
that. A little later, the new couple are getting pretty hands-on and
finally head for the bathroom-- together. The second guy follows."
Sal smiled, eyes looking over the wolfess' shoulder.


"They're about to head in the
bathroom when the other guy catches up, and he steals a big kiss
right in front of the girl. But it turns out she likes that kind of
thing, or she's too drunk to care, and they all head in." He
gave a little shrug with a smirk. "So the guy pushes the girl
right to the door once they're in, and they start making out
something fierce, paws just crawling all over each other. The other
guy's behind the first, just rubbing him down, and he starts pulling
at their clothes. They don't even have to stop groping each other,
their clothes just slide away. Next thing you know, the guy's
shagging his new lover, and he's got his new friend grinding on his
backside. Now he's sandwiched, and they all have a rut squeezed right
to the door. Nearly knock the door off its hinges by the time they're
done, but the music's so loud, hardly anybody noticed till they came
out smelling like fresh, hot sex." He grinned, spreading his
hands in a wide shrug. "Just another night at the Ball."


The story, in all its unexpected
detail, had left the wolfess a little stunned. And more than a little
hard. A thick swell filled her jeans, and she shifted in her seat
slightly, glancing to her master. He had the same problem, though the
table thankfully hid them both from the dragon for the moment. Even
so, a moment passed in silence between the three-- an event that
emphasized this moment plenty enough on its own.


"Anyway, that's why the Ball is
the place to be. Not just the sex, but... it's where the fun
happens." Sal shrugged and checked his phone. "Alright,
kiddies. I gotta get going. I'll grab the check, so you two just
enjoy the atmosphere, alright? I'll see you later," he regarded
Locke with a smile as he rose before looking to the wolfess, "and
I hope that I'll see you again, too. It's a nice college when you can
afford it. Alright. Have a good one!" He gave a little wave as
he headed for the bar, leaving the other two murmuring their
farewells. The dragon smiled softly to himself as he went to pay.


The silence, however, remained when
the dragon was gone. The snake seemed to be stunned, but the wolfess
was restless. She glanced up. "Master?"


He blinked a moment. "Huh?"


"Shall we... visit the
restroom?" She slipped a paw into the snake's lap, smiling
softly as she peeked up at him out of the corner of her eye.


His breath caught. "Ah-- you
don't need to service me in the middle of the day just because
I'm...!" He cut himself off, glancing around.


"You said I should think about
what I want." She nodded once, and smiled slowly up at him,
giving his snakehood a squeeze through the denim. "Well, right
now, this is what I want to do." Those words had bothered her--
'think about what you want, not what I want.' She'd been troubled
because she wasn't sure she really desired anything... but right this
moment, she'd been reminded of one desire she couldn't deny she had.


Locke bit his lip a moment,
considering and glancing around before finally sighing. "Alright.
Something quick..." She nodded happily, and led him out of the
booth. It took them a few moments to actually find the restroom in
the strangely shaped establishment, but soon enough, the wolfess was
pushing the door open-- and stopping to gasp in astonishment.


The walls, ceiling and floor of the
bathroom were carpeted with graffiti in every color. Locke hustled in
behind her to close the door before anyone saw them, and this jostled
her from her reverie. Was this what Sal had meant about bar
bathrooms...? The wolfess shook her head a little before turning to
the fidgeting snake. He seemed taken aback as well, and the wolfess
took advantage of his hesitation to gently press him to the door.


What she wanted.


Her arms wrapped around the snake in
a warm embrace, and she took a firm kiss from his lips, pressing her
body to his till both their lightly bulged pants ground together. It
felt so odd... initiating something like this. But if she just
imitated what she'd enjoyed from her most gentle trainers... Her paws
slid down his back slowly, her muzzle pressing firm to his as their
tongues first met for a gentle, slithering greeting between lips. The
snake murred and hissed softly into the wolf's muzzle under the
unexpectedly firm attention, hesitating a moment to follow her lead
with paws and tongue, but seeming to enjoy it plenty enough. By the
way his arousal ground against hers, at any rate.


Her fingers slid down and inside his
jeans, seeping in on either side of his broad tail and over his
boxer-clad rear to give him a firm squeeze. His cheeks heated softly,
but Locke didn't stop her-- he was growing absorbed in the kiss, his
thin, forked tongue twisting around the wolf's and slowly sliding
into her muzzle. Her hips rocked forward, and she ground firm to his
bulge through the two layers of denim, pulling him tight to her by
two pawfuls of his firm ass.


Locke broke the kiss at last with a
gasp, panting softly as the wolfess smiled, watching. She was panting
a little herself, but she wasn't going to let that slow her. She
pulled a hand out of his pants to fiddle with his belt, taking her
time about undoing his tented trappings. "Master...?" He
looked up at her murmur, still panting softly, his cheeks flushed.
"That name... is that the name you wish me to have?" She
stared into his eyes, though her fingers didn't pause as they
uncinched his belt and slid over to see to unbuttoning his jeans.


Locke blinked uncertainly. "Um...
oh! Kris?" He smiled, rather flustered. "Uh, well... did
you like it? I kind of just thought of it on the spot." She
smiled silently and gave a slow nod. He returned the smile with a
tinge of embarrassment. "I'm pretty sure I've seen it spelled
like that somewhere. Alright, then... Kris." He managed a proper
smile now.


Kris closed her eyes and leaned
close, nuzzling to the snake's cheek as she slid his pants down
around his hips. "Thank you, master..." She murred softly,
and stole one quick kiss before sliding downward. The snake's boxers
went down with his pants, leaving his snakehood suddenly standing at
attention, naked for their whole bathroom full of graffiti to see.


Two soft lips kissed to the snake's
tip, and he gasped softly, giving a twitch against her. "Kris..."
he murmured, his brow furrowed. "What happened to what you
want...?"


Her eyes met his, that familiar
tinge of rose in her cheeks, and she just barely pulled off of his
tip a moment. "Right now... this is exactly what I want,
master." Her soft little smile spread around his cock, which
disappeared inch by inch into her mouth as she held his gaze. Her
paws curled around his rear again as she slid him deep into her maw,
tongue caressing along his underside as she guided him to just gently
nuzzle across the roof of her mouth. He found himself grinding down
the back of her palate to just kiss to the back of her throat as she
squeezed and molded his ass in her fingers, the odd combination in
back and front sending a shiver through the snake.


That was only the beginning,
however. Kris let her eyes fall shut as she smiled slightly, giving
steady, firm bobs on her master's length as she played with his
backside. Each time she drew, suckling firmly at his meat as it
pulled free, her fingers gently spread his cheeks apart. And with
each push, running his shaft down the length of her tongue till it
butted lightly against her limit, her fingers would seep inward,
between those spread cheeks before giving another firm squeeze.
Before long, her fingertips were tickling along the bottom of his
tender valley, occasionally brushing across his pucker. Each time she
slid down to nudge his tip to her slowly flexing throat, her fingers
grazed a little firmer over that tailhole. She had a hunch.


And the way he was throbbing harder
and harder each time she went down, she was gaining confidence that
she was right. With her next push, she paused at the lowest point,
letting his head throb firmly against the entrance to her throat. At
the same time, her finger pressed to that bud, giving it a slow,
steady rubbing. It flexed at first as the snake gave a soft gasp, but
his legs widened a hint. Instinct or not, she knew her signal. She
leaned in, letting his cockhead squeeze the muscles to her neck apart
slowly around its bulk, and her finger simultaneously squirmed its
way into his snug ring, pressing firmly and winding its way in with a
subtle, circular rubbing motion. A little saliva on her fingerpad
when he hadn't been looking did the trick just fine.


The snake was trembling and groaning
by now, hands plastered on the messy door behind him as he slid down
that tight throat and received his first fingering in the same
moment, at the same pace. His tip finally slithered past the tight
muscles of her gateway in the same moment that her first knuckle
disappeared inside him, and the snake didn't seem to know which way
to buck his hips. Kris worked deeper on both ends firmly now,
submitting to her master's unspoken desire and picking up the pace.
His shaft steadily disappeared between her lips until she kissed
firmly to his crotch, her neck giving a slow swallow around that
hilted length, and her paw pressed firmly to his back end as her
finger dug in as deep as it could reach. The snake's noisy gasp broke
into a breathy moan as he grasped at the back of her head, holding
her firmly to his base a moment as his cock gave slow, thick throbs
deep in her neck. His head flared with each throb, and pre seeped
down her esophagus as his balls gave their first slow twitch against
her chin. Along with that twitch, he squeezed around her finger,
flexing as through to strangle the intruding digit, gripping tight
around her.


For a bare moment, a wave of heat
washed through the wolf as that thought connected with the rock hard
wolfcock straining her jeans. This was the very first instant that
this thought had occurred to her so immediately, as a concept that
might happen. She had mounted her trainers at their command, but to
mount her actual master... By now, her panties were an absolute mess
of juices of two kinds, and she had to shove that thought aside
fiercely before it consumed her focus entirely.


No time for idle fantasies, Kris.
Her cheeks were burning hot as she steeled herself, pulling off her
master's shaft and drawing from his backdoor, only to shove in again
on both sides. Kris...


The rhythm came with a few strokes,
once the snake's hips stopped bucking desperately. As one, her muzzle
and her finger stroked along him, inside and out. His hand slipped
away, and he focused simply on holding himself up as the wolfess
worked him fiercely, swallowing his ever-flowing precum as it smeared
across the insides of her neck to smooth the way. His rear entrance
was getting a hint dry, though-- and he'd only just perceived it when
the wolfess pulled off him entirely, leaving him panting with a hot,
dripping snake cock pointed at her face as he stared down at her.


Smiling softly, Kris took a moment
to deliberately suckle on a finger on her other paw, then a second.
Her readied paw slid in between his legs as she guided him to spread
them just a little further, and her free paw pulled one cheek open as
her eyes finally slid up to meet his again.


The trembling snake had stared at
her the whole time, his insides churning with the energy of a
building orgasm abruptly put on pause, all his momentum careening off
his insides. At her eye contact, he swallowed and opened his mouth.
"I--" Two fingers pushed to his hole, firmly stretching it
open to let them sink in as she ate up his cock again in a firm gulp.
The words melted into low moans in his mouth as he slumped against
the door, grasping at the doorknob for a little support.


High moans squeezed out of the snake
as those fingers rooted in to the last knuckles, his cock throbbing
fat and steely in the depths of her throat. He'd had a moment to ease
down, but already he felt practically ready to blow. "Ahh...
Kris... ffuck...!" Those soft, flustered words only earned him a
rougher treatment, her fingers shoving through his tight tailhole
rapidly as she bobbed wildly on his cock, soft slurping noises
rolling up as she feasted on his juicy meat.


The rapid pace got the better of the
wolfess before long, though, and her strokes fell out of time-- soon,
her fingers were driving in as she pulled back, and while she dived
to shove her face into his crotch, those two fingers were sliding
out. Before he could even perceive it, some primal instinct caught
on, and the snake's hips started jumping back and forth in time to
fuck both pleasure sources in turn. His knees bent as he slid down
for a better angle, and that's when it happened-- her fingers dug
just a little deeper, thanks to the better angle.


A spasm jumped through the snake's
loins. At first, he hadn't been sure it happened, but when he pulled
back again, her fingers jammed firmly to his prostate again, and a
cry tore from his throat-- the snake was orgasming, suddenly and
violently. Hot cream filled the wolfess' muzzle abruptly, dribbling
down her chin before she could swallow the first thick load. She
clung to him now, her paw rooted against his ass as she suckled on
his firing dick, swallowing wad after wad as he unloaded the contents
of those twitching, tightening orbs all at once.


With the last thick throb, a heavy
groan rolled from the snake, and his knees gave way. The two
collapsed to the floor in a bit of a tangle, the wolfess reluctant to
give up that shaft while it was still leaking cream. The snake
slumped against the wall, panting, not seeming to care how dirty it
looked now. Drawing air tightly through her nose, the wolfess paused
only once in a while to swallow until she finally pulled off the
snake's spent shaft. Slowly, gently, she eased her fingers out of his
ass-- only for it to seize on them when a sharp knock rattled the
door. The two jumped at once, and she pulled out of her master's ass
as quickly as she could, earning a choked moan from above.


"O-- occupied!" The
flustered snake hustled to pull up his pants, wondering how they were
going to both get out without looking incredibly suspicious. Kris
wasn't worried about that, though. She assumed whoever was out there
had already heard all the noise they were making.


But she didn't see a problem-- this
was how it was at the Ball, right? She smiled brightly at her master
as he finally pulled himself up. All she was worried about was
covering the furious bulge in her jeans, which was starting to
develop a damp spot. She folded her paws in front of her, tail
flicking about behind her energetically. With how pent up she was
just this moment, this wasn't going to be going down anytime soon...
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Hey, thank you for reading! If you
enjoyed this story, please leave a review to let me know and
encourage others to read it! It would mean a lot. If you have any
comments, questions, or criticism, feel free to contact me at
Lithiers@gmail.com.







Want more? Join
my mailing list to hear about new eBooks!


Or go
here to find my catalog across publishers and
check out my text-based game!

cover1.jpeg
To OWN A WOLF






