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A young wolfess, no more than eight
years old, set down a bloody, curved needle and a bundle of thread on
the tile floor. She was kneeling over the corpse of a beaver,
sprawled out on the floor in the middle of a small infirmary. A
middle-aged skunk with large, weathered paws folded around his elbows
watched over her as she began to wrap a freshly sewn wound on the
corpse's arm with gauze. Her shallow breaths rasped loudly in the
silence of the room as she wound the bandage around and around. The
skunk pulled a watch out of the pocket of his white coat as the young
wolfess tied up the dressing. The watch beeped under a press of his
thumb, and the skunk frowned at the time displayed.


"Hardly one second
improvement." His voice was flat. "Surprising, considering
you skipped a step."


The girl's eyes widened, and darted
over the corpse and the kit next to her. The skunk leaned down,
sneering slowly. "Do you WANT your master to die? You'd
certainly be helping him along to an early grave if it takes you this
long to dress a wound. And a festering infection from a wound with no
antibiotic would most certainly see him suffer!" Disgust surged
in his voice as he laid down her crimes. He straightened, and pulled
a rod from the table nearby. Specially made-- no marks. Only pain.
"Present yourself for punishment, whelp."


A sob broke from the wolfess at
last, and she started sliding away, her head shaking slowly. Her back
still ached all up and down either side. It had been a long, long
day.


"Stop. Where. You. Are." A
hiss of barely restrained wrath rose in his throat. "You would
cower from punishment? Are you a slave, or are you a girl?" The
last word crawled off his tongue with disgust.


The wolfess froze. She swallowed,
slowly, forcing down another sob. She shuffled closer to the skunk,
turned to face him, and prostrated herself, her nose almost brushing
the tiles. "This one," the girl breathed, "has failed.
And requires punishment." She stared at the white squares
between her paws, one faintly stained with blood. She waited for the
pain to come.


A minute later, the skunk set down
the rod with a sigh, turning to the quivering girl struggling not to
curl up in a ball. "There, now." He murmured with a faint
smile. "Let's start again, hm?" He stepped past her to put
a fresh hole in the corpse.


The sting of the rod would not fade
for a day or so, but the lesson held firm. Years brought her growth
of every kind, and by the time she was twelve, sleek muscles had slid
into place under her fur along with a few gentle curves, the first
promises of puberty. Walking down the plush hallways of the Farm with
one of her trainers, she realized she was very nearly as tall as the
kind, old iguana.


"Now, the master's personal
preferences are what you should always be aiming for, of course, but
you can't bother him to know how he likes every little thing. So not
only should you be careful to cook every meal just so, but you have
to watch how he enjoys it." He wore an easy smile, as always.
The wolfess listened attentively, eyes on the floor ahead, though she
fell back slightly to allow room for others to pass going the other
way. "You remember signs? That's going to be essential to
telling whether he likes his meat well done or rare, his desserts
sweet or delicate. We'll be getting--" A passerby, a dachshund,
flicked a paw inside his jacket. Steel abruptly slid toward the
iguana's ribs, but a gray paw seized around the dog's wrist. A twist,
and the would-be assailant yelped in pain.


Three heartbeats, and the dog was
pinned on the floor, his knife pressed to his throat. The iguana
chuckled. "Well done, young one. Alright, send the poor fellow
along. Thank you, ah, James." The dog rose once he was released,
rubbing tenderly at his shoulder, and gave a weak smile when the
wolfess returned his knife.


When the other canine was gone, the
iguana cleared his throat. "Ah, young one..." His smile
faded, and the wolfess turned, ears perked. The iguana held up his
sleeve, fingering a small nick where the blade had just missed him.


At once, the wolfess folded her
knees under her, prostrating herself on the carpet. "This one
has failed, and requires punishment." The wolfess pouted softly
at the floor.


"Hmm. Well, you'll be mending
this, first thing. As for punishment... after dinner tonight, you'll
take over washing dishes for the staff. Give them the night off."
The iguana's smile returned. "Now. Let's move along. Mustn't let
a little test make us late."


Mistakes washed away and were
forgotten, and the young wolfess grew beautiful, disciplined, and
invigorated with youth. So much so, that she found herself tapping on
the door to an instructor's quarters one morning with shameful news.


"Come." She cracked the
door open and slipped inside at the elder wolf's beckoning. Once jet
black, his fur was now spiderwebbed with silver all down his back.
This was clear for her to see now, as he was turned away from her,
slowly shoving into a rabbit sprawled out on his bed. He turned to
eye her over one shoulder a moment, though his pace did not falter.
"What brings you, cub?"


Her body dropped into the position
of shame, a well-practiced maneuver by now. Her knees folded against
her belly, her paws spread on the carpet, and her nose settled
squarely between them. "This one has failed and requires
punishment."


"Hmm." The wolf returned
his gaze to the rabbit spread out on her back before him. "And
what have you done?"


"This one failed to restrain
itself from orgasm while sleeping." She spoke evenly, managing
to hide her shame.


A pause, and the dark wolf chuckled
softly. "A wet dream, hmm? Alright. For punishment, you will not
have an orgasm for seven days from this moment. Make sure any
instructors that would say otherwise know that this is your
punishment."


"As the instructor wishes."


The wolfess' training went smoothly,
and before much longer, she finally earned the title of slave. While
she stayed on the Farm as stock for a time to train others and
entertain guests, the day finally came when she was assigned a
master. And not just any master-- a relative of the High Master
Locke. She knew that the moment she first heard the news, when her
future finally came to full bloom before her, would hold a warm spot
in her memory forever.


Her master, however, was rather an
odd one. Not only was he unaccustomed to interacting with a slave,
but he didn't seem to know the first thing about them. In fact, he
seemed rather uncomfortable with many of the most basic tenets of the
relationship. But the wolfess was trained to cater to even the oddest
master, and she was confident that she would make her instructors and
the high master proud-- and more importantly, she would make her
master happy.


But... somehow, things were going
wrong. She was told to speak like a street person. She was supposed
to think about her own desires instead of her master's. And now...


What she'd done.


She'd hurt him. She'd used him.
She'd acted like she was the master.


Her middle tied in a knot every time
she thought back on it, now. She just couldn't see how she'd let
herself go so far...


A dull roar of music rattled the
bench behind her. She was in The Ball, sitting hunched over the table
in a little booth. Thinking.


She'd approached him, from behind.
It had happened before with instructors, but always because they'd
told her to. Some masters liked such things. But this was something
she'd done on her own. Without instruction, she'd entered her master
and, as she now suspected, stolen his virginity. Violently. Leaving
him bloodied and sore.


She needed punishment. She'd
collapsed into prostration on the floor of his apartment and offered
the old ritual of punishment. But he refused.


"It's alright, Kris." His
voice had a shaky rasp to it as he tried to find a comfortable way to
lie. "I... I guess I was kind of expecting it at some point.
And, I mean, it's not like it hurt that bad..." He'd been
smiling. She'd heard it. She'd also heard the pain he was hiding.


She hadn't risen from prostration
until he ordered her to. She'd kept her eyes down and remained
silent. But no punishment came. Hours passed, and she kept requesting
punishment. She... needed it.


The wolfess grit her teeth, eyes
watering as her claws ran over the cruddy table. Something was
scratched into the table on the far side, but she couldn't tell what.


A slave existed to serve the master.
When the slave failed in service, the master punished the slave. This
scoured this failure both from the slave's future and past. With
punishment, the slave would instinctively avoid failing again, and
the master would forget the slave's transgression. It allowed the
slave to live without shame, only hope. She could not move forward
without punishment. She had transgressed the very basis of the
relationship between slave and master. Such a failure...


She couldn't stay there. When he'd
refused her ritualistic request for punishment the eighth time and
finally left for an evening class, she knew she couldn't stay. She
could not stand to remain in that room surrounded by unabating shame.


On the street, however, she had
nowhere to go. She had no money and no means to return to the Farm.
Eventually, she retreated to the only other place she knew-- the
Ball. She might have been quietly hoping someone would find her. Her
master. The golden dragon. Someone that knew how to punish her. The
thought of treating someone else like her master only twisted her
stomach tighter, however. She was leaving her own gouges in the table
by now.


The strange events that brought her
to be sitting alone in such a foreign place played through her mind
time and again, until she couldn't bear to think about anything
anymore. She just stared at the vinyl tabletop, following the smoky
lines of silver imprinted on black.


"Kris?" The voice only
barely rose out of the noise of the music, but after a moment, the
wolfess looked up.


Sal was climbing the little set of
stairs nearby, and soon joined her with a concerned little smile.
"Are you all alone?"


Her eyes dropped. He sat down across
from her. The wolfess felt a twinge of guilt that she should be so
pleased to see he'd found her after all. He wasn't her master.


"Had a fight with Locke?"
His voice was soft, but he'd leaned close enough to be heard over the
music. Two golden hands settled clasped together on the table across
from her paws.


She dragged her eyes up enough to
glance at his chest. He was wearing an odd shirt, emblazoned with a
rainbow and a smiling cartoon cloud. "Yes." She was careful
not to use her trained phrases.


He nodded softly. "You want to
talk about it?"


She hesitated, and by the time she
opened her mouth, two heavy glasses landed on the table. They were
filled to the brim with a vibrantly orange liquid mottled with ice
and topped with little umbrellas. She blinked questioningly at the
server, then at the dragon, now smiling widely.


"I thought you could use a
drink, either way. Try it." He pulled one glass to himself to
sip on two thin little straws.


Kris frowned softly at the glass.
Pulling it close, she found the smell was distantly familiar and
noxious. She pulled a cautious sip, and quickly wrinkled her nose at
the taste of alcohol.


Chuckling, Sal gave a little wave of
his hand. "Oh, give it a chance, it's not that bad. Haven't you
ever had a hard drink before? It'll let you forget your troubles for
a little bit, at least."


She blinked at the dragon. She'd
never had any more than a sip of alcohol before. She regarded the
glass again. Forget... She nudged the straws aside and lifted the
glass, pressing the cool rim to her lips. The stuff burned a little
on her tongue, sliding into her throat, but she swallowed quickly,
and a strong citrus taste almost smothered the smell floating in her
nostrils. The glass tipped up, and up.


An hour later, the wolfess was
laughing so hard, she was afraid it'd all come back up again. They
had collected about a dozen glasses of various sizes and shapes, a
small forest of colorful straws and umbrellas rooted in melted ice.


"I know! But I swear, he just
kept on going like-- like it was perfectly normal! I still have his
pants somewhere at my place, too!" Sal bowed over a moment
laughing and shaking his head. "Ohhh, god. I'm terrible, I
know." He caught his breath with a moment, and the wolfess
tittered on softly, folding her arms on the table to lean on. The
dragon eyed her quietly, smiling softly now. "Look at you.
Pretty young thing. I don't know how he could make you cry. Like he
doesn't even know how lucky he is to have you."


The wolfess took a moment to realize
what he was talking about. "Mmrr...? Um, I-- who? My brother?"
She cleared her throat. "In law?"


"Oh, shush, you." The
dragon leaned back with his drink, brow furrowed and lips curled in
amusement. "It was obvious from the first time I saw you just
what you two are. I mean, you came to class wearing his shirt!"


Kris' eyes widened. "Y-you
knew?" Was she that obvious? "But..." She'd had some
training fitting in with street people...


He gave a little dismissing flick of
his hand and had a sip of his drink. "Mmh. I've got eyes, girl.
Don't think you can get away with something like that around me."
He gave a little chuckle. "But it looks like he hasn't been
treating you right."


She looked down, fiddling with a
novelty umbrella. "Well... he just... hasn't been what I
expected. I don't think I've been what he expected, either."


He frowned softly. "Hmm. So
he's trying to change you, huh?"


Her eyes slid away to the side, out
to the dance floor below.


A hand folded around one of her paws
warmly. "Hey... it'll be alright." Her eyes drew slowly to
the dragon's. "Locke's a good guy, believe me. I've been-- uh...
well." His gaze skittered about a moment before he gathered
himself up and took her paw in both his hands. "I think you two
look great together. So I don't want you to take it the wrong way
when I say that, well, I've been interested in Locke for a while
now." He smiled shyly. "I hope you're okay with that."


She blinked. "Okay."


He blinked back. "...'Okay?'"


"It's not my place to be
concerned with whom master mates." She showed a hint of
incredulity-- on the verge of amusement that she should get fussy
over such a thing. The dragon's face was blank a moment, mouthing a
word a moment. It might have been shock. "Would you like me to
tell him for you?"


He straightened. "Ah! Heh,
thanks, but no, that's alright." His hands rubbed over her paw
vigorously a moment. "Um. Has, um, your master, ah, said
anything about me?"


Tilting her head a hint, the wolfess
considered. "Not really."


Sal sagged. "Heh. Well...
alright. We'll see about that." For just a moment, he was
silent, looking into the distance. Then he smiled a little, and
straightened after a moment. "So anyway, what's gotten between
the two of you? He couldn't have... hurt you or something...?"


She flinched back a little. "I...
no. The truth is... I hurt him. And," her voice faltered only
barely, "he won't punish me for it."


She stared at the table, facing the
memory again, but the dragon was silent. After a long moment, he drew
a deep breath and squeezed her paw again. "I could see how that
could be a problem with him. So you...? Erm." He considered
another moment, her eyes finally flicking up to his again. He was
chewing the inside of his lip slowly. "Well... he knows you, um,
need him to punish you, right?"


She nodded.


He drew another breath,
straightening. "Right. Well... do you know why he won't? Have
you talked about it?"


She dropped her eyes. "Master
said it wasn't something worth punishing-- that it didn't really
hurt. But I could tell. And even if it didn't... I..." She shook
her head over and over, shaking away the memories.


The dragon leaned closer. "Kris...
do you wanna talk about what you did?"


It might have been the drinks, but
she did want to talk about it. She knew it probably was something she
should keep between her and her master... but... "I... got
really excited in the shower with him. Really excited. And he'd been
telling me, just do what I want, think about my own desires, and his
butt was just... there." Her ears folded down. "I think it
was his first time." Her eyes swept slowly along the table.
"I... I hurt him." Her eyes squeezed shut against a swell
of moisture.


The dragon had lapsed into silence
once again. Sal held her paw firmly, and when she finally opened her
eyes again, he was still staring at her with a rather confused look.
"You... his butt? Like... with a toy?"


She sniffed softly, blinking away
the mist a moment, and finally gave a soft chuckle at the golden
dragon. "Nno. Looks like those eyes of yours don't catch
everything, huh?"


Sal paled for a moment. "You...?"


Straightening a little, the wolfess
managed a smug little air. "All the better to serve with."


He blinked, and gave a quiet
chuckle. "And what big, orange eyes you've got, gramma."


That earned him a confused look, on
the verge of astonishment. Was he calling her old?


Shaking his head, the dragon waved
it all away. "Right. Um. Sidetracked. So you... broke him in a
little... and now he's playing it off like nothing, but you need to
be punished." He frowned in thought. "Has he punished you
before?"


She shook her head.


"Hrmmm. Well, you need to be
punished now and then, when you've done something wrong, right?"


She nodded firmly. Of course.


"Then you better go make sure
he knows it-- not just that you want it, but that it's important to
you. You are who you are, and if that's what you need, then it's part
of your relationship for him to do what he can to fulfill that. March
right up to him and tell him straight to his face-- you've got a
right to be punished now and then, if that's what does it for you!"


The way he said some of it sounded a
little odd, but it was true-- this was what she needed, and her
master just didn't seem to understand how important it was. If she
had to tell him what she needed from her master then, well, that was
what she had to do.


Of course, this seemed much less
convincing by the time she stood at the door to her master's
apartment.


"You ready?" Sal murmured,
smiling softly. "I'll be right behind you. Just remember what
you need to tell him."


She felt a little light, almost like
she was floating, but otherwise she actually felt quite sober. This
seemed like a very bad idea right this moment. Asserting herself had
gotten her into this mess, really. Thinking like a street person
instead of a slave. She wanted to just prostrate herself again and
ask for punishment, but she couldn't bear the thought of just waiting
and waiting for what wouldn't come...


The dragon watched her a moment, and
leaned in a little. He knocked softly on the door.


"Don't--!" The wolfess
squeezed off the word and stayed silent. Maybe he hadn't heard. Maybe
he wasn't back yet.


The door swung open. "Kris?
Kris!" The snake's arms wrapped about her. "Where'd you...?
Sal?" Locke loosed her, abruptly stepping back when he spotted
the dragon. "You found her?" He searched for words. "I--
I was worried, she'd been staying here for a--"


"Locke." Sal smiled
softly.


The wolfess had been swept up and
loosed suddenly, feeling disoriented and achy on the inside. She
leaned into her master again with a soft whimper, wishing he'd hug
her like that for the rest of her life.


"I know already. We've had a
little talk about you, actually." The dragon's smile widened,
and he stepped into the doorway to gingerly rub the wolfess' back.
"And Kris here has something very important to talk about."


Locke put his confusion at just what
Sal knew aside for a moment to be confused instead about the wolfess
whining into his neck, slipping his arms slowly around her.
"Kris...?"


Sal glanced around and made a bit of
a face. "What say we get inside and sit down." The snake
looked askance at the dragon, and he gave a prim smile. "I'm her
moral support, mister. I'm going to make sure you hear what you need
to hear. Now come on, don't want the whole floor listening in."
He gently pushed the two into the apartment and closed the door
behind him.


Locke and Kris ended up settled on
the bed, and Sal tucked himself into the corner in the one chair. The
silence stretched a few moments as the wolfess fidgeted, but when she
glanced at the dragon, he was already giving her a very firm look.


"Mmf..." She cleared her
throat, and slowly worked herself up to looking Locke in the eye.
"Master... I don't think you understand how important... some
things... are to me."


The snake fidgeted at the use of the
'M' word, but he tried to maintain an attentive air.


"I... am a slave. Your slave. I
will do anything you ask me to do, and I will always... always strive
to make you happy." Her eyes were stinging already. She wasn't
sure she was going to make it. She started talking faster. "But
I do need a few things from you, master. I need you to tell me what
you want so that I can serve you. I need you to set my boundaries.
And when I do something wrong I NEED you to, to punish me!" She
drew a deep breath, and moisture broke on her cheeks. "I feel
like you've been trying to make me be something other than a slave.
If you tell me to, to do chores or dress a certain way or to kill
someone, I will. If you want me to tie you up and do a dozen things
to you, just tell me and I will. I, I'll do my best to anticipate
your needs and fulfill your desires before you even know you have
them. But... I am what I am. I am a slave, and if you want me to be
something else... that... that is one order I cannot take!" She
cried it out, eyes shut tight. Another breath, and it almost broke
free in a sob. The snake was holding her firm against him by now.
"I... am proud to be a slave. To be able to serve someone and
devote myself wholly to the pleasure of that person, to give up my
self and..." her quavering voice found iron at last, despite the
tears rolling through her fur. "It is a beautiful and noble life
that I have spent years preparing for. I cannot and will not give up
my slavehood. I don't know what it is that you don't like about being
my master, but I WILL overcome it and show you just what it is that
you are trying to destroy. I'm not going to let you be uncomfortable
around me, or unsure about using me when you need to, or... or... I
won't..." Faltering, she clung to the snake, trying to find
words to push past the tears. A hand ran firmly down her head and
neck, stroking her slowly, reassuring.


Locke stared over her head.


Sal stared at the both of them.


"And... and you WILL punish
me!" She straightened suddenly, clipping his chin with her head
and leaving them both wincing a moment. "Mmf. I... I need to be
punished, because that means that we both understand what I've done,
and with punishment, I can pay for it. So I can make sure I'll never
do it again... and so you can... forgive me."


The snake frowned softly. "Kris...
I already forgave you. It's not that big a deal. I..." He
glanced at Sal. "I kinda got in the shower figuring that was one
thing that might happen. I was a little surprised it went like it
did, but that doesn't mean you've done anything that bad. I could've
stopped you anytime..."


She shook her head all through his
explanation. "It's not enough to say you forgive me, master...
I've transgressed so much of what it is to be a slave, I feel...
dirty. It's all weighing down on me, and it won't just go away. Not
without punishment." Her arms slid up around the snake's back,
and her head sunk into the crook of the snake's neck. "Please,
master..."


Locke furrowed his brow, his mouth
twisting uncertainly as he looked over the wolfess. Her back was
offered to him once again. Punishing anyone was an odd concept to
him, let alone the crying wolfess clinging to him so desperately. Let
alone Kris...


"Please..."


Straightening his shoulders and
drawing a deep breath, the snake shifted back to sit properly on the
side of the bed. He pulled the whimpering wolfess down, across his
lap. Restraining himself from glancing at the dragon, he firmly
pulled down the wolfess' pants in the back, sliding that firm, plump
wolf butt free of its restraints of denim and silk. The wolfess'
breath was shallow, her belly quivering slightly against his thigh as
she stared at the bed, ears pointed high and twitching back toward
him. The snake swallowed, and raised a hand.


Smack.


A full, rather rewarding jiggle
roiled under the snake's spread fingers. The softest fraction of a
whimper slipped from the wolfess, one paw clutching the bed. His hand
rose again.


Smack.


Harder this time. He felt a shudder
roll subtly through her body-- not from the force of the blow, but
from what seemed to be a shiver in reaction. Up again.


Smack.


Her ass was so firm when he squeezed
it, but a good smack still made it roll and quiver about so
enticingly... he swallowed. Not the time to start groping her. His
eyes flicked up in the direction of the dragon, but he stopped
himself. Again.


Smack. Smack. Smack.


A rhythm. Should he have been
counting? His hand bounced off that ass to strike the next blow,
leaving it jiggling constantly. Was he imagining that soft, pinkish
glow?


Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack.


Best to switch cheeks. She had
plenty of space to cover. He tried to time it just right to match the
way she bounced.


Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack.


Faster. She was making soft little
noises, but he couldn't tell what they meant. He knew that she would
probably feel the pressure against her lower belly soon enough,
though. Sal was done here, right?


Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack!
Smack! Smack!


A little more. Just a little more.
Fresh tears rolled down the wolfess' muzzle as she knotted the
bedding into fists under her. It was starting to sting so much, she
just might've been able to convince herself it hurt as bad as she'd
hurt him. Please, she begged in her mind, don't stop.


Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!
Smack! Smack! Smack!!


A final, sharp blow planted across
the wolfess' ass, and Locke's hand kneaded firmly over the warmed
flesh. It not only glowed pink but radiated heat, and his every
squeeze pushed a soft whimper from the wolfess. Drawing a deep
breath, he pulled the wolfess up again to sit up in his lap, her legs
trapped together as he pulled her into a firm hug. The two wrapped
around each other, nuzzling into each other's necks as the snake let
a long sigh go. His eyes cracked open after a moment, casting over
the wolfess' shoulder to find the dragon. "Thank you, Sal... for
finding her. And, for helping her... for helping us. I guess we
needed a little help clearing the air."


Having played a quiet audience to a
great deal more than he'd expected, Sal was still reeling when the
snake's eyes landed on him. This young serpent seemed much the
different man than the one he'd met the second day of class. He'd
just been a nice guy with a cute butt that let him copy his
homework... But now, sitting there wrapped around his peculiar little
slave girl with her freshly-spanked posterior, staring at him with
those black eyes, he looked like... a man. Sal might have been a year
older than either of them, but at the moment, he almost felt
intimidated. Like he was peeking into a swarthy, secret world he'd
never known was lurking around him.


"Uh... yeah. No problem. Heh."
He smiled shyly and quietly got up. "Wwwell, I guess you two
want to make up. I should get going."


"Wait." The wolfess' voice
caught him. She stirred, straightening in her master's lap, and
glanced back at the dragon with a smile. "Master... that one did
help me tell you what was in my heart, but he still has something in
his heart to tell you, too."


He could feel his heart beating. Sal
forced a little laugh. "Oh, that can wait. I don't think this is
really the time..."


The wolfess slipped him a look much
like the one he'd given her only moments before. He cleared his
throat. ...Shit. "Well... Locke. Since the first time we talked
in class, I've thought you were a really nice guy. And... cute...
And, well, I've been getting the impression it isn't usually the way
you go, but... I like you, Locke. And I'd like to spend more time
with you. I thought I could at least show you a lot of fun things,
but..." he glanced to the wolfess, "but... yeah." For
being such a talkative dragon, Sal hadn't delivered his confession
with gusto so much as stutters and awkward pauses.


Locke was left staring again. A
moment, and his gaze flicked to the wolfess pressing against him. She
smiled softly and leaned closer, murring near his ear, though pitched
for the dragon to hear as well. "He seems to think I'd get in
the way of you two mating. He's such a silly dragon..." Her paws
had found their way to his middle, and one rubbed tenderly along the
bulge in his jeans as the other undid his belt.


The snake let a low breath go.
"Well... this is all a lot to take in." It wasn't like a
guy was all that different from... whatever Kris was. His gaze moved
to the dragon, a faint smile on his lips. "Not sure what I'll
think of all of this tomorrow, but... I'm glad to have Kris back."
He rubbed down her back. It was true he had a lot to thank the dragon
for. "Glad to have folks that care about me, one way or
another." His smile grew wide. "Fun things, huh." He
might have been trying frantically to reason it out, but he already
knew in his gut. "I'd say there's still room on the bed for one
more..."


Eyes widening, the dragon took a
moment to even manage a bit of a shy smile. "Sounds good to
me..." He murmured.


A zipper slid open, rather loudly. A
relieved sigh pushed from the snake as his snakehood pulled free of
its confines to be enveloped in the wolfess' warm paws, cupped
slightly and palming along either side of his shaft. Kris glanced
over her shoulder at the dragon with a quick smile and nodded him
over before turning back to her master, slowly sliding off the bed
and onto her knees.


By the time Sal slipped over to take
a seat on the bed, still keeping a little bit of distance out of
uncertainty, Kris had managed to slip her master out of his pants
entirely and was enjoying a deep french kiss with her master's dick.
Hissing softly, Locke watched his slave enjoy her little reunion a
moment before offering the dragon a little smile. Locke was probably
the only one here that hadn't fooled around with more than one person
at a time before, so he couldn't see why the dragon looked quite so
shy. Or at least, he seemed more shy at this moment than the snake
felt. His smile belied a stifled chuckle at how silly it seemed, and
he reached out to rub at the dragon's back reassuringly.


Sal smiled, embarrassment still
crinkling his eyes, but that seemed to be the encouragement he
needed. He leaned down, resting a hand on the snake's thigh as he
nosed in beside the wolfess' muzzle. Two lips dragged off the side of
his head, only for another pair to push in behind them, a tongue
pressing firm to the brunt of his cock to lather him up. The snake
shivered slowly and closed his eyes just a moment. When he opened
them, his friend was stooped over his lap feasting on his cock,
working his way hungrily up and down that shaft with corkscrewing
bobs of his head. Every time his head dipped down, he pushed the
snake's tip a different way, grinding him into a cheek, burrowing him
against a tongue, running him along the ribs of the dragon's palate
or firmly kissing him to the back of that throat, letting him slide
just the very tip past that muscled barrier before slipping back
again. Locke groaned softly, his breath wandering away from him as he
throbbed thickly in the dragon's maw.


By the time he managed to drag his
eyes from Sal's exuberant and rather flashy technique, Locke found
that his slave was quite naked. She was watching their new bedmate at
work with a twinkle of curiosity in her eyes, but as soon as the
dragon pulled off for a breath, the wolfess swooped in. A tight grunt
in the snake's chest melted into a throaty groan as smooth, sinuous
bobs dragged up and down his shaft just as he'd barely tasted the
sting of cool air. Her muzzle was a sheath of pure and delicate
pleasure rippling along the length of his shaft, yet the effect was
powerful and abrupt. Blood surged in his shaft, and he throbbed
hungrily in her muzzle, a gasp catching in his own throat. The snake
found his hands around the wolfess' head, urging her on with gentle
pushes in time with her every bob of descent.


A hand slid along the small of his
back, and a golden muzzle nuzzled along his own, hard, fine scales
grazing across delicate snakeskin. Sal murred softly, nosing at the
panting snake and kissing delicately at his cheek. Without a thought,
Locke's head turned and he pressed into a slow, firm kiss, a shudder
slipping through the dragon's chest as it pressed to his side. The
nearer the snake crept to the edge of orgasm, the more fervently he
pressed into the kiss, his tongue jutting suddenly into the dragon's
maw as he panted through his nose. His legs widened and his hips
bucked blindly at the exquisite muzzle sliding rapidly over his cock,
urgently trying to steal a hair deeper into the wolfess' muzzle as
she skillfully eased him to the very brink. Another hand slid under
his shirt, rubbing smoothly over his chest as it rose and fell
rapidly, and the snake was soon rolling his body in slow, hungry
waves-- leaning into the kiss, pressing to that hand just starting to
tease over his dark nipple, and thrusting desperately up off the bed
into that muzzle.


Finally, by accident or mercy he
couldn't say, the wolfess' throat opened around that flared,
twitching cockhead and swallowed it whole. A groan surged in the
snake's chest and pushed into that sloppy, fervent kiss, and he
clutched at the dragon with one hand and the wolfess with the other
as his balls seized and warmth flooded the wolfess' neck. A wave of
shivers rose from his hips and spread up his spine and down his legs,
leaving him limp as he fell out of the kiss to slump against the
dragon's chest, panting. His slave drank and drank of him, letting
his head sit cozily on her tongue whilst the last few lazy gushes
spilled from it before finally licking him clean and releasing him.


A soft chuckle rumbled against the
snake's cheek, and those arms closed around him, pulling him over to
lay out on the bed properly on his side, snug against the dragon.
Chest to chest and legs intermingling, the snake realized that Sal
seemed to have lost track of his clothes. His eyes cracked open, and
he realized that he was, in fact, the most dressed person in the
room, if only by margin of a shirt and socks.


The lazy young snake was just
considering doing something about that when the dragon's hands
pressed down and around him, their owner humming in noisy
consideration. "Hmmmm... so this is the poor lil butt that got
some rough treatment, huh?" Those hands slid around the broad
sides of the snake's tail to tenderly cup his cheeks and give them a
slow, firm squeeze. Locke managed a soft grunt of what might have
been discomfort, but he realized after a moment that it was forced.
Another tender squeeze, and he found he actually rather liked the
attention. Or rather, his rear end did. His cheeks heated subtly as
he stretched, grunting again, and nuzzled into the dragon's neck. A
soft chuckle rolled under his chin.


"Poor thing. Got all stretched
out of shape, huh?" Behind the snake, Kris hesitated in lying
down. Her eyes followed the tender, massaging motions of those golden
hands for a long moment, fighting down creeping regret, before she
finally lay down. Still watching. "Well, let's see how bad the
damage is, shall we?" Those fingers slid in between the snake's
cheeks, earning a soft gasp from the younger reptile. But the first
tender touch to his pucker yielded no pain. "Hmmm..." A
carefully turned fingertip rubbed over him, and he only gave a twitch
of tightening after a fair while. The dragon smiled subtly. "Doesn't
seem so bad here. Does it hurt?"


The snake gave a little shake of his
head, pivoting on the spot where his temple pressed to the dragon's
shoulder now. Kris watched closely.


"I didn't think so... here,
let's check..." he paused a moment as his hands slipped away
entirely, and Locke heard a soft, plastic pop. "...deeper."
By the time his eye cracked open again, the source was nowhere to be
seen. He had a guess, which was soon confirmed as a cool gel pressed
against his tender spot, sending an abrupt shiver through the snake
as he gasped and groaned softly. Those slow rubs soaked the gel into
his ass steadily and spread it a bit between his cheeks until the
snake realized with a shock of embarrassment that he was pushing his
rear back into those hands. Another soft chuckle rolled against his
belly, and that finger pressed more firmly to his pucker, pushing in
between his cheeks in steady motions that he found himself only too
ready to match.


Biting his lip, the snake rolled his
hips back with growing force against that careful poking. He
remembered the unexpected and intense sensations that had overcome
him in the shower. It had all been too much, too fast at the time,
but he could no longer pretend not to know the pleasures of having
something inside him. He drew a deep breath and hissed softly into
the dragon's shoulder as he pushed back, a wave of embarrassment
washing through him and passing on to be replaced with the warmth of
shameless desire. And suddenly, he was open, the dragon's finger
firmly lodged deep within his forbidden entrance. He gave an initial
shudder of pleasure, but... it didn't feel like enough. His hips,
having paused just a moment, resumed rolling back and forth with
fresh vigor as the snake panted and sighed wantingly.


"Heh, looks like you're working
just fine down here... just need a little tender treatment..."
The dragon cooed, and slid out of the snake. Locke let a long breath
go, trying not to whimper as he slumped. Behind him, he heard another
soft pop, though when he pulled his head up to look around, the
dragon's muzzle caught him, nuzzling firmly to his cheek with the
curve of a smile on his lips. "Here, now..." He pulled the
snake's cheeks apart, and after a moment of anticipation that
stretched on just a little too long for the anxious snake, he felt a
fingertip at his hole again. A few slow, tender rubs, and he opened
around it, allowing himself a soft, carefully restrained moan as his
head fell slack. A second finger slid in beside the first after a
couple strokes, however, and the firm stretching brought his head up
again, the snake gasping softly. Those fingers stroked steadily in
and out of him, and after a few moments, the snake finally registered
through the haze: ten fingers held his cheeks apart. He peeked over
his shoulder.


Kris smiled sheepishly at her master
as she tenderly worked her fingers in and out of his ass, slowly
shifting closer until her breasts pressed to his back. Locke gave her
a soft smile, if tinged with embarrassment, before letting his head
fall again. His eyes falling shut, he drew deep, steady breaths as he
learned to relax around those fingers even as they slid constantly to
and fro, and soon, Locke's snakehood was pressing rather firmly to
the dragon's belly. Similarly, the dragon had slid free of his own
sheath to grind gently against the snake, crossing swords with him,
though he had to reckon Sal had an inch or two on him for size. And
judging by the occasional delicate poke he detected at his rear, his
slave was in much the same state. Drawing a deep breath, the snake
murred thickly, cheeks flushing as his hips rolled to meet the
fingers loosening him up. He was ready for something... more. After a
moment of considering how to get across the impatience slowly brewing
in his belly, the snake huffed softly into the dragon's neck and
quietly rolled onto his belly with a shy, blush-tinged smile. His
tail reared up and over his head to settle half-coiled on the bed in
front of his face as he glanced to one side, then the other.


Without a word, Sal gestured in
offering to the wolfess, but she shook her head vehemently, scooting
back a little with a fretful look in her eyes. The dragon frowned
softly a moment, but when the snake gave a little wiggle, tail
swaying in the air, he hefted himself up. He couldn't say he hadn't
been waiting for this chance for quite a while now, after all...


Sidling around at the edge of the
bed, the dragon considered the tail raised at him a moment as the
snake attached to it peeked back anxiously. Sal smiled slowly and
gestured to Kris to grab a pillow, which was soon fit snugly under
the snake's lower belly, pushing his rear up a bit as the dragon
pushed those dark legs apart. That really put the snake's lubed star
on display, with three rich brown scaled appendages all pointing
toward the focal point peeking from between those pert cheeks. Sal
couldn't help but murr in satisfaction and anticipation combined as
he climbed onto the bed on his knees, pressing snug to the back of
those thighs to drag his tip down and down that tail, into the gentle
cleft of his crack until he nuzzled firmly to that slick hole, his
own shaft giving a twitch at the pleasant slickness as Locke let a
shuddering breath go.


Sal teased the dark-scaled boy a
moment longer as he popped open the lube once more, keeping his cock
wedged firmly against that opening as he dosed out some fresh
slippery stuff and ran a hand over his shaft, getting it nice and
ready. The snake was more than ready, however, and gave a soft hiss
as the dragon dragged it out before finally shifting his weight a bit
and hauling back, earning a gasp from the dragon as his cockhead was
unexpectedly swallowed whole. Growling thickly, Sal took firm hold of
that precocious rear and turned the snake's initial moan at his
little captured piece into a drawn out, throaty cry of lust as he was
filled. When the dragon's hips finally planted to the snake's rear,
Locke couldn't help but roll his hips with a heavy sigh, grinding
around that shaft and humping slowly against the pillow under him as
his cock started wedging in underneath it.


The dragon closed his eyes, a simple
smile on his face as he gave two or three thick throbs of pleasure
buried in that tight tailhole. Then he set to work. Long, flowing
draws and thrusts pushed soft yelps from the snake as he rocked under
the dragon, scaled flesh softly clapping together each time, hips to
ass, sack to sack. Slowly, Locke melted into the bed, soft, pleased
moans spilling out of him in waves as he enjoyed, growing quite
accustomed to the presence of the dragon's rather impressive shaft
rolling in and out of him. 



Letting a long, hot breath roll from
his nostrils, Sal smiled deviously, wondering just how long he should
let the snake relax and get used to him before he got to the proper
humping. He was just nearing the tipping point when a cool touch
prodded behind his sack, flicking up to circle and dab at his
backdoor, leaving a trail of slickness. The sudden touch sent a fat
throb through his length as he hilted, earning a coo from the snake.
Kris giggled softly behind the dragon.


"I imagine you've had company
back here before..." The wolfess intoned as the dragon gave a
pause and a hint of a shiver, staying hilted in that rear for the
moment. A finger gently pressed to his entrance and easily slid deep,
the dragon swallowing a groan as he took that finger nearly to the
last knuckle in the space of two heartbeats. "Oh, yes, you
have..."


Locke finally dragged his head up to
see what was happening back there, and was surprised to see a rather
devilish expression on his slave's face as she snuggled close against
the dragon's back, setting her chin on his shoulder. A moment passed
in silence as Sal's breath caught in his throat, and a long moan
suddenly broke from the golden dragon, his rod fattening and
depositing a thick wad of pre inside the snake. "Nff...
Kris...?"


"Are you ready for further
stimulation, master?" The wolfess asked with a bright smile, her
hips slowly grinding against that golden rear, working her very last
half an inch in between those split cheeks firmly.


"W...? Sure...?"


The wolfess pulled back, sliding out
of the dragon and pulling him along by the hips to slip out of the
snake's ass almost to the head. Just as the dragon felt that ring
catch lightly on the swell of his crown, the wolfess behind him drove
home, thrusting him into the snake in turn and squeezing a faltering
cry from the flanked dragon. The snake shivered and hissed
appreciatively, partly for the firm thrust, partly for the delicious
way the dragon kept throbbing inside him. The wolfess smiled.


This time, she barely took half a
draw before slamming in again. And again. And again. The dragon
panted heatedly as the rough, rapid humping dragged his hips back and
forth, forcing him to grind about two inches in and out of the snake
steadily as he throbbed and drooled all over Locke's insides. "N,
no fair..." He hissed as he sprawled out over the snake,
grasping at the bed for handholds.


The wolfess only leaned in over him,
knees tight against the side of the bed as she drove into him and
shoved him into her master. "Mmh, having trouble with being...
that word you used... sandwiched?" The wolfess murred over him
as she only drove in ever more relentlessly, setting the dragon to
groaning out sluttily as his ass bounced under her hips, his cock
throbbing and twitching dangerously as it was pistoned into that hole
at point blank.


"I... I won't... I can't... I'm
gonna..." The dragon rumbled and moaned as his hips desperately
rocked on their own, blundering against and with the wolfess' rhythm,
sometimes driving in in time with her to grind tight to the snake's
ass and sometimes heaving back to plaster his ass to those hips as
they plowed home. The dragon panted noisily, humping both ways at
once until he simply could not take the barrage another moment, his
hips heaving tight against the snake as he cried out, seizing down
tight on the wolfess' cock. Hot cream flooded the snake's rear as he
shivered and moaned, his hips rocking up against him as his own shaft
drooled into the crevice between pillow and bed, twitching
impatiently. The wolfess would not slow, however, and hungrily
pounded that ass through the dragon's orgasm, driving him to shoot
and shoot with little yelps and shuddering gasps, the wolfess
practically shoving the seed right out of him with her dick.


Sagging, the golden dragon whimpered
softly. He'd really jumped into the middle of things with these two.
He hoped he'd get another chance to take his time and really savor
things, but for now... he reached back, gripping at the wolfess' hip
with a wry smile until she finally slowed to a stop. "I-I gotta
lie down. Here, you take over." He eased back, sliding out of
the snake and leaving him hissing softly and wiggling his suddenly
emptied rear as the hole slowly, reluctantly closed.


Whining softly, the wolfess pulled
out, her wolfhood standing throbbing red and quite ready to pound
just about anything. The rest of her, however, looked very uncertain
of a sudden. Relieved, the dragon collapsed on the bed to one side,
murring softly to himself. This left Locke to peek over his shoulder
at his slave, standing there with her steel-hard, drooling piece of
meat looking like someone had taken the last piece of pie. Locke gave
a soft, bemused smile.


"Kris..." He wiggled his
rear a little. "I order you to fuck my ass." His cheeks
heated, but at this point he was a little fed up with all the little
delays.


The wolfess gave a quiet whimper,
her own cheeks showing a hint of pink. "Yes, master..." She
climbed up on the bed, letting her impatiently throbbing cock butt
against his cheek before she tenderly thumbed the tip down to his
hole.


He opened easily, and the snake drew
a deep breath as she slid in. She eased in, sliding down his
cum-slicked hole inch by inch as the snake groaned softly. Finally,
he growled into the bed, "faster...!" Swallowing, the
wolfess gave a firm push, hilting in her master's ass. She shivered a
moment at the feel of him, slick and tight and welcoming around her,
before hastening to implement his order. She pulled free and pushed
brisk strokes into his hole, paws slowly kneading over his rear.


The snake huffed thickly as his
slave meekly rode him. She was thicker than the dragon by his
reckoning, but she was being so careful with him. "Harder!"
He pushed his ass up to grind into her, and the wolfess gave a soft
shudder.


"Yes, master..." Her paws
slid up to wrap around his hips, and she took a slow draw. She closed
her eyes. Hips slammed to the snake's ass, a furry sack slapping to
his scaled, and Locke's eyes snapped open. Deep, digging strokes
plowed into his ass one after the other, the wolfess' hips pounding
home and grinding to his ass with every blow until he started getting
shoved up the bed. A searing wave of pleasure webbed with pain surged
from his back end with each thrust, making his own piece drool
copiously and throb with contentment as it dug into its little
crevice of bedding. His ass gave its own jiggle now with each stroke,
his body heaving up a hint. Low moans started rolling up in his gut
as his hands spread to grab at the bed.


Almost imperceptibly, the pace was
increasing. Kris' breath came and went threaded with soft growls as
she industriously pounded her master's ass, occasionally shifting her
legs up again to hold tight to his body as her thrusts slid him
across the bed. Soon, the snake was grasping at the wall, bracing
against it with both hands as he panted and focused on pushing his
rear back against each stroke. Her pace was growing intense, the bed
rocking underneath them and slamming against the wall noisily in time
with her hungry thrusts.


The wolfess' eyes cracked open, and
a glimmer of uncertainty shone still in those deep orange eyes as she
watched her master for some sign of pain. When she seemed to falter a
little, the snake looked back, catching her gaze. His tail curled
around sluggishly, and the thick appendage slowly wrapped coil after
coil around her, pulling her closer against him as the last couple
feet snugged up under her breasts. The wolfess smiled a hint
sheepishly before closing her eyes again, and her hips rocketed
forward, ramming her cock brutally to the hilt in the snake and
wrenching a desperate cry from his throat. Gasping, he only pulled
tighter at her, and the wolfess ravaged her master's ass at point
blank, hips heaving back and forth as much as they could with that
thick tail tying her to him. As if to cement the bond further, her
knot was swelling steadily, making her hackles bush up as she claimed
her master's ass once more.


A flood of yelps and throaty moans
announced the rude intrusion of that fat knot, working in and out of
the snake's poor tailhole time and again until it neared its full
girth. The wolfess hauled tight to her master's ass, shoving his head
tight to the wall as she shoehorned her knot one more time against
his strained hole until she finally slipped through with a quite
audible pop. The snake slumped exhaustedly, panting, but the wolfess
drove on relentlessly, grinding and grinding viciously into her
master's ass and setting him hissing and writhing around her thick
cock as it throbbed fat and steely on the very verge of orgasm.


The first steaming jet careened off
the snake's insides to pool somewhere deep inside him, blazing the
way for the torrent that followed on its heels. Gush after gush
pumped into the snake's bowels as her cock swelled obscenely against
his worn button, and Locke's self-control crumpled into nothing. He
seized down, biting into the bedding as he cried out raggedly, firing
and firing into his well-mated pillow as he was pumped full himself.
His tail pulled the wolfess all the tighter against him until she was
forced down bent atop him, panting against his back as her knotted
wolf cock fired and fired away, master's and slave's balls pumping in
furious agreement, giving each other nudges and bumps with each flex.


Fur slicked with sweat, the wolfess
finally collapsed altogether atop her master, panting heavily as her
balls pumped the last dozen little gushes into her dear master's
knotted tailhole. By the time her own breathing eased, she realized
by the slow, even rise and fall of her master's back that he'd
managed to fall asleep. She smiled softly and tenderly pulled him to
roll over on his side, letting the two cuddle hip to butt. A golden
arm slung over her side as she let her eyes fall shut, her tail
whapping softly against a dragon's hip as it gave a few lazy wags.


The wolfess almost nodded off in the
silence, but after a long moment, the dragon quietly murred behind
her, "Hey, Kris... you think he likes me?"


She smiled, snuggling a little
closer to her master. "For a mate? I don't know. But I think you
could make a passable slave with some training."


The dragon blinked, and chuckled.
Uneasily.
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