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Foreword

 


I’m walking into the library for this writer’s
convention. Small thing—a few workshops and some tables of local
Houston authors. While browsing I came across a table with a
writers group. They advertised that they welcomed all authors—new,
old, professional, what the fuck ever. I grab a few pamphlets out
of interest and work up some nerve to ask them a question or
two.

“You guys open? I wouldn’t mind
coming to a meeting or two.” The words tumble off of my tongue. I
don’t talk to people too much.

“What do you write? We’ve got all
kinds of writers in this group. Science Fiction, Horror, Poets, all
kinds really.” A lady with greying hair spoke up. She extended her
hand and I shook it.

Before I could answer an elderly man jolted
up, “We don’t have a smut writer yet! Could always use some good
material for the bathroom.” Some pieces of donut blasted from his
patchy facial hair as he laughed hysterically. I gave a faint
chuckle to humor the old man.

I became a smut peddler shortly after that
conversation. I had been managing Weasel Press for a small bit of
time before this and have been working on growing the drunken
publishing imprint. Red Ferret Press was born as an umbrella for
erotic fiction and poetry. It opened up out of a need to venture
into the grungier side of our sexual experiences. It’s not all
muscled men, big tits, and tight asses. Essentially, Red Ferret
wanted (and still wants) the cigarettes and filth bound with the
eroticism the author brings to us.

Knotted is an anthology that falls into the
BDSM world. We opened a submission call for fiction that featured
Anthropomorphic Animals focusing around the theme of BDSM. The
furry literary world is rather new to Weasel Press, and an area
where I feel we will stay for some time. Knotted was a rather
enjoyable anthology to work on, and I feel these eight unique
stories will give readers a few thrills.

Keep an eye open for the future as I’m sure we
intend on opening up again! Open up, hitch a ride and have fun with
this odd collection of BDSM lit.

 


 


 


—Weasel

Red Ferret Press

 



 Okami to Shika

Corgi.W

 


It was a path that no deer was ever meant to
walk. Under the fading yellows and pinks of the withering maple
trees, Yuuto went without fear. His antlers had grown straight,
large, and scraped the low hung branches. By his side, he carried a
little basket of berries. If any of his village spotted him, he
would say he had picked them that evening and would return once he
had found a few more. The other deer had grown used to his
berry-picking excursions.

A chill wind blew against his kimono. When
winter came in earnest, he would no longer be able to make the
journey; ice would form across the path, and a slight slip might
prove fatal. Even in those early months, the mud was wet against
his hooves. Behind him, the smoke from the village could barely be
seen over the hills. It was a long way back to anywhere that his
kin considered safe.

As he climbed over the peak of the final hill,
he spotted a river running below. The water swept through the
valley, acting as a natural border, marking the end of the deer's
territory. A bridge connected civilization to the wilderness.
Across that river, no people dwelt. When he was a young buck, the
warriors of his village had gathered him and his peers, bringing
them here, pointing into the foreign land. “It is forbidden for a
single hoof to be placed upon that bridge,” they had said. The
words still stuck with Yuuto as he crossed. He always felt naughty
at this stage in his in journey.

Reaching into the lapel of his robe, he began
to finger the scabbard of his knife. He had sharpened the blade,
washed it, made sure it was immaculately clean, then sharpened it
again. Stepping off the bridge, he felt his ears honing. No matter
how many times he came this way, he would need to stay aware. It
was dangerous for any species, let alone deer. Part of him still
found it thrilling.

 


***

 


When he came to a small gathering of cherry
trees, the moon had begun its ascent. Across the pink canopy, the
sky was painted in shades of dark blue and orange. Hidden amongst
the leaves was a rock about the size of the deer's torso. Pulling
his robes away from his hands, Yuuto placed his fingers beneath the
stone, taking a moment to ready his back. With a push, he flipped
the rock to the side, revealing a shallow hole with a chest at its
bottom.

Keeping his identity hidden was a clever idea.
In the chest, he kept a white porcelain mask, which covered the top
half of his snout, wrapped inside a black kimono. It smelled of
soap, masking his scent. Initially, they had been created for
purely pragmatic reasons. Yet, as time went on, Yuuto had come to
enjoy the drama of adorning them. Clad in this way, those who
wandered the forest would leave him alone, mistaking him for an
evil spirit; a disembodied soul, cursed to wander. Putting them on,
he thought himself a creature from the legends. He strapped his
knife to the outside of his new clothes, keeping his basket
underarm. A pair of little vials had been placed at the bottom of
the chest, one empty, the other partially filled with vinegar,
which he cautiously took as well.

With his face obscured, Yuuto went without a
care, exaggerating the swing of his arms, his joints becoming
loose. The fear he once felt from being so far from safety had
vanished, smothered under this new persona.

 


***

 


Continuing to follow the path along the
stream, the deer spied the first glimpse of his destination. Though
the dark obscured it, he could spot a kneeling figure. On the tips
of his hooves, Yuuto sprung forward, hiding behind the trees,
allowing himself to giggle. In broad daylight, in any other
clothing, he would have felt himself a fool. Under the cover of
night, there was a barely restrained intensity to his movement.
Whenever he could help it, he preferred his entrance to remain
unseen.

In the centre of the clearing, a brown wolf
awaited. It was only his second time. Yuuto was surprised to see
that he had returned.

As far as the deer understood, the wolf was
supposed to be an upstanding young man. Amongst his own village,
they would celebrate his prowess, laud him for his commitment to
his honour, bowed to him as he passed. What an uproar it would be
if anybody caught him out here.

The wolf's ears twitched as Yuuto snapped a
branch with his hooves. The canine's stomach began to rapidly push
in and out.

“Ashayito,” said Yuuto, smiling
beneath his mask. The name was supposed to mean 'noble'. He always
remembered their names. They had to feel they were special. Wolves
liked their relationships to endure.

The young wolf's shoulders began to tense.
Yuuto could sense his fear. Despite the sword at his side, the wolf
had become the prey. “Y… yes?” he attempted. “I bought the candles,
like you asked,” he motioned to his bag, taking out several
cylinders of wax. It was good to know when they were committed.
Apparently, Ashayito had found something he liked last
time.

The deer stepped into the open, slowly
stalking forwards, his chin held up to the sky. “I'm pleased to see
you,” he said. He spoke as if he were talking with a child, keeping
his voice soft. “Remove your weapon,” he commanded.

The wolf grabbed the hilt of his sword,
grasping it, unable to pull it one way or the other. In the back of
his mind, the wolf wanted the safety; to have the weapon drawn, to
be able to defend himself. It was not so different from a pup
cuddling up to its stuffed toy at night. But Yuuto made sure that
his company was fleeting. If they refused to do as he wished, he
would never return to them. They either obeyed, or were left
unfulfilled. That was the way it had to be. If they did not
secretly know that themselves, they would never have
come.

Yuuto waited for Ashayito. He would not coax
him, nor would he reassure him.

The wolf looked away, fiddling with the strap,
allowing his belt to fall by his side. Yuuto continued to watch,
waiting to see if the wolf would do as expected. On his first
visit, it had taken the whole of ten minutes for him to place the
weapon at the tips of the deer's hooves. When he had entered the
clearing that night, he must have known what the deer would want of
him. Before the wolf had come, he must have mentally prepared
himself. Surely, Yuuto thought, he should have been
ready.

Shaking, the wolf began to cross the clearing,
keeping his sword within its sheath, and placed it before the deer.
Yuuto took the blade, pretended to examine it, and then fastened it
to his side, watching the wolf retreat. He would do the same to any
of his lovers. On the surface, he would say that it was for his own
safety; that he could not be sure with wolves and needed to keep
his own fur from being harmed. Beneath all that, he enjoyed
watching the subservience. Ashayito was powerless, left at his
whims. He could not abandon his sword, nor could he take it back by
force. That was part of the attraction, Yuuto imagined. This was
the first of the mental barriers that he would need to break. When
wolves hunted, they would circle their prey, wearing them down,
waiting for them to drop.

“Are you well?” asked the
deer.

“I had a rough time getting here,”
said the wolf, trying to let himself relax. “I was meant to be in
training. All day, I've been acting like I'm sick, telling everyone
not to come near me, else they might catch it as well.”

Yuuto did not care. “Will you be able to get
back tonight?” Yuuto asked. Wolves liked to think that he listened.
They needed to trust him before they would allow him to
dominate.

“I should be fine. There's a
little hole in the wall that the pups sometimes slip through. It's
a tight fit, but I can squeeze in.”

“You're adorable,” said the
deer.

The wolf's tail wagged. Beneath his prowess
and pride, there was a tenderness to the wolf; a will to be taken
charge of. He began to remove his clothes.

 


***

 


By day, Yuuto was a trader, selling goods from
his village and bringing back exotic items. Officially, deer and
wolves were enemies, but, during peacetime, they would make an
exception for trade. The actual business was meaningless to Yuuto;
something he would do to get by, like any other job. He knew enough
to earn a decent living, becoming respected within the region that
he travelled, amongst cervidae and canine alike.

The only value that such a life had was where
he was able to go. For as long as he could recall, wolves had
excited him. Male wolves. When he went into their lands, he would
enjoy watching them train, their upper bodies uncovered, their
fluffy tails hanging behind. They had a musk unlike any he could
find amongst his own people. For hours, he would gaze at them,
casting sly glances, waiting to see if he would be repaid by a
similar look. Usually, his peeking would be met with slight
hostility, a small warning, demanding he back away. It would take a
while before he found what he was after. But, when it came, there
was no denying it.

Contrary to what may be expected, the higher
ranking males tended to be the more receptive. Those at the bottom
could not risk falling any lower, yet those at the top had gone as
far as they could go. They could take almost any she-wolf they
wanted and would never be laid low by their fellows. When the
suggestive hunting began, they would be the most likely to become
the prey. It only took a single glance, but once the deer had
locked eyes with the right wolf, the rest was inevitable. Catching
them alone was not hard, then inviting them out, past the village,
arranging to meet them in private. It was an opportunity that few
would decline, all too willing to have their hidden desires
fulfilled.

Ashayito had been no different. When the deer
had first begun to stalk him, he had pretended to be embarrassed,
trying to focus on something else, though he could not stop himself
from looking back. The wagging of the tail, the way the ears would
twitch; the deer had only needed to strike.

 


***

 


When Yuuto had first taken the knife to the
wolf, he whined like a pup. There had been fair warning; the deer
had made his intention clear. Yet, when the first cut had been
made, the wolf had nursed his wound, attempting to lick it
clean.

“It stings,” he whined, holding
his arm before him.

“Savour it,” had been Yuuto's
response. “Enjoy it, before it closes up. You're my bitch, you're
doing this for me.”

For a moment, it seemed as if Ashayito would
be lost, overcome with anger that the deer would speak to him as
such. If the deer had not acted fast, his evening may have been
wasted. He had accepted that Ashayito may never return; fine, so
long as that particular night was not fruitless.

“I can make it better,” the deer
had said, smiling, keeping his voice soft.

The wolf's curiosity returned. “How?” he
asked.

“Deer magic.”

Ashayito thought for a moment. Yuuto leaned in
close, reaching out his arm, placing his hand behind the wolf's
head and stroking in a circle. That always seemed to work on
wolves. Ashayito had been no different, allowing it to happen at
first, then sinking into the sensation. Trembling, he held out his
bleeding arm. Yuuto took it, caressed it, moved his muzzle close,
then lapped it clean with his tongue.

“Feeling better?” he
asked.

The wolf nodded in response.

Yuuto continued, placing his mouth around the
arm, tightened his lips, and sucked very slightly.

“Th… this is wrong,” the wolf
stammered. With the corner of his eyes, Yuuto could see that the
wolf's cock had begun to harden, slipping out of its
sheath.

“It's fine. Wolves are supposed to
mate for life, y'know. Nobody minds a little bit on the side. They
probably expect it, in fact. You'd be surprised to find out what
the rest of your pack get up to.” Yuuto could not admit that he was
talking from experience. Several of the wolf's closest friends had
been to see him, but each would shun him in public. If they were
honest, they would have found how widespread Yuuto's hunts really
were amongst their kin. Each needed to feel that they were
important, though; that they were the only one Yuuto cared for.
Amongst other deer, it was simple; Yuuto could approach them, ask
if they wanted a bit of fun, and be done with them within the hour.
Wolves were a more elusive prey but were all the more pleasurable
for it. Dominating a wolf was something more than a fleeting moment
with a deer.

“You won't tell anyone?” asked the
wolf.

“My trade would die if anybody
knew. This is just between us.”

“Just between us?”

“Yes. Just you and I,” Yuuto had
chuckled, stroking the wolf's throbbing member.

When aroused, they would lose all sense of
reason. Later, the wolf may have come to his senses, never
returning to the clearing. Until then, Yuuto had him for the rest
of the evening to do with what he pleased.

 


***

 


The deer still remembered it, as the canine
finally uncovered his crotch. By the looks of things, his body had
healed nicely, firming up, tightening, the fur covering the flesh.
He reached into his bag, taking the candles in his arms, placing
them equidistant from one another in a circle. The deer watched his
ass as he bent down to place them. It was getting close to the hour
at which it would become too dark for even the wolf's eyes to
properly see. The candles were a risk, but without light, the
entire trip would be pointless.

Ashayito was embarrassed; stood naked before
the deer, helpless, vulnerable, and unable to flee. Part of him
must have loved it, Yuuto liked to imagine. The wolf must have
known of the inevitability of what was to come.

“Are you sure you're ready?” the
deer asked, though he already knew the answer. Amongst his own
kind, there was never much foreplay. A buck was meant to be done as
quickly as he could, moving on to his next conquest, scattering his
seed to the wind. Canines were different. They liked to toy around.
The wolf's tail had hidden between his legs, but Yuuto could see
that he was aroused.

“Y… yeah,” Ashayito
managed.

The deer pulled out his knife, crossing the
clearing, as the wolf took a nervous step backwards. Though he
would not be able to go as far as he would with his more seasoned
lovers, Yuuto would take what he could get. “I love you,” he said,
smiling, giving the reassurance that was needed.

The wolf stuck out his tongue. Yuuto took it
in his free hand, examining it, running his thumb along the pallet.
From experience, Yuuto had learned to perform the first strike
quickly. Before the wolf had much of a chance to react, the deer
had cut a slender line across his tongue.

Ashayito's eyes opened wide. He wanted to pull
back. The deer could not allow it. Every second, his body was
attempting to close the wound, stopping the blood. Forcing his
mouth into the wolf's, Yuuto began to kiss him, pushing his own
tongue into the canine and sucking.

The sensation was always fresh. Metallic,
warm, almost stinging. As the two took each other in the embrace,
Yuuto savoured the taste. A person's blood was their life, their
vital fluid, more important than any other. Feeling it inside his
mouth, Yuuto was almost lost in the moment, closing his eyes,
allowing for a moment of pleasure as his tongue pressed against the
wound.

From his basket, he took a vial. “Quick,” he
said, pushing the wolf away, holding the glass to the bleeding
wound. “Get as much of it as you can in there.” The wolf did as he
was asked, allowing Yuuto to guide the trickle until the vial was
half way filled. Yuuto took the second vial, the one filled with
vinegar, and began to mix it with the blood, making sure to be as
conservative as he could with the ratio. If left alone, blood would
eventually clot. When mixed with vinegar, it could be kept for a
day or so. It would lose a lot of its taste, but, when alone with
no other options, Yuuto could remember his evenings spent with the
wolves and imagine. He put the cork in the top, pressing down tight
to seal it.

Now that the first cut was made, the rest
would be much easier. Already, the wolf would be getting used to
the pain, letting it turn to pleasure. His mouth was still lined
with blood. Yuuto went in for a second taste. It would not be until
later that the wolf would realize what had happened.

Again, the sensation was refreshed, washing
away the aftertaste of the previous time, replacing it with a new,
vivid experience. He did not swallow straight away, but instead
allowed the fluid to pass between his teeth. Within Yuuto's mouth,
the warmth and taste of the wolf's tongue mixed with that of the
blood, becoming something different as the kiss continued. Taking
his knife and reaching behind the wolf, the deer placed the blade
along his back. As quickly as he could, Yuuto cut again. The wolf
made a moan, pushing himself harder onto the deer. Yuuto allowed
the warm red liquid to slowly cover his hand. The cut was not
large; he was sure to never cause serious injury, but enough had
been done to allow a steady dribble.

“You're wonderful,” said the deer
as their mouths parted once more. A drop of blood ran down the side
of his mouth. “You deserve to be rewarded.”

The deer removed his mask, throwing it to the
edge of the clearing. He unfastened his kimono, exposing himself,
but firmly strapped the sword to his naked hip. It was not a cold
night, but Yuuto could feel the wind blowing against his stomach
and nipples, tightening his senses. With his nose uncovered, the
smell of the blood grew stronger, sweeter, and sharper.

Yuuto was still surprised that the wolf had
returned. They had agreed to meet in the clearing, but that did not
guarantee the wolf would show. Finally unmasked, the deer's eyes
ran along the wolf's body.

“You came back,” he noted. “You
must enjoy being my bitch.”

The wolf's tail wagged as the clearing fell
silent.

“Do you love me?” he
asked.

Yuuto had not expected that. “Of course, I
do,” said the deer.

“Really love me?” the wolf
continued. “Outside of this, do you care about me?”

Yuuto was silent. Sometimes he wondered if any
of his wolves took these encounters as anything more. He could not
tell where the wolf was going, nor did he particularly want to find
out.

“Because I was thinking about you
and me.”

Had he cut too deep? Was blood loss getting to
the wolf's mind? Yuuto searched for the fastest way to return the
focus to pleasure. All he wanted was a quick romp in the forest,
where he could throw his control over a canine. “What have you been
thinking?” A hunter needed to know his prey; where it would run and
where it might lead him.

An embarrassed look fell onto the wolf, his
brows arching upwards, making his eyes seem larger, glittering in
the moonlight. “I don't like women. I've tried being with them,
I've tried as hard as I can. But, no matter what I do, I can never
bring myself to mate with one. Last week, with you, it was
different. I wanted to know if it was real.”

“Of course, it was,” said the
deer.

“So you love me?”

Yuuto wondered for a moment. He had said the
words countless times, but never as anything more than
superficiality. Previously, they had always understood that. It was
something yelled out in a wild moment of passion.

The blood suddenly began to smell more vivid,
more alive, somehow. When Yuuto thought of himself as a hunter, he
imagined a prideful figure, respecting his prey, making sure he did
the deed as quickly as possible, slitting the throat, so to speak.
To look the wolf in the eyes, to tell him a lie, to toy with his
emotions; he would be like the hunter who savoured the pain,
killing with a brutal series of slow strikes.

“I do,” he managed, “I love you.”
He was shocked, amazed that he had spoken as he did.

Ashayito's tail was wagging. There was no
escape for the deer. With his fur exposed to the wind, there was
nowhere that he could flee. His clothing lay in one spot, his mask
in another. Worse still, if he left the wolf, there was no telling
what he might do. The worry would keep the deer awake at night,
haunting him, fearing how the wolf might respond. His safest option
would be to get through the evening, satisfying Ashayito, then
working out his next move. Perhaps he could bring himself to
genuinely love the wolf, if only for that evening.

“Were you thinking anything else?”
Yuuto wanted to know.

“Nothing in particular, to be
honest. I love you, too, I think. Since the last time we were here,
I've been wondering, is all. Amongst your people, can two men…
Y'know? I've heard stories about it.”

“We do,” said the deer, “though
not in the way you're thinking. Bucks get flustered if we don't get
it out somehow, and sometimes, another buck's the best we've got.
We aren't mates, though, it's a one-time thing, and then it's
over.”

“Oh.” Ashayito seemed
disappointed.

“Why did you want to
know?”

The wolf sighed, “It doesn't
matter.”

“Tell me.” The deer's curiosity
had been piqued.

“I was wondering if I could run
there. Come next year, my parents expect me to be married, and then
they'll be looking for grandpups. I won't be able to do it, and
then they'll get suspicious. They can't find out. Nobody can. A
part of me was hoping that your people might be… receptive.” A
droplet of blood ran down the front of his jaw. “More specifically,
I was hoping that you'd be open to it. I like this… Pain, I
suppose. I won't be able to find that anywhere else. And the way
you treat me, I want more of it.”

Yuuto froze. He began to consider it. If he
brought back a wolf, how would the village respond? Would he hide
him? Yuuto was a trader, he barely lived in his own home half the
time, he could not be there for him. What kind of a life would that
be? Though, he supposed, the wolf would not be returning to a
pleasant situation. He shook himself, realizing the
absurdity.

“I want you to own me,” the wolf
continued. “Every night, I want you to cut me. I want to be your
bitch.”

Again, Yuuto was taken back. He could not deny
that he liked the idea. At most, he could arrange a trip to the
clearing two or three times per month, and only under very specific
conditions. Having a wolf on hand, to play with whenever he felt
it, was something he could enjoy. Looking at Ashayito, Yuuto
wondered if there could ever be more.

“We'll see how it goes,” he said,
stroking the wolf's head, and smiling. He was not quite sure what
he meant by that. “But, for now, let's just enjoy the evening,
whilst we have it.”

The wolf held out his arm. Yuuto kissed him,
licking up the last traces of blood, caressing the wound. He ran
his blade along the wolf's arm, and made another cut.

Ashayito snarled, smiling, his sheath
uncovering his cock as Yuuto pushed him forward. Immediately the
wolf moved to his hands and knees, presenting himself to the deer,
lapping up his own blood.

The deer placed the knife across his back,
pressing down hard. It had to hurt. The more intense the pain, the
more pleasurable it was for his wolves. Responsibility was on him
to guide the intimacy. His own cock slowly came out of his sheath.
He had to ensure that his wolf was feeling loved. Yuuto's cock
entered into the wolf. Leaning over the wolf's back, the deer's
tongue began to lick at the blood, the scent filling his
nostrils.

As quickly and carefully as he could, he made
another series of cuts. The brown fur on Ashayito's back became
covered in red.

For the first push, he hugged the wolf tight,
slowly moving forward, running his tongue along the bleeding back,
covering his stomach as he passed over. The metal-tasting crimson
was between the wolf and the deer, wetting them both, quickly
becoming cold as it came into contact with the air.

Finally, the deer was claiming his dominance,
inserting himself and thrusting forwards. The wolf let out a
murmur, as Yuuto's sheath touched against his rear. He pulled
backwards, once again covering himself in blood. As the motions
became more rapid, the blood sank further into the fur. Yuuto
continued to press, his mind drifting into the pleasure, though
always aware of the wolf. What would happen later was not a
concern. For those few moments, the deer fully dominated his lover,
making the wolf his own. He could feel the climax coming.
Desperately, the deer sought to make it last. He did not want to
leave Ashayito feeling empty.

In an instant, it was over. Yuuto shot out his
seed. For a deer, the act would always go fast. They were not meant
to make a night of it. He regretfully pulled himself out of the
wolf, his cock retreating into its sheath. It was as if nothing had
ever happened, the only reminder being the cum that covered his
sheath and the blood caught in his fur. Ashayito stood, looking to
the deer for more. Yuuto was used to finishing early, but he had
never felt so embarrassed about it.

“That's all you're going to get,”
he said, wandering towards the stream.

The wolf seemed disappointed. “Mind if I
finish up?”

“No, no, of course. I'll be
cleaning myself off.”

One of the advantages to the clearing was how
close it was to the stream. In the cold water, Yuuto sat, washing
away the blood and cum, the two liquids floating down the river. In
the bushes, the faint sounds of the wolf could be heard, panting
and whining.

He did not keep track of how much time was
passing, allowing the cold feeling of the water to cover him up to
his neck, finding a smooth rock on which he could sit.

The wolf emerged from the bushes and sat down
beside him.

“I'm sorry,” said
Yuuto.

“Don't be. I want to live for you,
obeying your every demand. If my master wishes to finish, then all
I care for is that he enjoys it.”

That made Yuuto feel slightly
better.

“Will we meet here again?” asked
the wolf.

“In another two weeks’
time.”

The wolf nodded in agreement. It looked as if
he wished to say more, but the words would not come out of his
canine muzzle.

“It's getting late,” said Yuuto,
once again admiring the wolf's body. “I'll be heading back, before
my village gets worried. When I visit to trade, I'll do my best to
visit you.”

Ashayito's tail attempted to wag to that,
pushing against the water. “I love you,” he said. Yuuto unstrapped
the sword, dropping it close to the wolf.

He thought for a moment. “I love you, too,” he
replied, and he liked to think that he meant it.

 


***

 


On the walk back to his village, Yuuto was
calmer than usual. He placed his mask back under its
rock.

When he returned to his village's gates, the
guards aimed their spears at him, squinting, then relaxing upon
seeing that it was Yuuto.

“Where've you been?” one of them
asked.

“Picking berries,” Yuuto replied.
“Sorry, I lost track of where I was going. I'm back now, though.”
He held his basket up. “Would you like one?”

The guards took a handful each. Yuuto was
about to be on his way when curiosity suddenly grabbed him. “I've
got a bit of a funny question,” he said, unsure of how he would ask
it.

Both guards gave him a strange
look.

“Suppose a wolf wanted to live
here, in the village, what would you say to that?”

The two eyed one another, before the one on
the left spoke. “Why would they want to do that?”

“It doesn't matter,” said Yuuto.
“Just, imagine that they did.”

“I wouldn't like it, then. You
can't trust them, not one bit. But, if we're speaking in
hypotheticals, if he was decent, I suppose I wouldn't mind too
much. Why'd you want to know?”

The response shocked the deer. “Oh, no, no
reason. I wonder these things when I walk.”

He turned on his hoof, heading back to his
house, thinking thoughts he had never thought before.







Pony She
Wrote
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I wince as the crop whip slices against my
flank. Harder than usual, the curved leather leaves a sting that I
know will stay with me long after bed. That doesn’t worry me; I’ve
had worse done to me on my rare few times as a sub’. What digs into
my skin and makes me question the night is if my partner is really
into me or if it's the fact that I’m a horse.

Not just any horse—his horse. I had signed a
contract three hours ago that prevented me from speaking any more
than a whinny, nicker, or snort to them. The lines promising me an
opportunity to live my biggest fantasy hadn’t include this. Sure, I
enjoy pony play as much as the next mammal, but when you’re
actually a horse, it gets kind of old.

He’s panting and allowing that wide Chow-Chow
tongue of his to drip over my neck. The smell of sex stings my eyes
while I keep myself standing.

All fours, none of that two-legged
shit, he’d asked for.

I hadn’t asked for it, though. When I’d signed
the damn thing, I expected him to work me past the first orgasm.
I’d expected him to make me weak in the knees, moaning for more yet
crying for less.

All I’m really doing is praying that we
stop.

He paid me, though, even if it feels like he’s
never done this before. One night flings were done for the mere
act, not for pay. Not only am I stuck pretending to be myself, but
I was paid to be stuck. Give a girl a break.

At once, I feel the warmth of acidic urine
steaming on my back, and I know that I’ve had it. Just to make sure
he knows what I feel, I get up on my two legs, tear the crop whip
from him, and slap the mutt across his chest.

“We did not agree to watersports,
damn it. Why the hell would you think it’s okay to pee on
me?”

He looks up at me, his fat red cock dangling
out and still wetting the floor. His lips move silently in both
startle and a loss for words.

“I can take the riding, the whip,
and even the cheesy pet names, but I’m cutting it here at the
peeing,” I say. “You can keep your fucking money, too.”

“Please.” He gets down on his
knees. He lifts his paws and grabs for my latex-covered breasts.
“Let’s just finish. I’ll give you double what you asked for. No,
triple.”

I lean down, holding the whip to his nose.
“You’re not supposed to be paying me, jackass.”

And then I drop the act. His crop whip falls
in his puddle of urine, and I walk back to the bathroom that my
clothes have been locked in. Stained wood with a western vibe. This
guy is a freak.

“Where’s the key? I want my
stuff.”

“No. I’m not giving it to you. You
signed for one night, and we’re not ending this until we finish
what we started.”

Okay, then. I take several steps back and
raise my leg. With a kick, my hoof makes contact with the door and
sends it flying from its hinges. It falls to the ground and crashes
on the toilet. What I’ve brought, wallet and phone included,
decorates the floor, counter, and even the trash in big clumps of
tossed debris.

“You just dumped my things in
there? What kind of man are you?”

“Please, let’s talk about this.” I
hear a splashing that tells me he’s up on his paws. Not only is it
sex I smell, but it’s very obvious this guy hasn’t been drinking
water. The odor actually makes me start to tear up.

“We are not talking about
anything.” I grab for my jeans and shove them on, careful to miss
the blotch of piss staining my back. “I’m getting out of here,
never coming back, and you’ll clean your floor and look for some
other mare willing to take your shit.”

“I’ve tried all the others,” he
says, “and none of them have what you have.”

I don’t even try getting my shirt on. I’ll
just wear my corset in the car and change when I get
home.

“If we can just go on for ten more
minutes, I swear that I’ll forget about all this.”

Instead, I turn, hand gripping my miniscule
plastic pepper-spray can, and unleash a fog of gas into his chunky
face. The dog screams in agony and falls back in his piss. He’s
sliding around and crying as I make my way out. Thank God his house
is tacky enough for me to remember the way

My hooves clop on the wooden flooring that I
can tell he’s spent years paying off. Paintings of ranches, farms,
and country stormscapes decorate the walls. From his living room
and out the door, I can still make out the sounds of a dog losing
his chance. I’m in my car, watching his neighbors peek out from
their windows, when I first call you.

 


* * *

 


Terry’s laughing, head hung over her lunch of
French fries and a burger. I sip from my soda and hide behind the
cup, making sure she can’t see the frustrated grimace that I’m
still carrying now. It’s noon, around thirteen hours after my
experience with that Chow. She’s still going before I get ready to
ask to leave, even if story time is our thing. I stand, but a paw
tells me to stay as she cleans herself up.

“That is the saddest shit I’ve
ever heard. His end, I mean. He deserved everything that you gave
him.”

“I would’ve trashed his place, but
my nose was killing me from spraying so close to him.”

The cat nods, stuffing a couple fries in her
maw. “Did he call you? Tell me that you didn’t give him your
number.”

“Nope. I don’t need that much
crazy in my life. It took me an hour to get his piss out from my
back, and I can still see his goofy orgasm face.”

“What was that like?”

A face, I want to say. Instead, I try and
mimic his rolls of fat and that cross-eyed glare, because she’s
waiting to see if I can recreate it.

“He had something going on with
his whiskers. The guy really had been hoping for this, I
guess.”

“And you just crushed him,” Terry
says. “That’s like your fifth one, right?”

“Third.” I slide another spoon of
oatmeal past my lips. “I never really did anything with that
puma.”

We talk on about this guy’s contract, how his
house looked more like stables, and when I finish, Terry’s left
heaving with tears in her eyes.

I don’t want to tell her it hurts. The laughs
cut deeply into me, but saying something would just make the whole
lunch awkward. And she’s right: this was pretty much my third or
fourth weird pony-play experience. I can try to see the humor in
it, but nothing is really hitting me except for the idea that I’m
merely some kinky stereotype.

Thankfully, the laughs are worth it, because
she covers my lunch and decides to take me to her place where the
real fun will happen. I finish up the last of my soda and leave a
couple dollars for the server to enjoy. Terry and I head outside
before stuffing into my truck, the desert air hitting my
ears.

“We really need to find you
someone who can take care of you for once,” she tells me. “I know a
tiger who’d be willing to eat you out.”

“Sorry, Terr’, but I don’t do the
eating out thing.”

“No, listen. Only frontal oral,
never back. He did me once. This guy is good.”

“You cats get off on that grooming
thing, though. I’m sure that if he took one look at my labial
folds, he’d mistake it for his wallet instead of some
snack.”

Again, more laughs. We pull out of the parking
lot and head south for her place.

Although I denied her, Terry’s made worse
dates. Listening to her has started to make me question whether or
not I’m meant for open sex. I’m a horse. I get it. No one else out
there seems to get past what I already know.

My Mom, bless her soul, had always told me
cheesy life morals with lame horse jokes as if she just met
me.

Never kick a cowboy while he’s
down.

An apple a day keeps the coyotes
away.

You’ve gotta grab life by the
reins.

Thankfully, Dad had been different. He was the
one who taught me that if I wanted anything in my life, I was going
to have to work for it. I had assumed he wasn’t talking about
finding a play partner. I was young when he left us, my mom and I,
and his departure just reiterated those same words to me. Nothing
was ever given away for free. Even a mare, someone who’s used to
working hard, had to get down and dirty every once in a
while.

Sex is different, though. If someone isn’t
into you, nothing’s going to work. If someone is into you,
then that means it’ll only be so much harder to enjoy the sex.
There have been too many mammals I’ve known who have told me
stories about guys finishing first and looking for companionship.
When a girl only wants sex, that’s a hard trail to ride.

I look at Terry who, with her dark fur and
glaring blue eyes, looks like the last person anyone would want to
meet in a dark alley or corner of town. She’s sweet, though. The
baseball cap sitting above her face bounces at each bump and
shields her eyes from the burning sun.

“So tell me about this tiger,” I
ask. “Ever go down on him yourself?”

She nods. “Strap yourself in. This story’s a
rough one.”

“I’m already wearing my seatbelt,
you bitch.”

The cat snorts a laugh and then begins her
tale.

 


* * *

 


“I asked this guy out after seeing
him at some show in town. He’s cute, not rugged. That’s hard for a
tiger to keep. I’ve known other cats who have lost all their cub
looks after puberty, but this guy was about in his twenties and
still could make me melt, so I thought, why not? He picked up my
tab at the bar, anyway.

“We’re drinking in one of the
booths, the ones that are tearing and have gum stuck underneath.
He’s telling me about how this show he’s in is going, a real
copycat of those Broadway ones. Some of the cast are so full of
themselves, tabbies and calicos exhausted with each other. The
other half, he tells me, would rather live on an island and just
fuck themselves silly.

“So I ask him, ‘what’s your
opinion on that?’ He stumbles for a moment before he asks what I
mean. I ask him again, ‘how do you feel about being alone on an
island and playing yourself silly?’

“He’s blushing, looking around,
then asks me for a dance.

“The dance floor is packed with
mammals from all over town. Dogs, cats, foxes, mice, and a couple
of horses, just so you’re not left out. Real old school music, and
I mean old school, is being played from this rotting jukebox
in the corner. Everyone’s laughing and having a blast, however, so
I don’t really care.

“I’m on my fifth drink when things
start getting blurry, and I know I’m drunk, because he’s
starting to look rougher around the edges. We dance for what has to
be a few hours until he asks if I have a place to go, and I tell
him nowhere except his place if he’ll let me in.

“So he takes me out, and we get in
his car. Some lowered European trash that tells me he’s got money.
I’m really baking by this point, and I touch myself knowing that
I’ve found the one for me.

“’How long until we get to your
place?’ I ask him. It might as well have been some alien dialect
‘cause he looks at me as though I’ve insulted him.

“’What was that?’

“’I said, how long until we get to
your place?’

“The guy laughs, pats my shoulder,
and says we’ll get there when we get there. Cute,
right?”

Terry stops and takes a drink from her soda
that she had refilled back at the diner. While she’s busy, I cough.
“Okay, hurry up. Get to the good part.”

“Hold on,” she says. “Or should I
say, hold your horses?”

“Funny,” I say.

“We’re driving for several miles,
passing coffee shops, more tacky theatres, until I find out that he
lives past the city in some fancy gated residence. The guy’s
loaded, pretty much, and I’m barely holding myself back from
creaming in his car.

“He knows this by now. Being
closed in the car has forced us to smell each other, and I feel his
tail brushing mine in the back.

“Next thing I know, he’s pulled us
up to some gaudy, eastern-inspired mansion with elephant statues in
the front, and I look at them, wishing I could enjoy what he has.
By this point, I’m too drunk to do anything but want to eat him.
Turns out, when we get inside upstairs to some bedroom, that he
would rather eat me.

“His bedroom’s attached to this
dungeon with shackles hanging and rubber toys waiting for who I
assume is me. Well, whomever he meets. I can smell him all over the
place, and before I can get undressed and ready to take him, he
grabs me, basically tears my clothes off, and has me up against the
wall with his nose in my breasts.

“I’m dripping, and I can see his
pants are barely keeping it in. Being drunk, I think of undoing his
pants with my toes, but after stumbling mid-try, he makes me get
down and use my teeth, so I do. It’s hard, and I bite my lip once
or twice. Once I get his fly open, see the stain of cum building on
his shorties, he lifts me back up again and plunges his tongue
between my legs.

“And he is good, Samantha. The
tiger knows how to make a kitten cream without barbing me up. I’m
screaming at the top of my lungs, and he pulls out, tells me to
scream to his sound proof room some more, and then returns to
eating me with my arms stretched across like I’m
crucified.

“He goes on and on for minutes as
I hit orgasm after orgasm. This guy is amazing and knows it. I’m
completely sold on him.”

I pull the wheel and turn us into her
driveway. Her house stares out towards the mountains with trees
blocking some field her neighbors own. She’s stopped the car and
faces me to finish up her story.

“I’m basically ready to marry him
in nothing but my piercings when he straps me to a table and gets
in sixty-nine position. I start on him, licking and cleaning, but
it’s pretty obvious to drunken little me that he’s already done.
The guy gets off on the start-up, I guess. He’s moaning and
chuffing before he fires this huge load across my face. I can’t
hold myself in and squirt all over his. We lie there for a while
before he takes me to his master bathroom with twin showers in the
same room, but we use the biggest one to clean each other off.
Later, I get up in the morning and find I’m alone with only
breakfast, and some note tells me the gate code and to promptly
leave the premises.”

Terry, just having finished her story, opens
her door. I blink, smacked out of my head from imagining this whole
ordeal.

“Come on,” she says. “Enough
talking.”

 


* * *

 


The cat’s basically the only mammal I know
who’s able to get past, you know, my being a horse. We’re lying
curled up into one another, breasts against breasts, her leashed
and collared to the bed’s steel postings.

And she’s purring, real and honest to God
purring. The fact cats that really do that shit still trips me up,
but I’m lost in knowing that I’ve pleasured her something
good.

Sadly, I still don’t feel happy. Sharing our
stories, spending the afternoon fucking each other silly. None of
the day has made me feel better after last night. Usually, it’s the
opposite. Terry and I would finish up, sleep, and then rise for
dinner and have a quick smoke. She’s deader than a rock, though,
and it feels like nothing I do will ever get her up for our evening
toke.

So I undo her collar and let it hang loose
from the wall. Softly, careful not to let her know that she’ll soon
be alone, I slip from the bed and pace to where I’ve left all my
clothes. It’s all still used from last night’s shenanigans, and I’m
glad that I left my corset in the truck. Smelling anything other
than horse and cat would just make me gag.

I’m dressed in under ten minutes and ready to
collect my ride. I’ve got my keys, my phone, and my wallet. Nothing
else is keeping me here stuck in Terry’s room.

Yet I look back to check on her, making sure
she’s still asleep. Stretched out, body revealed in its whole
entirety, the black cat is gorgeous in a way I’ve never seen. Part
of me wants to crawl back into bed, but the voice inside of me says
that it’s time to get moving.

I leave her some dollars for lunch and a note,
just to be sure she knows what’s happened. In some odd, painful
way, I feel like that Chow from last night, wishing I had more time
to stay with her.

I’m driving down the highway when I realize
that I’ve got another date tonight. It comes out of nowhere, but
once I check my phone (yes, while driving, I know), it’s clear to
me that I only have a few hours to get home and ready.

Really, it upsets me. The me of the past knew
I’d be looking to see someone else after Mr. Chow, while the me of
now is furious that past me would even consider torturing me like
this.

Why should I have to go from guy to guy,
checking and leaving until I find the right one? Doesn’t this give
me more room for becoming someone’s pet again?

No, I think. I can’t go back to that after
last night, after pretty much every night. This night will be
different, and I will find the guy I need to fill that empty spot
in my bed.

My mind doesn’t agree with me, sadly, and the
anxiety in my gut churns up some heavy noxious gas.

“Yeah,” I say aloud. “Me,
too.”

I eventually pull up to my house and head on
inside. Binders and folders of paperwork from my writing cover the
front living room. The smell of oatmeal keeps the house in check of
stronger scents like my past cooking attempts. I walk up to the
candles still burning the scent and clap them off. I toss my dirty
clothes in the washing hamper, my corset of rubber on top of the
washing machine.

For now, I know, I can only handle some apples
and a salad of dry oats and hay. It’ll keep me moving as I get
ready and prepped for dinner.

Terry still runs through my mind as I get
settled in. Her long, languid shape. Those beautiful, eerily
piercing eyes. Her soft, sarcastic humor that drags everyone she
talks to in. All of these things bring a blush to my muzzle. I open
my phone, still held by my friend’s image, to check the guy who I
have planned for tonight.

Maximillian, or Max for short. Forty-two,
theatre director at the local college (more like school of the
desert). Funnily enough, he’s also a horse, not much different than
me in appearance. His eyes look cool and collected behind graying
hair while his smile says well brought-up. Kudos, past me. This guy
could be the one.

Though, unlike the others I’ve dated from this
cheesy BDSM dating app I have, he doesn’t list any of his kinks or
tastes. All his profile gives is a half-assed background on who he
is, where he’s from, and why I should date him. The thing that I
actually worry about is nowhere to be seen, which could be a real
red flag.

No, I think. He’s a horse, just like me, and
if he’s anything like me, he must be sick of getting asked to play
as a pony, too. In our area, there are several horses around the
right age, some who would probably give their left testicles for a
night as a show-horse. I can’t say for certain if this Max looks
like one of them, so only time will tell, I think.

I jump in the shower and get washed up. The
urine’s tough to get out, but with my hands, I scrape off the last
of Mr. Chow’s scent, and I wash my coarse hairs with a shampoo the
smell of honey.

My mane and tail are next, and thanks in part
to Terry, they’re both matted with lube and some of her feline
saliva.

That tongue. The way she licked every inch of
me stirs my loins as I remember where she’s groomed.

It’s that feeling that gets my fingers slipped
between my legs and playing with the clit hidden under my stomach.
I imagine the cat joining me in the shower, claws retracting and
digging through my pelt, and I speed up, forcing myself to yelp and
nicker some moaned yes’s. Then I slow down. The suds washing off
remind me of why I’m in the shower to begin with. Just to be sure,
I scrub my hands and get the sex off before climbing out. It’s
after five now. It’ll take me a couple hours to get back into the
city.

I dry off, dress, and feel like a million
bucks. The outfit I’ve selected is a long, mud-red dress with
accents along my shoulders, knots tied down my back. My tail swings
freely and causes the gown to move as if rustling in a breeze. In
my mane, I’ve placed a large flower, stuck in a permanent bloom and
lightening my oak-colored eyes. This Max better eat his heart out
tonight, or I’ll deem this all another failure before we even make
it into bed.

I take one last chance to spin in front of the
mirror on my way out. I’m gorgeous, very clearly. Even if tonight
ends in failure, this is a look that I promise myself to definitely
replicate. I don’t need to grab the corset or any of my toys
because I’ve decided to ride this one bare.

In a glance, however, I find something
trailing along my shoulder. I pull it off, thinking it’s a strand
loose from my dark mane.

It’s cat fur, tangled within my hair and stuck
in a knotted clump.

 


* * *

 


The place Max has decided for us is a classy
restaurant seated against a bar. “Moulin Rouge,” he tells me,
guiding me by my elbow, “was a location in Paris known for its
parties and affairs.”

“So they decided to title a
restaurant after it and dress everyone up in formal
wear?”

The stallion smiles at me in one of his
sidelong glances, something I’m already used to after an hour of
being with him. “Let’s just say they’re handling it the best they
can.”

He seats me across from him, and I find wine
already poured out in a goblet the size of my fist. He has his own,
white while mine is red. No one comes to take our order, but I
assume that if we even have a single request, Max could raise his
hoof and have some feline stalk over to us in a second.

Max is loaded, too, if it hasn’t been made
clear. Like that Chow-Chow and the others I so randomly find (not),
his family owns a large percentage of the local wineries, hence our
already poured and selected wines. His nose has a ring like those
you see on bulls, and when I ask him about it, he tells me it’s
gold, pulls on it, and the ring comes off. It may be gold, but this
is a horse built on appearances if I’ve ever met one.

“What do you do?” he asks, sipping
his drink.

“Do? The better question is what I
am capable of doing.”

He leans forward, perplexed. I have him
interested.

“I write for a magazine published
online and distributed through kink cafes. I own a hay farm outside
of town, but it’s mostly to give me things to do and sell
in-between issues.”

“Farm work? Do you find it at all
rewarding?”

“It keeps me healthy and
well-versed. I have a library of novels, journals, things I need to
keep up on.”

“And does your magazine have a
name I might know?”

I smile. “Rickshaw.”

He knows it, all right, because his eyes widen
and his smile grows. I feel the clap of his hoof hitting the
floor.

“A dominatrix magazine. Have you
ever written for anyone else?”

“No,” I say. “Rickshaw pays me
well, so I’ve no need to publish widely. The option’s there,
though, if I ever need it. How’s your theatre work?”

“Theatre work? More like working
with idiots,” he says.

And it cuts me. The lie. He reacts upon seeing
me flinch and tilt my head. He knows that I’m judging him and all
that he’s got.

“Well, I’m sure your work keeps
the mind stimulated. We can’t always assume that holding such a
high position is enough for the mind.” I make sure to emphasize on
my tone.

“Trust me, Samantha, my work is
surely enough to keep me...stimulated.”

Without a hint, his leg meets mine, hidden
beneath the overpriced table cloth. His rough hair edges and cuts
deeply beneath my own. Then I feel it, the one thing that tells me
more about a man than anything I can say ever has. His right ankle
is branded, burned and tattooed with a lucky horseshoe sigma. This
horse is kinky, if not a bit high on the scale of
insanity.

A plate claps before me, and I start. A whinny
escapes my muzzle before I can even catch it.

“Sorry,” the lynx waiter says,
only setting down a plate of zucchini. “Starters, for the
table.”

“Thank you,” I say, fear in my
breath. I look up at the cat with gentle eyes, but then I return
them to Max, who also has a plate of zucchini for
himself.

He’s watching me, eyes dark and smile held by
that charming stallion face. His left hoof is on the table as if
reaching for mine, but all I can think about is the branding on his
leg, and all that makes me wonder on is how much pain this
horse can handle.

“Is something the matter?” Max
asks.

“No. I just thought of something,
and he startled me.” I gesture to the lynx who’s already left us
and fled to the wing of watchful servers.

“Oh, no need to start.”

Of course, he’s the one to say
that.

We start in on our plates, and I don’t give
him any glances except maybe one in-between glasses of wine. He, on
the other hand, is watching me the entire time, and when our plates
are taken to make room for the main course, he has both his hands
on the table as if waiting for an embrace.

I, however, don’t give him one. Even as a sub,
I’ve always been told to keep a person on edge and waiting for
their moment. Growing up, I was treated the same way. It catches on
like a virus, blossoming outward as you grow. Being a dominatrix,
as it goes, requires you to use it.

Another sip of my wine, and the ceiling seems
to rise up out of my view. I grab for some bread, and then I take
another taste of wine along with it. I’m smiling as though I truly
am having a good time. A ferret and one dog come and place our
dinners down, him having a dish with sautéed apples and mine being
a salad.

Pussy.

As if he knows his choice for me isn’t well
received, the stallion leans forward with a nod. “This place does
marvelous things with its homemade dressing.”

“Homemade? I think you mean
housemade.”

“Whatever. I had someone try it
once, and they said they loved it.”

They? How about, she? I pick up my fork, jab
it at the horse, and grit my teeth.

“Are you telling me that you
brought some other girl here as well?”

He stares for a second, realizes the spot he’s
now in, and winces, taken aback. “Oh, no, I’m so sorry. I didn’t
mean for it to sound like that.”

“Sure, but then why is this all so
well-rehearsed?” I ask. “You have the entire server staff waiting
at the wall.”

“Dear, that’s how they always
are.”

“Dear?”

It’s going south, fast, but amazingly not for
me. This horse has got his reins tied pretty tightly. I drink
another gulp just to celebrate.

And then it’s over. I don’t know how, but the
food in front of me vanishes before I even try it. My lips feel
covered in dressing, but I can’t even remember a taste.

Max is up, gathering his things with a look of
apprehension, and I stand—more like drunkenly stumble—with one of
those lynx butlers helping me gather my jacket. Good thing I’m not
paying for this, I think, because just sitting down took longer
than eating.

We’re out to the front, staff close by with
what appears to be the stallion’s keys. I remember then that I took
a cab, and knowing how done I was from the last bastard who did me,
I give a snort, realizing once again that I’m in this for the
dinner while he’s in it for the sex.

Fuck dating apps, man.

The horse takes me by my arm, and he leads us
to where a limo awaits us with doors already open.

I turn, looking back at the ferret holding one
set of keys. “Wait, you forgot your—”

“No, Samantha. Those aren’t ours.
You should know that we have someone picking us up
tonight.”

“Well, I know that
now.”

A hound comes around from the driver’s side
and gives both Max and I a nodding glance. He then opens the door
to reveal a plush interior, bottle of wine waiting, and a humongous
pink and black box with frilly bows on top. The only thing missing
I feel is a bunch of balloons. He pretty much nails the
happy-birthday look with everything else.

Inside, it’s warm. Burning, even. I start to
fan myself, box in front of us. Max takes the seat to the right of
it and shows me how large this puppy really is.

“Why’s it so warm in here?” I
ask.

The stallion smiles a nicker and places one
hand on my leg. “I thought you worked on a farm? Surely the inside
of a stretch limo is no big deal.”

I look him over, still fanning. “Well, mind if
we opened a window or something?”

He snorts, rolling his eyes. I can’t have
that, so I take his muzzle in one of my hands and pull him into my
face.

“Roll your eyes like that one more
time, and I’ll beat them out and use them in a pool
game.”

“My eyes?” he says, so innocently.
“Sam, what’s wrong?”

“Don’t play me like this. I saw
your entire face go clockwise.”

Someone knocks, just as my window lowers down.
I release the bastard and stick my head out into the street.
Another window rolls down inside the cab.

“Are we ready, sir?” says his
canine driver.

“Yes, please. Why aren’t we moving
already?”

And so we’re going. The wind hits me, tousles
my mane, keeps the blood flowing in my alcohol-warmed cheeks. I
stretch my legs out and reel in the atmosphere of finally being
treated well for once. Although Max isn’t the best, and he
certainly has poor taste in restaurants, he isn’t like that Chow
I’d last blown. He isn’t like the guys all telling me how they’d
rather ride me cowboy than look me in the face.

It hits me that in some ways, he reminds me of
Terry. His interests in old ways, his soft and manageable tone. I
can imagine this limo having been rented by my cat. Hell, it’d
probably help me enjoy the night even better.

A hooflet touches my wrist and brings me back
into reality, albeit drunkenly. I slide my head back inside and
turn to find Max holding the awkward box of his, ready to reveal
what’s in it.

“Give us a minute?” he says to the
driver.

A paw flicks up front before the glass rises
out and locks us together one-on-one.

My window closes as well, and I’m back to
breathing in this stuffy limo air.

“Samantha,” Max starts. His left
hand takes my thigh and the dress I’ve paid so much for. “Thank you
for accepting dinner with me tonight. I really hope that you’re
enjoying yourself.”

“I am,” I say. “It’s nothing I’m
used to, but I can say that this is better than what I’ve done with
others before.”

“Oh? Have you seen others in this
way?”

I shake my head. Words seem too difficult for
my loosened tongue.

“I’m glad. A filly like yourself
deserves an evening like this from time to time.”

His hand moves to my own. He’s squeezing it,
making me feel like I’m just on the edge of marriage.

“Although it may be uncalled for,
I’d like you to accept a gift of mine. Before we go inside, that
is. Just a little something to start us off.”

I blink and try to gather my bearings, and he
hands me the box I first saw on entry. Again, it’s bright and
obnoxious. It’s very large and feels like it has something of value
inside.

“It didn’t cost much, so please
don’t feel this is some sort of pressing.”

“Calm yourself, Max.” I place a
hand on his knee. Nothing tells me that this was short of a wrong
move.

He leans and gives my ear a kiss, so I turn
with him, kiss his neck, and give a nuzzle in return. My hooflets
undo the ribbons closing up my new box. Out of sight, I can only
hope it’s nothing dangerous against my person.

We meet part way and press our lips against
the other. Eyes closing, he vanishes as waves of pleasure hit me in
the groin. I’m drunk, happy, and possibly in love. I barely know
the guy, yet my body tells me otherwise.

The box opens with one last twist, and a
strong scent of synthetic-leather hits the red-alert
alarm.

Leather, I think. The one thing that I
despise.

Drunk yet then intelligent, I break from our
passionate throes and pull away. I aim myself towards the box and
peer inside. Wrapping paper and tissue covers what is hidden
beneath, but I don’t need to see under it to know what’s
inside.

It’s a bridle, complete with a set of leather
reins. A crop whip looks folded over so that it can fit comfortably
inside. The box should be heavier, I imagine, but being this level
of intoxicated after so many glasses of wine never hit me so hard.
I could lift the fucking limo by its front tires if the dog upfront
stopped at the curb.

“A bridle,” I say. “You’re giving
me a bridle?”

“Your profile said that you liked
working on farms, just like you told me at dinner. I knew I had the
right gift for you once you told me. I had to order faster shipping
once you accepted my invitation.”

“But it’s a bridle, a horse
bridle. We’re horses, Max. Why didn’t you just get me a certificate
claiming me as your slave?”

He shakes his head as if I’ve struck him. Then
I see that he’s smiling.

“You wrote that you were into
sexual encounters. This is what we’re doing, right? Mare who works
in the countryside, a woman looking to enjoy some BDSM fun? Does
that not sound like you?”

It does, but it doesn’t sound like the right
me. I had just gotten through with a guy who wanted to make me his
horse, his mare. I had just told Terry, my best friend and obvious
partner (stupid, stupid me), that I was tired of being made an
animal by someone else’s hooves.

I look in Max’s eyes. Instead of the
excitement and grace he had just shown, I see fear and worry
creeping into his face. He had honestly tried to make this night
special, thinking that what I wanted was someone in charge of
me.

“Look, Max, this is nice, but it’s
not me.”

“Not you? I thought you made it
pretty clear.”

“Yes, maybe,” I say, “but there’s
no way you could have known what I really wanted without
asking.”

He takes this, physically trying to work
through what my thoughts might exactly be.

“I’m into BDSM, yes, and I do
submit on occasions, but pony play isn’t what I’m for. Really, it’s
the one thing that I’m tired of.” I close up the box. We won’t be
needing anything inside.

“So you specifically make it clear
on your page,” he says, “that you work on a ranch?”

“A farm, and that doesn’t have to
do with anything. What if I had said that I worked in an office?
Would you have thought I’d like fucking on some copy machine and
bought me for tonight?”

That, if anything, strikes him, and he pulls
back, shifting away towards the door just up against his massive
build. “I don’t just waste money on one-night flings.”

“Which is what you did tonight,
didn’t you?”

“You never told me anything more
than an interest. I prodded you, and you responded to
it.”

“But how far?” I’ve now taken the
box and set it on the limo’s floor. “None of this is me, Max. I’m
not some girl you can juice up and then ride into bed.”

“Then I guess we were mistaken,
then.” He snorts and taps his hooflets on the door.

Okay, no, back up. I feel the urge to punch
him rising, and everything in my gut is telling me that it’ll be
worth it. Who does he think he is? Was this whole entire night just
for him to once again play out his control and run some girl as he
wished? How many other mares have gone through this same exact
process? If so, I ask myself, how many of them probably went along
with it?

“Look,” I say, eyes glaring past
his fancy-ass mane-job. “You may have thought I was someone else,
but I’m not that person. The faster you come to realize that, the
sooner we can finish this and end your apparent
pity-party.”

“Who said we were finishing
this?”

He knocks on the roof, almost as though
hanging there was a secret switch that I had no ability to know
about, and the limo swings right and lurches into a screeching
halt. My mane, dress, and entire body lean forward as I grab onto
the seat.

Guess what—it too is made of
leather.

“You’re sick.” I get the nerve to
build a wad and spit it on his face. “I hope you get made into some
glue down the line.”

“It’ll be expensive, but
possible,” he says.

He gathers up my stuff, box and toys included,
and he tosses me out of the car like some simple prostitute. The
cold night air hits me—no, punches me—and I’ve realized that I left
my jacket inside.

With no chance to get it, I see the limo pull
back into the street and drive away, headlights glowing several
stoplights down. My nerves are a mess, tail lashing behind me and a
whinny hiding under my breath.

So here I am, standing now on the end of some
ghetto avenue. It’s dark, late, and I reek of some alcohol I would
have never bought in my life. I hope his family’s entire winery
goes under, but that’s just me.

I’m thinking of whom I can call in the city
that’ll give me a quick lift before a police car pulls over, and
the officer in the passenger seat appears to be getting out.
Tossing trash, maybe, much like I had been. I gather my courage,
cross the street, and ask him if I can get a ride. After me having
jaywalked a busy city intersection? I don’t think he’ll
mind.

In the back, the air is not much different
from Max’s flawless limousine. Graffiti stains the seat in front of
me, and I smell something mixed under the scent of fox or
rodent.

“Do you have anyone you can call?”
the officer asks. He’s a calico, eyes as green as a sour apple’s
skin.

To reuse a cliché, it hits me.

I do.

“Take me to the station,” I say.
“Someone can pick me up from there, if it’s not too far from the
bridge out.”

He nods and nudges his partner, a wolf who I
can tell has seen better evenings. They swing ‘round, flashing
their lights, and we’re off towards the station as I bring up
Terry’s number on my phone.

I hit call, and she picks up.

That’s when I begin to cry.

 


* * *

 


I see her pull up, and she’s wearing a large
coat that reads we’re not from the city. Her fur is matted in what
I could only tell as a quick wash of shampoo, but the look on her
face is enough to tell me that I’ve called the right
person.

Her blue eyes catch my attention and
immediately let me know that everything will be okay. She climbs up
the station stairs with a hop that’s cute, and when she gets in the
building, I’m smiling. The box of syn-leather toys next to me
doesn’t even matter anymore.

“Officer,” she says. “I’m here for
this prostitute.”

A badger behind the counter laughs and waves a
paw. I’m good to go, if I was ever held of anything.

“What’re you doing? I thought I
told you no more creeps.” Terry’s voice drags me up from the
gum-stained seat I’m on. “How much alcohol have you
had?”

“Wine, Mom. Maybe drugged, but I
think I’m okay.” I roll my eyes and grab my stuff. Yes, including
that box.

“What’s this? Did he procure a
child somehow and claim you to be his wife?”

“No, but I think I’d like that
more over than what’s inside.”

A laugh is all she gives me, and God, does it
feel great.

We’re in the truck heading home, country music
blasting on her radio while I lie back in my seat. It’s heated,
cooked to perfection and not smelling of some skinned bovine
ancestor that college courses always said deserved more.

“So was he good?” Terry asks. “I
mean, asides the pony stuff, did he woo you in any way?”

“Define woo,” I reply.

She takes all her strength to mimic a large
cat growl. I nearly puke at the half-assed attempt.

“He woo’d me, all right. I think
his butler had more of a connection with him than I did,
though.”

“Oh? Was someone else on your
mind?”

I take her paw, the one that’s riding on her
stick shift and pumping this beast at every raise or drop in speed.
“Yeah,” I say. “She was.”

And that’s all I ever needed to
say.







A Moment of
Darkness
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There is a tug on my tail as the last bit of
leather securing me is tightened into place. All of the locks are
now in place. I feel a tingle of excitement run through my body,
knowing what will happen now.

“Are you ready?” my boyfriend asks
me, kneeling naked in the bed before me. Ezra is smiling, his bushy
coyote tall wagging behind him. His expressive ears are perked
forward, waiting for my response. I know he wants to put on a good
show for me.

I nod softly. “Yes, sir.”

“Is the big wolf scared what the
lanky coyote will do to him?” His voice is musical, and it’s a
rhetorical question. I wouldn’t be going through with this if I
didn’t trust him.

I pull at my wrists, feeling the resistance.
They are held together in soft leather handcuffs. A cord runs from
them across the bed down to where the rope is tied to the frame.
The feeling of being secured is familiar. For a moment, I’m
reminded of the tape and gauze used to secure an IV drip to my arm,
but the positioning is different. I shake my head to push that
association away.

“Ammar, are you sure you are
ready?” he asks me again, this time in his normal tone. He must
have noticed the expression on my face. “I’m doing this for
you.”

I breathe in, feeling the leather of the
harness I wear stretch against my fur. Today is the first day I’ve
been strong enough for this in a while. He wanted me to rest today,
but I haven’t felt this good in weeks. I don’t know when I’ll feel
this good again. “I know. I’m ready, Ezra.”

“Okay,” he says, pulling out a
piece of black cloth. “Close your eyes.”

Obediently, I do. I can feel the cloth being
wrapped around my head and the brush of Ezra’s paws as they touch
my ears. Then there is the jerking motion as Ezra ties the
blindfold behind my head.

“Is that good?” he asks. “I made
sure the fabric is thick enough.”

I open my eyes. I can only see shadows now.
“Yeah,” I whisper.

“Okay.” I can feel as he moves
around on the bed. The rope connecting the cuffs on my fore paws to
the spreader bar connected to the cuffs on my back paws shifts. My
nose tickles with a familiar scent, and I feel a brush of fur
against my muzzle, and then there is the scent of his maleness.
There is more movement, though, and the ropes and my elbows dip as
the bed shifts.

“Does the wolfie know what he
wants?” comes Ezra’s voice teasingly to my ears.

I whimper, putting need into my
voice.

“Now I can’t have you whimpering
like that.” he says. He shifts on the bed, the mattress creaking,
and I come face to face with his cock when he baps me with it and
rubs the tip against my lips.

I dart my tongue out, getting the taste into
my muzzle before I take him into my mouth. The smell is intense and
floods my diminished senses. Through the blindfold, I can’t see
what he’s doing, but I hear the distinct clink of metal.

He pulls himself away from me, taking the
treat from my wet muzzle. “Oh no. You’ve been bad. You don’t
deserve that. You know what that means?” The question hangs
there.

I lower my ears. “Yes, sir.” I can already
smell the rubber of the gag. Scent is also why I know I will have a
chance. My natural scent had begun to change. and Ezra picked up on
that. My natural musk had started to take on a sour musk. It’s what
prompted me to make the first doctor’s appointment.

“Open wide, and I promise not to
leave you like this.”

I inhale sharply. That is against the rules of
the session. Ezra said he wasn’t sure he wanted to do this, but I’d
insisted. I wanted to let him know I trusted him unlike anyone I’ve
ever been with before, that our bond is stronger than any I’ve had
before. My feet are bound, my hands are bound, and the rope running
across the bed means I can’t move either of those more than a few
inches. I am completely at his mercy. That’s why he can’t leave me
like this.

“Is that talk too dirty? Your ears
just went all the way back,” he asks me.

“I… no. But we talked about
that.”

I feel his hand scratching between my ears,
trying to reassure me. “Relax. I promise I won’t do anything to you
you didn’t ask for. Do you want to proceed now? Once I put the gag
on, anything I ask you will be a yes or no question.”

“Go ahead,” I say.

“Okay,” the coyote says. “Open
up.”

I open my muzzle wide, and I feel the taste of
rubber as the ball gag is slipped into my muzzle. I can feel Ezra’s
paws at the back of my head as he fastens the gag and then checks
to make sure it’s secure. He shifts, the ropes stretching. It feels
like he’s reaching for something, because a few seconds later, I
feel him move again. Something is pressed into my left
hand.

“That’s the clicker. At any point,
if you need me to stop, use it. Click once to get me to continue
what I’m doing or to say yes. Click it twice to say no or to stop
because it’s uncomfortable. Three or more times, and I’m ending the
scene entirely. Now, do you understand?”

This is how I know we can do this safely. It’s
what we decided to use as a replacement for a safe word since I
can’t talk around the gag in my muzzle. I already know he’s going
to make me whimper for him to stop, but I instructed him to keep
going until I use the clicker. I need to do this. I have to be
strong for Ezra, but I can’t be all the time. In this brief respite
between the cycles of treatment I am going to have to go through, I
need to let my guard down.

I squeeze the clicker once to let him know I
have it.

“Then you are my piece of tail
now, Ammar. You’re mine until I see fit to release you from your
bindings, you filthy wolf!” He laughs, keeping the lilt in his
voice. “Or you stop it.” This, he delivers in his normal tone.
“Now, where was I?”

The scent of male coyote, rubber, and leather
is strong in my nose. I feel Ezra’s hand on my head, guiding me.
Then I feel the heat as he rubs his cock on top of my muzzle and
I’m forced to sniff at his balls. Instinctually, I want to dart my
tongue out at them, to take them into my muzzle, but I can’t. The
gag keeps my mouth frozen open.

“Is this what you want?” he asks,
rubbing his cock along my muzzle. I’m not sure exactly how hard he
is, but he already feels aroused. His scent has taken on that
predatory, sexy musk I’m used to experiencing when we have sex. My
own erection bobs under me, the anticipation of the moment as we
worked to set up the scene has left me aching for a while. I’m
waiting for him to sate the lust inside of me.

I whimper, but Ezra’s hand pushes me against
his stiff member. “Don’t act like you don’t want this.”

Oh god, do I want this. The scent alone is
driving me crazy. I pull at the bindings holding me. My tail is
held in place by a cuff that connects with the collar I’m wearing,
so it curls. It’s not easy to get a wolf’s tail to curl, but mine
is curled right now, just like a husky’s. We both know what I want;
he’s just delaying the inevitable.

But that’s life isn’t it? The inevitable is
always around the corner. I think to myself. I push that
thought out of my mind. I don’t want to think about that right now.
I know where that leads: back to the doctors and the IV. I don’t
have to go back there for another week. I don’t have to be strong
again until then. For the moment, I can be weak, and Ezra is all
that matters.

He pushes my head down so he can rub the
bottom of his cock against my wet nose. I feel him shiver at the
touch and my breath before he pulls off and the bed creaks loudly.
The ropes holding me pull taut and relax, and then there is
nothing. No sensation, and no sound but my own muffled breathing
and the sound of the blood in my ears.

My ears naturally flick back and forth, trying
to locate where the coyote went. I think he’s standing in front of
the bed, but the rush of blood in my head and in my cock is making
it hard for me to focus.

I try to move, and while I can shift around a
little, the metal locks on my cuffs jingle and pull. If I click the
clicker once to tell him to continue, will that bring him back? If
I click it once, will he continue doing whatever he is doing
now?

I whine in frustration, my ears back. I don’t
want him to stop. A softly chuckle comes from in front of me. “You
don’t want to wait, do you?” he asks.

I click the clicker twice.

“Okay, okay, but I’m admiring the
view. That tail looks amazing.”

I whine again, ears still back, and I can hear
the click of his claws on the floor. Suddenly, there is a slap on
my ass, and I yelp, but it comes out muffled around the gag. I
nearly choke on the ball in my mouth.

He chuckles. I feel my weight shift as the bed
creaks, and then a paw traces down my stomach toward my groin,
stopping to flick at the tip of my cock. The brush of his fur
against my legs and the feeling of my knees sinking down into the
mattress tells me he has gotten on the bed behind me.

“Someone is excited, I see.” he
whispers as he flicks my cock again, letting it bob in the
air.

Damn you, Ezra. Why must you tease me?
I know the answer is because I want him to tease me, to take his
time. I’m the one who devised the rope setup. I’m the one who
ordered the leather cuffs and had them sized to my wrists. I’m the
one who told him what to do, and I’m the one whose cock is
throbbing in the air as the coyote bats at it playfully. I know
when he finally gives me my release, it will be sweeter than any
dessert I could ever put into my muzzle.

I growl a little as he bats at my stiffness
again. The muffled noise barely registers as a growl in my own
ears.

“The overgrown puppy doesn’t like
that?” I feel a paw slide up toward my hip. It’s a question, and I
think for a moment before I click the clicker twice.

He huffs, and for a moment, there’s nothing,
just his hand resting on my hip.

“Too bad,” he says, reaching down
to flick my cock again.

I growl as loud as I can with a ball gag in my
throat. It would be menacing if it didn’t have the ball in my
mouth. Instead, it sounds a bit like someone is being
strangled.

“Okay, okay. I get it,” says the
coyote, exasperated at me. “You said you wanted to be
teased.”

I did. I told him he could tease me, but that
doesn’t mean I like it. I pull at the cuffs, but they hold my
place. I had him put a spreader bar between my ankles so I wouldn’t
fall over, so I don’t have much range of motion back there.
Suddenly, I freeze when I feel it.

His hand is still resting on my hip, but now a
finger is tracing the opening of my anus gently, poking at
me.

“This is what you want, Ammar,
isn’t it?” he sinks a digit into me, exploring. It sends a shiver
up my spine as he probes me. “Something hard buried deep inside
you?”

I whine loudly, needy. Even with the gag in
place, the desire is obvious.

“That’s not a yes,” he laughs, his
voice musical sounding.

Bastard coyote! My form of canine is
almost the same as his. Us wolves use the same expressions as
coyotes. He can read the tension in my restrained body like an open
book. I click the clicker once.

He laughs, and sinks a second finger into my
quivering rear. “I thought so.”

I just stay where I am, knees and elbows bent
on the slick vinyl sheets we put on our king-sized bed. The sheets
are something Ezra came up with. There is nothing I can do except
wait to see what he does.

His paw that isn’t probing me slips down to
grasp my shaft as he shifts his weight and presses his cock up
against the side of the rump. The heat and slight slickness of my
drool still on it drags through my fur. The coyote’s tail is
probably wagging, but I can’t tell. My blood is pounding in my ears
now. It sounds like a freight train in my head.

Slowly, he pulls out and the paw on my cock
leaves. I feel him shift, and he fumbles with something. There’s a
distinct pop, and then I squirm as cool lube is poured directly on
my ass, letting it run down the cleft. His paw returns to probe at
my insides, slickening them up.

My ears are back, and my whines come freely,
headily. I need this. I really need this. I can’t see what he’s
doing to me, but I can feel it. I’m having to get used to not being
able to see things that are important in my life. This is just
practice for what I’m going through.

When Ezra pulls his fingers out, I can hear
the sound of him slickening up his shaft, before the bed creaks and
something hard slides up the cleft of my butt to rest between my
ass cheeks.

He doesn’t say anything, and the way I whine
leaves no doubt what I want. He takes a minute to rub himself up
and down before he pulls back and lines up and starts to press
himself in, mounting me. I feel my body tense, and then it relaxes.
This is it. He’s done teasing me, I think. We’re at the meat and
potatoes of tonight’s play session now. All the gear, all the trust
I put in him, this is it. We’re really doing this. I open my hands
to brace myself by pushing my shoulders up as much as I can,
letting the tension flow out of me as the fucking I’ve long for
begins. I drop the clicker onto the bed.

I freeze, and as I feel the last inch of
Ezra’s cock sink into me it hits me, then; I’ve lost control of the
scene. As far as the coyote knows, if he thrusts too rough or gets
creative in a way that hurts, I’ll signal for him to stop, but I
just lost that ability. A deep panic sets into me, then, the coyote
slowly teasing my ass with his cock, oblivious to my panic. I need
the clicker so he can’t hurt me. I need that, that little bit of
control.

A paw slaps my rump as he grips at my tail
base, starting to thrust. “You like this?” he asks me.

I whine, panicking-ly trying to find the
clicker, patting the sheets with my paws. Where is it?

Ezra misreads my motions. Maybe his eyes are
closed, savoring the moment, but he wuffs happily. “You are so
tight, hun. You haven’t been this excited in a long time. I’m glad
to see you’re into it.”

Crap, I’m already clenching down on him, and
that’s starting to hurt. If I could just look with my eyes, I could
find the clicker, but I’m still blindfolded. Damn it! I set
up the rules for this. I said we should use the gag. I suggested
the blindfold. And now, now I’m slapping the mattress looking for
the signal device I bought.

I push myself up on the pads of my paws, and I
feel something by my right hand. I seize it and grasp the clicker,
as Ezra thrusts himself into me. I squeeze it so tight, it clicks
once.

Ezra freezes. “Is everything alright? Did I
push you too hard?” he asks. The hand at my tail base slips down to
my hips. He’s about to pull out; I can tell. Frantically, I click
it again. I don’t want him to stop.

“You sure?” he asks, his voice no
longer containing any playfulness in it.

I managed to get out a ‘mmph’ around the gag
and click again. Ezra pulls back, but then buries it into me deep.
I squeeze my eyes shut even though the blindfold is covering
them.

He begins to slam himself into me roughly, all
measures of decorum lost now. He pushes me forward on the bed with
his thrusts, but I can’t move, and all I can do is push back as I
strain against my bonds. He buries himself repeatedly to the hilt
inside of me, each thrust accompanied with a loud coyote
grunt.

The feeling of being filled by Ezra is
amazing. I can feel his knot popping in and out of me as it swells.
My tongue wants to roll out of my muzzle in a blissful pant, but I
can’t because of the gag. My tail wants to wag, but it’s still
stuck in that forced curl. All I can do is fight against my
bindings. They keep me snug, but that’s the point: it’s not moving
I want to do, I want to feel the tension due to the fact I can’t
move. I want to test my strength against the tight leather and feel
it holding me back.

The creaking of the bed is loud in my ears, so
it catches me by surprise when Ezra pushes himself forward and lets
himself fall forward, settling his weight directly on top of me. In
the process, he pins my already abused tail against my back. I want
to touch myself so badly now, driving myself to my finish, but all
I can do it wait until Ezra does the work for me. My cock throbs,
wanting its release.

“Who’s my wolf?” he whispers into
my left ear, nibbling at it. I whine in response, my submission to
him complete. In this moment, I’m just his. I’ve forgotten about
everything else, even the cancer inside of me that is slowly
killing me. It’s blissful as I squirm and moan at the touch. A free
hand finds one of my nipples, gently tracing a claw over it before
he wraps a paw around my aching member.

“Have you been naughty enough for
me to let you have your release, or should I leave you cuffed liked
this?”

I thrust myself into his paw as best as I can
with my limited mobility as he grinds his knot against my
ass.

“I’m not hearing the clicker,
love.”

Damn you, Ezra! I click it
once.

“That’s a good wolf,” he coos into
my ear, nibbling at the tip. I feel him pop the knot in before he
pulls it out again. The paw gently traces my shaft as he repeats
the motion. His touch is light, his thrusts hard, and it drives me
crazy. I screw my eyes shut, panting hard around the gag, trying to
suck down more oxygen. He keeps doing this motion of popping the
knot in and out of my abused body, pushing me up toward the edge
until it’s too much.

I don’t feel the first steps of my own climax;
the feelings are just too intense. I’m just aware of Ezra gripping
me tightly. I paint the slick vinyl sheets with my seed, my body
shivering, Ezra’s knot grinding up in me. The tension against my
bounds drives me crazy. It’s been too long since we’ve had a
session this intense. Even spent with his weight on top of me, I
can’t let myself down. I have to hold this position with my
exhausted body.

I’m clenching too hard, and his knot is too
swollen for me to release him, so he nips at the scruff of my neck
as he proceeds to work the shaft stuck within me now. I feel the
grunting coyote tense and then the telltale yip he makes when he
cums.

Between panting around the scruff of my neck,
I can hear his voice. “Oh god yes, Ammar… I should fuck you like
this all the time.” I wouldn’t mind that, so I click the clicker
again, and he attempts to laugh with a muzzle full of wolf fur.
“We’ll have to see if there is time to do something so involved
next time.” He licks affectionately at my neck. I’m not due for
another chemotherapy session until next week, so hopefully I can
feel his warmth and love like this again soon.

I wag my pined tail as best as I can. We’re
tied now. My breathing is still ragged; the gag isn’t making it
easy for me to catch my breath. I can feel his body pulsing like a
storm in my ears. In this moment, there is just him, and with his
body wrapped around me, I feel safe. My submission to him may be
complete, but his protection and love of me is even more powerful.
I don’t have to be strong right now, and that’s a relief. He can be
strong for the both of us in this moment.

I feel a hand at the back of my head, and the
click and tug of metal and leather as the buckle for the gag is
undone. Once I feel the straps loosen, I shake and let it fall out
of my mouth, where the wet slippery rubber bounces against my paws.
I work my jaw to get some feeling back into it. The blindfold is
pulled back, and I’m forced to blink at the sudden influx of
light.

“How are you feeling?” Ezra asks
me.

“Filled,” I say, wiggling my tied
rump. My voice is sandpapery from using the ball gag.

“Beyond that, this is the most
restrained you’ve ever been during sex. You didn’t have any nausea,
did you?”

“No, the medication is keeping
that under control. I’m sore, but satisfied.” I close my eyes. “I
know you’re there for me, protecting me.” And it’s not just that;
there’s something else. “I know I can trust you.”

The coyote chuckles. “Silly wolf, you’ve
always been able to trust me. Five years, and you’re just starting
to think that way?”

I pull at my restraints, still fully in place.
“It’s not just that. It’s a deeper type of trust.” I still have him
locked inside of me, but he’s already softened. He could pull out
already, I’m sure. He’s holding the connection for me. “I don’t
need to worry. I know when I need you to, you’ll be there for me. I
can let down my barriers with you, and I can let you in, in a way I
can’t do with other people. I can also let myself be weak in these
moments.”

“This sounds like that pack stuff
you wolves love so much.”

I shift my weight, fighting him and my bonds.
“Isn’t exposing yourself, your throat, and your body to someone you
love like this, and knowing they’re there for you, isn’t that
beyond simple pack bonds? Isn’t it a trust exercise in our
commitment to each other?”

The coyote whispers into my ear as he breathes
on it and nips at the tip very gently. “Oh it is, but I need you to
be strong for me.”

I’m doing the best I can for him. We’re lucky
we caught the pancreatic cancer so early, thanks to Ezra’s nose. I
never would have noticed the change in my scent myself. Even
better, the cancer is only in Stage I, and for this type, the
doctors tell me the five year survival rate is over eighty
percent.

“I am doing everything I can,” I
whisper. “Like I have to trust you’ll let me off the bed, you have
to trust me. I’m fighting.”

The coyote laughs and nips lovingly at the
back of my neck, pressing his weight down on top of me. “I know,
Ammar. I try not to think of what might happen. It doesn’t make
things better.”

No, it doesn’t. I’ve already run over the
scenarios in my mind. I’m not there in all of them.

“Ezra, I wanted to ask you
something?”

“Yes, my love?”

“Do you want to get married, Ezra?
We’ve been dating long enough. I realize we may not have much time
left together, but it feels like the right thing.”

He doesn’t say anything, He’s silent for a
minute before he slips out of me. There’s a pop, and I can feel the
release of his pent up fluids from inside of me. “I’m not sure now
is the right time to propose.” The bed creaks as he moves around on
it, taking his weight off of me.

“Sorry, I just feel vulnerable.”
I’ve felt vulnerable for a while now. There are varying levels of
vulnerability that I’m learning to deal with.

He moves forward on the bed so he can look at
me. A hand strokes my back, and I turn to see him looking at me.
“We said we were going to wait.”

I sigh. “Yeah, well things have
changed.”

“I’m willing to do it, but are you
sure now is a good time? I mean, you’re still tied up and all
messy.”

Even though he is a loving mate, he’s still a
coyote. “Not now! You know what I mean.”

He smirks. “I figured you wanted to wait until
you felt better.”

He knows as well as I do that it’s not
guaranteed I’ll beat this into remission. Even then, it could come
back later.

“I don’t want to be alone.” Isn’t
that the point of what we just did? I need to feel I belong in his
life, that with the diagnosis and treatment that he’s there, and I
still belong to him.

“Ammar, a ring isn’t going to make
me hold you any tighter. These straps aren’t going to make me love
you more. I’m already giving you my all.” His ears are back, his
yellow eyes piercing.

There is the strength I need when I can’t
summon more of my own to keep fighting. Knowing I can keep being
with such a loving mate is the resolve I need to make it to all
those appointments during the chemotherapy cycle. I want to cry
with how beautiful he makes me feel. He doesn’t see the disease
living inside of me when he looks at me.

“I want to because I know no one
else will ever be there for me like you.” I really want to wrap
myself around him right now, but I can’t. I’m still cuffed to the
bed. “And can you help me out of all this gear? It makes it hard
for me to give you the hug you deserve for sticking with me through
this.”

He chuckles and reaches for the key on the
night stand. “How about after the next treatment cycle, we go to
the justice of the peace and make it official instead of breaking
out all the gear?”

My heart soars. I’m going to be part of the
eighty percent. I’m going to beat this. With Ezra’s loving embrace,
I am strong enough to get through this. “How about both?” I suggest
as he starts to unlock my wrists.

He shakes his head. “You, sir, have a one
track mind.”

“With a beautiful mate like you,
why shouldn’t I indulge when I can?”

The coyote blushes, and I feel warmth
spreading through my body. Fuck cancer. I’m not going to let it
take this away from me.
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The song of tiny teeth driven back and forth
skips a thread inside me. I close my eyes for just a moment. My
lupine nose already smells it, the downy clean traces rising up as
the clippers sink with a muffled hum into the cloud and then bite.
It’s said that wool has no smell. I know better. Its faint traces
bear the dusky oils of its willing divester and are like grease on
the hinges of heaven’s gates. I love that smell more than
anything.

I open my eyes again, and the ewe’s dark
gentle eyes are aimless, focused on a distant point only she can
see. The clippers finish their glide forward, the dark paw of the
fox drawing them back for another lane. A milky fold of wool rolls
forward and covers her eyes for a moment like rolling cloud before
sliding away, her pose supine and relaxed. Her bare-shorn dark skin
sees the sunny spring sky, beaten by the same rays that make me and
six other’s pant in the noon heat. She lays on her back as the
fox’s paws deftly strip her. The shorn breasts rise and fall as the
clipper’s path slows at her recesses, legs parting just slightly to
allow the fox access to her nethers. She is calm, but the skip in
the clipper’s hungry rhythm makes me conscious of the tightness
under my overalls. All eyes are on her. None can see me smooth
things down. The shame of it isn’t unwelcome.

At the coaxing of two fingers at her flank,
she calmly turns over, whispering a word to the fox that instructs
or accommodates, I can’t be sure. Pinkish white buttocks and
shoulders roll, and I have to adjust my pockets as her own black
fingered hands come to rest under her chin as the last of the wool
is drawn away. The collected soft down is golden at the tips,
bleached and feathered by the same elements that colors the
outermost of my own fur. I find myself no less fascinated by it
than the creature nestled within, lithe in her total nudity as the
final swipe of the shears frees her from her shell. The fox stands
back as she puts palms and feet to the planks beneath her dais and
rises, lithe and tight and shining like a new creature, nose,
nipples and digits a startling black against the alabaster frame.
She steps away as a dark woolen male, fat with his spring bounty
waits for a cat to sweep away her offering before he lays down in
her place. The fox’s shears sing again, but my gaze is torn to the
ewe. The nub of her tail glints as she walks with calm
self-possession to the dais’ edge where she dons a maroon coat
likely made from her own wool and some cheap jeans from the city
that leave her hocks bare and accepts her payment. Her work done,
she steps down; the crowds part, and a few eyes follow her, equally
lusty and prurient. She holds her muzzle high, smiling to herself,
coat tight around her flanks as she marches away.

On the stage, the sheep mutters a curse at a
nick the fox makes and the vulpine hastily apologizes. My eyes are
back on him, riveted. Something about what’s happening here makes
all the dejection and disappointment that has transpired today make
sense, though I don’t know why yet. The papers in my pocket to
their effect weigh a tonne.

 


***

 


Night falls on the village. Nearby train
tracks rumble, and steel rivets click as freight migrates east.
There’s a storm far off, fuzzing the ballgame on T.V. that only one
glassy-eyed marten is watching, smoke curling around his hat-brim.
All else is just the fuzz of conversation, like fog low to the
ground.

“One more bird-shit weld on that
boiler and it won’t pass code,” Thad mutters over his lager. His
bushy tail is limp behind him. “That happens we could all be out of
work.”

I want to say “one down” but say nothing,
feeling like the earth is going to open up and swallow me. I don’t
know how to tell them that it’s already started. Mikel, to Thad’s
right, shrugs, tail wagging slowly. He has that sardonic grin that
huskies seem to have patented. “I’d just get a job in the city.
Getting tired of this town.”

Thad gazes from his brother back to me, the
only wolf at the table. “You two might want to roam off someplace
where you’re invisible and anonymous, but that smells like defeat
to me. I’d sooner have the company just downsize the deadweight
gangers making these screw-ups and keep on.”

“I was kidding,” Mikel pats Thad’s
shoulder. “I just want you to relax a little, is all. The fish
trawlers they’re keeling south of here need to be finished and
launched in the next year if they’re going to be of use. There’s
gonna be a lot of rushed work into those boats, not just
ours.”

“And you’re okay with something
shoddy that’s going to bear the company stamp for the next twenty
years?” Thad growls, looking over his broad nose to see if I’m as
annoyed as he is.

With the fish clearing out, they won’t need
boats any more. Fisherman will likely be obsolete along with the
welders that float the homes under their feet, the beginning of the
end. As for myself, I could hunt again, but there wouldn’t be
enough to make a living on.

I reach into my pocket for money for the next
beer, and am rifling through the useless papers crumpled in my
wool-lined pockets when the door opens and she enters alone. The
ewe’s coat clutches her tightly, her expression detached from the
drunkards and reprobates that collect here. She goes to the bar
where Alessi’s long lapin ears brush the hanging brandy snifters
when she turns around. Alessi’s owned this bar for as long as it’s
been open, but I don’t remember seeing the ewe here before, or any
of the sheep for that matter. The rabbit and ewe trade
friendly-seeming words in hushed tones, and I realize they know
each other well.

Why not, I mull sulkily, the ewe at least has
something everybody needs and always will. Lot of cold cats and
dogs wash up on this port.

I hear Mikel snicker and know he’s followed my
eye-line before I turn back around. “No wonder you’re quiet. Caught
your eye too, huh?”

“Oooh, that Ariadne?” Thad lifts
an eyebrow and smiles. “Heard she and four others gave donation
today; half the village turned up to see her tits get
shaved.”

Red flushes my ears in embarrassment that’s
almost heady. Not because Thad’s comment is just loud enough that
she may actually hear, as sheep have been used to baring it all for
the village’s needs since before they were free people. The
proceedings certainly were attractive to see, and I had no
qualms about being honest with myself and my fellow acetylene dogs
that I could see the wool tumbling away from that beautiful
alabaster skin anytime and always feel my loins stir to life.
Everybody standing there, observing her ritual, felt much the
same.

What makes me really blush is something hard
to put down, hard to explain even to myself. To know what the sheep
does willingly and bear so many pairs of predatorily eyes, so many
licked teeth and sniffing black noses--I could put myself in her
skin if I close my eyes, feel those gazes on flesh laid bare. All
so others in the cold can stay warm another season off the docks
while the rest of us weld and till and bake and butcher. There’s
something about what she can do as an extension of her natural self
which has a purity I can’t quantify.

I’m not sure what it inspires me to do
exactly, but hell, I’m not thinking straight after a day like
today. It hasn’t occurred to me to ask her before I’m already
pushing my stool back to stand, beer in unsteady clawed
fingers.

“There he goes,” Thad chuckles at
my back. “Heading off to make a friend.”

If Mikel had something smart-ass to say, it’s
lost in the hubbub of floating conversations and the bar-slapping
curse of the marten whose batter just struck out.

I hover over her in a moment. Thin cheeks move
when she swallows, and her shallow black muzzle cants just a touch.
She’s quizzically checking me out from the corner of her eye. “You
were watching today,” she says flatly.

“Can I buy you a drink?” The
question feels strange coming out of me. I typically don’t approach
women in bars, especially outside my species. The watching huskies
are making my shirt-collar tight.

Black fingers delicately tap a whiskey’s
glass. “This one’s just fine.” There’s a guarded edge in her
voice.

Completely missed the drink. More
embarrassment, ears flush even harder. Who’s naked now? “Can I talk
to you?”

A grin crosses her lips, promising no games
will be played here. The coldness in her eyes is as distancing as
it is enveloping. I like that self-possession, says she knows what
she wants, which makes one of us. I realize with a slide of nerves
I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing.

“Sure,” she says
evenly.

I sit across from her, barely moving the chair
like I’m some kind of ghost. Her eyes pass over mine, roll when she
sees the oglers back at my table. “What do you want? I guessed
right about you watching the shearing today, didn’t I?”

So she hadn’t actually seen me. The
realization of that makes me feel somewhat diminished. “It’s
Ariadne, isn’t it?

“My name’s all you know about
me.”

“Why do you do it? Why do you get
sheared?”

She lifts a brow as though wondering if I’m
simple. “Fisherdogs, horses, whoever else, need warmer clothes out
on the waters in the winters. Clothes of any decent quality are
pretty expensive. You know this even though I’m sure you’re not a
seafarer.”

“Why do you do it…outside? In full
view of the town where we can see everything?”

She sighs and sips her whiskey. “If you’re
there, then you don’t feel compelled to complain, do
you?”

“Not at all. I just want to know,
based on the, uh, history of your people…why do you give wool out
in the open?”

She ignores the indelicate way I use the word
‘history.’ Hundreds of years of slavery for herbivore folk is never
a fun topic, especially when every dog has an asshole uncle one
drink away from suggesting it should never have ended. “Do you do
what you do indoors?”

“When it’s cold, I do, or when the
job is small enough. I’m trained to weld.”

“I also get sheared indoors when
it’s cold. There’s nothing to be ashamed about. I provide something
that’s useful to my community.”

I realize how I’m sounding. “I didn’t want to
say that you should be ashamed-“

“The question suggests I should
be.” The level detachment is giving way to…irritation? No,
amusement. “I give my wool for money of my own free will, and I
like getting a tan while I do it. It shows that its mine to give,
not yours to take, when I do it out there. I don’t care if you
watch, or if others watch or how much you enjoy it.”

“I’m sorry. I…” Thoughts muddle
like the dregs of my beer. “I just kind of…envy you.”

“Really.” It’s not a question, but
a sardonic, flat doubt. “Is that because you think I make all my
money lying down? I have a day-job just like you.”

I can’t hide my wince when she says that. “I’m
envious and, well, jealous because I don’t provide something as
essential as you do. I weld boilers and parts for fishing trawlers
and…” I mutter around the next words and don’t say them.

“Jealous, huh.” She’s smirking
now. Her cherry red coat parts, at the neck and her black fingers
touch the shorn bare vee at her throat. “I suppose you want to make
sure I feel needed, is that it? Special?”

“Uh…”

“You’re cute, but I’m not looking
to date outside my species. Don’t take it personally.”

“I’m not really looking for a
date, honestly. I just…wanted to understand.”

“And now you do. Thanks for saying
hello, welder wolf. Next show’s in four months.”

I can’t end the conversation this way. I have
more to ask her, but I know how it will sound here.

“I need to
understand…better.”

Her gaze turns from sympathy to pity as she
sets the glass down with barely a sound. “Goodnight, stud.” It’s
all but a whisper.

And I’m up again and away, feeling numb. Thad
and Mikel trade glances, but something in my expression keeps them
from needling me. Another beer arrives that I shouldn’t drink. They
talk about the weekend and a late start on Monday morning, and my
hands are in my pockets, rifling through the papers there. I won’t
be there with them on Monday.

The night passes, and we part ways without me
ever figuring out a way to let them know I’ve been
fired.

 


***

 


I wake without a hangover but don’t feel
better. The sun over the dock-side roofs is a sickly margarine
white, painting the walls of my bachelor hovel like a vandal. My
senses drift back to the smells of Allesi’s bar, to the seat across
from Ariadne and the fingers at that warm whitened vee of skin
above the cherry-dyed wool. My fingers go to my own shaggy throat
and search for something there. The memory of her dark eyes pierces
me again, shaming me out of my own imagination before I get any
further.

I can almost remember drinking enough to hear
the hum of clippers coming from inside my own head, long after I
went home alone. I can’t remember if I jerked off or
not.

I shouldn’t be yearning after what I can’t
have. Sentimentality is the failure of feeling, my father said
before he died, and ran his pack hard because he believed it. We
were all scattered to the winds in his funeral’s wake. Mother is
back east, and I phone her twice a year. My brother is an
investment broker and good at it. If money is the scale that tips
us higher, he would be the favored cub, the legacy-builder, I the
failure.

I take the crumpled severance papers from my
tossed coat’s pocket and straighten them. The bar bill is on top. I
notice that either my third beer onward was comped, otherwise my
dock-mates paid for me. Hope I was amusing as things wound
down.

I shear last night away from myself and leave
it on the floor for a draft to collect. There are many things in my
life I feel ready to let go of right now, I can’t even list them.
As I stand up and shuffle to the small mirror, I gaze at the shaggy
mess of my ungainly, naked self, smelling my own rank stink kept in
by these walls. I can clearly smell beer on me somewhere, soaked
right in. I marvel for a while at how filthy I feel before I
finally drag myself into the shower and let the water get to my
bones.

There’s no siren hum of clippers in the square
that morning. The wood dais is bare, every leaving swept away.
People of all species are moving through weekend routines, burned
bacon fat and buttery spice of fried potatoes wafting out of
Kiprio’s Saturday morning breakfast place. My brain and stomach
rumble in their own ways for coffee and cooked ham, but I have just
one more cheque coming. Powered by jerky and lukewarm tea from
home, I trek down to the docks, avoiding the shuttered gate of the
factory that still bears the scorched miasma of diesel, acetylene
and solder. I can’t bear to look at the place that will suck in an
ever shrinking number of souls come Monday to gather another layer
of panted sweat under shuffling paws.

Past the factory, I come to the dry-dock where
bleached hulls gleam dully on blocks and scaffolds. I can tell by
their condition which behemoths will soon kiss the waves again and
which will be hauled inland for scrap. More the latter,
sadly.

Waterfront weekenders trudge past the ship
launches and warehouses, the palate of the whole place muted steel
and darkened wood. Allesi’s bar is here, along with a couple
general stores. The grocer’s vegetable stand is being picked at by
herbivores of many stripes.

A familiar ewe moves among them. The thin blue
straps of the halter stand out against her white-fuzzed skin, and I
see the shop-keeper she’s talking with, also a sheep, but male and
unshorn. They look like two different species with the wool on one
of them, and the grocer nods as Ariadne speaks in low hushed tones
to him. At first, I want to go over and speak to her, but my common
sense has squeezed out the damning liquid courage, and I turn away
instead, looking at the store-front contents of one of the pawn
shops within a block of the gambling dens. An ancient typewriter
begs someone to give it a voice next to a forlorn record-player,
and the glass faces of orphaned watches look skyward. I wonder if
they buy things for good prices here. Worth checking
back.

I turn. Ariadne’s gone. There is a small maze
of side-streets this close to the docks, and she’s clearly turned
down one of them to be on her way. The creepiest thing I can
possibly do is follow her, so I decide I’m looking to see what the
other pawn shops have and hang a right at the grocer’s stall. Dark
male sheep eyes blink at me as I pass, and I don’t meet
them.

The side-street is empty but for a marten
sweeping out her cremeria. Another left, and I see the backs of two
white-garbed sailors, by tails and ears a cougar and an otter,
chattering as they go. They’re laughing, seemingly a bit tipsy by
their volume even though it’s just barely after noon. I pass as
they turn down another narrow street, the waters just visible
between the break in buildings ahead of them, and I’m almost by
when I hear Ariadne’s voice.

She’s showcasing that same mix of calm and
resolve I heard last night when I sat across from her. I hear a
thick voice, the otter’s I assume, tell her she’s pretty and that
she’d give them some good advice on where to find some fun. He’s
giving the whole “last day of shore-leave” pitch while his taller
companion changes his stance, and I do what I do next without
thinking. It’s becoming a habit.

“Hey Ari!” I call out, getting a
baleful glance back from the two sailors and a slow blink from her.
Ariadne’s dark arms are folded, and her ears cock at the sight of
me. It lowers my crest to see no relief there.

“Who’re you?” With a maritime
accent, it sounds like the cougar asks “whore you?”

I stare them down. Wolves are proficient
starers. “I’m a friend of hers.”

They glance at Ariadne, who sighs. “No more
than you two are. I’m going someplace and want to be left alone.
The red light district is two blocks over and four up, where the
red lights are.”

“Aww, come on,” the otter tsks,
“We’d love it if you could just show us the way, luv.”

Testosterone is souring the air with my musk,
but I don’t care. “She made it clear twice she’s not
interested.”

Both of them are back to me again. “Do
something about it!” The cougar hisses, fangs yellow against his
dark lips.

“Nobody needs to do anything but
walk in the other direction,” Ariadne mutters, turning to leave.
The otter has an arm on her paw, and her ears go back in
surprise.

“Stay here while we deal with
this, luv. Then we’ll talk,” the otter’s tone suggests far more
than this, and her expression says she knows it. “We got off on the
wrong foot, is all.”

Her other hand is going back, but I don’t see
this, vision tunneling. I woke up in this mood, frankly. I take a
step forward to throw a punch, and the cougar blocks me with an
open palm, his other paw swinging low at my gut. It connects, but
weakly. I’m more mad than hurt. I spread my arms to get his off me
and throw one at his face, clipping his whiskered snout before
swiping claws at the otter, a foolish mistake.

Dock welders, lupine or otherwise, don’t get
into as many fights as the average sailor does. That’s my excuse
for later. The otter still has Ariadne’s arm when he grabs and
holds my other swiping wrist, and blows from the cougar start to
rain down on me, his fangs getting in a bite at my muzzle which
pulls a yelp out of me. I fall, grabbing my face where an incisor
cut my lip, and kicks find my belly again and again, curling me and
my tail around myself. I’m gathering to try to get up again when
the kicking stops and the cougar falls on me. Rolling over,
adrenaline tucking away the pain, I push the sailor off and sit on
my tail on the cobbles, gazing up at Ariadne, a rubber blackjack
loose in her wrist. Across the alley, moans are squirting along
with blood from the nose of the otter, still conscious and cursing
with only vowels.

“Get up.” She says, offering her
hand. It’s warm and damp, and I feel a tingle. “Come on, we can’t
be here.”

We both hurry back up the alley and turn back,
my lip still smarting as we retrace our steps and pass the grocer’s
again. She’s put the iron back inside her pant pocket. It
disappears into the long shin pocket. “You’ve got a weapon?” I try
to keep my voice down.

“I’ve lived by these docks for
years, sailors everywhere. Some take no for an answer. Some.” She
looks back when we’re clear and far enough that we won’t possibly
be followed. “You’re bleeding all over yourself, you idiot,” she
sighs. “Come on.”

Wordlessly, I follow her, down another street
I’ve taken once and another I’ve never seen before. It’s amazing
how many places you never, ever go, even in the smallest towns. I
see the noon-day sun glancing off her bare shoulders, and that
sight helps me keep my mind off the pain in my stomach, arms, and
face.

My shirt is torn where cougar’s claws dug, and
there’s a spot or two of blood in the lighter slats of plaid where
my muzzle has dripped down. Up a few steps, through a door Ariadne
unlocks and down a non-descript hallway to another one. The
building smells of herbivore and bovid sweat, but the apartment she
lets me into is antiseptic by comparison, for the first moments
anyway. I realize my blood and musk immediately starts permeating
this place. Powder blue paints the walls like a virgin sky, and I
see slats of brighter afternoon light wafting in. She has me sit on
a dragged-out wooden kitchenette chair, away from a couch she
doesn’t want blood on. She gives me a cloth to dab at
myself.

“I was trying to help.”

“I told you I didn’t need any.”
Ariadne goes into the kitchen. “I’m just lucky sailors would sooner
die than admit a female sheep kicked their ass. Too small a world
at sea to ever live that down.” She comes back with two glasses and
a bottle of whiskey, pouring two fingers in each before she passes
me one. “Calm down, you’re still shaking.”

That’s true. I wince when the slugged amber
burns a cut on my gums and am sure I’m taking some blood down the
hatch when I swallow.

She passes me the towel next and takes hers
back in a swallow. There’s no toast. I realize she’s fuming. “Don’t
try to tell me you weren’t following me. I saw you by the grocers.
Really, you think being cute for a wolf means I wasn’t being clear
last night?”

“I wasn’t…I just saw you and
wanted to say hi.”

“Fawning turns to scary really
fast, and you could’ve got a broken jaw. Probably from
me”

My ears burned that she could put me in the
same category as those sailors, though I realize if she thought I
was like them, I wouldn’t be dulling my pain with a whiskey in her
living room. “Like I said yesterday, last night I mean, I was just
curious about what you do.”

She finishes her drink and fixes me with a
critical stare that carries a cryptic smile beneath it. “I caught a
vibe off you. That whole wounded nobility thing, sticking up for
strangers in public, amusing even though it apparently makes you do
idiotic things.”

That hurts a bit. “I’m not a complete idiot.
Tell me you knew in advance that otter was going to grab you. I
didn’t know you could handle them, obviously, but I could smell it
on them half a block away.”

Ariadne stares into her glass. “Fair enough,
you’ve got the nose for that. That still doesn’t excuse you
following me. I told you I do the public shearing for me. I
don’t do it to give you a peep show.”

“What does it do for
you?”

“What does it do for you?”
she counters. “Honesty from you, honesty from me.”

“I’m envious because I can’t do
what you do, make something that people need and will always need
right from my own self. I lost my job on Friday and, well that’s
not important.”

“I’m sorry,” she says, and the
sympathy seems genuine. She lifts the bottle to pour some
commiseration but a lift a paw to decline. I want to change gears
fast so I go right to the heart of it, my eyes rising to meet hers.
“More than anything, more than seeing somebody become completely
naked, I’m excited by what I imagine being sheared feels like. More
than anything…that interests me.”

By the lift in her ears, she wasn’t expecting
that.

I take a breath, shallow; it catches in my
throat. To say it out loud feels somehow liberating. “I don’t know
exactly why, but I think just the idea of it offers a sort of
release-to give away that level of control, its, well it’s kind of
intoxicating. And having lost the illusion of security I thought my
job at the welding yard gave me, I kind of want it more than I ever
have.”

“I’m gonna need another drink for
this to make any sense,” Ariadne said, eyeing me
doubtfully.

“Let me try to explain.” I set my
empty glass down and put my hands between my knees. Fur ruffles up
against my blue-jeans as I stare down at them. “I have an aunt, no
less estranged than the rest of my family, but someone I admire
more than any of them, my late father included. She lost her
husband to pneumonia, then her farm to blight. Then she couldn’t
pay the mortgage. Most of us would simply have returned to the
family’s ancestral home when they lost their own stake, but not
Aunt Lescher. No way,” I sigh and chuckle. The small pains from the
docks have ebbed away. “Was it cowardice or bravery that had
convinced her to rip up the bank’s terse final letter, run the gas
on her stove, leave a candle for the Lord and go outside to a
distant hill just to see how long it would take? She’s said to have
stood there until the house she’d lived with her late husband for
over two decades was charred bones. Where she went after, that
nobody knows, but the crows in the distant ivory towers never got
their money. She embraced what was brought upon her and found a new
life somewhere else.”

Ariadne swallows, and I know she’s seeing me
in a different light. “What does that have to do with being shorn,
Demolean?”

When I say it, I’m clarifying for both of us.
At least I hope I am. The things we want deep down are never clear
as to cause, but I think this is. “Imagine if you could give all
that of yourself and get it all back again, grow your life back
around you like a new coat, spitting in the face of institutions
and industries that reduce you to a cog of flesh-gilded bone. How
free would you feel if you could renew yourself again and again?
That’s what it means to me, Ari. That’s why I feel something about
this that isn’t just a way to get a hard-on.”

She raises a brow at me. It’s so damn cute, I
almost forget she’s got that black jack. I wonder if she’ll relax
enough to forget, herself. Not too likely, I think.

My turn for answers. I need to understand.
“So, Ariadne, what are you thinking about when you’re up there,
getting shaved and all of us are watching? What are you feeling
when you surrender yourself to that fox’s control? I knew before
you said a word in the bar that you weren’t doing it for us. The
thought never crossed my mind, actually.”

“Surrender? Oh, wolfie, you’ve got
it wrong!” She leans back on her couch. “I’m not giving all of
myself up there. Quite the opposite. As Gorge goes to work, I lie
in the same place my ancestors were dragged and tied down summer
after summer for centuries and marvel at how I hold all of
you captive. I get to feel your eyes on my body and know
that they’re mine for as long as the clippers are working, showing
inch after inch. I’m gentle in Gorge’s nimble hands, his money
already counted out for me, and I’ll get up light and agile and
feel the warmth of the sun like a lover as I dance past all the
grubby dock-porters and mechanics who imagine themselves with their
arms around me when the day’s over. I can even tell which ones are
imagining how things used to be back when I would have given my
wool first and my haunches next to stay alive. But those days are
long gone, Demo.” There is a sense of triumph there, but it’s not
directed at me. She knows as she gazes at me that no part of this
wolf wants that. The days she’s thinking of passed during no part
of my lifetime. My father would only have had dim memories of it as
a cub, if at all. “Seems like getting sheared is a very different
thing for you than it would be for me. I never thought it could be
something that made somebody feel…empowered.”

Her eyes are dark as the jack at her hip when
she smiles. She wags the bottle. “Shame is only felt where you
agree to feel it.” She massages her opposite shoulder with a free
hand. “This will never represent that for me again.” She cocks her
head. “I’m enjoying this talk we’re having. One more before you
go?”

It almost sounds like an order, one I’m happy
to take now that the ice is broken. “Why not?”

She pours while I chose my next words
carefully. “I was wondering...if you could show me what it feels
like.”

She frowns. “Are you telling me you want to be
shorn?”

The sheepish look on my face isn’t a “no”.
Ironically, there’s nothing sheepish about the expression on her
face. “This is truly a first, I’ve got to say. I don’t think
Gorge’s would go for that. If he even suspected it was something
sexual…”

“I want you to do it.” I slug the
whiskey. “I’ll even let you tie me down.” With the hard buzz in my
head, honesty flows. The courage that fled me in Allesi’s bar has
found me now that there are no witnesses. The worst I’ll hear is a
no.

“I’ve only shorn another sheep
twice, and that was under supervision from a master. Wool is
coarse, not like your fur.” She sighs. “What’s in it for me,
anyway?”

“Control. Power over me, real power. You’ve drawn our attention,
but I know you want more than that. You want more than just drawn
eyes. I don’t know why, but I can feel it. You can even keep my
fur.”

“I don’t think my buyer would be
making too many shirts out of wolf hair,” Ariadne said
sourly.

“It could be pillow down, or used
for calligraphy brushes. It wouldn’t fetch as much, but it would
sell for novelty alone. Going into the summer, I won’t need
it.”

“You going to apply for a new job
with your fur all shaved off?”

I took a deep breath, refusing to think. “I
won’t need it.”

Ariadne thought for a long time, setting her
glass down. I set my empty down next to hers. “You’re cute, wolfie
and you helped me out, or tried to. But I really need to think
about this.”

“When should I-“

“Don’t look for me. Don’t come
back here. I need to figure things out for myself. I’ll contact you
when I decide.”

“Do you want my
address?”

“No. I know where to find it if I
need it.”

“How will I-“

“Demo. This is how it works. My
decision. My rules when and if. Now go.”

 


***

 


Sunday passes in a blur of bad T.V. and
aimless musings on people in my life who’ve let me go or whom I’ve
let go. My last relationship was a little of both. She was a coyote
who left town to find herself elsewhere. There has been nobody
since. Even if Ariadne says yes, there still isn’t.

I have only a clock to watch and nothing else.
I can’t bring myself to even look at my old resumes. I don’t have
enough alcohol left to get drunk with; one fifth of bourbon and a
warm wine cooler. I only get a miserable buzz and spend half an
hour parting the fur on my arms and looking at the grey flesh
hidden beneath my grey and brown pelt.

I wonder how my family is doing but don’t call
any of them. None of them would understand what I’m going through
here. Well, maybe Aunt Lescher would have some advice. Nobody knows
where to find her, though; just how she wants it.

Day turns to night as the sour buzz falls off
and I nibble on the last of my jerky. I fall asleep with a pit in
my stomach that has nothing to do with hunger. Monday comes, and I
go nowhere once again. It seems inevitable that I will settle into
the floor-boards and become a part of this place, haunting it for
as long as the rent lasts. The crew knows at work by now. I hope to
God they don’t come to commiserate.

The place smells so much like my shut-in self
now that I think it’s ready to start panting. When I finally
resolve to go outside to avoid any after-shift workers from the
welding crew who may stop by, stuffing the worn papers I’ve been
kneading for two days now, I see something that stops me in my
tracks. The knotted woolen cord is red in color, knotted in a tiny
pile against the corner of my doorstop. I lift it up, and a thread
continuing from it leads down the hall to the entrance, out the
front door of my single-story apartment building where ocean breeze
ruffles my whiskers for the first time in over a day. It rolls over
and across the empty crates stacked there and abandoned years ago
and round a corner.

Held to my nose, I can smell the essence of
sheep on the wool I’m gathering. I thrill for a moment when I think
it’s her, but the notes are more complex, harder to piece together.
As they say, you can’t smell sheep in wool when it’s processed. As
I say, that’s wrong.

The thread has been trampled in the mud in
some places, but it’s mostly dry, laid very recently. I feel the
soil gathered on it as it draws together in my claws, leading down
another side-street, north to the low hills rather than down to the
docks. I almost miss it when the red thread ends and the faded blue
it’s tied to begins. Another turn, and I’m moving faster through
the creeping dusk, the thin tee and jeans I’m wearing getting spots
of mud on them when I hurry across an intersection and get
puddle-sprayed by a truck. I shake it off, passing to the old town
at the outskirts set inland from the docks where, for decades prior
to the automobile, wagons brought goods of all sorts to be
processed and prepared for shipping further down the road. I’ve got
a ball of woolen yarn the size of a softball that kneads in my
hands when I see where it’s lead me.

The door to the ancient barn is ajar, and I
can smell the oil and metallic miasma that collected in its years
as a machine shop before it was abandoned. Inside, thick cast
machinery props up the corners. There’s just one artifact left,
under a strung electric bulb that indicates what it was originally
used for back in the days of buggies and whips and coldly
industrious people.

She’s standing by the familiar wooden dais,
old planks warped like a squared-off scab, her clothes tight and
dark over her still furless frame. “I saw you coming, headed over,”
she says by way of explanation. “This is where it happened. They
brought us here and tied us down and went to work. ‘Our due’, they
called it. Came for us twice, sometimes three times a year. You
know what I’m talking about?”

I nod, words hard to collect from the stolen
breath numbing my throat.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” I bark the syllable with
effort. I can see a bag at her feet. Leather has already spilled
out.

“You ready?” Her tone drips with
doubt.

Silence is broken by the rusty movement of
hanging chains off in the dark. Of course it occurs me to ask her
why. But I can see Ariadne isn’t one for doing much talking. Her
hooves come together as she steps up to the dais, fully clothed in
roughed-up jeans and a too-tight black vee-neck. She looks ready to
kick every sailor’s ass in the port that gives her a sideways
glance, and I could shiver when I see the cant of her ears, this
ewe who became more and more naked on the planks just a few days
ago but gave us all the steely glare of a Queen fighting a war her
own way. Now we’re in her element when she looks down her nose at
me and tilts her black head to the space that awaits. “Don’t ask
questions. Just strip.”

I drop the maelstrom of yarn and obey, tugging
my tee shirt over my head. My pants slip down next under one deftly
clawed button and a pliant zipper. The boxers under them have my
fur tightly gathered where the lighter blotches of my abdomen
mingle with the darker browns and greys at my flanks. I hesitate
for a moment, heart pounding. She is resolute when she folds her
arms. “Did you ever see me give wool like that? I gave the shearers
every inch to work with. What’re you doing?”

My ears droop, and I’m slightly ashamed they
do and they lower even more. My claw digs at the waist-band of my
boxers, and her eyes are on mine when I slide them down, feeling
the late afternoon spring air touch the tiny spot of pink at my
sheath’s end. The door is open behind me, but she calmly walks past
me to close it. She doesn’t meet my questioning gaze even once. I
realize I’m holding my last shred of clothing in my clenched paws
as though it’s my last rescue from embarrassment.

It’s just her and I here, so I gather my
clothes and place them on the wooden planks, letting her see all of
me, firm of limbs, a slight paunch at the torso. My cock is already
masting a bit, just pushing out an inch. I can’t help it. I don’t
want to.

“Up here.” Her fingers pat a plank
and slide off gently. Now that I’m up there, I can see the recesses
in those planks, loops for something to travel through. As I stand
on the dais where thousands of shearings took place, I feel the
ghosts of thousands of eyes on me through hers, and a chill races
through me. “Sit right there.”

I sit, and she rummages through the bag, her
hand drawing one of the lengths of leather out with a knotted
creak. She unbuckles the collar. “This is part of it.”

“I promise I’ll hold
still.”

“This,” she repeats firmly. “is
part of it.” She comes forward, hesitant at first as though I may
bolt or knock her hands away or who knows what. I remember the
black jack she kept for the groping sailors and realize I’m very
shortly going to be fully in her power.

But this doesn’t deter. This is what I want.
Her hands are soft about my neck when she loops the leather around,
buckles and secures it. The length of leather that dangles from it
goes down through the recessed hole in the plank and out through
another, and I’m collared about two feet off the plank, enough to
kneel or lie on my back or side. More lengths of leather are
brought out. My wrists and ankles are bound in leather that I can
smell thick traces of sheep oil on, faded with age, the leather
darkened in one or two spots with something that may be sweat but
is more than likely blood. The four corners are drawn, but not
tight. I can still bring my limbs together, though I find the
buckles are difficult to remove. I can imagine how hard things
might have been, so long ago, for the supplicant who tried to
remove them. “Why can I move my arms and legs around so much?” I
ask as I lay on my back, almost but not quite able to touch my toes
with my fingers. The slightly restrictive nature of the bindings
makes me just a little harder. Ariadne and the others hadn’t worn
these restraints on the stage. But in this day and age, it would be
a crime to make anybody do so.

“So they don’t have to cross too
tightly when you’re flipped to have your back done,” Ariadne
responds tartly, and I realize with a thrill that this is actually
happening. I’m going to get what I’ve secretly wanted, a
desperation that had grown in me since they’d passed me that pink
slip, sent me out into the world to wander until I stumbled upon
this ritual, this purification. I feel as though I’m drowning in
all this fur, and I need to be let free. If I’m insane, I’m
grateful to be so.

The table prepared, she left me, walking back
into the darkness with the burlap sack and returning with a fistful
of tapered steel. There’s a snap, and the humming drone of the
clippers is pure music.

My cock thrusts out now, my limbs flexing and
my sacrificial guard hairs standing on end. Her other hand grabs my
shoulder to push me prone on the planks with my tail beneath me and
my arms nearly at my sides. I catch her scent as she leans over me,
the clippers in her firm hands like a votive object. She’s excited,
I can sense it. She’s been waiting for an opportunity like this for
a long time. I’m so proud of myself for being right about that.
There’s almost a canine pant in her words when she tells me. “Hold
still and say nothing.”

I breathe deep, aiming my muzzle at the wooden
beams above. The clippers come to the hollow of my neck, a great
hornet singing in my ear, and they sink in for the bite.

The teeth are cold and hot at same time as
they brush my skin, then cool and invigorating as they are dragged
forward through the sea of fur and away again. Left behind is a
tingle of awakened flesh. I barely have a moment to sample the
sensations before she comes again. Another descent and feathery
caress, this time from my shoulder, parallel to the last drag, slow
across my upper pectorals, curving down to my abdomen. I catch my
breath when the next buzzing touch passes just above the nipple and
passes all the way down to my navel. Instinctively, I reach fingers
over the spot where cool air is already starting to gather, bracing
and invigorating as the first drops of a new rain. Ariadne takes my
hand away, gently but firmly and presses it to my side against the
planks. I don’t resist her, working against the urge to pant. As
the clippers slide high to low across my shoulders and chest, I
feel like the first molt of a new creature carved from something
ancient and discarded, marble bearing sculpture, or a husk
surrendering its true fruit.

My nose crosses over to sniff at the raw self
that’s been liberated, and a shiver ripples through me as I upset
the loose clumps of fur that tumble down my mottled side. A moan
escapes me as the clippers work, the only patch of bare flesh I
already have pinkish and invigorated.

Did the sheep tied here feel any exhilaration
with their fear? Any liberation in their violation? As the clippers
work around one arm, kissing the curve of my bicep, I try to smell
myself and fail to. Unlike the clinging rolls of shorn wool, my fur
is loose and fills the air with the same slight tinges of oil and
dander that I sense in closed-in places like the apartment I’ve
huddled in for the past two days. As Ariadne draws me out of
myself, extracts me from my thick, fearful, doubting lupine shell,
I feel a primal sense of liberation. I have put myself on this
dais, this alter of change, of my own free will after all, and all
the doubts I’ve felt, all the worry that has chased me through
these last few days is being excised, cut away like the dead weight
it is. I don’t know how I knew it would be thus; Ariadne is freeing
me.

Dark eyes meet mine for just a moment, and I
pull my tongue in from a lolling pant. She sees something there,
and for the first time ever, she smiles at what she recognizes,
something that clearly surprises and delights her. Her grin is
wicked. She steps away for a moment into the darkness, and there is
a slide of fabric between off and on snaps of the
clippers.

When Ariadne returns, she is naked, the
clippers held like a raised candle between her bare breasts that
dangle like jewels from heaven as a few more careful swipes pass
round the curves of my thighs, close to my saluting genitals. She
puts a hand behind my head, grabbing the ruff that still exists
there. My head fur is too short to shave on the muzzle and face,
but what’s behind me… “Turn over. Time to do your back.”

I cross my arms over one another as I comply,
looking like a crouched dancer ready to leap. She starts high,
shaving my neck with dainty swipes, then cures itches that never
existed before when she drags the clippers down. My cock positively
throbs when she shaves down my tail and buttocks, lifting the shorn
tail high to clear the sensitive skin around my asshole. There’s
something humiliating in this particular violation that I can’t
help loving despite myself. I can’t even feel ashamed that I’m
getting off on the sensations I’m sharing with hundreds of bovoid
people who were for centuries highway robbed of their wool at best,
made indentured slaves for carnivorous masters at worst. This won’t
settle that score, of that I’ve no doubt.

When I turn my head lazily, tongue lolling, I
realize why.

We’re not alone anymore. Six sheep and one fox
stand there, watching with clinical piercing eyes. I recognize two
that shared the stage with her on the Friday I was freed from my
welder’s prison, and the grocer. One with black wool licks his lips
at me.

They all regard me like a steed brought for
inspection.

“When did they-?”

“Shut up.” Ariadne breathes hard
and excited with her labors, but there is more to her nakedness
than this, more driving her as my humiliation is displayed. I don’t
dare to think this one act grants me with solidarity with her, but
her determination fails to betray her emotion. That, as always, is
surrendered by her smell.

Residue of sweat and woolen grit mixes with
something purely intoxicating as she moves around me, fueled by all
those clinical eyes pinning my bound nakedness down Under the
residue of her mark, I can smell the accumulation of moisture from
her sex, no less slick and wanting than mine. I catch sight of the
moisture that bleeds from the slit on her exposed, dark feminine
lips, and I know for sure. She’s becoming aroused by the eyes of
our company, too, more-so because she is in control
here.

As she finishes my back and buttocks and
completes a few final swipes against the remaining strips at my
shoulders, I take a deep waft of what she has there and steal one,
quick lick. My jailer, my shearer starts, but doesn’t move. She
lets me take another. Course woolen stubble, the acrid taste of
mark and dust and sheep sweat only accentuate the nectar budding
there. My cock, left to its own will, is rock hard as the planks I
lay supplicant on.

“Roll back.” Ariadne whispers
through a hiss as I lick again. “I’m not done.”

I blink as I ponder this. She’s shaved
everything but my face and my genitals, leaving me a lithe, sinewy
creature. As I turn over, I realize where the steel teeth are set
to dance next. “I don’t need you to shave my balls.”

“Yes, you do.”

My cock throbs but doesn’t abate. “Really,
that’s not necessary.”

Her wet ewe’s sex is just an inch above my now
overturned muzzle. Her voice is firm. “You wanted this. You wanted
to know what this was, to understand it and feel it as we do. You
can’t go most of the way through and pull back at the last moment.
Thousands of males here weren’t given that choice.”

I see the clippers in her hand when I turn my
head, measure for the first time their enormity, the wicked angles
of its sliding teeth, and I feel real fear for the first time. I
lay flat, my loosely bound paws guarding my balls and erection as
though warding off a kick they can already feel. “I don’t think I
can do this. Please. Let’s end this now.”

Ariadne lowers her muzzle down to mine, our
noses touching. I smell no whiskey on her breath. Her natural
breath is nearly as intoxicating as her sexual rankness. The
audience seems to grow closer. “Now it’s time for you to
understand, really understand, what submission is without choice.
You wanted to find the ultimate way to symbolically let go and
purge yourself of losing your bullshit job. Well, no matter how
good or needy your intentions, that isn’t our way, wolfie. You
can’t escape the razors and the ropes. You can only embrace what’s
forced upon you and gain control of what comes next. This pink
slip, these clippers, are going to shape and change you. You asked
for this.”

Ariadne balls the papers up, the terms of my
meager severance and bullshit, worthless, saccharine thank-you
letter for years of dedication in the face of downsizing and hurls
it into the dark. Her hoof hits a switch below the dais, and a yelp
is drawn out of me as the straps around my wrists and ankles are
reeled in below, pulling me spread-eagled, limbs flat against the
dais and the remaining spread of fur from my navel to my inner
thighs spread wide for the world. My heart starts to race, and I
struggle uselessly. The clippers are singing mercilessly in my ears
now.

“This is an exercise in trust,
Demoleon. I’m going to make it so for both of us. You still have
your predator’s teeth, and I have these clippers. You work, while I
work. You go ahead and bite if I do.”

It takes me a moment in the headiness of panic
to make sense of what she’s saying as she puts her knees astride my
head and gently slides her bare breasts across my now shorn chest.
As the clippers circle round my cock, drawing away the fur of my
waistline, coming dangerously close to the sheath’s boundary to
hover above my balls, her vaginal slit settles down in a sixty-nine
position above my drying nose. Her sex gleams between the lips,
moisture gathering wetly. I’ve only gotten her started.

The clippers descend, and I feel the fuzz over
my sac tickle with the drift of the clipper’s deadly kiss. At the
same time, gently so as to not throw off her concentration, I dip
my tongue within the sheep’s purse-like sex. She lifts the clippers
away for a moment, moaning her way back to her bearings before
returning to work, slipping the cold body of the clippers between
my spread thighs and gently, oh so gently clipping away the hair
that guards my seed. The breathy tickle is electric, and I restrain
myself from shuddering, just as she does, rocking her hips gently
above me as my probing tongue tastes her pearlescent, rosewater
essence, tinged with the most unique acrid spice I have ever
sampled in a female of any species. I am engrossed in the more
powerful layers and accents of musk that lay within, and as I roll
my tongue in and out of her, polishing her clitoral crown with an
increasing gleeful abandon, feeling the shift of her hips as she
approaches orgasm, I completely miss the moment she finishes, only
realizing it when the clippers cut out, bounce on the wood, and her
two soft hands have found my shaft. She comes long before I do,
spritzing my muzzle with ambrosia I’ll remember years later when I
lick any meal from my lips. As she steps away and gives me room to
breathe, working my cock up and down with increasing speed, I gaze
at my audience and read the looks on their faces. They are glowing
with curiosity, enraptured, attention commanded by sensations they
can’t pin down.

Mine.

I cross over, my own seed washing my own
stomach with a heat I’ve never felt before through the matt of fur,
and my pulse slowly ramps down.

I stare at the beams of the ceiling, feeling
awkward, relieved, ashamed, fulfilled, embarrassed and…content. I
turn back to see the last departing back of a sheep wearing a shirt
of its own wool, the show over. He looks back once and is
embarrassed to meet my eyes. My captive escapes.

The straps come off. Ariadne steps away, then
returns to sit near me while I use an offered rag to clean myself
off.

“How did you find me? How did you
know where I lived?”

“The same way I knew what was on
the paper in your pocket,” Ariadne said. “Like I told you, I went
to the place you used to work.”

The mess cleaned up, I look down at myself,
light fuzz left at the roots marked by swirls from the clipper’s
winding path. I’m slimmed down lean like an escaped convict seeking
sun for the first time. What’s left is soft to the touch, like the
pelt of a newborn. In some senses, I feel as though I’m a whole new
person. “Thank you for this. I’ve never felt
this…great.”

“It’s liberating in its own way.
You can let anything go when you can let go of this.” She pinches
some of my shorn fur in her fingers and lets it fall.

I smile, my bare tail fanning my clippings
over the edge. “So where do we go from here?”

Ariadne smiles a sad smile and puts a hand on
my bare shoulder. The touch is reassuring, even if the words are
honest. “We don’t. You’ll find somebody, probably around the time
you find more work. And probably not here.” She sees the worry in
my eyes and shrugs. “We both wound up at this port escaping one
storm or another. There are other towns, Demolean. I think you want
out of here, personally.”

“I do.” I say reluctantly, keeping
the bitterness out now that the natural high is failing. “I just
don’t know where to go now that I’ve found this out about
myself.”

“They have a word for people who
want the things you do in the cities. You’re what they’d probably
call a submissive.”

“What’s a submissive
do?”

“Tells the Dominant how hard to
hit, how quick to fuck, how tight to bind.” She looks me up and
down. “How quickly to shear.”

The implications of what she says settle like
black wool upon fertile ground. “Sounds to me like the submissive
is the one giving orders.”

Ariadne shrugs and laughs. “Does seem that
way.”

 


***

 


I left that town without regrets. The city
beckons with possibilities, and despite what Thad said at the bar
where I’d lost countless nights, I don’t feel at all bad about
closing this chapter on my life, no matter the hand chance brought
me. Other members of my far-sown family have braced themselves
against worse, and I’ve learned to look at them anew as I strike
out into a larger world I’ve tried long to ignore.

Ariadne was more a teacher than a lover, but
the memory of her stern hand guides me through bad times; even now,
here in the big city, the walls of my underground scene are
varnished by the light of neon. I’ve found a new mate, a weasel
bared to stubble save runes of fur like uncharted islands, rolling
across a sea of skin as the clippers drone to life and welcome me
into a new season.

When the time is right, she knows which role
I’ll play, that of the downtrodden and lost, renewing their path to
freedom. We meet on a Friday night, crisp as a new dream. Acolytes
file into the dungeon to watch our scene play out. A little bit of
me goes home with every single one of them. “Get on the table,” my
dom whispers when the clippers snap to life. “It’s time to give
your due.”
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The knocking startled the rangy Coyote,
quickly he moved over to the bank of video monitors that showed him
all around his complex. Shocked for a second at the image of the
tall red headed human standing outside his door. It took him a
moment to realize this was a younger male than the man the Coyote
had mistaken him for. Of course the fact was, that man was now the
captive neutered pet of some big furs who had payed the Coyote very
well for it. The Coyote loosened his robe, as he slowly strolled to
the plain nondescript metal door. Opening it as the young human on
the other side had given up and was walking away.

“Can I help you with something?”
The tall lean Yote asked loudly, as he stood in the now open door,
making the young human male jump in surprise.

“I... oh... Errr... I didn't
realize anyone was...” The startled human male stammered, as he
turned to face the grinning Coyote.

“Well... I'm not just anyone.”
Edgar assured with a leering lick of his fuzzy lip's, as he enjoyed
the human's awkward discomfort.

“Ahem... I guess not.” The young
handsome human stammered, looking confused and somewhat shocked by
the overtly sexual male before him. Even ss his eyes wandered down
to the gap in the Coyotes robe, pausing at that furry sheath and
heavy ball pouch.

“Heheh...” Edgar chuckled softly
as he saw this, licking his lip's again... and then asked in a
leering voice. “What is it you want?” Making the young red head
look up shamefaced and blushing, as he realized he'd been caught
starring at the Coyotes crotch.

“I... Ahem...” The young humans
eyes flickered back down for a second, and then jumped back up
guiltily. “I... I... was just wanting...” He paused to gulp for air
a second before going on, his voice now husky with excitement.
“To... to know if... if...”

“If I like human's?” Edgar
finished, making him blush even redder and look away for a moment
in embarrassment. “Some of them are... interesting...” The Coyote
teased, as he watched the humans eyes drop down his his exposed
junk once again.

“Errr... well no... that is I
wanted to know if you'd heard or seen anything around here a few
weeks ago?” The embarrassed human asked, as he fought to keep
himself from starring to much at the Coyote's crotch.

“A few weeks ago?” Edgar asked
smiling slightly, because there had been something very wicked
going on at that time. But the big Coyote played it close to the
pelt, not giving the human anything but a flash of pink cock tip.
“Could you be more specific.” He asked drawing the young handsome
human back in closer, smelling the scent of him growing over the
soap and Cologne humans soaked themselves in.

“Ahem... the tenth or maybe the
twelfth.” The young human explained, focusing on the reason he was
there. As the Coyote furrowed his brow as if considering it hard,
even as one paw slide down the human's back.

“Time frame?” He asked, as if he
were curious about what the human was after. The pretty red head
paused fumbling around in his pants pocket, and then pulled out a
scrap of paper.

“Ammmm from twelve thirty on the
tenth to... ummm nine o'clock in the morning on the twelfth.” He
answered shivering as that paw slid down his back to come to rest
on his right asscheek.

“What is that you have there?”
Edgar asked slowly, gesturing to the crumpled up paper in the
humans sweaty hands.

“This... oh this is the GPS
tracking report on my brother Cameron's car.” The handsome red head
explained slowly as he stood there looking into the Coyote's yellow
eyes.

“Ohooo I see... so your looking
for your brother then?” The Coyote asked the red head softly,
making the human look up sharply at him again. “I assume... because
I saw the car get towed... it was parked in a loading and unloading
only zone.” Edgar explained, taking advantage of the human's
distraction to squeeze that firm ass cheek playfully. “Nice car, no
way someone would just go off and leave it for no reason.” The
Coyote explained, before the human could get over his surprise and
ask anymore questions.

“So you saw that?” The red head
asked, still finding it hard to keep his eyes above the coyotes
waist.

“Oh yes... I not only saw it...
I'm the one who called the tow truck.” The Coyote played it up, now
that he understood how the boy had found this place. GPS tracking
in cars... that was a new one he'd have to worry about.

“Do you know my brother Cameron?”
The young human asked the smirking Coyote, even as his hand
seemingly with a mind of its on brushed the fur of the Yotes furry
chest. “He's a veterinarian... with an office over on Casey
Blvd.”

“I know a lot of folks.” Edgar
answered vaguely, as he considered how he was going to play this.
“Of course... a lot more folks are just brief twenty second
introductions.” The sleek darkly handsome Coyote explained, as he
watched the read head's interest grow. “Why don't you come
inside... and I'll see what I can do for you. Edgar growled slow
and sexily, as he watched the human fighting to keep his glaze
steady. “Perhaps later you could do something for me in
return.”

“What you can do for me?” The
young human asked, losing his battle to keep his eyes above the
Coyotes waist.

“Oh yes... ahem...” The sleek
Coyote grunted obviously fishing for a name, even as he wrapped a
arm around the humans shoulder.

“Tommy... Errr Tom.” The young
human grunted, shoving his hand out but finding the Yotes sheath
not his paw. “Tom Paulus... Errr sorry.” Tom blushed brightly
jerking his hand back even as Edgar took that soft warm hand in his
smooth hot leathery paw.

“I'll call around, and see if
anyone at my last get together remembers such a pretty human there
Tom.” The big Coyote smirked, as he watched the red head blush
brightly at his words. And knowing that everyone who had been at
that get together would remember the guest of honor. And the
thought that he had a very important part of Tommy's big brother in
his collection, sent a shiver down the Coyotes spine. It was
beginning to give him an erection, the pink cock tip peeking out of
it's furry sheath captured the humans eye's. Backing up the sleek
handsome barely clad Coyote, used it to direct the human into the
room behind him. And then closed the door, as the young human stood
almost in the exact spot his brother had stood admiring the room.
Edgar pressed himself against the red heads back, being sure he
felt that hot bone wedged against his buttocks. Letting his soft
furry muzzle nuzzle against the back of the humans neck, sending a
shiver down the Toms spine.

“Ummmm...” He mumbled slightly,
more in surprise at the touch than in any real objection to
it.

“Now... what was it I was going to
do to you Tommy?” The big Coyote whispered teasingly, as he
whispered into the humans ear. “Or was that what you were going to
do for me?” He purred making the stammering human blush even deeper
and step forwards farther into the room..

“I... Ummm... I think you were
going to help... help me.... find my brother.” The pretty red head
stammered struggling to think as his pulse raced, and his heart
pounded in his ears.

“Ohoooo yes... your brother.” The
Coyote smirked drawing Tommys hand back to his full sheath, and
then added in a husk desire laden voice. “Although I must say... I
have much more of and interest in you.” Edgar panted into that soft
fur-less ear, as he nuzzled it again tauntingly.

“Really?” The handsome young red
headed human moaned. as the Coyote pressed against him, that tall
sleek furry body grinding against his back in delightful
ways.

“Oh yes.” Edgar assured in a gruff
pant, as he felt in the humans supple movements that his body was
responding.

“Ahem... but... butt... my
brother.” The human mumbled weakly once again, fighting to stay
focused on his mission.

 “Oh yes... your brother.” The Coyote snarled, thrusting his
stiff bone hard between the humans butt cheeks one last time before
walking away. Leaving the red head staggering on rubbery knee's and
looking decidedly wanton. “Please have a seat... just may take a
while.” He sat down in a chair opposite the human, letting his robe
fall open wide exposing his sleek furry body. While he dialed his
phone, going through a few random calls, before finally calling the
big Mastiff and his Pit Bull lover who had won the bidding on Toms
brother. After a quick and hushed conversation the wicked Coyote,
hung up the phone and looked over at the starring Human. Edgar's
long red cock had fully escaped from its sheath by now, flashing
Tom a leering smile he turned towards him. “I can take you
somewhere you can learn about your brothers secret desires, but
first I think you need to learn about your own.” The long lanky
Coyote gestured to the floor between his wide spread foot paws, and
was pleasantly surprised when the Human happily knelt there. “Take
care of this for me...” Edgar grunted gesturing to his big
throbbing red bone, Toms eyes widening in false shock at these
words. “Hah... we both know you want to.” Edgar countered at once,
making the Human's cute flat muzzle burn red with embarrassment,
even as the Coyote rubbed that pointed cock over those soft
lip's.

Tom opened his mouth letting the handsome
Coyotes cock into his mouth, suckling on it gently at first. Until
Edgar grabbed the back of his head and shoved his full length into
that fawning mouth, wincing as a tooth scraped against his
sensitive cock flesh. “Less teeth and more lip.” The big Coyote
ordered harshly excited to see Tom's level of submission grow, the
Human wrapping those cute red lip's around his veiny canid cock.
“Ammmm good boy.” Edgar praised ruffling the Human's head fur
gently, even as his knot beat against those soft lip's lustfully.
Sliding one foot paw up the Human's inner thigh's, he felt Toms
erection throbbing under his trousers. “You see you like submitting
to a big horny beast.” The horny Coyote pointed out tauntingly, his
toes unbuttoning and unzipping Toms pants and freeing that
throbbing hard on. “Not so different from your older brother...”
The Human looked up at him startled and questioning at that, but
Edgar didn't give him a chance to ask anything. “Suck it hard
boy... get me off and you'll learn more about your brother and
yourself.” The smiling Coyote promised fucking Tom's mouth all the
harder, as the Human began stroking his own cock with one
hand.

“Ammm Ummm...”

 


***

 


Tom starred out the car window as they drove
through town, the taste of the Coyotes cock and cum still thick in
his mouth. The young Human was confused and more than a little
shocked at his own behavior, he glanced over at Edgar behind the
drivers wheel. But the tall lanky Coyote was perfectly at ease,
even smug as if get head from strangers was totally normal for him.
Shying away from his own submission to the handsome stranger, Tom's
mind flash over to the Coyote's hints about his brothers dark
desires. What had Cameron been into that could get him to abandon
his practice, and isolate himself from contact with his only
family.

The Coyote's car had long left the industrial
area they had been in, and was now threading it's way through old
wealthy neighborhoods. Great stone and brick houses built around
the turn of the century, by the richest families to live in the
city. Most now considered landmarks and protected by the local
government, the road winding up hill before them. Darkness closing
in as the turned into a long driveway, that was so much like the
road that it wasn't until the car pulled up outside the great house
that Tom realized it was a private drive. Edgar got out and walked
around the car as Tom stepped out, looking at the flicking light
over head. Realizing it was a gaslight, this really was an old
place. The tall Coyote grasp his arm just above the elbow, and use
it to guide him up the wide sparkling marble steps.

 “What is about to be revealed to you, is nothing more or less
and a deep and closely guarded secret.” Edgar intoned gravely as he
looked searchingly into the Human's eyes, watching as Tom took in
his every word. “What you are about to see maybe shocking, but
remember Cameron is here because this is where he needs to be.” The
tall lanky Coyote reached out and rang the bell, even as Tom wonder
at his words. It took a long moment, but at last the huge door was
opened. A big jovial looking Mastiff stood in the door, one paw
resting on his hefty muscle gut. A large pipe was clenched in his
teeth, and sweet smelling smoked waffled in a ring around his bulky
head.

“Edgar... so good to see you.” The
Mastiff smiled reaching out to take the Coyote's paw and wringing
it solidly, before looking over at Tom. “So this is him... I can
see the resemblance.”

“Tom this is Ramon.” Edgar
introduced as the huge canine took Tom's pale hand in his massive
paw.

“So good to meet you Tom.” He
grunted smiling the Human a scary looking grin, even as he when on
happily. “But please don't just stand there come in... come in both
of you. We just finished dinner I'm afraid, but come join us in the
study for brandy and a smoke.” The hefty canine lead them down the
hall with a long confident stride, sliding back a heavy panel door
and usher them into a big room. A well dressed pit Bull stood up as
the others entered, a fat cigar held in one paw, smiling as he
greeted Edgar and Tom. Before turning to pour them each a snifter
of rich dark brandy, Tom took his snifter uncertainly. As Edgar and
Ramon took theirs warming it in their paws, as the big Mastiff
introduced pit Bull as Ivan. Tom turned down the offered Cigar, but
Edgar pocketed his and leaned back in a big wing backed leather
chair. The furs sipping and smoking silent for a minute as Tom
looked around confused, at last he couldn't take it anymore and
asked.

“Ummm so about my brother... Do
you know what happened to him?” A deep rumbling chuckle escaped
Ramon and he shared an amused look with Ivan.

“Oh my yes.” The mighty Mastiff
assured, chuckling again as he took a long drag on his pipe before
blowing a smoke ring. “We know everything that has happened to
him.” Tom sat up straighter in his seat, almost sliding to the edge
as he hung on Ramon's words. But the big Mastiff took another sip
of brandy, and then suckled on his pipe watching Tom
curiously.

“You really don't know?” Ivan
asked grinning, as he looked back and forth from the Human to Edgar
in obvious amusement.

“I thought it easier to show to
him, than to explain.” The Coyote explained dryly as his lip's
twisted up into a lewd smile, even as he hid it behind his brandy
snifter.

“Ohoooo I see.” Ivan grunted
standing up he strolled over to a side door, opening it he half
stepped out into the hall. “Cammie...” He called whistling loudly
like he was calling a pet, Tom heard the thump, thump, thump of
scurrying over hard wood floors. And then the big pit Bull reached
down stroking his pet, as the naked Human came running on all fours
into the room. Tom froze in shock, as the human whined and
whimpered gratefully at one of its Masters touch. A black leather
mask covered it's face, but Tom recognized the long red
hair.

“Cammie?” The Human choked half
standing up, but Edgers strong paw pulled him back into a sitting
position. While at the sound of it's name the pet bound over to
Tom, letting him get a good look at that pink body. Gone was any
sign of male genitalia, replaced with a surprisingly real looking
female slit. Tom took a big gulp of his brandy, finding it sweety
and warm within his body. He looked up stunned at Edger, who was
watching him with an almost frightening intensity. While Ramon
leaned forwards and petted Cammie's head gently, it was a loving
stroke and Tom knew it.

“As I told you before... a deep
and closely guarded secret, shocking but remember he is here
because this is where he needs to be.” The Coyote smirked as Ramon
fondled Cammie's pink slit, making his pet hump slightly on his
fingers.

“She really is the best pet.” Ivan
explained, as he moved back over to join them, smiling as he
watched Tom's reaction to seeing his pet of a brother.

“And we love giving her what she
wants.” Ramon snickered shoving a finger into that pink slit and
letting his pet hump wildly on it. “In fact if you don't mind...”
He fondled his own bulging crotch suggestively, leering at Tom who
was clearly to stunned to do more than nod. The three big canids
stood up and dropped their trousers, making the stunned Tom gasp in
shock. He'd thought Edgar's cock was big, but Ramon's mighty organ
was over thirteen inches, and Ivan's was not far behind. As he
watched in stunned surprise Ramon lays on the floor, having Cammie
climb onto his huge cock. Which slips right into her pink slit
easily, even as Ivan's hefty bone is rammed up her quivering
asshole.

Grinning over at him Edgar unzips the mouth
hole of Cammie's leather mask, and shoves his cock into a obviously
toothless mouth. Slowly rotating his hip's to fuck that suckling
mouth firmly, blushing brightly Tom wants to turn away from the
erotic display. But finds that he can't stop from watching his own
cock pulsing rock hard within his trousers, the lean Coyote smirks
smelling the Humans arousal at watching his older brother being
used. Reaching over Edgar unzips Toms pants, sliding his paw inside
to fish out that Human hard on. Slowly jacking it for a minute or
two as he fucks Cammies fawning mouth, and then grasping that firm
shaft he pulls Tom over. Sliding his own cock out, the sly Coyote
guides Tom's throbbing erection into his older brothers eager
mouth.

“Ohoooooooooooooooooo.” The young
Human moaned loudly, as that well trained mouth begins working its
magic on his needy organ. Edgar watched with a leering smile as Tom
panted and moaned, slipping a finger between the Human's ass
cheeks. He rubbed a finger pad over that hot anal plucker, and then
slowly worked it inside. Making Tom's hip's hump and squirm as that
rough pad rubbed his prostate gland teasingly, making the young
Human fuck his brother suckling mouth lustfully. “Ummm gods...
Please I... I...” Tom protested weakly even as the lean Coyote
moved up behind him, skillfully replacing that finger with a thick
hot Yote bone. Laying his muzzle over the young Human shoulder,
Edgar fucked him more and more lustfully as Tom grasp the back of
Cammie's head. Fucking that toothless mouth with more and more
vigor, even as the big canids watch it all in amusement. “Oho
fuck... Oho fuck...” Tom panted weakly, as his cock surged that
soft compliant mouth doing what it was trained to do. And then
there's a sudden intense pain, looking back Tom realizes the
Coyote's knot was now inside of him. Edgar's jaws open in wide
soundless laughter, as he slams harder against the Human's firm
round ass cheeks. And then he's cumming hard into his brothers
suckling mouth, the pleasure almost making him pass out.

 


***

 


Some minutes later they are alone in the
study, and Tom now on all fours feels that weakly throbbing knot
pulled from his ass. Reaching down Edgar pulls the young Human up
onto his knee's, looking down into the Human's passive eyes. The
tall lanky Yote picks up a black leather collar, slowly buckling it
around Tom's neck. “You belong to me now... You know that right?”
Tom nodded his head meekly, making the big Yote smile widely. “Your
my pet now... and like Bob Barker always sez pets must me spade or
in your case neutered.” Tom's eyes widened and he gulped hard as
the Coyote smiled down at him wickedly. “You got any objections
pet?” The young Human's head bowed and then he shook it slowly,
making the grinning Yote snicker. “Nawww of course ya don't
heh.”
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Heads turned one after the other as the snow
leopard stalked to the parapet, muzzle upturned to the bright
sunlight which cast a warm glow over her patterned coat. Her
lengthy, blonde hair fell to the centre of her back, shining with
good health and nary a knot to sully its beauty. Of course, she had
slaves to brush it for her – she never needed to lift a paw to its
upkeep and took pride in her wealth, or rather her husband’s
wealth. It was her that spent the majority, regardless, as was her
right. Callula was one feline that had landed on her paws in this
world, as displayed by her finery; her lithe form was draped in
rich, purple fabric and laced with such intricate detail that it
could only be afforded by those with more wealth than means to
spend it.

The gentle clinking of her gold jewellery drew
the attention of onlookers who had come to observe the slaves fight
in the arena, perhaps gambling from time to time, though each and
every one of them allowed her to pass without obstruction. Instead,
they cast their eyes over her with what could have been longing or
envy equally – it was not as if she had the time, patience or
inclination to enquire, so she never truly knew. Callula smiled. It
was too easy to command their attention, so much so that it was
near losing its entertainment. But she did so enjoy a good view of
the arena.

Resting her paws on the parapet, the snow
leopard felt the warmth of the carved stone – a private balcony
reserved only for the most well-known furs. Or those who could pay
the most, but that was beyond the point. She narrowed her eyes,
shivering lightly as a stray breeze played a strand of pale hair
across her muzzle, drinking in the battles and bloodlust below,
weapons clashing in bright flashes of sun. Already some slaves lay
dead or dying in the dust, bleeding out their life blood from
deadly gashes; the intestines of one created such a foul reek that
nearby slaves retched obscenely even as they continued fighting,
too well trained to do otherwise. Callula inhaled, breathing deeply
of the blood, sweat and battle cries resounding about the enclosed
space, walls curved inward to keep all contained.

She had brought some of her personal slaves to
the arena to attend to her needs; they kept respectfully back,
awaiting her desires. A small cat, more of a handmaid than anything
else, turned her muzzle away, eyes welling up with tears. Had she
family in the arena? Callula had not long purchased the cat, and
the snow leopard looked back over her bare shoulder, observing the
smaller feline without any sense of subtlety. For a moment, Callula
considered comforting her, taking her away from the pits, and
decided against it. It was not her position to do so. The feline
could soothe herself. Her brother was likely holding his own in the
arena, after all. Cats were swifter than dogs, and dogs were in the
majority.

She was not only at the arena to observe.
There was one gladiator that she was particularly interested in,
and though canine in appearance, his snarl was far from that of a
common mutt. The coyote of her attention reared back like a snake,
his throwing arm clutching a spear that sailed forth as if under
its own volition. One more down, one more kill for the mental tally
Callula had kept since the first day she had laid eyes upon him.
Smiling secretively, she turned her back on the area, pacing down
the parapet to where the slave owners watched in a cluster of
grunting, shouting bodies. She did not need to see any more, and
her patience was wearing thin: she had waited long enough for her
coyote.

The coyote’s owner had dressed in all his
finery, the jackal’s robes falling to his ankle and trimmed with
excessive, dyed detail. Callula resisted the inclination to wrinkle
her muzzle, finding his attire garish, and sized up the older male,
drawing herself up tall and setting her shoulders back. Turning
from his companions, the black and brown jackal raised an eyebrow
in a silent question, spreading his arms wide with palms facing
skyward. Callula sighed: it was an inexplicable farce, a show all
for the spectators.

“Your slave,” she addressed the
jackal with a calculating eye. “He fights well.”

The master’s ears perked in surprise at being
so addressed and he glowed, chest swelling as he straightened his
back consciously.

“Thank you, Lady Callula,” he
said, voice rising as he said her name. “Every one of my gladiators
is trained to the highest of standards. I do hope you were
entertained by the performance today.”

“It was quite a spectacle.” The
leopard graced him with a smile, breaking down the slaver’s guard,
fragment by fragment. “What do you call him?”

“That slave?” The jackal jerked
his head as if it was beneath him to look at his property when it
was not bloody in the arena. “He came to me with the name
‘Yoticus’. I found no reason to grant him a new one.” His lips
curved in a cruel smile. “Names are not important in the
arena.”

“Certainly,” Lady Callula inclined
her muzzle. “Names bear little meaning in the arena, but
outside...they can hold power.”

The slaver laughed, throwing his head back so
that his ruffled russet hair flew away from his muzzle.

“What power could a slave hold?”
He asked scornfully, not requiring an answer. “That is the beauty
of them, is it not?”

“Perhaps.” It was of no concern to
Callula. “There is a beauty in the gladiators and raw power in
their bodies alone. This is why I am purchasing
Yoticus.”

The jackal’s head jerked and he looked down at
the smaller snow leopard, one eyebrow cockily raised. Calmly,
Callula met his gaze, waiting with her tail lazily swishing like
the swaying frond of a palm.

“What has brought this sudden
interest in owning a slave to fight in the arena, my lady?” The
jackal enquired loftily, looking her over. “Does her husband wish
for the high honour? The status? I had thought it was only yourself
that attended the fights with any semblance of
regularity.”

Callula bristled at the mention of her
husband, a mere pawn in her life. Had this jackal not seen
her? Truly looked with his mind and not his dull, grey eyes? She
held the power – power that had once been denied to her as a slave.
Knowing both sides of the medallion, she played with more power
than the slaver could ever dare to covet. And he challenged
her, suggesting that her husband had sent her to the arena like a
good little handmaiden on an errand?

“You must have misheard me,” she
said shortly. “It is I that wishes to purchase this ‘Yoticus’, yet
you have not been so gracious as to accept the changing of paws.
Should I query as to why that is, slave master?”

He quailed under her fierce glare, seeming to
shrink into himself and stumble over his own words, regretting his
initial words as she lavished her fury upon him.

“N-no.”

He even stuttered, twisting his paws together
before a swollen belly. Callula imagined herself taller, physically
stronger, staring down on him with the pitying eye that he had
briefly laid upon her. He would learn or be crushed beneath her
heel.

“My lady, I intended no offence,
only that this slave may not be ideally suited to your needs. He is
one of my best, and you must understand that one such as I would be
loathe to sell on a prize.”

“What is your price?” She
suppressed a yawn. “I do not have the suns to spend bargaining and
negotiating like a common street vendor. Name your
price.”

“He is a fighter, my lady...” The
jackal shook his head. “Think of me – slaves are my livelihood. I
could not possibly lose such a skilled fighter. He is a
warrior. He knows the taste of blood. One day, he will die
in the arena and send many, many more Denarii my way.”

Ah. Callula’s lips twitched in an
unforeseen smile. So, that was what it came down to.
Coin.

 


“Your love of Denarii amuses me,
slaver,” she tilted her muzzle to the left, one slender finger
tapping the underside of her chin. “Coin is of no concern to me,
though you appear to lust after it like a male ravaging a
female.”

The jackal looked from left to right, avoiding
her gaze and tucking his tail between his legs like a lost puppy.
If the situation had not been so tense and her patience worn thin,
Callula would have mocked him openly, degrading him until he
pledged himself to her. He should have been obedient from the
beginning. She raised a paw, staying his words as his lips parted:
he would not speak over her if he had a grain of sense remaining
between his ears.

“I shall keep this brief. If you
do not desire the Senator to know of the conditions that your
slaves are kept in,” she paused to allow realisation to spark in
the jackal’s eyes, “you will sell me the coyote. Or the Senator
shall know. Is this Denarii enough for you?”

He wilted before her whim, scrawny vegetation
left too long under the harsh sun, and she folded her arms loosely
across her chest, permitting herself one tight-lipped smile of
victory. It was fascinating how males reacted when bested, and he
was proving an entertaining subject to subdue. The jackal’s ears
drooped and he fiddled with his collar, picking at a loose thread
as if for something to occupy himself with. Ah, did he understand
her power now?

“Yes, my lady,” he said at last,
grinding his teeth together as if every word cost him a year of his
life. “I will sell the slave to you. Three times his listed value,
and the coyote is yours.”

The jackal was greedy in addition to idiotic.
If she had not wasted enough time on him already, the leopard would
have scoffed at his offer, beating him down with threats and
promises alike in persuasion. However, it was more important that
she had the coyote in her villa that very evening. Her tail lashed
the air, anticipating how beautifully her coyote would...no. That
would come in time. She nodded once, sealing the deal.

“Good.” Her tone carried an air of
finality. “I will have him collected shortly, and payment shall be
delivered by my courier. I trust that you will have him bathed and
groomed beforehand?”

“Yes...my lady,” the slaver
hesitated. “It concerns me, though, what a lady of such grace wants
of a ruffian like this coyote. He is obedient and trained to a
fault, do not doubt me, yet he is no handmaid or
labourer.”

“That is none of your concern.”
Callula shrugged off the jackal’s words, a spring in her step as
she lost interest, walking away. “Expect my courier. He will not
wait upon your convenience.”

Flicking her hair back over her shoulder,
Callula tapped the toe of one sandal on the floor and strode away
with purpose, leaving her slaves to trot upon her heels, struggling
to match her languid stride. The snow leopard faced the baking sun,
letting the heat wash over her, as delicious as it was
uncomfortable. There was a beauty in the edge of warmth toying with
the line of pain, sweat very lightly matting her fur. It was hardly
becoming of a lady, but raw in its taste, a bead of sweat upon her
lips. It was raw life that she craved and would not be denied –
that was why she had to have the coyote. Oh, he was in for a big
surprise, he surely was. Callula narrowed her eyes, tongue snaking
out to trace across her upper lip. The coyote was a specimen beyond
compare.

“And now he is
mine.”

 


***

 


Yoticus squatted, rocking back on his heels as
he surveyed the villa, lips turning down at the corners. It was
pretty enough, he supposed, being far from a connoisseur of the
finer details in life. The Arabian stallion standing above him
folded his arms across his broad, bay chest, sun gleaming on his
brown coat as if he was crafted from a precious metal. He wore only
a simple, hanging loincloth and, in his current position, the
coyote could catch sight of his sheath and balls if he turned his
head just right. Not that he was into males, of course, but it was
difficult not to look when one was so obvious concerning their most
personal of assets. Yoticus huffed, rolled his eyes and stared
through the ornate pillars leading up to the main entrance of the
villa. He had been at the gates with the courier for so long that
the light was fading. The night chill stole across his fur, and he
shivered bodily.

“How long?” He asked bluntly,
voice gruff from underuse.

“Be quiet.” The stallion frowned,
lifting and lowering one hoof, considering the depth of his
irritation. “We must wait.”

Waiting was all that he had been doing, the
coyote thought. Being bought and sold was a part of a slave’s life,
but he had not expected to be pulled away from the arena so swiftly
without even knowing who he had been passed on to. The coyote’s
ears twitched. He hated changing paws. Then again, it was life, and
life was not bad. Only change was uncomfortable and set his skin
prickling.

There was some commotion at the main entrance
of the villa – or what he assumed was the main entrance – and a
pair of heavy doors swung open in tangent, allowing a tall snow
leopard to stride between before they had halted in motion. He had
half expected to recognise his new owner as someone who skulked
around the slave pens, but the leopard was too finely dressed in
bright thread to have ever subjected herself to such squalor. He
was not familiar with her type, though sometimes he caught a
glimpse of similar furs in the audience, watching him bloody his
weapons as they drank and occasionally watched the happenings with
an eye that had so said and seen it all. The snow leopard padded,
without a sound, right up to him in a pair of leather sandals, set
with small, shiny stones. She stood above him, gestured to the
horse courier to leave and promptly forgot him as he bowed deeply,
his respect taken for granted. As the entourage of servants and
slaves kept their distance, the coyote blinked slowly, remaining in
his squat and staring at pebbles between his hind paws, muzzle
marginally lowered in grudging acknowledgement.

“In better form than expected,”
the leopard commented as if she was surveying a slab of meat.
“Strong. Rested. Clean. Did they bathe and groom you
adequately?”

“Yes,” he grimaced, surprised to
be directly addressed. “I bathed before your courier fetched me
from the pens.”

“That pleases me.” She wrinkled
her nose. “It will likely take some time to really get the stench
off you. I will have oils sent to your chambers. I expect you to
use them, coyote.”

“As you wish.”

He resisted the impulse to sigh. Oils? What
use could he possibly have for those? And he did not
smell.

“Why am I here?”

His frank question did not have the intended
effect of catching the leopard off guard. Rather, she merely raised
a perfectly groomed eyebrow, fingers curling and uncurling loosely
at her sides.

“Have you not been properly
schooled in how to address your superiors?” Callula’s tone vibrated
with the suggestion of a growl.

“What would you
prefer...ma’am?”

Yoticus struggled to find words, ducking his
head instinctively as he anticipated a cuff to the side of his
muzzle. It was easier to address males. Females, for all their
charms, could be...finicky. Finicky, yes: that was the word
indeed.

Stepping forward, the leopard bent down in a
sinuous motion, closing her small paw around the coyote’s throat.
Eyes straining wide, he made as if to cough, the only sound coming
from his lips a strangled hacking, something that a fur may usually
release with a spear through their throat – a death gargle.
Regardless of his struggle for breath, Yoticus did not raise a paw
against his new owner, holding himself rigidly in check. Every
nerve screamed at him to fight, to defend and to
triumph over his oppressor. He could so easily rise to his
hind paws and overpower her, he did not have to think about the
dynamics of it: he could. Callula smirked wickedly, tracing one
finger beneath his chin, a sharp claw pricking the skin.

“I am ‘Mistress’ to you.” She
released his throat with a cruel glint in her eye. “Mistress
Callula. And you would do well to not forget it.

Paws slamming heavily into the hard packed
ground, Yoticus dropped to all fours, coughing and gasping as he
fought for breath previously denied. His whole body shuddered, and
he looked up at his Mistress with newfound wariness.

“Will I fight for you in the
arena...Mistress?” He queried, the title tasting bitter in his
muzzle, making him want to spit.

Callula raised an eyebrow.

“Oh no,” she scoffed, waving her
paw dismissively. “I would not have you go back into one of those
pits.”

Yoticus blinked, caught off guard and half
expecting his head to part with his shoulders – an instinctive
trait of any fighter finding himself all of a sudden off balance.
In the arena, it was death. His lips parted and closed several
times, tail tucked between bent legs as he searched for words both
appropriate for the situation and enough to convey the conflict of
his feelings.

“What is my role to be here then,
Mistress?” He said at last.

“Personal slave,” she answered, a
smile relaxing her muzzle. “To me. Your quarters will be based
close to mine so that I may call on you whenever needed. I expect
you to be ready for service at all times. I shall ensure you are
kept busy when I do not have need of you.”

His gut twisted strangely at the thought of
never facing another in battle again.

“Your personal slave? But I will
be a guard?” He questioned, torn between growling and flinching
when she turned an icy stare on him and added a reluctant,
“Mistress.”

“Your position is already
decided,” Callula turned, presenting her back to the coyote as if
he had taken up enough of her attention for the time being. “I have
enough guards.”

With her back to him, Yoticus stole a look up,
ears slanting back aggressively rather than submissively. What was
he to her – a lap dog? He was no pet. He was a
fighter. Did this stuck up leopard think to tame him into an
oddity, something to be flaunted around the villa, doing no more
than any other, normal slave? The coyote thought more of his
ability that that. Though, as he raised his muzzle to tell her
exactly what he thought, he remembered the feel of her paw closing
around his throat, the panic of fighting and not fighting, obeying
her and snarling at his own body to be still. Closing his
jaws, he sat back on his heels and observed, unconsciously rubbing
a spot on his neck that throbbed in memory.

Callula’s attention moved on.

“Show him to his quarters,” she
ordered her servants who rushed to obey, surrounding the coyote
with helping paws. “He will soon become adjusted. And make sure he
is better bathed. I will not have him around me with that stench
lingering.”

And so the coyote’s retraining
began.

 


***

 


He hated every second of it.

No, that was an exaggeration. The sleeping
chambers were far more pleasant than the pens, but he missed the
companionship of his fellow slaves, sleeping in close quarters so
that one was never truly alone. It was other furs on the same level
that he missed, and the ridiculous chores – physical labour, of
course – that his ‘mistress’ had him do around the villa, while
enough to keep him busy and occupied, did nothing to soothe his
restlessness. He was more than a house slave, surely? Everything
she instructed of him was too easy to complete, and he spent
greater and greater periods of time exercising around the villa,
taking advantage of the space and equipment supplied to strengthen
his body as if he was training for the fight of his life. When he
saw Callula, he made special note to refuse to address her as
previously ordered, finding a sly thrill in going against her
explicit instructions. Who was she, after all, to order him around?
He could overthrow the slim leopard in seconds.

A call broke the monotony of his day and, even
though it seemed contradictory, he leapt at the chance to do
something outside of his normal routine of exercise, self-care and
villa chores. The leopardess bid him come to the exterior of the
villa walls where two vertical posts stood, out of the way but easy
to reach if one knew where they were. Despite taking note of the
posts before and understanding the faint aroma of sweat around
them, he was yet to see a fight happening there, assuming that
slaves were pitted against one another for Callula’s entertainment
upon occasion on the bare, unkempt dirt. Excitement blossomed in
his chest as Callula emerged from the villa with her usual crowd of
slaves and servants and his nose twitched. Would she have him face
off another slave?

Without a word, she approached and walked
around the coyote several times, betraying no emotion as she did
so. Assuming it was for another inspection of his health and
physical prowess, Yoticus stood patiently as the leopardess finally
stalked up to chest, eyes narrowed.

“You think you are above
your station here?” Callula said flatly.

What does she think?

Yoticus had no reply to that that would not
bring an undue reaction, so he merely folded his paws over his
stomach and bowed his head silently, though he ground his teeth
together. Was she so blind that she had to question what was so
obviously the truth? He was no domesticated dog to be shown off at
the feline’s paws.

“I think,” she began, pacing
around the coyote in a wide, slow circle. “I think it’s time you
learned your place. You are mine.”

She paused, shoulder dipped as she looked back
to her loyal servants, eyes bright as they awaited her command with
bated breath.

“Chain him.”

The largest of those assembled moved as one,
confidently closing their paws around Yoticus’ upper arms. His
muscles tightened, body coiling instinctively to defend himself,
but he forced himself to relax, allowing his arms to be pulled
above his head and chained to the horizontal post. More curious
than genuinely threatened – how could he come under threat in a
villa of all places? – the coyote flicked his ears and
watched as two of the canine servants squatted to chain his legs
similarly. They fastened manacles around his ankles, and Yoticus
shifted his weight as they settled, drawing his legs wider than was
naturally comfortable so that he was left liable to tip
off-balance. A shiver ran through his body, raising the hairs on
the back of his neck. Perhaps he recalled the nightly chill as he
slipped into a calm state of mind, patiently awaiting instruction
and the leopardess’ whim.

With their task complete, the servants stepped
away to a respectful distance, paws clasped before their stomachs
and eyes lowered. Yoticus half-snorted before he caught himself,
torn between a chuckle and a guilty whine. It was all well and good
knowing how one should behave: it was quite another to play by the
rules when the book had been overwritten by her hand. With
her piercing gaze boring into his body, calculating every contour
of muscle, he felt very exposed, wishing for the first time in many
years that he had something to cover himself with: a measurement of
protection.

Relax, he had to relax, the coyote told
himself firmly, sinking deeper as Callula murmured in the ear of a
tan feline slave that had to stoop to bring himself to an easy
speaking level. Just like preparing to go into the arena, noise
faded into a dull roar, as minimal as it was. His heartbeat pounded
in his ears, making his eardrums ache, and his tongue felt like
sandpaper, dry and begging for a drop of anything to sate a desire
he did not know existed. He shook himself, a low growl tickling the
back of his throat. His mistress looked at him with a smile,
gesturing, and, though her lips moved, he heard no sound. Shaking
his head, he forced himself to return to his senses, hoping against
hope that she was going to test him at long last, give him what he
craved. She held out her paw.

Affecting a wary but unbothered air, he
pricked his ears and slid his gaze across as if half expecting an
opponent to emerge from the shadows, weapons glinting in the
morning sun. Callula’s paw remained extended, impatiently waiting
as another servant or slave – he could hardly discern the
difference in how they behaved around Callula – dived for some tool
or another, rummaging about in a bag crafted from bovine hide. It
had to be a fight, it had to be a test, he did not dare think
otherwise. He panted, muscles tightening and loosening reflexively
as he awaited the pleasure of his mistress: things were finally
becoming interesting.

The slave or servant darted back with a
mumbled apology for the delay in returning the requested item to
Callula’s paw, though the leopard only swished her tail in, waving
him off with a low ‘tsk’. She would deal with him later for his
incompetence, he would learn too. She had waited long enough
already to teach her coyote, and her paw trembled faintly as she
anticipated how beautiful his breaking would be, his bended
knee.

Turning to the coyote in question, she smiled
and held up the sinuous bullwhip for his inspection, the heady
aroma of leather assaulting his senses. Yoticus tilted his muzzle
at a ridiculous angle, trying to make sense of what he had been
presented with until it struck him with the force of a boulder
crashing down upon an unsuspecting victim. He reeled back as if he
had been slapped across the muzzle, tilting back so that he
strained against the chains restraining his arms and resting his
full weight on them until pain registered. With a yelp, he shot up
again, shifting from hind paw to hind paw as every iota of his
being screamed like a caged beast to escape. Yet he was too well
bound, rendered utterly helpless even though he had originally
suspected that the chains would be designed to break, to
allow him to fight and put on a show.

Holding back a private smirk, the leopard
stroked her fingertips over the black leather tail, handle resting
securely across the palm of one paw. Oh, it had been worth the
secrecy for his reaction, truly.

“What are you doing?” Yoticus
found his voice and something of a solid stance, for the first time
afraid of the answer: this was not what he wanted.

“Teaching you,” she said simply,
trailing the well-conditioned leather between her fingers. “You
deny me at every turn. Do not think I have taken note of how you
address me, or lack thereof of any respectful address? Is it
so difficult to tame stubborn pride and address your mistress for
exactly what she is?”

“It is not natural,” Yoticus said,
stiffening. “This is not what I was bred and born to
do.”

“It is not your decision what I
use you for. Time for you to drop that proud muzzle, become the one
that I glimpsed before.”

She paused.

“Do not disappoint me.”

Shaking his head, Yoticus held down a growl,
clenching his teeth together until his jaw ached, pain throbbing in
sharp protest. After all the times he had proven himself with tooth
and claw, steel and shaft, he was expected to lose everything he
had gained. Knowing her goal made him stronger, and the coyote
stood up tall, rocking back on his heels. He had been treated to
whips many times in the pits and numerous injuries: some well
healed, some not so much. He could take anything the cat dared dish
out. Rolling his eyes, the coyote looked down on the shorter
female, huffing shortly through his nostrils. Her arm was far
weaker than his.

“You do not have to do this.” The
leopard took the whip in one paw, holding it with a practiced grip.
“Submit to me, and you do not need to feel the lick of pain
stinging your hide. There will be no place to run.”

Pinning his ears flat, Yoticus
snarled.

“Never.”

“As you please.” Her eyes glinted.
“I will take my pleasure from you whether you are willing in this
instant or decidedly unwilling, little coyote. You brought this on
yourself.”

Callula drew her paw back slowly, holding the
whip so that the handle curved upwards and the long tail trailed
upon the ground. It gathered dust, but its upkeep was not her
concern, though the sullying made her ears twitch in subtle
aggravation. Walking slow enough to ensure the coyote’s heart had
enough time to race like a pounding drum, she paced around to the
coyote’s back. Yoticus’ tail hung over his rear, and she clicked
her tongue against the roof of her mouth in vocal displeasure that
made her servants straighten. With a flick of the whip, she
indicated to the nearest servant, and the coyote’s tail was deftly
and swiftly cuffed and chained to the posts also, bound above his
rear and to the side.

In all his anticipation and fear, Yoticus did
not predict the first lick of the whip. He heard a rustle that, in
hindsight, could have been the leather brushing over the ground,
but the sound was lost in the whistle of movement and crack across
his exposed fur. It took a breath for the pain to register but,
when it did, it set the canine convulsing, eyes screwed tightly
shut in an effort to not make a sound. He had had worse! As the
bitter, deep sting faded into a dull throbbing, he wondered just
how hard that small leopard was able to hit: it took hardly any
muscle to swing a bullwhip, yet a great deal of finesse and skill.
Shaking his head, ears ringing, he spat on the ground, starting at
the red globule that splattered in the dirt. A thickly metallic
taste flooded his muzzle, and he realised with a shudder of
revulsion that he had bitten his tongue.

She did not pause to allow him respite. The
second time, he heard the snake of the whip flying back, building
up momentum with the long tail and cracker that made that oh so
distinctive sound. Bracing himself a heartbeat before it struck,
Yoticus’ head snapped back as the whip sliced into his fur, drawing
a line of searing hot pain down the opposite side of his back. The
strikes came in quick succession, Callula drawing her whip arm back
and laying an even set of strokes with bone-chilling precision.
Treated to her infallible skill in whip handling, Yoticus jerked
and twisted, striving and failing miserably to escape the blows as
each brought a fresh, gut-churning wave of pain. Grit and dirt dug
into his hind paws, and he clung desperately to the sensation,
using the distraction to chase his mind to another place where
there was no whip and mad leopardess mistress.

His resoluteness was displeasing, and Callula
pursed her lips, tongue flicking against the inside of her teeth.
At her side and rear, the servants shrank back. It was not that
they were afraid of her personally – it had been a long time since
anyone who did not enjoy discipline had tasted a dose – but
they understood the song the whip sung. Yoticus was yet to learn.
Suppressing a growl reminiscent of the days when she had been on
the receiving end of discipline (it would not do to break form
after coming so far), Callula cracked the whip a hair’s breadth
from Yoticus’ ear, making his ears ring and brought the next stroke
down to cover the entirety of his upper back.

Claiming his body with the burning caress, the
snow leopard’s lips curved upwards as the coyote twisted violently,
using every scrap of willpower he possessed not to whimper, to cry,
to beg. So she did it again, wickedly and deliberately wrapping the
tip of the whip around his side to snap over an exposed nipple.
Everything dissolved into pain and he broke, letting loose a howl
that set the slaves and servants gathered quivering. He was too far
gone to notice their discomfort with his vocal display and
collapsed, giving up on the balancing act and letting his body drop
limply from the post. Callula smiled.

“Say it.”

Hanging from the chains, Yoticus’ ears
twitched, ending as the only indication that he had heard his
mistress speak. Muzzle dropping, his lips parted, blood dripping
from his tongue to pool on the ground. Faintly, he listened to it
drip, slipping into a space far away where pain and heat blurred
into one under the salty taste of sweat. When he gave no response,
the leopard clucked her tongue against the roof of her mouth,
taking a step to the side for a different angle. She stroked the
whip like she would caress a lover, the tail weaving between her
fingers as she brushed the treated leather with a murmur of barely
attuned pleasure. Through running the rip across her paw the whip,
she left a dirty crimson smear on her palm, which she stared down
at curiously.

“How much must you bleed before
the last drop of your pride disappears?” She demanded, tail
lashing. “All you have to do is say it. Submit to me, your
mistress.”

Fur matted with sticky sweat, the coyote
gasped for great, heaving breaths, knowing that the torment was far
from over. Of course he could not say it, it went against every
part of his training and, yes, his pride. It was all he had left.
Lowering his eyes, he stared at the ground, the sun hotter now and
warming his fur. A fly buzzed around his left eye, but he made no
move to flick it away or acknowledge it. The hurt took on a
nauseating throbbing, penetrating deep into his body as if he had
been beaten in the arena for weeks on end, losses blurring into one
another without his life ever ending. For a second, he could not
help but wonder. How much would it hurt..?

He could not complete the thought. The whip
cracked down across his exposed rump – an easier target than his
back, which had been mildly protected by his raised tail. It did
not matter that he had expected the whip to trail down to that
region, considering how he was bound. It did nothing to lessen the
impact. Leaping in the chains the little that they allowed,
Yoticus’ arms screamed, manacles slippery with sweat as he gave a
strangled yelp, choked off halfway. The whip sang and cracked off
the opposite buttock, recalling sharper hurt and setting him
hopping from hind paw to hind paw as the third stroke cut across
both cheeks at once. Alongside the irrevocable ache, the sensation
brought a flush of equally unprecedented warmth to his crotch and,
to the coyote’s horror, the tip of his cock protruded from its
protective, brown sheath. What in seven hells was wrong with
him? He could not be enjoying it, he could not be aroused.
It had to be a bodily reaction, something involuntary like the
jerking in the chains, dancing away from further strikes in a
simple act of self-preservation. Again the bullwhip snapped,
building up a steady beat as his cock teased out more. Perhaps she
would not notice?

It was a futile hope. Stepping close to her
prize, Callula closed her paw around the coyote’s vulnerable balls,
pulling them down and away from his body. He groaned, falling still
even as his arse burned, fear igniting in his breast. Time seemed
to slow down in the pumping of sweet adrenaline as his mistress
purred in his ear, lips brushing between his shoulder blades,
dampening her muzzle with beads of his sweat. He dared not vocalise
a question as the leopardess leaned in very close, pressing against
his abused back and wrapping a paw around his hardened
cock.

“You think I will stop.” Her voice
was as sweet as honey, the touch of her paw like the finest silk.
“Yet I am unsatisfied. Why do you hold out so, my dearest
slave?”

Yoticus shook his head, refusing to give an
answer. It was more than enough to concentrate on regaining his
breath with the distraction of her paw on his dick and her hips
grinding into his rump, calling forth a stronger burn. She laughed,
her tone light for the first time since Yoticus had had the grace
or misfortune to enter her presence. His heart sank: she knew more
than he, something greater that he was only just stealing a glimpse
of. And he desperately wanted it not to be true, not to be
something for his future and, from what Callula implied, the
remainder of his life.

Please, no...not to me.

“Do you not want it, puppy?” She
murmured quietly that only he could catch her words. “To feel one
holding power over you, giving up your own power so you may possess
this delight? Do you not want to slip into your true place in life?
You look so much more beautiful on your knees.”

Pumping his cock, Callula coaxed pleasure from
Yoticus’ abused body, pre cum dripping liberally on to her paw. She
raked the claws of her free paw over his arse, delighting in his
squeal and shock. As if remembering that questions had been asked
of him, the coyote shot her a look, ears slanted miserably to the
sides.

“Never,” he panted, squirming away
from her paw. “I will never say it, I will never be...this
thing you want me to be. Just stop. Please stop. Stop.”

“Now that was almost begging,” she
giggled, a paw shooting up to cover her lips. “But you shall have
to do better than that, my coyote. You are so very
close.”

It was nearer to the truth than he cared to
admit. All of a sudden, the leopardess’ body arched away from his,
and he fought to regain his footing, his back and buttocks one
great mass of pain. Callula’s attack took on a sensual air of
brutality, and she snarled like a feral as she cracked the whip,
reminding her slave of what was to come in the heartbeat before it
snapped across both buttocks and thighs. Yelping hoarsely, Yoticus
ground his teeth together, hoping against hope that the attack
would fail, that his mistress would tire. Yet it was relentless in
its ferocity as she covered his back and rump in a stinging series
of welts, hitting harder and cutting deeper. Blood soaked into his
fur, and each breath was more difficult to take, but he could not –
would not – say it, he would not submit.

Desperately, he threw himself into the chains,
weakly straining to drag them from the posts as his mind circled
over the same words and phrases, mind fogged over and body pure
agony. He was losing and he knew it, it just had to stop! In a sly
move, Callula snaked the whip at the coyote’s swinging balls,
catching one snap right across the fleshy orbs so that the cracker
wrapped around them entirely. Yoticus screamed at an ear-splitting
volume. She laughed, hair tumbling wildly about her
muzzle.

And his armour shattered.

“Please!” He screamed, kicking and
scrambling to not put more weight on his arms, even as Callula
laughed and snapped the whip at both of his hind paws, solely to
make him jump. “I submit! I –”

His words cut off in a shriek upon the next
lick of the whip and he choked, breaking down into tears, the pain
and humiliation too much. Anything, anything – he would do
anything simply to make it all stop.

Callula cupped a paw to her ear, eyes
bright.

“I did not quite catch that,
puppy. What did you say to me?”

Yoticus’ tongue lolled from his muzzle, and he
panted as if he had been running at full pelt for miles upon
end.

“I...I...mis...”

The words would not come, not because he did
not want to say them but because the breath to speak was simply not
there. But that was not good enough for his mistress.

“What was that?” She tapped her
hind paw against the ground, arms crossed across her chest, whip
tipped away from her body.

Taking a deep breath, Yoticus closed his eyes,
reminding himself that it would all be over soon, he did not have
to take it any longer.

“I submit to you...mistress. My
mistress. I submit to you.”

Lowering his muzzle down to his chest, the
coyote screwed up his eyes and pinned his ears back flat to his
skull. He could not look up and was abruptly aware of the servants
and slaves all staring at him, onlookers to his humiliation. What
would they think of him? The once proud arena fighter, beaten by a
female? Quite literally whipped into submission? Every muscle and
fibre of his being ached, and the coyote tossed aside the notion
that others would think and comment. Let them. They would have done
the same. He would not forget who his mistress was
again.

Callula stalked to his front, blonde hair
tangled and a triumphant grin upon her muzzle. She cupped his chin,
forcing him to look up at her and meet her eyes, revelling in the
erotic thrill that she had won another to her heel and
leash.

“That’s my good pup,” she
murmured, dropping a surprisingly tender kiss upon his nose. “You
have learned. Now we must ensure that the lesson holds, do you not
agree?”

“I have...” Yoticus groaned,
exhaust lacing every line of his body. “I have learned, mistress.
Please, no more. You are my mistress. I understand. I
submit.”

Ignoring his exhausted pleas, Callula turned
on a heel, beckoning over one that he could not see. Faintly, he
was glad she was not going to use the whip on him further. Whatever
happened, Yoticus could only feel relieved that the pain had
ended.

“Do not worry, my coyote,” she
called, handing her whip off to a servant. “You will enjoy
this.”

“E-enjoy?” He hated himself for
stammering, even as her eyes glinted.

A large paw thumped on to his arse, not hard
enough to count as a slap but with enough force behind it to make
him yelp, re-visiting the sting. Afraid to look back, he very
slowly turned his head to see a massive black wolf of
indiscriminate breed standing over him. The fur was covered from
head to toe in scars and wore not a scrap of clothing, appearing
quite comfortable to be under the eyes of the servants and slaves
with so little to protect. Licking his lips, the wolf looked over
the coyote, bulging with more muscle than Yoticus had ever boasted
in his prime. He wore an iron collar, embossed with rare stones,
but it was only viewed in a passing fancy as the beast rolled his
hips, thrusting a swollen cock between Yoticus’ rump cheeks. The
coyote’s eyes shot wide in harsh realisation, and he shook his head
so rapidly that dizziness made his head swim.

“Relax, and we will both enjoy it,
‘puppy’,” the larger wolf said with grin that bared his
canines.

“I don’t...please
don’t...”

Yoticus’ voice was too hoarse, though he knew
the wolf understood him.

“You would not wish to disappoint
your mistress now, would you?”

Hanging his muzzle in submission, Yoticus
closed his eyes, the words hitting a chord within him that the whip
had teased loose. No, he did not want to disappoint his mistress.
He had submitted to her and that was his position. Cock hard, he
moaned as the wolf pressed to his sore body, seemingly uncaring for
his prior hurt. The slick, pointed tip of the wolf’s cock dug
between Yoticus’ rear cheeks, seeking out the tight ring that
permitted entry to a bottom-slave’s most intimate passage. Crying
out hoarsely with jaws parted as far as he could strain them, tears
of humiliation squeezed themselves out on to his cheeks as he was
violated, the wolf’s cock driving deep into his tight rump. He was
ashamed to admit that it did not hurt that badly after the whip
until the wolf’s knot slammed into his anal ring, eliciting a
shrill scream from a throat that would remain sore for
days.

He locked eyes with Callula and kept the
leopardess at the forefront of his mind as the wolf bucked and
rolled his hips, drops of sweat falling onto his bound offering.
The leopardess flicked her tail and blew him a kiss that held on
to, using her presence to draw him through the degradation,
forgetting that it was caused by her paw. It did not matter. He
would not forget that she was his mistress ever again, now and
always.

He was hers forever.







Resolutions

Khaz






We hadn't even made it back to my apartment
before the anxiety started to make me tremble. There was no
mistaking the sly look she gave me as we waited in the elevator,
nor the one I gave her in return. Not that I was complaining - I
was desperate to have her back in my bed, I always was - but more
and more, lately, I found myself wishing we could find the
restraint to just talk a while first.

If Saya felt any of the same hesitation, she
didn't show it. She sprang through the opening doors and tugged me
along with her, crossing the few steps to my room. She leaned over
and nibbled on my ear as I pressed my paw to the small plate next
to the door, reciting my password in my head as she teased the top
button of my shirt undone. The lock clicked quietly, thankfully
getting the right message from my brain through the haze of
arousal. A small notification popped up in the corner of my vision,
informing me my apartment was now unlocked, which I brushed away
with some annoyance. Needed to disable that.

Even before I kicked open the door, a flurry
of activity flashed through my mind in response to my return home.
It was 26 degrees inside the room. Rather warm for what we'd be up
to, so I flicked it down mentally. The air conditioner responded
with a blip in my ears, letting me know it understood. I dimmed the
lights and tilted the blinds up to give us some privacy. The screen
on the wall nudged me to see if it should display the news as
usual; I dismissed it. The kitchen was about to make me some coffee
too, but I caught it before it started. Maybe later.

With the flood of alerts suppressed, I
stumbled in after her through the doorway, almost tripping over
myself before she got the shirt all the way off. She nudged the
door closed behind her, and I willed it to lock again. The
mechanism responded with another muffled click as I dismissed the
notification. Our privacy assured, she slipped a paw down into my
pants and started rubbing. I returned the favor; definitely no
restraint to be found today.

Saya's canine fangs sank into my neck as she
tore the zipper open, making me squirm and squeak. The instinctive
fear shot through me in response, a psychological relic of a time
when a mouse like me would have been little more than a meal to
her. The ravenous way she attacked my body was intoxicating. I
couldn't help feeling afraid of the wolf inside her. It was the
reason I was so drawn to her in the first place. I couldn't get
enough of that shivering terror, the way it made my heart
race.

My arousal was plainly visible as my jeans
fell around my ankles, standing up proudly, so hard it hurt. I
pressed my body into her warm inviting fur, my head just barely
tucked under her muzzle at my full height. One paw explored her
soft breasts as the other started to tug her own pants down. By the
time we collapsed onto the bed together, we were blissfully naked,
both clearly relieved to have the chafing fabrics off our
fur.

In that moment, as I rested myself on top of
her, my earlier anxiety started to come back to the foreground.
Could I last this time? I wanted to so badly, but I could already
feel myself starting to sweat with nervousness. The momentary
thrill was fading into a less exciting kind of dread, a sinking
feeling in my stomach. I pressed myself up between her legs,
feeling her warmth and wetness against the underside of my
modestly-sized shaft, but I'd already lost my momentary state of
relaxation. Her biting into my shoulder sent tingles down my spine,
but my stiffness began to fade a little all the same.

Hesitating was only going to make things
worse. I slipped down just enough to press my tip into her soft,
yielding flesh and thrust my way inside. I closed my eyes and did
my best to focus, drinking in every inch of pleasure. Her fangs
moved to my other shoulder, and my cock throbbed in response. My
long, slender tail thrashed about, occasionally catching on one of
her legs. I moaned aloud. I knew, though, that it wasn't going to
be enough for me. I knew even before we'd gotten started, but I
never wanted to admit it.

I was unnaturally silent for a moment. Saya
made enough noise for the both of us, oblivious to my internal
torment. She seemed to enjoy every moment of it as thoroughly as
possible, her jaws agape as she spread her legs wider for me. The
look in her eyes was impossible to read, almost blank, but there
was no mistaking the ecstasy in her expression. I wondered as I
usually did if she had my problem too. Could it really be possible
it was just me, doing this to her? Just me and my
painfully-inadequate half-hard mouse cock? I could hardly believe I
was capable of causing such joy.

I'd only just begun to get into the rhythm of
our love-making, but already my will had collapsed. My emotions
were running out of control now, feeding off themselves and
threatening to ruin everything. I couldn't fight it anymore. I knew
that I needed him, no matter how badly I wanted to just be
satisfied with her.

I shut my eyes tightly and offered her my neck
again, letting the predatory fangs on my throat drown my shame for
a moment. My submission didn't require any effort. It was a
constant battle, actually, just to keep the commands from entering
my mind. I wanted to curl into a ball and weep as they finally
broke through, despite my mechanical thrusting and dramatized
pleasure. Weeks of determination as I waited for our next night
together, undone in a matter of seconds.

The processor heard me loud and clear; it'd
had enough practise parsing those thoughts to pick them out of any
noise. I braced myself for the sudden snap in my senses that
followed a moment later. A quick blink in my vision, a quiet pop in
my ears, a shiver across my skin, and it was over. I wallowed in my
humiliation, but I felt myself achingly hard again from the
anticipation of what was coming. Any moment now, I'd feel
it.

His muzzle brushed my ear, and he whispered to
me softly. "Just relax, mousey boy, I gotcha," he growled. I let
out another squeak as he started to nibble. It felt so real. It was
better than real. I'd been with Saya for years, but I'd been with
him for far longer. She still felt foreign to me, surreal...
flawed. His touch was flawless. He evolved over time, learned my
reactions, the precise methods to extract the optimal level of
pleasure. He literally read my mind.

I'd never been able to bring myself to name
him because I kept telling myself that I didn't want to get
attached. I was attached, alright. His namelessness was the only
shred of resistance I had left.

I kept my breathing steady, trying a bit
overly hard to act normal. I knew she couldn't see him or hear his
voice. There was no trace for anyone to tell he was there aside
from the far-away look in my eyes and the way I squirmed under
every imagined touch. I prayed she wouldn't notice, and she didn't,
but a small part of me still wanted her to. The embarrassment was
overwhelming, but the silence was even worse.

My own personal alpha wolf mounted me. I felt
his weight settle on my back, even though there was none for me to
support. I felt the warmth of his fur rubbing into mine, his breath
tickling on my ears. His paw grabbed my tail and tugged it out of
the way, pulling nice and hard as I squeaked and raised it for him.
And then, as Saya renewed her grip on my throat, he followed suit
from behind, closing his jaws around the nape of my
neck.

My claws dug into the bed as I started to
pound my way into Saya's wetness with a renewed passion. The shame
was burned out of my mind by the clenching around my neck, calming
me even through the panic, making me feel at home in my complete
submission. His sheath pressed up under my tail, and he started to
push inside me without any delay. He didn't have to ask; my brain
told him I wanted it before even I knew that I did.

I struggled to keep up my natural pace,
knowing that I couldn't just rely on his steady pounding to
effortlessly drive me into her. I still felt the impact of his hips
slamming into my ass, jolting my body forwards, even though it
wasn't real. It was difficult to keep myself balanced and in
position, trying not to shove back against nothing. A twinge of the
shame returned for just a moment as I realized how good I'd become
at that, how used to this I had become.

My wolf bit down on the back of my neck harder
than his real counterpart could ever dare to. The pressure was
almost paralyzing, building into pain as the sharp points dug in.
Saya's grip weakened until she finally released me, her moans
growing more urgent as her climax approached. The other set of
fangs took advantage of the spare room and extended their grip -
always careful not to conflict with reality - and then immediately
broke through the skin.

I made a strained whine into Saya's ears,
shuddering on top of her, totally overwhelmed by the sensation. It
was impossible to describe the feeling of his teeth inside me. It
was something no real predator could ever give me; not safely, at
least. With him, there were no limits, and my mind took full
advantage of that fact. He just kept biting down harder and harder,
making me scream with pain and somehow with pleasure as well. It
came in waves with every slap of his hips, the motion making him
tug at my neck. I felt the warm trickle of simulated blood running
from my wounds, dripping from his chin and down my chest. I watched
the crimson splatter across Saya's fur and soak into the
sheets.

I surrendered to his grip. I rammed myself
into Saya as deeply as I could and just stayed there, pulsing
inside her, grinding my balls against her dripping slit. I couldn't
keep up the steady humping any longer, but I didn't need to. His
snarling muzzle was my entire world. It just kept squeezing
tighter, making my eyes go wide and my breath start to wheeze in my
throat. My head spun with the sensory overload, and I started to
feel faint. I couldn't even be sure what was real and what I was
imagining anymore as I struggled to pull in air. I wondered for a
moment if I was actually breathing just fine before I ceased to
wonder anything at all.

The jaws squeezed again, and my vision started
to black out. I could feel the strain in my bones as they cracked
under the pressure. I couldn't breathe. I was dying. And then I
came, as hard as I always did, as hard as I ever had in my life. My
mind went blank.

I collapsed, gasping for breath. The afterglow
that flooded through me felt like a warm, heavy blanket smothering
me, pinning me down. My body was drained of all its strength, and
I'd never felt so satisfied.

He was gone. The gruesome mess of blood was
gone. There were no bite marks on my neck, no scars, no traces. I
couldn't remember when I stopped feeling him thrusting up under my
tail, but I was empty again. My neck felt stiff and sore, though. I
could never be certain whether that was the program playing tricks
on me or if my mind really did take it that seriously. Probably the
latter.

It took a moment for Saya to return to my
thoughts. She was grinning up at me, panting as heavily as I was.
She licked my muzzle and thanked me for the ride. I didn't know
what to say, so I just hummed softly and nuzzled against her neck.
She rubbed behind my ears, but it wasn't as comforting as usual.
Her loving affection only amplified the pain.

I loved her more than I could find words to
express. Almost every moment we were apart, I spent thinking about
her. I wanted to spend my life with her. I'd even thought about
making some strange-looking crossbreed children with her, and I
wasn't entirely opposed to the idea either. Everyone told us we
were meant for each other, and I believed it. This shame I carried
was the only thing wrong with our relationship.

I wanted to tell her so badly, but how could I
possibly explain? How could she ever believe that I loved her if
she knew that every moment we were in bed together, my mind was
full of someone else? I couldn't deal with the thought I might lose
her, but I couldn't go a single day without my virtual affairs
either. The craving for that pleasure overwhelmed my willpower
every time. No one person could ever satisfy me, even if they
literally fucked me to death.

Our heavy panting had finally died down. Saya
let out the occasional contented growl as she held me on top of
her. I stole a glance at her eyes, wondering once again. They
looked blank. There was no doubt she was immersed in some virtual
existence at the moment, even if she hadn't been before.

Perhaps she was just reading some mail, or
maybe she let her fantasies linger longer than I did. Maybe someone
was with her right then, cuddling at her side and whispering in her
ears. Or maybe, when she looked at me, it wasn't my face she saw.
Maybe when I was inside her, she felt someone more filling than my
pathetic self, like a raging stallion. It would explain why she
always seemed to enjoy it so much.

Maybe she embraced her addiction and revelled
in it. Maybe she was hoping I would say something. I stared hard
into her eyes, knowing she wasn't seeing me. There wasn't even the
slightest flicker of evidence what was playing behind that glassy
look. The only thing I knew for certain was that she was happy. For
a moment, that thought brought me some comfort.

I sighed quietly and nuzzled deeper into her
fur. The warmth of her body under mine was soothing. I closed my
eyes and switched the computer in my mind off for a while, hoping
hazily that I might be able to catch a small nap on top of
her.

I'd try again tomorrow. Maybe I would be able
to resist for the first time. Maybe I would have the courage to
tell her.

I'd deal with it tomorrow.







The Meat
Market

Kits Koriohn






Kelly swung slowly, the pulsing music on the
floor below and the riot of scents nearby his only companions. The
ram could do little more than huff the air and listen for activity
given that he was blindfolded, bound, and trussed up into the most
visually appealing display of meat possible. In Kelly’s case, ‘most
attractive’ meant a hog-tie that ‘balanced his horns and his balls’
according to his handler Chip. The older rabbit was a fussy auteur,
constantly tweaking and re-tying the suspended ram even when he was
on display, unsatisfied until Kelly was hung just-so. The ram
welcomed such fussing. Chip’s dry, deadpan professionalism was more
arousing to Kelly than any of the more lurid styles in vogue
amongst the other handlers. Let the others get their subs into the
right headspace by quoting Hannibal Lecter and cackling; Chip’s
quiet treatment of Kelly like an ornament to be displayed left the
ram squirming in arousal a dozen times worse. Being so objectified,
just a hunk of dumb meat stretched out for perusal, was Kelly’s
entire reason for being here.

“Safeword if you get dizzy or
dehydrated, Kel. Not much demand for mutton jerky this time of
year.” Chip chuckled, patting Kelly on the flank. Kelly was a
stoutly muscular ram, and had quite a bit of flank to
pat.

Kelly squirmed a little at the warm paw on his
rump, even as Chip smoothed the fur back down as he would on the
weave of a plush carpet. “I thought you said when I dried out a
little it made my abs pop.” The ram couldn’t see, but the paw and
slight muffling of nearby sound meant he could strain his neck to
face where Chip likely was.

The maneuver earned him two lapine fingers
across the nose, gently smacking him like one would a rambunctious
puppy. The discipline sent a shiver down his chest, ending with a
thrill between his legs, his testicles suddenly heavy and aching.
Kelly squirmed a little, contrite even as he wondered how he could
earn those fingers again.

“I said losing a little
water weight would show off your best assets. Get too dehydrated
and I’ll have to take you down for the night and then what was the
point in coming out? All the sweating from holding that position is
going to lose you plenty. I want to display a fine piece of mutton
to interested doms, not run first aid on a piece of meat who should
know better.”

“Yes sir.” Kelly wavered, torn
between his desire to tease and his desire to please Chip, finally
settling on the latter. Chip was a handler, not a play partner.
Which wasn’t to say that his relationship with the rabbit wasn’t
sexual (Chip had more than once publically milked the ram for a
prospective buyer, after all) but that Chip wasn’t here to play
power games. Kelly had never asked the rabbit what he got out of
the Meat Market, but given that Chip was a veteran of over a decade
and been displaying Kelly for almost two years, his handler was
clearly enjoying something about it.

“I’m going to go set up James.
I’ll be in earshot. Just call if you need, safeword if it’s an
emergency.”

Kelly nodded, feeling more than hearing the
rabbit step away. James was a cute wolf, lean and slinky and
silvery, and Chip presented him on a spread-eagle rack angled to
show off the young canine’s soft pelt and chastity-locked genitals.
He was also a bit more brazen than Kelly, and began a low, lusty
whimper almost as soon as he was set up. Plenty of buyers loved
that horny kicked-puppy style; James usually found a dom his first
night and wouldn’t be back to the Meat Market for a month or
longer. Kelly consoled himself with the thought that his own
enduring, uncomplaining suspension made him look powerful and stoic
by comparison, but he certainly didn’t seem to reel in doms like
James did. Chip’s footfalls were completely silent and Kelly
startled a little at the sudden return.

“The puppy’s all set up. I’ll be
here with my book. Keep your back straight and show off that
muscle, and I’ll tell you if any good prospects come to size you
up.”

Kelly obediently stretched himself as best he
could, his muscular forearms and calves straining against the
cuffs, taking advantage of his powerful build to appear like a
prime piece of meat. He smiled as he did so. James might call in
the browsers with those needy cries, but Chip always sat by Kelly
to read.

“What book?” Kelly wasn’t quite
ready to hang uncomplaining, and making some light small talk gave
him a little bit of respite to get into the mindset being a good
display piece.

“Magic’s
Pawn. Been on a Mercedes Lackey kick recently. Meat doesn’t
talk.”

Meat doesn’t talk. It was a small
sentence, but Kelly heard it, and then felt it as it throbbed
through his ears, down his back, into his core. They were magic
words. Just like the right spell could turn a pumpkin into a coach,
these words could turn Kelly, buff black ram bouncer, into a
well-behaved piece of mutton for sale at Market. He bleated softly
to himself, suddenly aware of the tightness in his sheath and speed
of his pulse. This was why he had chosen Chip. The rabbit could set
Kelly squirming in his cuffs with three offhanded words, and then
leave him spun up until closing time with no release except a
shameful jackoff session once Kelly got home. It was torture. He
loved it.

Left with nothing to do, no outside stimulus,
Kelly slowly became more excited. Without distraction, the ram’s
mind inevitably settled back onto his helplessness and arousal, his
trapped state making his lust a whirlpool he was unable to swim out
of. The ache of muscles starting to complain were slow, smouldering
fires igniting in his shoulders, back, and rump. The kiss of the
leather straps was starting to chafe ever so slightly, promising
its bite would be deeper and fuller within a few hours. The air in
the room was still and warm, meaning the slight swinging to and fro
was from imperceptible, ineffective, instinctual struggles. His
breathing was slightly labored, he could feel his muscular chest
swelling up and out with every breath, the panting as much from
excitement as exertion. He was half-erect, but it was immaterial;
every bit of a piece of meat was equally important, his burning
shoulders as erotic as his swollen penis. He was all sensitive
nerve endings, adrenaline and desire leaving him raw and growing
rawer by the moment.

He could feel the sweat trickling down his
body, the drops edging through his fur. They traced down his sides,
hot and sticky, leaving cooling trails as they teased his lowest
points, his nipples and testicles. Feeling a single hot, fat drop
splash off his nuts made him squirm, the soft “plap” noise of it
hitting the ground quickening his pulse. It was always the little
things. The three short words. The ten minutes of feeling sweat
drip off his balls. The roughness of the leather helping hold him.
Big things were loud and demanded attention, and he’d happily focus
on a dom, or feeling Chip jack him dry if either happened. But the
little things were tiny loops he couldn’t escape, the sensation and
isolation reflecting back on each other like two mirrors facing,
with Kelly caught in between.

He reached outwards with his available senses,
flaring his nostrils to catch scents. The strongest and most
obvious was his own, of course. A big virile ram, sweating heavily,
genitals warm and musky with excitement and eagerness to breed. An
undertone of physical discomfort and pain, mostly from the stress
of his position. Nearby, much subtler, an older male rabbit, not so
much hidden as masked under some astringent herbal aftershave.
Chip’s scent was a quiet counterpoint to Kelly’s messy-hot
virility, a polestar of sage and absinthe amid the olfactory
constellations. Past that was the chemical tang of linoleum, the
softer tang of cedarwood, and the dusty scent of hot metal. The
display floor of the Meat Market. He couldn’t smell nor hear them
well, but he knew there were a dozen stalls like Chip’s, each
containing between one and a half-dozen subs who wanted to be out
on display. When the doors opened in the next twenty minutes, a
wave of individuals interested in using the subs would flood the
floor.

When that flood happened, Kelly would be poked
and prodded and manhandled. Doms might ask to take him off the
hooks, have Chip give them a demonstration of Kelly’s body, might
take Kelly right then and there on the floor. Through it all, Kelly
would need to be a good piece of meat. Obedient, responsive,
pleasing...his rewards were fickle but precious. Doms sufficiently
interested after a sample could leave their contact information.
Subs sufficiently pleased with their treatment at the market could
call up those that had used them that night, either for further
play or something more. The string of marriages that the ground
floor was catering on Saturdays seemed to suggest it was a sound
strategy for all involved.

The thought of random strangers pawing over
his body, mounting him and breeding him as they casually chatted
with Chip, was enough to make him thrash in anticipation, setting
him swaying. It’d be happening soon, and it would leave him with
two possible outcomes: either he’d get used as a tasty piece of
mutton, or he’d spend hours looping in on his own arousal, turning
himself on by being turned on, a recursively-denied orgasm. There
was no downside.

“Alright folks, we’ll soon be
opening up the second floor to let you all inside to try out our
fine selection of cuts this evening. Remember the rules: if a
handler says to back off, listen. If the meat uses a safeword, obey
them. Beyond that, anything goes. Have fun, go wild, and remember:
there’s enough free samples for everyone!”

James’s whining renewed with increased fervor.
The wolf could hear as well, and the hungry roar of the crowd below
was teasing him with anticipation. Kelly shifted a little, the
strain in his back and chest burning slightly as lactic acid
continued to build. By closing time he’d be shaking and exhausted.
But meat didn’t complain. Not when meat daydreamed about this night
every week. Not when meat forced itself harder at the gym solely so
it’d look delicious hung up and presented. In the soft shadows and
softer quiet of handlers setting up their pieces, Kelly enjoyed the
calm before the show.

The doors exploded inwards, a storm of drunk
and rowdy men barging in to sample the wares. The first wave of
sound smashed into him, setting him rocking before realizing that
the rocking was his own anticipatory squirms. The second wave of
scents was slower and more subtle, but it was the one he drowned
in.

Alcohol and the generic musk of sweat were the
first overwhelming sensations, the smell of sex lingering a bit
behind. In such a herd, the smell was generic, anonymous. Gin and
lube jostled against sweaty latex and hoppy beers, a seething mass
of indulgence. It was only as the crowd spread out and came close
that individuals were discernible. Here was some canine loaded down
with enough body spray to hurt Kelly’s nose, slurring boasts of
sexual prowess and barely able to walk. There was the
warm-hay-and-sex scent of Alex, a sweet and familiar Clydesdale. A
pair of spicily-scented ursines were debating over prospects to
take home tonight. Scents flowed through the air in the trail of
the men, leaving Kelly smelling the world as it was five seconds
ago.

James began keening like he had been hit (and
was loving it), but he was stilled by a satisfied purr. Chip stood
up from his chair and walked over as Kelly strained to hear over
the roar of the crowd.

“Such a pretty piece of wolf. Is
he always this excited?” Kelly had no visual cues, but something
about the voice made him think a panther. Too deep and baritone to
be a smaller feline, but it lacked the resonant almost-roar a tiger
or lion might have.

“Easily. He’s a very high-strung
cut. Eager to please, energetic, rambunctious. Into puppy play and
service submission. Play with him all night, tell him to cook you
breakfast in the morning.” Chip was a smooth salesman, just this
side of unctuous. The excited thump of James’s tail against the
wooden frame betrayed his excitement.

“His fur is very soft. How does he
handle on pain?” the dom’s scent had finally reached Kelly. A
little red wine, the slight scent of semen, and a sharply-textured
feline musk that didn’t narrow down the options any more than the
voice had. Kelly was still guessing panther.

“It’s not an interest of his own,
but he happily endures it for the right dom. Any particular acts in
mind?”

“I have...broad tastes in making
meat like him squeal. Nothing too severe to start out of course.
Some pinching and prodding, roughness during sex...” There was a
slight pause, and James’s tail sped up. The possibly-panther was
doing something. Almost imperceptible, the sentence continued in a
near-whisper, “...eventually whips, my claws, perhaps branding if
he enjoys it. Hearing meat like this sizzle is amazing”.

“Y-yellow.” James interjected, the
whimpering gone and replaced with an almost-moan. “B-but please
keep going.”

The voice that replied was moderated, but had
an indulgent edge. “Like I said though, nothing too severe to start
with. Tell me, meat. Do you like nipple clamps?”

“N-no, Sir. I don’t like them.”
The wolf’s voice was going up in octaves again, excited. “But I’d
like to use some to please you.”

“In that case, how about I put
these on you now, and come back in about an hour to take you
home?”

“I’d like that a lot,
Sir.”

Kelly idly wondered how the wolf’s tail hadn’t
bashed its way free of every structure in a 4-foot radius at the
rate it was pounding.

“May I touch the merchandise?” the
cat was dryly amused.

“Of course, but if you break it,
you buy it.” Kelly could hear Chip’s smile in the reply.

“I plan to do both later, in
reverse order.” James squealed and Kelly could hear the wolf
struggling against his frame as something metal clicked slightly.
The canine was gasping and smelled more aroused than he had
moments ago. “I’ll be back after I’ve sampled some more wares. See
you soon, little pup.”

James whined something incomprehensible, but
the aroused longing was palpable in the wolf’s voice. Chip walked
near Kelly, picked up a piece of paper, and went back to James,
likely putting a “Sold” tag on the eagerly-abused wolf. In
response, James began whining lustily. Again.

Kelly struggled a bit, both against his bonds
and his mixed feelings. He wanted to be happy for his fellow piece
of meat, but there was always the nagging aggravation that James
had been picked up and taken within the first five minutes, and the
probably-panther hadn’t even spared a look at Kelly on the way by.
It wasn’t even jealousy. Jealousy implied Kelly wanted what James
had. What Kelly really wanted was someone to choose him or use him
as swiftly and casually as the panther had James. And also for
James to shut up. The wolf’s squealing was bringing on a
headache.

“That was a fast sale. Makes me
wonder if the guy will be back at all, or if he just wanted to do a
dine-n-dash on clamping the kiddo’s nipples. A squeeze-n-breeze if
you will.”

Kelly smiled tiredly. Chip could cheer the ram
up as easily as arouse him. The grizzled rabbit had seen this
situation before, and not just with Kelly. No piece of meat wanted
to be leftovers.

“Doing good on water? No serious
cramps? Flex your shoulders forward a little then. Give the doms a
nice unbroken line of sleek mutton from neck to knee.”

Kelly complied as best he could, arching
himself a little. He’d seen photos Chip and a few of the doms had
taken. Even he found himself pretty at the right angle, a dense
mass of sleek black-furred mouflon, his pelt and the leather being
used to suspend him both the same inky color. His short-cut fur let
him show off his muscular form, accent it with a harness, and kept
him from being miserably hot in the stifling warmth of the Market.
The only color on him was his horns, which retained the brown shade
more common for sheep. They were beautiful: big as his bicep, with
deep, tight swirls back behind his head, giving him a regal profile
whenever he wasn’t suspended or on his knees before a dom. Chip had
more than once stopped reading to polish them, wanting to show off
the intricate patterns and enduring lustre. The rabbit cared very
much about stylistic symmetry between Kelly’s horns and balls,
ending his horn-polishings with a quick but firm readjustment of
the ram’s testicles to hang pleasingly. Not that Kelly complained.
Meat didn’t talk.

What Meat did, instead, was let itself be lost
in the crowd, bobbing like a cork between his internal awareness of
his arousal and the soothing, distracting anticipation of the
crowd. He could hear them walking and talking, the stink of their
dance-floor rutting hanging about them in a haze. He wanted to
stink like that. To feel a big, powerful, musky dom grind his
sweat-dampened body all over him, to leave a chemical graffiti tag
that would linger on through the week, calmly stating “I was here.
This thing is mine.” to anyone with a nose. A few guys fit the
profile already: a heavy boar whose footsteps thundered and who
smelled like he had come straight from hard manual labor to the
Market, a lion whose roar reverberated at the edge of every spoken
word, and a fellow ram. The ram, being another sheep, had a scent
that carried far more information to Kelly than anyone else. He
smelled slightly younger, hotheaded and virile, the eagerness to
fight or fuck palpable on his scent. Something deep and instinctive
in Kelly wanted him to shout at the other ram, drive him off with
headbutts and harsh words. The thought of having the ram mount him
like a ewe made him feel humiliated and dirty. Which was why he was
getting so aroused at the thought. Before he could stop himself, he
let out a soft, low bleat. A challenge. An invitation.

The effect was magnetic. Kelly could
feel the other ram turn around immediately and stalk forward
to the stall, no eyes needed.

“How much for the uppity ram in
the window?” The ram’s voice was younger, higher, harsher. Kelly
imagined him wearing punk rock clothing from tone of voice alone,
though he doubted the accuracy of his imagination.

“First sample’s free. And you’re
free to touch him unless I tell you to stop or he says ‘Red’. Want
a closer look?”

Kelly shivered.

“Yes I do,” The voice was
hard-edged, hoarse with excitement and desire. “then I’m going to
try a taste.” The ram positively snarled as Kelly felt a hand on
his left ass cheek. The grip was hungry, possessive. He couldn’t
tamp down the grunt and squirm that the grab squeezed out of him.
With the dom so close, Kelly could pick out the details of sound
and smell.

The ram currently leering over him smelled of
whiskey and arrogance, a young male drunk on power and pride as
much as alcohol. The sound at his edges was fuzzy, hinting at a
thick coat. This perception was reinforced by the strong lanolin
scent, the trademark odor of a sheep. Underneath was a strong,
bitter musk that Kelly shied away from. Instinctually he hated the
smell, an unfamiliar male leaving his rutting-scent all over Kelly
with a humiliating olfactory signpost. That disgust and humiliation
made him struggle, reinforced his helplessness, reminded him he was
just a toy to be marked and discarded, and transmuted it into
desire. The ram’s handprint on his rump burned with cold fire,
lingering in Kelly’s sensation as the dom stepped around, looking
him over.

“You’re such a tasty-looking
thing...Kelly.” The ram was reading the small informational sign
Chip would have placed under him. “And I can feel you trying to
pull away from my hand. But I can see your erection.”

It was true. Kelly was swollen, his fat ovine
cock swaying below him like a pendulum. But his own arousal seemed
unimportant under the gaze of this boorish ram. He opened his mouth
to speak and a pair of cloven fingers shushed him.

“Meat doesn’t talk, Kelly.” The
fingers traced a line down his chest, over his abs, ending at his
belly button.

Those words from a new source made him thrash,
his whine of lust muffled as he kept his muzzle shut as his dom had
just reminded him. He suddenly wanted to orgasm. Not for release
for himself, but to show how completely he wanted to give himself
over to this crude young ram. His entire body was flexing and
straining, trying to express his roiling desire and submission, and
completely unable to.

“Well shit, that had an effect,
didn’t it? You like being called a piece of meat, don’t you? Just a
juicy cutlet up on a butcher’s rack, waiting for a real man to come
over.” The ram’s hands were groping him now, squeezing his biceps
and prodding deep into his shoulders and thighs. Small suns of pain
ignited and flared where he hit muscles drained by the suspension.
Kelly loved it. His mouth was open, breath coming in ragged gasps
as the ram sampled Chip’s wares.

“Mutton. Game. Fodder. Chops.”
Each word rolled in, punching Kelly in the gut as the hands
continued their roaming. One was tracing each individual ab, slowly
spiraling lower. The other was on his back now, feeling the muscles
quivering from stress. “Damn, if every guy was as easy to talk off
as you, I’d buy a better thesaurus.”

One of the hands reached Kelly’s erection, the
grip of another ram’s so similar to his own that it was
off-putting, a not-his-hand jacking him off. He maah-ed and
shuddered, feeling long drooling strands of pre shoot from his tip.
His hips bucked helplessly, not under conscious control.

“You sure are a juicy cut. But if
I’m going to spill your juices, I’m going to want to spill some of
my own.” The hand that was now circling the base of his tail pulled
away. The hand teasing his cock merely drifted lower to cup and
gently tug at his balls. Kelly moaned, writhing as his fat,
sensitive nuts were played with. Then he heard the
zipper.

Without conscious thought he strained forward,
ending up gently headbutting the other ram. His muzzle hit warm
jeans and the open fly earning a chuckle from the dom, who gently
pushed him away.

“Hey now, meat hangs there and
waits for the sauce. It doesn’t help cook.”

Mortified, Kelly pulled back, doing his best
to wait patiently as he heard the scrape of penis on denim. A
little bit later, something warm and rigid and reeking of the ram
pressed against his lips. Kelly accepted it in eagerly, craving a
chance to make up for his sin.

The ram’s cock was salty and slightly bitter,
pushing in deep to the hilt before pulling back. Kelly swirled his
tongue about the head, his mouth filling with the same humiliating
scent that was being smeared all over him. The hands were changing
positions now, pulling away from his crotch. One grabbed his right
horn, bracing him, while the other traced down his spine, sending
soft fireworks rippling across his back. He slurped and sucked at
the length as it ground down against his tongue. The dom using him
was more excited than his crude, casual exterior let on, a
salty-sweet line of pre being drawn down Kelly’s tongue as the ram
thrust.

“Meat doesn’t orgasm, understood?
Doesn’t matter how good it feels, you need to keep it in.” Kelly
couldn’t nod, but redoubled his effort in sucking to show consent.
He certainly wanted to orgasm, but he wanted to please the ram far,
far more. The way Kelly felt, pent up and desperate and submissive,
he would have agreed to not orgasm for a month to please the ram
breeding him.

A finger slid against his ring, lubricated
only with sweat and spit. He froze up, momentarily debating using
his safeword, before the first knuckle slid in, spreading him
slightly. It was rough, but his body almost welcomed the pain even
as he clamped down instinctively. His sphincter didn’t have the
strength to push out the invader, and his body’s failure to resist
the man sent Kelly shivering. His nostrils flared as he gasped for
breath, feeling the digit squirm in. It felt hot and gross and
humiliatingly wonderful as it wormed into him, and he nearly broke
his agreement to the dom right then and there. Slowly, agonizingly,
he flicked his tail up and silently consented to the invasion
between his legs.

“Shit, that’s almost as good as
calling you meat, isn’t it? Once you stopped fighting the urge
anyway.” The ram gloated as he thrust into the bound ram sloppily.
Penetrated at both ends, Kelly felt like little more than a
glorified fleshlight, existing solely to be a warm wet orifice for
the ram to fuck. He squirmed in excitement that he was right where
he should be, messily worshipping the thick ovine cock filling his
muzzle as the finger slid in deeper, being joined by a second. With
the dom’s sloppy thrusts and Kelly’s limited range of motion, it
wasn’t long before the ram’s exhausted muzzle began drooling spit
and pre, unable to keep up with the rough thrusts into him. He
could hear the messy splatter of various sheep fluids onto the
floor even as the dick thrust deeper into him, pushing at the back
of his throat.

He wasn’t sure he could or wanted to deep
throat, until those fingers pushed in against his prostate.
Erogenous lightning crackled outward from his crotch to his
extremities, setting him writhing again even as the ram’s cock
continued its rough, careless thrusting. He went limp, starting to
moan as the penis slid down his throat, making him gag. He strained
forward, trying to give it better access as he shuddered and
retched around it. The dom assisted him by choking up his grip on
Kelly’s horn, bracing it so he could swing him back and forth from
his suspension, a submissive ram pendulum.

Kelly took slow, deep, desperate breaths,
trying to keep his airway clear and his body from orgasming as the
knuckle ground up and down inside him. Both were challenges. The
thick erection in his throat was everything he’d wished for
tonight, and the fingers rhythmically pushing inside him were
keeping him perilously close to breaking his promise to the dom.
The assault reduced him to a mindless beast, a jumbled collection
of painful and pleasurable sensations with no identity. Kelly truly
ceased to exist for a time, leaving shuddering, ecstatic
meat.

With no focus, no self, all that was left were
sensations. The pressure at both ends as he was reamed, the
hatefully-alluring musk oozing down on him from the ram’s sweat,
the self-satisfied bleats of his dom using him. The rhythmic
swaying that left him feeling like a piece of flotsam in a sea of
sweat and pre. The steady, splattering drip of his saliva and his
dom’s pre out of the corner of his mouth. The ache of his own
ignored, unimportant erection against his flexing abs.

The orgasm took him completely by surprise.
Even as the thrusts slowed and he picked up the shattered pieces of
his sense of self, he wasn’t prepared for the sudden eruption. It
started back in his throat, salty and burning, as the ram pulled
out, leaving a bitter trail along Kelly’s mouth as he yanked out
and sprayed several meaty jets of it across Kelly’s face and
muzzle. The thick blindfold was the only reason it didn’t spray
into his eyes. Kelly leaned forward needily, though he didn’t
understand why. The dom magnanimously let the remainder dribble
into Kelly’s open, bleating maw.

“Yeah, you want it, don’t you?
Taste of a real ram. It’s yours, meat.” Kelly struggled once again
not to orgasm, though at least now he was assisted by the used,
empty feeling left by the absence of fingers inside him.

The last few drops spattered onto his face as
the ram withdrew. He could hear the sound of a zipper closing up,
followed by a lazy pat on the rump.

“Well, got what I came here for.
See you around, meat.” The ram walked off before Kelly could even
form words to tell him to wait.

Kelly hung there, two feelings writhing and
swirling inside him. On one hand, he’d been roughly used and used
up, taken advantage of by a selfish ram to extract pleasure from
him, leaving him sore and dripping with a scent-marking that’d be
palpable tomorrow at work, regardless of showering. He’d been
filled with semen, pulled off a penis, and discarded like a used
condom. On the other hand, it didn’t feel as good as it should
have. He waited a bit before speaking up.

“D-did he leave a number?” Kelly
hacked, throat raw from the face-fucking.

“No. Should I have stopped him?
You seemed to be having fun.” Chip replied quietly

Kelly thought a moment.

“No, I was right up until he
walked off. I’m not sure what happened.”

“I’m not either. Would you like me
to take you down?”

Kelly quirked his head, thinking. Part of him
wanted to give up now, call it a night and go home. But he also
wanted to double down. It was strange, wanting to express defiance
by submission. But something stubborn in the ram made him want to
stay.

“No. Can you get me some water
though?”

Chip brought a bottle up to Kelly’s lips. He
sucked on it greedily, using the water to rinse out the goo and
smells of the ram that had treated him so poorly. Then he used it
to slake his thirst. And then slake it some more. After he’d
drained one bottle dry, Chip brought out a second one without
asking. Kelly chugged more than half of it before he was finally
satisfied.

“I don’t want to push you to get
down, either, but no one’s going to think you’re weird for wanting
to call it a night.”

Kelly shook his head.

“No. Fuck that guy. Tonight I
might just be hanging to show off for me.”

Chip patted Kelly on one of the less-messy
parts of his back.

“Then go get ‘em, Kel. And just
call me if you change your mind. It’ll just be me and Ms. Lackey
here until then.”

Kelly nodded smartly, and settled in to
wait.

It was a longer night than usual. Not in that
it was more time than usual for the Market, but that Kelly had
never before been so thoroughly knocked out of his headspace while
waiting before. Normally, on a night he was ignored, it was easy to
lose focus, to let himself ricochet between the sources of his
arousal until he was a closed loop. But now he was struggling,
fighting against pain that failed to thrill, and boredom that
failed to arouse. He listened to the murmur of the crowd, unwilling
to exert himself to pick out individual voices. He slowly felt his
muscles uncramp from the extra water, and then burn blandly with
the prolonged suspension.

After some interminable stretch, the dom was
back for James. The wolf was unlocked and wheeled off with only the
briefest of conversations. Kelly debated taking up needy bleating,
to see if it’d help, but decided to not give his most recent
mistake the satisfaction. He would be a stoic sub, enduring because
he was strong. He flexed slowly, shaking his posture up a little
and stretching as best he could.

The crowd had wound down somewhat, the Meat
Market entering the tail end of its night a little past midnight.
Kelly shuddered, wondering if he had dozed, feeling like an hour or
more had slipped somewhere. He heard a young cervine, perhaps a
moose, being brought to orgasm, followed by agonized begging as the
dom or handler continued milking him.

“Lambkin, lambkin,
munch-munch-munch. Won’t you come home and be my lunch?” The voice
growled right in his ear. Kelly jumped as much as he could
in his bondage, bleating in surprise and a primal terror of
predators. He hadn’t heard anyone approaching at all.

“Kel! You okay?” Chip’s voice was
concerned.

“Y-yeah.”

“I’m sorry to have given fright.
You just looked like a delicious piece of mutton.” The voice had a
deep, earthy growl to it, and after a moment Kelly placed the sharp
scent from earlier in the evening. Lion.

“It’s okay. Just...just be a
little less sneaky, okay?” Kelly normally wouldn’t be so mouthy to
one of the doms, but he’d been drained of most of his obedience by
the night’s events.

He was rewarded with a warm, clawed paw on his
rump. He flexed his rear and flicked his tail nervously.

“I’ll keep a hand on you at all
times, so you can know where I am.” The voice the color of warm
honey drew closer, until he felt a blunt feline muzzle snuffling
the crook of his neck. “The rest of me might wander, however. You
smell very tasty, lamb-chop.”

Kelly shuddered as the lion snuffled over him,
feeling very exposed. The exposure blew on the waning coals of his
arousal, making blood stir in his groin again.

“Smells like you’ve already had
some fun tonight,” A warm paw cupped the tip of his penis, stroking
it as Kelly shuddered. “but it didn’t let you finish. I think I’ll
fix that.”

Kelly felt the lion’s muzzle tracing over him,
smelling at his face, then neck, then crotch. Feeling the lion’s
hot breath on his swelling erection made him blush. Feeling the
lion’s rough tongue gently stroke down it made him
bleat.

“Just safeword if I do something
you dislike, meat. But I can see how badly you need this. It’s a
bit of a shame; you’re such a work of art, and they left you mostly
unenjoyed.” The paws were roaming over him again, ruffling up his
fur, heedless of the sweat and slime that tattooed his body. He’d
been naked all night, but now was the first time he actually
felt naked. “Chip can you tell me a bit about this
cut?”

“Of course, what did you want to
know?” Chip’s voice had a wary edge to it, Kelly suspected more out
of concern for him than actual concern about the lion.

“He looks very substantial. Lot of
muscle to him. What are some things he enjoys?”

“Objectification. Bondage, as you
can see. Humiliation, though I think he’s definitely had his fill
of that one for the night. Generally being played with and used to
pleasure a dom. He’s strong and uncomplaining, and as you’ve said,
quite visually appealing.”

“Agreed. I love the mirrored
symmetry between his horns and testicles. It gives him a delightful
yin/yang motif.” The lion’s hand had moved around some, circling
around Kelly’s back to allow continued contact while the predator
circled the suspended piece of meat.

“Agreed. It’s why I display him
that way in fact.” Chip sounded delighted someone had remarked upon
his presentation.

The lion leaned in close, and slowly licked
Kelly’s ear. It felt as invasive and erotic as the ram’s fingers
inside his rear had earlier.

“You may call me ‘Sir’. For you,
meat, that might as well be my first name. Understood?”

“Yes Sir.”

“Excellent. And from here on out,
no words unless I ask you direct questions or you need to safeword.
Feel free to moan or cry though. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good meat.” Sir began stroking
Kelly’s erection, making him huff and squirm. He ached down there,
swollen from earlier thwarted desire and the sort of teasing a
fellow ram could inflict. The hand on his back and rump pulled
away, and he heard the sound of a zipper sliding down for the
second time tonight. Then he heard the crinkle of a
condom.

“Sorry to trouble you, Chip, but
can you help me open it? I can put it on one-handed but getting the
damned thing out is much harder.”

There was further rustling and murmured
thank-yous. Kelly could smell the latex, hear it rolling across
something resonant and meaty. The leonine paw stroking him slowed,
and he could feel the attached arm move as the dom got into a new
position, above and behind Kelly.

He was big; taller than Kelly, and about 50
pounds heavier. From the controlled strength he brought to bear as
something hot and hard slid between Kelly’s cheeks, very little of
that extra mass was fat. The dom was able to swing him back and
forth easily as he got into position, using the submissive ram’s
erection as a handle. Kelly grunted as he was tugged and twisted
lewdly, the erection grinding against his already-sensitized hole.
There was the scrape of fabric-on-fur, and then Kelly felt the
naked upper half of a lion lay pressed against his side.

He shuddered, tail flicking up. ‘Sir’ was hot
and burly, almost steaming with sweat from the dancing earlier, or
maybe action with play partners. He felt the tawny muscle ripple
across his back lightly, teasing him. The dom wasn’t using his full
weight, just kissing his chest to Kelly’s back and side as
something cold and slimy poured down onto the ram’s ass. Lubricant.
Kelly gasped and curled his toes as the lion lined up his tip and
slid into Kelly’s pre-loosened hole.

It hurt. His girth was substantial, and though
he went slowly, Kelly thrashed at the additional stretching. The
ram also ground back against the dom as best he could, trying to
impale himself more fully on the lion’s thick shaft. Sir responded
by chuckling warmly and scraping his rough tongue against Kelly’s
exposed throat, making the ram buck and shiver.

“Hungry little piece of meat,
aren’t you? I promise I’ll be quick...this time at
least.”

Kelly grunted as he felt the lion hilt inside
him. He wasn’t an inexperienced bottom, but the combination of
awkward position, exhaustion, and size meant it took the ram quite
a bit of effort to roll with the thrusts. It still felt wonderful,
in all the ways the night’s earlier coupling had fallen short. His
new dom couldn’t thrust while pressed against him, but from his
more distant position he was lazily, casually building up an orgasm
inside the ram with each patient thrust. Where the earlier ram had
been harsh and intense, Sir was steady and inexorable. The cock
plowing him, prickles blunted by latex, was almost mechanical in
its consistency. Kelly began losing focus again, a magnet stretched
between the poles of building fire in his nuts and sharp teeth at
his throat. The sensations were intense, enduring in a way that
being a ram named Kelly lacked. He gratefully gave up the burden of
thinking, giving it over to the care of this new dom.

He was a kaleidoscope of sensory information.
The sharp predatory musk of the man atop him scraped against the
shuddering pleasure of the hot erection using him. Harsh tongue and
harsher fangs pricked at his throat, and he lifted his head in
ecstatic self-sacrifice, offering himself up to the hungry beast
atop him. The tortured moans of pleasure he heard took a very long
time to register as his own. The burn of his exhausted muscles took
even longer to register as the dom’s. He was a piece of meat, being
feasted on by a hungry, slavering beast, and he loved
it.

Meat could stay firm and stoic and enduring
while experiencing pain and humiliation, but pleasure sapped his
will like a nicked artery. He felt his muscles devolving from
protest into riot, falling slack as he exhausted himself trying to
buck back against the maleness inside him or forward against the
hands teasing him. His breathing was ragged and gasping, the
exertion too intense and his position too twisted to get as much
air as he craved. He floated on a thudding pulse, his dom’s thrust
his new biological clock.

His orgasm happened at some point, almost
coincidentally. His heavy ovine balls drew up, and pelvic muscles
spasmed pathetically, but it was all he needed. He’d been edged all
night; sometimes lovingly, sometimes cruelly, always intensely.
What felt like a firehose emptied his balls on the ground in a
thick, musky spray. The lion never slowed in his thrusts above him,
chuckling softly as meat spasmed and shuddered, its last energy
reserves dedicated to an overflowing, sloppy orgasm.

After a while, the chuckling changed to a
snarl, and the lion’s methodical thrusts lost their rigor. Kelly
lifted his head, drunk with exhaustion, trying to rub against his
dom more eagerly, coax more pleasure out of his body for him.
Instead, the lion pulled out roughly, a deep satisfied growl
echoing around the dazed ram. It was happening again

Kelly tried to speak, exhausted and besotted
with orgasm. A pair of leonine fingers swatted gently across his
muzzle.

“I said no talking, meat. I don’t
want interruptions while I write down my number. I’m going to go
get a drink, hit the john, and come back.” There was the scrape of
marker on paper. “Now. It’ll be about five minutes until I’m ready
to go again. If you’d like to be let down and come with me, I don’t
mind, but if you don’t say anything, I’m going to leave you here
with Chip and some water. Either way, see you in five to ten. Got
it?” The warm paw tugged on his sensitive cock, making Kelly
shudder.

Kelly nodded. He wanted to go, to be free from
the rasp of leather on flesh, the ache of overstrained muscles. To
come out of the haze of pain and lust that had beat him to a frothy
orgasm moments ago. But Sir would be coming back. His number was on
the table. Kelly was where he was supposed to be. Meat.

Meat didn’t speak.
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Arian Mabe - Writing under
the pen names of Amethyst Mare and Arian Mabe within the furry
fandom, I have completed a degree in English and Creative Writing
and plunged into the world of furry writing. I have an extensive
library of stories and commission work available for public reading
while short story collections and exclusive one-off short stories
are available for purchase. Every short story teaches me something
new and I look forward to my continued learning and growth.

 


Corgi.W - Corgi is a
relatively new writer in the realm of anthropomorphic literature,
though that has not stopped her from working on a steady flow of
projects. Ordinarily, she enjoys a wide variety of literature, from
classic Russian through to modern fantasy works. Above all else,
she hopes that readers enjoy her stories.

 


Slip-Wolf - Slip Wolf has
been slinging narratives by the publishing-house docksides for over
three years, looking for adventure as he looks for the next den to
curl in. His work can be found in the story canneries and tale
factories of Sofa-wolf Press, Furplanet and Rabbit Valley press,
and he’ll no doubt be found preserving his sea-legs in fresh waters
as new ports open. His habits and vices can be frowned upon here:
http://www.furaffinity.net/user/slip-wolf/
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