
“Nice shot!” barked Boltund as the egg splattered against the side of the house. As he stood there wagging his tail, Buizel snatched up another one, pulling back and throwing it in a tight spiral, smashing it right onto the front door.

“See, I told you I could hit it,” said Buizel, smirking happily.

The two boys had snuck out when they were sure their parents wouldn’t notice. There was no way they could let Mischief Night pass them by; the hit to their reputation with the other cubs that would mean was unacceptable. Eager to prove how much they could get away with, the two had decided to visit the home of the grumpy Sceptile that lived on the edge of town. Nothing like a little egging and using Buizel’s water gun to make his yard a muddy mess to show the grumpy guy and all the other kids how cool they were.

“This was such a good idea!” said Boltund. The boy had only recently evolved, hitting that stage much earlier than the other boys, though it’d hadn’t done much to make him any more mature. “I still can’t believe he hasn’t come out here though. I mean, wouldn’t you think he’d have heard the eggs by now?”

“So what?” asked Buizel. “Besides, that jerk couldn’t catch us if he wanted to. Probably just passed out after too many berries.”

“Or maybe he can’t stand to face us,” added Boltund.

“Or maybe,” said a gruff voice from right behind them, “He’s waiting for the chance to teach two little shits their place.”

Before the boys could react, the grass beneath their feet sprang up around them. Buizel’s arms were bound to his tight to his sides, while Boltund’s front legs were pulled to his sides as well, his back legs lashed together as he fell on his side. Buizel was snatched up, a strong arm holding him to Sceptile’s chest and clamping a hand over his mouth to keep the boy quiet. Bolted struggled against the vines binding his muzzle shut, both boys trying to call for help as Sceptile grabbed the canine by the scruff of his neck and threw him over his shoulder, heading into his house and kicking the door shut behind him. Locking the door, he carried the boys deeper into his home.

“Every year, more of you little brats stroll over here, acting all big and bad like this town belongs to you,” growled Sceptile. “Some of us just want to be left in peace, and you little fuckers have to ruin it. Well not this time. This time, I’m teaching you to a lesson. This is what happens when you push somebody to far. You fuck with them, and you get fucked.”

Sceptile stalked into his living room, the boys still squirming in his grip. He set Boltund down on the floor, leaving the boy bound and helpless while he went to the other room with Buizel to grab a couple of things. When he came back, a large red ballgag had been shoved in the boy’s mouth and strapped in place. Sceptile was also carrying a tube of something in his other hand. Which set tossed down on the coffee table before taking a seat on the couch, Grabbing Boltund by the scruff of his neck and pulling him up onto the table. The vines binding him shifted, spreading his hind-legs and tying around the sturdy legs of the table, leaving the boy’s black furred sheath and balls on display.

“Been a while since I got to have any fun,” said Sceptile, pulling Buizel into his lap. “Nothing like a couple of virgin boys to get you through a lonely night. Now what’s say we have some fun?”

Sceptile cupped Buizel’s small sac, gently fondling it and making the boy squirm as he sat astride the bigger male’s thigh. It didn’t take long for the inexperienced buizel’s pink penis to start sliding out of his sandy-furred sheath. Wrapping his fingers around the short length, Sceptile casually caressed the boy’s penis, working him to full erection as Buizel squealed and squirmed, staring in disbelief at his erection, his young body betraying the pleasure that was being forced upon him.

Continuing to stroke the young otter boy, Sceptile tilted Buizel’s head up to look at Boltund, the young canine looking down his body at the pair of them.

“Let’s see what your friend has to work with.”

As he spoke, Sceptile reached forward to stroke the bound pup’s black-furred sac, teasing down between his legs and tickling the base of his sheath. It quickly pulled back, revealing a growing red puppy penis that was longer and thicker than Buizel’s. One of the benefits of evolution.

Smirking wickedly, Sceptile made Buizel watch as the vines binding Boltund grew, wrapping around his cock and stroking his balls, starting to squeeze and stroke the canine’s cock, the pup thrashing against the vines and moaning in unwanted pleasure.

“Don’t bother fighting it,” said Sceptile. “The pleasure or the vines. I’m a grass-type, which means I’ve got you at a disadvantage even if I wasn’t older and stronger than you anyway. And as for the pleasure… heh, a couple of virgin bitch boys like you won’t be able to fight it, no matter how much you try.”

Sceptile picked Buizel up, setting on the table beside Boltund and easily bending him over, using the vines to hold him in place. Popping open the tube of lube he’d brought from his room, Sceptile spread a gene ours amount over his fingers. Taking a firm hold of the vines binding him, Sceptile held Buizel down as he worked his fingers into the boy’s tailhole, enjoying the way the kid’s trim tush wriggled and squirmed as he fingered the boy. Buizel tried to kick back at him, but a couple of vines shot out to ensnare his knees, leaving the boy completely immobilized except for his head, lashing tails, and feebly kicking little feet.

Sceptile smiled as he forced a loud moan from Buizel, finding the boy’s prostate easily and working it with his fingers, the lad’s little erection throbbing hard below him.

“Such adorable noises you’re making,” said Sceptile, moving his other hand from the vines to slowly stroke Buizel’s penis while still fingering his ass, making the boy whimper and shiver in pleasure. “I can’t wait to hear what other noises I can get from you.”

Taking his fingers from Buizel’s rear, Sceptile spread more lube over his own erection, seven inches of tapered, pink penis hard and eager for action. Picking Buizel up, the vines tightened, pulling his legs closer to his chest, his rump hovering above the Sceptile’s cock. Buizel’s eyes went wide at the sight of it, and the realization of what was about to happen as the grass-type slowly lowered him until the pointed tip was pressed against his pucker.

Sceptile thirst his hips up as he pulled Buizel down, quickly impaling the boy on his dick. Buizel groaned loudly into the gag stuffed in his mouth as he was spread open by the bigger male’s dick, groaning as Sceptile ground the boy in his lap, shifting his dick around inside him. The pressure on his prostate had Buizel so hard it was almost painful.

Sceptile lifted the boy up, bouncing him steadily in his lap, furry rump slapping against scaly hips. From his spot on the table, Boltund’s eyes followed their every move, jumping between the thick cock stuffing his friend and the sight of the bound boy’s penis bobbing and swaying as he bounced in Sceptile’s lap. Despite his own situation, it was impossible for the boy to ignore they sight of sex so close to him.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” groaned Sceptile, grunting as his cock hit Buizel’s prostate just right and the boy gave him an especially hard squeeze. “Bought time somebody put you boys in your place, and this is the best way to do it. Nothing like a good, hard fuck to teach you punks a lesson.”

Buizel couldn’t take anymore. His head fell back, his sweet voice crying into his gag as he came. The first orgasm of his life overloaded his young mind. His cock jumped as he came, and Sceptile grabbed his cock, working the boy with his hand and aiming his small load to splash down on Boltund, marking the canine’s belly and balls with hot Buizel spunk. Pulling his hand up to his mouth, Sceptile licked his fingers clean; the boy tasted like sweet spring water.

Three more bounces was all it took, and Sceptile moaned loudly, flooding the boy’s backside with his cum, the excess spill out around him and matting the fur of the otter’s ass. Buizel was shaking, his body unable to process everything he was feeling as his insides were flooded with the grass-type’s warm cum. When Sceptile finally pulled him off of his dick, Buizel was placed on the table, bound with vines so his chest was against the wood and his leaking ass was up in the air.

“Good boy,” said Sceptile, patting him playfully on the ass. “One down, and one to go.” He turned to Boltund, removing the vines from his sac and cock before taking them in his hands. He worked lube over the pup’s penis, fondling his balls gently before moving down to tease a finger around the boy’s tailhole, making him yelp.

“Alright boy, here’s the deal,” said Sceptile. “You weren’t the one egging my house. That was all your little friend there. So here’s what’s going to happen. You have two choices; option one - I can fuck you just like I did your little friend there, until your just another cum-filled kid leaking onto my table. Or option two - you can help me teach you little buddy a lesson, and fuck him yourself while I watch.” The shocked look on Boltund’s face made Sceptile laugh. “So, what’ll it be, boy?” He placed a finger against Boltund’s tailhole pushing against it just enough for the boy to feel it. “Squeeze once if you want to take my dick, twice if you want to fuck your friend.”

Sceptile smiled at the two quick squeezes he got from that. “Heh, eager for your first time topping, huh? You got it.”

Sceptile removed loosened the vines binding Boltund to the table, though they still kept him from going anywhere, releasing his legs but wrapping around each of his paws. Lifting the boy up, he guided him into position above Buizel, the otter to dazed to resist. Boltund whimpered when Sceptile grabbed his dick and gave him a couple strokes before lining him up with Buizel’s slick, gaping pucker.

“Well, no sense waiting around,” said Sceptile. “Get to it.”

He pushed the boy down, the two cubs moaning loudly as Boltund sank into Buizel. Sceptile stopped when Boltund’s knot kissed against Buizel tailhole, already fully swollen thanks to the teasing from Sceptile’s fines. For his own amusement, Sceptile raised a lube-slick finger and slipped it inside Boltund, tickling the pup’s prostate and thumbing the back of his balls.

That was enough to break down any resistance left in Boltund. Sceptile grabbed the base of his tail and started guiding the boy’s hips, sliding him in and out of the moaning Buizel beneath him until his instincts took over. Sceptile grinned; no male could fight the urge to fuck once they had a tight body wrapped around their cock.

With his young age and all of Sceptile’s teasing touches, it didn’t take long for Boltund to reach his limit, the boy’s movements getting jerky and desperate as he neared his peak. Sceptile grabbed him firmly by the hips and slammed the boy forward, forcing his knot inside of Buizel and tying the boys together as they came, Buizel spilling his second load of the night onto the table while Boltund tried to howl through his muzzle, the tight squeeze of his friend’s ass around his knot making him see stars.

But neither boy expected what happened next. Once he was satisfied they were well and truly stuck together, Sceptile snapped his fingers lazily, the vines binding the boys coming to life once again. In seconds, they were bound together in their new position, Boltund mounting Buizel with no way for either of them to escape. A wicked smile on his face, Sceptile laid the boys down on the table, Boltund on his back and Buizel atop him, enjoying the sight of the little otter’s stuffed tailhole.

But he didn’t enjoy that sight nearly as much as he did the surprised squeak he got from Boltund when a lube-covered finger slipped inside the boy, prodding his prostate and making him jump, both cubs groaning at the feeling of Boltund’s knotted cock shifting inside Buizel. Grabbing Boltund’s hind-legs just below his paws, Sceptile raised the boy’s legs and spread them, lining the tip of his cock up with the lad’s pucker. Realizing what the big male intended, Boltund and Buizel shook their heads, trying desperately to beg for mercy through their gags.

“By the way, I lied,” said Sceptile. “You may not have been the one egging my home, but you sure as hell weren’t stopping this little punk from doing it either. You both need to be taught a lesson, and I’ve got all night. And there’s no way I’m passing up popping your little cherry. You two really pissed me off, and now you got the rest of the night to help me work it off.”

Sceptile pushed forward, slowly burying himself beneath Boltund’s tail. He was almost as tight as his friend, though the size difference did change things up a bit. As he started working his hips, a terrible idea came to Sceptile’s mind. Letting go of one of Boltund’s legs, he wrapped his fingers around Buizel’s penis, slowly jerking the boy off as he thrust in and out of his friend. The stimulation to his penis, now so sensitive after two orgasms so close together, made buizel struggle and squirm, every movement making him squeeze and milk Boltund’s knotted cock, working both boys towards another orgasm.

Sceptile smiled to himself as he watched the boys squirming on his dick, bending down and wrapping his lips around Buizel, making the kid squeal as the older pokemon’s hot tongue started slurping over his sweet tasting penis, the otter’s eyes rolling back in his head as Sceptile murred happily around his delicious treat, a single though going through the grass-type’s mind.

Maybe mischief night wasn’t so bad after all.

