Seraph’s mother dropped him off in the hotel room. They were staying at a ski resort in the mountains for the weekend, and he had been insolent in the lobby, causing a fuss over what mounted to nothing. “Your father and I are going skiing. You can go later, after you sit and think about your behavior, understand?” his mother scolded.

“Yes, Mommy,” he sighed sadly.

“Good.” She shut the door behind her. He flopped down on the bed and huffed. At first, he could not think of anything to do. He took the remote off the nightstand and flipped through a few channels on the TV. Nothing good was on, so he shut it back off and lied down, resigning to a nap instead.
Flui had overheard the young bunny throwing a fit in the hotel lobby. The little one’s behavior intrigued him, and he got an idea. He had heard that his name was Seraph, and he watched the elevator light up from the ground floor to the third floor. The boy’s mother had also said the father’s name. He had to think of a way to get up there to pay the youngster a visit.

He went up to the front lobby desk. “How can I help you?” the receptionist asked. He inquired about the rabbit family on the third floor, saying that he was their guest. I hope they have the plus-one, he thought, tapping his back paw against the carpet. “Of course, sir.” Phew. The receptionist turned around, thumbed through a drawer, and produced a room card. “Here you are. Have a great day.”

“You, too.” He tucked the room card in his pocket. “Oh, could you also send some ice up there? About two buckets’ worth?”

“Of course, sir.”

“Thank you.” He went up to the third floor in the elevator. In the hallway, he saw a laundry cart filled with bed sheets, pillow cases, and towels. He had to think fast. He went back down to his parking lot and gathered “tools” from the trunk of his car, tucking them in a backpack that was also in the trunk. Perfect, he thought, making his way back up.

The laundry cart was still there. He took his backpack off and tossed it in the laundry cart, burying it under the slew of used sheets. He made eye contact with a hotel employee as he made his way down the hall, looking for a sign to point him in the right direction. At last, he found it. 356, 356… a-ha! 356! He turned to the left and there it was. He dug his backpack back out and left the laundry cart in the hall, sliding the room key in the slot on the door knob. After a few tries, he got it and pushed the door open. The young boy was already fast asleep.  Perfect.

Seraph was asleep laying on his stomach, gently snoring away. Flui’s cock started to firm up in his pants. He slunk over to the bed and tried to pull his sweatpants down as quickly and gently as possible. The boy stirred a little but immediately went back to sleep. He was wearing cartoon briefs, with a popular children’s superhero on them. They hugged his ass tightly. If he did not know any better, Flui would have thought that the boy was an underwear model, with how perfectly they fit. His yellow tuft of a tail fit through the hole in the back of the underwear. How adorable, he thought. Pulling them down by the waistband, he slowly removed the boy’s underwear.

The boy’s tailhole was a light glistening pink, with just a hint of sweaty musk on the outside. His tiny penis and balls were carefully tucked beneath him, presumably to make lying on his stomach comfortable. The boy stirred and sleepily turned around to look at him.

“Wh-who are–” Before he could finish, Flui forcibly flipped him over by the legs and pressed his paw against the boy’s muzzle.

“Shhhhh,” he said, smirking deviously. He took his paw away. “Be a good boy, now.”

“But who are you?” he pleaded. He gave Seraph a firm slap across the face, leaving a red paw print on his cheek. His eyes welled up.

“I said to shut up, didn’t I?”

“Y-yes…”

“Then be a good boy and shut. Up.” He pulled the boy’s hind paws to the edge of the bed, leaving his legs hanging off. He unzipped his shorts and stepped out of his shorts and boxers, giving his hard red cock a couple of tugs before lowering himself slightly and rubbing the tip against Seraph’s tailhole.

“What are you doing?” the young boy whined. He gave his ass a firm slap, leaving another bright red paw print on him. “Owwww!” he whined again. “Stop hitting me!” He whipped the boy up by his scruff, holding him up directly in front of him.

“Here’s the deal,” he huffed. “I’m gonna do whatever I want, and you’re gonna be a good boy and take it, and then you won’t say a word about it to anyone. Not your mom or your dad or anybody.”

“Your breath stinks,” the boy whined. He lunged in with his paw again, and Seraph flinched, hanging by his scruff. He chuckled, deciding to spare the boy this one time.

“Heh. Now, do we understand each other?” He licked around his muzzle with a smile that had clearly struck fear into the boy.

“Y-yes…”

“Good.” He set the boy back down and turned around and rustled in his backpack. “Now, to ensure that you stay a good boy…” He produced a long bit of rope from the bag and pushed Seraph onto his stomach. He spread the rope out and twisted it into two loops. He forced the boy’s paws through the loops and secured the knot. He then produced another rope and did the same around his ankles, ensuring that the boy could not move out of the set position on his stomach. He checked all the knots and took great care to tighten them. He caressed the young boy’s sides as he did this. Seraph shivered. He chuckled.

Once more, he turned to rustle around in his bag. He produced a red and black leather ball gag and set it down on the bed. “If you get too noisy and annoying, we always have a backup.” He lined up behind the boy and rubbed the tip of cock against his tailhole again, this time pushing it more forcibly, breaching just past the opening. He thrusted it in, forcing the first few inches into him. Flui held his face down into the bed, ensuring that he would not cry out.

“That’s it,” he smirked. “That’s a good boy.” Seraph cried and sniffled into the bed. He forced the rest of his length into his tailhole, pressing into his small, fragile shoulders for leverage. As soon as he could, he began to thrust back and forth more roughly. Seraph struggled and squirmed beneath him, pushing against the knots in the rope to no avail. Flui smirked. The boy’s tailhole was tight around his cock, hugging it in a way that he had never felt before. He almost could not hold himself back from knotting him and finishing up with him right there, but he had gotten this far and there was no sense in rushing it.

He took his time, slowly pushing in and out. Seraph sniffled into the bed. “Please stop,” he pleaded. “I’ll be good and won’t tell my parents or anybody if you just stop.” This came back as an annoyance and an enticement. He leaned and lifted one of the boy’s long ears to growl into it.

“I’ll stop when I’m good and ready,” he said, pressing as deeply into him as he could. Seraph squeaked. “And you’re going to be good for me either way.” The boy whined at this, so he forced his face back into the bed. He was not annoyed enough to use the gag. More than anything, the whining was arousing, and he could feel himself twitching and throbbing inside the boy’s tailhole. He pushed himself in as deeply as he could. Seraph yelped into the mattress. Flui growled and spread the boy’s tailhole open with his paws, freeing the boy’s face and shoulders for a moment. He turned his face to the side to beg once more.

“Please don’t knot me,” he pleaded. “Please. It hurts.”

“It’s supposed to hurt,” he mockingly whined back. He felt his knot begin to swell inside Seraph’s tense tailhole. Seraph whined and pleaded him to stop as it swelled to maximum girth, rendering him completely stuck inside the boy. His balls tightened and twitched against the backs of the boy’s thighs. He huffed and nearly howled from the sensation of his cum filling the boy to the brim. It nearly leaked out around the slowly-deflating knot. He slowly pulled out inch by inch and smirked at the mess he had made. He leaned in and gave him a long lick from his scrotum to his leaking tailhole.

“That’s a good boy,” he smirked, scritching the top of Seraph’s head from behind. He reached up to unknot the ropes around his arms. The boy stretched his arms out and rubbed at the welts in his wrists as Flui bent down to unknot the rope around the ankles. There was a knock at the hotel room door. “Get in the bathroom. Now.”

“O-okay…” Seraph wiggled off the bed and half-hopped into the bathroom. Flui tucked his cock back into his shorts and opened the door. It was the two buckets of ice that he had ordered down in the lobby. It’s about time, he thought. The cart had been left there with the two buckets, as the attendant had other deliveries for other rooms. He took one bucket in each paw and shut the door with his back paw. He took the two buckets into the bathroom and set them down. Seraph anxiously stepped back and forth from paw to paw, watching him turn on the cold water in the bathtub. He only filled it to about two inches before dumping the two buckets of ice into it and setting the buckets aside.

“Now, we’re going to play a little game,” he smirked, licking around his lips as the boy’s eyes widened more visibly anxiously.

“What kind of game?” the boy asked shyly. He was still shaken by the painful knotting, and it seemed that he was now going to do whatever Flui said to make it stop.

“You’ll see.” He rubbed down the boy’s fuzzy chest until he reached his cock. He wrapped his paw around it, gently stroking the sheath back and forth over the tiny rounded head. Seraph did not attempt to resist this as much. He huffed, confused by the pleasure that the large wolf-like dog was now giving him after treating him like he did not care at all about his pleasure. He stood as still as possible with his paws tucked behind his back, waiting to see what Flui would do.

He stroked him up and down in his massive paw, carefully caressing it to avoid an accidental clawing. The boy began to pant a little, and one of his back paws began to thump against the floor. His hips bucked forward into Flui’s paw. Flui chuckled and scritched the top of his head again with his free paw. Seraph’s knees began to wobble and shake slightly. Flui could see his balls tightening and twitching.

“Ah-ah-ah,” he scolded, swiftly removing his paw from the boy’s cock and picking him up and dunking him face-first into the ice water. He held him there for a few seconds before allowing him to emerge. Seraph sputtered and coughed, his nose leaking with water. He shivered from the cold. “Did you really think I was about to let you cum?”

“N-no…”

“Good. Now, stand up.”

“Okay.” The boy carefully stood up in the ice water, facing Flui.

“Good. Stay.” He went back into the bedroom and rifled through his bag, producing a cattle prod. He returned to the bathroom and dialed the prod to the low setting.

“What’s that for?” the boy asked, his voice quavering slightly. He had politely tucked both of his paws behind his back.

“Oh, you’ll see,” he replied, licking around his maw. “Now. Start touching yourself.”

“What?”

“Now.”

“O-okay…” Seraph began to stroke his tiny white cock, taking the now-flaccid shaft in his paw and giving it a few tugs to reharden it. He was careful in his maneuvers, gently gliding the sheath back and forth over the small rounded head. He let out a soft moan as he sped up his stroking. Before long, his small balls tightened and his breathing sped up. Just as he was about to cum, Flui pulled the trigger and pressed it to the boy’s stomach. Every muscle in his body tensed and he fell sideways into the water, coughing and holding the wall on his way back up. Flui chuckled.

“Why did you do that?” the boy pleaded. The prod had left a bright red mark on his stomach, the epicenter of his electrocution.

“Because it’s fun.” Flui turned the dial to medium. “Now, again.” The boy hesitated for a moment. Flui moved his finger to the trigger. His eyes widened and began to stroke himself once more. The process was much faster this time, as his sensitivity was heightened both by the denial of his orgasm and by the electric shock that had run up and down through his body. His balls tightened and his breathing sped up after about two minutes of stroking. Just as the shaft began to throb and the head was about to leak a minuscule amount of cum, Flui pulled the trigger and prodded him again, slightly off to the side of the first spot. Seraph’s arms glued themselves to his sides as he fell over once again into the icy water and writhed a bit. Flui could not help but laugh as he groaned in the pain both of the shock and of the impact of the ice on his skin. He extended a paw to help him back up.

“One more time now,” he smirked. He turned the dial up to the maximum setting, past high.

“Do I have to?”

“Of course you do.”

“Why?” the boy whined. “It hurts so bad when you do that…”

“Aww. That’s exactly why. Now…” Flui threatened him again with the maximum setting on the prod, pulling the trigger and lunging at the boy.

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” the boy pleaded. He gave him a pity chuckle and pulled away.

“Now, be a good boy and give me what I want, just one more time.”

“Fine,” the boy scoffed. Flui whipped him up by his scruff in the blink of an eye, holding him close to his muzzle as though he was going to wolf him down like the breakfast buffet downstairs.

“What was that?”

“N-nothing, I’m sorry.”

“That’s right.” He set him back down. “Now. Start again.” The boy did not verbally respond, but he began stroking himself as instructed. He stroked slower this time. Flui assumed that this was to delay the impending shock. “Ah-ah-ah,” he scolded. “Do it properly if you don’t want to get shocked again.”

“S-sorry.” He sped up to normal speed, and within the minute, the head of his cock was ready to burst. A dribble of cum began to leak out. As the boy shook and shuddered from his delayed orgasm, Flui jabbed him with the prod, causing every muscle in his body to both pleasantly and unpleasantly tense. He laughed as the shock threw him back into the wall and nearly caused him to his head on the handlebar. He picked himself back up after a minute, his chest heaving.

“Now, I have one more game for you,” Flui smirked. He pulled the boy up out of the icy water by his scruff and tossed him on his back onto the bath mat. He fiddled once again with the knobs of the faucet, switching it over to the shower, which, conveniently, had a detachable head. He turned up the hot water and melted down the ice. It took about seven minutes to fully melt down all the ice with the scalding-hot water. As the remainder finally spiralled down the drain, he turned the heat down just slightly. The water was still steaming hot, enough to be uncomfortable but not enough to burn without prolonged exposure. He picked the boy up by his scruff once again and plopped him down in the tub. He pointed the shower head on the top of the boy’s head to increase his body temperature. Seraph shivered from the sudden change in temperature.

As the boy warmed up and became acclimated yet uncomfortable under the hot water, Flui quickly shut the warm water off altogether, switching it back to cold. The boy gasped and shuddered from the shock. Flui laughed. He did this four or five times over, acclimating Seraph’s body temperature to the scalding hot water and then shocking his system with the icy cold water, laughing each time he shivered and shuddered. The boy was in tears by the second round, sobbing as he endured the cruel water torture. He turned the shower off altogether and picked the boy up by the scruff, setting him down on his feet. He grabbed a towel off the counter and tossed it at him.

“Get dried off and dressed before your parents come back,” he said gruffly. “You were fun today. How much longer are you staying?”

“I-it’s just for the weekend…” He dried off starting with his head and his ears and then wrapped the towel around his waist. “We come every year though.”

“Damn.” He scratched his chin with a long sharp claw. “Well… maybe next year I’ll run into you again, and we can have some more ‘fun.’”

“But it wasn’t fun…”

“Aww. Well, it was fun for me, and that’s the point. See you around, kid.” He left him to it and gathered his ropes and the gag back into his backpack. He slung it onto his shoulders and left the boy behind, dropping the key card off at the desk.

“Thank you,” he nodded to the receptionist with a smirk. She smiled and nodded, unaware of just why she was thanking him. He could not wait for the next time he could play with this new, perfect leporine victim again.
