Misplaced Blame 2A

Juno's mind was racing as she rode the elevator up. Both the video and the card that she'd received with it had been very explicit in their instructions and as the seconds ticked into minutes she was smart enough to figure out how each one put her at a disadvantage. She was also smart enough to know that she shouldn't have been following any of them at all. She'd washed her hands of this whole convoluted world while holding her position of strength. She'd convinced herself that, while she'd lost the battle, she'd won the war and she could move on with her life. Finish her last year of high school, find a nice guy to settle down with, whatever he was, and move on.

But here she was, not even a year after graduation and back in her old school uniform. Riding an elevator to a penthouse apartment. Putting herself in the line of fire in order to rescue her old... boyfriend? Could she even call him that? They had kind of dated, sure. But he was never really hers. He had an arranged marriage and no matter how she twisted his arm, or how Haru had before her, there was no changing his mind on that. That stupid sense of duty and sacrifice she always knew was gonna leave him in a bad place. And now here she was, putting herself at risk to help him. Because of her own stupid sense of canine loyalty.

No. No that was a lie.

It was because, no matter how much she told herself it was over, she vehicular homicide or vehicular assault while under the influence of drugs or alcohol was hers.

It had never been official between them. She'd never even gone as far with him as Haru had. But she knew. And she knew he did as well. She had laid claim to him and nothing, not his duty, not his betrothal, not even her own willingness to give him up to those obligations, was ever going to change that between them. Which is why, when she saw him in the state he was on that video, she had no choice but to come running to his rescue

*Dink*

The elevator chimed and the doors opened, leaving her in a small, ornate corridor. The floor was marble or some other kind of glossy stone, causing each of her footsteps to echo to the high ceiling. The walls were lined with lighting fixtures, turned down to a dim glow and increasing the feeling of dread that rose in her chest. Out of the corner of her eyes she could see security cameras following her every move.

At last she arrived at the nondescript door at the other end. Last chance to turn back.

Hand trembling, she raised the key she had been given, inserted it into the lock, turned it, and crossed the threshold.

She found herself standing just inside the living area of a palatial penthouse apartment. She recognized it from the video she was sent. And that wasn't the only thing. Her eyes narrowed, lips raising into a sneer that was only just barely not a growl. She wasn't alone.

The other woman's eyes were cold. Bizarrely cold to be so big, brown and soft. The rest of her expression matched them, utterly unphased by a young wolf standing in her deluxe penthouse apartment radiating barely contained fury. She sat there, stone faced as she seemed to study the girl before, finally, she seemed to be satisfied. A smile cracked her lips just so and her posture relaxed, her back sinking into the cushy sofa on which she sat. She plucked a champagne flute from the table in front of her and tipped it back. Draining it with a sharpness that betrayed the sense of dainty class and elegance one would assume of her. If that hadn't been betrayed already by the fact she did all this sitting in a matching set of obsidian underthings. She crossed her legs deliberately, thighs spreading wide before kicking a leg up high and bringing it down over the other. The calculated motion causing a brief lapse in Juno's presentation as her jaw unclenched, creating a moment of slack jawed pleading before she regained herself.

“A weakness for cervids, pup?”

No! Well yes. But it wasn't just that. Something about this one reminded Juno specifically of Louis. Something about that look. The general feel of her. Except Juno could always sense a deeper softness beneath Louis' hardened, purposeful exterior. Confusion. Hesitation. Not here. There was nothing but confidence and clarity of purpose in this one. Qualities Juno admired in Louis, but with none of the vulnerability she found so endearing, so fun to tease and taunt and provoke, beneath it.

“Where's Louis,” Juno demanded.

“My husband,” Azuki began sharply, “is safe in my care. And he will remain so for as long as it takes to be sure he's recovered from that little publicly televised breakdown he had after his father's death.” She filled the glass with more drink before tipping the bottle into a sister vessel. “But I hear he's always been a strange one, my Louis, so it may be difficult for me to judge what's normal for him and what's not. A shame, really, though I'm sure the boar of the Horns Conglomerate is more than happy to continue to operate under my stable stewardship indefinitely.” She paused to take a sip from her glass, matching her outward presentation to the words that spilled from her lips, masking the ruthlessness behind a facade of practiced politesse. “However, it occurred to me to maybe have one of his closest high school friends assist me in his care. Who, after all, would know him better?” She smirked and as she continued to speak, her tone began to change. “Now it took me some time and no small amount of money to figure out just who the prime candidate there was. At first I thought it might be that little bunny whore I discovered he'd been plowing regularly up until his third year. But it turns out that ended rather abruptly. My next lead was the male wolf in the drama club he couldn't stop making 'fuck me' eyes at all year. Imagine my surprise when it turned out that his former fuck pillow and his intended back breaker had shacked up with one another. I was all out of ideas before a little more digging through more obscure sources lead me to you.”

She gestured towards the other flute, but didn't offer Juno a seat. Juno made no move to accept.

“Where. Is. Louis?” She repeated herself, this time letting her fangs show. The threat was empty. She had the strength to get this doe under thumb if she needed to, but those teeth were threatening much more than that.

Azuki was unphased. In fact her expression only seemed to grow more smug.

“I was even more surprised to find out that, unlike that bunny, you never actually let him stick his dick in you. And yet, you still somehow ruined him for any herbivore that came after you. Good job. I know from personal experience. He belongs to the mutts now.” She set down her glass and have a quiet little half-hearted applause.

Juno's eyes widened before a self-satisfied grin crossed her face.

“Is that what this is about? Are you mad that I broke your husband?”

She wasn't expecting the cackle that came next.

“Fuck no,” Azuki exclaimed, barely containing her laughter. “This was an arranged marriage. It was about power, not love.” She paused, composing herself before her tone grew grim. “I couldn't give less of a shit who that man wants to fuck. Or who he is fucking. But you? You present a different problem. He doesn't just want to fuck you. He isn't just in love with you. You have control over him. Which means you have control, however tenuous, over half the empire we're building. And while I've currently got him all tied up and in my care legally, that can only last so long. You're an obstacle, Juno. That needs to change.”

Azuki rose, taking the second champagne flute in hand as she did before stepping around the table and approaching Juno. The wolf girl bared her fangs, growling at the woman who had lured her here with images of her high school heart throb all shackled, bound, and helpless. Azuki was undeterred, closing the distance between them and sweeping behind Juno. A hand came to rest on the younger woman's shoulder. Warm breath caressed her ear.

“None of us have to lose here, Juno. As long as I win, we all can.” She pressed the flute into Juno's hand and the wolf was unable to resist. “Put those fangs away. I've seen enough self-loathing carnivores to know you couldn't use them even if you wanted to.”

Her arm wrapped around Juno's middle, pulling her baxk against Azuki's body. Physically, she was more than capable of breaking free, but she found herself unable to. Or, perhaps, unwilling to.

“It would never have worked out between you two. I can tell.” That breath had moved lower now, making the hairs on Juno's neck stand on end. Why did she feel so helpless. How? It had happened before, but only once. She'd paid it no mind at the time. After all, she'd never had any problem like this with Louis. They were a match for one another, with maybe a slight edge going to her. No, the only time she'd ever been this flatfooted, this overwhelmed, had been that one time on the roof with...

She felt  Azuki nuzzle into the nape of her neck, planting a gentle kiss there. Then another. Then, as she had before, she removed the mask of subtlety and propriety as her tongue left her mouth and ran along Juno's fur and flesh. She couldn't stop her tail beginning to wag, nor the heat and dampness that spread from her quim.

“You have everything he needs in a mate. You understand him. You challenge him. You ignore his protests and enforce your will out of passion and compassion, not simple greed or ambition.” Her hands traveled up Juno's body without an ounce of decorum. Shamelessly feeling her up through her clothes the whole way before taking each of her breasts in hand and beginning to play with them. “And he, in turn, has what you want in a mate. But you and him would never work out. No matter how much heneds what you have, he wants what I have. But luckily for all three of us, I also have what you need.”

Junoo's heart was pounding. Her breathing had long since turned into thunderous panting. Her tail wagged between her body and Azuki's and her cunt continued to juice up. And then Azuki took things further, the fingers of her right hand releasing tit flesh in order to venture fearlessly into the wet heat of Juno's most intimate place. She pushed them into Juno's panting mouth.

“My husband is a buck that needs to be broken, and someone like me could never do that.” Without  an ounce of concern for her safety, Azuki played her finger tips over her captive wolf's sharp, lethal teeth. Traced her name onto the canid's tongue. “He's yours, if you want him, Juno. I just want one thing from you. And you already know what it is. Because it's the exact thing you need that he can never give you. Just like he needs breaking, Juno. You meed a leash.”

Alarm bells were going off in Juno's mind. She had no idea how, but this herbivore had completely read her very being. She'd been so very thorough she'd seen things Juno hadn't even recognized in herself. But now that she'd brought her this far, the wolfess knew exactly what was coming. And all she could do was silently plead that it didn't, because she knew that if it did, it would utterly destroy her.

“Juno,” Azuki began. “Be my bitch.”

She'd felt it building since they'd started, but now it was unstoppable. Her eyes rolled to the sky, face scrunching in a desperate effort to hold back the incoming tide. Her tongue lolled as strength began leaving superflous parts of her body to focus on what was building. Her hips gave small, reflexive jerks as if against something that wasn't there.

Finally her muscles tensed and she couldn't contain the whimpering orgasmic moan as her cunt flooded, spilling rivers of girl goo onto the expensive floor it and her clothes all at once.

Strength left her and, to what would be her surprise when lucidity resumed, the deer supported her weight.

“Don't give out on me now,” Azuki cooed. “We've got a long night ahead of us.
