
She told herself she didn't have a choice. She told herself that this was all for Louis' sake. It didn't occur to her, as she slowly undid her top, head swimming in a bliss-soaked buzz, that the only offer on the table wasn't the one she was convincing herself had been made. But that was the lie she had to tell herself, the lie she would keep telling herself, following behind the swaying hips of the brazen doe, because she wasn't ready to deal with the meaning of the truth. Doing everything she could to deny that twitch in her tail that portended wagging soon to commence.


She followed Azuki to a smaller room off the main one. The walls were lined with books and there was a desk with all the accouterments to make it clear that this was a home office of some kind.


The deer let a smile cross her face. “I thought this was a more appropriate setting.” She took a few steps towards the desk before turning and resting the heel of her palms on the edge of the desk, leaning her weight against it. “We're doing business, after all.”


“Fuck you,” Juno snarled.


“That's the idea,” came the quick reply. The wolf flinched. It was an obvious setup to a retort, but she wasn't exactly on her game.


“Come on, now.” Azuki continued her teasing. “Don't get distracted, you were in the middle of something.” She gestured at Juno's already unbuttoned top, revealing a flash of red beneath it. It hadn't been her decision. It had been an express demand on the video that had brought her here.


“If I do this,” she began, even as she was already slowly pulling the blouse from her shoulders, “you'll let Louis go, right?” She expected a lie. People like this always lied to get what they want. And a lie was all she needed to hear. Her voice kept its composure, but the way her thighs shifted, keeping the spot between them stimulated after what Azuki had done, was a dead give away. She wanted what was about to happen.


“I never agreed to anything of the sort,” Azuki replied flatly, lifting herself into taking a seat on the desk. “Juno, let me be clear about the terms here. I'm going to fuck the shit out of you in ways you haven't imagined being fucked. You're going to cum your stupid little canine brains out the whole time I make you debase and humiliate yourself in ways you won't believe. I'm going to break you and make you thank me for it. Then I'm going to keep you, but you'll get to spend your days with my other plaything. You're free to walk away now. Otherwise, lose the skirt, nice and slow.”


She wasn't going to make it easy for the wolf. Wasn't going to let her pretend she was tricked into what was to come. It was, after all, important that all three of them knew exactly where they stood in this relationship.


Juno, on the other hand, was trapped. Her heart wanted to help Louis. Her head wanted her to turn on her heels. That left her body to cast the deciding vote, and that was no longer interested in Juno's best interest.


Tucking her clawed thumbs into her waistband, a scowl on her face the whole time, Juno wriggled her hips out of her skirt, letting it fall to her feet before kicking it them aside along with her shoes, leaving her in only a ruby red bra and a pair of sodden, dripping panties that would be a match if not for the darkness caused by her flowing cunt honey. The material clung to her now so tightly it outlined the swell of her pussy.


Her figure was everything Azuki had expected it to be. She was lithe in that way that wolves could be. Not the slender graceof a deer, but something weightier and more dangerous. Her curves were subtle but undeniable. And even now, when all the authority in the room was being held by the woman across from her, she still carried herself with an air of pride and dignity. An air undermined by the way her legs trembled. The way her chest rapidly rose and fell. The way that cream colored fur of hers was developing a pinkish hue.


And most of all, by the way that tail of hers couldn't hold still.


“Red is definitely your color. But you knew that already, didn't you? I hear you turned quite a few heads at the meteor festival your freshman year.”


Juno's blush deepened at the compliment and she hated herself for being so flattered. Her gaze turned to the floor, a hand came up and rested protectively on her opposite arm.


“Don't start getting shy with me now. I think we're well beyond that point, don't you?” Her own gaze didn't break from the wolf's as she drew her reedy legs up to the desk's edge, pulling them in to deep arcs to each side of her body. Juno was just beginning to form a thought on the woman's flexibility when she took it a step even further, spreading herself wider and wider. 


Azuki eyes watched as both awe and hunger filled the wolf's own while she eventually opened her thighs to the point they were perpendicular to her torso. Like the wolf each and every detail of her pussy was now visible against the cloth of her panties. But unlike Juno it wasn't from her juices, but from the sheer strain of trying to stay in place with her perched and spread the way she was.


“I was prepared to be a very good wife. Juno, do you like what you see? Or is it what you scent, bitch?”


The question sent a jolt through Juno, causing her to throw both of her hands up and over her snout. She hadn't noticed, hadn't been thinking about it, but she'd been sniffing at the air once Azuki's arousal was added on top of her own. She was closer to the desk than she had been by a few steps she hadn't even realized she'd taken.


Her head darted from side to side, denying what had just happened. But they both knew the truth of the matter. They both knew that in that moment, their future had been set.


Azuki was tired of playing the game. She wanted her cunt sucked.


The deer ran her palm down her torso, her eyes never leaving Juno's as she did. They trailed over the lacy black underthings that clung to her mound. Outer fingers framing her while the middle parted her slit from the outside. Then, and only then, did her own dampness become apparent, seeping into the fabric as her spread pussy leaked its desires. Resting the heel of her palm just above her quim, with a flick of the wrist she was sliding that gusset aside, revealing herself, at last, to the watching wolf.


Without noticing, Juno was no longer drooling from her slit alone. Her tongue lapped at the sides of her mouth entirely out of her control. Her tail practically wagged her. It was all she could do to maintain the dignity of not burying herself knuckle deep up inside of her own tunnel and she only barely maintained that control by dragging her fingers against herself, grinding her clit with each cycle.


She was hungry. And not in the way she should have been. She was so hungry she had forgotten how to be angry. How to be scared. The only thing she hadn't forgotten was Louis. But all thought of, all desire for, a alternatives for his rescue had vanished from her mind. The way to Louis was through Azuki's lower lips.


Two wet taps against the pale brown fuzz of that perfect peach was all it took and Juno was off to the races. Before she knew it she was closing the small distance that remained between them. She was falling to her knees. She was pushing her snout up against those folds and breathing in the fragrance that had been shorting out her ability to think for what could have only been minutes, but felt like hours.


Her tongue pushed out, pressing flat against her prize and the both of them shuddered with satisfaction.


Fuck fuck fuck fuck FUCK FUCK! Azuki was right. She couldn't have been right. Right? Why did this make her feel so good?

Thoughts exploded through the part of Juno's mind that could still think, but that had been utterly disconnected from the rest of her. Passively watching as she drove her nose up into Azuki's button while her tongue worked. First slathering that mound for all she was worth. Savoring the flavors of sweat, cunt honey, and whatever else she could glean from the outside before, at last, pushing her tongue inside of her.


Azuki's hips drove forward, pushing Juno's tongue deeper into herself and scrunching the wolf's nose up in such a way as to give her a look of intense concentration. She gasped slightly at the pleasure she was taking at her bitch's efforts before settling into a steady controlled moan. Her expression settled into the same one of smug command she'd been wearing for much of this encounter. Things were going exactly the way she'd intended them.


Juno whimpered, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. She tasted so so good. This felt so so good. She'd played with herself more than a few times, but she'd never been this wet before. It had never felt this intense before. She felt something deep, deep down inside of her that made her want to cry with joy. And then it happened.


“Good girl.” She felt it. That hand settle on top of her head as those words were spoken. It was more than she could take. Her body seized up as she was rocked by an orgasm more intense than she'd felt before.


She began to go slack, but before she did, a weight dropped onto each shoulder, curling around her back holding her tight and pulling her closer. Azuki had draped her legs around her and now, holding tight to the fur on her head, she looked down at her cum-woozy face with a viciousness that had always been there but hadn't quite shown itself on her features until now.


Those legs, which had already proven themselves to have a strength she should have expected from a deer but had never thought about, closed tighter, pulling her closer. She didn't have the strength to fight her in this state, nor did most of her really want to.


“We're not... Mmmmm... finished just yet.”


June felt the end of her muzzle press hard into Azuki's slit before, after a few moments of resistance, she sank a few inches into the older woman's fuck ditch. The pressure from Azuki's curled legs reduced for a moment allowing Juno to try to pull away, only for the hand on her head to diminish the speed and force with which she could withdraw herself. Only then for those legs to close tight and squeeze her back in again. The process repeating itself multiple times over until Juno realized the deer had turned her into a living sex toy. She was being used for a face fuck.


“Ssss... yeah. Don't get lazy now,” she moaned out, luxuriating in the pleasure the wolf was being made to provide her. “Get that tongue working again.”


With the post-orgasmic fog beginning to fade, Juno wanted to resist. But she could already feel her insides warming up again. She could also feel her head clouding up again with the limited air available inside of another woman.


She managed to squeeze her tongue loose, the parting of her maw stretching Azuki just a bit more in a way that made her writhe in place. Juno had neither the wherewithal to administer lazy lapping with sexual precision nor the raw charge to flail about excitedly. But the lackadaisical swabs her tongue took at places not meant to be touched by that particular organ combined with having her snout used as the cervid's personal dildo was enough to bring her to her own climax.


For one final time her legs closed, hips shapely jerking her lower body upwards. A second hand joined the first on Juno's head and driving her deep, leaving her face planted firmly in deer crotch and her tongue slurping against Azuki's cervical ring, driving her even more wild.


All the while, Juno's fingers had gotten back to work on her own body. A hand down the front of her panties. The other pulling her bra up to give let her play with her breasts and give her nipples some much needed attention. Everything above her neck now being the property of the deer who was claiming her. In the short span of time between Azuki making her head an object for her pleasure Juno was able to work herself up into another small orgasm. This one, despite being less intense, was almost better than the first. And she didn't want to think of the reason why, despite knowing.


For a few minutes, they remained that way. Both of their fur matted with sweat, Juno's with more. The dripping sounds of their juices leaking from their bodies or the desk onto the floor. Azuki's fingers gently petting the wolf whose head still rested between her spread, limp legs. Juno's snout slipped gently free of the confines of the deer's insides, but even still, without thought, her tongue continued to lick at those folds with an affection Juno didn't want to consciously acknowledge she possessed.


The sound of a drawer opening hit her ears, but she didn't bother to open her eyes until she felt the warmth of deer cunt pulling further away from her as Azuki sat up. Her eyes turned upwards to see what was about to happen.


With all the composure she'd possessed since the start of this whole thing, Azuki looked down at her, that same smug smirk on her face. On the end of her extended finger dangled a ruby red leather ring, from which hung a golden metal sheet in the shape of a bone. Emblazoned upon that was a single word. A name.


JUNO

“Let's get you fixed up,” she said. “And then we'll go see my husband.”
