In a ‘Hole’ Lot of Trouble

Ari’s Realm

One could be forgiven for thinking the land they find themselves in could easily pass for a location down on Earth - but this land is in fact a pocket dimension, one belonging to one of the universe’s myriad deities - but even among the strangest of the world’s gods and demons, the one known as Ari is rather unusual, for they are a deity devoted not to war, or fertility, or any celestial body...but to spanking.


Yes, Ari’s sole reason for being is to give those who have a certain need what they most desire - a red, throbbing bottom, through any number of positions or using any sort of implement, and aside from being able to call any of these things into being with a mere thought, the white and purple dragon also has the ability to hear the minds of any expressing such desires, which they so happen to be doing at this very moment.


“Hmm, that one definitely needs a personal touch,” they murmur to themself as they ponder the scene present in their mind’s eye before silently vanishing from their realm to manifest on Earth to give some attention to a certain orange-scaled dragon.

Earth

After finishing with their business to the satisfaction of both parties, they prepare to depart back to their home dimension when another scene grabs their attention - this one of a familiar black-furred wolf chasing after some small Earth creature - a ‘rabbit’, the dragon deity believes as they vanish and reappear in the forest above where the wolf is chasing the animal, hovering out of sight and silently observing.


Meanwhile, on the ground, the black wolf known as Alex is silently cursing to himself as he chases after the devilishly fast rabbit, making barely a sound as he bounds through the woods, nimbly leaping over fallen branches and large rocks as he slowly gains on his future meal, idly wondering if this is even worth it - he’s probably burning way more energy than even the fattest rabbit in the world would give him, and this one is by no means fat...which explains how it managed to lead him such a merry chase, but the chase is thankfully about to end.


Unfortunately for the wolf, however, the rabbit is very close to its den, and just as Alex realizes this and makes a desperate lunge to catch the rabbit, it vanishes down the hole, with the wolf’s head skidding along the dirt before slamming into the hole immediately after.


Now Alex is really swearing up a storm, trying to pull his head out of the hole, but he managed to get it stuck good and tight - bracing his forepaws against the ground and pushing with all his strength fails to dislodge him, even after using his feetpaws as a brace, but all this accomplishes is making his ass stick up in the air, much to the interest and amusement of a certain deity watching him.


And watching him Ari had indeed been doing, having seen everything clearly from their vantage point, at first they found themself amused by the wolf getting stuck in the hole, but when he inadvertently ending up sticking his ass in the air, the spanko deity suddenly found themself with a golden opportunity and they slowly floated down, grabbing a sturdy but supple branch off a nearby tree and snapping it off as they make contact with the forest floor. 

‘A bit of switching is in order,’ the white dragon thinks to themself as they approach the wolf who has suddenly gone still - he heard the snapping branch, even though the hole muffled the sound a fair bit.

‘That’ll teach him to go chasing after innocent critters.’ the dragon’s thought process continues amid Alex’s muffled call of ‘Who’s there?’ - while they know the wolf does need to eat, they feel he should be utilizing the fruits of mortal ingenuity and technological progress and buying already-slaughtered meat from a market instead of chasing after some poor, frightened animal.

A few moments after Alex pauses on hearing the sound of a branch snapping somewhere behind him, he feels his tail being slowly lifted and he yells loudly, his voice echoing through the rabbit burrow and back out around his head, though very muffled in the latter case, while he renews his struggles, trying to extract himself from the burrow entrance when suddenly, *THWACK* - a sharp narrow sting lands on his exposed rear and the wolf hollers loudly, swearing up a storm as he yanks his hardest against the burrow entrance, but to no avail as the first switch to his ass is quickly followed by three more in rapid succession, *THWACKTHWACKTHWACK* goes the stick against his furry rump and he yowls at near ear-splitting levels as three fresh stripes of burning pain bloom across his ass, the skin beneath the fur there starting to welt up slightly.

Ari meanwhile is very much enjoying their swatting of the wolf’s butt and the resulting redness and welts forming on the tender flesh there - despite the copious amounts of profanity coming from the vicinity of Alex’s trapped head, the dragon knows the wolf isn’t TOO fussed about this treatment, the main issue likely being the fact he has no idea who is currently blistering his bum with a tree branch rather than the switching itself - and Ari is proven right as a certain part of the wolf’s anatomy chooses this moment to make itself known, a snicker coming from the spanko deity as they give Alex several more swats to the ass.

As cheerful as Ari is feeling, Alex is feeling decidedly less so as, in addition to being stuck in a rabbit hole, his ass currently feels like it’s on fire with all the welts raised across his twin moons - and to top it all off, he currently has a boner, which he’s sure whoever is whupping his ass can see, though this internal thought process is interrupted as another series of staccato strikes land against his already quite sore ass *THWACKTHWACKTHWACKTHWACKTHWACK* goes the stick and “OWWW, FUCK A DUCK!” goes the wolf as he tries to pull his burning ass away from the wicked stick, only to have another swat land crossways on several of the existing welts, followed by another a few seconds later...and another a few seconds after that...and another, a stray tear running down Alex’s face as he tries to grit his teeth against the pain, hiccuping slightly as he tries to stifle a sob.

Ari, having switched to slow, steady blows after all the rapid ones, decides Alex has probably had enough and with a final *THWACK*...*THWACK*...*THWACK*, they lay the stick aside and move to grab the trapped werewolf around the shoulders, eliciting a jump from the startled wolf as he wasn’t expecting to be touched there, and gently but firmly tugging back against his shoulders, Alex getting the idea and bracing himself once more, he also pulls and pulls and pulls, until finally, with a loud yell, the wolf’s head pops free and he goes flying back - unfortunately landing on his burning, throbbing ass which causes a fresh round of profanity amid tear-stained eyes and another round of giggling from Ari.

Alex naturally hears the giggling even through his own dulcet tones and he looks up sharply, only to have his eyes practically bug out on catching sight of the culprit who had been thrashing him for the past few minutes. “YOU?!”, he asks, barely believing his eyes, his mouth gaping like a fish as he struggles for words, finally settling on “What the hell was all that for?!” he yells at the spanko dragon.

“How could I resist such a golden opportunity? Your butt was so lovingly perched in the air, it would’ve been a shame to not take advantage of the situation,” they reply with another small giggle. “Also, a bit of punishment for your chasing that poor creature - if you were hungry, you should just pick up food at those market places of yours.” they then add with a bit of a scolding tone, wagging a finger at him like he’s a naughty puppy being chastised.

Alex was speechless! He absolutely couldn’t comprehend that he was being told off for doing something completely natural to his being - even though a small, analytical part of his mind was nodding in agreement with Ari’s words, the majority of it was currently overloading and erroring out, the wolf trying and failing several times to formulate a response.

Ari snickers again after seeing the ‘Alex.exe has stopped responding’ expression on the wolf’s muzzle, then decides to take pity on him. “Would you like some healing for the welts?” they ask.

This manages to snap Alex out of his stupor, though he finds himself puffing up at the sheer audacity displayed by the deity and he practically snarls “NO!” as he abutt-faces - and immediately hisses and cringes, as his tail slapped against his sore ass in his angered state, and after a few moments of awkward silence, he then responds far more quietly with “...Yes.”, crossing his arms and pouting like a puppy.

The dragon just smiles and comes up behind the wolf before laying a paw above his welt-covered butt and channelling some healing magic into it, Alex moaning softly before he can stop himself as an intense, soothing warmth sinks into his rear and spreads across its surface, erasing the physical and neurological evidence of any switching having ever taken place and leaving behind the kind of warm feeling after one had taken a long, essential oil-infused soak after a hard day.

After feeling his pain melt away, the still-pouting wolf mutters “Thanks….” before adding while spinning around “But don’t think this mea-” he starts to exclaim before abruptly cutting himself off as his gaze sweeps over an empty forest, not a sign of the spanko deity to be found.

“Not again!”

THE END
