Sato’s Scene
By: Red Rocktober
Sato was bent over the bed in his hotel room, the wolf’s yellow eyes closed and his cheeks spread as he waited for the drip of cold lube on his tailhole. He was nervous, though not for the impending insertion; that he knew he could handle. His buddy had set up a date with a husky, a husky with a bag full of floggers and Sato didn’t even know what else, and said husky had promised to turn his white-furred ass stinging red and then stuff it. The wolf was looking forward to the stuffing, at least. He’d seen the canine’s cock slamming balls deep in his roomie just the night before and was craving that thick knot. Fen had certainly seemed to enjoy it in his foxhole.

He hissed when the lube hit his hole, the pink ring reflexively clenching shut for a moment before relaxing. Hard rubber hit his tailhole next, pressing slowly inwards. Sato moaned, breathing deeply, as the toy slid inside him. Fen moaned as well, watching the wolf’s pucker stretch around the phallic toy. The fox pushed it in slowly, making sure he was letting Sato adjust to it. He just wanted to warm the wolf up. Once the widest part had made it in, Sato’s asshole practically sucked the rest of the length in, the muscles in his hole squeezing down on the tapered vibrator until the handle stopped it from vanishing forever.

“Mm, that’s a good pup,” Fen cooed. “Ready for me to turn it on?”

“Oh fuck,” Sato replied.

He had forgotten it was a vibrator, specifically a vibrator that Fen could control from his phone.

“Oh FUCK,” he said again as the plug started buzzing inside his ass, pressing and pulsing against his prostate. His cock swelled beneath him, trapped between the soft fur of his belly and the comforter on the bed.

Sato fell forward, paws coming off the carpet, dropping his weight completely onto the bed. He sighed as the vibrator slowed, its intensity dropping, though the reprieve was short lived. Fen swiped a thumb up his phone screen, sending the vibe to its max setting almost instantly. Sato could only whimper, caught off guard by the sudden change, fluffy white tail swishing side to side as pleasure rolled through his body, a second whimper escaping his muzzle when the buzzing dropped to almost nothing. He could hear a chuckle behind him, the fox self-satisfied with his teasing torture of the big bottom wolf.
ping
“He’s on his way, puppy. You ready?” Fen asked after a notification popped up on his phone.
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Soon there was a knock at the door. Fen turned the vibrator up a bit, grinning as Sato moaned again, then left the wolf to leak precum onto the bed while he went to let Red in. He opened the door and bit his lip as he eyed the husky up and down. The tall, lanky canine was wearing a tight pair of black jeans, thick bulge visible down his left leg. He had on a black and blue leather vest, the color matching his blue belt and the blue shoelaces in his otherwise black high-tops. In his right hand he had a duffel bag, the fabric obviously stretching to contain a lot of toys.

“Come in Sir,” the switchy fox said, inviting Red into the hotel room.

Red took two steps in, allowing the door to close behind him, then grabbed Fen by his chest ruff and pulled him in, locking muzzles. Their lips parted, tongues darting back and forth for a moment as they made out in the suite’s front room. Reluctantly, Red pulled away, breaking their kiss before giving Fen a once over of his own, glowing red eyes drinking in the sexy boy.

“So,” Red started.

“He’s got a plug in, so he’s ready for you. And I just want to say again how fucking good you look in that vest, Sir,” Fen said, turning to lead husky into the bedroom.

Red eagerly followed, letting out an appreciative “mmm” when he saw Sato laying face first on the bed, tail off to the side to reveal his round ass, his thick thighs. Peeking between those thighs, Red could see the wolf’s fuzzy sack. He set his bag down and sat on the little luggage bench next to the dresser. His eyes never left the wolf’s butt as he took his shoes off, sliding them under the bench.

“So, Sato. Fen tells me you’ve never done this before?”

“Mmnm,” came the muffled reply.

“I do love breaking in a new ass. And your ass looks like a good one to break in. What’s your pain threshold like?”

“Uhm. I…high.”

Red grinned, glad he would be able to push the wolf’s limits without holding back too much. He wasn’t really a sadist, generally finding the “service top” label to be the most fitting. Still, he did enjoy hard swings and loud smacks as much as the next dom. The two continued to talk as Red took his toys out of the bag, laying them across the bench. Two floggers, one with soft, narrow leather falls, the strips a royal blue to match the accents of his outfit. The other had thicker falls of a much firmer leather, easier to get a good sting or hard thud. Next to those he set a dark blue leather paddle and a narrow wooden one, though after a bit of discussion the wooden paddle went back into the bag. Last, but far from least, he pulled out a riding crop. The crop was wonderfully versatile, its leather tongue perfect for everything from soft strokes to sharp, stinging smacks.

Sato was struggling to focus as Red talked about what was about to be used to wreck his ass, since there was a vibrating toy keeping his backdoor busy. His heart was in his throat, pounding hard, awash with a swirling mix of pleasure, excitement, and nervousness. He had fantasized about kinky play like this plenty of times but now it was finally at hand. Red’s voice was a deep bass, low and confident. It probably would have been comforting, even, had Fen not been cycling the vibrator from his phone and distracting him.

“Let’s start with the crop,” Red said, his curled up tail wagging as he stepped up to the edge of the bed, giving Sato’s butt a few light taps with the leather tongue, feeling how the white-furred flesh responded, the bit of give in the firm cheeks.

The white wolf moaned as he felt the crop tapping his butt, slowly increasing intensity at a rhythmic pace. It didn’t hurt, but the mere fact that someone else was hitting him was more than a little arousing. It also helped that there was a vibrator in his ass. Sato closed his eyes and shifted his hips, wiggling his butt for Red.
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“Shit!”

“A moving target is just as fun, pup,” the husky said, grinning.

A bottom’s curses were music to his pointed, pierced ears. He decided to even it out, swinging his arm and giving his wrist a flick at the end of the swing, causing the crop to accelerate and pull back at precisely the moment of impact. It landed with another wonderfully loud pop. Sato’s fur could only do so much to deaden the sound, and the sting. Red watched the muscles in the big wolf’s shoulders shift, tensing up in reaction to the momentary bright spot of pain in his behind. For Sato, the sting subsided and left behind a warm circle and a desire to feel it again.

Red turned to Fen, pointing with his free hand at Sato’s ass then at the ceiling, making a “higher” gesture. Fen got the idea and swiped up on his phone, sending the vibrator to its highest, fastest setting. Pleasure was crashing over Sato, roiling through his body from the sensations in his tailhole and against his prostate.
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A sharp sting pierced the pleasure, the pain from the two swats in quick succession providing a wonderful contrast and heightening both sensations. Red settled in to a comfortable rhythm again, this time noticeably harder than before. He would land a dozen swats in one spot before moving to the other cheek and doing the same. Fen turned the vibrator down, allowing the pain from the crop to come to the forefront of his awareness. There was still a slight sting with each hit, but it was overshadowed by a persistent dull ache as his nerves began to acclimate to the impacts. His booty was starting to feel warm, blood rushing to the “injuries.”

Red tapped the left cheek five or six times, lightly, hardly even hitting it, then swat he popped the other cheek with a loud smack.

“Jesus!” Sato exclaimed, the hit catching him off guard. He was annoyed with himself, realizing that it was exactly what Red had intended, lulling him into expecting when, where, and just how hard the next blow would land.

The husky played the same game again, once more just lightly tapping Sato’s right cheek a half dozen times before a quick flick of his wrist struck the wolf’s other side. Red flicked his wrist the other way, deftly flipping the crop around so he was holding it by the business end. Swinging it much more slowly, following through instead of pulling back at the moment of impact, he hit Sato’s ass with the much heavier hard rubber handle.

“Fucking hell,” Sato said, grimacing as the sensation changed.

Red wasn’t even hitting him particularly hard, but the handle had enough weight that it landed with a heavy thud, impacting deep in Sato’s cheeks. His body had begun to tune out the stings of the crop, so this new feeling broke through the noise and sent the pain radiating through him. The husky was much slower, more deliberate with his implement now, savoring each thwack, each grunt from his target. Then Sato felt something soft, Red’s hand gently caressing his ass. There was warm breath in his ear and a low voice.

“How we doing, pup?” Red asked, checking in.

“Mmf. Good.”

“Ready for the flogger?”

“Yeah,” was his breathy response.

Sato’s cock was leaking precum into the bedspread, oozing out each time Fen ramped his vibrator up. He didn’t really want Red to switch it up, enjoying the crop immensely, but he also wanted to experience everything he could. Red’s tail swished rapidly behind him; the husky loved flogging and had been looking forward to using one on Sato ever since Fen had told him the wolf was interested. He straightened up and walked back over to the bench, setting the crop down and grabbing his favorite flogger.

“Enjoying yourself Master Red?” Fen asked, smirking as his eyes noticed the still obvious bulge in the husky’s jeans.

“Mm, very much. He’s got a great ass for beating. And I imagine it’ll be just as good for fucking once it’s nice and bruised,” he said, raising his voice a touch to make sure Sato would hear.

“You’re gonna have to hit me a lot harder than that if you think you can bruise me,” the wolf replied, picking his head up from the pillow for a moment. He was starting to get used to the pain, slipping into a comfortable sub-space, and so his brattiness was beginning to show.

“Oh, I see. Well, we’ll just have to give the pup what he’s asking for then, won’t we?”

Red stepped up to the bed, leather-wrapped wooden handle comfortable in his paw. Giving himself some room he made a figure-eight with his hand, getting a feel for the flogger, how the falls were behaving. Again, he started light, bringing the leather straps down on Sato’s ass with a high-pitched thwack. Pulling his arm back, he swung again, the flogger hitting both cheeks, once more drawing a grunt out of the wolf. Holding the flogger in his right hand, Red tossed the falls over his left shoulder, loosely holding them with the left hand as he swung downwards, guiding it to its target.

As he got into a good rhythm Red felt himself slipping into top-space, his mind tuning out everything around him. The patterned carpet of the hotel room, the quiet buzz of Sato’s butt plug, even the thudding bass and laughter from a room party next door faded out as his focus honed in on the furry ass in front of him, the feel of the leather in his hands, the sound as it hit Sato’s cheeks, the way they shook at the impact, the grunts and moans from Sato’s muzzle telling him the boy was enjoying it. He started shifting his hips, moving his paws, almost dancing as he flogged, getting lost in the moment. It was like the flogger was an extension of his arm, part of his body, and he was caressing Sato’s delicious ass with his thudding leather fingers, teasing out a perverted cocktail of pain and pleasure.

Time was becoming meaningless for the two of them. To Red, inflicting pain was a sensual experience. It required trust, trust that he was skilled enough with his tools not to cause real injury, trust that he knew how to walk up to the line and maybe even push it a little. Red cherished that trust, carefully holding Sato’s body and mind in his hands. Sato lost himself in the scene, letting go of any control. The two men decided where he would hurt, how good he would feel as Red beat him and Fen fiddled with his vibrator’s controls. He could call it with a safeword, of course, but there was a freedom in giving himself up to the husky’s whims. He bit his lower lip, muzzle alternating between grinning and grimacing. Slowly he acclimated to the pain, the heavy thuds becoming almost a deep massage. Between that and the vibrator everything between his waist and his knees was buzzing, tingling. His balls were churning. He wanted more.

“I thought you said you were going to beat my ass, not rub it,” he said, goading the top.

With a smirk, Red swung harder, putting his shoulder into it. Sato’s ears flattened for a moment, betraying how much it hurt, but he didn’t react otherwise except to egg the husky on again.

“You could always let Fen do it if you’re not up to the task.”

“Fucking brats, I swear. All right you little fucker. We can change it up if you’re bored.”

Red walked over to the bench where he had laid out all his toys, laying the flogger down. Before he picked anything else up, however, he turned to Fen.

“Get my pants off, please.”

The fox eagerly nodded, moving to obey his Sir. While Fen was fiddling with his belt and zipper, Red pulled a small flask out of an inner pocket on his vest, taking a quick swig of gin. The fox looked up once he had Red’s pants down, receiving a nod to his unspoken question about whether the underwear should come off too. He pulled the tight Nomad Complex briefs down, giving the pointed tip of his canine cock a kiss and licking the precum off his lips with a smile. Red bent over, pulling his paws out of his tight jeans.

Sato had kept his eyes closed, a delightful warmth radiating from his ass. He became aware of his own heartbeat again, thudding in his chest as he waited for whatever Red had planned. He heard the husky tell Fen to strip him; as much as he wanted that dogcock he wasn’t ready for the beatings to be done. Still, he was more than willing to let the scene play out how Red wanted; he left himself in the husky’s hands.

His cock hard, Red got up on the bed, knees on either side of Sato’s legs. He scooted up, tucking his thick shaft underneath the wolf’s tail, between his cheeks. He leaned forward, putting his face down near Sato’s.

“You said you want more?” he whispered as he took Sato’s shoulders in his hands, rubbing them. Despite his own size the wolf was even taller, more broad-shouldered than he was; he enjoyed working over a bigger bottom.

“Mm, yeah. I was promised bruises.” Sato lifted his hips, grinding his ass back against the canine, pushing the base of his plug against Red’s cock.

Red gasped as the vibrator made contact with his shaft, sending a buzzing pleasure shooting up through his body. He pulled back, not wanting to stimulate himself too much to make sure he had plenty of stamina to give the needy wolf a thorough pounding. He spent a minute giving Sato a firm back rub. He wasn’t just doing it out of kindness, though he did enjoy the connection it helped build between them. His real purpose, however, was to give Sato’s ass a break, make it all the more sensitive to the paddling that was about to happen.

“You’re a good pup. I can’t wait to breed that hole,” he growled, sending an anticipatory shiver through Sato.

Getting off the wolf, he picked up the paddle, placing it flat against Sato’s ass. The leather was smooth and cool, a welcome respite to the warm welts that had formed in the shape of the crop’s tongue. As with the other toys, Red gave a few light taps, re-acquainting himself with his toy, with how it moved and bent. He slowly increased the intensity, the taps slowly becoming thwacks, pulling back more and more to give himself room for each hit. Finally he brought his hand back, practically up to his own ear and swung it down, following through with his strike so the paddle slammed deep into Sato’s buttocks.

“Shit,” Sato hissed, not expecting the heavy impact. He felt the force in his balls and his body instinctively pulled away, grinding his cock into the bed which in turn sent a conflicting signal of pleasure that helped dull the pain.

“I think we can do better though, don’t you?” Red asked.

“I don’t fucking think you can,” Sato fired back.
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This time, Red didn’t follow through, instead flicking his wrist back so the flexible leather hit the wolf’s skin and pulled back, creating an extremely loud smack. Red grinned; he fucking loved the sound of leather on skin.

“FUCK,” Sato shouted, the pain ramping up his body’s adrenaline. It hurt, but he loved it. His mind was swimming in endorphins.

A second swat, as loud as the first, brought out a whimper. Red paused for a moment, gently stroking Sato’s ass, feeling his handiwork. He gave each cheek a squeeze, eliciting a hiss as he gripped the wolf’s butt made sensitive from his play. Finding a welt, he pressed into it, poking it and watching Sato for a reaction.

“Is that supposed to hurt?”

Red chuckled. It didn’t bother him but he was certainly willing to play the game, to go harder. He wanted to break Sato in, though, not break him, and since neither knew where the wolf’s limit actually was he was just going to have to live with being egged on.

“Nah, it’s supposed to feel good,” Red said, following up with a hard hit with the paddle, another satisfying smack almost too loud to hear Sato curse.

“Remember, ‘fuck you’ isn’t a safe word!” Red said with a chuckle before delivering an equally hefty blow to the wolf’s other cheek.

“AH, FUCK YOU,” Sato shouted.

Red paused for a moment, wondering what anyone on the other side of the walls might think about the various sounds coming from their room. It wasn’t too late at night, but he still hoped no one called in a noise complaint to the front desk. “Eh. Worth it,” he thought to himself.

“What’s that? Did I hear a ‘harder, sir?’” Red asked, leaning down to put his face next to Sato’s, white fangs glistening as he grinned.

…

“I said, did I hear-”

“Yes, god, yes, paddle me harder, sir, beat my ass as hard as you can,” Sato finally said, the brat in him wanting to ignore his top’s implied command, while the masochist in him desperately wanted exactly that.

Red obliged, giving his arm a workout as he swung the leather paddle again and again, harder with each stroke. He was focused, red eyes zeroed in like lasers on Sato’s ass, making sure each hit landed exactly where he meant. Every time his arm came back for the next, his eyes flicked to the wolf’s face, visually checking in on the bottom. Finally, not that he would ever admit it to Sato, his arm was tired. Fortunately, he had a ready-made excuse to deflect. Setting the paddle to the side and gently caressing Sato’s ass, he gave it a few squeezes.

“Ready to get bred, pup?”

“Nnhnn,” was about all Sato could respond with; he was well into pupspace and his brain wasn’t working as intended. “Unf, hold on. Here, need more lube,” he said, groggily snatching the slippery bottle of the nightstand and holding it out.

Red took it, but before he slicked himself up, he prodded Sato’s muzzle with his cock.

“Think you can get the knot? Not too many can take it” the husky said. It wasn’t empty bravado; he was long, he was thick, and the bulbs at the base of his throbbing mast were massive. Maybe there was some eager otter out there who could make it vanish in a hole without a second thought, but he just hadn’t met the right slut yet.

Sato opened his eyes, the yellow irises bright against black where most had whites. His glasses were on the nightstand, but he didn’t need them to see the monster in front of his face. Reaching a hand out he gripped the big boy, groaning as his palm slid along the shaft until he got to the base, hand transmitting the girth to his mind, trying to imagine how it compared to his toys.

“Fuck it. Yes.”

With a grin, Red pulled his dick out of Sato’s hand and walked down to the end of the bed. Grabbing the wolf’s ankles he dragged the male down so his paws were on the floor, his torso bent at the waist over the edge of the bed.

“Get that tail up,” he said.

Sato obeyed, revealing the base of his plug, still buried up his ass. The husky grabbed it and gently pulled. He didn’t want to yank it out too fast, figuring that the lube had probably dried out somewhat, as long as it had been since Fen had shoved it in there. Sato moaned, his hole stretching open to pass the big toy, widening until suddenly his body clamped his hole down and pushed it out in a rush. He felt empty. It had felt good to push it out, but now he wanted something pushed back in.

Red dribbled a line of lube down the length of his cock, a momentary shiver running through him as the cold liquid hit his member. Grabbing the wolf’s tail at the base, he yanked up, causing the male’s cheeks to spread a bit more and expose the pink ring of his tailhole. Giving the bottle a squeeze, he poured some of the slick silicone fluid on it. Unceremoniously, he shoved his middle finger inside, moaning as his digit readily sank knuckle deep in the warmth of Sato’s backside.

Pulling his finger out, he squeezed a little more lube onto his palm and gripped himself, stroking his length to make sure he was completely coated in lube from base to tip. His eyes once more glued to Sato’s ass, he was only vaguely aware of Fen moving about around them. Picking up the vibrator and taking it into the bathroom to clean off, setting the paddle back on the bench with Red’s other toys, putting a couple of folded towels on the bed next to them. It was cute, really, how he wordlessly worked to make sure the others had their fun without having to worry about any of the pesky logistics like cleaning up. It was just one of the things that drew Red to the sweet fox. He had other things on his mind, however, like stuffing a wolf’s ass with husky meat.

Red stepped forward, standing between Sato’s spread legs. Grabbing the male’s tail, he again pulled it out of the way, while with his other hand he aimed the pointed tip of his canine cock at the waiting hole. Pushing his hips forward he began to slide inside, the exit eagerly opening to be an entrance. The wolf moaned as the thick prick stretched him open, glad that getting fucked by a dog meant that there was a nice taper to his cock. Not like a horse where you get the whole girth right from the get-go. The vibrator had been nice but nothing compared to the real thing. Even if Red’s dick didn’t go buzz, he could still feel it throbbing with the husky’s heartbeat. He could feel his hole stretching and struggled to control his breathing so he could relax and take it in. Deeper, deeper Red’s cock went until finally it stopped, something hard bumping against his puckered ring. It was as hard as the base of the plug and felt just as wide.

He looked back over his shoulder, wondering what Red was waiting for. He didn’t have to wait long. The husky pulled his hips back, withdrawing until his tip was just barely inside the wolf’s tail, then slammed forward, ramming himself home.

“Fuck yes,” Sato moaned. “Fuck me, stuff that dogcock in my ass.”

Red was more than happy to oblige, thrusting, rutting the willing wolf like a bitch in heat. Sato felt like he was in heat. He didn’t just want Red’s cock buried as deep as possible, he wanted the male’s cum, he wanted to get fucking bred. Despite that, despite his need, it was all he could do to keep his legs steady so Red had something to pound against. Brattiness aside, he was well worked over, not that he was going to tell Red that.

The room was filled with the sounds and scents of sex. Grunts, groans. Little yips and growled chuffs. The soft thud of Red’s hips into Sato’s plump ass, the softer sound of heavy balls slapping against heavy balls. The mingled musk of their sweat was a heady but not unpleasant scent. The two were lost in it, focused entirely on their pleasure. Red could feel his balls starting to tingle, the heavy orbs shifting in his furred sack as he neared his climax.

“Gonna- nnf- gonna fill you up. Gonna put my puppies deep in your guts,” Red said, breathing hard.

“Do it, fill me up,” Sato huffed.

Sato felt Red grab his hips and pull back in sync with his own thrusts. A sharp pain of teeth in his shoulder spiked his awareness, warm breath ruffling his fur. It almost hid the sharp pain in his ass as his hole momentarily resisted the intrusion of the thick knot before finally pressure won and it slipped inside.

“Holy fuck” he mouthed, unaware that no sound came out.

He could feel the bulbs at the base of Red’s cock swell even more, pressing against his prostate as the husky came, pumping husky seed deep in his ass. It was finally too much, the symphony of sensations that the night had been, culminating in warm cum flooding his tailhole, coupled with the massive knot filling him, sent him over the edge as well. With a yip he shot his own load into the bedspread, cock spasming stuck between his belly and the bed, getting both sticky.

The two stayed locked like that for what seemed like an hour, Red’s knot tied in Sato’s ass, panting, breathing hard as they slowly came down from their peaks. Red finally released his jaw pulling his teeth out of the thick white fur. He looked down, admiring the view of his cock fully inside the wolf’s ass, the hole gripping his base tight, twitching, milking the last of his cum out. Sato didn’t want him to pull out, wanted to stay there for the rest of the night filled with cock and cum.

He grimaced as the canine began to withdraw, knot hardly deflated, just as large going out as it had been going in. He felt even emptier than before, like part of him was missing. After a minute he finally rolled over onto his back, taking his time to sit up. His yellow eyes met the husky’s red irises and the two males had matching goofy grins, the grins of thorough satisfaction. Top-space, sub-space, cum-brain, post-fuck fog, whatever you wanted to call it, their systems were flooded with adrenaline and endorphins and there wasn’t room for a real thought between them. Fen was busying himself with towels, wiping the two off, handing them water bottles.

“So. How was it?” Red finally asked.

“I uh,” Sato mumbled as he tried twice to stand up, finally succeeding on the third. “Yeah um. Yeah.”

Words were hard. Red just smirked. He understood. Sato sat back down. He watched without really seeing as Red got dressed, pulling those tight jeans back on over his half-hard cock. The husky slowly gathered his toys and packed them away, carefully wrapping the floggers in something to keep the falls from tangling. Dressed, he turned and cupped Sato’s cheek with a gentleness that was incongruous with the beating- or the fucking - that he had just delivered.

“Thanks for that. I had a great time tonight. You’re a very good boy,” he said, giving a little scratch behind Sato’s ear before turning and walking out, curled husky tail wagging.[image: image1.png]Seelie Court Press
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