2 Gore / Spanking / Boot Worship

“You ready, little buddy?”
The mouse in his lap was panting anxiously, squirming against the larger male’s thighs. The cat couldn’t help himself, chuckling and licking his fangs as he leered over the smaller, slightly tubby rodent. He stroked his paw over the nude young man’s thigh, purring comfortingly. Unlike the light-furred mouse, the dark-furred cat was still fully clothed, sweatpants rubbing against the mouse’s belly, plain T-shirt hanging from his scrawny frame. He even still had on his boots, one on the floor, the other propped up on the cluttered coffee table in front of the couch they were on.
“It’s alright, little guy… We can always just do something else if you’re nervous?” he offered softly, smiling sincerely when he caught the rodent’s eye. He really was happy to do something other than what they’d talked about online; he just wanted his mousey little partner to be comfortable, and happy.

But, to his pleasure, the smaller male shook his head, hiding his blush by burying his snout under his forearms, eyes pinched shut. “N- No, it’s okay… I’m just nervous. Y- You can do it…” he whimpered out.

The cat purred, nodding and continuing to stroke his naked partner’s thigh, watching that furless tail flick anxiously. He reminded, half-teasingly, “Remember the safe word we picked?”
“Mm-hmm. Ch- Chocolate…” the mouse informed, still muffled by his arms. He then waggled his soft, pudgy rump enticingly; it may have been inadvertent with his nervous wiggling.

“Good boy…”

The feline slid his paw up that furry thigh, resting his palm against the smaller, trembling male’s rump, slotted beneath that half-thrashing tail. It arched at his touch, curling up until its tip was pointed towards the trembling, tubby male’s head.

The cat reared his paw back, and brought it down hard on that soft, furry ass. The mouse cried out sharply, throwing his head back, jaw parting in his yelp of pain. A second later, the cat’s paw had drawn away again and struck, that chubby rump jiggling beneath his paw briefly. A third firm spanking, and the middle of the mouse’s rump was turning pink, throbbing achingly and stinging as the cat began to stroke the sore spot.
“Aah… Ah, ah!” the mouse whimpered, shuddering and trembling in pain as the hot, pink skin was teased at.

The cat just purred, licking his fangs again as his rough pawpads pressed into the mouse’s stinging bottom. He hadn’t heard a safeword yet…

So, he reared his hand back, purring eagerly and rock-hard in his pants as he spanked the small mouse again. 

Soon, the sound of smacking flesh, yelping mice, and purring cats filled the air. The dominant feline spanked away at his rodent partner’s chubby rump, turning first the middle of the mouse’s ass bright red, before moving to smack at each individual cheek, and then down on the smaller male’s thighs. In moments, the mouse had become a whining, panting mess, grinding his own throbbing, precum-oozing erection into the feline’s thigh, desperately trying to get his rocks off as he was spanked viciously. His needy humping and groaning only fueled on more firm slaps to his plump ass.

“Gaah! Gah!” the mouse nearly screamed, biting down on his tongue to keep from getting too much louder. He buried his snout under his arms, legs and tail shuddering as he was given one last firm smack to the ass, his soft flesh jiggling at the strike, before being allowed to fall still.

“Come on, little guy… this is what you asked for, remember?” that purring voice urged, delivering another hard smack to the rodent’s burning ass. The mouse whimpered, planting his paws shakily and doubling his humping, grinding his erection into the cat’s thigh as another few rounds of painfully wonderful spankings struck his rump.

Then, the mouse threw his head back and yelped, eyes clenched shut and cheeks as red as his ass as he orgasmed, dry-humping the cat’s leg as he was spanked to climax. His legs went straight, shuddering as he whimpered and shot ropes of creamy rodent seed all over the other male’s pants. He then whined pitifully, sagging down against the cat’s lap, shuddering as he was given one last smack on the rump that made his twitching, still-erect cock ooze some more cum.

“Mmm… such a good boy,” the cat praised, stroking his partner’s painfully red, stinging bottom. The mouse whined in reply; but still, gave no sign of giving the safe word. “I think… it’s time to get a bit more… extreme.”

The chubby rodent, as expected, didn’t object.

The cat stood, nudging his red-assed partner out of his lap and moving to stand beside the couch. He manipulated the dazed, whimpering mouse onto his hands and knees, tiny, twitching erection drooling precum and the after-mains of his recent orgasm onto the couch from between those doughy thighs. The rest of the rodent’s cum was still clinging in pearly ropes and staining the cat’s dark pants; but he made no move to clean or take them off.
The feline purred hungrily, licking his fangs and picking something up from the coffee table: a narrow, metal switch. 
Holding it in one hand, the tail-flicking feline patted his new tool into his other palm, purring deeply. Then, he reached down and gripped the rodent’s furless tail and yanked it straight up, forcing the whimpering mouse to lift his pained ass up higher, exposing the bright-red stinging cheeks to the cool air.

He drew it back, still holding that tail high. Then, he brought the switch down hard, the metal whistling before it struck.

The divide between paw and tool was clear immediately. The mouse cried out in shock and pain, his whole body rocking forward as the metal caught him across both thighs. Instead of just leaving his flesh red and aching, it actually cut deep into him, cleaving the skin open. Blood quickly began to well from the torn skin.
“Ah, fuck!” the rodent yelped, shuddering and bending forward, arching his hips up for more.

And so, the cat gave him more. Another smack, and then another, both across the chubby little male’s thighs. In moments, the skin and fur on the back of his legs was a tattered mess, sliced in a rough pattern and oozing blood. It was  a gruesome sight, but it just made the feline purr deeper, his own erection tenting his pants firmly as the mouse whined desperately.

The feline struck again, this time aiming straight for those plump, tubby ass cheeks. Another sharp yelp left the mouse’s lips, his trembling legs barely able to keep his rump in the air; if not for the cat’s paw holding up his tail, he probably would have collapsed.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The cat didn’t have to put a ton of force into his strikes for it to hurt, and just a bit further broke the skin easily. It wasn’t long before, like his doughy thighs, the rodent’s fat, stinging ass was also torn and bleeding, deep gouges in the plump flesh oozing blood down his thighs.

The feline paused a moment, rubbing the bloody metal switch against his sub’s half-shredded ass. He could see a trickle of blood work it’s way down his rump, going down the smaller male’s taint and dripping off his plump balls. And, down between there, the cat could clearly see his partner’s fully-erect cock, throbbing and twitching and spurting precum all over as he was mercilessly ripped apart.
“Ah, please…”

The mouse’s voice just cut into the cat’s purring, just as he was rearing his tool back for another flesh-rending strike. Instead, he paused; was the rodent going to call it quits?

“C- Can… Mmf, I wanna… paw,” the rodent whimpered, shaking and teary eyed as he looked up at the feline. The cat smirked, and nodded.

“Go ahead, cutie…” he purred back, licking his fangs. He wondered, with how overstimulated the mouse was, how long it would take to cum.

The mouse settled forward, resting his chest against the arm rest of the couch, one paw reaching up to anxiously grab at his muzzle, the other wiggling under his plump belly and between his thighs, feverishly beginning to jerk off. While his partner was whimpering, eyes shut and blushing as his red, shredded ass waggled in the air, the cat reared his arm back yet again.

A single smack. One last firm strike right across both ass cheeks, splitting the skin open and digging into his flesh. The mouse’s pumping paw around his erection kept moving, even as his voice rose to a desperate, pained groan. He came, body trembling with pleasure as his second orgasm in less then 10 minutes hit, jetting a surprisingly copious load of rodent jizz directly onto the couch. He whined, head tilting back as his orgasm kept going, pressure tapering off but still oozing thick globs of cum into the furniture.
“Hehe, fuck, you really love this shit, huh?” the cat purred, moving his switch down to nudge at the rodent’s hand and cock. He immediately released his dick, panting and squirming as his ass and thighs bled, letting his twitching prick pour pearly white semen from his tip. The feline released his tail, letting the limp appendage flop down over his positively brutalized ass.
“Ah… Y- Yeah…” the mouse whimpered, twisting slightly to look up at his feline partner. He was panting heavily, chubby tits swaying a bit with his heavy breathing.

The cat set aside the switch, and instead… picked up a small knife. He licked his lips as he flicked it open, the sharp little blade glinting in the light. The slinky feline stepped around his shuddering partner, dropping down to sit at the other end of the couch. He gave that pained, bleeding ass a pat, watching his partner twitch at the sudden contact.

“Come on, cutie,” the feline urged, “Hop up in my lap.”

The rodent whined, and then nodded, peering back over his shoulder at the other male. He was slow, and shaky, as he lifted himself with his hands, setting a trembling foot down on the floor. The mouse felt so… vulnerable. Stark naked, alone with the sadistic feline, knowing full well that he was shorter and weaker, pudgy body too weak to pose any fight. Not that he wanted to; his cock was still fully erect, oozing a string of gooey cum as he got on his feet and shakily wobbled over to the cat.
One of the feline’s paws caught his soft hip, guiding the chubby male to sit down on his lap, trickling,  bloody wounds be damned. He whimpered as the motion irritated his injuries. But again, the rodent didn’t seem to mind, squirming and panting happily as he settled with his back against the cat’s chest, one arm curling around his soft belly. He wound up with one foot up on the couch, the other hanging over the edge, both of his paws settling on his partner’s gripping forearm.

“You ready for this?” the cat purred directly in his ear, bringing the knife towards his soft flesh.

The mouse whimpered, trembling and letting out a shaky breath. The razor tip of the blade nearly nicked the flesh of his nipple, making him audibly whine… and then nod.

That was all the confirmation the cat needed. His free hand curled down, still holding against the mouse’s belly, but now reaching to his erect, twitching cock, curling around it possessively and slowly beginning to jerk him off. At the same time, the knife met his flesh gently at first, and then pressed in deeper, cutting into the flesh of his belly. The mouse tilted his head back, groaning as he was stroked and cut, feeling heat and pain blooming from the long, slow slash tearing through him. He trusted the cat, though; he was sure that no damage would be too great.
The cat, meanwhile, clamped his fangs down on his partner’s shoulder, biting firmly enough that he tasted blood. His wide, sharp eyes locked down onto the rodent’s trembling body, watching his blade cutting through it. He adjusted the angle of his grip, tilting the blade and cutting downwards; the flesh, partially freed, fell in a tattered strip, the mouse whining in pain and twitching in his paw. The feline kept going, carving more shallow, glistening wounds into his partner, sure to never cut anything off, just… peeling the smaller male. In moments, his belly was a mess, blood spilling down his front as at least six wide, jagged strips of mangled flush hung from his body, panting and trembling in the cat’s lap as he was carved up.

“Aah, f- fuck!” the mouse whined, gripping desperately at his partner’s forearm; but no safe word came, so no end came.

Instead, the cat turned his attention to one of his partner’s plump, chubby breasts. With a purr, he began cutting shallowly into one, right under the soft-bodied male’s nipple; blood spilled downwards, joining one of the ragged strips of flesh a bit further down, all the while careful and calculated in his depth and angle.
After all, he didn’t want to kill the mouse, even accidentally.

The cat’s teeth dug in deeper, the rodent yelping in pain as he pulled back slightly, yanking muscle and skin just a bit, painful but far from the most damaging. He carved a shallow slash across the rodent’s chest, angling the blade so that the sliced-free flesh dipped and made the cut look wider than it actually was. 

All the while, his masturbating paw kept stroking the mouse’s small, throbbing erection. It twitched happily at ever little nick, every slice lubricating his pumping hand with precum. He even curled his paw over those half-contracted mouse nuts, squeezing lightly as the smell of blood and arousal filled the room. The cat purred, breaking his biting grip on the mouse’s now-bleeding shoulder, giving it a teasing lick before moving to nip sharply at the chubby male’s large, round ear. 
“Come on, big guy…” he purred enticingly, even as the knife was moving back to the rodent’s belly, rocking his hips to grind up into his partner’s plump, ragged ass. “Cum for me… Mm, come on cutie…”
The mouse whined, arching his back as his dick was played with, his belly flesh cut into again. Only the edge or the tip of the knife cut him, never plunging deeply so as to avoid too much injury; and yet, with how shredded up and bloody his front was, one could swear he’d been brutally stabbed and slashed all over. He whimpered as the paw on his cock picked up the pace, pumping him hard and fast, groaning happily as the knife’s tip caught him in the tit, digging slightly into his flesh, pain and blood blooming and soaking his once-white fur even more.

He yelped, and came, for the third time. 
His partner kept cutting and stroking, even as he orgasmed, pearly ropes of rodent jizz arching from his tip, making a mess of the floor, coffee table, and the cat’s paw. One spurt, then a second, third, and fourth, all in quick succession, before he settled into oozing cum just as steadily as he leaked blood, panting in the feline’s lap. The stroking had come to a stop, opting instead just to grip the sensitive, twitching member.

“Fuck, such a good boy…” the cat purred, moving his knife back to that belly, scraping it against the pudgy male’s flesh. “Such a-“
“Mmf, ch- ch- choc- chocolate…”

The feline paused, blinking. Then, he brought the knife away from his partner’s skin, the silver blade now decorated profusely with dripping crimson along the edge of the blade. He nodded, releasing the other’s dick and setting his paw on the closest uninjured part of him: his thigh. Comfortingly, he began to stroke the soft leg, assuring, “Alright, all good. You wanna pause for a second, or done?”

The mouse winced, taking in a slow, pained breath, as tears began to trickle down his pudgy cheeks.  His prick was still half-hard, but getting softer. “Ah… ah… I- I think… I’m done. F- For now…”

A surprisingly gentle peck on the cheek, and the cat said, “Alright, cutie.” He snapped the knife shut, casting it back onto the coffee table with a sharp clatter. His now-free paw settled on the mouse’s other thigh, rubbing softly. “When you’re up for it, we’ll get you into the bathroom to clean up. Okay?”

“O- Okay…” the rodent nodded, sagging back into his partner. He felt lightheaded. Unsurprisingly, given he’d just orgasmed three times, on top of losing what was probably a decent amount of blood. Speaking of… he winced, cracking open an eye and peering down at his gouged-up front, shuddering. God, he’d really gotten off to that, more than he’d imagined in all his fantasizing. “S- Sorry about… the blood n’ stuff…”

“Heh, if I’d been worried about that,” the feline answered with another soft kiss, “I would have laid down some plastic or something. It’s fine, cutie; was probably gonna throw this couch away anyway.”

The mouse nodded.

Then, slowly, they made their way into the bathroom, once most of the mouse’s sexual-fantasy-induced wounds had stopped bleeding so much. The cat was tender, gentle, and oddly professional as he set to work patching the mouse up, stitching up the shallow gouges in his belly and chest, disinfecting and lathering every little scrap with medical ointments. The mouse was no help at all; head still swimming, it was all he could do to keep sitting up on the toilet as he was tended to.
In fact, he was almost surprised when he found himself laying under the covers on a bed, settled on his side in an attempt to not aggravate his injured rump or belly too much. A gentle prod at his body assured him that he was pretty effectively bandaged up, gauze binding his front and several sterile pads affixed to his body. He ached.

“Here you go.”

The mouse blinked, the cat reaching over him and depositing… an opened packet of unwrapped candies? “Are these…?”

“Your favorites! Right?” the cat asked, moving around the bed and dropping onto it. He was also naked, although clearly no bandages adorned his sleek, dark-furred body.

“Yeah…”  the mouse nodded. It took a bit of effort with how exhausted and achy he was, but he reached a paw up and snatched two from the bag, popping them into his mouth and humming happily as he chewed and swallowed. “Is that why you asked me what comfort food I liked?”

“Yep!” the cat chimed, grinning broadly as he flopped down onto the bedding, head on the pillow across from the mouse. “I like to ask most of the guys I meet from that forum, just as a little aftercare thing. Especially since it was your first time doing this kind of stuff!”
“Wow… thanks,” the mouse smiled weakly, before blinking tiredly. The taste of the comforting treat, combined with how exhausted and light-headed he felt, was making him fall asleep fast.

The cat, to his pleasure, snuggled up close, setting the bag of candy aside. “You can have some more after you get a little rest. And wake me up if there’s any pain that makes it too hard to sleep, okay?” he said, setting an arm over the mouse’s bandaged belly.

The mouse nodded. It didn’t take much more before he was falling asleep, nestled against the feline, the taste of chocolate still on his tongue.
