27. Grooming* / Pegging / Stuck in Wall

(CW: Noncon, Cub, Incest, Alcohol)

Her parents had gone out for the weekend, leaving her to babysit her little brother, Lux, for that time. Of course, she’d put up a show of being annoyed, complaining that she’d wanted to go hang out with her friends. But not too much of a complaint; not so much that they’d hire some other babysitter to watch the little wolf pup.

No, she wanted the 8-year-old cub to herself. Latona, twice the boy’s age at 16, nearly salivated at the thought of being left with that much time with the pup. 

Once the adults were gone, her plan went into motion.

Latona peaked her head into her little brother’s bedroom. The cub sat on the floor in front of the dinky monitor that their parents had gotten the small wolf, small fingers clumsily tapping away at the video game controller in his paws. The preteen pup wore jeans and a sporty T-shirt, having not changed since getting home.

She grinned to herself, licking her lips in a predatory fashion. Then, she nudged the door open with her hip.

“Hey, Luxxy…!” she greeted, raising her voice and lifting the case of beer in one paw. In the other was a large bottle of vodka.

The cub turned to look at her when she spoke, his ears tipping down, but offering a smile. “H- Hi, Latona…” he greeted back, taking a second to lift a tubby paw up to wave a little. “Um… A- Are Mom and Dad still home…?”

“Nope, they left a little bit ago,” she answered, striding into the cub’s bedroom like she owned the place. She pretended not to notice his wide, blue eyes on her body, which was partially shown off by the leg-baring shorts and cropped shirt she wore. Wide hips, strong limbs; her breasts were a bit small, but big enough for her.

“… Oh.” The puppy seemed to gulp, glancing at the items in her paws.

“I thought,” Latona explained, still grinning in a hollow, friendly manner, “That since it’s just us home, we should have some fun! Sounds nice, right?”

“Oh… Um…” the boy started to answer, his nose tipping down. Trying to think of any excuse for her to not stay in his room.

“Aw, come on!” she chided him as she got closer to where he sat on the floor. “You know Mom and Dad always tell you to do what I tell you when they aren’t home, right?” Latona reminded sharply, narrowing her eyes at the boy and setting the vodka-laden paw on her hip.

“Y- Yeah…”

“Well then! Be a good boy, and do what your big sister says,” the she-wolf stated firmly. She set the vodka on the boy’s bed next to him, and then pulled out a can of beer from the box of six. Latona held it out to him. “Open the can, and drink like a big boy.”

Lux looked like he wanted to argue. The little gray-furred wolf glanced off to the side, his video game forgotten; a game over screen rattled on the monitor.

Instead, he let out a nervous whimper. He didn’t want to be a bad boy, and he didn’t want to get in trouble with his parents. They always told him that good boys would do what their sister said… So, he dropped the controller and reached both paws up to the can, taking it from Latona, who broke into a toothy grin.

The wolf cub was clumsy in cracking open the can, struggling for a moment to lift the tab. But a moment later, it hissed sharply and he wedged it open, his tail beginning to wag when his sister gave him an encouraging nod. The she-wolf sat down on his bed, taking out her own can and cracking it easily, taking a quick swig without a thought. He hesitated yet again… And then lifted the can to his lips, eyes pinched shut firmly as he tilted it back and let some of the bitter grown-up drink pour onto his tongue.

A whimper left him as he forcibly gulped it down, lowering the can some and sticking his tongue out. It still tasted gross, even after having had it several times now.

“Now, now,” Latona scolded knowingly, wagging a clawed digit at him. “No whining! Big boys don’t whine, remember?”

Despite himself, a frustrated whine left the cub. But, he nodded, answering weakly, “I ‘member…” Against his better judgement, Lux brought the can to his lips again, forcing him to glug down a few mouthfuls. While doing that, with his eyes pinched shut, he didn’t notice his sister licking her lips excitedly, eyes locked onto him like a hungry animal sighting fresh prey.

Lux was small, and despite being familiar with this less-than-normal routine, he was far from an experienced drinker. Even just finishing off the first can left him visibly, and heavily, intoxicated, unable to sit still and slightly wobbling as he sat on the floor, setting the empty beer can down and letting out a bitter-tasting hiccup. Latona licked her fangs at the sight of her brother already so intoxicated, quickly extracting another can and opening it for him. This time, he didn’t bother arguing, though a little upset whimper left him.

She watched, sipping her own beer as he forced himself to gulp it down. Of course, if HE didn’t force himself, she would have. He knew that by now.

The teenaged wolf kept on pushing. First it was one can, then a second. Then, she told him that, if he was feeling so warm, he should take off his shirt and pants, leaving the cub in just his tighty-whities. Then, while he was forcing himself, eyes pinned shut, to finish off his second can of bitter, nauseating alcohol, she stood and dropped her pants, kicking them off into the corner of the boy’s bedroom.

“L- Lat…?” Lux whimpered, slurring slightly as he lowered his second can. The boy’s game had been abandoned, still flashing a ‘game over’ screen as he sat on his knees, tail limp behind him. His face was red, though whteher that was an effect of his growing drunkenness or embarrassment at being shown his sister’s plump, canine vagina, it was hard to tell.

“Mm… Just a little warm,” Latona commented, clearly lying. She set her legs apart, giving the cub a plain view of her already-leaking pussy. Then… “Hey, how’s about you come here and let’s watch some videos? I know the kind you like…”

The drunk wolf puppy perked up despite himself. He did like videos… Clumsily, he stood to his feet, accidentally knocking over his second can; fortunately, Lux had drained it enough that nothing spilled onto his carpet. Latona was quick to snatch him up, depositing his bottom onto her thigh, keeping one of her paws gripping at his hip. As she did, she grabbed up her phone and unlocked it, quickly opening up a saved video file.

“Ah! D- Daddy! Mmf! I dun wanna!”

Lux’s ears fell, and he let out a whimper. “I… I don’t wanna watch this…”

“Yes you do, Luxxy,” his sister murred back, giving a firm, teasing nip at his neck. She kept the phone angled for both of them to see. 

On screen, a little lion boy, barely more than 5, was visibly on his back and stark naked. A large paw, seemingly a lion like the porn-star cub, came in from out of view, gripping a large, black, equine dildo, which was slathered with lube and visibly wedged halfway up the small boy’s ass. The small lion was visibly crying and trembling, but kept holding his knees to keep his legs out of the way, fingers visibly digging into his own skin as the toy was thrust roughly in and out of him. His sheathe leaked clear fluid, as though the small cub were wetting himself as he was molested.

“Quiet, boy,” a rumbling voice came from the phone; the boy’s father. “You’re gonna take this fuckin’ thing to the balls, or else I break your damn tail again…”

Lux whimpered, feeling sick. He felt so bad for the little lion on screen… he was crying, and scared, and it made him want to give the smaller boy a hug. His eyes flickered down, wincing but feeling oddly warm in the belly as he got a look at the other cub’s over-stretched tailhole, pink and puffy around the giant toy. And, a bit further down, he could see the lion’s long tail; here were at least three sharp bends to its length, like it had been… broken, and hadn’t healed right.

“See?” Latona cooed in his ear, her paw stroking at his hip as the toy on screen was shoved sharply deeper, the little lion crying out sharply and sobbing openly, tiny, scrawny body trembling as his belly bulged. “I’m so much nicer than this… I give you nice drinks, and only talk mean when you’re a bad boy…”

Lux sniffled, bringing a paw up to settle atop his snout; a nervous habit of his. The other clutched at his belly, anxiously closing and opening against the furry flesh. “Y- Yeah…” he had to admit.

The video with the sobbing lion cub soon ended, but not before the entire equine toy had been wedged deep into the boy’s asshole. He’d trembled and whimpered on screen, but dutifully kept his legs raised up out of the way, tiny balls and sheathe in view as the camera traced over the fat, rubber balls underneath them. His stomach bulged, the toy distending his insides to make room for its length and girth.

It stopped on a freeze-frame of the last image, the boy’s face visibly trying not to cry again as his father’s paw groped his bulged-out tummy.

Lux gulped, but was glad the video was over. Until, of course, his sister swiped to one side, and another video came up. The wolf cub whined, squirming on Latona’s lap and now trying to nudge away from her. “Hey!” she huffed sharply, digging her claws painfully into his soft side. “Watch. The. Video.”

Against his better judgement, the still-drunk, wobbly cub looked at the screen. And nearly threw up.

It was… him.

Completely passed out and naked, and laying on what appeared to be his own bed. And the camera must have been held by some unknown third party, because in plain view were both of his sister’s paws gripping and manipulating his naked, limp figure, rotating him onto his belly and yanking his tail up sharply. The camera zoomed out a bit, and now the older wolf’s body could be seen. Naked, her round rump and thick thighs in plain view. And although the cub didn’t know what it was, she had a strap-on attached to her hips, sturdy straps binding around her waist and thighs, holding a flat mount and a 7-inch, red rubber canine dildo to her groin.

“L- Lat…” the boy whined, sniffling sharply. When had this happened? Why didn’t he remember? Was it just because he was drunk now, or…?

“Shush. You’re gonna miss the best part…” Latona urged, holding the phone up for him. He whined, but when he tried to look away her claws cut into his flesh again, making him whimper and look back at the device.

The Latona on screen was saying something, upending a bottle of clear lube onto both the unconscious video-Lux’s furry bottom, and the sturdy toy. Once both were lathered with the glistening liquid, she cast the bottle aside, aimed the tip for her brother’s tailhole, and…

The real Lux whimpered as he watched inch after inch of that bright-red, glistening toy sink into his own tailhole. His stomach churned a bit, claws digging into his own snout as he whined at the sight. Had this really happened? Why didn’t… How could he… What…? The toy kept going and going, the video of his sister not stopping until the toy’s big, round knot was pressing between his furry, lube-soaked cheeks. Then, she rocked her hips back, grunting in effort, and pounded in hard with a wet slap. Again, and again, and a third time.

Her paws visibly gripped at the unconscious cub (he had to be drunk… Latona had made him drink alcohol until he passed out a number of times, and this had to be one of them), curling at his slightly-raised hip and over his shoulder, the boy’s sleeping face visibly screwed up in pain and discomfort as he was molested in his sleep.

He whimpered. Tears were in his eyes.

His sister held up the bottle of vodka to him, even as the Lux on screen was having his ass forcibly, and roughly, worked open by Latona’s strap-on. Slap-slap-slap it went, her pace steady and rough as she growled and huffed. Lux took the bottle of clear alcohol; he hated it even worse then beer.

“Drink up,” Latona urged him as the cub held its neck in both paws. Her own hand, no longer on his side, cupped the bottom of it, lifting it up towards his half-parted lips. “Mm… Or maybe you want me to fuck you while you’re awake this time? I’ve done that a few times… Surprised you don’t remember.”

He hiccuped sharply. He… they… what??

She scrolled to one side once, twice, a third time; each time, he barely caught flashes of himself and his sister, both naked, both in differing positions of lewdness that made his stomach twist. Then, she stopped, murring happily as the next video played. Him, awake, squatting over his sister who was once again wearing the strap-on. It was buried up inside his over-stretched anus, his furry tail held off to one side while the set-down camera recorded his ass. The real Lux could hear his video counterpart whining and sobbing as he bounced on the toy, struggling to take the knot.

“Come on, Luxxy!” the Latona on screen growled deeply, claws raking against the cub’s side. Lux winced as he saw trails of blood left behind. “Take the knot, or I’m gonna put up a free-use offering on that cub porn site… Bet you’d love having a bunch of strange men rolling into the house, fucking your little ass raw, right?”

“Aah!” the Lux video cried out, legs visibly trembling as he slammed himself down on the knot, straining his asshole and trying to push it inside himself. “I- I’m trying, I swear- P- Please, don’t, I don’t wanna-“

“Then quit crying like a bitch, and take the goddamn knot!”

The real Lux whimpered as the him on screen lifted his hips, audibly sobbing just as the real one was, and shoved himself down again. Once, twice- POP! He yelped and yiped in pain as he dropped into his sister’s lap, legs going limp as he set on top of her. The recorded Latona cooed happily, yanking his tail roughly and angling both of them so that the camera could see how his stretched anal ring bulged with the knot as it pulled against him.

“Good boy! Mmf, good boy…”

“Good boy,” the real Latona echoed her counterpart, once again tilting the bottle of vodka to his lips. “Drink up lots, or else you might not pass out hard enough…”

… He didn’t want to be awake. He didn’t want to remember seeing that, or- or feeling that toy inside him.

Lux lifted the bottle to his lips and forced himself to drink. He coughed, spilling the burning liquid out from his lips, feeling it trail down his furry cheeks and jaw before dribbling onto his chest. But still, he kept tilting it up, gulping it down despite the painful squirming of his belly, or the intense burning from lips to stomach. Tears trailed down his eyes as he forced down what must have been nearly half the bottle.

“See, that wasn’t so hard,” Latona cooed, nipping at his ear as the cub now wobbled even more heavily. So heavily, in fact, that he flopped off her lap and onto the floor with a thump, limp and groaning and feeling like he was going to puke. His head swam so badly, vision blurry. “Now you just pass on out… I need to call some friends to come help me split you open, cutie.

“Don’t worry, though! I’ll be sure to show you the video in the morning…”

