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Luka licked his lips, the husky’s black and white tail lifting in its typical curl, though he would not be the canine raising his tail that day. It would be the wolf who was bound to the bench in front of him, the lights low in his bedroom while he admired who was to be his for that time.

Although the bedroom was set up with plenty of space to move around the bed, a large wardrobe opposite the window but tucked into the corner, he was still ever-aware of his movements. Naked, bar his jockstrap, the husky moved with a slow, rolling gait, his blue eyes intense. He felt it in him, as if he was a predator looking over his prey with ravenous, devouring eyes, a red light casting a hue over the wolf. 

He couldn’t see Markus’ face, not from that angle. The grey-furred wolf was on all fours, kind of, with flat, padded sections of the bondage bench supporting his body, under his chest and abdomen, and then his arms and legs on either side. His elbows rested on the narrower pads on either side of the main part of the bench, along with his knees and shins, hind paws protruding over the back edge. Both his ankles and wrists, however, were encased in tight, leather cuffs and strapped to the bench, though they took short lengths of chain so he wasn’t pulled into an uncomfortable position. The buckles on his wrist cuffs were locked, of course, so curious fingers couldn’t undo them.

“What is your safeword?”

The wolf nodded, eyes downcast, already sinking into the moment, that sweet lure of subspace. If he didn’t enjoy dominating as much as he did, Luka would have wanted to see what it was like for himself. It would be a good idea for him, one day, to try it for himself, so he could better appreciate what his play partners felt.

“Safeword,” the wolf said, his voice light and almost hazy. “And...if muzzled...”

He squeezed with his right paw. The squeaky ball made the high-pitched, obnoxious sound that could not be ignored under any circumstances and Luka nodded, pleased. It was important to keep those boundaries and check-ins clear, though using the traffic light system was usually his go-to. With someone he didn’t know all that well, however, he always wanted to have a non-verbal back-up, even if there was a chance the ball would be inadvertently squeezed at some point too. Things happened.

“Good boy,” he said casually, as if it was nothing at all to him to say it, ignoring the shiver that rolled through Markus. “Now, your muzzle. Keep those sharp, wolfish teeth locked away.”

He kept his utterances short and Markus could not quite put words to what that did to him. He grunted in the back of his throat, wishing he could shove his face in the muzzle right away. Luka had taken things slower than he would have liked, but they’d met in the gay bar and got talking, as was the way of it... They’d fucked a couple of times before, talked about likes and dislikes... He would have just got on with it and jumped into bondage with Luka the moment he’d been able to.

But maybe it was a good thing the husky took charge, for he was bigger and stronger as a wolf. Surprisingly, even for him, the husky’s body was more lightly built than the bulky grey wolf, even if his muscle definition showed through in his pecs and slightly in his abs too. His arms were nicely muscled and that was, admittedly, one of the things that had drawn Markus’ attention to him in the first place, with a partial harness on and just jeans in the bar. The harness had laid around and under his pecs, going over his shoulders, and the line travelling from his shoulders to his neck and caught his eye too. Maybe, in that moment, Markus had been caught. Yet the wolf was all too willing to be ensnared, even if his body looked bulkier with less definition than Luka’s. He was more of a powerlifter and didn’t think too much about how he looked, though the weight of his body was what gave him the power to make heavier and bigger lifts in the gym than ever before.

His light gut pressed into the bench, though he held up his muzzle with a whimper of pleasure as the black and white husky fit it over his snout. It was kind of as if it was made to fit him, though Markus could not help but wonder how many other partners the wolf had enjoyed before him. There was a lot to be said about submitting to an experienced paw.

He rolled and played with the ball in his paw without squeezing it to activate the squeaker. It was good to have that too and he appreciated that, even as his eyes dropped to Luka’s crotch. His white sheath plumped out, showing just the very tip of his pink cock, and Markus leaned forward instinctively. Even if his wrists and ankles had not been bound, he would have been stuck in place with the heavy, leather straps going over his back, tying him down to the bench. The padding was comfortable, though his cock swelled with the sharp rise of his desire, pushing out between his lower abdomen and the padding.

It wasn’t going to get any attention, however, not as he squirmed and tried out the limits of his restraint. That feeling of pressure and restriction only helped him settle even more into the moment than before, grunting in the back of his throat. The muzzle was leather and smelled richly of the husky’s musk, which only helped him even more. His tongue flicked out, unable to stop himself from lapping ardently against the inside of it, like he could claim a part of Luka all for himself if only he enveloped himself in it.

The muzzle buckled at the back of his head and the growled into it, eyes half-lidded.

“So, you can be good then...”

Markus yipped and wagged his tail, trying to sound small and soft. The sound still broke his lips with a deeper intonation to it than he was trying to give and his tail relaxed, drooping somewhat. The husky smirked.

“This is the first time you’re getting my knot in your ass,” he said, Markus’ shivering giving him all the information he needed as he ran his short claws down the wolf’s back, avoiding the leather. “And you’re not going to be able to do a damn thing about it. You’re going to want to take charge, to steal control back from me. You’re going to whimper and whine, try with all your might to push back against me. But I’ve had this bench tried out time after time again by furs a lot stronger than you. You will not break free and you’re only going to get my full knot rammed into you right when I’m damn ready to do so.”

Markus quivered and grunted into the muzzle, but relaxed under the husky’s touch. Luka would look after him. That was one thing his dom of the moment had made sure to do so far and he wanted to feel that even more, grunting and whining, the higher-pitched sound suiting him better.

Luka strode languidly around the wolf, eyes fixed on the curve of his ass. The wolf didn’t fight or pull against him, though it was obvious Markus was trying to grind back against him. Oh, the wolf was needy, but that was why bondage was a blessing, allowing him to take the wolf at his pleasure, in his own time.

He pawed at his cock, letting need flood it as it rose to attention. It slid from his sheath, though he didn’t allow Markus to be made aware of that, even as he jerked it off a few times, sliding his paw moderately from the base to the tip. The knot was not yet formed, but Luka was sure that would not take all that long at all. 

He didn’t have to rush, but he still presented the tip of his cock to the wolf’s tail hole, enjoying the shudder that rolled through his submissive. The lube was in easy reach on the bed, but anything outside his immediate space wasn’t something the dominant canine was all that concerned about. All Luka’s attention was on Markus, like they were in their own little bubble, nothing else existing. He grunted and licked his lips, giving nothing away, which was all in line with what he’d discussed with Markus beforehand. 

With good communication in place, he drooled lube onto his cock and the wolf’s asshole, using a finger to push it inside. It helped when he was planning to be rougher, his cock twitching with a pulse of raw need. Still, the whine the wolf gave through the muzzle was utterly delectable as he thrust into his ass with a smooth, powerful stroke. He tossed the lube aside as he thrust, over and over again, the wolf’s ass stretching and opening up around the might of his cock, though it was not as if Markus had not been ready for him.

“Unff!”

The wolf grunted into the muzzle, trying to push it away, his tongue drowning the front in saliva. His lips were slick with it, but he couldn’t help himself as he practically drooled into the leather, Luka’s scent sinking deeper and deeper into him with every heady “whuff” of breath. He huffed and grunted, trying to relax as the husky powered into his ass, but he would have had Luka grinding even more roughly into him than he was if he’d had a choice. He grunted and, just as the husky had said he would, tried to hump and arch back against him. Alas, the bondage held him in place and he moaned aloud, head spinning with sweet lust. 

“See? See how much your body needs it.”

Markus grunted, trying to shake his head. But he didn’t even feel like he had much range of motion there at all, even if he wasn
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