Long Overdue Part Two of Secret Santa Story!
Sorry for the long wait, but whooo boy, this one needed a bit of finesse and the perfect mood.


There had been a good deal of clean up, but by the time Fox had gotten her back to the ship, you could hardly tell that someone had aggressively humped her tits and pumped cum all over her face. Krystal’s hair was a tad bit crispy in a few places, but that couldn’t be helped without something to wash it out.


Though now that they were back on the ship, Fox had some fun ideas that he wanted to try out on the still helplessly hypnotized blue vixen. There was a bit of finagling to get around Slippy and Falco without them getting suspicious, and within ten minutes, Fox and Krystal were getting nice and cozy in the vixen’s bedroom. Inside, Fox was looking about the room for things to assist in his plans, though there were some somewhat buzzkill things, including a dildo labeled Falco, and an intimidatingly large toy made from a casting labeled Wolf. In the drawer below that were some of the more mundane things, like a ball gag, and oddly, a trio of camera pods that they used to use to have a 3rd person over the shoulder feed to the ship for later review on missions. A light hmmmm escaped the male as he hefted the hand sized spheres and started placing them in the air where he could get some good angles of his activities to watch later. One off to the side, for an overview, one down below for an intense close-up view, and one closer and to the side to keep a medium view of it all. 

Thankfully, Krystal was still wearing the medallion and just kind of perched eagerly at the end of the bed, knees on the floor, tail hiked high, showing off the puffy pink ring of her tailstar, and the somewhat slick and shiny folds of her twitching sex. The positioning helped with setting up the cameras quite a bit. Then it was Fox’s turn to tug his boots off, then the jacket, tee shirt, and trousers, leaving him bare, the plump sheath ever so slightly swelled with anticipation and arousal, the pink tip peeking into the open as he dug through the drawers one more time to find a small bottle of lube for him to use.

The fox gave an ample squirt onto his paw, then rather firmly pressed his hand fully over the vixen’s taint and pussy, grinding his fingers back and forth lightly to smear the lube about, before slipping up to the ring of muscle under her tail and pressing a manicured clawtip and fingerpad to the very center of Krystal’s tailhole, eliciting a light whimper from the still hypnotized girl. There was a bit of resistance, but a little pressure and ginger slippery circles run around the outer rim assisted with relaxing her rear enough for Fox to work the first third of his lube slicked finger into the warm, clinching tunnel. He let a slow sigh, his free paw running back and forth over his sheath as he slowly coaxed the vulpine member free of the fluffy golden tube.


Once his finger was able to slip back and forth with ease, the daring adventurer scooted himself into position behind him, making sure to get the camera pods around into the perfect angle, then ever so slowly starting to press the canid tip of his pride up against the slick, puffy star of Krystal’s rear end, using a thumb to work the cock tip inside about half an inch, before letting his hips do the rest with a firm jerk forward. The fox gave out a low huff of pleasure as he sank a good half of his pulsing member into the smaller vixen’s tail end, the camera down below getting a nice view of the throbbing and the penetration, as well as a light dribble of arousal from the blue fox’s lips, narrowly missing the lens as it dripped down onto the floor between her legs.

Now it was really time to begin. Fox probably should have done this next step first, but nobody’s perfect. He leaned in over the blue fox’s back and simply ordered her to open her muzzle, so he could slip the gag in and lock it behind her head firmly, so she wouldn’t be able to moan loud enough to get anybody’s attention. His paws slipped down to her hips so that he could begin working himself back and forth, dragging the pulsing, reddening member almost to the point of slipping free, before easing it back inside, all the way up to the ping pong ball sized bulb of his still forming knot.

Another happy sigh escaped the male as he worked himself into a nice little rhythm of smacking the slowly growing knot up against the slickened pucker, even making it inside once or twice with a lewd little squelch and a lazy plop of it slipping free. Inside was equally as lewd, as the throbbing, engorging vulpine prick buried itself into the drooling, moaning vixen, thick spurts of precum firing out at the peak of each of the pulses, then getting smeared along her inner walls messily to mix with the lube and make the tunnel all the more easy to hump into.

Unfortunately, at the pace he was going, he wasn’t going to last all that long, and his knot was getting harder and harder to pull free and plop inside with each passing second. Fox’s claws dug deeper into Krystal’s flanks as he let out a rather vocal moan of pleasure, his tail flicking about behind him instinctively and sadly knocking the under-view camera out of position as he buried his rapidly expanding knot into the vixen’s clenching tailhole. The other two cameras are doing a great job of peeking right at the edge of his sheath pressed right against the well-used pucker, and Fox’s face of pleasure. There’s a distinct look of pleasure on Krystal’s face as well, despite the hypnotizing medallion around her neck keeping her from getting to wiggly or wobbly and out of sync with the male’s little power trip.

What the lower camera catches is a direct view of Fox’s pudgy pink tailhole, and the back of his nut sack. The puckered ring clinched rhythmically in time with the throbbing of his buried cock. The very base of the pulled tight scrotum gave a lewd little twitch and pulse as well, marking to the camera as each jet of goopy vulpine seed gushed up into the hypnotized blue vixen’s rear end. There were also signs of her climax from the below camera, thanks to the watery trickle of her orgasmic juices dripping down off of Fox’s twitching sack.

Inside is a lewd mess, with the fully engorged fox cock throbbing and dancing inside the tightly squeezing tunnel, straining against the walls as it continued to unload the sloppy fox batter into Krystal’s guts. It’d be sure to leave her sore as hell for a few days…. Now Fox just needed to figure out how to get her cleaned up and prepared for taking the medallion off without tipping everyone off about it…

THE END

But since I don’t have any ideas on how to actually do that, I’m thinking that it’s the end for now. I MIGHT come back and do another part some other time, but I think this is a good drop off point for now.

