It had been a month since Alex had been taken captive by Ruth. It had felt like a year. In his short time onboard the pirate’s vessel, the lion had been humiliated and changed. Whatever mane he had grown was cut away, giving him a small little hairtuff that the hyena dyed pink and shaped into a swirl. Clothes, if he was given the privilege of wearing any, had him feel more exposed than being naked. Tight shirts that hugged his chest, panties a size too small that outlined his junk, which his captor had decided to lock in a primitive cage design he dared not try to remove, no matter how it pinched him. 
Strapped with a slave collar, the captain kept him by a leash 24/7, parading him around like a prize to her crew and company. To be fair, he was, and their lustful gazes knew it. There was nowhere they wouldn’t grope, feeling up his ass in the crowded lifts, squeezing his nipples till he moaned for Ruth’s mercy. They never fucked him. That was Ruth’s only limit, saving his ass and mouth for anytime and anywhere she wanted. Even the low tier printed meals she fed him were covered in her spunk, the amount of which determined by how much she’d been tapped out that day. 
And if he was ever truly hungry for a snack, she was willing to provide. “Come on, pretty boy,” She cooed, leaning back in her captains’ chair, “Show your mistress how hungry you really are.”
Biting his lip, the small morsel of shame left within him had Alex peeking at his surroundings. The front crew of her vessel had their attention split, half on their duties to steer this ship through endless space, and the other on the half-naked lion boy kneeling next to their captain. Alex wasn’t even sure if he could call himself a boy anymore. His body had been shaped anew, no doubt from whatever meals she fed him. The muscles he’d built as a squire had become lithe and womanlike, with his butt expanding to a more feminine degree. 
Pulling her flaccid cock out, she patted her leg, “Come on. If not now, then you’re not eating until dinner.” 
Swallowing that shame, he stared down to the floor and crawled to her crotch. Spreading her legs, Ruth treated Alex to a full view of her cock. He’d taken it up the ass enough times to know its size, but knowing and seeing were still different things to him. Taking a deep breath, he winced as her musk stung the roof of his nostril. She chuckled, “Come on, slave. Get me hard so you can eat.”
Batting his hand away, Alex got a clear enough message to how she wanted it. Shivering, he opened his mouth and leaned in, lathering his rough tongue against her tubed up snake. He felt her blood flowing with each lick, the heat burning from the cock as it grew harder and harder, letting his tongue reach deeper into her crotch and taste that salty musk. He hated it, but she loved him doing that, and a happy mistress is a safe mistress. And a safe mistress meant a safe night for him. 
Scratching behind his ears, she giggled as he licked up the shake. Carefully, he bit against her foreskin to pull out her cock at full, letting it tower over him in full glory. Stomach grumbling, he took the hot pulsing rod between his maw as she trained him to. He still had blisters on his ass from the last time his fangs touched her cock. 
“Good girl,” She cooed to his dismay. The lion heard snickers behind him, feeling their eyes barreling down at his pathetic form while tasting her flesh. The tight latex shorts and crop top further shaping his body to be more feminine, like a whore Ser Thomas would purchase. Tears formed while bobbing his head against her cock, his pride still crying at how far he’d fallen to just survive this hell. 
“That’s it,” Ruth whispered, letting her head hang back, “Let me enjoy it. Drag it out like a good girl.”
His stomach and sense of shame begged otherwise. Quickening his movements, Alex sucked as hard as he could to gain his only snack. Ruth’s hand gripped down tight against his scalp, stopping him in place. A mixture of a growl and a cackle escaped her lips, “Can’t let me enjoy this huh? Well fine, have it your way, slut.”
Bracing his head with both hands, she forced him down to the base. Even as the sudden shift surprised him, she’d trained out his gag reflex to prevent any other danger beyond lack of breath. Pulling him back, the pirate slammed him down, again and again, skull fucking the lion as her personal hole. Saliva and pre dripped from his maw while he struggled to breathe. 
Then she came. Holding him back down to the base, she blasted her seed past his tongue and down his throat. Even after raping his throat in the morning and filling in his breakfast, she had plenty of seed to fill him. Thankfully he didn’t need to taste much this time, only a few strands that formed when she pulled him off.
“You know, you’re really adorable with my cum on your lips.” She said, smiling while holding the lion boy’s chin up to her. He wanted to look away but forced himself to look back up to her eyes. Alex knew all too well what happened if he avoided her gaze. Wiping off a strand with her finger, she brought it to her lips and licked it, “So glad I’ve been having more pineapple. Makes it go down much easier. Now, what do we say?”
“T-thank you for the snack, Mistress Ruth.” He said, remembering it and similar lines like clockwork.
“Good girl. Now get up.” She ordered. Without hesitation, he followed. Standing before her with his chest out. Turning him around, Ruth locked his hands together in a latex mold formed by his cuffs. Nanotech that Alex knew belonged to intense slavers, making up the ‘clothes’ he had now and acting as restraints with but a thought. Grabbing his ass, she pulled him into her lap, her wet cock still straining against him.
“Now, as much as I like having you about, I’m going to give you a little freedom as a reward. You are to head back to my quarters and do whatever until I arrive. You could even nap freely in my bed if you so wish. Doesn’t that sound nice?”
“Y-yes, Mistress.” Alex says, biting his lower lip to keep it steady. With a wave of her hand, he made his way to the front deck’s exit. The doors didn’t open. Peering over, he noticed the keypad nearby, reaching for it only to be reminded of where his hands were bound. Confused, he turned to Ruth, who was already setting up a holoscreen in front of her.
“Testing, testing,” she repeated, tapping the A/R screen with glee, “Can everyone hear me?” Alex’s ears furled as her voice echoed throughout the ship’s speakers, no doubt sending a message to everyone in the ship, “So, as some of you may have noticed, I have a wonderful new pet at the end of my leash. I’ve given him the liberty of walking freely around the ship, so long as he heads to my room. Slight problem with that, since he can’t really open doors with his hands tied.”
Seeing where this was going, Alex tried to work the keypad with his snout. Something to help him get through what had to be coming.
“So, If any of you deplorable scumbags find my precious pet stuck at a door, feel free to hold it open for him. He’ll pay you, of course, your choice of mouth or ass. Just don’t make me wait more than four hours. I have things I’d like to do with him later and I hate to be kept waiting.”
Frantically now, he bopped his nose against the pad to no avail. Why was this happening? He’d been good, so very good for her. Did he displease her? A massive hand grabbed his collar and pulled him back, with another letting the pad scan it. The doors slid open, widening out to the empty low lit hallways. Forced to his knees on the other side, the lion boy found himself at the mercy of a muscle-bound stallion. 
“Normally I like my bitches a little more manly,” He said, smiling while pulling his thick horsecock from his loins, “But the captain’s on-deck blowjob got me a bit raunchy. So pucker up Squireslut.”
***
The hardest part of it all was hiding with bound hands. Alex hadn’t been successful in avoiding wandering pirates through the ship, finding himself acting as a living hole even when he didn’t need to open a door. His ass had been fucked so much that walking became a struggle, and the taste and stench of semen never escaped his senses. To top it off, the cage latched around his cock made him all the hornier. How could he be horny? Alex, a son of the Pryce family, aroused by being used like some free whore? This place had harmed his psyche, something a lucky therapist would make bank off of if he would ever be saved. 
A few pirates were generous enough to use lube, while others made do with what was available, often resulting in dry or saliva-based fucking. He felt the strain against his ass as he stood, haphazardly walking down the thankfully clear hall. Alex had relied on the usual path Ruth walked him on, but enough pirates crowded it that he took turns to avoid them, getting himself lost in the bowels of the ship with no idea how long he’d been walking. The lack of any maps along the walls didn’t help, but could he really expect pirates to care about the basics of protocol? Sighing, he leaned against a railing for support and trudged along, deeper into the belly of the beast.
Sniffing the air, Alex felt the sting of oil against the roof of his nose. He had gone down a few flights to avoid any trouble, maybe he reached the engine? With a groan, the lion hung his head low. How was he to get back up to her quarters from here?
“Huh, well ain’t this a pleasant surprise.” A voice echoed from behind him. Quickly turning around, Alex tripped on his own feet and fell onto his ass. “I-I don’t need help!” he squealed, looking up to a busty raccoon woman. 
She smiled, “You must be Ruth’s personal bitch. Never thought I’d get to see you down here.” Picking him off, her hand trailed over his body, dusting off any spec of dirt or dust that made its home on his fur, “You lost, kiddo?”
“I…” He gulped. Alex was lost, but admitting that would mean having to pay for her help. And, as much as the hormone-filled teenager in him would laugh, he had had enough pussy for the day.
“Must be,” She said, patting his head, “No one comes down here unless they need something. Names Penny by the way.”
“H-Hi...Penny,” He muttered, “I...I am lost. C-can you just be quick before you send me in the right direction?”
The coon blinked, “Right direction?” She asked, staring out into space with a focus on what had to be a private A/R screen, “Cutie, you’ve only got about two hours left, and stairs are gonna take you some time with everyone looking for ya.” Penny smiled, wrapping her arm around Alex’s shoulder, “Tell you what, you provide me and a crewmember a little physical company, and we’ll give you a shortcut through our lift. After it, the only door you’ll need to open is the captain’s.”
While he mentally shuddered at the payment, Alex knew that it was a better alternative than meeting several members on the steps. He nodded. “Great!” Penny laughed, holding him tight as she dragged him along. After a few more empty corridors, and some hand movements at a private A/R screen along the way from Penny, the lion found himself in a small square room. No window, a bed, and a few paraphernalia littered the walls, mostly engine parts and tools. Judging from her grip strength and where he was, he already figured she was an engineer. 
A fist rattled against the door, “Knock knock.” Alex turned in Penny’s grip, seeing a tall and lithe leopard man leaning in the doorframe. He wore overalls stained with grease, and carried a curious smile with a wink as he entered, “So this is the cutie you told me about. Penny ain’t you lucky.”
“Told ya I’d find a way to spice things up, Davis.” The raccoon said, tossing Alex onto the bed and stripping down, “And if you like it enough, we could maybe go shopping for a personal slave next time we hit port.”
“I don’t know,” Davis said, following suit and removing his overalls, “Feeding them might be a hassle with our pay.”
Alex resigned to his fate the moment he saw their hanging rods. Neither were as big as Ruth, with the leopard being closer to what his father insultingly mocked as twinks in bodytype, but the lion had been used enough today that he wasn’t surprised. Disheartened sure, but what hope could he really have in this hell hole? He fell back to his knees on their approach, opening his mouth for their use and closing his eyes for the inevitable. 
Davis chuckled, “Cute,” he said. Peeking one eye open, Alex saw the two scavengers kissing each other with passion. Their cocks pressed against one another, the raccoon’s size dwarfing the Leopard in more ways than one. The lion kneeled there, confused at their display. Was the intent not to use him?
The leopard crawled up to the bed and leaned against the wall, spreading his ass for both occupants to see. “I’m waiting.” He cooed, swaying his bum.
Alex blinked at the leopard’s pucker. Penny sighed and grabbed his head, shoving him up against her lover’s rump, “Dear, you really gotta spell it out for dumb sluts like this. You can’t just show your ass and expect them to know what a rimjob is right away.”
“R-Rimjob?” Alex mewled between the leopard’s cheeks.
“Yes, rimjob. A.K.A, lick my boyfriend’s asshole like you’re eating him out,” Penny growled, digging him deep into it, “Hope you can hold your breath cause I ain’t letting go till he says.”
“I love it when you’re forceful,” Davis purred, “Maybe we should get one, just for us.” Fear crawling up his spine, Alex tentatively slathered his tongue across the leopard’s tail hole. Struggles to breath were met with callous laughs from behind and pleasured moans from the front. “He’s not bad, but it really shows that the Captain ain’t using his tongue for much other than sucking her off.” The leopard said, “If you’re serious about getting when, Penny, we’re gonna need to put in some work.”
“Or get one that’s properly trained. And of course, I’m serious. We both need a stress reliever when the other is too busy.”
“Properly trained? At the ports we visit with the scratch we make?” He laughed, pushing his ass harder against Alex’s face, “We’ll need to pick a young one and download some guides. Much as I’d love a preprogrammed asslicking drone, we’re gonna have to settle.”
“We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it,” Penny said, pulling Alex back, “But I think I’ve had enough foreplay.” Gasping for breath, the lion struggled to stay upright when the raccoon casually pushed him aside and climbed up to her bed, her tongue ravishing the leopard’s mouth. Davis didn’t give him a chance to rest, grabbing Alex by his headfur and pulling him back to the bed, “We ain’t done yet, slave.”
“We aren’t?” Penny asked, “I was content with him just watching.”
“Honey, you think too small. Besides,” The leopard said, pulling the enslaved captive to his cock, “I could use a BJ.”
“Is this because I don’t like giving you BJs?” She asked, frowning, “I know you’re not that big, but I’m still not great with my gag reflex and-”
“Babe, babe, it’s not that.” He cooed, one hand gently patting her cheek while the other pressed Alex’s face against his warm rod, “You know I prefer being on bottom. But sometimes a guy wants to feel someone play with his cock. It’s only natural. Besides,” He smiled mischievously, “I’ve never been double-teamed down there.”
He heard Penny giggle as Davis pressed his cockhead against Alex’s lips, “Oh, sweetie,” The raccoon whispered aloud, “I haven’t seen this side of you. We just have to get a slave now, because I love seeing this.” 
Pushing past his lips, Alex sputtered with inch after inch of leopard cock into his maw. Meanwhile, Davis moaned in pleasure with both sides pleasured. One wet and warm mouth around his cock, and one thick coon cock sliding up his ass. Every thrust Penny made pushed Davis’s cock into Alex’s throat, the momentum carrying despite his cries and tears. Ruth had long removed his gag reflex, the old fashioned way, but the intensity of her thrusts and the increasing speed turned the forced blowjob into a full skullfuck. 
Davis muttered obscenities when he could between breaths and heavy tongue-twisting kisses with Penny. The sadistic couple continued as if Alex wasn’t there, struggling for breath under the forceful intrusion. He was nothing but a toy to them, a onahole with a heartbeat. Yet they smiled warmer than anyone else he’d ever met. 
With a heavy moan, Davis came. His seed surging down Alex’s throat with little regard for his safety. The lion sputtered, pulling himself off the cock and letting cum drip from it as he laid back against the bed, watching Penny continue to fuck her man until she finally came. 
“I’ll…” Davis panted, “I’ll start looking into our accounts and the captain’s next scheduled port stop. You have a tool preference, love?”
Penny shrugged, pulling out of him with a small pop, “Well, we probably won’t use any cock they have, so cunt specific. Girls or cuntboys are probably the best bet.” Grabbing Alex, she pulled him off the bed, laying him facedown against the floor and pulling his rump up. “Until then, I wanna try a hand at this little bitch’s ass before bringing him to the lift.”
“You really have no refractory period, don’t you?” Davis smirked, opening up an A/R screen, “Don’t take too long. Captain Ruth did say she didn’t want to be kept waiting for her bitch.”
Too tired to fight against it, Alex relaxed his ass to the incoming cock, “Don’t worry, hun. I won’t be too long. I’ve been needing an excuse to get rough anyway.”
***
Legs wobbling, Alex braced himself against the walls as he exited the lift. A swift slap on his ass from Penny had him shrieking. “You have fun with the captain now.” She chuckled, waving him goodbye through the sliding doors. The lion gulped, looking down the familiar hall and, thankfully, seeing no one. He couldn’t take another cock in his holes, not after that threesome with Penny and Davis. 
Stumbling, he made his way over to his Mistress’s door. He frowned, the realization hitting him like a bag of bricks when the door didn’t open. “No…” he muttered, tears in his eyes, “C-Come on...open…” he pulled back his leg to kick it, only to freeze at the thought of what the hyena would do if he scuffed her door. Shuffling over to the keypad, he pressed his tongue against the holographic numbers, desperately trying to remember her passcode. Three failures, and he was on his knees, forehead against the wall and crying.
“Well, well, well.” A cocky voice echoed. Alex looked up, seeing a muscular bull standing over him, “Locked out, little bitch?” He asked. Alex nodded, painfully aware of what was about to happen. The bull looked up and down the hall, then smiled wide, “Sadly, I can’t open her door. Don’t know the Captain’s code. But I don’t think anyone is gonna stop me.”
Blinking, Alex felt a chill down his spine. He leaned back when the bull reached for him, panting in terror as that strong hand gripped his face, “N-No! Y-you’re supposed to-”
A calloused open palm swiftly smacked his cheek, “No? You don’t get to say no, you dumb little faggot.” He growled, pulling his cock out, “That’s a luxury people have. But you’re not a person. You ain’t some New Avalon squire anymore. You’re just a fuckhole for the crew,” That heavy and musky cock pressed up against Alex’s quivering mouth, “And you’re going to do your job and-”
An alarm belled through the ship. Ruth’s voice entered the intercom, “Welp, that’s the time. I hope you all had fun with my little bitch.” 
The captain’s quarters doors slid open. Stepping out in her full bodysuit, Ruth drew a heavy heater pistol and shoved it against the bull’s neck, “Because as of now, his free use duty is over.”
“C-Captain…” The bull muttered, letting Alex go and raising his hands, “I just lost track of time is all.”
“Well gee, I guess I can’t fault you for that,” Ruth said, digging the barrel deeper into his neck, “After all, what would we be if I just offed every crew member for getting the time wrong? I mean, I certainly wouldn’t have a very loyal crew now would I?”
The bull shook his head, “N-No, Captain.” He whispered, eyes staring down at Alex, the lion now firmly wrapping his arms around the hyena’s legs.
“Right. I expect my crew to follow rules, and they in turn respect me for the benefits I give them for following said rules. It only makes sense, right?” 
“Of course, captain. I’ll just be.”
She grabbed him by the scuff of his neck, their size difference be damned, “So, why were you planning on using my slave when you had nothing to offer? I did say that he’d be more than willing to offer his mouth or ass if you could hold the door for him. Could you even do that?”
The skin under his fur grew white, “C-Captain,” he said, holding an anxious smile, “N-not everyone knows your doorcode. I couldn’t open it and-”
“That’s right, you can’t open it. So you had nothing to offer in exchange for getting Alex’s mouth wrapped around your cock, Bill.” She giggled, pressing that pistol hard enough against his neck that Bill struggled to breathe visibly, “So, next time I catch you trying to get something without anything to offer,” She let go, immediately grabbing his balls before he could pull back, “Then you’re gonna be looking for replacements down here. Is that clear?”
Mouth hanging open in silent pain, the bull nodded. “Peachy!” Ruth giggled, letting him go and grabbing Alex by the back of his latex top, dragging the tired lion into her abode. Next Alex knew, he’d been tossed onto her comfy sheets with Ruth joyfully humming in the background. 
“Did my little fag have a fun time on their way back to their room?” Ruth asked. Alex, afraid of what she’d say if he said no, nodded. So long as he kept her happy, he was safe. “Good, good,” she said, gently patting his cheeks, “I’ll admit, I grew a little restless waiting for you. But I’m sure plenty of my crew wanted to see what I saw in you. Or they just wanted an easy hole. Either way, you’re back here with me,” Alex heard something spurt from a tube behind him, “And I get to see just how stretched you’ve become.”
“Str-AAH!” He shrieked as two fingers pushed into him, then her hand. Biting into the bed, Alex panted heavily with every inch his mistress pushed her arm into him. Her soft laughter bounced around in his head, painting the picture of that sadistic grin she wore.
“You can take my hand with some lube and no resistance, but any further is a bit of a…” she thrusted deeper, earning another cry from the bound lion, “stretch. Hmm...still not too loose for me, thankfully, but I think you deserve a more intimate touch tonight.”
“D-Deserve?” he muttered out, turning his wide-eyed gaze back to see her nod.
“Yes. You’ve been such an obedient little fuckhole for me, I think you deserve a little reward.” She said, pulling her arm back ever so slightly until he felt her finger against his prostate. Gently, she pressed it, toyed, rubbed, and prodded it with the dexterity only her fingers allowed. Alex felt the pleasure rising, the pent up frustration behind his cage slowly reaching its tipping point despite no erection whatsoever. “Feels nice, doesn’t it?” She whispered, pulling down her own zipper and pumping her cock behind him, “Feeling it slowly build up but unable to just pump harder. A whole month without release, you’ve gotta be pent up, willing to do almost anything to cum.”
She didn’t slow down or speed up, keeping that same tortuous pace as he quivered and moaned. He wanted, no, needed to get off. He’d been fucked and used so many, giving each and every one of them an orgasm that the lion so desperately craved. So far gone his desires that for the brief moment, he forgot about his real situation. Forgot about the horrible capture and enslavement, the brutal removal of his teacher, and the inevitable revenge his mistress wanted against the boy’s father. 
“P-please,” He whimpered, “Let me cum...I’ll do anything.”
“Of course you will, you pathetic slut,” She giggled, pumping herself faster and breathing heavy, “Because...I’ll make you do anything. You’re mine, that means any pleasure you get is mine. The only reason I’m doing this right now is that watching you squirm is making me hard.” His prostate massage grew faster, rougher, making him gasp intensely, “So go ahead, slut, and cum. Cum without even touching your cock. Cum because I want you to. Because my property does what I want.”
The dam broke. His whole body shuddered, its convulsions held down by the yeen’s strength as she pushed a hand against his back. His seed dripped slowly from his cock, pathetically falling like the saliva seeping from his mouth. Her hand exited him, leaving him unfathomably empty. “Good boy,” She whispered, crawling up behind him and grinding her cock between his cheeks, “Eventually, we’re gonna run out of holes to torment. But don’t worry,” she said, kissing his neck and continuing to hump him, “I’ll give you more holes. Make you the perfect revenge.”
Alex said nothing. Losing himself to the rhythm of her thrusts. His eyes felt so heavy, closing down on him as she continued to whisper into his ear. “Good boy, good boy.” She cooed, and he believed her. He was Captain Ruth’s good boy. 
***
Kicking back onto her couch, Ruth had to admit she enjoyed the confident hyena staring back at her in the window’s reflection. Her big cock hanging loose after painting the lion boy’s backside with her seed. She should punish him for falling asleep while being hotdogged, but Ruth had no desire to wake that cute face just yet. She could always punish him later. 
Opening up an A/R screen, the hyena smiled at a new message popping up. Her in-between contact had finally gotten back to her. Opening the message, her eyes grew wide. She suppressed her maddening cackle, physically holding her mouth when sheer willpower wasn’t enough. Lord Pryce had finally gotten her message and even agreed to the trade-off point, just one month away. Plenty of time for her to call in extra favors to prepare for this little meeting. “Everything’s falling into place,” She giggled, “Time to show the old master what his products’ have been up to.” Turning back to her sleeping slave, Ruth’s cock strained in her hand. Shrugging, the yeen stood up and climbed back over him. She couldn’t sleep while this excited after all. 
And she needed to be a stricter master anyway.
