Hunters – Pt. 2/2
It is still advisable to refrain from replicating this in real life
A story about two feral lionesses from Simba’s pride, and about their encounter with a group of hunters. Please note that this story is definitely not consensual, and your eyes may therefore regret reading some of the sentences below and that is not only because of my poor, non-native grammar. Part two, electric boogaloo.
What even is a boogaloo? If anyone knows, please let me know, I am too lazy to open up a new tab.
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TLDR: A lioness feasts on a nice fish, adheres to the "if you’re brave enough" meme, helps to build a toilet and gets in touch with a friend from beyond, before getting her mind blown.
With a morbid satisfaction, the hunter realized that the cat’s eyes were now filled with tears. He left the trout where he put it and started looking around for some new toy to play with, he was far from done with the young lioness.

It didn’t take long for him to find one. The new toy, intended as an involuntary gift for his mate, was to be a small green cactus, growing right next to the rock. Its phallic shape immediately gave Fenalik an idea, and with its length being roughly comparable to the fish used before, everything seemed just perfect! Well, perfect for the hunter that is, not as much for the bound lioness.
Her silent whimpers were hurrying him forward, as he was trying to figure out a way of actually using the bloody hedgehog plant. He definitely wasn’t going to just touch it, that shit hurts. During his high school years, they actually threw one of those spiky fuckers at a group of bullies. One of the poor lads was still removing leftover spines from his left cheek a week later. Instead, he broke off most of the spines near its base, and then he covered it in duct tape for some added safety.

“I’ll be right there honey, no need to get impatient!”
He was giggling as he added: “You can eat the trout if you’re hungry.”
With the toy finally prepared, Fen stepped back behind the tied-up feline and tugged at her tail. She growled, baring her teeth around the ring-gag, which he never found the courage to personally test. It took her long enough, but she eventually stopped snivelling. A hint of fire and fierceness got back into her eyes, she clearly wasn’t keen on giving up. Yet, the hunter thought to himself.
The trout was still lodged deep within her feline pussy, and any attempt at pulling it out resulted in a failure. Its fins behaved like hooks, opening and jabbing themselves into the soft flesh of her sex. Thankfully for her, none managed to get stuck inside her cervix, but plenty of them got lodged in her vaginal walls. Once again, she started complaining, with the occasional growl leaving her jaws whenever Fen tried to pull harder. Drops of blood began materializing around her snatch, when the hunter finally decided to give up and just leave the fish inside. There was no point in breaking his toy so soon. If she’d bleed out or lose conscience now, she wouldn’t be able to properly enjoy what the two of them were going to do next.
Neb let out and exhausted exhale. Her nethers burned like fire after the ordeal; she felt as if someone had ravaged her with a rugged stick. The thought itself seemed stupid to her though, why would anyone mate with a piece of wood? No young’uns could be made that way, or was she wrong? In any case, the male didn’t care one bit for her comfort, forcing himself deep into her without any restraint.
A shard of hope entered her heart when her involuntary mate finally stopped. Perhaps it was over, perhaps the male got what he came for and all that remained for her was to bear his cubs. She couldn’t imagine that anything else could be as painful as her recent experience. That was until she felt as someone pulled her tail to the side, right before pressure started building up on her anus. At first, it felt like she was going to have to take an uncontrollable dump, but before long, the sensation changed into a familiar pain of touching a cactus. Familiar in every aspect, but the location and its potency.

Her eyes widened and were soon engulfed in tears, this wasn’t like sitting on a cactus, the male behind her was slowly pushing it inside her rump! The realization made her heart skip; she’s stepped on a cactus before and until this accursed day, it was the most painful experience of her short life. She started begging, although it must’ve been incoherent, as the cold wood still muffled her and kept her jaws apart. Neb panicked and started thrashing around, trying to break whatever it was that held her in place. Unfamiliar laughter was the only response.
Once she completely exhausted herself and her limp body fell back on the dry red sand, only then did the non-lion male continue tormenting her. Cactus spines started piercing her hindquarters, making their way into her body one way or another. The lioness was bleeding, and she knew it, her pained cries echoed across the savannah.
No animal came to help the poor feline though, as nobody cared for a suffering predator. As far as a nearby pair of zebras was concerned, she was getting what she deserved.
Fenalik never considered himself to be a good person, and what he was doing now didn’t help the notion. For a brief moment, he even felt pity for the girl, she didn’t do anything to deserve this kind of treatment. No, he couldn’t think about it like that, life just isn’t fair for anyone, what does it matter if he is the cause of the unfair part?
By now, she was spasming in her bonds, as more spines penetrated her tender skin. Her fur did little in way of protecting her. Normally, blood would serve as a sufficient lubrication for an oversized toy, but the unique shape of a cactus mitigated this rule of a thumb, never making her ordeal any easier to bear. Minutes later, the feline’s tailhole was full of tiny stabs, but the hunter managed to get only the very tip of the plant inserted into her anus.
“There’s a popular meme featuring this spiky fucker, you know?”

He grinned as he continued struggling to fully insert the improvised toy. A loud growl scared him out of nowhere, as a few more centimetres suddenly skipped in, tearing the side of her colon. Warm blood began gushing out of her backside, staining her creamy fur, before soaking into the earth below. Kitty isn’t going to walk this off, Fenalik thought, never ceasing his advances.

“It says that everything is a dildo, if you’re brave enough.”

Fen smacked one of her thighs, but she didn’t even seem to notice, as the pain in her rear must’ve been overwriting anything else that was happening to her. Even when he stopped moving the cactus for a moment, the lioness didn’t stop trembling. In fear, shock or in pain, it didn’t matter much to him; upon resting his weary fingers, the hunter started forcing the plant further inside with a renewed vigour. Her desperate cries were once again the only thing to be heard for miles. It sent chills down Fen’s spine; a lioness, the queen of the animal kingdom, seemed to be begging for him to stop hurting her. He was at the top of the world, fully in control of her life and her death; and he enjoyed it to the fullest.
A few more spines entered her body the intended way and she suddenly became limp, falling on the ground with a thud. It didn’t take long for Fenalik to understand, that his favourite toy just fell unconscious from the agony she was made to suffer. Time for a break then, he sighed, leaving the spiky plant partially inserted into her posterior, and snacking on a sandwich whilst waiting for her to wake up. He used the remaining time for thinking of new ways of playing with his little pet.
Almost 30 minutes later, she finally regained her senses, slowly opening her eyes and trying to flex her muscles, before immediately tensing them in re-found pain. Fen wondered how the few seconds of blissful ignorance following her awakening must’ve felt, that is before she remembered her situation. He was already set in front of her, with a pile of steaming elephant shit right next him. Her eyes locked onto him, but there wasn’t a single hint of her previous fierceness in them, they were naught more than the pleading eyes of a little housecat, now. Fenalik smiled and smacked her muzzle with full force, forcing her to tear up a little. She growled, but both of them knew it was an empty threat. The lioness couldn’t even close her maw, much less bite him. It was refreshing to see that her fighting spirit wasn’t completely broken yet, though, had it been the other way, tormenting her wouldn’t be any better than raping a corpse.
“You know, dogs love to sniff feces! It gives them all the information about animals in their vicinity and yada, yada…”
The hunter grabbed a handful of elephant dungs, briefly observing them quite like an actor would observe a skull in Hamlet.

“May not be the same with lions, but we’re here to test that out, eh?”

His eyes hazed into hers, she writhed in response, trying to create some distance between the two of them. Her chains were too strong and too tightly pressed into her muscles though, there was no way for her to succeed even a little bit.

“Oh, come on! Princely little bitch, I bet you were given everything you’ve ever asked for in the pride, must be hard to adjust to reality.”
Immediately upon stating those words, he forced the contents of his hand onto her muzzle, smearing it all over her face and pushing some into her nostrils. The lioness became nauseous, repeatedly retching. The sight forced a smile on Fenalik’s lips, but the horrific stench wiped it away soon after. He wiped his shit-stained hand on the creamy fur of her neck, before grabbing another handful of it, he was far from being over with her.
Abusing the fact, that her maw was being held open by the steel ring-gag, he slowly started shoving pieces of elephant shit down her throat. Her gagging reflex worked flawlessly, but it could do little against the sheer mass of excrements forced inside by her torturer. It must’ve felt disgustingly on her throat, staining her teeth and the walls of her mouth, as it made its way down into her belly. Fen started laughing as a lunatic, with his look still fixated on her watery eyes. He didn’t stop there, once his hand was empty, he grabbed another pile and repeated the process, determined to continue for as long as he had the material to do so.

Nearly half an hour later, her humiliation was finally over. Fen cleaned his hand on her fur, now smelly and full of brown stains, before sealing her mouth by pushing his old boxers in; he wouldn’t want her to vomit and ruin the results of his work, so he abused the fact that he had pair at hand. She didn’t have the energy to fight him at all, resignedly accepting his dirty laundry into her maw. Once he was done, he stepped back in order to appreciate his work.

The lioness had shit smeared all over her trembling figure, with larger smudges adorning her head and her neck; there was some in her ears and much more in her nostrils. Her belly was round and inflated from all the feces that she was forced to eat, anyone could mistake her state for a late pregnancy, had it not been for the horrible stench and for her constant retching.
He was done and he could clearly see the relief mirroring in her expression, if only she knew what was coming up next. Fen’s time was running short, his friends were surely already waiting for him in their jeep, as usually did. They were to be back in the town come sunset, but he didn’t want to rush something as thrilling as this though even though he was all out of toys.
Fenalik moved over to the limp corpse of the other lioness. It had a gunshot wound on its head and a vacant expression in its eyes. The bullet went cleanly through, retaining enough energy to render her friend unconscious once it killed her; one hell of a chance, if you’d ask Fen, not one he was regretting, though.
He observed the corpse for a long while, before finally getting an inkling. Unsheathing his skinning knife, he forced its maw open with his free hand. It wasn’t as easy as he imagined it to be, with rigor mortis already setting in, locking its mouth shut in the process. Finally, Fen succeeded, pulling out its tongue and cutting it at its root. It was cold, quite like the rest of the dead lioness, with little barbs covering the entire upper side; it reminded Fenalik of a sandpaper, the texture was almost identical.
This wasn’t the first time Fen had a tongue in his hand, he loved to take them away from his playthings; they were one of the more useful body parts, as they could be used instead of penetrative toys. He was a bit more limited this time, as her genitals were already stuffed like a thanksgiving turkey, albeit with a fish instead of a stuffing, her mouth became a storage for his boxers and tailhole was completely ruined by a cactus; swollen, torn, full of spines and bleeding profusely.
He walked back towards her head, with the bloodied tongue still pinched between his fingers. She perked up, tensing her muscles in anticipation, fearing what was going to happen next. The lioness was clearly in pain, lightly trembling and unevenly breathing; shit and blood covered most of her body and the hunter knew her orifices were even worse off than her exterior.

“There is elephant dung running in your eyes! Thankfully, I’ve brought your friend to lick you clean! You cats do that, don’t you?”

He pushed the disembodied tongue into her left eye, eluding a pained yelp from the overgrown kitten and once again giving her a reason to cry. True to his word though, he did clean the feces from her eye, although a bit painfully. Fen ran the tongue across her other eye in a similar fashion, applying just enough force to hurt her, but not blind her for good; not that it would matter much to him, he just chose not to.
Darkness started falling over the savannah.
“Fuck. All good things must come to an end, eh?”

He glanced at her, there was no sight of a proud lioness anymore, all that remained was a husk, a mere reflection of her former glory. A lion’s roar echoed from the distance, making the hunter a bit nervous. He quickly took up his rifle, chambered in .243 Winchester. Fen loaded a hollow point round; he didn’t want to take any chances this time. He took aim at her head and immediately pulled the trigger.
Her head shattered like a glass ball, sending pieces of skull, flesh and blood into every direction and dropping her lifeless body on the ground. Loud ringing noise was all that he could hear afterwards.

“FUCK! FUUUCK!”

He angrily kicked her rear, leaving a boot mark on her thigh.

“HEARING PROTECTION! I FORGOT TO PUT ON MY BLOODY EARPLUGS!”

Had he not forgotten, he would’ve heard the silent rustle coming in from multiple directions. Had he not forgotten, he would’ve heard the lionesses slowly creeping in on him, determined to make him pay for what he had done to one of their sisters. When the two lionesses disappeared during the day, nobody gave it a second though, but as the night came and a singular thunder erupted in the distance, Nala grew anxious and immediately decided to launch a rescue hunt.
The night was far from over for the lone hunter.

Well, thank you for reading the second and final part of my horrible little story. If you noticed any grammar mistakes or mistakes related to comprehensibility, please do consider leaving me some feedback! I’ll try responding to it as soon as I can. Lastly, I am not a native English speaker, so I am prone to make mistakes on the way, but I’d love to improve!
