Ever since he was a young boy, Alex had known he wasn't an ordinary leopard.

All throughout school, he had done perfectly well in his classes. At home, he was always well-behaved, and did all his chores and homework on time. At work, he was always punctual. First one in, last one out. He always said it was his “duty” to be a stand-up citizen, and that was how he saw himself. It was how a lot of people saw him, too.

But there was more to him.

Alexander Indigo was more than just a neat young man, a hard worker, a nice guy. Deep down within him, he held a secret.

His body was.. Different. To anyone else, perhaps not. But to Alex, he found his physical form to be quite compliant to his needs.

It had first started in school, being bullied by the thuggish kids a few years above him. One lunchtime, he had been backed up into a corner behind the main building, being beaten and kicked and scratched by a group of bullies. He was terrified, and he wanted to fight back. The pounding fists of his schoolmates, the claws scratching deep in his skin, the rush of adrenaline, and the desperation to act..

It awoke something within him. 

For whatever reason, at that very moment, his body began to ripple and shift. He found himself growing larger, and taller. The other kids slowly stopped beating him, and stared in disbelief as the leopard towered over them, with muscles thick and firm. He looked like a body builder, standing above them.

His arm reeled back, and shoved the three bullies out of the alley. They practically went flying, and scrambled to their feet a good 20 yards away, running for their lives.

They had told the teachers of what Alex had done, but of course, none believed them. Just kids with wild imaginations trying to get someone else in trouble for winning a fight.

But they knew. And Alex did, too.

At first, he was horrified. His entire body had changed, seemingly out of necessity. Out of a will to protect himself.

But over the years, as Alex grew accustomed to his strange new power, he found himself learning to control it. He found his body to be much like a canvas. He wasn't just constrained to his own form. He could be whatever he desired. He could change into a mouse to sneak into small spaces. He could turn into a dolphin, complete with gills, to swim underwater for long periods. His entire body was anything, and everything, that he wanted it to be. And, being the upstanding citizen he always had been, he had one goal in mind.

He was going to use these powers for good.

The night was quiet in the city of Oakham. The bustling metropolis sat a mere mile away from dense forest, which lead into marshland, and swamps. It had always been a somewhat dangerous area to go into, so most steered well clear. However, in recent months, creatures had been seen stumbling through the trees, escaping into the night, making their way towards the city. Witnesses had described the creatures as having an unnatural glow, and Alex had heard of them through the grapevine. Someone at work almost hit one in her car. He was intrigued. That evening, he had decided to stake out the forest, to see if any more of the creatures began their odyssey to Oakham.

In recent years, Alex had made quite a name for himself, a shape-shifting vigilante, looking out for his city. Nobody knew who he was, naturally. He kept his identity hidden. He kept his family safe.

The public, however, had adorned him with a name, one he wore with honour. As day turned into night, Alexander Indigo ceased to exist. As the moon hung in the sky, like a brilliant pearl, there was only Shift, the leopard who could change his spots.

Shift sat perched on the top of a street lamp, disguised as a pigeon. He'd been here a while already, staying up til long past midnight, and he was struggling to stay awake.

“Maybe I should just come back tomorrow night,” he groaned. “It is a Friday, after all.. I'm free all weekend.”

He sighed, and continued to watch the edge of the forest. His eyelids grew heavy. He was beginning to doze off, when at last, he saw a strange, turquoise glow coming from the forest.

He blinked his eyes open once more, and flew down to get a closer look.

Deep within the construct of eery light, there seemed to be a mask. It looked rather.. Tribal. It seemed hastily cut, as though stripped off of a tree only hours ago, with splatters of paint streaked across the wood. Shift scowled, and his body shrunk down, becoming a serpent to sneak closer in the grass.

The mask floated along, It was a rather unsettling sight, and the light around it seemed to have formed a body of some kind. It was top-heavy, with arms that dragged along the grass, adorned with sharp claws. Its legs were stumpy, and not built for fast speeds.

Shift observed the creature as it hobbled out of the forest, and phased through the chest-high wire fencing around it. He scowled, and morphed his body into his normal form.

“Hey, Phantom of the Opera!” He cried out. The creature stopped in its tracks, and the mask spun around to stare at him. “Party's over! I'm gonna knock you back where you came from!”

In the darkness of the vacant trunk of a great tree, a pair of blue, reptilian eyes peered into a pool of water. It shared the creature's turquoise glow, and glittered and sparkled like a sky full of stars. Beneath the surface of the shimmering pool, the figure of a leopard came into sight, dressed in classic superhero garb.

There was a heavy chuff of breath, which rippled the water's surface. “Him,” growled a threatening voice. It was a woman's voice, full of power, and dominance. “That's him. Bring me something of his. Fur, or blood. I need his essence.”

The figure watched the water, seeing through the mask's eyes, as a large blue arm lashed out at Shift.

The leopard ducked out of the way, and dusted himself off. “Pah!” He grinned proudly. “Don't you know we leopards are well-renowned for our agility? My speed is second only to that of a cheet—AH!”

As he had rambled on, the arm had whipped back around, and scratched his cheek hard. Fur and blood flew forth, clinging to the creature's light. The glow absorbed the fibres, took his blood, and before his eyes, spirited them away.

“Well.. That was freaky,” Shift shuddered. “Now! You got in one good hit. I'll give you that. But it's time to see how well you do in true combat!”

Shift leapt at the creature, but the light had already begun to die. The mask clattered to the ground as the blue light dissipated. Shift yelped as he fell face-first into the ground. He got up, and sprung to his feet, staring at the mask.

It didn't seem to be.. Alive, any more. Just a painted piece of wood, laying dormant in the grass.

Shift grimaced, and, just to be sure, picked up the mask, and snapped it in two. “Well.. That was unpleasant. I suppose I'll be coming back here tomorrow after all.. As soon as I get some rest.” He groaned, and cracked his back, before morphing into a pigeon, and fluttering into the night, making his way home.

Alex opened the door to his humble apartment, and groaned, rubbing his cheek. He hissed as the scratch stung and burned. He groggily wandered over to the bathroom, and splashed some cold water on his wound. “Fuckin' hell.. That shit really stings.” He sighed, and made his way to his bed.

He pulled off his costume, and pulled on his pyjamas. He wore a short-sleeved tee, just a bit too big for him, and some long pyjama trousers.

The exhausted feline flopped onto his bed, and sighed, pulling the covers around himself. He closed his eyes, and within moments, he had dozed off.

Those azure reptile's eyes watched as a sphere of light appeared before them. The figure chuckled softly as they watched. Within the swirling light, droplets of blood and strands of fur began to make themselves visible, rippling as though refracted in the bluest oceans.

“There it is,” she smiled. “Perfection.”

She waved her hands before her, and the sphere of light faded. Blood and fur dropped down into the blue pool below.

Her scaled fingers squeezed the cork out of a vial, and she poured curious ingredients into the water. That once-turquoise surface was beginning to shift, and change. It became a brilliant pink, like a fresh rose, and as the figure added curious herbs and strange liquids to the swirling waters, they darkened. The pool was a deep, wonderful purple, like lavenders in the sunset.

The surface still shimmered and shone like jewels in a choker. The figure swayed her hips as she whispered to herself, her belly turning and warping like a snake through water. She spoke unknown incantations in an ancient, lost tongue. Her words weaved streaks of light that she guided with her sleek fingers, and dipped into the waters.

Appearing on the surface, she saw him; Alex, asleep in bed, dressed in his pyjamas. He was deeply asleep, the kind of sleep that only occurs after an intense, physical day. The kind of sleep that only an earthquake could shatter.

Her eyes seemed to pulse with ancient light, and the paint adorning her body sprung to life, illuminating the great,vacant tree. She smiled a wicked smile, and danced her sultry dance. She leaned in close to the pool of water, her lips practically kissing the surface.

“Come to me,” she whispered, before smiling, twirling around, and dancing with glee.

Come to me.

Come to me.

Come to me.

Come to me.

Alex sat up in his bed, slowly. At least, one could describe it as sitting up. His torso appeared to lift of its own volition, dragged up from the mattress like a stone tied with rope. His arms lagged behind, swaying at his sides, and his head fell from laying back to falling to his chest.

He slept.

The leopard's foot lifted slowly, and swung out to the side of the bed, before coming down. His sole planted itself onto his floor, and his body turned.

His other foot lifted, and followed the first. His long hair hung around his face like a veil, swaying with his slow breathing.

Once more, his body was lifted, tugged by some unseen force. The leopard was guided to his feet, and he stood there, in the middle of his room.

His body swayed as he eased onto his legs. His upper body, heavy and limp, hung out somewhat.

He stood for a while, sleeping peacefully. There was nothing but the silence of night around him.

He took a step.

The figure smiled to herself, watching her little slave slowly rise from bed. “Yes,” she smiled, whispering into the waters. “To the forest's edge.”

The forest's edge.

The forest's edge.

The forest's edge.

The forest's edge.

Alex's leg swung out from beneath him, and he took a heavy step.

His arms swung and swayed at his sides. His entire body was limp, and loose, and heavy. Even as his body lurched forwards, he felt nothing. He didn't wake. He didn't even bat an eye. Perhaps it was the exhaustion.. Or perhaps, something more.

The leopard's body took another step forward, just as heavy and slow as before. Soon, his body found a rhythm; slow, and steady. Each step was deliberate, and cautious. He walked over to the door of his apartment, until his body pressed against it.

Sleeping soundly, his limp arm raised itself, and his hand found the doorknob. He turned it, and the door swung gently open.

It was the dead of night, gone 3am already. He acted quietly, almost as though he was totally aware.

He stepped out into the hallway, his bare feet touching the cold stone of the floor, but still, he didn't stir.

Quietly, he closed the door behind him. There was a moment's pause, as though orientating himself, before his body turned slowly to the right.

He began to sleepwalk once more, the poor leopard being led to the elevators down the corridor.

He dreamt.

Alex had been walking for so long. He had stayed asleep his entire journey, and was approaching the fence that kept the forest and the city separated.

He was well outside of the city limits, of course, having walked along the winding motorways. They were still, and empty. Even if cars had passed, Alex would have appeared to them as some somnambulic drunk, making his way through the evening with nowhere to go.

Alex's body came to a stop at the wire, metal fence. It wasn't much of a barrier, only chest-high, with no real means of deterrence. There were no barbs, no current of electricity passing through the winding, thin metal.

Alex lurched forward, his leg being lifted into the air. He reached out, and grabbed the fence, slowly climbing over it.

A piece of loose wire grazed him, scratching a cut into his pyjama bottoms, and even a scratch into his skin. He didn't react. Not a groan, not a whimper, not a single muscle tensing up.

He landed on his feet on the other side, and his body turned around to face the woods.

Come to me.

Come to me.

Come to me.

Come to me.

He stepped into the thick, dewy grass.

The reptile sighed happily, various bottles and paints glowing in the darkness. It was enough to light her tree, and even reveal her; she was an alligator, dressed in thin, veiled dress. Scraps of fabric that adorned her chest, that covered her groin, and jewellery unlike any one could have imagined. Intricate, swirling, snaking gold, gems and crystals cut roughly, but that looked to be without imperfection. Rings and bracelets and necklaces, each with their own designs, their own jewels, their own inscriptions of runes and words. She smiled to herself, watching Alex's trek through the pool's surface. “Hmhmhm..” She cooed, swirling the water playfully with her finger. “I don't think we need you so.. Big. I want a boy to play with, not a man. I want you young.”

As Alex walked through the damp grass of the empty forest, his footprints began to shrink in size. His pyjama bottoms began to get caught beneath his heels, and his t-shirt, already too large for him, began to sag down lower.

He continued his walk, unaware of the situation around him, as his body shrunk down. His head became much larger, in comparison to his torso, which shrunk considerably.

In time, his pyjama bottoms and underwear fell to his ankles. Alex stopped, and carefully stepped out of them. The t-shirt covered practically all of his body, save for his feet and ankles, so he removed that, too.

He stood there, in the cold night air, completely naked. His body was still his, no doubt, but he had changed.. Regressed. His form was that of himself in school. He looked to be about ten years old, and even his genitals had changed in accordance to his command.

He swayed dizzily, before taking another step.

The cub continued his unknowing odyssey.

The alligator snickered, watching the man's form shrink down, gazing at the sleepwalking cub approaching the swamp. “Almost there, little boy. Almost in my arms.”

She watched Alex through the pool of water, as he continued to sleepwalk.

He came to the edge of the swamp, and his foot came down into the muddy water.

His paw oozed down into the thick swampland, mud rising between his toes. He paused, acclimatizing to the sensation, to the terrain.

He stood there, one foot in the mud, and one on the grass, before eventually his other foot swung out, and he stepped it into the muck.

As he walked, his feet brought up thick mud. The swampland was dangerous, with a suction that clung to the feet of those too foolish to come close. It was like quicksand, ensnaring the unwitting and consuming the adventurous.

Alex, however, was having little trouble as he slept. The mud glowed a curious blue, and the heavy suction of water and soil seemed to ease up. He walked, slowly, but unhindered, to the great, dead tree that sat in the middle of the thick marshland.

The reptile watched the little boy as he advanced, coming closer and closer to the tree. She smiled, baring her many ferocious, sharp teeth, as the cub wandered unconsciously over to her.

He came to a stop before her, his arms swaying at his sides. He snoozed quietly, and the alligator knelt down, leaning in close to his ear.

“My name is Aala Sabra,” she whispered. “These outskirts belong to me, and me alone. These swamps, these forests.. Anything that crosses that fence belongs to me.”

Alex was still deeply asleep.

“Which, I suppose, includes you.” She smiled another wicked, toothy smile. Alex stood there, unresponsive.

She smiled, and stood to the side of the great hole carved into the bark.

Alex's muddy foot lifted, and he slowly walked into the tree.

Aala's tail swayed eagerly, and she followed the cub inside.

Alex was drawn to one corner of the hollow tree. He made his way over, and stood there, facing the centre of the room.

Aala strode in confidently, and smiled. “As my property, you will need to be properly taken care of.” She growled contentedly, and moved closer. “Upright.”

There was a moment's pause, before the boy's torso lifted, and he stood upright. His head still hung down, chin resting on his chest, as the gatoress began to caress it. Her sharp, clawed fingers teased his tender skin, and gently grazed his sensitive nipples.

“That's better. Totally and unequivocally entranced.” She rubbed her hands together somewhat, her gaze wandering between the boy's legs. He had a small, circumcised member, and two small furred orbs that hung beneath.

She licked her lips, and slipped her hand down there, gently fondling the boy's bits. “Well, aren't you cute,” she rumbled contentedly. “But, first, we need to get you cleaned up. You've tracked mud all over my tree!”

She went down into an alcove within the tree's roots. The sleeping cub stood there, obedient, and relaxed. It wasn't long before she returned, dragging a large wooden tub behind her. She placed it down by the boy's feet, and snapped her fingers.

The pool of water in the middle of the tree began to bubble, the surface warping and shifting. Spheres of water began to raise from it, and moved over the tub, bursting like bubbles and pouring water into the vessel.

The tub of water steamed a little. It was hot, but not scalding.

Aala smiled, and whispered into the cub's ear. “Step inside.”

Alex let out a sleepy moan as his mud-caked feet stepped into the tub. He began to slowly stomp his paws, letting them get cleaned off. Aala watched him eagerly, before fetching a small mortar and pestle. She began to grind up strange minerals, stones and plants. She added a bit of water from the pool, too, and ground all the ingredients up, humming a soft, strange song.

Alex soon stepped out of the tub, his feet nice and clean. Aala cooed happily. “That's better, isn't it, little boy?”

She leaned in close, and pressed her fingers into the paste she'd made. She touched her hand to the boy's body, and began to paint intricate swirls and markings onto his soft, yellow fur.

Her fingers traced lines that ran all the way up and down his form, and she chuckled to herself as she marked him. “This line, here,” she whispered as she painted, “means that you belong to me forever. That you are mine.”

Alex snored softly, as the gatoress's fingers continued to work away, painting ancient runes and symbols onto his fur. “And this here means that your mind need never think for itself again,” a toothy grin was plastered over her face. “This one means that you'll obey my every command. That you will worship me forever... And that you'll never change your form, unless I tell you to.”

Soon, Alex's fur was covered in swirling markings, just like her scales. Hers, however, were different; a brilliant blue. They were a confident, bright colour. Alex's, however, were purple, and muted. Even the colour made it known that he was submissive, that he was owned by her.

Aala stood, and smiled at the cub. “I just need one more thing..”

She took a ring off of her hand, and held it in her hand, examining it momentarily. There was a small jewel embedded in the gold.

She breathed against the jewellery, and smiled. Her breath was laced with that curious turquoise glow, and it bound itself to the jewel within the ring.

She got onto her knees before the cub. “Lift that foot.”

The sleeping cub obeyed, and lifted his paw. The gatoress smiled, and slipped the ring onto one of the cub's soft toes.

“I think we're ready, now,” she smiled, standing up again.

“Three. Two. One. Wake.”

Alex groaned, and held his head. He whimpered, and slowly opened his eyes, stretching a little as he woke. He felt a bit.. Cold. Had he left a window open?

The cub looked around, before tensing up. His fur stood on end. He wasn't in his apartment. He had no idea where he was.

As he scanned the tree trunk, his eyes met the gator's. “A-aahh!! W-who are you? Where am I?!”

Aala smiled again, and reached out to stroke his hair. “Ahhh, little cub, you sweet, innocent thing.. You're home, now. Home forever.”

“H-home?! I'm not going to stay here, never!!” He protested.

“Oh, but you are!” She smiled, directing Alex to gaze into the water. The cub squinted, and stared at the little boy, coated in markings, that stared back at him.

“What did you do to me?..” He whimpered. Aala leaned in close, and whispered into his ear.

“I've made you perfect.”

Alex, trembling in fear and panicking, decided to run. He leapt over the pool in the middle of the trunk, and dashed for the opening of the trunk.

Aala's eyes lit up, and she whispered in an ancient tongue. The jewel on the cub's toe began to glow, and Alex slowly came to a stop a few steps out of the tree.

Slowly, he turned around, his body moving as it had while he was lead to his mistress that evening. His eyes, however, were open, a dull turquoise glow emanating from them.

He walked slowly back to the gatoress, who looked down at him with a cocky smile. “What do you say to mistress?”
“I'm sorry, mistress.”

“Sorry for what?” She cooed.

“For trying to escape your love, mistress.”

“That was a very silly thing to do, wasn't it?”

“It was a very silly thing to do, mistress.” His eyes were glassy, and half-closed. He spoke softly, his face emotionless.

“Well, you'd better make it up to me, hadn't you?” She cooed, and sat in her large seat.

“Yes, mistress. Of course, mistress.”

She spread her legs. Alex slowly got to his knees, and pressed his muzzle between them, but she pushed him away. “No, no, no. You don't get my pussy that easily, little boy.”

“Yes, mistress. Sorry, mistress.” He pulled back, and waited for instruction.

“I want you to worship my belly.” She stroked her curvy, thick tummy, and smiled. “I want you to make me feel wonderful, just by worshipping my belly. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, mistress,” the leopard cub nodded slowly.

He reached out, and pressed his little hands to her smooth, scaled tummy. Despite it's surface, it was soft. Almost plush. His hands dipped into her rotund belly, and he found it so easy to just squeeze and rub and fondle. She was so warm, and so soft, the perfect thing to massage.

Alex heard Aala's soft, contented growls, which egged him on further.

His soft paws continued, rubbing deeply, grazing her scales, squishing and kneading her plump body.

“Ohh, yessss..” She growled, stroking his head softly. “Oh baby, you're good at that, aren't you?”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress.” He mumbled softly, massaging her body softly.

“You can kiss it, baby boy. You can worship my tummy any way you wish.”

Alex leaned in close, and pressed his lips to her scales. He began to pepper kisses around her tummy, soft and tender, before he left his lips against her belly.

“Ooh!” Aala smiled as she felt her slave's little tongue lapping at her scales. “Oh, baby.. That's it! Worship me. Make me feel like your queen.”

Whimpers, whines and moans escaped the cub's lips as he licked needily, eagerly. He was lapping at her body as though it was her slit, his tongue needily dragging against her scales. She chuckled, and watched him, still scratching behind his ears. “Yes.. My little baby boy!”

As Alex licked and kissed and moaned, his little cocklet throbbed between his legs. The gatoress smirked to herself, and shifted her legs.

Her toes wiggled against the head of his little member. Alex shuddered and moaned into her belly, still kissing and kneading and licking at it. She slipped the head of his member between her toes, and smiled to herself. “You like my feet, don't you?”

“Mmf, mmfhhmm,” he mumbled, not even bothering to move away from her belly.. Not that he had a choice. He could only do what his mistress told him to.

She pressed her feet to his member, one one either side, and held his little length between her soles. “Stop.”

His worshipping ceased, and he pulled away, gazing up at the gatoress.

“Now,” she smiled. “I want you to fuck my feet.”

“Yes, mistress.” He mumbled, his hips slowly beginning to rock and thrust. His member slid back and forth between her smooth, scaled soles, letting out soft little moans as she squeezed his cock with her long, shapely feet.

She grinned, beginning to move her feet back and forth. “Yes, sweetheart.. It feels so good, doesn't it? It feels so good to obey me.”

“Yes, mistress,” Alex moaned softly. “It feels so good to obey you.” His hips began to thrust a little faster, as he gazed into her swirling eyes.

“So lose yourself. Why would you ever want freedom when being my slave feels so wonderful?” She grinned, kneading her breasts for him to watch.

The cub stared longingly, and nodded slowly. “Lose myself,” he mumbled. “I never want freedom..”

He grunted, his hips beginning to thrust as fast as they could. His little cock throbbed between her feet, and she felt it. With a knowing smile, she pressed her feet together firmly. “Do it.”

His entire little body shuddered and trembled, and he moaned quietly. Hot, slick cum pumped out of his member, and coated his mistress' soles rather easily. She smiled, moving her feet around, coating her soles in his mess, and scratched his ears playfully. “Yes, baby.. Yes. I'll make you cum so much, now you're my slave.”

Alex just trembled and nodded slowly, his eyes returning to her gaze, his mind slowly but surely being drained to nothing.

Aala watched the trembling cub as he recovered from his intense climax. She pulled away her feet, coated in hot, slick boycum, and presented her soles to Alex.

“Now, I want you to come closer, and clean up your mess,” she smirked, a sharp toothed grin plastered on her face.

The cub fell forward immediately, and began to lick and lap and suck and kiss the gator's gorgeous, soft soles. He dragged his tongue from bottom to top, collecting his mess onto his own tongue, and swallowing it obediently.

He moved up to her tender toes, and his tongue dipped between them. He licked and worshipped the spaces between each digit, before taking her toes into his maw, and suckling obediently, like a weaning cub.

Aala admired the cub's worship, and sighed, her toes spreading in the cool air. “That's nice.. That's very nice.” She sighed, and hissed contentedly, as the cub finished up her left foot, and moved over to her right.

Once more, he applied his tongue to her sole, pressing his face firmly against it, and licked like his life depended on it. The taste of her sole mixed with the taste of his own cum, practically addicting his hypnotized mind to both. He shivered and moaned and whimpered and licked and kissed..

Aala was satisfied, after allowing the cub to lick her feet a little more than was necessary, and snapped her fingers. “Stand.”

The cub stopped tending to her feet, and stood up.

“I think,” she said, gazing at the cub with her sharp, brilliant blue gaze. “I think I should like a reward, for enslaving you, and making you such a perfect slave.”

“Yes, mistress,” the cub agreed. It was all just words, to him. But they were her words. He had to obey her. He loved her.

“I'd like you to lie on your back.” She cooed, and watched the boy obey. He got down onto the floor of the tree trunk, and lay down on his back, staring at the ceiling vacantly.

She stepped down from her chair. She was elegant, considering her rather thick body. She took off the last scrap of clothing she was wearing – the fabric covering her groin. It dropped to the floor, and she stood over her cub, giving him a full view of her wet slit. She spread her legs somewhat, letting it open just a little bit.

“Do you like that, cub?” She teased, swaying her hips. Alex's eyes followed her pussy as it swung, back and forth, back and forth..

“Yes, mistress,” he mumbled as he stared. “I love it.”

“You love ME, don't you, little boy?” She cooed happily.

“I love you, mistress.” He agreed.

Aala chuckled to herself, until he heard what Alex said next.

“I want you to keep me.”

Her hips came to a halt, and she looked down at the mesmerised cub.

“I didn't tell you to say that,” she narrowed her eyes.

“I know, mistress,” the cub nodded slowly. “I wanted you to know. I think this is nicer than anything I've ever experienced in my life.”

“Of course you do. I told you that it was, and you agreed. You're hypnotized~”

“Then I never want to wake again, mistress.” Alex mumbled, his eyes still glassy. Aala stared, and a hot blush began to burn on her cheeks.

“So be it,” she smiled. “You will never again be free from my control. Is that what you want, little boy?”

“It's all I've ever wanted,” he nodded.

Aala smiled, and slowly lowered herself.

She sat down on the cub's face, pressing his muzzle to her slit. She eased herself, gently, so as not to hurt the cub, and sighed. “Now, I want you to use that mouth of yours, and use it well. Do you understand me?”

“Mmf, mmfmm,” he mumbled. The rumbling of his voice against her sensitive, wet sex sent tingles down her spine.

She closed her eyes and softly moaned, as she felt that sandpapery tongue against her flower. He licked softly, slowly at first, lapping up her juices, and licking her folds and inner walls tenderly.

She rubbed her breasts, toying with her nipples as she chuckled contentedly. “That's it, baby.. That's it..” She bit her lip, and sighed, slowly but surely beginning to ride his face.

The cub continued to eat out his mistress. His tongue found its way to her clit, and dragged against it.

Aala cried out, and closed her eyes tight. “H-holy shit,” she moaned, her toes curling tight. “You better be careful down there, or you might just make me cum right here and now..”

“Mmgh, mmmff,” the cub responded. His tongue slowed down at that, and he took his time, orally exploring every facet of her sweet, puffy slit.

Aala moaned again, louder than before. His tongue, slowly but surely licking her most intimate parts, pressed against her quivering, wet folds, lingering with each and every movement.. It drove her wild.

She reached down desperately, and gripped the little boy's cock. He pumped it in her hand, watching the little leopard's toes curl, hearing him moan into her slit. “Come on, baby..” She moaned, sliding her pussy against his muzzle faster and faster. “We're going to cum, together.. Ahh, fuck.. You and me, are you ready?”

The cub mumbled again, his hips already thrusting into the air. She bit her lip, and closed her eyes. “Here comes, baby.. Three, two.. Ahh..! One!”

The cub's cum fired into the air, and came down to coat his belly. He spasmed and squirmed and writhed beneath his mistress, but Aala herself was no better.

She was crying out loud, unable to stop herself from shouting. Her slit quivered and twitched, as her orgasmic juices gushed over the cub's face, and soaked his muzzle. He lapped it all up, pinned beneath her weight, as he worshipped his mistress even in the afterglow.

Aala moaned and gasped and panted, her toes splayed as she came hard. “Holy fuck.. Nobody's made me cum that hard in so fucking long,” she groaned, holding the cub's twitching cock in her hand. “I'm DEFINITELY keeping you, holy fuck..”

She sighed, still absent-mindedly grinding against the leopard's muzzle, using it to pleasure her even still. “Mmnh.. I want this, every single night. I want you, every single night. My loyal little slave boy..” She stood up, and pulled the cub onto his feet, holding him close to her.

He rested his face against her belly, and immediately began to kiss and lick, already eager to worship her once more. Aala smirked, and stroked his hair.

“Good boy,” she whispered, before scooping him up.

He began instead to kiss and suckle her breast, and she let out another moan. “Naughty..~”

With that, he took him down into the roots of the tree, to bed for the evening.

It had been some months since Shift had vanished. Overnight, in fact. Crime had begun to rise again, and there was a national hunt for the leopard, but nobody had found him yet.

Lights began to glow in the forest, and the creatures began to emerge once more. More than there had ever been before.

Amongst them, a small leopard cub, naked. The light surrounded his face, obscuring it. It rippled like water, and, in front of the cub's eyes, was the vision of his mistress. Aala Sabra watched the cub as he walked to the city with her other creatures.

“Can you hear me, boy?” She asked, a smile on her face.

“Yes, mistress,” the boy mumbled. His eyes still as glassy as the day she stole him away.

“Now that Shift is out of the way, I can reach that city of his, and I can do as I wish,” she smirked. “I'll rob every bank. I'll destroy anything I desire to. Power,” she hissed a laugh to herself. “Absolute power. Isn't it wonderful?”

“Mistress will rule the world,” the cub sighed, his cock throbbing as he praised her. She grinned, and continued to watch.

The cub walked past a newspaper on the floor. He glanced down at it. It was grass-stained, but mostly legible. There was a picture of a leopard on the front cover. “Alex Indigo, missing for three weeks.”

“Who is he, mistress?” The cub stopped in his tracks.

Aala sighed, and smiled. “Absolutely nobody,” she responded. “Onwards.”

The painted swirls on the cub's body glowed once more, and his body began to walk.

The gatoress smiled.

Absolute power.
