Gallus woke slowly, the pleasure gently easing him into consciousness. The griffin prince shifted in his bed, his body reacting to the warm tongues teasing his cock. Yawning and stretching, he opened his eyes, shifting himself to sit up against the headboard, sinking into the pillows as he was greeted by the smiling faces of his two sexy slaveboys.
“Good morning, your highness,” said Rumble. The younger of the prince’s two personal slaves, the grey-coated pegasus continued worshiping the griffin’s cock, pushing the blue-furred sheath back to expose the full length of Gallus’ penis to his eager tongue.
Ruffling the boy’s dark mane, Gallus turned to the other colt in his bed, pulling the other boy close.
“Morning, love.”
The colt smiled. “Good morning, my prince.”
Gallus pulled Sandbar into a kiss, which the thirteen-year-old happily returned. Being only a year younger than the prince, Sandbar had known him the longest, having met years before becoming the prince’s slave and bedmate. The beautiful colt was also Gallus’ favorite, treated more like a lover than a slave. Hardly surprising considering the lengths Gallus had gone through to bring the boy who had saved his life from bandits into his palace and bed. As a sign of his higher position, the lightly-coated colt’s slave collar was of ornately wrought silver and bore a shining gem that matched the collar of the prince’s coat. A sharp contrast to the standard slave collar worn by Rumble, the dark band standing out sharply around his neck.
While the pair kissed, Rumble moved up to straddle Gallus’ lap, raising his tail and lining the prince’s penis up with his tailhole. He sank down on it happily, moaning as his rear was spread by the griffin’s cock. Gallus’ penis didn’t have the flare of a ponies, but the prince was able to spear the boy’s prostate every time Rumble dropped down onto his dick, the young colt’s dick already throbbing in pleasure as he started riding his master.
It wasn’t unusual for the pegasus to take the initiative; he had actually requested to become the prince’s slave when his family had come for tribute. It was customary for some families to offer their firstborn child to the palace in exchange for their patronage and protection, but Rumble had jumped ahead of his big brother and offered himself to the handsome prince. And after a demonstration of the younger boy’s rampant sluttiness, Gallus had been unable to refuse. Now he had an eager little colt bouncing on his cock, the boy’s erection slapping against the griffin’s belly, his flare already starting to grow.
Breaking the kiss, Gallus turned to watch Rumble, the boy biting his lower lip as the pleasure moved through him. Moving his hands to the colt’s hips, the prince starting guiding the boy’s movement’s bouncing him up and down a bit harder, grinning at the way Rumble’s head was rolling as he lost himself in getting fucked. Not one to be left out, Sandbar leaned in, taking the young pony’s dick into his mouth and sucking him happily, grinning as Rumble cried out in bliss. It didn’t take much longer before Rumble went still, his legs giving out as his orgasm hit. The boy was still too young to produce any cum, but Sandbar enjoyed the feeling of his dark-skinned penis jumping against his tongue. As the colt’s ass tightened up even more, Gallus thrust his hips up, groaning happily as he flooded the boy’s backside, his first load of the day filling Rumble with that heat he loved so much.
Pulling Rumble off his dick, Gallus turned the boy onto his back and motioned at Sandbar’s erection.
“Don’t want you getting all pent up,” he said. “Give it to him good.”
Smiling, Sandbar moved over to Rumble, grabbing the boy's legs and bending him over himself until his grey-coated ass was pointing up in the air and his erection was aimed right at his face. Both colts moaned when Sandbar thrust down, stuffing Rumble until his balls slapped against the boy’s bottom. The younger pony’s cries were cut off though when Sandbar’s humping pushed his erection past his lips, leaving the boy to suckle on his own length while the light green colt gave him a good hard fucking.
Gallus laid back with his hands behind his head, letting himself slip back into his sheath while he watched his slaves going at it. It wasn’t long before Sandbar cried out, his balls jumping against Rumble’s rear as he gave the boy a second load up his tail, his flaring dick pushing both his and Gallus’ cum just that much deeper into the youngster currently squealing around his dick as another orgasm rocked his body.
After giving the pair time to come down from their orgasms, Gallus got to his feet, signaling for the two boys to join him as he headed for the shower. It was quite a luxury, having facilities like this aboard a train, but as royalty nothing less could be expected. The trio enjoyed the hot water, though with perhaps a bit more groping and fondling than was strictly necessary to get themselves cleaned up.
Once they’d gotten fur and feathers sufficiently dried, Sandbar and Rumble helped Gallus dress before doing so themselves. While Rumble was dressed in only his typical slave’s loincloth, Sandbar’s clothing was much finer. Made of a pale purple material that contrasted beautifully with his coat. A short top covered his chest but left his arms and trim belly bare. His arms bore silver bands that matched his slave collar, sitting comfortably around his biceps. The pants – if they could even be called that – barely went past his knees. Openings on each side showed off the cutie mark on his flanks, and the cloth flap in front, provided with how the fabric got less see-through as it moved up his legs, kept his crotch and ass hidden. Those were only for Gallus to enjoy, although they did nothing to conceal the pleasant curve of his rear. What point was there in having such incredible pleasure slaves if one couldn’t show them off?
Gallus was more thoroughly dressed as befitted royalty. The prince preferred darker shades to contrast his bright fur and feathers. Today he was wearing a black tunic and pants trimmed in silver. A brooch with a gorgeous ruby rested at the center of his chest, holding the tunic closed; though he did leave it open some to allow his chest fur to stick through, enjoying the rugged look and the way it always drew Sandbar's eye.
Once they were all ready, Gallus led them out of their car, heading up the train towards the common areas he shared with his guests while traveling. Since his family wasn’t aboard, the prince wasn’t terribly concerned with anyone catching him in a compromising position; it would hardly be the first time one of the servants had walked in on him in various states of undress or debauchery. And apparently, his guest felt the same way, because when Gallus, Sandbar, and Rumble entered the comfortably appointed car, the griffin found that his fellow prince was far from ready to go.
Or at least that was what he assumed, given that the hippogriff was currently naked and in a vigorous sixty-nine with his own personal slave-boy. The hippogriff had the young pegasus beneath him, eagerly sucking the pegasus colt’s cock while he fed the boy his own dick. Pickle Barrel was happily sucking his master’s cock, humping into the hippogriff’s beak. The nine year old pegasus was the youngest one there, a year younger than Rumble and two than the boy currently squeezing his thighs while they sucked each other off. Gallus was the oldest at fourteen, a year older than Sandbar. As the other boys walked in, they were quickly spotted by the naked pair, though they each reacted very differently. Terramar continued sucking on the treat in his beak, swallowing the boy down to his balls. Pickle, on the other hand, noticed their new audience and blushed furiously, squirming under the hippogriff as he continued fucking the boy’s face, the prince not bothered in the slightest by being caught hilted in the other boy’s throat.
Pickle’s yellow cheeks burned brightly as he came, his hips jumping as a dry climax shook his senses. His moans - already muffled by the cock in his mouth - were replaced by wet gulping when Terramar came, feeding the slaveboy a healthy load before pulling away and getting to his feet, letting his cock slip back into his sheath as he got dressed. As soon as Pickle came to his senses, the boy squeaked and his hands flew between his legs, doing his best to hide himself from the newcomers, even as Rumble openly eyed the other boy’s body. Unlike the grey-coated pegasus, Pickle was much more reluctant to be seen naked by anyone but the prince he served. A fact complicated somewhat by Terramar’s openness about his exploits - and the prince’s budding exhibitionist tendencies. Especially when it involved making his slave blush with embarrassment at having his body and pleasure put on display for others to see.
“Nearly there?” asked Terramar, making sure his pants were secure and shrugging on his vest. The hippogriff preferred keeping his upper body exposed as much as possible.
“Just a few more minutes,” said Gallus. The griffin smirked as Pickle scrambled to pull on his loincloth while flashing the others as little as possible. “You know, this town is still in griffin territory. My people certainly wouldn’t object if we decided to have our slaves go naked. Their collars would be more than enough.”
Pickle looked absolutely mortified at the possibility of being made to parade through the town in the nude, while Rumble looked positively thrilled, his hands already moving towards his loincloth to take it off.
“On second thought, maybe not,” Gallus continued, getting a relieved sigh from Pickle and disappointed muttering from Rumble. “Two princes traveling through town will probably get enough attention without some sexy boys running around naked with us.”
As the train slowed to a stop, the princes and their entourage made their way down the train and out onto the platform. While Gallus would normally have flown rather than walked, since he had Sandbar with him he stuck to the ground. Not that either of them would have complained about him carrying the handsome earth pony in his arms while he flew. Instead he enjoyed the sights and sounds of the town, enjoying being away from the palace. This close to the border with Equestria there were plenty of ponies around, though their numbers thinned as the group drew closer to the large stage setup near the center of town.
“Hey, why don’t we check out the slave market?” said Terramar.
“Really?” replied Gallus. “You don’t get enough playtime already?” He put his arm around Sandbar, pulling the colt close and nibbling at his neck, his other hand pulling Rumble close as well, ruffling the boy’s mane. “I’m more than happy with these two.”
“You’re not even a little curious?” asked Terramar.
Rumble took Gallus’ hand, pulling him towards the slave market. “Let’s take a look, Master. You never know, maybe they’ll have something to get you interested. It might be fun to have another slave to play with.”
Chuckling at the boy’s enthusiasm, the griffin prince relented. Approaching the slave market, Terramar led the group inside, the two princes taking in the sights and sounds of the various slaves available for purchase. While ponies were the most common, there were numerous diamond dogs and cat people up for sale. Gallus even spotted a griffin slave. Those were so rare he might have been interested, if only she weren’t female. As it was, he was happy to let the griffin behind her bury his beak in her pussy, giving the girl a test-taste before finalizing his purchase. There was also a hippogriff woman sucking a colt even younger than Rumble or Pickle, his small body writhing where his new mistress had him spread out over a table while she nursed on his cock.
But despite spotting several attractive stallions and colts, Gallus kept walking, heading towards the main auction stage, following behind Terramar and Rumble who were much more eager to examine the other slaves. He had two wonderful slaves that gave him everything he wanted in life. What could this place possibly have that could make him want any more?
*************
“Come on, you!” The griffin guard jerked on the chain in his hands, yanking his captive forward.
Spike tried to pull against them, but it was no use. The nine year old dragon didn’t have the strength to resist the fully grown griffins. He couldn’t even try to use his fire-breath to get away - the collar they’d fitted him with when he was captured stopped him from using it. Losing his family and being on his own in Equestria had been tough enough; he didn’t want to think about what might happen if someone actually bought him. There was no telling what kind of master he might end up with if that were to happen.
At this point, all he could do was hope he ended up with someone better than the ones that had captured him in the first place.
*************
“You know, the train is probably done loading the supplies by now,” said Gallus. “Why don’t we head back?”
“Are you kidding!?” exclaimed Terramar, fanning himself dramatically. “Did you see the dick on that earth pony? Or the ass on that unicorn colt?”
Rumble was rubbing himself through his loincloth, and Pickle was trying to pretend like he wasn’t getting turned on too, even though the tent he was pitching said otherwise. Even Sandbar couldn’t help but chime in.
“We could stay a little longer, couldn’t we?” He leaned close to whisper to Gallus. “Seeing so many cute naked guys makes we want to get your pants off and show you how much I love your dick.”
Now that was something Gallus couldn’t ignore. If his favorite bedmate was getting turned on by all the boyflesh on display, there was no way the griffin was leaving yet. He knew from experience just how good things got when Sandbar was all hot and bothered, and he certainly wasn’t going to pass that up.
So far though, Gallus hadn’t been terribly impressed with the slaves on offer. Sure, many of them were quite attractive, but the griffin prince hadn’t seen anything that really peaked his interest. At least until the auctioneer stepped forward one last time.
“And now, for our final event of the day. We have for your delight an acquisition of such rarity that in my career I have only ever sold one other. My friends, I give you… a dragon!”
The auctioneer snapped his fingers, a spark of magic jumping from them as a struggling creature was dragged onto the stage, his collar aglow with the griffin’s magic. He finally stopped once he was in the center of the stage, but was still clearly trying to run away, even as the magic kept him right where the auctioneer wanted him. It only faded once shackles had appeared from the stage and locked around the boy’s ankles, ensuring he wasn’t going anywhere.
The sight of the dragon was more than enough to gain Gallus’ full attention. Dragon slaves were shockingly rare, and the thought of having one for himself - especially a cute boy like this that he could take to bed - had him eagerly eyeing the struggling reptile as the griffin on stage began his pitch.
“This final acquisition was taken after getting caught stealing from a gem merchant in Equestria. Given that he had already eaten the goods in question and had no way to pay for them, we took him into our custody. Sadly, he is still rather overdressed to really judge his value.” The griffin gave the crowd a knowing smirk. “But we can fix that.”
Spike tried to push the griffin away, but he was unable to stop him from ripping off his clothes, shredding his shirt and pants. The dragon’s hands shot to his crotch, covering the bulge in his tight briefs as he was exposed to the crowd of potential bidders, a blush burning on his cheeks.
“What are you doing!?” exclaimed Spike, glaring at the auctioneer.
“Why, giving my customers what they want,” he replied nonchalantly. “Giving them a good look at this body of yours. Now be a good boy and let them have a peek.”
The griffin snapped his fingers again, and his magic forced the young dragon’s arms into the arm, stretching his limbs and letting the hungry eyes of the audience roam over his body.
“As you can see, his scales are a delightful purple and a luscious green. And so smooth.” He added, his hands sliding over the dragon’s sides. “Quite the little cutie.” He gave a gentle squeeze to the youngster’s belly. “A bit of padding around the middle, but doesn’t it just make him look adorable?”
“Fuck, look at him,” said Rumble. “What a cutie!”
“Can you imagine what those scales must feel like?” wondered Terramar. “I bet they’d feel great on your cock…”
Gallus nodded, watching the show along with the rest of the crowd. The dragon - Spike - was just too cute for words. He could already imagine the feeling of taking the chubby little dragon in his arms. And the bulge in his briefs had the prince eager for more, his mind already racing with thoughts of what the younger boy would look like naked. Thankfully, he didn’t have to wander for much longer as on stage the griffin’s clawed fingers trailed to the dragon’s briefs and slid beneath the waistband.
“Wait! What are you doing!?” exclaimed Spike
“A good slave hides nothing from his master,” replied the auctioneer before turning back to the audience. “I don’t think he’ll be needing these anymore.”
“What!? No, don’t take those off–mmphf!”
Spike’s words were cut off when the griffin’s magic held his mouth shut, cutting off anything but muffled pleas as his briefs were slowly pulled down then ripped away, leaving the boy standing naked before the crowd, the sunlight glinting off his scales. He tried to cover himself, but his arms were just pulled tighter, making it impossible for him to hide or curl over himself, leaving his body and boyhood completely exposed to Gallus’ hungry gaze.
And with the sight of the young dragon now naked and helpless, Gallus was all too happy to watch as the auctioneer continued, wishing it was him up on stage, cupping the boy’s green-scaled balls.
“Not bad for such a boy his age,” said the griffin, rolling Spike’s scaly sac around in his hand, the touch making the boy squirm and struggle to pull away. “And as you can see, his cock is available at all times for your enjoyment.”
As the dragon was slowly worked up to a full prepubescent erection, Gallus was practically drooling over the other boy. Spike’s cock was different to any he had encountered before. He had no sheath, leaving his penis exposed even when soft. The head of his cock came to a slit point, and ridges became prominent around the base, similar to the knot on diamond dogs. It had him aching to get his hands around it to feel that scale-covered length for himself. And he wasn’t the only one.
“He might be fun to play with,” said Sandbar.
“Forget playing,” said Rumble, his wings fluttering as he wicked his lips hungrily. “I want to suck his cock. Bet it tastes amazing!”
Spike whimpered as his penis rose to full hardness, throbbing at the griffin’s touch. Nobody had ever touched him like that, and despite how much to cover himself, there was no denying it felt good. And what was worse, there was almost a thrill to the eyes of the audience on him. A feeling that only grew when the auctioneer spun him around and yanked up the dragon’s tail with his magic, the griffin’s hands grabbing his cheeks and spreading them wide to give the onlookers a clear view at his backside.
“And just look at this tight little tush. Plenty of padding for a good hard fuck, and the boy’s a virgin, so you know the first one to get under this tail is in for a real treat.”
“Fuck…” Gallus groaned under his breath. Rumble was too distracted to notice, but Sandbar gave the prince a knowing look.
“You want to fuck him, don’t you?” asked Sandbar, getting a nod from his master. “Want to bend him over and shove your dick under his tail? Or maybe lay back and watch while Rumble and I slowly lower him onto your cock, that tight little tailhole stretching around you as you take his virginity, the new slaveboy squirming and squeezing you the whole time–”
Gallus had to cover Sandbar’s mouth before the other boy pushed him too far. If the earth pony kept talking like that he was going to lose all self-control. Made even worse by the fact that Sandbar knew for a fact that was exactly what the griffin wanted to do to the little dragon boy. And it was clear that his slaves were hoping Gallus would buy him, so they could see all the ways the prince would turn the blushing dragon into a quivering, cum-covered mess.
Up on stage, the griffin continued to sing the praises of the dragon boy’s body, drawing attention to his most intimate areas for the crowd to enjoy. Spike shook his head at the auctioneer’s words, but the way his penis throbbed and dripped pre onto the stage revealed how he was really feeling about the situation. Could he actually be… enjoying this?
No! That couldn’t be possible. Everything about this was completely humiliating. He should be hating everything about this!
But then why was his dick so hard it hurt?
Spike wasn’t the only one sporting a straining erection. Gallus’ pants were becoming almost uncomfortably tight due to the tent he was pitching watching the other boy getting groped and humiliated on stage. And when the auctioneer spun Spike around and started jerking the boy off, Gallus couldn’t resist rubbing himself, his other hand grabbing Sandbar’s ass, the colt’s body reacting just like his master’s was.
“If you thought that pretty pucker was nice, just look at those thighs! Perfectly padded, perfect for slipping your dick between gentlemen. And this dick is just the right size to fit in your hand.” He gave Spike’s penis a squeeze, and the boy moaned loudly, his knees shaking as the pleasure grew. “And just look how we he reacts to being played with. I don’t know about any of you, but I could do this all day!”
As he watched, Gallus thought the other griffin was just teasing the boy to put on a good show, but to his surprise the purple-scaled nine year old cried out, his body shaking as he came. Granted, it wasn’t much, but seeing the dragon’s cum spilling onto the stage made up the prince’s mind. It seemed the younger boy had a bit of a humiliation kink. Even if he hadn’t recognized it for himself yet, Gallus certainly did, and the possibilities to enjoy something like that erased any doubt he still might have had. He absolutely had to have that dragon for himself.
Licking his fingers clean, the auctioneer stepped back over to his podium.
“Delicious,” he said, making a show of licking the last of the boy’s cum off his fingers. “This cutie is the whole package. Whoever gets to take this rare gem home is going to be very lucky indeed. Now, let’s start the bidding…”
Gallus had been to slave auctions before, but never one where the offered payments from the crowd grew so high so fast. Spike’s rarity, virginity, and cuteness combined to make him a highly desired slave, and for anyone else, it would have quickly looked hopeless for being able to afford him. Luckily for Gallus, his funds were nearly limitless, and once there seemed to be a winner, the griffin prince swooped in and offered significantly higher, securing himself a new slave and a look of extreme disappointment from the hopeful bidder.
“Don’t bother redressing him,” Gallus called to the auctioneer as his workers led Spike off the stage. “He won’t be needing them any time soon.”
Rumble was practically bouncing at hearing his newest slave-mate was being kept naked. He was looking forward to getting a better look, and more importantly a feel of that cute body. And with him no longer being the prince’s youngest slave, he was already getting ideas for fun ways to use his seniority over the dragon for his own naughty fun.
The prince didn’t have to wait long before he was collecting his newest slave, attaching a leash to the boy’s slave collar and taking it in hand. Spike looked up at the griffin apprehensively, but Sandbar gave him a gentle smile.
“Relax, Prince Gallus won’t hurt you.”
“Yeah!” Rumble chimed in, making the dragon jump. “He’s the best master anyone could want! And just wait ‘til you see his dick–”
It was at that moment that Spike seemed to snap out of his worried daze, his little hands snapping to his crotch, trying and failing to hide his erection that just refused to go down even after being made to cum so recenty.
Gallus batted Spike’s hands away gently. “None of that now, pet. If I want you covered, I’ll tell you. Otherwise, I want to be able to see that dick of yours all the time. Don’t worry though; I won’t be having my way with you… yet. We’ll save that treat for later. For now, why don’t we all get back to the station.”
He could see the way Spike was blushing, and Gallus knelt down, speaking quietly so only Spike would hear him.
“I could tell how much you enjoyed being up there on that stage.” Spike shook his head, but Gallus continued. “I know you aren’t ready to admit it yet, but there was a thrill to being stripped in front of everyone like that. To being used and humiliated and powerless to stop it. You aren’t the only one with that particular kink.”
Gallus nodded towards Pickle, who was currently trying to pretend like he wasn’t staring at Spike’s ass and trying to get a peek at his penis. “Don’t worry, you’ll have plenty of time to get used to being naked. And you won’t be the only naked boy around here for very long. But for now, why don’t we have a little fun.” Standing up, Gallus gave Spike’s leash a tug. “Let’s go, pet. I want everyone to see what a little cutie my new slaveboy is.”
Spike’s eyes went wide as he was pulled along behind the griffin, stepping out into the sunshine naked and marched through town by the prince and his entourage. Everywhere they passed, people would stop and stare, several of them openly eyeing the boy’s most intimate places, the looks on their faces making it clear what they were thinking.
Being taken through town naked was embarrassing enough. But what made it even worse for the dragon was how the prince’s other slaves were reacting to his presence. Sandbar kept peeking at the boy’s butt, pulling his tail up to let him get a better view. And Rumble… Rumble seemed determined to never let the other boy’s cock out of his grip, stroking and teasing the dragon’s penis and balls, the pegasus colt’s loincloth pulled tight over his erection as he played with the other boy. Together they kept Spike hard and dripping the entire way back to the station.
And if this was what the slaves were doing to him, what was it going to be like once his new master got him back to the train? Almost as if he could read the dragon’s mind, Gallus looked back over his shoulder and grinned lecherously at the other boy, his tail flicking out to run over Spike’s penis, making him shiver and moan the feeling of that lush fur over his dick.
Spike didn’t know just what the prince had in mind for him, but he doubted he was going to have to wait very long to find out.
