
“L-Lady Keezi?”
A pair of sheepish emerald eyes poked into the cave, where a sleek leopardess lay in the afternoon sun that filtered from outside. She was busy eating a large, juicy zebra steak, but when she eventually saw those tentative eyes, she greeted them with her usual warm smile.
“Princess Nala!” she said, beckoning the youngster to join her. “What can I do for you?”
The pale-coated lioness tip-toed into the cave and the warmth of the welcome and sweet scent of meat slowly quelled her shyness.
“Well I… I kinda missed Meo’s morning duties… a-and I was wondering if… if he was still… ya know… available.”
Keezi’s smile widened even further. She motioned to the young lioness to eat something, and Nala, by now almost drooling, was glad to oblige.
“But of course my dear! My little Meo must learn all he can, whenever he can, if he is to make a success of himself.”
“Yeah!” grinned the princess, licking her bloody lips and shedding the last of any awkward feeling and revelling in a sudden rush of excitement.
“Consider this a special private session. Meo is yours to command.” Keezi smiled.
The mother-leopard glanced to the corner where her son was sitting, and Nala looked over herself, and gasped. A lanky figure of a lion stood up, revealing young Meo, who was leaking sticky fluid from his muzzle, and groaned, sore and tired from his daily task of sexually servicing the entire pride, and reeking of the satisfactions of so many different lions.
The lanky lion turned around, a twisted smile on his face, his horrid, dripping meat dangling and shrinking between his legs. It was Simba’s Uncle Scar!
“Acceptable I suppose, for such a puny royal-sheath-sucker,” he smirked as he sauntered ignorantly past the females and out of the cave.
“Now remember Nala,” smiled Keezi. “Queen Sarabi has decreed that as well as being a ‘royal sheath-sucker’ - as that rather aloof male just described - Meo has another, more specific duty - to attend to your little princessly tail-hole in any way you wish… your royal status earns you special usage rights my dear… consider him your personal pucker-sucker…”
The young lioness grinned and felt a tingle in her rear.
“Come here my boy…”
The little leopard cub did as he was told, trudging over to his mother with practised obedience, who cooed with sympathy as her son sported a freshly shining black eye. He looked up (through his good one), and saw the lioness cub Nala, and pent-up anger and frustration flowed unabated through him.
“Please Mama,” he groaned. “She should be mine to command - look at her… she’s a stupid girl—oof!”
He gasped when, quick as a flash, Nala growled and leapt and pinned him on his back. Meo tried to kick and squirm to free himself, but he was no match for the lioness’s greater strength.
“Get off me!” he rasped. “Or I’ll… I’ll…”
“Or you’ll what, hmm?” Nala hissed, slapping his head with her paw. “You've called me stupid for the last time, you horrible, stinky, weakling little squirt! Want me to give you another black eye to prove just how strong us girls are? Huh? Speak up, you scummy slime-slurper!”
She glanced over to Keezi, who glanced up from her hunk of meat to nod approvingly.

In that moment, already exhausted by his day and unable to struggle on, his bravado deserted, and he realised that he was at the mercy of a stronger, bigger lioness. He cowered away from her mischievous glower, and the last flicker of meagre resistance faded out.
“You see now Nala,” Keezi chuckled. “He still has a lot to learn… especially about us ladies! I’m sure you would like to teach him a lesson yourself…”
Nala flashed a naughty grin and disappeared down Meo’s body, grinding her claws along the skin until she was in between his hind-legs. The leopard cub whined and blushed as he felt the princess’s critical eyes on his most private of areas.
“I’m bored, little slave - I want something to play with,” she said, her eyes fixed on a pair of little furry orbs. “These tiny things will do for starters. I’ve heard that they are quite delicate!”
“No - p-please… leave them alone!”
The lioness shot a twisted smile to the terrified leopard.
“So… am I dumb?”
“N-No…” the boy whimpered.
“And are girls dumb..?”
“Nooo!”
Nala frowned sceptically.
“And you’re a wimpy weakling, and dumber than any girl, right?”
Meo sobbed, unable to answer her.
“Too late!” she grinned, turning her attention back to his tiny orbs. “A loser like you shouldn’t even have these thingies… boys like Simba are the ones who deserve them.”
She smacked his helpless little balls with her great paw.
“Aiiieee!” yelped the cub, a burning surge of agony rushing through his testes and across his pelvis, up to his abdomen. Nala enjoyed the reaction, an immediate full-body response to a simple, singular swish of her paw. So again she struck the stinging ball-sack.
“How does that feel, little jerk?” she grinned. “Don't your danglies like being spanked? Aww, it hurts right?”
Another howl came as the victim’s body convulsed at the pain coursing through it.
“No more! Please!”
Smack!
“Aiiieee!”
Meo writhed and wriggled, anything to escape the strikes, but his movements were curbed by immovable boundaries of hurt. There was no respite, no fight, nothing but a faint hope for mercy. Tears rolled down his muzzle as the merciless thwack of paw rained down on him.
“Oh yeah…” Nala smirked. “The perfect way to get a boy to behave..!”
She inspected the leopard cub’s swollen orbs and smiled, happy with the work of her skilled but not-so-subtle paw, before reaching out and prodding one.
“Oww… it h-hurts!”
“It’s squidgy!” the lioness grinned, poking the other swollen ball - to another pained cry - just for comparison. She tugged at the sack, pulling and squeezing and twisting each orb, and humming happily to herself as she explored. Meo squealed as the physical limits of his most delicate parts were tested - one gonad pulled as far from his body as it could go, the other squeezed and then batted around - purely so Nala could enjoy watching the swollen sphere swing and dangle. The lioness then took a ball into her maw. The warmth and wetness momentarily soothed Meo’s tender testis. But then, to Meo’s horror, she began to bite down - squeezing her jaws slowly, her sharp teeth jabbing the fragile testicular tissue.
“Aghh, no! Please stop… it hurts… so… m-much!” the cub cried, hurt filling his body and instinctive fear filling his heart - the very real fear of his helpless gonad being only a stroke away from being severed. He sobbed uncontrollably, and Nala let the orb pop out of her maw.
“That was actually quite tasty!” she grinned. “Now I kinda want to taste something else!”
Her eyes fell on the measly little cream sheath that sat between the cub’s poor swollen balls.
“D-Don’t hurt me any more!” Meo begged, still wriggling his sore little body. “Girls aren’t stupid! You aren’t stupid!”
A chuckle escaped the lioness.
“That’s all very nice of you to say,” she smirked. “But… you’re still a worthless little jerk. And I’m not done playing!”
Nala squeezed the sheath in her paw and yanked it down, so that the leopard boy yowled and a sheepish little pink cocklet was lain bare against its will.
“What do we have here?” chuckled the lioness. “The most pathetic baby pinkie in the world, and it’s all mine!”
Without further ado, she licked her lips and engulfed the cub-member toothily in her maw, all the while glaring impishly at her captive. Meo froze in fear again.
“No! Don’t bite it! Please!” the leopard boy squealed as tears welled in his eyes again.
Nala didn’t listen - her jaws came together and she nibbled at first up and own the little shaft, marking the resistant flesh with casts of her teeth, delighted by how soft, yet hard, it was - the most wonderful alien contrast along her tongue and taste-buds, the squeeze between her bite, and the smooth sliding along the the roof of her mouth. 
“Nnng…p-please…”
Nala settled and began to purr as she squeezed and chewed and scraped at the delicate organ and its ever-swelling soft tissue. Inflamed like this, the meat was so pleasantly warm to gnaw, so pleasant in taste, so alive and throbbing and intriguing in her muzzle. Meo saw her enjoyment and worried that every second that his cocklet was held hostage, the higher the chance that she would take the telling bite to slice it off. Fuelled by this fear, he fought with his last remnants of strength to escape, but the agony and fear that surged through his mind and body made him too weak to match the strong lioness upon him.
Mercifully though, Nala’s jaw was starting to ache, so she reluctantly let her chew-toy go, licking her lips loudly afterwards. Meo gasped as the cold air rushed against his battered, chewed-up, sore little cock, which timidly tried to find safety in-sheath again, but was failed by its engorged state.
“Mmm, that tasted good too! I almost wanna go back for more…”
“No! P-Please!”
Nala sat back on her haunches as a new idea rushed through her head.
“Lady Keezi?” she said, looking over to the leopard-mother. “He kind of upset me earlier, calling me a stupid girl and all... could I... maybe… give him a spanking?”
Another smile broke across Keezi’s face.
“Why yes my dear, I think you should!”
The adult stood and easily picked up her son - ignoring his head’s rapid shake of disagreement - flipped him onto his front and lifted his rump into the air.
“I suggest you do it as hard as you can, young lady. Teach my boy his lesson.”
The lioness cub nodded eagerly as the leopardess stepped back again to observe. 
With a grin Nala yanked up Meo’s tail to expose his quivering hole. The sight proved very distracting, and she was caught up in an earnest examination of the leopard cub’s most private place. Her nostrils twitched, and she leaned in close to his smeared tail-hole and inhaled deeply
“So much lovely, sticky boy-milk and girl-juices… mmm… I can smell Uncle Scar’s cum in your pussy, little sissy girl!”
Meo yelped, remembering the big, lanky lion’s rough treatment.
“Ooo!” she gawped as a gob of semen suddenly dripped down over his opening. It was enough to draw her curious digit to the abused pucker. She plunged in through the tight ring of muscle, prompting a yelp from the leopard boy. She could only gasp in awe at the way he squeezed around her paw-toe as he squirmed.
“Unngh!”
“Cool!”
Still curious, her claw popped out and started to rub against the boy’s delicate insides, scratching at the fragile walls of his narrow passage.
“Ahhh! Nooo!” he squealed, his body spasming at the pain and his legs buckling.
“Wow, it's so tight and hot... So nice to grind my claw against!”
The squealing leopard cub thrashed around still wilder to try and remove the offending object from his tail-hole.
“Hey! Stay still you little baby!”
Nala’s claw tugged along the flesh as she clumsily withdrew her digit. Meo was left whining and twitching at the hurt left inside his rear, which was still raised in a wonderfully tempting position for punishment.
“You've been so naughty,” humphed the lioness cub. “And everyone knows that naughty little babies deserve to be spanked...”
She raised her paw and brought it down on the little rump with a smack.
“Aiiee!” 
“…And spanked...”
“Ahh-oww!”
“…And spanked..!
“Aiiee!”
Keezi still watched with interest, enjoying the show, certain that with the sound of each strike, and with each yelp of pain that those strikes wrested from her helpless son, he was learning the respect that would eventually change him for the better. She saw that Nala was unexpectedly strong - her young feminine muscles foreshadowed the sheer lithe power of her future form. She also saw that Meo’s posterior was glowing red already.
“That’s it Nala, good and hard - it's Meo’s lesson to learn his place with the females of the pride, and with everyone else too. But especially his miscreant behaviour to us girls. Let each strike teach him who the superior sex is - superior to him, anyway…”
Nala, for her part, greatly enjoyed exerting her dominance over the hapless boy. Her every blow sent fresh fiery agony coursing through him, and his wailing had broken into pitiful squeaks as his energies had drained away. The boy was too maligned to even feel the slightest relief when Nala’s paw grew tired with spanking, and could do nothing but flop to the ground when she shoved him onto his back again. He squeaked as the strong lioness cub pinned his chest for the second time, looking straight into his watery eyes.
“Now I’m gonna get some use out of you, little runt,” she smirked, moving forward to align her dampening mound with the trapped leopard’s face. Leaning forward, she lowered her hips until her young cunny hovered so close to Meo that he could feel the heat coming from it. He opened his mouth to beg one last time, but it was stuffed with cub-pussy as the lioness sat herself on him.
“Mmm, now lick it slave-boy!”
With little other choice, the leopard cub set his tongue to task, plunging into the glistening pink folds of his captor. Nala hummed and ground herself further into the boy’s face, gasping as her movements forced the tongue deeper and deeper. Meo was smothered, and gasping for air, but continued to lap at her velvet flesh as commanded.
“Nnnh… my…my… coochie!” the lioness moaned, closing her eyes, shivering and sighing with every stroke upon her insides.
Meo could feel the moisture within his busy muzzle rising, along with Nala’s first sudden spells of movement - a growing quiver in her flesh tickled his whiskers. Now as he licked he swallowed instinctively, the amount of sweet fluid grew, but was manageable for now.
“That’s it little Meo,” smiled Keezi, overseeing her son’s performance from behind her big juicy steak... slowly enjoying every bite of her sweet meat, while her son is destined for pussy juice. “Drink it all up now. Every drop my baby - for you won’t be getting any of this wonderful zebra..”
“Y-Yeah, you coochie-slurping wussy! It’s feeding time..!”
Every passing second saw Nala succumbing further to the constant stimulation of the slave-cub’s obedient pussy-sucking tongue. She plunged into a world of desperate tension, her breathing quickened, and the spasms of movement struck her more and more frequently. In these moments strong new streams of her cubby fluids gagged the helpless leopard boy below her.
Still Meo caressed her most sensitive flesh, sending painful pleasure throughout her body. She was losing control of her limbs, and her hips desperately ground her blazing pussy against his face, taking away his precious air with her fervency. His resultant fear and struggling only forced his tongue deeper into undiscovered spots, and the lioness cub went wild for it. She moaned lewdly and convulsed and leaked, and her juices overflowed and oozed from the sides of the leopard boy’s stuffed maw.
“I’m… g-gonna… gonna cum!” Nala squeaked as waves of pleasure crashed against her and she was racked with violent spasms. Meo heard her anguished cries, and felt her writhing more forcefully on his face. Her rippled insides gripped down on his tongue, and then released, and then gripped again. A torrent of sweet fluid now gushed down his throat, and he tried to swallow as best he could - but it was overwhelming and he gagged and spluttered on the flood. 
“Th-That’s it… gag on it… s-stupid coochie-face…”
After a hellish time without air, Nala’s orgasm began to die away, her flow of juices slowed, and Meo could finally draw in breath as she fell off him and shivered, smiling, on the floor.
“You know what the princess requires now, don’t you Meo?” Keezi said to her son firmly. The leopard boy gulped and watched with big tearful eyes at the trembling Nala, as she rolled on to her back and lifted her hind-legs high to flash her pretty pink pucker at him.
“Go on, Meo.”
Reluctantly, the slave-cub took his place at the lioness’s crotch, noting the strong scent-source of her sweet nectar, and watching as a few errant drops dribbled down onto her exposed hole.
“Suckle on my tail-hole, slave!” she moaned, almost in desperation.
Meo grimaced and stretched out his tired tongue and stroked over the lioness’s sphincter, before pressing his lips to the delicate flesh.
“Nnnh,” Nala gasped with a shudder. “Kiss it now.. Kiss it! Show me how worthless you are! Unnh.. Yeah…”
Her paw wandered down to play with her drenched pussy as Meo lapped and smooched at her pucker. The boy worked hard in spite of his disgust, crying silent tears as he serviced the princess’s back-end.
“Hnnn… that’s the p-place for a little loser like you - under my butt!”
“That’s right,” Keezi added. “From now on - it is you that must keep the princess nice and tidy back there.”
Nala sighed and fell flat, throwing her head back. She could almost see stars as she stared up at the cave ceiling. The double titillation of her tail-hole and vagina was throwing her body into fierce spasm again. Upon each sudden twitch, Meo’s tongue was invited deeper into her, and she would squeeze tightly around it.
“Nnf! Deeper... Get it r-right in there, stinky-tongue... this is the taste of victory for girls - of your superiors, just like your mom said… Unf...”
Her voice grew desperate as her paw rubbed wildly against her pussy and the servantile tongue worked around her tender inner walls.
“Nnnh! Now suck it, worm!” she squealed with her last ounce of strength. “Harder!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]Meo smooched her wildly twitching anus, his silky lips suckling on her hole as it had done on many male-teats that day. The lioness’s body soon convulsed and her legs flailed, overcome by the rush of power and the stimulation that his obedient suction provided. Meo kept his lips dutifully welded to her little winking pucker, whimpering into her rectum at the taste and discomfort.
“Nnnnh!”
Nala locked up and squirted more sweet nectar all over the slurping slave-cub. With each spasm she yelped and coated Meo all the more, until the juices ran down his back and puddled on the cave floor. Tortuously pleasureful moments later, the throes of Nala’s second orgasm faded and her exhausted body was returned to her. She closed her eyes and drifted to sleep to the music of the sobbing, dripping leopard slut still sucking wetly at her tail-hole. 
When Meo heard her gentle snores he carefully pulled away from his task, sighing with relief - until his mother spoke up:
“No no - keep going son,” she said. “The princess never told you to stop, now did she?”
Meo whimpered miserably, bruised and sore and wearied, but returned to the slick pucker of the slumbering lioness.
“That’s my boy,” Keezi cooed, watching her cub sucking the girl’s twitching anus with his wearied lips. “And when she wakes up in an hour or two… there’s quite a mess for you to clean up here. No lovely meat, but you will still be very well-fed tonight..!”
He whined into the princessly hole, closing his eyes tightly.
“Shh now…” whispered the leopardess, smiling. “I love you little Meo.”

