The Job
"Show me your dick."

The young hybrid's ears twitched; he could scarcely believe what he just heard. A demand stated so matter-of-factly, he surely misheard it. He shuffled his feet looking around unsure of what to do. His eyes fell on the name plate of the man behind the desk. 'Kevin Leigh, Placement Officer'.
"Umm, Mr. Leigh… I'm here for the IT Job. I… er… got a call from your office; you found a job for me."

He managed to mutter, before he realised he had not even had the opportunity to introduce himself yet.

"My name is Casey–"

The middle aged raccoon did not even let Casey finish his sentence."

"I am well aware of who you are and why you are here. Now, show me your dick."

So he ears had not deceived him. What was going on here? He pondered for a moment, trying to remember if the agency had actually mentioned an 'IT Job' on the phone or if he had just assumed so. Still, even if it was a job as a porn star or prostitute… why of all things would a placement officer at a job agency ask to see his dick? Maybe this new placement officer was just a corrupt pervert who demanded 'favours', before he would help find his clients jobs…
"Look, I.. er… I'll just consider this an unfortunate misunderstanding and leave now. I think neither of us wants to deal with a sexual harassment court case."

With that the young hybrid turned around and walked towards the job, just before he reached it, he heard a mechanical noise. The door had been locked. Leaving was no longer an option. He sighed to himself and reached into his pocket to produce a mobile phone.

"I wouldn't do that, if I was you, Mr. Zael. You should be unzipping your pants right now."

The raccoon grinned licking his lips, before reaching for his computer monitor and turning it around, so Casey could look at it. The hybrid froze and put the phone back into his pocket, before forming his paws into his fist. Then with some hesitation, he started to unzip his pants.

"Where did you get that…?! I thought I..."

Leigh moved the monitor back into its regular position, before getting up. He moved around the desk and leaned against it, looking at Casey's crotch. The hybrid had pulled his pants to his ankles and was about to do the same with his underwear.

"We have all sorts of dirt on you. In fact, we pretty much own you now. We can get you locked up, as well as ruin your reputation any time we please. So, I suggest, that you will swiftly acquiesce to every demand from now on. Moreover, don't get any ideas. You cannot negotiate with me; they have even more dirt on me. Though, I do enjoy my job."
The hybrid proceeded to expose his genitals to Leigh, looking at a random spot on the floor in embarrassment as he did so. He could hear Leigh picking up something from the desk. As the raccoon's paw approached, he instinctively wanted to pull back, however he instead grit his teeth. Leigh went on to generously grope Casey's genitals, before settling on the sheath pulling it back and starting to masturbate him, forcing some moans out of him.
"You son of a… why are you doing this? Or rather… why do 'they' want you to abuse me?"

He did not get an answer, though he realised what Leigh had taken from the desk. Despite Casey's disapproval, his dick had become fully hard and the knot swollen; the other man used measuring tape to determine its length and other properties.
"The shaft is seventeen centimeter with another three for the knot totalling at a total length of twenty-one centimeter. Not bad boy. Remove all your clothes and put them in the bin near the window, while I input the data into the computer."

Casey glared at Leigh, partially for forcing him to get hard and not getting anything else out of it and partially for using him like this. Why was this happening? He length bobbed as he stepped out of his pants and underwear and walking over to the bin to depositing it. He continued to place the rest of his clothes in the bin, blushing very deeply at being completely exposed and all the lewd glanced he'd been getting while he did so. Then the bin sealed itself shut.

"Are you happy now? How am I supposed to get back out, when you're done raping me or whatever your plans are? Look… I'll suck your dick… I'll lift my tail… I'll fuck you; if that's your thingy… just… promise me you let me go unharmed once you're done?"
The Raccoon licked his lips, looking all over Casey's nude body and the still semi-hard dick.

"Keep that dick hard boy. As for your offer… well, I'd certainly take you up on it, if it was up to me. Unfortunately, I don't have permission to fuck with you… or even just making you suck my dick. They'd know."

Leigh gestured to a ceiling mounted surveillance camera hidden behind a blackened half-sphere.  It was likely not the only one. There was no telling how many people saw him naked right now. Even worse, he had no choice but to do as told. He began masturbating and tried to keep his dick hard. When he focused back on the raccoon, he had a camera in his paws, aimed at his crotch. This made his intent clear.
Once he was fully hard again, he removed his paws, surrendering himself to the process of his most private parts being documented, and resuming masturbation when necessary. The humiliation did not stop with his genitals. His ass was photographed as well. It was not easy to remain hard, but finally after about ten minutes, ending with several full body nudes, the little photography session ended.

If they did not have enough on him before, they certainly did now. If it was just his reputation and privacy, he may have gone to the police. Unfortunately, his dignity was the least of his concerns. Leigh was right about one thing, he has done things that would land him in prison for quite some time. The surveillance footage he had been shown earlier was only the tip of the iceberg. But in addition, it was the key evidence the authorities would need to unravel his little net of lies.
"Alright, have a seat. I just have a few questions left, before we're done here. And no, before you ask, you can't go home. You were never lying about having a job for you. Your personal items have already been picked up and delivered to your new working place. All your clothes have been given to charity, as well as furniture you won't need anymore. All bills have been paid and contracts dissolved. Even if I let you go, you have no place to go.
Since we already have delivered the paper work, you won't receive unemployment benefits anymore either. You still have your bank account, you know as well as I do, there's nothing on it. One more thing, today was the last day you ever wear clothes. You now work for my boss, my 'real' boss. For all intents and purposes you're his personal property now."
Casey did not want to believe what he was just told. Was he just made… a slave? Looking down on his semi-hard dick and considering the humiliating pictures what were just taken of him… a sex slave at that. He was naked and completely powerless. The reality of his situation was starting to sink in. This wasn't just a pervert who wanted to fuck him in exchange for a job, as he had hoped was the case, despite evidence to the contrary. Some tears ran down his cheeks.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Zael… Casey. I'm in a similar situation you are. My boss is not unreasonable; you will be well taken care of. Three meals a day, the best medical care, the best entertainment… it can be a very liberating experience, indeed. Now let's continue with the questions. Answer them all honestly. Your dick tells me you're a canine… what kind of hybrid are you?"
Casey needed a moment to regain his countenance. If he was basically a slave now, it could end real bad, if he displeased his new owner. As much as he disliked it, he had no choice but to submit to whatever Leigh wanted. If he was reporting to his Master… well the report should be positive. Maybe his Master will be nice? Lifting tail for benefits… it might not be all that bad.
"My father is a jackal and my mum is a wolf."

"Well you certainly are quite handsome. Lovely black dick and that white and black fur… I especially like the marks in your face. Real cute."

"Umm… thanks?"

"Next. Are you gay?"

The jackal/wolf blushed very deeply again at the question, even though it was quite redundant. He had no dignity left anyway and seeing how easily he got hard when he was touched by the raccoon earlier, the answer was kind of obvious. Then again bisexuality was a possibility too.

"Yes…"

"Good, I had a feeling. Would have been really unfortunate if you were straight after all, ya know. The boss likes males only. There will be no females or genderqueer people anywhere, where you're going. You will be required to observe males having sex with each other. And the boss has a penchant to be naked all the time too. Among other things... It helps if you like it."
"Considering I don't have a choice either way… I guess, you're right."

"Moving on… Remember no lies or withholding an answer. Are you incestuous or zoophile?"

Casey bit his lip. Those questions were getting rather personal. He looks back down at his crotch feeling somewhat guilty. His dick had withdrawn into its sheath although stirring at the memories flashes he had.

"Before my brother had his accident… I… sucked him off a few times. As for being zoophile… I've masturbated to videos.. but I never touched… er…"

"I am not judging you. Just answer honestly. Are you into cubs?"
"What..?!"

"Underaged males, do you like them?"

"I… yes… I haven't done anything… I haven't even watched any vids, even if they're easy to get. But… the truth is I have fantasised on the occasion."

"At what age did you start masturbating?"

"Six… my brother caught me. It's how we ended up… well…"

"First cock up your ass or in your mouth?"

"I would have done anything with my brother… if he hadn't… Well my brother's was the first in my mouth, I got sucked off by a school mate when I was 13 for the first time… cock up the ass… umm… 17… a prostitute… we fucked each other."

After he finished typing on the computer, the raccoon opened the desk drawer and produced a collar and some bondage gear. The collar's tag read 'Personal Property of Rain".

"Rain?"

"Our boss, your Master."

That said Leigh put the collar on Casey, who readily submitted, knowing there was no point on fighting. The rest of the gear was used on his tail, tying it to the collar and thus making sure his tailhole was completely exposed.

"This is humiliating."

"Stop your whining."
Someone knocked on the door in a certain pattern. Leigh gave Casey a final grope to his genitals and stroked over his sensitive tailhole. Moreover he was unable to resist a lick on the hybrid's face.

"I wish I could rape you right here and now. But as you heard, you're leaving. Good bye."

Before Casey had a chance to respond, Leigh had gone back to his desk and pressed a hidden switch. The door opened. Several men dressed in black with shades entered the room. The hybrid tried to cover himself up, but was slapped across the face. His paws were secured behind his back and secured with a pair of cuffs. A leash was attached to his collar by which he was pulled out of the room.

He didn't dare to speak up, as he was led naked through a public building. Fortunately, the men positioned themselves strategically, so no one could see him. Still it was made clear, that they had no issues parading him around naked. To everyone else it must have looked like the authorities had made an arrest. Since Casey remained quiet, they wouldn't know any different. After a few minutes they reached the street and a dark van.
A hood was placed on his head, before he was shoved inside. The ride was very uncomfortable tied up with his knees resting on the cold rubber floor of the van. Only one of the men had entered the van alongside him. His ears told him that someone else was in the van, likely gagged, in addition to being gagged. As they drove, the van made too many turns for him to know where they were anymore. Since the van moved for about twenty minutes, his best guess was that they had reached the outskirts of the city - probably an estate.

The hood remained, as he was roughly led by the leash into a house. Finally, he seemed to have reached his destination, as he was thrown onto a matrass. A second thud was heard moments later. Then the men left. Still he wouldn't dare speak. After a few minutes he heard something. Clawed paws on parquet.  Just as the word 'dog' had formed in his mind, he felt a wet nose sniffing, and then a tongue was licking his tailhole.

The dog was moving around a lot, he was probably excited and very curious. After a moment, the dog left him and could hear muffled gasps. If someone else was there, the dog was probably licking him now.

"H-hello, is anyone there?"

As if in response, he heard a bark, the dog came back to him licking over hid hooded face. A moment later he heard clapping and the dog was scolded and told to sit down. He apparently followed the order.

"So these are my new toys. Okay then, let's start with my new personal assistant."

The hybrid gulped, as he started to hear suspicious noises. Was the new guy… masturbating? His nose confirmed it: the smell of an aroused male. Before he could find the courage to speak up again, he was pinned down by the unknown assailant. A sharp cry escaped the hybrids muzzle, as a penis was inserted into his tailhole. The dog's saliva didn't provide nearly enough lubrication, making it a very painful penetration.

He should probably be grateful that he was no longer a version or it could have been much more painful. With the shaft all the way inserted he could tell that it was canine, as the knot was starting swell just outside the painfully stretched hole. Screaming and crying did not help, he was being raped mercilessly. The canine dick slid in and out for what seemed like minutes. Much to Casey's surprise the brutal thrusts suddenly stopped,

Instead of moans, he suddenly heard a sigh of relieve, quickly followed by hot liquid filling his insides. He was being pissed into. As if the humiliations he had experienced until now were not enough. The hood was pulled from his head, while his eyes were getting adjusted a muzzle lowered to his ear whispering.
"Now you are officially mine."

The stream stopped and the cock was pulled out. While he was busy being grateful the pain was gone he suddenly heard a muffled scream. As he looked into the direction of the noise, he saw a rather beautiful husky pinning down a young red panda cub, perhaps four or five years old. Looking closer, he saw the husky's blue dick halfway buried into the desperately struggling cub. Obviously, it was the poor thing's first dick.

Regardless of what he thought about the situation, there was no way to stop the rape. He was at the mercy of the husky as well, who had just violated and claimed him only seconds ago. Looking around, he noticed the dog, a border collie, sitting close to the cub, licking its face. Perhaps the collie felt sorry for the poor thing too. The rest of the room was rather sterile; nothing was in it, except for the matrasses.
Curiously, there was a rather large mirror on one wall. Then it dawned on him, this room was eerily similar to one of those police interrogation rooms. Which meant that was a one way mirror. Any number of people could be watching this. A camera could be on the other side filming this. The smell of piss reached his nostrils. Evidently, the husky had just pissed into the cub as well, taking ownership of him too.

The husky pulled out. Eyeballing the naked husky and his dick, he couldn't help but get aroused. The husky immediately picked up on it.

"Like what you see?"

Before he managed to answer, the husky had moved back over, grabbed his head and shoved the still piss dripping shaft into the hybrid's muzzle. Casey was forced to drink the rest of the piss, before the husky mercilessly shoved his dick down the throat, fucking it for a moment moments under gagging protest. Despite Casey not liking any of it, his dick got hard regardless. The husky seemed pleased, let go of his head, letting his dick slip out, as he matter-of-factly reached for Casey's genitals and casually masturbated him for a bit.

"There's a good boy. As you may have guessed, the name is Rain. I am your master. I own you. Your dick, your holes, your balls… you will worship and obey me. Let me just say, there's a reason there was an opening for this job. Serve me faithfully, and you'll never share his fate."

Casey hastily nodded his head, as he coughed from the brutal skull fuck, simply glad he's allowed to breathe again. Rain was well on his way of having Casey completely terrified.

"Yes, Master. Your wish is my command. My body is yours to use and abuse, however you see fit."

Letting go of Casey's dick and grabbed onto his muzzle, forcing him to look deep into the husky's eyes. They were filled with confidence and lust. The hybrids ears folded back submissively, as he instinctively acknowledged Rain as the alpha male.

"Well said, boy. As a reward for submitting and showing me proper respect… I will give you a choice. You can either rape the cub in front of me or fuck my good friend Rick here. Rick, tail up!"
The dog barked in response, got up and over, turning around and lifting his tail. If Casey did not know any better, he could swear the dog was swaying his ass seductively.  He could not think of what to say to the proposition, although his dick, still in the husky's paw, was betraying him and leaking pre. Deep down, he knew, he'd love to do either. Still he could not make a choice, as he looked won.

"Master decides. My dick is your property; you decide where it goes…"

"And that is the correct answer. Get your ass over there and rape the cub missionary."

This was wrong, but he had no choice anymore. He might as well get the most out of it. Rained removed his cuffs. Under his Master's watchful eyes he made his way over to the panda. With some hesitation he turned him over, looking into the tear soaked face, he forced the cub's legs. He had to masturbate himself to full hardness again and it cost him a lot of effort. Still after a few moments, the cub let out another muffled scream, while Casey let out a moan.
Despite being fucked by the husky, the cub was so fucking tight and wet inside. The Casey found it increasingly difficult to resist his primal urges. He gave into them and proceeded to mercilessly rape the cub. His sizable black dick, slipped in an out of the trashing cub rather quickly. His thoughts started to race, he could not think clearly anymore. He was raping a cub – and enjoyed it so much. After this, there was no going back, ever.

Rain smirked to himself, as he took advantage of Casey's state of mind. The hybrid didn't even hear the command or notice Rain had been masturbating Rick to prepare him. Suddenly he screamed out himself, as rick shoved his feral cock all the way into his ass. Unable to prevent it, his own swollen knot was forced into the cub. With all the hot piss in the cub, and with some of it leaking from the rape, he was unable to tell if the cub was bleeding from the sudden stretch.
"Don't forget poor Rick. You may have made the cub your bitch, but you're Rick's bitch. And Rick is still my bitch."

With all the pleasure Casey received from having knotted a cub and the sensation of the dog rutting away at his own hole, it took some time before he realised this had already turned into a foursome rape. Rain was fucking Rick. The collie seemed so used to being fucked, he barely made any noises beside what the hybrid assumed were the usual mating sounds. After a while, Casey was knotted by the dog, which caused Casey to dump his seed into the cub.

After a while the dog came as well, Rain still fucked Rick for a while, before he came into the dog too. With his mind started to clear again, the hybrid tried to wrap his mind around the whole situation. A dog had knotted him; he had knotted a young cub. He still could not believe it. In addition, he was a slave now. In all likelihood his new Master would force him to have sex with anything, as long as it was male. No matter the age or species.
Without him realising it, Rain had made his way in front of Casey, and force him to clean his cock.

"Pull your knot out and show me your cock."

It was only now, that he realised, Rain must have roughly pulled his knot from Rick too, if he had knotted him. Just then, he let out a muffled scream with Rain's cock in his muzzle, as Rick mercilessly ripped his knot out of the hybrids poor ass, piss and dog cum gushing out. His sore hole was gaping and hurting. After a moment he obeyed the order and brutally ripped his own knot out of the cub, followed by a similar mess.

The cub had fallen unconscious. After cleaning his master's cock, he leaned back and showed him his twitching piss and cum dripping cock - the knot still swollen.

"There's a good cub fucker, with a beautiful black cock."

"Thank you, Master."

In a twisted way, he was grateful to his master. Fucking cubs, sex with feral dogs… fantasies coming true. He wasn't getting lots of sex before either.

"Now that you know your place…"

Rain turned around, lifted his tail and forced Casey to lick his tailhole.

"Let's talk about your job. You're my personal assistant. Aside from being my personal fuck-toy, you will have all the responsibilities of a regular personal assistant. Basically, you'll worship my body, suck my dick and lick my hole, when I'm in the mood among other things. If I need to piss, it goes in your ass or mouth. You will schedule my meetings… secretary things. You'll entertain my guests, which entails sucking their dicks, having sex with Rick or a cub on the table… things like that. Whatever they want, you'll do it - unless, I say otherwise."

"Yes, Master."
There was a knock on the door, Rain invited the person in. Casey couldn't quite tell who it was; Rain demanded the tailhole worshipping to continue, regardless.
"Ah it's you good. Take the cub to the infirmary and have him checked for injuries. As long as the doc clears it, anyone's free to fuck the cub. Just remind the guys that I want the cub in my bed tonight. If the cub's in no shape to be raped then without killing him…"
"…I understand, sir. The cub will be waiting in your bed, cleaned and ready to be raped."
As the servant picked up the cub, Casey managed to get a glance on a naked arctic fox. Well he did wear some clothes, which barely qualified as clothing. Merely some parts of his shoulders were covered. Perhaps some type of uniform? He also wore a collar and the same type of tail bondage Casey had. Without another word, the fox quickly left with the little panda in his arms.

"As for you, bitch. We're going to have a bath. You too, Rick."

Rick barked, as he stopped licking himself and got up. Rain grabbed the leash and led Casey out of the room.

