
Tony Tony Chopper was starting to lose all sense of time. Logically, the reindeer knew that it couldn’t have been more than two days since he had been taken hostage.  However, he had been cut off from all sense of light from the moment he had woken up.  The place he was kept was dark, small, and gave very little room to wiggle.  It didn’t help that he was in his human form, and the seastone collar bound to his neck kept him too weak to transform.  If he could just get smaller, he might have been able to move and search better.  But right now due to his size, he might as well have been stuck into a locker. Because of this, and his predicament, Chopper was only positive of three things.

One; He was separated from his friends.  He recalled the storming of the ship, and the brawl that ensued after.  He had fought his best alongside his shipmates, but his last memory was something sharp stabbing him in the neck and him falling to his knees right before darkness took over his thoughts.  When he awoke, he was here.  That was hours if not days ago.


Two; He was on a ship.  He knew this because he was positive that he was trapped below deck.  Occasionally he heard a murmuring of voices and the creaking of boots just above him.  Nothing was clear enough to make out.  He could tell also by the swaying of the boat against the ocean beneath him. He was used to the feel of water sloshing everything, including himself, around.


Third and finally; Chopper was bound.  Ropes trapped his ankles and wrists together.  His hands were behind his back and were so tight and meticulously wound that he had given up trying to wriggle free hours ago.  Whoever had tied him up had not wanted him freed by any means.  The collar around his neck made him weak, tired, and exhausted, but he still had enough strength in him to wiggle.  His body was sweaty and stiff.  


Chopper had stopped calling out for help some time ago.  It didn’t take him long to figure out that he was in the hands of people who were most certainly not his friends.  The initial panic upon waking up in a strange, dark place and losing all sense of time had made him panic.  That panic turned to fear, denial, anger, and finally acceptance.  He accepted that he was here, because it meant his friends must surely be on their way to rescue him.  He lay still, and tried to conserve his strength to help fight for the moment the time came.

Somewhere between a minute and an eternity of darkness later; Chopper heard boots hitting wood directly above him.  They were so close that if the wood weren’t here they would be stepping on his face.  They paused.  Chopper held his breath and waited.

The hatch to his prison swung open.  Hot, burning, and blinding lights poured onto Chopper’s dark inhabiting body in an instant.  He writhed and cried out.  Chopper squeezed his eyes shut and tried to bury his face back into the dark as though he were a vampire about to burst into flames.  He tried four times to open his eyes, the first three resulting in tears streaming down his eyes from pure blinding pain and the forth finally staying as his eyes began to adjust.  He stared up and saw an ocean of blue without a cloud in the sky.

Then, Chopper saw a lion.


“Ah!” Chopper cried.


This ‘lion’ was not like ordinary lions. In fact, he looked more like a man than anything.  His face was fairly animalistic with a hint of human features. The most striking thing about him was the mane of hair surrounding his head.  He had a large and muscle bound bare chest slightly larger than Chopper’s own.  The strangest thing was what he was wearing, mostly because it was so revealing.  A harness of sorts was the only thing covering his chest.  It wrapped around his pecs and seemed to show them off by pushing them out.  His nipples were both pierced with shimmering metal sticking out of them.  For pants, or lack there of, he wore nothing but a black leather looking speedo which showed off the size of his manhood.  Chopper felt his face grow hot when he stared at just how… large it was.  He seemed to be half erect.  The tops of his fluffy pubic hair which resembled the consistency of his mane were sticking out the top.


The lion licked his weird hybrid of muzzle-lips.  Chopper realized this must be a human who had eaten a devil fruit.  They met eyes for what felt like hours but must have only been seconds.  The lion reached down and grabbed Chopper by the arm.  Chopper gasped and cried out as he was forced up with impressive strength and thrown onto the hardwood flooring of the ship deck.  He gasped his first breath of fresh air in days and lay panting in the heat of the sun.  He tried to move, to squirm, to free himself, but the lion placed a single booted foot onto his back and pressed him down.

“Master wishes to see you,” The lion said.


Chopper tried to speak, but before he could get so much of a word out he was grabbed again.  He expected to be hoisted to his feet, but instead he was lifted and thrown over the lion-man’s shoulder like he was just as light as his smaller transformation was.

“H-Hey!” Chopper cried out.  His voice was hoarse from both his previous yelling for help as well as his dry throat.  “Where are we going! My friends are gonna find you and…”


“Quiet,” The lion growled in a deep sort of tone.  He sounded angry.  “Master likes his new ones quiet.”


Master?  Why did he keep calling this guy Master?  Was it the captain?  Chopper began to grow fearful again.  He looked up as best he could to the mast and saw no pirate flag.  Perhaps these weren’t pirates after all, but bounty hunters.  Strangely enough the thought hadn’t crossed his mind, but it did make sense.  His crew’s worth in total was worth more money than somebody could spend in a lifetime.

Chopper fought more, but the sharp claws of the lion dug into his thigh and the reindeer simply cried out and decided it best to settle.  Already he was panting from exhaustion, and a tiny voice in his head ordered him to keep his strength.


Chopper caught a few more glimpses of beast-like men throughout the ship.  Not many, but enough for it to make Chopper feel uneasy.  He saw a tiger, an ape, and a wolf of some sort.  What was strange was not their attire, which mimicked the lion holding him currently, but the fact that they were all sitting.  None were working or moving around the ship, but sitting as though they were waiting.  None turned to Chopper when they passed.  A ship full of beast-like men.


The two of them entered a cabin.  The first thing Chopper heard when the door closed behind him was a muffled cry of pain that followed a loud, echoing slapping noise.  Chopper felt his body tense as he looked to the door in which it came from.  His heart pounded and he feared it might be one of his friends.  He couldn’t make out the noise.


The lion approached the door and pushed it open. He instantly dropped to one knee upon entering and set Chopper down.  He held him still, placing the reindeer on his belly and pushing down on his back with just a few clawed fingertips.  Chopper however was paralyzed by the sight that lay before him.


“AH!” A bear man screamed out in agony.  His bare, naked body was trapped in a frame of sort that resembled the shape of an X.  His back was facing Chopper, and through his fur Chopper could make out hints of bright pink blush as though he had been struck for a while.  Chopper saw the leather end of a riding crop slap down against the behind of the bear man as he cried out once more, his body convulsing slightly.


“Say it again!” The owner of the crop ordered.


“I’m sorry!” The bear man cried.  He was actually crying.


Another slap. Another cry of pain.  His rump looked abused just before the point where it might leave bruises.  Dozens upon dozens of light but violent slaps spackled around to create pain.


“I’m sorry, Master!” The bear called.  His light brown body was trembling.

Three more slaps littered the bear’s body.  One on his back, one on his butt, and one on the backs of his legs.  Each one made the bear cry out.

The man holding the crop turned.  Chopper was surprised to see it was a man, and not a beast like those he had seen.  He had a crazed almost hungry look in his eyes.  His skin was pale and body smaller than any of the creatures Chopper had seen, including himself.  His face showed a bit of age and a beard of grey was on his face.  He didn’t have a shirt, but instead wore only leather pants.  He was bald.  For a skinny guy he looked menacing in a way, but that could have been the bear crying just behind him.


“I see you brought our guest.”


“Yes, Master,” The lion said.


“Good boy,” The ‘Master’ said.  “Come here.”


To Chopper’s surprise, the lion didn’t stand.  Instead, he stayed on his knees and crawled over.  Chopper watched as the lion sat on hand and knee in front of the Master.  His head was petted lightly and he was scratched behind one of his ears.  The lion seemed to purr.


“Go pick one of the pets on deck,” The man said, leaning down and talking into the lion’s ear.  “Keep them for the night.  Tell them it was Masters orders.”


“Yes, Master,” The lion said.


The lion stood finally, but to Chopper’s shock him and the Master exchanged a brief but obvious kiss.  When he left, the door closed behind Chopper.  Chopper tried to sit up, but before he could move the Master was walking toward him.  He rolled Chopper over with a light kick and then settled his boot directly on Chopper’s chest.


“Well, well, well,” The man said.  He was smiling, but not a comforting kind. It was the sort that made Chopper feel frightened.  “I’ve been searching for you for a long time.  Mr. Tony Tony Chopper.”


“Who are you!” Chopper spat with much more courage than he felt.  He channeled Zoro and Luffy and everybody he knew who wouldn’t feel frightened in this situation and hope it showed through.  “What did you do with my friends?”


The sound of the bear crying had quieted, but the occasionally sniffle still came from his direction.  Chopper stole and glance and saw now from this angle that his throbbing, massive cock was poking out the other end.  He was hard.  Very hard, actually.  Did he… Did he actually enjoy that?


“Hey,” The Master said, getting down on a knee and grabbing Chopper by the chin.  “Look at me.”


Chopper looked.  They met eyes for quite a while, but eventually the man’s eyes began to wander.  Down his chest where his fingers soon followed.  To his pants and legs, and eventually settling on his feet. He stared at the tops of Chopper’s feet for quite some time, longer than he had anyplace else.  He crawled forward, touching them.  Chopper gasped and tightened his muscles.


“Who are you?” Chopper asked.


“The Master,” The master said. “You need not know my name, for you will never address me by it anyway.”


Chopper blinked.  This man was insane.  


“Up,” The master said.

Chopper stayed where he was.


Suddenly, a smack from the crop swung down and landed directly on Chopper’s chest.


“AH!” Chopper yelled.  The area where he was hit stung, and already he knew it would flush with irritation.


“That was a warning,” The Master said.  He laid the crop threateningly over Chopper’s crotch at his pants.  “The next one swings here.  I only used half my strength that time.”


Chopper knew it was in his best interest to follow directions. He with a bit of struggling managed to get up to his knees.  The Master grabbed him by the collar and hoisted him up the rest of the way.  He pulled out a knife which Chopper might have yelped at if he had reacted before it began to saw at his bound wrists and free him of rope. With little warning Chopper was led to an uncomfortable looking chair where he was half pushed half thrown into.  His body landed harshly and creaked the chair.  Instinctively his hands went to either side, but that seemed to be the wrong move as without warning metal latches swung shut and trapped him.


“H-Hey!” Chopper called out.


“Hush now,” The Master said.


The Master stepped on a button just next to the chair and the footrest threw itself out and forced Chopper’s feet on top of.  More latches came and locked him in place.  The Master touched the bottom of the footrest and pushed back.  Chopper gasped as he thought the chair was about to tip back, but instead stopped just as his feet were just below the Master’s jaw.  He was panting now, fear taking him over.


“What’re you doing?” Chopper yelled.


“Quiet!” The Master yelled.


A loud, painful slap connected with the soles of Chopper’s feet.  He cried out as his toes scrunched and feet wrinkled.  His wrists tugged at his new bindings and he felt them dig in.


“Say another word before I’m back and I’ll slap your feet until you’re like him,” The Master said, pointing his finger at the still softly crying bear.


Chopper kept his mouth shut.


The Master went over to the bear-man and freed him of his bindings.  He fell to the floor.  Chopper expected him to yell or fight or do SOMETHING, but instead he turned over and began to kiss the boots of the Master.


“T-Thank you, Master,” The bear whimpered out. “T-Thank you for punishing me. I-I deserved it.”


“Go,” The Master said.  “Before I change my mind on the strictness of your punishment. No clothing for the rest of the day.”

The bear followed ordered, getting to his feet and whimpering as though they too had been slapped like the rest of his body.  He was naked, and walked out covering his cock with his bear paws.  Once the door closed the Master turned back to Chopper.


“Where were we?” The Master asked.


He approached Chopper, but didn’t look at any part of his body anymore except the raised soles of his feet.  Chopper wiggled his toes when he came closer, but resisted the urge to whine when his pinky one was grabbed.


“Better than the pictures,” The Master murmured.  He paused, walking away and coming back with a ruler.  He put it up against Chopper’s feet and mumbled something Chopper couldn’t hear before bursting into a wide smile.

“Size sixteen,” The man said.  “Aren’t we large?”


For some reason, Chopper blushed.


The Master opened his tongue, and began to lick from Chopper’s heel all the way up to the tips of his toes.  The reaction was instantaneous, as Chopper gasped out and cried pitifully in protest.


“W-What are you doing!?” Chopper yelled.  “Knock it off!  T-That feels weird!”


The Master didn’t acknowledge Chopper, but instead settled his lips directly onto three of Chopper’s toes on his right foot and forced them into his mouth.  Chopper tried desperately to pull them free, but it was impossible given his bindings.  He was forced to endure the sensation of lips sucking and a tongue rolling over his plump, pudgy toes.  A weak point for Chopper that he had never, ever considered for interrogation was the soles of his feet.  Ticklish, soft, sensitive.  He had a theory that because he spent so much of his time in a smaller form, that the soles of his feet were freakishly soft due to never being built up.  His toes were the worst, which unfortunately were the target of this freakish man.


“Knock it off!” Chopper half yelled half begged the Master to do.  “Stop it!  M-My friends are coming to save me!”

Teeth sunk into the ball of Chopper’s foot.  The reindeer threw his head back and cried out in pain.  Tighter and tighter they sunk until Chopper was positive they were about to draw blood, and only then did they release.  While he felt no blood, his foot was covered in saliva from the tongue of this freak messing with him.  The Master pulled back and wiped at his mouth with the back of his hand.  His eyes seemed more dazed than before.  There was a smile on his face that frightened Chopper.


“There will be no begging,” The Master said.  “Not in front of me.  Only beg for forgiveness, pet.”


“Let me go!” Chopper shouted, ignoring the words of the man.  He was growing a bit hysterical.  This man had just licked his FEET.  His soles.  Not only that, but he seemed to have enjoyed it to a scary degree.  He wouldn’t or perhaps couldn’t take his eyes off of them.  No matter what Chopper said, he had a feeling the only thing he wanted to do was go back to licking and sucking at them.


“Go?” The Master asked.  “Oh, why didn’t you just say so?”


“H-Huh?” Chopper asked.


“I’ll let you go,” The Master said, pushing Chopper’s feet down.  “If you can last one hundred lashes on your feet without shedding a single tear.”

“W-What are… n-no!  D-Don’t!  M-My feet are!”


“Surely a big, strong pirate like you can handle that,” The man smiled.  He was twirling around his riding crop in his fingers.  “After all. Real men don’t cry.”


Chopper’s face was flushed.


“I… I…” Chopper tried to speak, but humiliation was taking him over.


“Starting now!”


“WAI- AAAAHHH!”


Before Chopper could react or so much as prepare the man swung down and slapped the leather end of the crop against Chopper’s tender, freshly licked soles.  The sound echoed as well as his cry of panic and pain.  Already they were stinging.

“One!” The Master called out cheerily.


Another slap. Another cry. This time it was on the opposite foot just at the arch. Chopper’s entire body jerked.  The Master was not lying about having only used half his strength before.  For a skinny man, he was strong.  Scarily strong.  Chopper was beginning to think even without the sea stone collar he might not be able to take him.


By slap ten Chopper was panting. His entire face was just as red as the soles of his feet were quickly becoming from the torment.  The pain was already close to unbearable.  The man had slapped every conceivable surface of Chopper’s massive soles.  His toes, his balls, his arches, his heels.  Now they were going over again, and it hurt twice as badly. There was hardly a moment’s hesitation between each of the deadly slaps.  Just enough time for the pain to register but not enough for it to subside before a new bout was left on.

By slap twenty, his eyes were stinging.


No! No! No!  He thought to himself a bit hysterically as he gritted his teeth and dug his nails into his palms.  He wouldn’t cry. Couldn’t cry!


“Thirty!” The Master chimed off.


By now every inch of Chopper’s massive, size sixteen feet were stinging and burning from torment.  The poor reindeer was writhing, and every inch of his body felt as though it were pooling in sweat.


“N-No more!” Chopper cried out.  “Please!”  No mo- AH!”


“Thirty-one!”


Chopper felt his soles emanate heat from how pink and tormented they were.  His eyes stung more and vision began to blur by forty.  He held out till fifty before the crop was dropped.  In a moment of gratitude, Chopper thought he might have finished, but his eyes widened in panic when he saw the Master pick up the ruler he had used before to measure Chopper’s feet.


“No…” Chopper said, shaking his head.  “No no no no no n- AHHHH!”


The ruler was twice as bad.  Either from size, power, or simply the fact that Chopper’s feet were already blindingly pained.  More power, more force, more everything.  Chopper was now screaming between slaps.  He had stopped begging for more simply because he had no time between his shouts of pain.  His toes were throbbing.  Somehow he wasn’t bleeding, the slaps just light enough to be torture but not enough to do more than horribly, horribly sting.

At slap seventy-five, Chopper felt tears spill over his eyes.  The ruler stopped.


“What’s that?” The Master questioned, going up to Chopper and wiping his tear away.  “Why look at that. It seems as though you aren’t going anywhere.”


“No more,” Chopper pleaded.  “N-No more slapping…  p-please…”


“Hmm?” The Master questioned.  “I only said I would let you go if you didn’t cry after a hundred!  I didn’t say I would stop once if you cried before.”


Chopper’s eyes widened.  Tears fell faster.


“W-What? No!  You can’t do that!  Let me go!”


The Master hummed as he picked up his ruler and slapped again.  Chopper cried out, letting the tears fall now.  Each slap took an eternity to finish.  Five slaps took years, ten took months, and one-hundred seemed years away.  Now his face was soaked in tears and soles so red they were starting to feel numb.  Chopper cried and protested, but it fell of deaf ears.


“One HUNDRED!” The Master yelled with a satisfyingly final swing against both soles arches with the ruler.


Chopper was sobbing.  His body drenched in sweat and soles helplessly twitching from the pain. He felt tears pool in his eyes and spill over his cheeks.  A finger touched his damaged feet and he gasped.  Still pained, still tormented.  He couldn’t stop it.  Wiggling made them hurt as well.  They weren’t bleeding by some miracle.  


“Let me go,” Chopper whimpered.  “P-Please.”


“Why, Chopper,” The Master said.  “You already lost the game!  You’re mine now!”


And with that, the Master planted his tongue against Chopper’s toes and began to suck once more.

