6. Bondage / Overstimulation / Non or dubcon
(CW: Rape)

Gregg knew he shouldn’t have been talking shit.

But hell, he’d been fired, and had had a generally shitty day, and those bikers in the corner of the bar had been hollering and breaking things the whole time he’d been there. Then, of course, one of them ‘accidentally’ dumped a drink all down the Sphinx cat’s back, soaking his shirt and coat in beer, and sending him over the limit.

He’d hollered. He’d shouted. He’d even hit one of them.

That had been a huge mistake.

Nobody else in the bar even thought of helping him. Not when he got laid out with a punch to the jaw from the burly crocodile in a leather jacket, nor when the wolf and bull grabbed him by the arms and started dragging him to a back room.

“We’ll be using the back, Roger,” the croc called, voice hazy in Gregg’s head as his ears rung. He’d been hit hard, hit the floor harder, and he was now desperately wishing he’d just gone home to drink instead of going to the bar.

The stunned feline could do nothing as he was pulled into the back room of the bar. There were a few sturdy tables there, benches and plush booths for seating. It was a table near the middle of the room where Gregg was brought, the furless cat slowly struggling to come to his senses, weakly tugging at his attacker’s grasp.

He was hefted up, crying out in pain when he was slammed back-first onto the table.

“Get some cuffs, and duct tape,” the burly croc ordered, lighting up a cigarette as he stood leisurely nearby. The wolf hustled off somewhere, retrieving whatever items he’d been ordered to get, while the bull remained nearby.

It was the big-gutted bovine who started stripping Gregg. He was still stunned, groaning in pain and squirming weakly, unable to fight the man off as his shirt and jacket were ripped from his scrawny figure, pants forcefully yanked down. By the time he was in just his boxers, whimpering in pain from the throbbing in his head, the wolf returned.

“Ooh, I love this part,” the canine growled lowly.

He was far from rough as he began his work. Soon, the hard metal cuffs had been secured on Gregg’s wrists, two sets securing his arms off to either side, hooked under the table to mount on the table’s legs. The cat whimpered, blinking through the pain as his muzzle was quickly duct taped shut, wound around the middle of his jaw and leaving his lips and nose exposed, panting and huffing weakly. He let out an even more pained whine when his legs were forcefully thrust up against his chest, groaning and whimpering as his knees were duct taped against his bare-ribbed chest, heaving under the weight as the bull pinned him, the wolf roughly securing him. With how close he was to the edge, his rump partially hung over the edge, tail sagging down towards the floor.

The cat’s head was starting to clear then. He whimpered, then tried to growl sharply, squirming and yanking. All that did was hurt, the cuffs digging into his wrists.

“Oh, you ain’t getting out of here any time soon,” the croc informed darkly, exhaling a long trail of smoke into the air. The smell of it made Gregg’s nose wrinkle back; he hated the smell of smoke. “Not til my boys and I have gotten our fair share out of your hide.”

Gregg gave another struggled growl, trying to speak but unable to as his jaw was pinned shut. That didn’t stop the croc from stepping in close, tucking his cigarette between his lips again and reaching both claw-tipped hands towards the feline’s boxers.

Rip!

The cotton didn’t hold for even a second under the burly crocodile’s force. And when it did…

The wolf whistled, grinning. “Fuckin’ score!”

The bull chimed, “Look at what we found…”

The crocodile chuckled, licking his lips as he gazed down at the now-blushing, bound-up cat’s groin. Instead of furless nuts and a dick, like he expected, Gregg had two plump, pink-fleshed vaginal lips, smooth flesh exposed fully when the croc ripped his underwear away completely. He thrashed then, arching his hips and trying to kick his legs.

“Not bad, kitty-cat,” the croc informed, setting one hand up on the feline’s smooth thigh, ignoring as he flinched and thrashed at the contact. He brought his other hand towards that plump pussy, roughly driving two fingers in; Gregg went wide-eyed and let out a muffled cry of pain. “Mmf, and fucking tight too… that’s not gonna last long.”

 “Want me to call some of the other guys?” the wolf chimed, though he was still hungrily staring at the squirming feline’s abdomen and pussy, even as his boss was knuckles-deep in the plump slit.

“Call em all. This little cunt is gonna pay for socking me in the jaw,” the crocodile replied. While he kept roughly finger-fucking the yelping, thrashing cat, his other hand went to his pants, fumbling with his belt and unzipping his jeans before extracting an immensely thick, throbbing humanoid cock, uncut and already erect. That plump reptile meat slapped down onto the cat’s body, making him flinch and yelp in shock, falling silent.

God, it was so warm, and heavy. He could feel the man’s plump, scaly balls nestled against his body, throbbing dick settled on Gregg’s stomach. He whined when he realized how far along it went; warm precum was oozing onto his flesh almost at his ribs, the feline panting and letting out a desperate, pleading whine.

The croc rolled his hips back, setting one hand on the cat’s thigh, squeezing tight as his other hand lined his cock up with the barely-spread pussy. Gregg thrashed, and squirmed, trying to beg for the crocodile to not do this.

It didn’t work.

The scaly male slammed in all at once, pain and, shamefully, pleasure lancing through the cat’s body. His hips arched, eyes watering as he was spread open forcefully. His hands curled into tight fists, trying to yank himself free, but it didn’t work as the croc settled up against him, heavy belly settled on the feline’s strained, bulged-out abdomen. The big male groaned happily, throbbing inside Gregg’s pussy, the cat whimpering and sagging into the table.

“God damn…” the croc huffed, exhaling a cloud of smoke into the air again. “Mm… tell the boys to get here quick. This little cunt is so fuckin’ tight, don’t think any of us’ll last long until he’s a bit more worked open.”

With that, the croc began pounding. Thrusting. Gregg whined and squirmed, arching his hips and trying to buck the bigger male off, but it didn’t work. Tears were flowing down his cheeks as the chubby man roughly fucked him, raping the bound-up cat for all he was worth.

It was both tortuously long, and surprisingly brief, and then the croc’s dick was slopping out of his pussy, grinding against his stomach as the big man orgasmed, hot, thick seed pouring out onto his body. The cat panted and whimpered, face red with humiliation and pain as his gaped-open slit was spattered with the crocodile’s jizz.

“Mmf…” the boss sighed, giving his cock a few strokes to milk the last bit of jizz onto Gregg’s gut. “Your turn, boys.”

He stepped away, not bothering to pull up his pants as he stepped to the side, intent on watching the cat get raped further. The wolf wasted no time in sidling up next, aiming his knotted, canine dick for Gregg’s tailhole and slamming in roughly. Once again, he whined and sobbed, trying to buck the other male off, but it did him no good as the wolf, panting happily, began thrusting into his anal passage, hard and fast.

“Ooh, fuck, this cat is so goddamn tight!” the wolf panted, arching over Gregg’s body and drooling onto his bare chest. 

The knot pounded in, and the feline cried out again, head slamming backwards and toes splaying in pain as he was knotted. A second later, the wolf pulled back, half-swollen knot ripping free from his tailhole. Gregg desperately hoped there’d been no damage, but the thoughts left his mind entirely when the canine slammed in again, groaning as he began to knot-fuck the other man’s ass. 

The bull, seemingly impatient, had stripped off his own pants and shuffled towards the feline’s head.

 Mid-thrust into his painfully-stretched tailhole, Gregg’s snout was forced into hairy bovine balls, grinding and humping against him. The bull groaned happily as his long, tapered dick smeared on the bound-up man’s body. “Mm,” the bovine huffed, even as the feline whimpered desperately, forced to inhale the larger male’s ball-sweat, “Shame we had to close up his mouth… Mmf, bet this kitty gives good blowjobs…”

“Heh, maybe when he’s less scream-y,” the wolf huffed in amusement, even as he set his paws on either side of Gregg, one of his feet raised up onto the table to really thrust deep down into the yelping, squirming feline. “Though- Mmf!- might have to knock the fucker’s teeth out. He might be a biter,” the wolf added with a chuckle.

“He won’t be if he knows what’s good for him,” the croc huffed from the side, watching his two companions rape and abuse the feline.

Gregg tried to close it out. He tried to ignore what was happening. But it became impossible. The cooling semen all over his abdomen, the knotted cock popping in and out of his anus, the throbbing in his pussy, the scent of bovine nuts in his lungs… It thrust all of it to the forefront of his mind. And, to his shame, as the wolf slammed his knot in again, and the bull’s sweaty testicles sagged over his lips… he orgasmed. His toes curled, and a pained, desperate whimper left his throat, fluids spurting clumsily from his partially-loosened vagina.

“Haha, holy fuck, he came!” the wolf chimed, leaning back with his knot still locked inside the cat’s anus. He was quick to thrust his fingers into the feline’s slit, making him whine and thrash. “Fuck, his ass got so tight! I might be able to cum without thrusting if he does that on my knot again!”

With that, the wolf began fingering him. First two thick fingers thrust deep into his cunt, and then a third, roughly digging and scraping the soft, pink flesh inside his slit, Gregg squirming and panting and inhaling the scent of bull balls the entire time.

The bull chuckled, leaning back and stroking himself, one hand grasping the cat’s jaw to hold his face in position as he worked to jerk off onto the feline. 

Gregg whimpered, eyes pinning shut as he was finger-fucked, knotted, and jerked off onto. “Mm, he’s a cute kitty…” the bull rumbled, licking his lips. Gregg’s eyes shot open, gazing up tearfully at the large man masturbating towards his face; already, precum was leaking onto his nose and lips. “Be even cuter… mm… once… ah…” the bovine continued, a grin breaking out across his lips as his legs trembled, fist pumping along his long, twitching cock.

The bull cried out, head flinging back as he came. His fist kept pumping away at his dick, even as ropes of strong-smelling bovine cum jetted across the feline’s snout. Gregg whimpered, one eye pinning shut as a spatter of jizz coated the side of his face, dripping down from his light flesh, and the duct tape pinning his jaw shut.

“Ah… Mm, fuck, kitty’s even cuter with jizz on his face, heh,” the bull chimed, releasing his cock and letting it flop against the whimpering cat’s face, smearing the semen around. His ears pinned back, a shamed whine leaving him yet again.

The wolf chuckled at that, then licked his fangs. Peering down at the cat’s groin, where three fingers were still buried knuckles-deep in feline cunt, he began thrusting again. Gregg’s hips rocked, trying to get away, but only succeeding in thrusting back up into the lupine’s fingers. 

Dull claws scraped the inside of his hole, pleasurable pain and heat welling up in his gut. Just as it had when he came the first time.

His second orgasm came much quicker then the first. His back arched, eyes rolling back and body shuddering as his body tensed and arched, clenching tightly on the wolf’s swollen knot. The increased pressure on his knob of flesh made the canine howl in pleasure, bucking his hips and curling his fingers in that convulsing pussy, dumping a load of hot, dense wolf seed into the cat’s ass. Gregg’s pinned legs tensed and struggled to kick, but all he could do was curl and uncurl his feet.

“Mm, fuck, yes…” the wolf sighed, panting heavily as he pulled his fingers from the other man’s cunt, giving them a long slurp and savoring the taste. “Mmf…”

“Whoa…”

The croc turned his head, watching as a few more of his gang entered the back room. There were at least six of them filing in, and that was far from everyone. He grinned, pulling the cigarette from his lips and roughly driving its still-smoking tip into the cat’s shoulder, the abused feline only able to whine pitifully at the burning pain in his flesh.

Then, the boss turned and chuckled, patting the feline’s thigh as the wolf yanked firmly, ripping his knot out of the cat’s ass. “Come on over, boys! This little cunt is still nice and tight, so pound ‘im good! And don’t worry too much if he cries and shouts and shit…”

He turned, grinning down at a teary-eyed, whimpering Gregg. 

“… He deserves this.”

