Chapter 2

Scar’s Property

Lire reached the top of Pride Rock, seeing Scar lying in his cave. He was resting his eyes, fully aware of the cub’s presence. Lire moved closer to him, getting right in his face.

“Scar…” Lire whispered.

He opened one eye sarcastically.

“Oh, I thought it was Simba bothering me again. I guess he took that walk that I told him to do. But now you’re here. What do you want?” Scar said, opening his eyes fully and lifting his head.

“Well… I’m training to become a worshipper…” Lire said as Scar rose an eyebrow. “And I was…recommended to come up here to train with you. But really…I want to kinda do it anyway.”

Scar stood up, chuckling.

“Really now…? Well, I can’t say I’m quite surprised. Though…do you really want to be my worshipper?” he said, circling him menacingly.

Lire nodded.

“Yes… I really do.”

“Heh. Maybe I should change the question. Can you HANDLE me…? I don’t take it easy on bitches…even if you are young. I will expect you to be subservient to me…and bow before my glory. Mufasa doesn’t exist up here. I would be your everything. Your King. Will you do so?” Scar said, stopping in front of him.

Lire took a deep breath, and bowed before Scar, making him smirk.

“I am willing to learn…King Scar,” Lire said as Scar moved closer.

“Hmm… You’ve made your decision. And I accept. I’ll make you a loyal strumpet. Maybe Mufasa will be upset with this… Heh…” he said as Lire lifted his head, thinking of something.

“Well, Mufasa said he haaated what I am. He wants me to be a strong lion who will protect his son when we get older. But…I don’t wanna be a lion that hurts… I wanna be a lion that loves…and gets used…” Lire said.

Scar grinned evilly, petting his head mischievously. 

“Oh? Elaborate on that idea. It sounds positively…delightful.”

“Well, I learned something from Sarabi teaching me how to worship. I love being submissive. Mufasa said that I should be more powerful…and I considered changing myself. But…forget it! I want to be a slutty boy, like my zebra friend calls me!” Lire said happily.

“A zebra friend, you say? Heh.”

“Yeah… Mufasa said that I shouldn’t play with my food. But I’d never eat him! Never!”

“So, you would say…you don’t like Mufasa?” Scar asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Y…Yeah. I don’t like him. At all. He’s always hated how I acted. How I hate to hunt. How I hate to hurt.”

“And what of Simba? Do you like him?” Scar asked, gripping his face.

“Well… I do like how he acts. While Mufasa acts rude and mean…Simba acts entitled… I would love to be fucked by him… And I’ve always wanted to sniff his butt. I guess I like him sexually. We haven’t had much conversation for me to say anything else.”

“Sniff him? Hmm… I see. Well…what if I said to treat me like your king even when not up here? Would you do it?”

Lire nodded.

“Alright. Then things have changed. When you are not in Mufasa’s presence, you will call me King Scar.”

“Yes, King Scar.”

Scar chuckled, moving his face closer to Lire’s.

“By the end of this…you’ll be a loyal subject. Now, kiss your king.”

Scar’s words were a command and an oath for Lire. He kissed him passionately as Scar used one of his paws to slap Lire’s rump softly, pushing a finger in his asshole. Lire relaxed his body, letting Scar loosen him up powerfully. He stopped as they parted from the kiss.

“Mmm… You show promise. And not an ounce of resistance from you when I wanted to explore. Forget being a worshipper. Sluts do that already. Sarabi was trying to be nice about who you are. You’re a slut. No…you’re MY slut.”

Lire nodded, wagging his rump happily.

“I’m your slut!” Lire said, rubbing against his leg.

“Good. I don’t want to hear you calling yourself a worshipper. You’re a slut. Nothing will change that.”

“Sarabi wanted to teach me how to fuck later tonight. Should I skip that?”

Scar thought about it for a second but nodded.

“No. You will still attend that. I’ll talk to her though, explaining your new situation. It won’t be the same as she intended. But for now, let’s test your tongue. Come under me and put your mouth near my cock.”

Lire moved under him, standing near his slightly erect cock.

“Now, my slut. Whenever you lick my cock, you will make sure your licks are tender and loving. I’ll tell you when to stop. And while you lick, think about your inferiority to me.”

“Yes, my king.”

Lire began licking Scar’s cock, making sure to be gentle and light. He ran his tongue over the barbs, also getting a hint of a slight musk from it. Scar sighed, chuckling evilly.

“You are truly a slut. You will obey me, Lire. You won’t question anything, and you will always submit to me. Understood?”

“Yes, King Scar.”

Scar’s cock grew a little more erect.

“I mean it, Lire. You will obey EVERY time I give a command. No matter what it is. Don’t worry. It will not involve you hurting anyone. But it may mean…betraying someone.”

“I will betray whoever you’d like, King Scar,” Lire said, licking Scar’s now fully erect 3-inch barbed cock.

“Good. I hear truth in your voice, my slut. Now stop licking.”

Lire stopped licking it, and Scar wiggled his body, letting it dangle in front of Lire’s face.

“Next is sucking. Open your mouth and wrap it around my cock. No teeth.”

Lire opened wide, beginning to suck his cock. He made sure his teeth didn’t touch his cock at all. He sucked on it softly, rubbing his tongue against it as well.

“Mmm… Excellent work. You’re being such a good slut so far. Now, I’ll start doing some work. Just stay calm and relax.”

He began slowly humping his mouth, thrusting in and out. Lire hummed as his mouth was slowly fucked by Scar. His own shaft got erect in turn.

“Your humming is soothing to my ears, Lire. Now, I’m going to increase my speed.”

Lire figured that it would be a small, gradual increase, but Scar had different plans. He chuckled as he began rapidly pounding his mouth, thrusting his cock in and out of his throat. Lire smiled and lowered his eyelids in bliss, not budging an inch. Scar growled, noticing Lire wasn’t budging.

“Heh. You’re a tough little cub. That’s good. I never have to hold back then,” Scar said, leaning down and sighing, cumming deep in his throat.

Lire felt his warm semen run down his throat, and he swallowed. Scar pulled out of his mouth, moving from over Lire.

“That was impressive, Lire. How do you feel? Think you know how to suck cock like a good slut now?”

“Mmhmm!” Lire said as he nodded.

“Good. Make sure to thank everyone who dominates you.”

“Thank you, King Scar!” Lire said as he bowed again.

Scar put a paw on his head, pushing his head to the ground softly.

“Good. You are a loyal slut. Though, only bow to ME. Understand?” he said.

“Yes, my king…”

“Good. Now, you’ve taken zebra cock, right?”

“Just my friend’s cock.”

“Would you say that you have access to the Zebra Kingdom?”

Lire thought about it, unsure.

“Well, I’m sure I could ask him about it. He could take me there. I’m good friends with him, and his parents know me.”

“Then I have a task for you. You will go to your friend and gain access to the Zebra Kingdom. You will then persuade the king to forge a secret alliance with me. Tell them I am the brother of the current king, and that compliance will grant them protection. You will offer yourself to them as not only a servant, but a slut as well. Do this well, and I’ll take you somewhere you’ll love,” Scar said.

He dug his paw into the back of Lire’s head playfully, loving the fact that he wasn’t resisting at all.

“Yes, King Scar.”

“Your obedience is admirable, Lire. Now remember…what are you?”

“I am a slut.”

“And when you’re in front of me?”

“I am your slut.”

He took his paw off Lire’s head, letting him stand up.

“Good boy. Now, go, my loyal lion cub.” 

As Lire ran away, Scar chuckled.

“Looks like I have a new slut. It’ll be nice to have a male under my thumb, especially one as submissive as him. Now, to work on the others… Perhaps I’ll start with…her…” Scar said, slowly heading towards the path downward.

