Chapter two: Processing

James was about to rise, but a quick growl from the Beatrice’s lips put him back on all fours.  His mistress jerked her head to the side and the young pup quickly got the hint, crawling on all fours like a dog beside her.

“Now, the first thing we will do is go meet your peers.”  The tigress lead him to her lobby, where her other four slaves were.  James recognized them, and the damage he did to them.  The equine, a zebra to be exact, was holding a bag of ice on his nose.  A female, brown haired chinchilla was holding her bruised shoulder, her dark eyes wincing at the pain.  A male, orange tabby cat was rubbing a small lump on his forehead, while the last slave, a female, white rabbit with black-tipped ears, had a tissue ball in her mouth, possibly from broken teeth.  What really caught James’ attention was that none of them looked any older than he is.

“These are your fellow slaves.  You can see the outcome of your first meeting, and I will let you know right now, none of us are happy about it, and neither will their owners.”  James noted their faces as they turned to him.  They were clearly angry and disappointed.  The tiger looked down at the pup.  “Perhaps, to make it up to them, I will let them process you.”

James looked up at her curiously.  “Process?”

Beatrice continued staring without expressing any emotion.  “Yes, process.  You will see what I mean soon.”  She jerked her head to a hallway before walking down it, and James followed, not noticing that they were now being followed by the others.
She opened the door to a room and let James in.  He looked around.  The room was filled with large sets of furniture and all sorts of things the pup had never seen before, but his wandering mind guessed it was for bondage or some form of torture.  Several different items had straps all over them, which he guessed was for restraining people.  He wondered why, and indeed, what was the purpose of this room?
“Now, normally we give slaves new names, completely different from their own since they no longer have their old lives.  But seeing as how your old life no longer exists, your real master and I both elected to let you keep your first name.  But you can no longer hold on to your last name.  You will only be known as James.  Am I clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The striped feline growled at him.  “Mistress.” 

James learned his error quickly.  “My apologies, Mistress, it won’t happen again.”
“Take care that it doesn’t.”  She beckoned him to one of the furniture, a small table with straps on two corners.  On the other end, a single strap outlined the edge, while two feet away from it, two more bonds hung from the ceiling.  James looked at her curiously.  The tigress growled one more.  “Go to that table.”  At first, James hesitated, having never done anything like this before.  But a quick push from behind wiped the feeling out.  He looked back, seeing the slaves again.  But something was off. 

They were smiling.

But before James could finally piece together what was about to happen, he was picked up by several hands and strapped face up on the bondage table his Mistress gestured to, his legs suspended by the cables, exposing his rear entrance and sheath.  The child then remembered he was naked and blushed.

“Now, slaves?  Introduce yourselves, one by one, ladies first.”  James looked to the side and saw his Mistress taking a seat in a nearby chair, spreading her legs apart.  But he was quickly distracted by something else.
The white female rabbit started, straddling his face and slamming her vulva against his forehead.  “My name’s Jessie.”  She grinned as she grabbed a nearby ball gag and forced it onto the wolf’s mouth, blocking his ability to speak.  The second she secured it, she began masturbating directly above his face, letting her sweet sex drip its natural lubricant onto his canine nose.

A thousand questions raced through the wolf’s mind.  What is she doing?  What is that between her legs?  Is that what all girls have?  Why does it smell so weird, so….good?  What is that liquid coming out of it?  Why is my pink thing coming out?  What is going on?  He shuddered as the sweet aroma of Jessie’s sex filled the air, enticing the pup’s untouched, unspoiled penis from his hiding place.  James blushed, not sure what to think of what was happening.
Jessie smiled as she got up from his face and crawling toward the canine appendage, turning around to let James get a clear view as she pressed her slit against the tip.  No foreplay, just straight to the main event, James howled as she impaled herself onto his cock.  
The young pup writhed, feeling a pleasure he had never felt before, his virgin cock given the sweet treat it never knew it wanted.  He gasped as the tight, wet slit engulfed him, sloshing down his length as each of her internal bumps massaged his slick shaft, driving him mad.  James tried to thrust into her, but the bonds had prevented any and all attempts at movement.  He groaned in frustration as the rabbit suddenly withdrew from him completely before impaling herself onto him again, forcing him to relive the same euphoric touch.
Almost immediately after the second thrust, James’ felt something swell at the base of his penis.  He yelped each time she slammed her hole against it, realizing it was much more sensitive to these sensations than the rest of his new appendage.  He howled as a sudden pressure began to build inside him, something coming from within his body, focusing into the penis.  Jessie immediately pulled out and pointed the cock at an angle as a strange, white, sticky liquid shot out, landing on the wolf’s face.  He winced wondering what had just happened, but was unable to ask or complain as she giggled, dismounting him and walking away.

James lay there, exhausted suddenly as he heard a sudden whisper in his ear.  “I’m Rebecca.”  The chinchilla stood above his face behind him, looking over his body.  She walked to his right side and, at first, the pup thought it would be the same routine with Jessie.  However, the rodent instead straddled his pelvis and started grinding her genitals against him, moaning lewdly.

James was forced to listen to nothing but her soft, sexual moans of pleasure as her slit glided across his lower body, leaving a trail of her liquid in his fur like a slug.  It wasn’t long until James’ appendage was hard again.  This time, however, the chinchilla pushed her anus against his cock and rubbed the tip around the entrance, letting his precum lubricate her before she slipped the canine shaft inside.

‘

James howled through the ball gag at the sudden rush of pleasure.  Her warm ass choked his penis as the chinchilla leaned back and started touching her slit before his eyes.  He listened to her moans and coos, his eyes fixed on the hole she was touching.

The spectacle somehow caused James to feel the same building pressure, the base of his cock swelling once more, except this time, Rebecca pressed her ass against it before his whole phallus came in with a pop.

James howled at a volume he had never obtained before in his life.  The ball that had formed on his penis was being squeezed hard by her butt, sending in a constant torrent of all-new pleasure.  He screamed as his liquid poured into her, feeling her insides suddenly pulse around his phallus, massaging him. 

Rebecca ignored the development, however.  She continued touching herself while Jessie rejoined him, climbing onto James’ face as she planted her hole on his cold, wet nose.  She moaned happily as she slid it all across his head, coating him in her juices.
The situation sent James through yet another powerful pressure, filling Rebecca’s tail passage up with a strange white liquid he had never seen before.  The two females continued until, after what seemed to be an eternity, his swollen dick deflated and the girls dismounted him.  He panted, grateful for the break, until he felt something rub his anal passage.  Something wet and slippery.

“Name’s  Edward.”  The male domestic cat smiled as he pulled out his six-inch barbed penis.  James looked at him, shaking his head rapidly, but the feline’s intentions were already written in stone as he shoved his length inside him.  James cried out and he felt the cat’s appendage force its way inside him, the barbs scraping along his inner walls.   He begged for Edward to stop, but all that came out were a series of indecipherable muffles as the house cat thrust back and forth.

James whimpered.  What was once a pleasant experience had become a nightmare as the male cat moaned happily, planting his hands on either side of James as he looked at him with a combination of lust and evil.  His barbs scrapped against his insides, which were already scared from his first rape.  James throbbed and thrashed as best he could, not used to this unique kind of pain.

Suddenly, Edward pulled his cock free, pointing the tip at James’ face as he splattered that same white substance all over it.  The wolf closed his eyes to prevent the spunk from blinding him, then reopened them and looked at the cat’s cock.  It was covered in a small layer of scat from his butt, which Edward wiped off on the poor pup’s chest before walking away.

Just when James thought it couldn’t get worse, he remembered the zebra, who removed the ball gag and tilted the pup’s head back.  “I’m Harold.”  The stripped equine quickly replaced the ball gag with a new gag that held James’ mouth open.  James caught on quickly, shaking his head rapidly.  “NO, NO!”

The zebra pulled out his hard, ten inch long cock and shoved it passed James’ lips.  The wolf flailed as best he could, unable to breathe as the equine shoved his massive phallus back and forth, moaning happily.

James looked at him like whatever Beatrice had done made him a monster; A sex-crazed monster with no other purpose than to fuck.  Harold thrust back and forth, his balls waking against James’ eyes as he forced his entire length up and down his throat.  James’ eyes bulged as he felt the tip flare up inside him, stretching his throat apart slowly.
Finally, the equine pulled out with an audible pop and pointed his cock at James, coating his head and upper body in his white, zebra cream.  James panted and coughed, humiliated.  
He turned to Beatrice, who was pulling her drenched fingers from her nethers.  She was watching the whole thing and masturbating like it was a porn show.

James lay there, embarrassed and disgraced.  Beatrice shook her head.  “I suggest you get used to it.”

James nodded as Beatrice walked over and untied him, letting him fall to the ground in a heap.  James clutched his rump, which hurt from the recent anal rape, but Beatrice smacked it away.  “Holding it won’t help.  First, you will get on your hands and knees and apologize to your peers for their injuries.”

James clenched his eyes shut in pain, groaning.  The tiger pressed her apparently spiked high heels onto his back and pushed him down.  “NOW!”  The pup gasped at the sudden puncture, but managed to gather the strength he needed to do as he was told.  As his Mistress removed her foot, he got to his hands and knees before the four young slaves. “I am truly, deeply sorry for the injuries I have caused you.”

All four of them nodded.  Beatrice smiled.  “You are forgiven, but you will still be punished for your stubbornness.  For the next two weeks, all four of these slaves are now above you.  In addition to whatever orders I have, you will satisfy them as well.  Am I clear?”

Even though he felt punished enough, James nodded solemnly.  “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, now, come with me and I will take care of you.”

