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  ONE


  



  



  He lay unconscious before the Master, his wounds bandaged by the best healer in the castle.


  "The healer says he will live Milord," the other in the room said, "for all that his wounds appeared to be so extreme."


  The Master looked down at the bandaged form on the pallet. The dressings had been changed, he could see that, but there was still several very large crimson stains on them. "I wonder why he did it?"


  "Who knows the mind of a slave Milord."


  "This one was not born a slave Halronde; I took him in battle a year ago. He was a most accomplished warrior, I fought him myself, an enjoyable challenge compared to most of what we faced that day."


  Halronde chuckled, "But he still lost, didn't he Milord?"


  The Master grinned, "Of course, but it wasn't an easy fight all the same. If he had not been one of the leaders that day I might have offered him a position in one of my armies. But as the only one who recovered from his wounds I had to make an example of him."


  "So you'd think he'd hate you and want you dead."


  The Master nodded, "But instead he risks his life stopping those assassins."


  "A most curious puzzle Milord."


  "A most curious puzzle indeed, one I intend to find the answer to..." and the Master turned, padding out on silent feet, his tail lashing behind him as he left the room. “Now tell me about this new toy you've found to warm my bed?"


  "Ah yes Milord, this one is reputed to have been very well trained..." his advisor began as they walked away, the subject changed.


  



  # # #


  



  Balizar regained consciousness slowly over the next several days, his lucid periods getting longer and longer every time he awoke. That he was still alive pleased him greatly, once he remembered what had happened. He knew he had saved the Master, which was the only way Balizar had ever thought of King Rassnor since the day of his loss in combat.


  He looked down at himself, noting that he had been well cared for indeed during his recovery. His fur was clean, as were the bandages wrapping his wounds. He decided to try and sit up, but a hand pushed him back down.


  "Rest easy there yet Son; you're not yet fully healed"


  He looked over at the old Badger sitting next to the pallet he was on. "Thank you for treating my wounds, Madam"


  "Don't thank me, his Highness commanded that I do it," she replied a little harshly.


  "You don't like the Master I take it?" he sighed settling back down, too weak to resist yet.


  "Oh, he's alright enough I guess, but I spend way too much time healing his bed slaves."


  Balizar chuckled in spite of himself, "I have heard the rumors, they say he is rather 'energetic'."


  "Energetic hell!" She sighed, "He has killed several of those young males, and many just cannot withstand his 'passion' for long. His violence and strength may have made him an excellent warrior, but elsewhere..."


  "Hush, old woman!" He growled. "It is not our place to question the Master's ways."


  She looked at him askance "Mighty strange words to come from a slave you know."


  "The affairs of warriors are different."


  "Well I'd agree to that. And at least he's only that bad with slaves, not the free folk." She leered a bit at him at that, making her point.


  Balizar closed his eyes and pretended to sleep. Talking with her was obviously not something he could enjoy.


  



  After a few more days he was able to stand, and care for himself again. He was mostly kept to the small room he had awoken in, but they did allow him to walk outside once a day. His guard was a single tiger warrior of the same tribe as the Master, with the same black on black striping. The guard wasn't interested in talk much, but neither was Balizar really. About a week later the old female Badger came back, and looked him over, obviously surprised at his condition.


  "Either I did a better job then I thought, or you're a fast healer," was all she said to him. She then turned to the guard, "Tell our lord he's healed." And with that left.


  



  Rassnor sighed and looked over at Halronde, his senior advisor. Halronde was from another tiger clan, but one with old ties to his. His appearance was the typical yellow and white striped with black, and he stood a good seven feet tall with the strong build of most tigerkind. His age showed clearly however, he was the oldest member of Rassnor's court.


  "Broke another one, didn't you Milord?" Halronde chided mildly.


  Rassnor sighed again and nodded, "Word gets around quick it seems."


  "Well, I am your council head, so it shouldn't be surprising." He looked up at the young King. Rassnor was a good eight feet tall, and had arms like most male's thighs. On top of that he moved with a speed and grace almost unnatural in one so big. He felt sorry for his lord though when it came to matters of sex. Rassnor needed someone more his own size really, who could withstand the rigors of his attentions.


  The King nodded, "Well, maybe the next one will last longer. So tell me about that leopardkind healing in my basement."


  "He's healed as of today Milord. At least the healer tells me so."


  Rassnor nodded, "Good. Send him up; maybe he can take my mind off of my crotch for a while."


  Halronde nodded and signaled to the guard at the door who nodded and left. "I'm sure you'll get by Milord," he chuckled.


  



  Balizar followed the guard through the halls of the castle, looking around impressed at the sights. He had never been inside of the main house before, it was rather impressive. The Master's family had reigned long and successfully, and it showed throughout the place. He checked his fur again, glad that they had given him a little time to prepare for the audience. He had bathed and brushed his fur, from nose to tail. They had even given him a new loin cloth, which hung down between his legs, though it left his hips bare.


  Then suddenly he was led into a small room, the Master's private chambers. He looked up and saw his Master there, the one who had beaten him so severely that day on the field of combat, the only one who had ever beaten him on the field of combat. He kneeled; "Master" was all he could say.


  Rassnor watched the leopard come in, fur as black as night, his stride one of confidence, and obviously some pride. He was a well built specimen, a little over six feet tall with a well defined body. The way the loin cloth hung on him, left little to the imagination. Rassnor felt that familiar stirring in his groin. But he sighed inwardly, he was going to reward this male for his service, not sentence him to the fate of so many of his previous sex partners.


  "Leave us," he commanded the guard, watching the leopard fall to his knees and bow in homage to his Master. It was hard to believe that only a few weeks ago he had been so badly wounded. He shook his head slightly and wondered once again why this one had done as he had.


  Balizar looked up slowly, eyes moving carefully up the legs of his Master before him, taking it all in. He hadn't seen him this close up since that day so long ago. When he got to the fine loin cloth that most males wore his eyes stopped however. His Master was obviously rather well endowed, and a little aroused, and getting more so by the minute. He couldn't pull his eyes away.


  "I have decided to reward you," Rassnor looked at the paper Haldrone had handed him, "Balizar, for your service to me. Your actions most certainly saved me from harm, at some risk to yourself." Rassnor noticed that the leopard's tail was rather high, and his rump looked rather inviting, then again tried to put that out of his mind. Only a day and all ready he was getting horny.


  Balizar's mind was only half on the words his Master was speaking. His eyes were fixed firmly on the black tiger's crotch now, watching the bulge getting larger in front of him, his own heart starting to pound. He licked his lips...


  "So there fore, on the advice of my councilor, I have decided to grant you the favor of your freedom from Slavery to my household." Rassnor finished, his own tail starting to lash, as the thick leopard tail seemed to waver even higher now.


  Balizar's head came up when he heard that, his eyes making contact with his Master's for the first time since so long ago. He could see the fire there, he knew what he wanted. "I would rather have another favor of you Master," he purred.


  Rassnor blinked, shocked! He noticed his advisor, the only other in the room, looked rather shocked as well. He growled dangerously down at the leopard still kneeling before him, "You'd spurn my gift? You'd shun my gratitude?"


  "No Master," Balizar shook his head and bowed deeply, "If I may be so bold Master?"


  "Ask!" he growled louder moving closer...


  "I want to be your bed slave," Balizar purred softly.


  Rassnor stopped, shocked. The leopard was bowed low, tail high, in obvious submission, and his eyes were staring quite blatantly at the now painful erection in Rassnor's crotch.


  "Take me Master, I'm yours..."


  Rassnor's hands went to the fasteners on his loincloth, letting it drop to the floor and he nodded at Haldrone who quickly left the room. He smiled down at Balizar and stroked his thick black cock, which was now clearly visible to the leopard that was wide eyed, but licking his lips all the same.


  "On your paws and knees..." He growled.


  Balizar lowered himself properly, spreading his knees and lifting his ass, tail held to the side for his Master. "Please, take me Master"


  Rassnor moved fluidly between the leopard's legs, using his knees to spread them wider as he moved in close, his cock already dripping pre-cum. He couldn't believe his excitement; he looked down at the lovely rump presented for him to mount. Pressing his thick cockhead against the tight ass ring he leaned forward and started to push slowly.


  "Oh yesss Master, that's it..." Balizar purred softly.


  Rassnor grunted and kept leaning forward, his pre slickening the tight ring before him. With a loud groan he popped inside the tight cat, and moaned loudly at the firm grip on the head of his shaft.


  Balizor cried out in pain. It had been a long time since he had been mounted, and his Master's cock was without a doubt one of the biggest he had ever seen. But he had to take it; he knew he belonged here since that day when he lost. He relaxed his muscles and took a deep breath, then pushed back against the thick cock in his ass, willing himself to take all of it.


  Rassnor watched as the tight black ass started to push back onto his cock, slowly impaling itself. Grabbing the leopard's nice firm hips he guided inch after inch of his dark meat down into the leopard's bowels, until all twelve inches had disappeared, and his heavy ball sac was brushing up against the leopard’s smaller one.


  "You like that, don't you?" he groaned


  "Yes," Came the pained reply from beneath him.


  "You want me to fuck you, don't you?" he growled and leaned over the leopard, covering him with his bigger body, placing his paws over the leopard's, pinning him in place under him.


  "Yesss Master, just start off slowly please..."


  He laughed and pulled his hips back, until just the crown of his cock was inside the leopard, then slowly pushed back in, letting his precum help grease his shaft as he got ready to fuck his new toy.


  "You asked for this, and you are going to get it!" he growled and started to pump his hips harder, using more of his strength on each thrust.


  Balizar groaned, it hurt, but it also felt good. The cock starting to pump deep into his bowels was sending thrills into him as well as pain. The bumps along the shaft pulling at all the right places more then the wrong ones as his ass adjusted.


  "Yes Master!" He moaned, "Yesss...


  Rassnor smiled and started to pump harder, leaning forward he started to nibble on the smaller male's neck, rumbling in his ear, "You want it don't you my little fucktoy?"


  "Oh yes Master," Balizar pushed back against the hard thrusts, feeling the heavy ball sac bouncing against his, "Fuck me hard, conquer me here on your carpet like you did in combat."


  Rassnor gave a loud rumble of pleasure as he established a hard fast pace, rocking the smaller leopard with each of his fuck thrusts, listening to the gasp of breath coming from beneath him as each of his deep thrusts drove the breath from the other's lungs. His balls stirred beneath him, as his hips smacked in to the leopard's well rounded rump, this was no pampered sex toy beneath him, it was a warrior, one he had conquered and made into his slave.


  "Yes Master," Balizar panted and groaned all feelings of pain gone now as he submitted to the huge tiger. "Use me, fuck me hard, cum in me, take me...” His own shaft was hard and dripping pre onto the carpet beneath him as he lowered his head to the floor, circling his ass back against the tiger's strokes, making the thick tiger shaft stir inside him and the 'barbs' pull at all the right places. His orgasm was fast approaching.


  Rassnor growled and seized the leopard's neck hard in his muzzle, holding him fast from escaping, even though it was obvious to his rational side that this lover had no intention of escape. He dug his hind claws in to the ground for better purchase as he felt his cock begin to swell, his strong legs and hips driving his cock even more brutally now. Rassnor was a very rough lover, and got as much pleasure from inflicting violence in bed, as in the battlefield. The thought that perhaps he had found someone who could withstand his lusts and desires ran through his head, and down to his balls. With a loud snarling growl he drove his cock in to the hilt and held it there, then released his grip and arched his back, roaring into the room as his cock started to pump and spray, his cum pouring into the fuck slut beneath him.


  Balizar arched up under his Master pushing back hard and grinding on his cock as he felt the shaft go steely hard, his own orgasm starting just as the first hot spurts of cream started to fill his bowels. With a smaller roar he answered his Master, his arms collapsing under the weight above him, his butt still levered obscenely in the air, with his Master's cock planted deeply in it. His ass clenched down tight with each shot of his own cum, the white cream streaking his dark chest.


  Rassnor fell down on top of Balizar now, the rhythmic massaging of the assring spread so wide by his thick shaft surprising him, as the leopard's ass milked his spurting cock. Very few had enjoyed his fucking so much as to cum themselves. He smiled to himself, a little evilly he was honest enough to admit, he would have fun pushing this one to its limits. And as this one had volunteered, he would feel no remorse if he should break him. He let his legs slide out straight, his entire weight pressing down on the leopard as he began to lick and nuzzle the back of the dark head, feeling very happy with the future now.


  Balizar gave a small grunt as he felt his Master transfer all of his heavy body on to his. He let his own legs slide down, until he was laying flat, pinned to the floor. His belly felt full and warm, Rassnor having filled him with quite a bit of his seed. He sighed happily, and reached back behind him to stroke at the tiger's muzzle as Rassnor started to lick and nuzzle him, the sensations of the thick cock still buried deeply in him causing him to close his eyes and purr quite happily.


  Rassnor gave an answering purr of his own, and snuggled down on his new toy, drifting off to a contented nap.
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  TWO


  



  



  Haldrone looked at Rassnor as his liege attacked his breakfast with a relish he hadn't seen in some time. "I take it the new slave worked out well then Milord?" he asked smiling.


  "Unbelievably well," Rassnor chuckled shaking his head, "After our initial get together I took him to my bed and mated him twice more, at his prodding no less."


  "Oh? I take it you've developed some restraint then?"


  "Hell no, that's what's so amazing, I drew blood the second time I took him, when I lost control in my lust," Rassnor grinned, looking almost sheepishly as he admitted to Haldrone something he had never admitted before, "and I swear he came as hard as I did. Then later on he still urges me to take him again, and with the scent of blood in the room, I know I got rough with him! Yet this morning I awake to find him snuggled up against me all smiles and purrs.


  He shook his head, "I had to order him to see the healer, he wanted to please me again. I cannot believe this is the same cat I fought so hard against."


  "Well he is a handsome specimen, I'll say that. I asked around some about him last night while you were ummm, 'occupied' with him."


  "You mean trying to fuck him to death," Rassnor laughed.


  Haldrone shared his liege's good humor with a smile. "Yes, any ways, it wasn't very enlightening, he worked hard, and wasn't much of a problem, about what you'd expect of a prisoner who had been taken under his own parole, not one who had been made a slave. And it seems he didn't dally with any of the male or female slaves or guards, which when you consider his good looks, you know he had to have offers."


  "Really? Interesting..."


  "Yes, the guards say he seemed to be fairly devout in his religious beliefs, but as they weren't ours they didn't look into them too closely. Seems most of them had forgotten he was a slave, and felt he was a prisoner waiting for ransom, or some such, because he acted the soldier the entire time."


  Rassnor paused a moment from his eating to smile, "Discipline always serves the warrior who follows it, you taught me that one yourself Haldrone!"


  "Yes, but it worries me."


  "Why? Cause he was so quick to crawl around with his butt in the air for me? Does it bother you that a warrior should like to be taken by another?" Rassnor looked up a little dangerously at his advisor, he knew some did not approve of his tastes, but he had never heard Haldrone comment on it.


  Haldrone gave a sigh and made a throwing away motion with a hand, "Milord, while I may have a wife and sired several healthy sons of my own, I would like to remind you of just who picked out your last birthday present?"


  Rassnor blushed under his facial fur, "I had forgotten that." He admitted.


  "Truth is I do prefer fems, but I have spent some time with males as well. Especially with the vanquished in my younger days as your father's general. There's something to be said for the rape of a rebel officer, helps keep the others in line.


  “But I digress, the point is this Balizar has to have heard about how so many of your lovers have ended up battered and bruised, and quite a few dead as well. Yet he threw himself at you like a fem in heat."


  Rassnor shook his head, "I don't care. He obviously doesn't want to kill me, and to have one willing, oh so willing..." he stopped for a moment and grinned, "He wants me to use him, he's made it clear. I plan to do just that too."


  Haldrone shrugged, "Well, then I guess its settled Milord," and he thought to himself that with the way his lord used his bed slaves, this one probably wouldn't live much longer anyway.


  



  Balizar went to the healer as he had been commanded. He didn't want to, the gouges down his side weren't that deep, and the bleeding from the bite on his shoulder had stopped. When he got to the old Fem badger she just sat him down and cleaned the wounds.


  "So, got yourself in his bed didja'? Bet you weren't expecting that when he called for you!" she cackled. "At least these aren't that deep."


  "I asked to share his bed, if it is any of your concern," he growled and glared at her. "And you would be wise to keep a civil tongue about the Master in my presence."


  She looked at him askance, and for once he saw she looked actually concerned. "You do know how most of his lovers, hell, all of the slaves he has had; end up sooner or later, don't you?"


  He looked back and nodded, "Yes".


  "And you're happy to be facing that? I can see from these scratches that he went easy on you last night boy, but it's only gonna get worse!"


  "I am made of a bit stronger stuff then his past slaves woman. I am a Zhinatao. And if he should decide to end my days, well that is his right as my Master."


  She shook her head, "I ain't never heard of the Zhinatao, you must be a strange people. But far be it from me to try and tell you how to live your life."


  She finished with him then and sent him off to eat. He found the kitchens and was met with some sympathy there. Word always traveled fast in castles he knew, and they all felt he was the condemned man. But they were all far too respectful of their lord to say anything bad about him, so he enjoyed their company and ate the best meal he had tasted since his capture.


  



  Afterwards he found himself bored. He knew his Master had things to attend to during the day, and being idle wasn't his way, so he searched out the practice grounds.


  "Hey, what are you doing here?" asked the Master at Arms, as he entered the training area.


  "The Master has no need of me right now, so I thought I would come and exercise, perhaps practice, it has been a long time since I held a sword." Balizar stated blandly. He knew that he was taking a chance in this, but his Master hadn't told him no and now that he wasn't working in the fields and on the roads anymore he needed something to stay in shape.


  "If you think I'm gonna put a weapon in the hand of one of my Lord's slaves, you must think me daft!" he growled.


  "No, but I'm sure the Master wouldn't want me to get fat from sitting around, would you?" and he grinned and flicked his tail.


  The tiger laughed "Oh, I don't think you'll have time for that."


  "Well how about a practice sword? Even a wooden one?"


  "Can't see no harm in that, though if you try to leave with it, I'll split your skull and take my chances with milord's wrath."


  Balizar nodded, "Only fair and I promise to behave."


  The armsman got him a wooden practice sword and set him to an area to practice forms. Balizar knew he had a lot of rust to get off, and spent the rest of the day practicing hard.


  For his part the Master at Arms watched the leopard's workout when he wasn't busy with something else. It was impressive, he hadn't heard many rumors about the King's new bed slave, but it was quickly apparent that this addition had considerable skill at arms. He made a note to mention it to the King's advisor.


  



  Balizar hurried back to his Master's chambers after he had his dinner. He was careful to not eat too much, he didn't want a full stomach he thought to himself grinning, because when he served his Master he wanted to be sure to enjoy it. He cleaned himself and put on the clean loin cloth left for him, then went to the chambers to wait.


  



  Rassnor took his time with his own dinner. He joked with his dinner guests, letting the anticipation rise. His loins were on fire with the prospect for tonight. He was going to conquer his leopard again tonight, fuck that tight ass good and hard. But maybe a game or two first to really get his blood going.


  Eventually he nodded to his guests and left the table, allowing them to leave as well. He strolled back to his quarters nodding to the guard by the door as he went in, his arousal quite evident by then. He laughed to himself; it had been ages since a slave had gotten him so horny.


  "Come and kneel before me my little cockslut!" he growled as he entered the room.


  Balizar rushed to comply, kneeling quickly.


  Rassnor looked down and smiled, then quickly turned and backhanded Balizar, knocking him back and sending him sprawling. He removed his clothes as he looked at his slave, sprawled on the floor, looking up at him stunned from the blow, but with no anger in his eyes anywhere.


  "I wish to take you forcibly tonight Balizar"


  "As my Master wishes, I exist to serve you," Balizar replied getting to his feet.


  "I don't think you understand. I want you to resist, I want you to fight me off to the best of your ability, holding back nothing. If I think for a moment you are not trying your damnedest to win, I will have you punished, severely." Rassnor noticed that Balizar almost looked hurt at the last part, he grinned.


  "I promise you Master, I will do my best to beat you." And Balizar attacked.


  The fight went on for a good twenty minutes. Rassnor was surprised at the fierceness of his slave's attack, and it quickly fired the bloodlust in him. They traded blows and punches, Balizar moving fast and never allowing the larger tiger to close and grapple. They both used their claws though Rassnor didn't get cut half as much as Balizar as they dodged and parried.


  Balizar had taken several good punches in the head, with a good kick to the stomach by then, and though he gave almost as good as he got. Rassnor had the reach, and they knew it. It wasn't a fair fight, but neither wanted one, Rassnor wanted to win, Balizar wanted to prove he was worthy of being won. The end came when Rassnor rocked the leopard's head with a round house punch that dazed him long enough for Rassnor to tackle him. Then he pounded the leopard's head into the ground a few times for good measure, still in the battle frenzy, and rolled him onto his stomach.


  As soon as Balizar realized what was happening, he tried to kick and scramble out of the way. A growl and a jaw clamping down on the back of his neck warned him not to, and feeling the thick cock head once again brushing under his tail, he submitted fully, assuming the position to be mounted.


  Rassnor's bloodlust turned to a sexual frenzy now as his slave, duly won submitted to his will and he quickly pressed home his advantage, enjoying the cry of pain as he buried himself to the hilt on the first stroke and started fucking hard and fast, feral in his excitement.


  Balizar pressed his face to the ground, trying to open himself up more to the fierce pounding his ass was taking, his own hardon softening at first. At this pace he knew his Master wouldn't last long, so he panted and humped back as much as he could.


  Rassnor smiled to himself, reveling in Balizar's submission, and willingness to be abused by him. They both knew who the Master was.


  Balizar's rump finally started to adjust as his Master hit his long strokes, working hard on the ones that would take him to completion. Balizar groaned and panted, and started to clench down hard with his ass, urging his Master on, doing his best to give his Master the best ride of his life.


  With a loud growl and a snarl, Rassnor slammed in hard, as he started to cum, his hips then losing their steady rhythm as he bucked against the leopard, filling the tight ass and claiming his prize. He shot pulse after pulse of his hot seed deep inside before finally pulling out and spraying the last few white globs of cum on the jet back fur. Looking down at his handy work he sprawled back onto a pile of cushion's panting, smiling at the leopard ass, waving in the air under a thick lashing tail, trying to recapture his cock.


  "Come here slut," he growled.


  Balizar moved quickly to comply, but not as quickly as before, considering his beaten and aroused state.


  "Make me stiff again, then ride me like a good fuck toy."


  "Yes Master" Balizar panted, and he leaned over and started to lick clean his Master's cum slicked cock, his head still dizzy. Carefully he wrapped a paw around the base of the thick shaft, holding it steady and closing his eyes, letting the scent of his Master's musk and seed fill his nostrils, as the taste of the Tiger's seed and cock played over his tongue.


  By the time he had licked the shaft to a nice clean slickness, it was starting to firm up again. So Balizar opened his jaw wide and sucked the head past his lips, letting his tongue lash and probe, running it over the wide piss slit, enjoying the sounds of his Master's groans of pleasure.


  Rassnor smiled down at the leopard working over his cock so hungrily, he could see his slave was as aroused as he was, as he sucked the tip of his once again hard cock.


  "Enough!" he growled, smiling. "I want your ass now..."


  Balizar looked up with a smile and nodded, climbing up onto his Master's lap, flicking his tail out of the way as he wiggled his ass, and started to work the bloated head of the thick tiger cock against his asshole. Pressing back he purred softly and then gave a soft moan when the head suddenly popped inside.


  Rassnor rumbled loud in pleasure as he watched the leopard start to slide down his shaft, the cat's eyes glazing over in pleasure as he lowered himself, body starting to squirm in pleasure as he bottomed out, ass pressed against Rassnor's hips.


  "You like that, don't you slut?" Rassnor purred, laying back and enjoying the view.


  "Ohhhh yes Master," came the weak reply, "yess..."


  Rassnor smiled and placed his paws on the leopard's hips, helping to guide him, he still looked rather dizzy, and a bit bloody from the earlier beating. But he also seemed determined to ride tiger cock, and Rassnor was more then willing to help his slave comply with his orders.


  Balizar worked his body up and down, the dizziness in his head clearing, as he knew it would, and his strength slowly returning. The feeling of the large piece of tiger meat sliding in and out of him was just oh so delightful. The knowledge that his Master had proven his worth once more, exciting him as well. He had held nothing back, and his Master had bested him again, and then fucked him hard and well, again as only fitting. He closed his eyes and moved his hips faster, groaning and purring his pleasure loudly as he claimed his own reward, his mouth hanging open and panting as he worked his ass for his Master, clenching and twisting for all he was worth.


  For his part Rassnor was amazed at the leopard's resilience and obvious lust for him. The way he moved, sinuously and full of obvious desire, helped fire the King's passions once again. When he finally came, he bucked his hips up against the firm ass of the leopard, smiling as the smaller cat's cock shot its own creamy load over his chest. Pulling his slave close he fell asleep feeling quite comfortable with the other laying on his belly, softening cock still held in a tight warm grasp.


  



  "Another enjoyable night Milord?" Halronde asked, entering the dinning room and seeing his King once again was eating a rather hearty breakfast.


  "Ah, yes Halronde! An enjoyable evening followed by a nice morning."


  "And the slave?"


  "Sent to the healer again," he sighed with a smile. "I was rougher with him last night then any I have ever used before, well any that I expected to live that is. And still he endured it, I should have taken a warrior long ago, we are made of much stronger stuff."


  "I take it he's as devoted as yesterday?" Halronde asked curious.


  "Yes, after the way he woke me this morning, I have no doubts. It's as if he worships me. I can't understand it," he shook his head with a smile, sighing again. "But I will not question it."


  "I had a few reports on him you know."


  "Really?" Rassnor paused in his eating, "what about?"


  "Seems he went down to the training area and worked out yesterday afternoon. They only let him have a wooden sword, but the Master at Arms was impressed."


  Rassnor nodded, "I'm not surprised. Tell them he may have steel when he goes down today."


  Halronde raised his eyebrows, "Are you sure Milord?"


  Rassnor nodded, "Yes. This one is special, and I like him having his pride, it makes his submission to me all the more... enjoyable."


  "Assuming he continues to submit Milord."


  Rassnor laughed, "It's as I told you Halronde, he pretty much worships me. I can see it in his eyes, he knows his place..."


  "...and that place is under you?" Halronde chuckled as he finished the sentence.


  "Exactly. Did you hear anything else?"


  "Yes actually, I went to the healer and asked what she knew of him, she told me what you pretty much just had, that he is obviously devoted to you, he stood up for you when she commented on the scratches you had given him the other night. Also, he mentioned that he is a Zhinatao."


  "Zhinatao? I do not recall ever hearing of that tribe."


  "Me neither Milord, but I have made some inquiries of the scholars, I suspect we will learn eventually."


  Rassnor nodded his head, in thought.


  



  Balizar made his way to the healer once again, not really wishing too, but orders were orders, and he could not question his Master when he was showing such obvious concern. The Healer examined him again, and looked at him a little strangely.


  "Sore I take it?"


  "A little, but it will pass."


  She nodded, but said nothing further, so Balizar headed off to the practice grounds once more. He noticed he was on the receiving end of a few curious glances from the guards as he got there. Walking up to the Master at Arms, he inquired if he could once again practice.


  "Ahh, yes. The King's companion is most welcome here," he smiled, turning to the rack behind him.


  "I would hardly give myself such a lofty title," Balizar replied, trying not to blush.


  "Well," continued the old tiger handing over a practice sword to Balizar's surprise, "we all know the King's tastes, and mere slaves aren't given actual swords to practice with, now are they?"


  Balizar looked at the sword and back up at the tiger, "What?"


  "Milord commanded it; I guess he feels good swordsmen shouldn't be let to grow slack in their skills. At least that would be my take on it. My names Chetarack by the way, but you can just call me Chet."


  Balizar smiled, "I am called Balizar, Bal for short if you wish."


  "Well Bal, you can go use the pells if you want, let me know if you need anything else."


  Balizar nodded and thanked the old weapons master again, feeling a warm glow inside at the indirect acknowledgment of his Master's trust. He set to his practice with renewed intensity, determined to do his Master proud. Breaking only for a light lunch he worked hard through out the day, inwardly pleased at how well he was progressing. It would not be long until he had returned to the height of his skills.


  As he walked back to his Master's rooms, to clean up for the evening, he was surprised several times by the nods of the castle guards. The acceptance, no matter how minor, by his Master's people again made him feel warm inside.


  



  Rassnor was quite surprised as he entered his chambers that night, it was later then usual, there had been a council that day and it had run long into the night. He was in ill temper by the time it was finished, wanting very much to harangue several of his nobles, and positively throttle one in particular. But he had managed to keep his temper and hold his tongue, having learned from his father that sometimes duty required that you at least appear calm and reasonable.


  So it was in this frame of mind that he entered to see his Slave tied to the wall, with a large assortment of whips and floggers laid out.


  "What is the meaning of this Slave?" he growled a familiar stirring in his loins once more.


  "If my Master will forgive me, I heard of the difficulties you were having today, and I know you cannot work out those frustrations on your nobles."


  "So you thought I might wish to work them out on you?" he growled again, letting his anger flow, as he picked up one of the whips.


  "This is my gift to you my Master," Balizar purred and closed his eyes waiting.


  Rassnor nodded and looked over his slave, then took a practice lash against one of the room’s pillars. Satisfied he took the next at his toy, a deep part of him satisfied at the sound of the whip on flesh, at the way his toy arched his back. He struck again, mindful of his placement, his baser half satisfied by the affect the whip was having on the panther. He smiled and imagined for a moment that Duke Niefeld was before him instead, and let the Duke have the next ten lashes, each carefully placed. He marveled at his slave's ability to not cry out, he was sure the Duke could never match such restraint.


  Setting the whip down he came over to check his handy work, he had been careful not to break the skin, checking the large welts that had been raised. He noticed a slight trickle of blood from Balizar's muzzle, a bit lip.


  "You should have put something in your muzzle to bite down on," he chided, grabbing a whip and sticking the padded handle in the leopard's mouth. "Use this; I am not done with you yet."


  Balizar accepted the handle, clamping down on it with his teeth, his back on fire, and his mind numb. He had never been whipped before, and if he had realized how much it hurt, he might not have offered this. But he had and he would see it through.


  Rassnor picked up one of the floggers, and checked its weight. He started in on his slave's back once more, though spending more time on the nice rump before him that he had hardly touched with the whip. He could use the flogger a lot longer with out any serious damage to his toy, unlike the whip which could easily main or kill, and he did so to great advantage working out his anger. It occurred to him as he checked the leopard's eyes, that if he wanted to, he could whip this cat to death, and no one, not even this cat, would say a word. But if he did, he would most certainly be lost.


  Rassnor set the whip down and untied his slave, helping him to stand as he was weak and stiff. He pulled the whip from his mouth and led his over to the bed, laying him down on his stomach.


  "I apologize my Slave; I went a little too far tonight." Rassnor sighed, looking down at the panting leopard.


  "I'm sorry Master, I have never been under the lash before," Balizar whispered, trying to keep the pain from his voice.


  "Then why did you offer it?" Rassnor asked, "Why do such a thing?"


  "Because you have shown me your faith in me, with the gift of the sword today. I could do no less then offer you something to show my faith in you Master."


  "But a whipping?"


  "One of the guards told me you get some pleasure from it."


  Rassnor sighed "Yes I do, but usually I stop sooner then this. Normally I would never pick up the whips when I am already so angry." Rassnor placed a paw on the leopard's rump, watching the cat jump slightly, feeling the heat there from the flogging.


  "You do things to me Slave. Most of them I enjoy, though this time I think I learned something important about myself. I almost went too far tonight. I promise not to do that again."


  "I think I understand Master." Balizar sighed, shifting his legs a little wider to ease the pain.


  Rassnor gave a low rumble as he watched the leopard's ass squirm.


  "Yes Master?"


  "Nothing," Rassnor sighed. "I just horny as hell, for all that I did learn something, your gift did work my anger off, and leave me hard as a rock."


  Balizar spread his legs a bit farther, "Then mount me now Master, take me once again."


  "I think I caused you enough pain tonight," Rassnor said standing.


  Balizar wrapped his tail around Rassnor's arm, making his pause, "Master, sex with you is never pain. Please, don't go."


  Rassnor heard the pleading note in the leopard's voice, and sighed again, only now he was smiling. "Okay, but tonight I will be gentle."


  "Thank you Master" Balizar purred.


  He purred again louder as he felt his Master move between his legs, giving a little gasp of surprise as he felt something cool and slick applied to his ring by the Tiger


  "Something to make it easier tonight," Rassnor rumbled.


  Balizar nodded mutely as he felt the wide head press up against his pucker once more, a loud sigh of pleasure escaping his muzzle as his Masters cock head slipped past his asshole, slowly climbing up his bowels, moving deeper and deeper into his body. He shuddered as he felt Rassnor's breath lightly blowing over his back.


  Rassnor himself was once again in heaven. The tight clenching ass ring of his slave once again massaging his thick black cock, his balls bumping again against the smaller cat’s sac. He began a nice slow rhythm, taking his time, stirring his shaft as he fucked, enjoying the hot ass wrapped around him. Letting his speed build slowly.


  Balizar started to push back against the thrusts from behind, working his hips in time to the tiger's thrusts, paws clenching at the bed beneath him as the thick cock once again worked its magic on him. "Cum in your fucktoy Master," he moaned, "Use my ass..."


  Rassnor sunk his claws into the bed sheets, looking down at the cat beneath him, surprised at how much his slave was throwing himself back at his cock, squirming and starting to beg for his seed. He growled in pleasure and let his pace increase, making no effort to be long tonight, just working to achieve his pleasure quickly, and give the leopard on his cock what he so obviously desired.


  Balizar cried out in pleasure, a few minutes later when Rassnor's thick shaft began to jerk and pulse inside his guts, the warm feeling of the thick ropey tigercum causing him to shoot his own seed as he collapsed on the bed, panting. His Master’s loving caresses on his head and neck where the last things he recalled that night as he feel asleep.


  



  Balizar woke in the middle of the night, to a tongue bathing his ear. "Master?"


  "How are you feeling?" Rassnor's voice was soft, his breath warm in Balizar's ear.


  "Well Master, my back hurts like a bitch," Balizar began, feeling his Master tense up as he said that, as Rassnor had pulled him back against his chest. "But I'd be lying if I said I wanted you to stop pressing up against my back and holding me."


  "You sure?"


  "Very sure Master."


  "I need to ask you some things my Slave. And I want answers, truthful ones."


  "Of course Master."


  "I need to know why. Why have you let me do this to you?"


  "Because you need this outlet Master, and I can provide it."


  "That's not what I asked, and you know it! You could have gone free, instead of becoming a fucktoy for a tiger who likes to combine fucking with fighting way too often."


  Balizar shook his head and chuckled softly, "You may not believe me Master."


  "Try me," Rassnor growled softly.


  "Okay, my people are warriors as you probably guessed. Some of our best warriors are chosen to roam. Roam until we have lost in combat to someone our obvious superior. We are called by our god to do this, and it is said when we lose, we lose our pride, and so can see clearly the task set for us."


  Rassnor chewed on that for a moment.


  "Also," Balizar continued, "It is my people's tradition, that when you beat a warrior in combat, you take him, physically."


  Rassnor raised an eyebrow in the dark. "Ohhh?"


  "Yes," Balizar nodded, "And I could not continue on until you had taken me. To do so would be on par with blasphemy. And so of course I had to do something that day when you were attacked by those cowards."


  "And then you got your chance to complete the ritual, being fucked by the one who had bested you in combat." Rassnor growled softly. "So now what?"


  "Now? Now I stay."


  "What about your task?" Rassnor sighed, giving the leopard's ear a nip.


  Balizar chuckled and jumped a little in the tiger's arms. "I had spent some time here before that of course. And in that time, I learned much about you, slaves do gossip about their King and all. And well, ummm..."


  "Yesss?" Rassnor growled.


  "I really enjoyed what you did to me, especially the second night..." he said a little embarrassed.


  "Oh really now..." Rassnor snickered.


  Balizar nodded slowly, "You are better then me. And you've shown me that, twice. When you take me, it just seems right, not to mention what you feel like inside me." He shivered a little, "plus I can take it. It's clear to me, you are a great warrior, and my god has sent me to serve you. The fact that I admire you, and enjoy serving you just makes it all the easier."


  "So you wish to stay here, with me?" Rassnor asked softly.


  "With all my heart my Master," Balizar purred, "I am forever yours."


  



  



  "You look a little worried today Milord," Halronde observed as he looked at his King eating his breakfast, "Problem with the slave?"


  "Not worried so much as thoughtful. Once again I pushed it a little too far last night. I had started to believe that all of those slaves and lovers I had hurt, I had hurt intentionally. I was on the verge of becoming cruel, I was going farther then I needed to with him.


  "And?"


  "And while I do like it to be rough, I had no desire to damage those slaves. Now I have someone who can fulfill me in those times I need to assert myself. This one has truly indeed been a gift to me.


  "So what are your plans for him now?"


  "Why keep him around for the rest of my life and screw that cute little butt until his ears fall off!" Rassnor laughed. "Though I think I may change his official status to something other then slave. I own him, and he knows it. But I want him to have stature here. If he's to be my companion, I don't want anyone else messing with him. After all, that's my prerogative!"


  Halronde nodded, "Makes sense. Would you like to hear what the scribes have found? Turns out to be quite a lot."


  "Sure, I'd love to hear it."


  "The Zhinatao are a group that live pretty far from here, ten months travel, maybe more. They come from a region that's said to be hilly, almost mountainous and for the most part, they don't leave home much. They're extremely martial; they start training for combat as soon as they can walk. Their religion is a warrior’s one, which you'd expect with them being warriors, every male, female, and cub."


  "Any idea why they are a warrior group?"


  "Well according to the scribes, they are invaded on a regular basis, seems that there is some value to their land, what exactly isn't known. Also it would seem there are some nasty things living in their lands, magic is said to run wild in that region."


  "What else?"


  "They fight challenges, a lot of challenges, among each other. The loser's penalty is..."


  "Getting fucked royally," Rassnor interjected.


  "...something like that. As the females fight too, I suspect they do something similar. The females do fight the males by the way, and conquest is part of the courting rituals. Some of their best warriors go on quest, usually not to return, which explains your new slave. It seems that being taken in honorable combat under certain circumstances has a deep religious meaning."


  "Balizar explained some of that to me last night," Rassnor smiled.


  "Well it was hazy in the archives the scribes said."


  "It's likely to stay that way too."


  Halronde nodded, "A few other things, their god is symbolized by a tiger, a rather large tiger."


  "Interesting..."


  "Oh very, it gets better. They do have some magical abilities, again the scribes weren't well informed on that either. But most interesting of all is, you're related."


  Rassnor stopped eating his breakfast and set down his knife. "Say that again?"


  "You're related. You have Zhinatao blood in you. That's how the Scribes had what information they did. From your ancestor."


  "I'm a tiger, they're leopards right? How?"


  "Well, it's a long story it seems. Lithgar the third was an orange tiger like me; there were no black tigers during his rein. It seems he acquired a female slave in combat one day."


  "A black leopard female slave?" Rassnor asked, ears perking up in interest.


  "Exactly. He had not married yet, and she served him very well. So well it seems that she even fought with him in combat. Then one day she became pregnant."


  "By a tiger? How? We can't cross."


  "That's what everyone said. Until Ragnor the first was born. He was the first black tiger of your line and very obviously Lithgar's son. She died giving birth to him, and it was determined by the court magician, that she worked a great magic to present her lord with that son, at a cost of her own life. Lithgar declared the cub his son and heir and raised him in the manner of the Zhinato more or less."


  "And he went on to conquer enough of our neighbors to triple the size of the country... But that was only one hundred fifty years ago. Half of my nobles are black tigers!"


  "He was a very lusty sort it seems, your ancestor. He had five sons and three daughters by his wife, another fifteen children on his consorts, and they think at least eighty on the daughters of his nobles, who were not about to complain about it, considering how well he had awarded so many of them with lands. It seems your family's strain is about as dominant as you are Milord!" Halronde chuckled.


  "That is a story all right," he sighed. "How much of it is true?"


  Halronde shrugged, "Hard to say, but seeing the abilities of one here, I'd be inclined to give it a lot of credit. I think the gods have smiled on you once again Rassnor. With a slave, or rather a companion, like him around, I don't think any assassin will ever get close to you again."


  "And we've been having way too many of them of late, haven't we?"


  "Well, the Gundor kingdom believes you mean to take them next."


  "If I ever manage to prove they sent those assassins, I will. They've been troublesome neighbors for far too long now."


  Halronde nodded. "So what do you want to do about him?"


  "King Faldor of Gundor?" Rassnor blinked.


  "No, your cat, Balizar. I don't know if to call him slave or what, and I'm not so sure you know either!" He laughed.


  Rassnor smiled, "Yeah, there is that. Draft up some papers, I'll free him later today, but make him a sworn man to me, and a member of my personal guard. But don't put him in the rank structure; I don't want to bend my captain's tail too far out of joint."


  "There will be issues Milord, I'm sure."


  "They'll learn quick enough not to challenge him; he'll clean their clocks on the parade grounds."


  Halronde nodded. "If you say so. I guess he'll need some kind of uniform then?"


  Rassnor nodded, "Yeah, but I want some skimpy ones too. I want my visitors to think he's just a toy."


  Halronde nodded again. "I'll see to it this afternoon. Now, about Gundor..." he started, changing the subject as they moved onto other issues for the mornings meetings.


  



  Balizar dragged himself off to the showers, his back still aching from the night before, but as usual his body had already healed itself. He'd checked the whips and floggers for any magiks before laying them out, to be safe. And his Master hadn't ordered him to the healer, so he was safe on that point. He'd spent a good deal of time working on his unarmed combat styles this morning, when he'd gotten up, and by the time he'd finished showering it was time for lunch, which he ate with great gusto. His body's healing requiring larger amounts of food, plus skipping breakfast hadn't helped. It was after lunch that his Master's summons caught up with him.


  "Balizar, kneel before me!" His Master commanded as he entered the audience room. He did as he was bid, noticing there were several others present, whatever his Master had in mind, this was official.


  "First, as of this moment, you are no longer a Slave of the crown, in recognition of services rendered far beyond those expected of any slave."


  Balizar gasped and looked up at his Master, he did not want to be free. As his eyes reached his Master's, he saw the Tiger start to smile.


  "As your King however, I hereby enlist you in my personal guard, under my personal command, and request that you swear yourself to me!"


  Balizar nodded and smiled, he was still his Master's property. That was all that really mattered.


  "I Balizar of the Zhinatao, hereby swear my life, my honor, and my soul to King Rassnor, by the name of my family, my people and my god. May I never fail at my duties under pain of death and damnation." And with that he prostrated himself before his Master.


  "Arise Balizar, and welcome to my service. I have every faith in you."


  Balizar smiled hearing the purr in his Masters voice.


  "The Captain here will outfit you, then escort you back here for duty. Dismissed."


  Balizar bowed at his dismissal and followed the Captain off.


  "Quite a promotion, heh?" The Captain chuckled once they were out of earshot. The Captain was a black tiger like his Master, not as big, but there were enough resemblance’s to make it clear they were related.


  "Whatever my Master wishes," Balizar nodded.


  The Captain stopped and turned to him, "Just so we have an understanding, I know that you're his lover, I was there when you asked to become his sex toy remember. Now only four people in the castle know of that whole incident, you included, and none of us are going to spread it around. Everyone knows you saved his life. Most people know, or will learn, that you are his lover; he makes no secret of his tastes. I approve of you, and so do those guards who have seen you working out. There will be others however that will think you're just a toy given station as a gift."


  Balizar nodded quietly.


  "Now, I've made it clear that any who wish to challenge you, are to do so officially, I want all matches to be by the rules. Feel free to challenge any who insult you among the guards. My cousin the King has informed me that you are quite capable of beating the snot out of any of us, and are free to do so. I myself will believe that after I've seen you fight of course," he smiled. "Prove you deserve the post, and few will give you any grief."


  Balizar nodded and the Captain led him off to the barracks. It took him a while to get outfitted; a tailor had to redo much of his kit, as he wasn't of the same build as the guard, who were all tigers to the cat. He looked rather surprised at some of the outfits, which were just fancy loin clothes with a basic weapons harness and some ornate looking gear.


  "Bodyguard duty," he was informed by one of the guards, who smirked at the outfit looking him over in it. "I have to say, it does make you look useless."


  Balizar looked at himself in a mirror and struck a pose, and had to laugh himself. "I guess that's the idea."


  "Those who don't know our King that well will just assume he's being vain when they see you. They don't know he'd rather be out in the muck of a battlefield any day, then sitting around in robes in court."


  Balizar nodded, "He is the finest warrior I have ever fought."


  The guard stopped a moment, and looked Balizar over really slowly at that. "Son of a bitch! I thought you looked familiar. I was in the field with Milord at the last campaign, I saw you fight him!"


  Balizar just nodded.


  "We lost quite a few people in that campaign," the guard continued, "and some here may not forgive you of that. Be warned."


  Balizar nodded again, "I understand. Thanks for your advice."


  "If you don’t mind my asking, how did you end up with that bunch anyway?"


  "I was offered a position with their forces when I traveled through town. They told me a great many stories about troubles and asked for my help. When on quest it is not easy for one of my people to refuse such requests."


  The guard thought about that and nodded. "Well I can understand that, I think. I'm called Dhalari, and your official bunk space in quarters will be the rack next to mine. The King doesn't lavish much in the way of individual space on us, but there's more than enough room to stow any outfits, gear or weapons."


  Balizar flicked an ear, "Sounds more than generous."


  Dhalari nodded, "It is. I've seen the way some of the nobles put up their troops, lavishing much on the officers, and letting the enlisted suffer in poor quarters. Here every warrior has a bunk in the barracks, even the officers, though the higher ranks are allowed to keep quarters elsewhere."


  "Do they?" Balizar asked curiously looking closely at the other.


  "Not as much as you'd suspect. Even the King spends time in the barracks, he may be our Lord, but he's still one of us."


  Balizar nodded and thought about that, the guard's loyalty was evident when he spoke. He would have much to live up to, to win the approval of these tigers and he was determined to do just that.
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  The rest of the day passed quickly as he got outfitted with the rest of his gear and stowed it by his bunk. It was strange to have possessions again, having lost all that he had when he was captured, not that he had much then, beyond his weapons. He returned to his Master's bedroom after an early dinner, and waited patiently, kneeling by the foot of the bed.


  "Ah there you are my lovely little panther!" Rassnor chuckled when he walked in later that night. "I think I shall have you join me for dinner tomorrow, that I may show you off to the court."


  Balizar ducked his head and twitched his tail embarrassed, "My Master honors me with such talk."


  "Which is your polite way of saying that you think I'm crazy," Rassnor said and laughed, shedding clothes as he strode over to where his panther kneeled waiting. "But with you in one of those nice little fucktoy outfits, I can guarantee that all those there with a taste for male flesh like my own, will be drooling over your tight athletic ass." And he put a hand behind Bal's head and rubbed his crotch against his muzzle.


  Balizar needed no further encouragement and reached around his Master's strong thighs with his paws, rubbing and kneading the firm tiger rump as his tongue started to lave the musky orbs before him. He licked and sucked on his Master's balls slowly moving up the thickening sheath, purring as he watched the slick cock head start to emerge, the shaft engorging and growing.


  "That's a good boy," Rassnor purred, using both hands now to rub his toy's ears and face.


  Balizar worked his way higher and opened his muzzle wider as he licked the slick cockshaft, curling his tongue around it, and drawing the tip between his lips as he started to suckle. The loud groan of pleasure from his Master made him smile to himself as he circled his tongue around the head, letting his tongue tip play with the slit in the tip, before he sucked in hard and drew more of the shaft in deep.


  Rassnor smiled down at his panther, watching the rather enjoyable sight of his thick black cock sliding in and out of the muzzle before him, little streaks of white appearing here and there on the length as his precum mixed with saliva. Eventually he grabbed his pet by the shoulders and dragged him up, chuckling at the disappointed expression on the panther's face as his cock was dragged from his lips. "Enough of that," he purred, "I want that ass again..."


  With that Rassnor dropped the cat on the bed, and grabbed his ankles pulling them to either side of his hips as he stood at the end of the bed. Balizar seeing what he planned stuffed a few pillows under his butt to bring him up to the proper height as once more that stiff piece of tigerhood started to spread his ass cheeks, riding up against the underside of his tail until it pressed at his assring.


  "Ohhh yessss Master" he purred, wrapping his legs around the tiger's hips and pulling him closer as he felt that thick cock head pressing harder and harder against his tightness until it popped into his body, causing him to arch his back and groan in lust, his own erection starting to grow as he lay there on his back, his Master between his legs.


  Rassnor just smiled and grunted, pushing forward again until he was in to the hilt. He paused for a few, noticing the smaller cat's erection before him, and he wrapped a paw around in and started to tug on the panther's shaft, eliciting a rather pleased set of purrs, which got only louder as he started to work his own shaft in and out of the tight ass before him. He took his time, enjoying himself, and letting his toy, because he knew that is what the leopard would always be in his mind, enjoy himself as well. He added a little lube to his own cock to make the pumping go faster, he wanted the cat nicely opened up for later tonight when he planned to take him much more physically, but for now slow and easy would be nice.


  Balizar lay before Rassnor and reveled in the moment as his Master fucked him slowly. The feeling of the large shaft easily pumping in and out of him, rearranging his insides as always, accompanied by the warm paw stroking his own cock was exquisite, and he wanted it to go on as long as he could stand it. Rassnor did not seem to be in any rush and let his other paw play with the leopard's nipples as he stroked and pumped, smiling at the way the smaller cat's hips eventually started to pump back against him. His smile turned into a smirk when Balizar started to beg for his cum. And his smirk got rather large as the begging turned into desperate pleas for both release and to be filled. Rassnor's hips were moving with great power by then, and he finally fulfilled his fucktoy's wishes by pumping him full of his thick tigerseed, while his paw milked the smaller cat's cock of all of it's own seed.


  The second and third joinings of the night where much more physically extreme, though not of themselves violent. Rassnor used his strength totally on the leopard, who responded in kind and when Rassnor's teeth accidentally punctured Balizar's shoulder, the smell of blood incited their lust even higher.


  Rassnor felt his toy got his revenge for that accidental wound when he woke the tiger early and got him to such a state where they paired several more times that morning. So it was a rather weary King that Halronde came upon at that morning's breakfast.


  "Up late milord?" Rassnor's advisor asked with an obvious snicker as he noticed the King's tail drooping somewhat.


  "Up late, and up early," he sighed, but couldn't repress a smile either. "That cat works me harder in bed then you used to on the training grounds sometimes."


  "Oh really?" Halronde said, his snickers having now turned to outright laughter. "Maybe he really was sent to do you in, I think you've met your match finally milord, and it's not on the battlefield!"


  Rassnor growled and threw a roll at his friend, who dodged still chuckling.


  "So where is your little toy at now? I'm surprised you didn't drag him out to breakfast with you this morning."


  "Getting his cuts and bites treated. I accidentally bit him again."


  "Not too badly I hope?" Halronde looked concerned.


  "Well from the amount of blood on the sheets, I'd say so. But this morning he was as hot to get me under his tail as ever." He shook his head and looked at his advisor "It's hard to feel guilty about hurting him when he does that to you".


  "Maybe it doesn't hurt him?"


  "Oh no, it hurts him alright. Just not till afterwards. It's pretty obvious he gets the battle lust like I do."


  "And bed with you is a battle, huh?"


  Rassnor threw a sausage at him this time, which Halronde caught in his muzzle with a grin.


  "Well his tail is dragging too," he chuckled "he doesn't just lay there and take it."


  "Think you'll be up to the dinner tonight?"


  Rassnor snorted, "Of course. And I want my cute little leopard there decked out in something nice. Not too decadent. I want the Nobles to start getting used to him."


  "That should prove interesting," Halronde smirked.


  "Think they'll object?"


  "Only the half that doesn't want to fuck him themselves. Too many of your court are just as lusty as you, even if their tastes aren't as jaded." He snickered.


  Rassnor just threw another roll and smiled.


  



  Balizar had to get his shoulder wound cleaned and bandaged. The bite had been pretty deep; his Master in his excitement had seized him fairly hard on the shoulder, just as he had arched back up into him, forcing his shoulder up against the long fangs. It would be nightfall before the wound totally closed, and maybe another day before it healed completely. He then got his own breakfast and headed back to the training grounds. The bandage on his shoulder got a lot of looks, and Chet stopped him before he hit the pells to make sure he wasn't out of his mind.


  "Don't worry, it's not as bad as it looks," Balizar re-assured him, "the bandage is just to keep the dust off."


  Chet nodded but looked skeptical and kept an eye on him throughout his workout of the day.


  For his part he was slowed down some, but not significantly. The wound was more of an annoyance, then anything serious at this point. But it did lead to his first serious conflict with one of the other guards.


  He had walked over to the water trough, to dunk his head and pour some fresh water over himself to cool down between sets when another guard got in his way.


  "Well, well, well, if it isn't the new plaything."


  Balizar picked up the bucket and poured the water over his head, it was hot out and he'd been going at it for several hours now.


  "You deaf or something kitten? I'm talking to you!"


  Balizar turned to look at the dressing on his shoulder, still ignoring the guard. There was some leakage from the wound still, but the water had washed off the dust at least. He flicked his ears and turned to look at the speaker. He was young, that much was obvious, for all that he was big. Not as big as his Master, but a good bit over seven feet he'd say. His color was more the typical coloration of his species, orange and white with black stripes.


  "So I hear you like to wiggle your ass for the King," the guard said smirking.


  Balizar noticed the others were watching with avid interest, he also noticed the older hands were slowly backing away.


  "Excuse me?" Balizar said softly, "I couldn't hear you."


  "I said, I hear you like to wiggle your ass for the King," the guard said again, still smirking.


  "I'm sorry, what was that? Maybe you could speak up..." Balizar said softly again.


  "I SAID, I hear you like to wiggle your ass for the King!" He repeated even louder.


  Balizar noticed that by now even the younger guards had backed away, picking up on what the older hands had done. But he could see the curiosity in their eyes. They wanted to see what would happen.


  "Nope, still can't hear a word you're saying..." Balizar purred.


  The guard was about to repeat himself a fourth time when suddenly he stopped "Hey! Are you mocking me scum sucker!" he growled, fur starting to bristle.


  "I thought you were doing a pretty good job of that all by yourself cub," Balizar said smiling, loud enough that everyone could hear.


  "Why you little... I'll pound that smile out of your skull..." he growled and started to take a step forward and reach for the Leopard.


  Who suddenly wasn't there.


  As he had moved Balizar had dropped to one leg and spun, as he came around he hooked the guard's leg with a rather simple foot sweep and then jumped back up, pushing off the ground with his hands.


  The guard hit the ground with a loud 'oof!' and several people snickered. But he was quick to get up again, and started in towards Balizar once more.


  "You caught me off guard that time, but you won't play that trick twice!" he growled angrily and charged.


  Balizar slipped in under his arms, kneed him in the stomach, slipped totally past him as he grunted out air, and then gave him a solid push to the side, sending him into the water trough.


  "Oh really now?" He smirked as the guard splashed in and floundered a moment before getting his hands on the sides and extracting himself.


  "Just what the hell do you think you're doing Halryth!" A rather angry Chetarack growled as he stalked up to the scene.


  "I'm going to teach this low born scum some manners!" he growled standing up dripping water from his soaked fur.


  "Oh so you're challenging him I see." Chet smiled.


  "Challenge? Who said anything about a challenge! I'm gonna flatten him..."


  "Attention soldier!" Chet growled loudly into the young guards face. With a shocked look on his face he shut up and came to attention. But Chet didn't stop there.


  "As you no doubt know soldier, you are not allowed to just engage in fights with whom so ever you wish! The King has clearly stated that while he will brook no brawls with his companion, challenges may be made to him, and of course he must accept!"


  Chet's muzzle was about two inches from Halryth's but his voice was loud enough to be heard outside the training area, he wasn't about to brook any insolence in his domain. He knew what the kid was up to, and let him get started to see how this leopard would deal with it. The kid had been stupid, and now he'd get to see just how well the leopard fought too. Halryth hopefully would learn not to be so stupid and hot headed next time.


  "So as your ranking officer," Chet continued, "I can only assume that this behavior was your lame attempt to offer a challenge of arms to a fellow guard, one that outranks you I might add."


  Halryth gulped and nodded.


  Chet turned to Balizar who had been watching the whole thing curiously. The others were rather amused at the young guard's predicament, but he could see they wanted this too. He suspected some had probably egged the kid on, so they could gauge him. It would be interesting.


  "Do you accept the challenge Balizar?"


  "Of course," Balizar smiled, "I would be happy to."


  "When would you like to do it?"


  "Would now be okay? I have to clean up in a bit, so it would be nice to get this out of the way quickly."


  "What about that wound on your arm?" Chet looked closely at the dressing.


  "If we could change the bandage, it won't be a problem." Balizar looked over at the guard, still at attention and smiled, "This won't take long. Trust me." He smiled even wider as he saw the kid's fur bristle at the comment.


  Chet looked at the kid. "Okay, fall out you and go get your gear on. Fight starts as soon as everyone's ready." He pointed over to a couple of the others standing round. "Clear out the circle."


  



  It hadn't taken long to redress his wound. There were always ample supplies around the training area. Putting on his armor was a pain, it was the first time he'd worn this set, so it didn't fit perfectly. But it fit well enough for now. He'd have to make some further changes to it soon however. Dhalari came over while he was finishing with the ties and gave him a hand.


  "So whose idea was it to send that oaf to try out my measure?" Balizar chuckled.


  "One of the younger officers I think." He grinned back.


  "Tell them I'm offended. He's barely worth the effort."


  "Don’t be fooled, that kid's pretty tough, he can take a lot of punishment."


  Balizar shook his head. "You've seen me fight, right?"


  "Well, only a little, I was a bit preoccupied with not getting killed myself that day."


  Balizar ahh'ed and nodded "Okay. Well don't blink. By the way, where I come from, I get to fuck him after I beat him, so don't get in my way when I drag him off..."


  "You wouldn't..."


  "Oh I will, unless the King tells me not too. Somebody better warn the kid. He's in for a rude awakening" he laughed.


  Dhalari looked shocked and quickly got up to tell Chet and the others who had suddenly shown up. Halronde was there too surprisingly, but no sign of his Master.


  He watched as Dhalari conversed rather animatedly with them and then stopped suddenly, as they all started to laugh. Balizar smiled, he was going to enjoy this immensely.


  He watched as Dhalari shrugged and went over to explain it to Halryth, who started to show every feline sign of anger Balizar had ever seen. He smiled and stepped into the circle.


  Halryth stepped in the circle next and the challenge was on. The rules were fairly simple. The fight goes on until someone either submits, or gets beaten into submission. Dulled swords are used in most cases, though in a serious fight, real weapons are used.


  Balizar strode into the center of the circle and waited, sword in hand, shield ready. He would have preferred to have two swords, but he didn't want to risk reopening the wound. So he'd just fight with his off hand today.


  Halryth came in, slowly, keeping his guard up. He came in straight and started in with a fairly basic flurry against Balizar's shield. Balizar gave him a ten count, to see if the kid had any surprises in store for him, which he obviously didn't. The kid relied on his size and strength, which while considerable, just weren't going to be enough to carry the day.


  Balizar stepped in and whacked the back of the kid's hand with the edge of his shield, kicked him in the knee with a foot and then whacked him in the head with the flat of the blade. About a second later he parried, and came down hard on the kid's sword with his, then caught him with the edge of the shield, kicked him in the balls, then slammed the shield in his face. He followed this with a head butt as he disarmed the kid’s sword, hit him on the head with the flat of the blade a few more times to make him dizzy, and then laid him out with a shot to the side of the head with the shield. It took about five seconds.


  He then dropped the sword and shield, picked the kid up and started walking for the stables.


  People got out of his way.


  He hit the kid with a bucket of water, and he came to, sputtering as he found himself suddenly flipped onto his stomach. Flipped onto his stomach rather naked, on straw, in a stall.


  "What...?" he gasped.


  "Just me..." Balizar purred and grabbing the tiger's hips firmly in his paws he slide his own erect cock up under the tiger's tail, letting his cockhead press against the tight pucker there.


  "But, you can't... I'll...!"


  Balizar gave him a thump to the back of the head with a solid fist that stopped him short, "My rules. You challenged. Maybe next time you think first," he sighed in pleasure as he pushed forward hard, and his slickened cockhead popped into the tiger's tight ass, "Just be glad I used lube" he whispered and then sunk his shaft in to the hilt. True it wasn't his Master's nice twelve inches of tiger flesh, but the way the kid cried out you would have thought it was, not just eight very stiff inches of leopard.


  He held himself in there enjoying the way the young tiger's ass felt, clenching down hard and trying to push out the invader. At least after the initial yelp the kid had shut up.


  "Your first time?" he purrred softly and started to slowly pump his hips into the nice firm ass. The kid was a looker, especially face down like this.


  "I'll get you for this..." The tiger growled the shame evident in his voice now.


  Balizar continued to take him, picking up speed and using the tiger's ass well. His nose picked up some interesting scents and he reached around to find what he had suspected, the kid's cock was growing rather stiff. He leaned in closer as let his weight bear down on the tiger's back, pumping with nice hard strokes. He whispered in his ear "Everyone knows you lost, and everyone knows I'm in here fucking you. Now if you hadn't made an issue of my relationship with your King," he gave an extra vicious pump when he said that, "I wouldn't have felt it necessary to do this, as much as I enjoy such a sweet young ass as yours," he snickered and pumped faster the excitement driving him quickly to his peak.


  "But I promise not to tell anyone about this" he purred softly, as he wrapped a paw around the tiger's own hard cock now, which was dripping pre cum as well.


  He banged the tiger hard another minute, not holding back a thing, and with a loud groan he arched his back and ground in deep, his cock pumping and spraying, as he pumped the tiger's ass full of leopard cum. He continued to grind his hips and pant through his entire orgasm, stroking the kid's rather large tiger cock as he filled him. The kid didn't disappoint him and with a sob came as well, leaving a rather large puddle of cum on the floor.


  Balizar got up and cleaned himself off, then dressed. He looked down at the young tiger guard laying there on the floor, no longer full on bluster, but almost sobbing in humiliation on the floor. He sighed and kicked the kid in the butt, looking down as the kid turned to look up at him from the floor.


  "Never lost before, did you?"


  "No," came the reply, almost a sob.


  "And they don't play like this where you grew up, do they?"


  "No!"


  "And you enjoyed it, didn't you?"


  "NO!"


  "Look at the puddle of your cum on the floor kid. Don't lie to me if you want answers. No you enjoyed it, didn't you?"


  "Yes, some... but not at first," he closed his eyes ashamed.


  "Yeah well, quite a few of your mates in the guards enjoy it too. Losing isn't much fun. Dying is even less fun. Where I come from this teaches you three things, the first is never challenge someone unless it's important, because if you lose, they will have you in the most intimate way possible. The second is it teaches you that every fight is an important fight and you must give it your all. And the third is that there is no sin in submitting to someone who is better then you and who has bested you in fair combat. There can actually be a joy in it.


  "And you have just discovered that joy. I discovered it when I met your King, so you're years ahead of me. Now go out there and be a warrior and if anyone gives you shit about this, use it to learn to hold your tongue or you'll get yourself killed in a duel before you’re much older. Now get your ass in gear!"


  The kid nodded and started getting to his feet, so Balizar left and went off to collect his gear.


  The practice area was empty, except for Dhalari and Chet who was sitting chatting with him.


  "Have fun?" Dharlari sighed


  "Hey, he challenged me." Balizar sighed in return.


  "But you didn't have to do that to him, did you?"


  "Based on what he said, yeah I think I did. I notice none of the senior officers around said anything.


  "Well that's because you and the King..."


  "No, that's not why" interjected Chet. "If you're going to make fun of someone's sexual practices in this army, you're going to find yourself on the receiving end of them. That's Halronde's nephew in there, and you'll notice he thought the whole idea was fine by him."


  Balizar nodded to Dharlari, "See?"


  "Of course" Chet continued, "Everyone thought you were showing off with the way you cleaned his clock so quickly, so I expect to see you get a whole slew of challenges over the next week. Though none are going to mention sexual preferences, so maybe you won't be allowed to claim your custom in those."


  Balizar nodded again, "Sure. And yes I was showing off. Other then the Master, err, our King, there isn't anyone around here that can best me in combat."


  "Don't be so sure of that Balizar, there are people here who have beaten your King in the past," Chet warned.


  "But they won't ever again. I bet it's been years since anyone has been able to."


  "Well that's because I'm getting old," Chet grinned.


  Balizar shook his head. "Don't flatter yourself Chet. I've fought for longer then you might think. And more people then you've known. I saw it there on the field that day, which is why I rushed him and fought him in single combat, bidding all others on my side to leave us room. When he struck me down I knew it then..." Balizar broke off and looked a bit uncomfortable and embarrassed.


  "You make him sound like a god Bal" Dharlari said looking at him strange.


  "You yourself have made it clear the level of regard you all hold him in, did you not?"


  He nodded.


  "I come from a people whose whole life is combat and skill of arms. I was given a quest by my god and it brought me here. You would not understand it; you are not of my kind. But I can see the greatness in him and am humbled before it."


  



  Balizar smiled as he looked at himself in the mirror, dressed for the night's dinner. He looked very nice in the uniform, which was cut rather well for him. The King's tailors were very good at their jobs. The tunic showed his trim waist and flat stomach, the loin cloth was cut in a taper, so while long, it showed his strong legs and the nice curve of his rump that his Master liked so much. The wound on his shoulder had finally sealed over, so he didn't have to worry about it staining the cloth. He looked up as he heard a noise and saw Rassnor looking him over.


  "Is my Master pleased?" He purred, gliding up close to lean against him.


  "Very" Rassnor smiled and gave him a kiss, at the same time removing the leopard's hand from his crotch. "And we don't have time for that my horny little slut kitten. Dinner is almost served."


  Balizar grinned. "Yes Master" and led the way out towards the dining hall, tail held obscenely high, giving the occasionally lewd tilt to his hips as he walked. Rassnor chuckled and wondered if his councilors would be scandalized, but the second others showed up, Balizar's tail went down. Rassnor realized he should have known better then to think his toy would embarrass him before others.


  



  "How is it that your shoulder is almost healed?" Rassnor asked him much later as they left the dining hall.


  "It is one of the abilities of the Zhinatao Master. Unless the wounds are dealt by magical weapons we heal very fast. It also makes us much harder to kill."


  "Ah, I see. Good traits for a Warrior no doubt."


  Balizar nodded, letting his tail play with his Master's while they walked. "It's one that we normally keep to ourselves about. There also tend to be a good number of magic users among my people as well. They say it has to do with the lands we live in; I did notice that the farther I traveled the less magic there was. I've heard that there are very few mages in this land."


  It was the King's turn to nod. "There isn't enough magic here they say to work any of the more powerful spells. Mostly those of healing, and some for the farmers. Personally I appreciate not having to worry about mages in combat. The stories make them formidable."


  "Mostly stories Master. Mages do not do well in combat; the spells take too long, and cost too much power to cast. They can help to set a battle field, build defenses or weapons. They can protect themselves well against a fighter for a while. They can sometimes even injure or slay a person or three. But in the realm of things, they do not present as great of a tactical advantage as one would be given to believe."


  "Yes, but have you ever killed one?" Rassnor asked with a laugh.


  "Two actually Master. Zhinatao are immune to the effects of most spells."


  "But not the effects of large black tigerkind it would seem." Rassnor smirked.


  "Well, not the males at least..." Balizar purred leaning against his Master as they entered his chambers, "definitely not the males..."


  "Obviously not," the King sighed smiling as moments later his toy put his muzzle to better uses then conversation.
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  FOUR


  



  



  Balizar’s eyes opened as he slowly came awake. It was early still, and his Master, the King was still fast asleep, his body wrapped around the smaller leopardkind’s. Balizar yawned quietly and let his paws slowly explore the fur of his Master’s body; the Black Tiger’s form was as magnificent as the male inside it. Heavy with thick strong muscles, yet sculpted in a manner that did not make him look muscle bound, something his ability to move with an uncanny grace equal to Balizar’s own amazed him still. His paws slid down the flat stomach and then the strong hips, the hard strong rump, down the massive thighs, and then back up to those huge furry orbs that he had the distinct satisfaction of emptying on a regular basis.


  He smirked to himself letting his paw slide up to his Master’s partially erect shaft as he slowly rolled over so as to get both paws around the monster. It was as long as his forearm, twelve inches, and nicely thick, three inches at the base. He was both amazed and pleased that he was able to take it all, and that even a month after his first taste of his Master’s cock, that he still couldn’t get enough of it. Nor apparently could his Master get enough of him either.


  Sliding down a bit he moved carefully so as not to wake his Master, yet. Letting his paws slowly stroke and massage the black rod, bringing it quickly to its fully engorged state. Leaning in closer he let his tongue start to lick up along it’s length, his nose taking in the strong heady musk as he let his paws start to stroke a little faster, a little firmer. It wasn’t long before a new scent entered his nostrils, looking at the tip of the thick shaft he could see the white pre starting to leak from the dark tip, a tasty contrast in colors that he was quick to lick up.


  Sucking the tip of his Master’s cock into his muzzle he began to apply real suction to it, as he started to bob his head up and down on the shaft, taking more and more of it in on each stroke. His Master’s hips started to give slowly bucking motions and a soft moan escaped his lips as he rolled onto his back, his massive legs spread giving Balizar easier access to his cock and balls, which the leopard took full advantage of, one paw now massaging the heavy cum filled orbs as his muzzle pumped deeper and deeper still. He was down to nine inches of thick tiger cock working its way in and out of his muzzle as he felt the feline bumps and nubs along the shaft start to stand up. He also felt his Master’s large paws grab his head and the deepening rumbles signaled that Rassnor, his Master was now awake.


  Rassnor’s first conscious though was that he was going to shoot his load fairly soon. Most mornings he liked to fuck his toy on awakening, but that damn sneaky cat sometimes got it into his head that blowjobs were the best way to start the day. He sighed and grabbed his toy’s head and decided that he’d let him win this morning, it felt way too good, and after the way he’d pounded the leopard’s ass last night a small reward was in order anyways.


  Of course that didn’t mean Rassnor was any less demanding, or that Balizar wanted him to be.


  Balizar gulped as with a jerk of his hips and a push of his strong paws his Master pushed the remaining third of his cock down the leopard’s throat. He continued to swallow, letting his throat muscles massage the thick shaft that was now cutting off his breathing, his jaws spread wide and his fangs constricting the base, pressing in on either side of the tiger’s rod and acting as a sort of cockring. He kept his paws busy with the King’s balls as his throat and tongue worked hard and fast, the tiger fucking his muzzle with hard short strokes now, but not pulling out enough to let Balizar breath. His head started to get dizzy from the lack of air as his body started to spasm lightly with his need for air.


  Rassnor growled with his lust as he looked down through slitted eyes at the slut sucking his cock with such abandon. He smiled to himself watching the black shaft sliding in and out between those dark furred lips, intentionally not letting the smaller cat breath and enjoying how his toy sucked harder trying to make him cum before he should pass out. He relented a moment, pulling all the way out and letting the little slut get a nice deep breath of air, his last, before plunging all the way back in. Going back to the hard fucking of the leopard’s muzzle he growled again louder and let himself start to climb towards his orgasm.


  Balizar sucked in the lung full of air, his head clearing as the thick shaft once more plunged in to the hilt, cutting off any further breaths. He didn’t care though, his Master was close and he’d be dining on sweet nectar soon enough. His tongue swirled and licked while his throat massaged and his muzzle pumped up and down. The cock ring like effect of his fangs causing his Master’s cock and nubs to swell to such a size now as to effectively lock his cock into the leopard’s throat as he started to feel those throbbing pulses, faint at first then quickly closer and stronger. His head was starting to get dizzy again and he grabbed the tiger’s hips tightly in his paws as the first thick blasts entered his muzzle.


  Rassnor knew he didn’t have long to last as his toy worked his muzzle over his cock one more. He leered at the sight before his eyes, the way the slut’s ass was arched up into the air even though it was his muzzle getting worked on, the thick black leopard’s tail waving in the air like a flag. He let his own tail curl possessively around the chest of his toy, his orgasm rushing in on him now. He growled louder and noticed the leopard was starting to spasm and jerk once again, as his heavy exertions burned through his oxygen. Jamming his cock in to the hilt he ground his crotch against his slut’s willing muzzle, the actions of the grasping throat and lashing tongue finally sending him over the edge. He felt his cock swell and start to pulse, as his thick heavy seed started to pump and spray from his balls down directly into the panther’s belly. He watched amused as the cat’s body started to jerk and buck as he suffocated slowly. Rassnor had no intention of pulling out until he was done, and he wondered with an evil grin if his toy would pass out before he finished cumming. His cock was buried so far down the smaller cat’s throat at least he didn’t have to worry about drowning.


  Balizar’s lips worked around the base of his Master’s cock as he came. He realized his mistake as soon as his Master started to cream. With so much of the cock jammed down so deep, he really wasn’t able to taste much. Some of the gooey seed did flow back up around the shaft from the pressure with which the tiger did pump out his seed, but it wasn’t as enjoyable as sucking on the tip of that massive hose when it started to spray. He continued to swallow though as best he could, the warm feeling of so much cum flowing into his belly still exciting him as his lungs started to heave, trying to drawn in air again. He was thinking the same thing as his Master about how long he would be able to stay conscious as he passed out.


  Rassnor purred loudly as his orgasm started to fade, still watching amused as he watched the smaller cat start to suffocate. His body going into convulsions as he tried to breath and could not. The convulsions got worse as his toy lost consciousness. His erection flagging now that he had climaxed, was no longer locked deep into the panther’s gullet. But he held it there still, enjoying the way the convulsions caressed and grabbed at his rod. His eyes roved over the extremely athletic and attractive body between his legs that was starting to enter its death throes. With a sigh he pulled his cock out and let the cat start to breath once more. While he was a bit sadistic at times, he had no desire to break his little toy. He watched as the cat suddenly grabbed his cock and started to lick it again, semi-conscious but still not with it. He grinned and pushed the still weak leopard away and onto his stomach. Rolling on top of him he mounted his slut easily, his cum and spit soaked cock sliding in to the hilt without problem.


  Balizar’s first conscious thought was that a heavy weight was on his back, and a cock was easily forcing it’s way up his ass, and down into his body. On the heels of that thought he heard his Master whispering in his ear as he swallowed the last strong tastes of his Masters cum in his muzzle.


  “Morning my little fucktoy, hope you’re up for a long ride...”


  “Always Master,” Balizar purred closing his eyes and spreading his legs wider to give Rassnor easier and deeper access to his body. “Always...”


  Rassnor smiled and got down to fucking his toy’s ass with nice long slow strokes. It would be a while before his balls recharged after such an enjoyable orgasm. He took his time now sliding in and out of the tight butt, nibbling on the panther’s ears and neck. It wasn’t long before the smaller cat’s assring was massaging at his shaft as usual, and his hips were twisting and bucking back at his King’s.


  “You are such a little fucking slut,” Rassnor purred.


  “I am such a lucky little fucking slut Master,” Balizar purred back his tail quivering against his Master’s body as his own hardon leaked heavily on to the sheets beneath him. “to come back to the world and find myself being ridden by you.”


  Rassnor purred deeply and kissed the back of his toy’s head knowing the other was telling the truth. Stirring his cock in the leopard’s ass, loud moans told him he had found the spot he was looking for.


  Balizar’s eyes were closed tight and his claws tore the sheets as the Tiger’s cock started to hit places inside him that drove him mad. The King didn’t relent in his assault on Bal’s body either, instead redoubling his efforts. Fucking his long thick cock over the abused prostate.


  “Cum for me my toy. I want you to cum for me now...”


  “Ye...yessss Lord” Balizar gasped, his body shivering now as the Tiger slammed his body harder now, rocking the bed, driving his own cock through the sheets beneath him.


  “Cum Slut... Cum...”


  “Yesss milord!” Balizar cried out and started to buck against the sheets as he was suddenly there, his cock jerking and spraying his hot sticky leopard seed onto the sheets and into his fur.


  Rassnor smiled and purred as he felt his toy’s assring start to clench and work rhythmically around his cock, his nose confirming moments later that he had cum. With a purr he slowed his pace back down and went back to the easy strokes of before. He’d give his slut a few moments to enjoy his orgasm before he started to just shag him hard and fast. He was curious to see who would cum first.


  Twenty five minutes later, the bed sheets ripped to shreds, and his toy bleeding from several scratches, Rassnor roared out his victory as he came again, pumping a heavy load of tiger semen deep into the willing bowels of his toy, who bucking and growling and quivering in lust beneath him joined him in the throes of a second orgasm only moments later.


  



  Halronde entered the room and looked over at his King as he ate his breakfast. The King positively glowed, it was strange in a way, he knew from the guards that the King was staying up late and getting up early most times. Even with the thick stone walls and doors the guards had reported the King was quite active with his companion. A month later and still as active as when he first took him. He then looked over at Balizar, sitting next to the King and eating just as heartily. Balizar was pretty large in his own right, at six foot with a well developed fighter’s build. But the King still dwarfed him at over eight feet, and built like a god as well. He smiled to himself as he noted their tail’s discretely linked behind them. Balizar loved and worshiped the King, his ‘Master’ as he almost always referred to him. It was nice to see that the King returned those affections somewhat, even if only in private.


  “I don’t know how much more I can take of you two...” Halronde said smiling as they both looked up. “It was bad enough when it was just his Majesty here looking so smug every morning, but now with the both of you!”


  To his credit Halronde was able to dodge both the rolls that they threw at him.


  “Well at least you didn’t claw Bal up too much,” he continued looking over the leopard. ”You do have audiences later this morning with the ambassadors from Gundor don’t forget.”


  Rassnor sighed and nodded. “Yes I know. To discuss that little border incident from last week.” He turned to Balizar, “Wear the sluttiest uniform you have.” He smirked, “The one that shows your ass so nicely.”


  Balizar nodded and smiled, “Brainless slut routine?”


  Rassnor laughed, “Yes. The Gundor ambassador will see it as a sign of weakness. Be careful of his aide though, the man is crafty and equally powerful. We suspect he’s more spy then diplomat.”


  Balizar nodded and excused himself to go get cleaned up and dressed. Halronde watched the King’s eyes follow the admittedly cute ass sway out of the room. Balizar was often fairly shameless in his behavior around the King, though few got to see it. Halronde watched the nearly obscene lewd tail flick the leopard gave just before disappearing down the hall and laughed at the low growl that Rassnor gave.


  “Lord of Tigers, who would have thought a warrior like that one, could be such a slut...”


  “And you love every minute of it...” Halronde laughed.


  Rassnor nodded, “Hell yes! Makes me feel like a cub with my first hardon all over again.”


  Halronde laughed again, “The Captain of the guard tells me that his soldiers come back from guard duty outside your rooms sometimes with the most amazing lumps beneath their loincloths.”


  “Really?” Rassnor chuckled.


  “Yes, seems a few of the younger guardsmen have been taking advantage of this state of affairs as well.”


  “Oh?”


  Halronde nodded. “With all the challenges your companion there has won, suddenly the ‘stigma’ of being on the bottom isn’t so bad, as long as others respect the one on top of them.”


  Rassnor nodded, “I was surprised at how many of those challenging him let it be on his terms. He’s nailed what, six members of the guard?”


  “Yes, and one of those was a junior officer. He told me later he though the status if he had won was worth the chance of the loss.”


  “Yeah, but how did he feel about the loss?”


  Halronde grinned, “He told me that getting fucked by someone who he respected was actually quite enjoyable, and as long as he was on the subject he always respected me immensely.”


  “You didn’t?”


  “Just because I have six cubs and a loving wife don’t think I’m not immune to the effects of an attractive and willing male.” Halronde laughed. “I’m debating making him my aide, but only once I’m sure he’s got the brains for it. I need a young ambitious male working for me again. One who has come up from your fanatically loyal guardsmen would be a blessing.”


  “What about that nephew of yours? The one who my toy beat first?”


  “He’s getting passed around by three of your senior guardsmen. Still got bit of a temper, but has it under much better control now. He’s also become adamant about refusing any kind of promotion. Doesn’t want anyone to think he’s screwing his way up the ladder. Says if he doesn’t earn it on the battlefield he doesn’t want it.”


  “Really? How are the others reacting to that?”


  “About as you’d expect. They’re not taunting him or teasing him at all, and he’s getting a little bit of respect instead. I have some hopes that he may not turn out to be the bully I thought he had become.”


  “Well it was bound to happen to him sooner or later, someone was going to bring him up short. Just be glad it wasn’t something that got him killed. We’re going to need every sword here soon enough.”


  Halronde’s eyebrows went up a little higher. “You’ve decided then?”


  Rassnor nodded, “For the most part. Put us on a war footing, and discretely start moving the guards out. Send out half of them to Treinle on a surprise deployment at tenth hour today. Use that as an excuse to delay the meeting with the Ambassador a little bit. We’ll use the bandits down there as an excuse, but give the Captain sealed orders to open at dinner. I want them to turn and head up to Gundor’s border, have them slip into the border stations and our villages up there in groups of six, and to keep out of sight as much as possible.”


  Halronde nodded. “Expecting trouble at the meeting today then?”


  “Maybe. If not I may just make some myself. Either way Gundor is going to become part of my kingdom Halronde. My father didn’t raise me to hold the status quo.”


  Halronde nodded and smiled. “I must agree. We’re not exactly the peaceable sorts. What’s your companion think about it?”


  “Haven’t told him.”


  Halronde nodded, “Well you may want to, he did after all come through their territory only a year and a half ago.”


  “True. I may talk to him later.”


  



  The meeting was pushed back a good two hours with all the preparations that Rassnor himself had to be involved in. There hadn’t been a troop deployment in almost two years, and a no-notice deployment in ages longer than that. There was the inevitable sorting out that had to be done, some officers really couldn’t just up and go, and had to be replaced with those that could. But he could tell by the under current of excitement that even those who couldn’t go wanted to, and suspected they might be tapped next. The yearly levy exercises weren’t that far off either, so inquiries in that direction could be made without arising the fears of any spies. Or so at least he hoped.


  He made his way into the audience chambers, his mind almost distracted enough to keep his eyes from being glued to his Toy’s shamefully exposed rump as he followed his small guard contingent inside. Balizar found a nice place to lounge on the stairs to the dais on which his small throne sat, looking very pretty and just a tad vapid, with half lidded eyes. Someone had brushed his fur in such a manner as to soften the lines of his muscles, making him look softer and less athletic, while leaving his natural and rather attractive curves. Rassnor found it very amusing the way his toy’s tail occasionally hiked as well.


  He looked up at the two standing in the room. The ambassior was a large brown equine, Gundor was primarily ruled by equines, and his aid was a fox. There were quite a few of those on both sides of the border, though the majority of them were in Gundor. He could see the look of distaste in the Equine’s eyes as they settled on Balizar sprawled bonelessly and carelessly on the steps. The other two guards standing carefully at attention. The fox just looked and smiled, Rassnor had seen that expression enough to figure out which way those thoughts were running.


  “So, Ambassador, to what do I owe the honor of this visit by your most august personage?”


  “That little matter of Vicentes is what. I want you to know that my King demands full reparations!” The Equine declared loudly.


  “Reparations for what?” Rassnor growled. He hadn’t expected the ambassador to start off this aggressively.


  “Those people who were hanged were valued citizens of the Kingdom! Subjects of the Crown!”


  “Who just happened to be on the wrong side of the border, and in possession of a large herd of stolen cattle.” Rassnor sighed.


  “We have only the word of your constable as to that your highness. A good many people on our side of the border have testified that those men were not thieves at all, and that they were returning cattle that had simply strayed across the border.”


  Yeah right, Rassnor thought to himself, and all that brand adjusting equipment was planted on them. Out loud he said “Ambassador, many of the facts as relayed to me would seem to contest these things.” He waved the equine to silence as he continued, “However, Gundor has been a good friend and ally over the years, and I would so hate to see our relations tarnished over such a small incident.”


  The ambassador nodded slowly, “My King demands recompense your Highness, for the families of those so ruthlessly slain.”


  Rassnor sighed inwardly again; the Ambassador was taking a very hard line still. He wondered how much of that was due to half of his forces riding out the gates this morning. Gundor was sure acting like they wanted a fight, was that just because they felt him pressed now between two foes? Or were they planning something of their own?


  “And just what did your King have in mind Ambassador?”


  Ambassador Howe thought about that. He had heard rumors of how King Rassnor had sunk into a life of decadence and immorality. Seeing the disgusting display of his boy-toy there on the steps of the throne confirmed the worst of it. Such a corrupt immoral leader wouldn’t be anything his people need fear, and now with his problems on his southern border obviously so great as to require such a large portion of his army it was obvious. Sarajat was hurting for leadership, and no doubt there were internal tensions that he had not yet found. The way the guards kept their eyes averted from the King’s disgusting display only proved his belief. So what to ask for? What limits could he push it to, to prove his theory to his own King?


  “A thousand pieces of gold your Highness!” There, not a blatant insult, but an insult all the same.


  Rassnor schooled his face and emotions and only blinked once. A thousand? Well maybe they weren’t that confident after all, it was an insult yes, but only a small one. He decided to balk a little and see how strong they held to this.


  “A thousand? For a couple of peasant farmers? Especially ones caught so far from their homes? Surely you jest Ambassador! Why I’d say they were worth only fifty gold apiece, and even that is a generous offer!”


  “These were men wrongly struck down, unfairly in the prime of their live you Highness! Five hundred gold then.” Howe smiled to himself; the King’s father would have threatened to cut off his head for even suggesting these things. The son was truly no threat.


  “Two hundred and fifty and that is my final offer, I will not go emptying my coffers for the likes of those peasants! Take it or leave it!” Rassnor did his best to look outraged, but smiled to himself. If Gundor wanted a war, they could have pressed hard for some ridiculous amount. But this was just petty cash.


  Ambassador Howe nodded and smiled to himself. ‘Empty his coffers?’ Maybe the young King was having monetary problems as well.


  “I will prevail to my Liege on this your Highness; I hope that any further unpleasantness may be avoided.”


  Rassnor smiled, taking the insult and nodding, “Good then Ambassador, I’ll consider the matter settled.” He looked down at his toy laying there and licked his lips, “Now if you’ll excuse me I have other pressing matters to attend to.”


  The look of disgust on the Ambassador’s face was priceless, as he said “Yes of course your Highness, good day to you.”


  Rassnor smiled widely and stood though not for the reason’s the Ambassador thought. Watching Balizar stretch languidly and slink sensuously out he followed, the other guards bringing up the rear. Once he had made it out of earshot he turned to the two guards. “Keep the details of this meeting to yourselves, though you are free to let the others know that the Kingdom of Gundor is being rather free with their insults to us, and that we can expect more of these border excursions from them soon. And make sure that all the senior and junior officers know that if that fox comes around asking questions, they are to encourage a low opinion of myself among the officers.


  “What of your companion sir, if they should inquire about him?” Dhalari, one of the two guards asked.


  “Use your imagination,” Rassnor grinned at Balizar who smiled back, “but don’t overdo it.”


  “Yes Sir.”


  Rassnor waved the guards off and headed to his study with Balizar in tow now. Having the leopard walk in front of him in that scandalous outfit was making it hard for him to concentrate.


  “Ah Halronde,” He smiled as he walked into the room. “Your opinion on the meeting then?”


  “I’d say the good Ambassador figures your father is spinning rapidly in his grave. Those insults he offered you, while minor would probably have cost him his head, back then. He thinks you’re a fop and he wasn’t very impressed by Balizar there either.”


  Balizar smiled, “Yeah but that fox was almost drooling over me I noticed.”


  “Yes, and that may be useful before they ride out and head back to Gundor with the news.”


  “Well,” Rassnor smiled, “It should take a week until the guard units start to garrison along the border, that will help cut down on any raiding they decide to start. If we send out the order to call up the levies tomorrow, we could move the rest of our forces in about two weeks.”


  “That soon Master?” Balizar looked impressed.


  “We call up the Levy every spring after the crops are planted, sometimes in the fall as well. Keeps them in practice. We pride ourselves on a fast response.”


  Balizar nodded.


  “Any questions Pet?” Rassnor asked looking over at Balizar who had spread himself over a couch in much the same way as he had on the steps earlier. But now he was doing it for Rassnor’s pleasure, not to upset some diplomat. Rassnor smiled.


  “No Master,” he purred and smiled, “It’ll just be so much nicer fighting by your side instead of against you. I don’t think Gundor will be around very long.”


  Halronde laughed, “Well we can only hope. What can you tell us about their defenses in depth Balizar? You did pass through there, am I correct?”


  Balizar nodded and spent the next several hours going over maps with the two, showing them everything he recalled. Rassnor and Halronde were both impressed by the leopardkind once more, as his memory and eye for military ground were impressive.


  When Halronde left he was rather pleased. The information on Gundor went far to confirming much of his intelligence, even if Balizar had only seen a portion of the country. He also had enjoyed watching the by-play between the two. Balizar’s tail had an amazing ability to end up curled around different parts of Rassnor’s anatomy, especially when the leopard was concentrating on other things. He also noted that Rassnor had a tendency to lean over Balizar quite a bit, often standing behind him. Balizar had noticed that too and winked at Halronde and rubbed back against the King there as things were finishing up.


  Halronde had chuckled loudly as suddenly Rassnor had declared an end to the day’s planning and without moving from behind his companion bid him good day.


  



  “That was most embarrassing,” Rassnor growled down at his toy, still standing behind the leopard whose tail was tickling at his neck.


  “But all I was doing was standing here Master!” Balizar purred, a slight hint of a giggle underneath.


  Rassnor sighed, he should have had his pet change outfits, the way he looked in his current outfit, which accentuated his physique, and the excitement he normally felt when planning attacks, and he was the one that pressed in against the leopard’s back for the last twenty minutes.


  He just hadn’t realized how stiff he had gotten until some motion of the other cat’s tail had swept his loincloth to the side and he suddenly found his cockhead sliding into familiar depths. At least his toy hadn’t given it away by crying out.


  “You’re still a shameless slut. If that ever happens again in front of my officers I will punish you, severely, understand?”


  Balizar’s ears flattened and he nodded unhappily, “I’m sorry Master.”


  Rassnor grabbed the leopard by the hips and spread his legs a little leaning the smaller cat over the table. “It’s that damn outfit the tailors made. Should have had you just strip naked, would have been less distracting.”


  Balizar arched his back and leaned forward as he was pushed down. His ears perking right back up as he felt his Master’s thick cock start pushing it’s way further up inside his guts. “But that might have been unfair on poor Halronde,” Balizar purred.


  “True,” Rassnor sighed as he hit bottom again looking down at his cock once more obscenely buried between those gorgeous asscheeks, “Maybe I should keep a regular uniform on hand in the future for you,” he smiled and then holding his toy’s hips firmly between his large paws he started to fuck his toy hard and fast. He had another meeting in a short while and he’d rather show up relaxed and happy then with a massive hardon. Besides that’s why he had a fucktoy anyways!


  Balizar grunted and groaned as his Master just started in on a hard pounding of his ass. He moved the maps out of the way so he wouldn’t drip on any of them and then just grabbed on to the table tight and held on. He knew his Master was just going to use him hard and fast, to drain off the tensions of the day. Oddly he kind of liked these hit and run fucks his Master would use him for. They were all about his Master and his Master’s needs. There was often little foreplay, and minimal affection, but that hard driving cock was in his ass, not someone else’s, his Master was using him for his pleasure, not someone else.


  Balizar purred louder and worked his ass around on the stiff pole rutting his ass and banging against the table. Pleasing his Master was pleasure in itself, and no matter how it ended up there, that thick black monster of a cock never failed to send thrills of pleasure and ecstasy through him to the core.


  Rassnor for his part just held on and fucked the shit out of his cockslut, determined to be quick about it and find his pleasure quickly. He was amazed as always when his toy started moving in ways to maximize his pleasure. Giving into his lust for the handsome male beneath him he rode the tight black furred ass for all he was worth, growling louder as his orgasm neared. He whipped his tail up between his spread legs and let it rub against the smaller cat’s balls and erect shaft, quickly groaning out loudly as the cat suddenly fired his cum out causing his ass to clamp down extra hard on the Tiger’s cock. Rassnor caught by surprise at how easily his toy came found the extra tightness too much as well and with a snarl filled the upturned ass to overflowing with his cream.


  “Someone needed that as much as I did,” he purred reaching up to ruffle his pet’s ears.


  “Oh yesssss master. It was wonderful as always.”


  Rassnor laughed and pulled his cock out, smiling as a last shot of his white cum sprayed the leopard’s dark furred ass. He grabbed a towel and cleaned himself off, then tossed it to the smaller cat.


  “I sometimes wonder what I did to deserve you slut.”


  “I wonder the same thing Master,” Balizar purred back happily.


  Rassnor laughed then leaning over he kissed the back of Balizar’s head between the ears, “Go clean up, we’ll sleep in the barracks tonight.”


  Balizar nodded and slowly gathered himself up, wiping up the sticky cum on his fur and the floor, before heading off to change.


  



  Balizar decided to head to the barracks and change there rather then his Master’s room. He tried not to slink too much, but the outfit combined with a butt load of cum making him feel all warm inside made it kind of hard not to. Going down the hallways he nodded to a few of the guards he passed, and chuckled at the eyeing that a few gave him as he swished by. Quite a few of the guards obviously appreciated the outfit, even if they knew the reasons for it.


  Though that didn’t stop a few from indulging in some wishful thinking of their own.


  As he headed across the parade grounds to the barracks he saw a form moving to intercept him out on the field. He grinned and noticed it was the aide to the Ambassador, and put some swish back in his sauntering. ‘Wonder what he wants? Other then the obvious...’ He chuckled to himself.


  “Excuse me sir,” the fox said as he drew near. “I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure?”


  Balizar stopped and blinked, tilting his head. “Excuse me?”


  “I was with the Ambassador today at the audience with the King. I couldn’t help but noticing you as you came out just now.”


  ‘Sure, you’ve been waiting here for hours I bet’ Balizar thought to himself, “Oh, I’m just one of the guards,” he said smiling, but making sure he was upwind of the fox. The scent of the King and sex was still fairly strong. The way the fox’s nose was flaring he was pretty sure the other was picking it up as well.


  “But those other guards are just so boring to talk to,” he continued without pausing. “Tigers are nice and all don’t get me wrong, but they’re all so clannish and don’t talk to outsiders like us.”


  Balizar nodded and tried to do his best to look dumb. “Yeah, they do tend to have only one thing on their minds.” He watched the fox grin at that and figured the fox had pretty much the same thing on his mind as well. For someone who was a good six inches shorter and maybe fifty pounds lighter Balizar had to admit the fox at least wasn’t timid.


  “Oh, where are my manners, I’m called Sharr. I work for the Ambassador as I said before.”


  “I’m Bal.” Balizar said smiling brightly and shaking the offered hand. “Won’t your boss miss you at all?”


  “Him? Nah, he’s already on his way back to Gundor. He left me behind to collect things and follow up tomorrow.”


  “Wow, you must really be important to be left to deal with all that yourself!”


  “Who me?” Sharr said with false modesty, “I’m just another hard working servant, like you. Speaking of which, how did you end up here? I didn’t know that the King employed outsiders in his guard.”


  “Wellll,” Balizar tried to look embarrassed. “He just kind of took a liking to me. I’m pretty good with a sword you know.”


  Sharr nodded, “I’ll bet you are.”


  Balizar let the comment float right over his head and nodded. “Oh I am. I’m so good he takes me everywhere with him.”


  “Everywhere? You must be good indeed. So where’s your Boss now?”


  “Oh, he sent me off to get cleaned up for dinner.”


  “I thought you said he takes you everywhere?”


  “Well he does, but some of the meetings are just so boring. I mean who wants to hear about the raids to the south and the destruction of yet another farm? I mean really, so a few fields get burned or some cows get stolen. Who cares?” He drew himself up, striking more of a pose then coming to attention. “I’m a fighter after all!”


  Sharr smiled and nodded, “That you are! I wouldn’t be interested in such boring stuff either. Say I couldn’t interest you in a drink sometime, could I?”


  “Oh that would be nice!” Balizar smiled and purred. “Maybe tomorrow?”


  Sharr nodded, “Sure, I’ll leave a note at the gate.”


  “Well I gotta run, I need to be ready for dinner soon. See ya!” Balizar grinned and headed off waving like a fool.


  ‘Well I bet that will lead to some interesting conversations!’ he grinned to himself as he went in search of a nice hot shower.


  



  “Luten told me about your conversation with that fox from Gundor,” Rassnor yawned as he and Balizar met walked back to the barracks after dinner.


  “I didn’t see any reason to bother you with the details Master. Hopefully I said the right things.”


  Rassnor grinned, “Well Luten seemed to think you did a good job, and he’s the one in charge of our spies.”


  Balizar nodded, “Are all foxes spies? I mean theirs is, ours is...”


  Rassnor chuckled and gave Balizar’s butt a pat. “Not really. Just seems to have worked out that way. So you going to keep that appointment tomorrow?”


  Balizar shrugged, “I’ll be surprised if he shows. I mean he got the information confirmed right? Why take anymore chances?”


  “Well beyond his obvious physical interests? There’s always the chance of getting more sensitive information out of you I’d think. Gundor’s always thought of itself as the brain trust of the continent. They’ve always considered us to be barely above barbarians. So of course he’d think my little fucktoy would be even dumber.”


  Balizar chuckled and leaned into his Master for a moment, “Oh I love it when you say those sweet little things.” He then yipped as his butt suddenly was pinched hard. Rubbing his butt he continued, “I just don’t know if I can play dumb that well long enough. It’s hard trying to act stupid, yet say the right things. If that makes any sense that is... I’m a warrior not a spy!”


  Rassnor purred deep in his chest, “You’re my sweet little fucktoy and lap warmer. Everything else is secondary,” he said leering. “It’s up to you, but I’d say go for it. If he becomes a problem just kill him or something. I’m sure he’s reported his information already.”


  “Well, I don’t know. I’ll think about it.” He mrrred as they entered the barracks hall which held their beds. “So who’s the lucky soldier tonight Master?”


  Rassnor grinned. “I think I fancy Halronde’s nephew tonight. Let him get a taste of what got him all ‘turned around’.”


  Balizar laughed, “He still gets embarrassed when I’m around.”


  “In that case you can sleep at the foot of my bunk tonight.”


  Balizar nodded, “As you command Master.”


  “Well let’s just say that I do hold grudges and he did pick on my property. Though if he pleases me tonight I’m sure I’ll forgive him.”


  “Half your officers would like to fuck me Master; I hope you don’t hold that against them as well?”


  “No, because they know your ass is my property only. Other then that I leave your dallying with others to your own judgment. Besides, the way you look, especially in those ‘special’ outfits I think even the straight officers in my command wouldn’t pass up a shot at your ass.” And Rassnor gave Balizar’s ass a smack, making the smaller leopard jump again, but triggering a loud purr all the same.


  “Slut!” Rassnor laughed.


  “Your Slut!” Balizar purred huskily.


  “And don’t you forget it!” the King mock growled.


  



  Rassnor’s good spirits continued when Halryth showed up at his bunk, dressed only in his loincloth. Rassnor looked him over rather appreciatively as the younger tiger blushed.


  “You send for me Milord?” He asked quietly.


  “Yes I did Halryth. I’ve heard some good things about you, both on duty and off.”


  Halryth’s ears perked, “I try to do my best Milord.”


  Rassnor purrred, “I’m sure you do, but this summons was of a more personal nature.” He paused a moment and then pulled back the bed sheet exposing his nude body and massive erection. “I’ve been told you enjoy certain pleasures that I can provide, as I find you rather attractive I was wondering if you might like to spend the night.”


  Halryth looked down at the King’s erection. It was the biggest hunk of tigerflesh he’d ever seen. He looked away to the foot of the bed where Balizar was laying on a bedroll. The leopard looked back at him and winked! He blushed profusely.


  “This wouldn’t have anything to do with certain dumb things I said a few weeks ago, would it Milord?” Halryth whispered softly, a rather agonized look on his face.


  “It might, then again, it might be that I just got tired of leopard on my cock and wanted a hot young tiger with a really nice ass.” Rassnor reached down and wrapped a paw around his shaft and stroked it slowly, just once, causing a white bead of pre to form on the black head. “This is not an order, this is not something that’s going to gain you anything beyond my cum up your butt. I won’t be offended if you would rather spend the evening elsewhere.”


  “I... I just wanted to be sure that you wanted me for lust and not revenge Milord. Though I’d join you either way. I’ll just enjoy it more now.” He grinned and dropped his loincloth leaning over to place his paw on his lord’s cock as he climbed into bed.


  “Well you’re not just doing this because I’m your King, are you?”


  Halryth blushed and let his paw explore that cock some more. “You are my King, Milord, and it is my pleasure to serve you. And then there’s this,” he stroked Rassnor’s cock, “which I have found I enjoy probably way too much for my own good. On top of which both you and your maleness are very attractive...”


  “Worried that too much cock up the ass might make you less of a male or a warrior?” Rassnor purred enjoying the feeling of the shy younger tiger’s paw as it slowly explored his groin and then more of his body.


  Halryth ducked his head again embarrassed.


  Rassnor chuckled, “Well as you no doubt already know I fuck that hot little leopard fairly regularly and he’s no less of a warrior. And as you don’t know when I was just your age and still a prince, quite a few of the older more experienced warriors had their way with a certain black tiger.”


  Halryth purred and nuzzled Rassnor, sliding closer. “Thank you for sharing that with me Milord. I am in your debt.”


  Rassnor grinned and purred back, a little wickedly. “Oh don’t worry; I’m going to spend sometime working it off.”


  Halryth gulped a little as Rassnor rolled him onto his back and started to nibble and lick at his body.


  “I hope you like it rough...” The King whispered.


  



  Balizar was quite impressed with the vigor of the King’s performance, and found himself wishing it was him in Halryth’s place. Which is where he usually was. The King hadn’t taken another as hard as this since Balizar had become his toy. He was also impressed that Halryth’s soft cries were mostly of passion, even after he could smell blood. It wasn’t too long after that the tiger two bunks down, (the one next to the King’s belonged to the Captain off with the troop contingent), walked over quietly and joined Balizar on the floor.


  “Hey sexy,” the tiger purred, Balizar had seen him around some before, he was one of the older officers in the guard. “I’ll help you if you help me, deal?”


  Balizar looked down at his own hard cock, and then the officers. He wasn’t surprised that both were dripping. “What did you have in mind?”


  “This,” he replied and turned his body presenting his cock to the leopard while his own muzzle went south.


  Balizar shrugged and figured ‘why not?’ and suddenly found himself getting a truly wonderful blow job while sucking on a tasty tigercock himself. By the time the King had finished he had drank a rather delicious load of cum, and filled his partners muzzle with seed. A spunk filled soul kiss later and he found it much easier to sleep as his Master started in on round two with Halryth.


  



  Balizar smiled as he washed up the next morning, watching the King bathe under the shower next to his. “Sleep well Master?”


  Rassnor laughed, “Well enough, Toy, well enough. That young tiger was rather enjoyable, as I suspect you already know,” He purred smiling. “Hopefully his injuries won’t keep him out of service too long.”


  “He didn’t look that bad Master, most of those cuts were surface really, and the bites will heal soon enough from the healer.”


  Rassnor grinned at his Toy, “So, enjoy a night off?”


  Looked over at his Master and sighed smiling, “Actually I felt a bit jealous Master. One of the guards was kind enough to lend me a hand with the ‘effect’ of hearing you so nicely take another, but I missed your flesh on mine, and hearing you so close made me wistful.”


  “Well if you do well on your lunch appointment I’ll be sure to make it up to you afterwards.” Rassnor smiled.


  “And even if I don’t?” Balizar grinned.


  “Of course, it’s your job now isn’t it?”


  “More like my pleasure Master!”


  And with that they headed off to get dressed, Balizar leaning into his Master as they left the showers.


  



  Balizar walked into the office of his Master’s chief spy, an elderly fox named Luten.


  “Good morning Sir,” Balizar nodded walking in.


  “Ah yes, Balizar. It’s good to see you again. So I take it you’ve decided to go see our little friend from the north again?”


  Balizar nodded, “I think that would please my Master the most.”


  “Well good, good. As you know surprise is always important in any endeavor and we want to take whatever surprise we can gather of course.”


  Balizar nodded again, “So what do I say? I don’t know if I can carry off the stupid act much longer, it’s harder then it looks. And if discovered,” he shrugged, “Then it’s wasted.”


  “Yes well, it is not an easy job. But Sharr’s interests in you are more carnal then informational. He’ll take what information he gets, which we want to make very little. Just a few tidbits to help him build the picture we want to build.”


  “He’s really hot for me huh?”


  “Oh yes. He asked a few discrete questions around town, which we picked up on. Wanted to know where you came from. Fortunately your time in the slave barracks rendered you invisible effectively. So no one knows much about you, you just kind of showed up, and by now everyone knows the King’s tastes.”


  “I see.”


  “Yes, and try to show up looking a little more abused. The King’s reputation is fairly well known to Sharr.”


  “So why is he hot for me?”


  “Who knows? Probably views it as getting his own in against the King.” He shrugged, “Also you are a rather handsome cat, and those stories about us foxes aren’t all myth you know,” He laughed, “Well for some of us that is.”


  “So what do I tell him?”


  “Well, you’re unhappy that you didn’t get to go with your friends to the border that the King won’t let you go and show what a swordsman you are. Then a little later start in on the really nice party the King has planned next week and you guess it’s good that you did not go, because you would have missed the party and the King throws such nice parties. Work it up as some lavish private thing, for just the King and his closest friends.”


  Balizar thought about that a bit. “I could tell him I’m the guest of honor.”


  “Tell him that Balizar, and I suspect he will think you’re not long for this world.”


  Balizar chuckled at that comment and then went off to find his Master.
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  FIVE


  



  



  Balizar changed his uniform and caught up with Rassnor outside the audience chamber, he had several hours before he was to meet Sharr.


  "I thought I had asked you to wear one of the more revealing outfits?" Rassnor growled slightly.


  "I'm sorry Master, but Luten thought it would be nice if I showed up a looking a little worse for the wear later, and I was going to ask you to mark me up some now, so I'd be mostly healed by lunch."


  Rassnor noticed the eyes of his two standard guards widen just a tad in surprise at what they just heard.


  "Ah, I see pet. What did you have in mind?"


  Balizar pulled the tunic off, baring his upper body; Rassnor smiled watching the smooth muscle play under the dark fur. Balizar handed the shirt and a towel to one of the guards then smiling sauntered up to Rassnor and hugged him. Rassnor hugged him back.


  "Now what?" He asked, paws rubbing up the leopard's strong back.


  "Kiss me nice and deep, then sink those claws in and rip down."


  Rassnor nodded and did just that, kissing his toy nice and deep and hard, feeling the leopard melt against him. He waited until he heard a soft purring of pleasure from the smaller cat and then dug in and ripped his paws down, his claws opening up eight parallel gashes as Balizar trembled and pressed into his chest. The scent of blood quickly filled the air and stirred his loins slightly. Breaking the kiss he turned his toy around to survey the damage.


  "Hand me that towel," He told the guard who looked a little green around the gills as he examined the gashes.


  "Not too bad," Rassnor said dabbing up the blood as he waited for it to clot. "You okay?"


  "I'm fine Master," Balizar only smiled slightly, it did hurt afterall. "You've done far worse before."


  Rassnor chuckled. "And I most definitely will again." He placed the towel over the wounds and let it soak up the quickly clotting blood. "Give it another minute and you can put your tunic back on without staining it."


  He turned to the two guards. "Don't speak of this to anyone, he's meeting with that Sharr character, and Sharr would be shocked if he showed up in perfect health after the rumors we've planted."


  "Yes Sir!" They both replied in unison, the younger guard still looked a little worried however.


  "Janisin."


  "Yes Sir?"


  "Don't worry about Balizar. He'll be fine."


  "Ummm, Yes Sir."


  Rassnor looked at Balizar who looked back and they both chuckled loudly. Balizar put his top on and they headed out of the anteroom and into the main audience chamber.


  Rassnor gave a small sigh as he watched Balizar settle gingerly into his usual post. He noticed Bal's little wink to him once he was settled, but he knew it still had hurt. Part of him still wished he'd had the time to pound the leopard's tight little ass while he was bleeding. It had been a while since he had really put his toy through his paces. He decided that tonight he'd see to it that Bal had to visit the healer when he was finished and smiled wickedly down at his toy for a minute. Seeing the leopard duck his head in submission Rassnor knew he got the message.


  He then turned to the business at hand. The first few issues were dealt with easily and quickly, and it wasn't until later he realized that the parties were all acting rather worried. Probably because it had taken him a good half hour to get that wicked smile of anticipation off of his muzzle.


  



  # # #


  



  Balizar had changed only his loin cloth before heading off to meet Sharr. He didn't want to look too scandalous in the bar. He examined the wounds on his back in a mirror; they looked like something that had happened the evening before at this point due to his abilities to heal quickly.


  It took him a little longer to get to the Inn then he had expected, he really hadn't spent much time in town since he became his Master's pet. And considerably less before then. He saw Sharr sitting in the back, in a nicely secluded corner as soon as he walked inside however. Smiling dumbly he waved and strode over to join the fox.


  "I was beginning to worry." Sharr said standing and smiling.


  "Oh, the audience ran late." Balizar said, then lowered his voice a little, "The King decided to mete out a little personal punishment, if you know what I mean." He smirked. Of course that was an outright lie, but as Sharr hadn't been there, he wouldn't know that.


  "Oh really?" Sharr blinked, his thoughts turning to questions of just how well did the people like their King? This dumb kitty was definitely a trove of information.


  Balizar nodded and sat down, giving a little flinch as he leaned back in the chair. "So, what's for lunch?"


  Sharr noticed the flinch and resisted saying 'you'. Instead he called the bargirl over and ordered them both a nice meat pie, and a lot of mead.


  Balizar smiled and took the mug when the girl came back with them. He reached for his money when Sharr stopped him with a wave of his paw.


  "Let my boss pay for this," He smiled, "save your money."


  "Are you sure? I'd hate for you to get in trouble with him."


  The fox shook his head, "Don't worry about it. If he's gonna leave me here to clean up his deals, he can afford to pay for me to have a nice lunch with a friend."


  Balizar just nodded and smiled dumbly.


  Over the next half hour they drank and ate their food. Balizar was quite impressed with the quality of the meal. He'd have to remember this place. He was also impressed with the fact that the fox was drinking far less than him, while appearing to match him drink for drink. They made small talk about the terrible lot of the average worker, and such. Balizar did mention how he wished he could have gone south once again, with the others, to which Sharr made all the right noises.


  More furs started to drift in, as lunch really started to pick up.


  "This place is getting too crowded," Sharr complained.


  Balizar nodded. He was trying to act a little drunker then he felt. "It sure is, but where else is there?" he asked looking dumb.


  "I have a place," Sharr smiled, feeling like the fisherman reeling in his catch. "Just follow me."


  Balizar smiled and nodded, standing up he followed the fox into the back, and up some stairs.


  "My room is just up here." Sharr said leading him first up then down a hallway. "Voila! Come on in!"


  Balizar smiled and walked in ear's twitching a little as the fox locked the door behind them and walked up and smiled, looking up into Balizar's eye's.


  "You know," he murrrred huskily at the larger cat. "You are truly a wonderful guy," Sharr moved closer until his chest was pressing up against the leopard's.


  "You're pretty nice yourself," Balizar purred back leaning against the fox, curious as to just how far this ballsy tod was gonna go.


  Sharr grabbed Balizar's butt and pulled him closer, grinding against the slightly surprised cat. "I'd like to say a nice personal goodbye before I have to go..." He murrred.


  Balizar gulped a little and did his best to look nervous. "Uh, I don't know, the ahhh King and all."


  Sharr smiled and lifted an eyebrow, "What about the King? What he doesn't know..."


  Balizar flattened his ears and tried to blush, acting embarressed was far worse then the real thing. "Well, I promised him that I'd only let him, err, you know."


  "No, I don't know."


  "He's the only one allowed to fuck me." Balizar blurted it out, giving a little giggle. "He even wrote a little law, declaring my ass royal property."


  Sharr giggled back acting amused, his mind reeling with the implications of Rassnor's behavior. The King was obviously far more depraved then he had thought. Maybe the rumors were true?


  "Well, but there's a lot of the rest of you still up for grabs, isn't there?"


  Balizar cocked his head to the side and smiled, "You know, the other guards like to say the very same thing when I'm alone with them! You're sure clever!" He laughed.


  Sharr let his paws cup that firm ass. He had hoped to fuck this cute ditzy cat, but he wouldn't be surprised if the King would hunt down any who fucked this toy of his. Obviously this leopard wasn't anything more then an amusement. But there were other things he could do; he smiled to himself, letting his fingers play a little under that nice thick tail. He smirked at how easily that tail hiked. Maybe after his country had overrun this crumbling kingdom he could get this cat added to his harem.


  "Here, let me help you out of those hot heavy clothes," Sharr said with a smile, tugging down the loin cloth before letting his own fall to the floor a moment later. A few moments later he had the cat naked and was pushing him back onto the bed, his own maleness thick and growing as he looked over this handsome specimen. He definitely would have to see about this one's capture, he was just so hot, and dumb as a post to boot. Giggling and laughing at all his inane comments and compliments. As he got the cat on his back he gave a louder gasp.


  "What's wrong?" Asked Sharr.


  "Oh, nothing." Balizar winced again, playing it up. His back didn't hurt that much anymore really, but that wasn't the point now.


  "Let me see your back."


  "No, it's nothing really," He winced again.


  "Sure, and it doesn't hurt either." Sharr grabbed an arm and tugged, "Now roll over."


  Balizar sighed and sat up and turned, showing his back to Sharr. He smiled to himself as he heard the gasping intake of breath.


  "What happened?" Sharr asked, he had heard, and now he saw proof.


  "Sometimes the King gets a little carried away when he's with me. It's my fault I guess. I get him so excited sometimes he loses control."


  "I... I see," Sharr smiled inwardly, those stories of how the King killed his lovers must be true. "Does this happen often?"


  "Oh no! Just once in a while. I mean he's always rather energetic," Balizar giggled and turned to face Sharr again, letting his paw drift up the fox's thigh. "But this only happens occasionally."


  Balizar noted that Sharr was a fairly well endowed fox, though not as well endowed as many of the tigers, or his Master. He could tell what Sharr wanted, it was obvious now. He smiled evilly to himself, he'd like to fuck this fox nice and hard, make the hunter the hunted, but he couldn’t do that, so he'd tease him the same way he'd teased Rassnor many a morning.


  "Besides," Balizar continued, letting his paw slowly wrap around Sharr's cock, fingers stroking as he started to pump it a little. "He's throwing a party in a couple of weeks, one of the private ones I've heard some of the other nobles whisper about," He winked at Sharr, "And I'm the guest of honor!" He purrrred, shifting and dropping his muzzle to the tip of the fox's shaft. "He told me last night after he slipped and hurt me," Balizar blew lightly over the tip of the fox's shaft, smiling at the small moan he got in response, "He said to make up for it, he would see to it that I would remember it for the rest of my life!" Balizar opened his muzzle then and sucked the tip in, letting his tongue caress and work the underside as he slowly took in every inch Sharr had.


  Sharr groaned as his cock was enveloped in such wonderful moist sucking heat. 'Rest of his life' indeed he thought to himself as he grabbed the leopard's ears. 'What a waste of talent, the rumors are true', he thought to himself as he sighed out loud, partially in pleasure, partially at the waste, that this cat would most definitely be dead before he'd ever be able to get his greedy paws on him. 'Still, I would love to be a fly on that wall. For one as talented as this I'm sure that pervert will make a grand spectacle of his murder.' The thought of that bolstered his erection slightly, as he face fucked this condemned cat that had no idea what was going to happen to him.


  He was not without his own jaded pleasures after all.


  Balizar started to purr as he bobbed his head expertly, letting his paw lightly caress the fox's balls. He felt the way Sharr's erection suddenly hardened, and it wasn't too hard to figure out which way the fox's thoughts had turned. He felt happy that he was winning this match of wits, and now he was gonna tease this fox nice and long before he let him cum. The nice part was he didn't taste at all bad either.


  Sharr's hips started to buck slightly as the leopard's muzzle pumped him, sucking and swirling. He was impressed, this cat was far better at sucking cock then most fox's he had used. He didn't think he'd be able to hold out much longer when suddenly the cat stopped, gave a little squeeze that made him yerf! In surprise, and then started all over again!


  Balizar smiled and licked up a bit more of the pre that was leaking pretty heavily by now. He pressed the head between the roof of his muzzle and his tongue and sucked hard working it back and forth. The pants and moans from Sharr got louder and louder as he did this relentlessly this time. One paw jerking on the hard shaft as the other tickled his balls. Then just when he could feel Sharr was almost there, he stopped, gave that little corrective squeeze, and started to slowly lick up and down the length.


  Sharr groaned and cursed under his breath, his cock getting more and more tender, his balls getting heavier and heavier as this cat brought him to the edge again, and again and again! Three more times he did it, and it was everything he could do to keep from screaming at the black furred bastard to finish him already!


  Balizar's own mouth was starting to get a bit tired now; he'd teased the fox to the edge six times, and seventh would be the charm he smiled to himself. Wedging the fox's heavily abused and obviously painfully hard shaft between his tongue and muzzle once more he sucked and licked and twirled, only this time he took his finger, now soaked with the slobber that covered the fox's balls and sneakily snuck it under the fox, letting it slowly tease at Sharr's assring.


  Sharr's eyes widened suddenly as he felt the cat's wide digit suddenly teasing as his asshole. He was so close now his body was trembling, he needed to cum, and if he didn't this time he'd save the King the trouble and gut this kitty himself. So what was he doing...


  Balizar slipped the finger into the hilt and pressed down hard on the fox's prostate in a single quick motion. Sharr's body went rigid and a strangled cry wrenched from his muzzle as his cock started to spray cum into the leopard's throat like a rainspout during a downpour. Balizar purred loudly and sucked down every drop, after all, it was his reward, and tasty to boot.


  Sharr's eyes rolled up into his head as he pushed his cock as far up as he could, his whole body tingling as he came and came and came, gasping for air and unable to take a full breath. He saw stars before his eyes until the cat finally released him and with a whimper he collapsed onto the bed beneath him.


  "Thanks for lunch," Balizar purred, sitting back on his haunches and licking his fingers clean of the spunk that had dribbled down the shaft.


  "Ohhhhh, anytime" gasped Sharr, still catching his breath. He wished he could steal this one away, but oh well, there would be others. It wasn't worth risking his cover and the information he had gained just to save someone else's sex toy for himself.


  Balizar grabbed his tunic and pulled it back on, "Well, I have to get back to the castle. When can I see you again?"


  "I'll let you know" panted Sharr, "I'll definitely let you know." He sighed; too bad he had to leave tonight...


  



  "Well, how'd it go?" Luten asked as Balizar strolled into his office.


  "I think he took the bait Sir," He smiled happily. He wasn't crazy about blowing the enemy's spy, but the next time they met the roles would be reversed, and the fallout of this session would make it that much sweeter.


  "Good, what did you tell him?"


  "Basically what we discussed and I told him I was the special guest of that party."


  "How'd he take that?"


  "I could tell he 'figured it out', but he sure didn't seem interested in trying to save me from what he suspects will be a nasty fate."


  Luten nodded. "They're not much of a caring bunch up north."


  "I guessed that. But I have to ask, what would you have done?"


  Luten steepled his fingers on the table before him, "Depends. If you were just someone I was pumping for information, nothing. On the other hand if you were someone I was just plain pumping" and he snickered and suddenly looked rather dashing for his age, "I would take you with me, and risk the consequences. Once you sell out your compassion and caring as a fur, regardless of your species, you're on the road to ruin. At least that's my take on life."


  "I'll remember that. Thanks!"


  "Thank you Balizar, the more we can make them think we're not ready, the easier things will be."


  "Do you really think that he believes it? That King Faldor will believe it?"


  Luten nodded "Yes, I suspect he'll tell wonderful stories about the decadence that has set into the King and Kingdom since Rassnor was installed as our liege five years ago."


  Balizar shook his head surprised, "Well, politics isn't my strong suit, but if you say it's so..."


  "Oh it's so Balizar, Our spies have noted quite a bit of troop movements on their side of the border. That assassin you stopped was one of theirs. They've been itching to get the highlands back for ages, and they view homosexuality as quite the perversion. They will quickly conclude that Rassnor is weak, and that his officers and nobles revile him."


  Balizar nodded realizing he had quite a bit to think about and left.


  



  # # #


  



  Balizar didn't catch up with his Master until dinner that night. He spent a productive afternoon on the pells and doing sword work with Chet. The old tiger still had a lot of spunk left in him, but try as he might to best Balizar, he continued to come up short.


  "And you say the King is better then you?" Chet asked after sticking his head in a water barrel and sitting down to cool off and catch his breath.


  Balizar nodded and smiled, "Yup. Positively inspired is how I would describe it. Some evenings, before bed, we fight duels in the bedroom." Balizar paused a moment remember some of the fights, as well as what had transpired afterwards, a smile coming to his muzzle. "I can only describe it as art."


  "Maybe I should get his Highnesses' butt down here sometime to demonstrate to the rest of us his abilities. He was always good, but it would seem somewhere along the line he's come into his own."


  "You would find it quite impressive, I'm sure."


  Chet nodded, "Looking forward to being in the field again?"


  "Definitely, Gundor is a large Kingdom, its conquest shall take several campaigns I'd think. I'm looking forward to the battles."


  "I think this may be my last one, I'm starting to slow down myself and combat is for the young. And somebody needs to train these kids. But it will be nice to be there when the King takes their throne. They've been poor allies and worse friends ever since the change in ruling families. King Rassnor won't attack without provocation, as much as he wants to increase the Kingdom, probably doesn't want to give our neighbors to the west anything to fear. I imagine he must be rather pleased that one of our neighbors has deigned to give him this chance."


  Bal just smiled and nodded.


  



  Rassnor looked down the table at Balizar as they ate dinner. His toy had put on one of the more scandalous outfits, and was discretely flirting with him every chance he got. Rassnor himself was getting more and more excited thinking about what he wanted to do tonight. War was on the wind; soon he'd be in the field again, this time with Bal by his side instead of facing him. That thought alone was enough to set his blood afire, add to it his thoughts from this morning, and the combination of challenge and desire in his slut's eyes and he wasn't sure he really wanted dessert anyway. Besides, if was really going to push his pet to the edge, he needed to make sure he had time to recover before they had to leave.


  Pushing away his plate and sliding back from the table, Rassnor stood and bid the other's good evening, waving them back to their seats as they hastened to stand. "I think I will be retiring early tonight, much to consider with the upcoming campaigns and all." He smiled at his guests; tonight's group was composed of his inner circle of advisors and officers. "Please feel free to stay for dessert, we'll all be in the field again soon enough!" he said with a smile.


  He watched as Balizar quickly sprung to his own feet and preceded him out of the room, guards falling in behind him as he followed his pet down the hall. He found it amusing that his private guards had taken to holding his pet in such high esteem, that they feared no attack from the front when his pet was there.


  As they left the dinning area and started down the back halls his toy's tail started to hike higher into the air, waving before his nose tauntingly, hips giving occasional lewd swishes, the loincloth giving more and more glimpses of the treasures barely hidden below. Rassnor let his desire grow, and as they finally entered his bed chambers he kicked the door closed behind him and growled softly grinning.


  Balizar turned to his Master and smiled at him as he stood by the door removing his tunic.


  "Strip slut, wouldn't want to get any blood on that fine outfit of yours," Rassnor growled softly.


  "Yes my Master," Balizar nodded quickly shedding the outfit. "What does my Master wish tonight?"


  "I think someone needs to be put in their place again, and rather soundly."


  "I see Master, anything I should know before you start?"


  "Yes, there will be no surrender, and little mercy, I will conquer all."


  Balizar nodded and drew his sword from its sheath where he had set it, watching his Master do the same. He saluted, and attacked.


  Quick as a flash his Master dodged and beat down his sword riposting and coming back at him hard. Balizar gave ground counting beats on his blade then pressed back in when he saw his advantage, lunging at openings and dodging and parrying his Master's attacks. His whole world focusing on the fight, the blade, his body singing with the thrill of the fight. The motions of the large tiger were at times almost hypnotic in beat, counter beat of the thrust, dodge and parry. The intense desire to win him, to conquer him, burning brightly in his Master's eyes. Bal was determined to be worthy of being won, to not give an inch and use every ounce of his skill's to try and best his Master. Anything less would be unworthy of his lord.


  Rassnor's own blood was boiling with excitement, his pet was proving once again to be a worthy adversary, and he had meant what he said, he would not allow his pet to surrender this fight. It would not be over until he had won. His eyes roved appreciatively over the smaller cat's body, the reward for which he fought. Impressed as always by the speed and effortless way Bal seemed to fight, a dark ghost with a flashing sword, muscle's playing sensuously under dark fur. Rassnor smiled and pressed an attack home once more, opening a small cut on Bal's shoulder. He had no doubts that he would win this contest, that he would earn his reward, he could be patient now that he was fighting, patience was one of the hallmarks of a great warrior, and he knew he was one now. His continuing abilities to best his pet, no matter what he did had awoken that realization in him, he knew his Father would have been proud. He fenced the leopard back around the room and suddenly ducked as his pet kicked a chair up at his face. With a growl he batted it aside and cut across, nearly scoring a hit across the leopard's chest.


  Balizar smiled and parried, constantly amazed at the grace and speed of the tiger before him, dodging himself as his Master threw a pitcher at his head, and followed it up with an attack of his own. There would be no rules tonight, the fighting would be dirty.


  



  The sword fight had gone on for hours, with much of the room baring the brunt at first, but Balizar was cut in a dozen places now, some of the gashes were rather deep, particularly the one in his left arm. His Master hadn't gotten off scot free either, a cut to his chest and another to his thigh, the scent of blood in the room driving them both on until Balizar saw his Master suddenly make a move that amazed him, so smooth and so fast after so long, allowing the larger tiger to back him against the wall and tie him up, sword to sword. A moment later he was pinned, and he felt the pommel of his Master's dagger hitting his head several times until he passed out.


  When he came too he was trussed to one of his Master's racks against the wall, his head hurt, and his body was sore as well. He shook his head to clear it. There was something in his mouth, he couldn't spit it out.


  "Awake I see..." he heard his Master purr.


  Turning to look he saw Rassnor with his whips standing behind him. Still bleeding, still naked, and rather erect. He got a good hold on the bite stick in his muzzle and turned back to face the wall.


  "Good, we'll start off with the flogger."


  Balizar grunted as the first lash hit across his back, the heavy 'whump' of the flogger warming his back slightly, hardly painful at all. Then the next, and then the one after that. The heat from the flogging ran all the way up and down his spine, and across his buttocks. His Master was a true master of these implements and the pain grew slowly, one hot heavy caress after another, until suddenly the flogging stopped.


  "Now the lash my pet," Rassnor whispered in his ears, and undoing the cord that held the bite stick in place. "This will hurt, but if I go too far, stop me."


  Balizar nodded weakly and prepared himself for what was to come, he could see the animalistic lust in his Master's eyes, hear it in his voice. He shivered in anticipation, being the sole focus for all that unbridled lust, passion, making his head spin. Yes, it would hurt, but it was worth the pain, especially the passion that came with it. Since that first time his Master had not whipped him again, though they had played with the flogger a little. He knew his Master had a dark corner of his soul that liked to cause pain, and he would serve that part of his Master willingly, because he accepted it, because he could. Because there was strength in that pain, that darkness. A warrior needed that strength, that pain, to truly be great. If you could not be ruthless when the time for ruthlessness came, you could not win.


  The impact was like lighting across his already tender back, his body arched against the restraints as the first lash took him. The second was almost as bad, but he was ready for it now and though his body still jerked, the pain was more bearable. The third lash did not break the timing, nor any of the others as his Master went to work on him with the whip, never hitting the same place twice, never placing two consecutive stripes in the same place, spreading the agony, setting his back, his body afire with the exquisiteness of the pain. Twenty-five lashes until Balizar finally spit out the mouth piece, nearly bit in two, his back on fire, his head dizzy.


  "Master?" he groaned, voice weak.


  "Yes my toy?" came back the panted reply.


  "If this continues, I will pass out and be unable to warn you if you go too far."


  "I see. Do you wish me to stop?"


  "I am your slave Master. My wishes are of no importance."


  "But I freed you, made you my sworn man!" Rassnor growled dangerously in his ear, suddenly quite close.


  "Master," Balizar panted, trying to lean back against the tiger, the bonds preventing him, "you conquered me long before this night, my body, my heart, my soul. All that I am is yours, and nothing will ever change that. I have been blessed far beyond my wildest dreams with your love. How can I give anything less than everything I am in return?"


  Balizar flinched as Rassnor's body suddenly pressed into his back, his Master's rampant thick tiger cock nudging up under his tail.


  "I whip you half to death and still you love me," Rassnor growled, looking down at the bloody leopard tied to the wooden X before him, tail weakly hiked halfway in the air, his cock pressing against his toy's assring, black, hard, thick, the head smeared white with his precum, which had been dripping steadily for some time now.


  "I won't lie Master, it hurts like hell!" Balizar moaned softly, almost whispering. "But anyone else would be dead up here, and you would have to bear the guilt. I know you well my Master, you love to inflict the pain, but don't want to kill the innocent. The hunt is everything, the fight is all. Pain is just another tool of the seasoned warrior, and you learn as much about controlling it, when we do this, as you do the sword when we fight."


  Rassnor nodded to himself, eyes hazy with his lust, his thick black cock aching it was so stiff, his balls heavy with his seed. Reaching down to grab his toy's hips, he paused a moment to consider the truth of Bal's words, nodding again and holding him steady as he prepared to bury his ebon cock deep inside the tight depths of his pet. He paused another moment as Balizar flinched.


  "Enjoy my pain, Master, it is my gift to you, I give it willingly," Balizar panted, and then gave a low throaty chuckle, "So shove that cock in me already! I need it!"


  Rassnor laughed and without a further care did just that, watching as inch after inch disappeared into that lovely little ass, fur matted with sweat and blood. He watched as the leopard sagged back against him, a broken purr escaping his muzzle.


  "Enjoy your pain, I will slut!" Rassnor snickered and leaned in, pressing his toy's body against the wooden X, wrapping his arms around it and pinning the leopard to it. Balizar gasped in pain as his Master pressed in hard against his abused back, and the gash across his chest started to ooze blood once more. But that black monster of a cock wedged deep inside his bowels felt so wonderful in contrast, he mewled in confusion.


  "Still my little cockslut, aren't you kitty?" Rassnor snickered again and started to pump his toy's ass, plunging his cock in and out, over and over, in nice deep fuck thrusts, the scent of blood and sweaty panther musk filling his nostrils and surging through him straight to his cock. When he ducked his head down to lick at Bal's neck he could taste it. The tastes of combat, of winning, of conquest. He growled deeply in his chest at the rightness of it all. He was the Master here.


  "Y-yess..." Balizar softly moaned and nodded, not able to say any more as he alternated between groans of pain and moans of pleasure. The sexual heat of the whole day slowly spreading through his abused body. He tried weakly to push his hips back against his Master's, but the tiger's heavy body was no match for his bruised and battered one. The sounds and motions of Rassnor's lust filling his ears, his tight ass, pressing into his body, making him shudder and shiver with the strength of it. He lowered his ears, the only sign of submission he could make pressed up against the cross as he was.


  The sign of submission was not lost on Rassnor, even as far consumed by his lust as he was, he gave a low rumbling purr of pleasure and spread his feet a little wider, letting him move a little faster, a little harder, "That's my little fucktoy, just relax and let your Master reward your devotion." He panted, picking up the pace.


  Bal nodded and just relaxed then, letting the hard fuck thrusts bounce his whole body as his Master drove harder and harder into his depths, skewering him on that long black pole, again and again, pushing so deep into his body, rearranging his insides to make space. The pleasure growing more and more, as the thick shaft and the numbs along it rubbed over his prostate and sent sparks of sheer pleasure to his brain, the pain slowly giving way, making his head spin.


  Rassnor grunted and drove into his toy even harder, his balls slapping against the leopard's as he fucked him. His own breath was coming in short pants now and he knew he wouldn't last much longer. The tight ass wrapped around his cock was just too much for him in this excited state, the moans of pain each time he pressed down hard sending little thrills through his cock and into his balls. Slipping a paw down he wasn't at all surprised to find Balizar's cock erect, and wrapping his paw around it he started to stroke it in time to his own now frantic thrusts.


  Rassnor smiled as the leopard's moans turned into purrs and bending his head down he grabbed his toy's scruff as with a last hard thrust of his hips his balls gave out and his cock started to pump and spray hot thick gobs of tiger cum deep into his toy's ass once more. He bit down harder on his pet's neck as the leopard suddenly arched and cried out, a combination of pain and pleasure, and a moment later his paw was milking leopard seed out onto the floor.


  Balizar could only purr and shiver in pleasure as he felt pulse after warm pulse of heavy cream pour inside of him. His own orgasm heightening the effect, as his body hung weakly from the restraints, propped up more by his Master's cock then anything else. He didn't come back to his senses until he realized that he was being carried over to the bed, and then carefully deposited onto the sheets.


  "I should call the healer," Rassnor muttered.


  "It's late, she'll be pissed." He mumbled back.


  "Well I am the King."


  "You just want to be able to say you sent me to the Healer," Balizar snickered weakly, eye's blurry and unable to focus.


  "Well I wouldn't want people to think I'm getting soft, now would I?"


  "Bring it near my lips and I'll be sure to get it hard!"


  Rassnor smiled, but noticed his pet wasn't moving from where he'd set him on the bed. He decided an old woman's sleep could be interrupted tonight, just in case.


  



  Balizar drifted awake, at the sounds of an angry, but hushed conversation. He could feel bandages on several of the gashes on his chest and arms, and noticed his torso was wrapped as well.


  "What's with all of this?" he asked weakly, eye's focusing on the old badger Healer who was intent on giving his Master some sort of grief or other while bandaging his wounds.


  "You have two broken ribs." She said, "That will help them to heal better. And look at this place! You'd think a King would know better!"


  Balizar tried not to laugh at the look on his Master's face, he looked around and the room was a mess. Quite a few things were broken, and little was left upright.


  "So we like to play rough, weren't you young once?" he asked, still a little dizzy. He felt numb all over and could taste something on his lips; she must have slipped him something while he was asleep.


  She blushed a little but glared back at him, "Well at least my skills have been needed less since you got here," and she turned back on the King, "And at least you didn't wait till morning to send for me!"


  "Don't go getting wise with me now woman," Rassnor half growled, "I am still your King!"


  "Hah, I was there when your Mother bore you, God rest her soul, and I tended to you all throughout your childhood, so don't go getting high and mighty on me Rassnor!" she wagged a finger at him, "Your family has always had a tendency to play rough, I know, but your fascination with whips and some of these other toys just plain stumps me."


  Turning back to Balizar she continued, "And don't you go encouraging him either. He's got a jail full of convicted criminals he can go whip if he wants to. You may be able to heal faster then normal and all that, but everything you do to your body has a price. You’re the first good thing to happen to Rassnor here since his Father died, and if you go getting yourself killed playing some stupid game I'll raise your soul myself so I can put a curse on it."


  Balizar blinked at the force of her words. "I'm not that easy to kill."


  She stood up and grabbing her bag headed for the door. "You just listen to me, don't argue. I've got ears around here too, I'm not senile yet. You're both young an’ headstrong, a tad stupid too. Watch out for each other and listen some too. If you're both gonna grow old together you can't play these kinds of games forever.


  "Maybe not, but we sure can now," Balizar snickered. "But I promise to not let him kill me accidentally."


  He was rewarded with a glare from the old Badger. "Now good night and I expect to see you both after breakfast, and don’t go ruining my work!" So saying she left the two of them alone looking at each other bemused.


  



  It was still many hours before they had sated all their appetites and fallen asleep.
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  SIX


  



  



  Halronde strolled in to the King's private chambers the next morning and stopped in surprise, "Milord!" he exclaimed looking at the bandaged and some what bruised King, "What happened?" He looked around and noticed Balizar was no where in sight either, "And your companion?"


  Rassnor, looked up and motioned to his advisor to take a seat, the expression on his face both smug and satisfied. He stretched and yawned, smiling hugely. "I ordered Balizar to stay in bed today. Last night we," he smiled again thinking about it, "had something of a party you might say."


  Halronde looked askance at his King, "He will live I trust?"


  Rassnor laughed, "Oh, he'll live alright, though I dare say I put him through his paces last night!"


  "You don't look to good yourself Milord, if I say so myself. Perhaps you should stay in bed a while as well."


  "If I stay in bed, I suspect I'll spend all my time fucking my toy and neither of us will get any rest," Rassnor laughed, "which is what we spent all morning doing, despite the bandages and the healer's warnings. No, I'll take care of business, though you can cancel any audiences, wouldn't do to show up looking like this in public today. People might get the wrong idea."


  "Yes, they might think your pet won one for a change."


  


  "Hardly! Though it wasn't easy, it was truly a wonderful fight, you would have appreciated it greatly, we must have fenced for hours."


  "Two and a half according to your guards, they peeked once just to be sure no one was trying to murder you in your bed."


  Rassnor smiled and nodded. "He is without a doubt the greatest fighter I've ever had to face and the look on his face when I beat him," Rassnor's face glowed, "surprise, then pride. I think his skills have returned to what they were that day I first fought him, but still I am his better, as I was then."


  "And then?"


  "Well then I just did lots of nasty things to him," Rassnor snickered. "We're learning the limits, or maybe I am. It will be a long time before we can play like that again, but I daresay that was one night we'll both remember fondly for years to come."


  "From the scars alone I’d wager," Halronde chuckled. "Anyways Milord, the call to raise the levy has gone out, and I've put our quartermasters and blacksmiths to work on fixing up what's in the armories. Chetarack assures me that by next week's end we should be able to field the bulk of our troops with proper equipment, assuming the lads in the levies have managed to keep their gear in decent shape."


  "What's your confidence in that assessment?"


  "Fairly high Milord. In the last levy exercise the troops came in with their goods well cared for, and your captains were sure to reward those who had taken good care."


  "What words has Luten?"


  "Well, he's sent out a few new spies and orders. But he doesn't think he'll have any good intelligence from that for us for at least a month."


  "By then the battle may have been joined," Rassnor grumbled.


  "Exactly, so his aim is to try to gather intelligence on how they're responding to that."


  The King nodded.


  "However, he did add that he has a report from one of his agents due in about two weeks. With a decent messenger he thinks he could get that one to you in the field just days prior to your planned attack."


  "Really? That would be valuable. Inform Luten that I will hold any attacks until I get his report."


  "I will let him know Sire."


  "And your feelings?" Rassnor asked looking up from his breakfast.


  "Well, the way their Ambassador was behaving, I think they're spoiling for a fight. If we've convinced them we're weak, and if your belief's that they intend to invade us are correct." He smiled, "Well, our neighbors won't be upset if this war is started by Gundor."


  Rassnor nodded, "Self defense will make them feel more secure than if we just start this one ourselves. I'd prefer not to have to worry about our other borders, even if our other allies have been behaving themselves."


  Halronde nodded.


  "Well let’s go see what my other advisors have to say," he yawned then and standing up, stretched. "Then I think I'll see about a nap in the barracks. Oh make sure someone sends food into my pet, he lost a lot of blood last night, I wouldn't want him to get sick."


  



  # # #


  



  Balizar yawned and leaned back in the saddle. They'd been on the road for several days now, traveling to the Kingdom's northern frontier. His Master had split up the army into several smaller groups, not wanting to give away too much with a single large troop movement, also not wanting to damage his own lands with so many furs afoot. The hardest part at this point was maintaining any semblance of stealth. The extra troops that had been stationed along the border were now making sure no one left heading to Gundor, who might carry word of the troop movements. They would make camp in the hills tonight, a few hours ride from the border, the bulk of the troops would wait a day's ride further back in a town. That many just couldn't be hidden from prying eyes.


  "Messenger!" Came the cry from the rear of the line. Bal sat up alert and turned to see who was coming up from behind, letting his steed drop a little further back to place himself between his Master and whatever might be approaching.


  A few moments later he made out the approaching rider closing in fast, guard's colors apparent on both fur and beast. It was one of the smaller spry cheetahkind from the southern part of the kingdom, they tended to be easier on the riding beasts than the tigerkind, so were often employed as messengers. He flagged the rider down as he approached.


  "Message for his Majesty!" Saluted the rider.


  Balizar nodded and escorted him up to Rassnor, keeping his mount in between the two. He wasn't expecting anything, but it was good to keep in practice.


  "Sire, message from Master Luten!" The cheetah announced as they drew alongside.


  "Finally! Pass it over."


  Doing so, he saluted and rode off a ways to await any return messages.


  Rassnor broke open the tube and shook out the message, taking time to read it twice before passing it over to Schorky, the Captain of his Guard who was serving as his second in Command on this campaign. Halronde had stayed back at the castle to keep an eye on things in the King's absence.


  "Good news Master?" Balizar asked.


  "Very, Gundor's got an invasion army on the move; they're convinced we'll be a pushover. They'll probably hit our border by tomorrow."


  Balizar quirked an eyebrow, "And this is good news how?"


  "They've got an army of one thousand heavy Calvary; I know that's the cream of their forces, and five thousand foot. Most of that is levy."


  "We have five thousand total, and three thousand of that is levy."


  "Yes," Rassnor purred, "But we have three thousand spread along the border, all of whom are regular troops. I'll send out runners to draw them together tonight."


  Balizar blushed, "I had forgotten about them Master."


  Rassnor grinned, "I'll be sure to punish you tonight then. Plus I'm willing to bet my levies are a lot better then theirs. Gundor hasn’t fought a war in decades." He waved over his Captains, "We need to start planning our little surprise for these people, don't you agree?"


  "Oh definitely Master," Bal chuckled, "Definitely."


  



  



  Rassnor looked down into the Valley, watching the last elements of his 'Border Guard' fighting a retreating action against the Gundor and fleeing in apparent disarray. He watched as the last two were cut off and then surrendered. His orders had been clear, surrender rather then be killed, complain about the terrible conditions, and the lack of supply from Sarajat or the King. This road was the fastest way to the capital; it was the logical path for Gundor's army to take. So he'd 'salted' it with a squad a few miles from the border. Gundor's advance quickly became much less cautious than was wise.


  "Well, shouldn't be too much longer Master," Balizar whispered, tail flicking in agitated excitement behind him.


  "Yes, it shouldn't be. Do you like your present?"


  Balizar glanced down at the sword Rassnor had given him that morning, and smiled in disbelief once more, "Yes Master, I love it! How in the world did you get a Zhinatao Blade? And an enchanted one no less!"


  Rassnor smiled, and reached over to rub his pet's armored ass, the one he had only hours before fucked so nice and deep. He rumbled as the Leopard's tail hiked slightly, unconsciously. "It's been in the family for over a hundred years Pet. I don't use it because it's too small for me."


  Balizar nodded, he fought with two broadswords, but Rassnor was so big he used two bastard swords. He often found it interesting that neither of them normally used a shield. He looked back up at the tiger, "Over a hundred years? How'd it come to be here?"


  "Well, after learning about you, I had the scribes do some searching of our history. You're not the first Zhinatao to grace the throne of Sarajat," he purred, "And guess what sexy?"


  Balizar, leaned a little closer, "What?"


  "I'm a direct descendant. Seems she managed to mix it up with one of my ancestors and gave him a son."


  Balizar stared for several seconds, mind racing at the implications.


  "Surprised?"


  "It makes sense Master..." he began, "I'd never heard of black tigers before coming here, and I see small traces of my culture in yours."


  Rassnor grinned and pulled his pet close and gave him a long and passionate kiss. Which Balizar heartily returned, pressing his armored body against the hardness of the tiger's own armor. They lingered a bit then turned to watch as the main body of the invading army entered the valley.


  "It's time Master," Balizar panted, excited.


  "Yes, it is my Pet," Rassnor purred and gave the signal for the archers to begin.


  



  When the first volley was sent, the invading army was already well down into the valley. Rassnor and Balizar being at the far end. That first volley caught quite a few by surprise and caused quite a commotion in the lead ranks. The heavy Calvary fared fairly well for all that most of the arrows were sent their way, quickly snapping their shields up over head and protecting many in the main body. The levy troops fared much worse however, taking quite a few losses before harried sergeants got them to pull together and find cover.


  At that point Rassnor signaled his forces to charge, coming down the mountain sides and also attacking the front of the column. The plan was to spilt the heavy Calvary at the rear off from the less seasoned troops in the front. Apparently the cream of the Gundorian forces, namely the heavy Calvary, didn't like to be up front with the lowly foot, and so the foot soldiers were set on heavily while pikemen using the advantage of the pass kept the heavy Calvary bottled up away from them.


  Balizar roared with glee as he ran down the side of the hill at his Master's side, closing viscously with the enemy and beheading a shocked wolf before quickly taking the arm off another one. He roared again with a challenge plowing into another hapless soldier who only learned how badly outclassed he was as he died.


  Rassnor however was doing even more damage, the heavier bastard swords in his strong paws cleaving and beheading on every stroke, not a single defender could stand against him either and they quickly fell back from the huge tiger cutting a deadly swath through their forces.


  Balizar smiled ferally as he watched his Master fight, keeping to his side and making sure that his Master's flank wouldn't be attacked as they drove side by side towards the command banners of the invading army, the King's guard filling the gap behind them, all fighting as viciously as their leader.


  Rassnor laughed to himself, caught up in the bloodlust of the battle, as he drew closer to the command elements of the army before him, they were in the vanguard of the ground troops, and the Calvary was trying hard to reach them. The fighting was getting tougher now, as these were the regular soldiers, not just the levy troops. He checked on Balizar at his left, the leopard appeared to be in bliss, spattered in blood and his blades moving with deadly speed catching the afternoon sun in sudden flashes. Rassnor's own blades moved in deadly synchronicity to the leopard's it seemed. They fought together well and the pile of dead and dying at their feet and behind them gave ample evidence of this. The troops he and his pet were dispatching were getting more and more willing to give ground the deeper into them they got. These soldiers had been told they would face an easy battle, and now they were facing death fast and gruesome.


  He slowed his advance a minute, and let the opposing side draw back a little more, he could see the fear in their eyes, they were facing the horsemen infantry now, and he knew that Balizar and himself must look like a pair blood speckled black demons. He took that brief moment to raise his swords in signal to his standard bearer who passed the signal for the next phase of attack, and the second wave popped out of concealment to attack the heavy Calvary, making an obvious attempt to flank them and block off any retreat.


  The Gundorian heavy Calvary and the troops nearest began to pull back, in an effort not to be flanked and possibly trapped in the valley moving them farther from the foot soldiers. Apparently more concerned for their own high born hides than their foot. Twenty minutes later the column had been split in two with the lead elements, a full two thirds of the force encircled.


  Rassnor signaled again, and the same call went out and the sound of a large group of Calvary approaching thundered through the valley and convinced the rear contingent that all was definitely lost and to go into full retreat as calls of 'Quarter' were heard starting to come from the levy troops and the other foot soldiers. By the time the Calvary, which in fact was just the unmounted transport beasts of the supply train reached the lead elements, the retreating forces were too far away to see they had been tricked, not knowing that the ambushing force was barely larger than them.


  It had been four hours now, all of this taking a long time to play out, but the both of them were so caught up in the fight and the battle that time had little meaning. It didn't last much longer then as the whole of Rassnor's forces now focused on the remainder, which was highly demoralized at seeing themselves abandoned by their elite.


  Balizor looked up at his Master as the last of the enemy captains threw down their swords and surrendered. "It seems you have carried the day Master," he smiled.


  "We were lucky pet. If they hadn't been so cocky this would not have been such an easy win." Rassnor looked around at the battlefield, his own losses had not been light, but the enemy's were considerably worse, especially among the levied troops, whose performance had been terrible. Rassnor's own levies had suffered more than his regulars, but no where near as bad as Gundor's. Their performance had actually made him proud.


  "What next Master?"


  "Let’s get these prisoner's under some kind of guard, and disarmed before we head after the departing forces."


  Balizar nodded and cleaned his swords keeping near his Master, just incase some senior officer who had surrendered decided to try to be a hero.


  None who saw the blood spattered leopard did of course.


  



  It took several hours to form the prisoner's up and detail a guard to watch them. Rassnor split the surrendered soldiers into three groups, the levied troops who were told that as long as they behaved themselves they would not only be allowed to return home once things were settled, but told that their good behavior would allow their families to keep their farms. Considering what usually happened to the peasants who made up levies, this raised their hopes tremendously.


  Next were the professional soldiers, who were made to give their parole and made aware of the dire consequences of what would happen if they broke it. This group was separated from the others being probably the most dangerous. Rassnor had not decided what he would do with them yet, they'd have to be sorted through in time but he made sure they were informed that unlike Gundor he would not execute them for doing their duty as long as they obeyed their parole and followed orders. Balizar noticed quite a few of the officers looked enormously relieved at that.


  Then there were the commanding officers and the few nobles that had been taken. Most of the nobles and senior officers had been with the Calvary so the group was less than fifty. Those Rassnor sent under guard back to the castle to be interrogated and possibly held for ransom.


  "Why only possibly?" Balizar asked.


  "Well, I intend to replace a good deal of the nobility with people sworn to me. Some of the nobles of Gundor my family has had favorable dealings with in the past, all of those will most likely be left in power, depending on how much they fight. So a lot of these prisoners probably won't have anyone to ransom them. As they were invading my country, a few will probably be imprisoned, exiled or maybe even hung. I'll have to see what Luten's intelligence comes up with though before any Royal decisions are made.


  "The real jewels are with the group fleeing to the north. Several of those will be hung, along with the King of Gundor unless the coward is willing to face me in battle." Rassnor growled.


  "Think we can catch them before the border?"


  "Depends on how well the light Calvary is doing. We're done here, so lets be about it!"


  Rassnor detailed a full third of his troops to deal with guarding the prisoners, not wanting to take any chances. Of the eight thousand Rassnor had started with, he'd left one thousand light calvary outside the valley to work in two separate groups to harrass the Gundor heavy calvary when it retreated, or to stage a rear attack on them if the trap hadn't been successful. They were ordered not to close for serious fighting, just keep making raids and short attacks to keep them from regrouping. With several hundred dead, and nearly a thousand wounded, he was left with about five thousand effective, and while many of the wounded would be able to serve as guards, he felt that three thousand was more than enough for what he needed to do.


  "Four thousand isn't much to try to take all of Gundor Master." Balizar noted as they rode off to catch the other enemy group.


  "Well pet, in about a week or two I'll probably be able to recall most of the group left behind, and figuring even heavy losses I should have about six thousand."


  "That's still not a lot; Gundor must have at least four to six thousand in reserve. And who'll watch the prisoners?"


  "The prisoner's will all be marked, and escorted back towards their homes. They'll be told that if caught fighting again, they'll be killed, their family’s farms will be taken, and their womenfolk will be made into brothel slaves. On the other hand if they behave themselves and stay on their farms, the will be allowed to keep their lands."


  Balizar thought about that a moment. "Does give a bit of an incentive to the farmers to behave."


  "Yes, and after the way these guys fought so poorly, and were so easily cut down by us, I doubt any will ever willingly pick up sword again."


  Balizar nodded, of the four thousand or so levy the Gundorian's had brought with them, nearly two thousand had been killed. A good deal of the rest were injured and all were totally demoralized. He could see the other advantages of letting them go home, word would spread of the defeat, as well as the mercy showed to the commoner's by Rassnor once they surrendered.


  "Now news of the invasion and this victory will probably cause quite a few people to decide to enlist to defend the country, so I'd be not at all surprised if I didn't have another ten thousand ready to fight in one months time."


  Balizar blinked. "That many Master? That soon?"


  Rassnor laughed and nodded. "We have a tradition of awarding soldiers with land in captured territory. So a lot of farm boys who figure they won't inherit will see this as their chance to make something of themselves."


  "That makes a good deal of sense."


  



  It took a full day to catch up with the retreating army, the Gundorian's had been pushing their mounts hard to escape, managing to even cross back into their own country before the bulk of Rassnor's army caught up with them. But the harassing attacks of the light calvary, had taken a fair toll on them and there was a limit as to what their heavy riding beasts could take.


  "Luck is with us Milord!" One of Rassnor's Captains reported as they finally closed to within sight of the enemy. "Another few hours and they would have made refuge at Denill Fort."


  "Luck nothing Captain," Rassnor smiled looking over the lay of the land, "This is where all the years of training and dedication pay off, I have to say I'm proud of my people today."


  The Captain nodded and Rassnor quickly ordered the repositioning of his troops to best take advantage of the terrain. The light Calvary was concentrated on the far side of the Gundorian's now to if not hold them, at least slow them further while Rassnor's army made a two prong attack to the rear and the left flank.


  



  The attack was brutal, Rassnor's forces attacking initially from horseback, slamming into the Gundorian's as they turned to face their attackers. Discipline was still strong with them and none attempted to break and fight pass the light Calvary blocking their escape.


  Balizar once again rode in on his Master's left side, but in this heavier clash and battle was unable to keep his horse as close as he would have liked. The heavier mounts of the Gundorian's gave them a slight advantage at first, but all the beasts were tired on both sides and it wasn't long before Balizar found himself on foot, along with a great deal of the enemy. Balizar didn't mind fighting from a mount, but greatly preferred his own feet, which allowed him to use his weapons to far greater effect.


  The rush of the battle came to him once more and the bloodlust took him fully. He cut a swath through the enemy towards where he had last seen his Master moving with deadly skill and determination.


  Rassnor himself was fully taken with the bloodlust at this point and abandoned his mount intentionally to allow himself to once more bring both of his bastard swords into play. The ground had turned so muddy from the churning hooves and blood that beasts were starting to founder and trip and he had no desire to become pinned in the saddle like several enemy soldiers he had already killed. After cutting the legs out from under several riding beasts and dispatching of their riders with unbelievable speed, many of the enemy themselves dismounted and riderless beasts fleeing the carnage added considerably to the confusion.


  Balizar gutted another riding beast as it went by, and then turned to slit the throat of yet another, and take off the leg of its rider. He let the riderless beasts go by, moving forward towards where he guessed the enemy commanders might be, and as the field cleared more he spotted the tall dark killing machine that was his Master and worked his way towards him. He wished he could have concentrated on his Master's fighting, it was exciting to watch him move, almost dance, with such a deadly grace. But he had his own part in this battle and he doubted any of the enemy would oblige him with a break.


  Rassnor looked over as Balizar drew near, the two of them joining up and going back to back as both sides got reorganized now that the majority of fighters were on foot. He noted about the same time that the enemy did that the nearest soldiers of his guard were a good fifty feet away.


  "Surrender Rassnor and we'll let you live!" cried out one of the enemy commanders as the fighting circled around the Tiger and Leopard now fighting back to back, a sword in each hand, blades flashing as they both parried and dodged, lunging one way then the other, bodies falling at their feet.


  "Maybe you should surrender!" Rassnor laughed and took the head from another soldier, pressing his attack towards the commander who had spoken. "For if you face me, you shall certainly die!" He growled and ran another horseman through, causing the officer to blanch and draw back further.


  Rassnor smiled, an evil sight as he advanced further on the officer, working his way closer, his pet at his back, the two of them an untouchable force of death and destruction. None could get close enough to touch them without exposing themselves to either his or his pet's blades. And those blades struck true many times, wounding and killing, the blood flying from the metal. The horsemen soldiers were getting less and less willing to press their attack against the pair and the King's guard was drawing closer now, as Rassnor beheaded yet another horseman soldier and came face to face with the officer who had yelled.


  With no choice but to fight he did, and Rassnor was impressed that the officer actually lasted almost a minute before he killed him.


  "Quarter!" Yelled the soldier next to him as Rassnor pulled his sword from the dying officer's body. Rassnor shifted his attack to avoid the surrendering soldier only to hear 'Quarter!' shouted from the one he was advancing on. A second later cries of 'Quarter!' started to fill the air around him and Balizar as the troops laid down their arms.


  A few moments later and the whole of the contingent had surrendered, a cheer going up from his army.


  "Did anyone ever tell you that you are magnificent Master?" Balizar purred up at him.


  Rassnor laughed and pulled his pet to him, giving him a kiss and noticing that they were both covered head to toe in blood and gore. "Did anyone ever tell you what a sexy little leopard you are?" He rumbled back.


  Balizar smiled back and Rassnor bent closer to whisper in his pet's ear, "I promise you my pet that the first chance I get, you'll get yours." He snickered softly.


  Balizar smiled wider and purred as the King's guard joined them.
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  SEVEN


  



  



  Rassnor grabbed his pet from behind as they finally made it into the privacy of his command tent.


  Balizar gave a surprised purr as he felt his Master's strong arms slip around him and draw his armor clad body back against the tiger's breastplate.


  "God's the aftermath is worst than the fight!" Rassnor exclaimed as he reached down to fumble at his belt with one paw, keeping his pet pinned against him. They were both still heavily covered with the now dried blood and mud from the battle. It had taken hours to get things settled and sorted out, and then to lay siege to the nearby fort.


  Balizar's own belt and greaves slid to the floor with a clatter as he pushed his now bare ass back against the larger tiger's suddenly exposed crotch. Purring loudly as he discovered the now fast growing cock back there as well.


  "To the victors go the spoils," Balizar grinned, spreading his legs apart and falling to his knees, laying over a trunk of supplies sitting on the floor before him.


  "And to your ass goes my cock!" Rassnor growled, dropping to his own knees and quickly slipping his thick black cock up under the leopard's tail. "Been wanting to fuck my sexy blood covered pet all day long." He sighed.


  "Less talk, more action," Balizar growled, pushing his ass back against the fat cock head rubbing over his ass ring. His blood had been boiling for hours, but the duties of a King in the field had to come before the pleasures.


  Rassnor grinned and gave his hips a shove, a low growl of pleasure escaping his muzzle as his cock entered the hot tight ass of his pet. Neither knew how long they had before duty called again, but he'd warned his guards it had better be serious if they interrupted him before he finished.


  Balizar melted over the trunk, pushing his ass back and letting his chest just lay against the wood as he dug his claws in to hold on. Rassnor grabbing his hips tightly in his strong paws and just slid in to the hilt, closing his eyes and panting.


  "Take me Master," Balizar whispered.


  "With pleasure," Rassnor purred back as he started in to pumping his shaft in and out of the leopard's tight ass. Giving a soft grunt each time he bottomed out, Balizar started to twist his tight little ass and grab at Rassnor's cock with his rather strong butt.


  Smiling and rummbling louder the King picked up the pace, enjoying the sounds of his hips slapping against the leopard's ass, nibbling on the tail flicking against his face as he put more of his strength into it and fucked.


  Both started to get more and more wound up, as their passion's raised. The tiger's heavily pre-ing shaft turning their junction into a slick one, the squelching noises of fat tiger cock filling tight leopard ass competing with the sound of heavy tiger balls and hips smacking a firmly muscled panther's butt. All accompanied by the sounds of purrs, then rumbles and louder growls as Rassnor pounded Balizar's firm rump harder and deeper and more and more demandingly. Eye's blazing as he finally bent forward and pressed his weight down onto his pet's back, pinning him to the chest as with a large roar of lust he fucked in hard and ground his cock deep inside his pet, his cock swelling mightily and sending a flood of hot seed flowing deep into the smaller cat's bowels.


  Balizar himself came as his Master's chest pressed down against him, having been hanging on the edge for several minutes, holding off his own orgasm as long as possible, not wanting to climax until his Master had his own pleasure. His body shivered and jerked, racked with the pleasures of tensions released that had been building all day since the first combat. His head swam as he bucked on his Master's cock, the warm flood of seed into his ass making for a wonderful end to a victorious day.


  Rassnor collapsed, gasping and spent, nuzzling his pet's ears as he enjoyed the moment, hot and sweaty in his armor, his cock dribbling out the last of his lust, nicely buried in the tight little cat beneath him who was still vibrating with the purrss of his own orgasm.


  "Ahhhhh, I needed that," Balizar panted from under the heavy bulk of his Lord.


  "You?" Rassnor laughed and gave him a nip on the neck, eliciting even more purrs of delight. "I'm not made of stone you know."


  Balizar laughed and gave the shaft inside him a tight squeeze with his butt. "I don't know feels hard as a rock to me..."


  Rassnor laughed as well and ruffled Balizar's ears. "As much as I'd like to stay like this we'd better clean up and make the rounds."


  "You're right of course," Balizar sighed as the King slowly pulled out and stood up. "Let's get you out of that armor first however and put that bucket of water to some use. Can't have the King looking like a butcher, now can we?"


  "At least I don't have to clean my own armor," Rassnor chuckled, "nor you yours. I want you with me out there when we go walk the rounds."


  "Yes Sire," Balizar nodded as he first helped the King strip naked and then took care of his own gear.


  Using the large bucket of water they were both able to get fairly clean, and then Balizar helped Rassnor don his light armor and a heavy tunic over that. Walking around in full chain, and greeves, all night and day was just too hard on one.


  Once dressed Rassnor went out among his troops, checking on all of them and walking the perimeter of the fort. The Gundorian troops inside were no doubt unhappy about the current turn of events. Rassnor had paraded the highest ranking of his captives within site of the gates and then had done nothing more but lay his siege. Tomorrow when his troops were well rested he'd make his demands known. By then he hoped that the small garrison would be more than happy to surrender and save him the trouble of an assault.


  "Well Master, all looks well. The troops seem to be in especially high spirits tonight."


  Rassnor nodded, "Yes, they've done themselves proud tonight; these victories should carry us through the tougher battles ahead."


  Balizar leaned a little against his master as they headed towards the command tent. "What plans do you have for the siege Master?"


  "Well we need time to sort out all the prisoners my pet. So I think we can afford to let them stew in there all day tomorrow if they don't surrender to us at dawn."


  "While I'd love to have them surrender, I'd hate to count on their military being so inept that they'd surrender that fort to us without a fight, if we get hold of that fort we'll have a solid base well inside Gundor's borders."


  "Yes, if we can get this fort the tactical advantage will be tremendous. But how long till anyone discovers that the whole expedition and invasion has failed? I don't know if we can afford to carry a long siege if Gundor can field a decent response force on short notice. And just how big a force is inside holding that fort? That's what bothers me Pet."


  "Well the prisoners may be able to answer that second question."


  Rassnor nodded, "I know, and in the morning I guess we'll find out what jewels of information the Gundorian aristocracy we have managed to capture can supply. It's sad that Prince Beotis, got himself killed by one of my men in the fighting. Having the Prince in command of this venture as a prisoner would have been quite the coup."


  Balizar nodded, "I heard about that. Yes he would have been a trove of information I'm sure, not to mention a valuable hostage."


  "Well, when we send his body back to his father for burial I'm sure we'll still get a nice effect out of him," Rassnor grinned evilly. "Probably would have had to hang him anyway."


  Balizar nodded, knowing that his Master couldn’t leave the royal house intact unless he wanted years of uprisings to deal with.


  "Well Master, let's head to bed. Captain Schorky can deal with the camp for tonight; I think you'd best have a clear head for the morning." Balizar purred and led Rassnor inside the tent.


  "You're right pet," He yawned hugely, then started to strip off the tunic and light armor he was wearing watching appreciatively as Balizar did the same. "In the morning I'll see what intelligence my men have gathered from the prisoners, and what the scouts have come up with on the local lay of the land."


  Balizar slipped into bed and awaited his master, cuddling up against him as he joined him in bed.


  "Sleep well my pet, you also made me proud today."


  "And you made me proud as well Master," Balizar purred, "Even before you bent me over that chest!"


  "Hush you!" Rassnor chided with a grin giving the giggling leopard a swat on the rump as he stretched out and went to sleep.


  



  The next morning came unexpectedly early, both of their sleeps being disturbed by a guard.


  "Sire? I think you want to see this." Dhalari, one of the King's personal guards called from the entrance to the tent.


  Rassnor and Balizar both groaned as they stood and stretched muscles still sore from the day before.


  "What is it Dhalari?" Rassnor asked grabbing his tunic and throwing it on.


  "We found someone among the prisoners I think you'll want to see."


  Rassnor yawned and stretched again as Balizar moved to his side, belting up his sword belt and putting on the circlet of his Kingship. He pulled up a seat and sat down, then nodded to the guard. "Well let's see what you have."


  Dhalari signaled to someone outside the tent and two other guards dragged in a very muddy and subdued looking fox that they dumped at Rassnor's feet.


  Balizar figured out who it was immediately, "Why it's Sharr!" he laughed.


  Rassnor looked closer and chuckled, "Indeed? Somehow I suspect he was hoping for your next meeting to be under somewhat reversed circumstances my Pet."


  Balizar snickered, "I suspect he figured I was long dead by now actually Master. Bet that must have been some surprise he had yesterday seeing me on the battlefield."


  Rassnor nodded looking down at the totally demoralized fox on the floor before them.


  "We didn't realize who he was until a little while ago Milord," said one of the two guards who had brought Sharr in. "He'd done quite a bit to conceal himself, including covering himself with mud there."


  "Has he been questioned yet?"


  "No Milord," the guard smiled, "We thought that you or Balizar would prefer to deal with him first."


  Rassnor snickered, watching Sharr's ears droop even further. "Excellent decision. My compliments to the men. Dismissed."


  "Yes Sire!" the two grinning tigers withdrew.


  "If you need anything Sire, I'll be outside." Dhalari said withdrawing as well.


  Rassnor looked over at Balizar who was literally drooling over the fox.


  "You want him, don't you pet?"


  "Ohhh yes Master, I want him. He was totally prepared to let me go to what he thought was a certainly painful end." Balizar looked up at Rassnor, and Rassnor could see the predatory gleam in his pet's eyes.


  Rassnor looked back down at the fox, and swore than he saw Sharr shiver. Then he looked back at Balizar. "Well he's yours then."


  Rassnor almost felt sorry for the fox as he saw the smile that lit up his pet's face. He looked back down at Sharr and nudged him with a foot.


  "Look at me Sharr," he commanded.


  Sharr looked up at Rassnor, the fear evident in his eyes. Positive that a nasty end shortly awaited him.


  "You're now my Pet's slave. I suggest you serve your new master well, while pondering the price of your misjudgments about him.


  "And me as well." He growled, enjoying the way the blood drained from the fox's face.


  Rassnor turned to Balizar, "I'm going to make the rounds and see what's changed since last night my Pet. Take a few hours to break in your slave."


  "Yes Master," Balizar smiled and gave his Master a hug. "Promise you'll call me before you attack?"


  "Of course my Pet, I wouldn't dream of letting you miss any combat. Have fun."


  Rassnor slipped into his sandals and left the tent, heading off to the command tent to get whatever intelligence his interrogators might have gained through the night. He would miss the insight of his pet, however he felt Balizar had earned this little reward. He just wondered if Sharr would live or not.


  



  Balizar turned back to the dirty fox on the floor before him.


  "Well surprised? Didn't expect to see me again? Thought my Master's kingdom would just fall into your lap?"


  Balizar watched as Sharr just kneeled there eye's downcast.


  Balziar slapped him, knocking him over, sending him sprawling. "Answer me slave," he growled.


  "Yes, yes.... Master," he gagged the words out, he'd seen Balizar fighting yesterday, the cute leopard he'd wanted to fuck so badly, who he had thought such an idiot, had cut through soldiers he had known his entire career. Soldiers who he'd known were the best he'd ever seen, fighters beyond par with any he had ever served. And this, this demon had killed them with ease, swords moving so fast that his eyes had trouble following their flashing motions. He shivered again as he thought of how Rassnor had displayed equal skills, cutting through the pride of Gundor's military elite as if they were the greenest of recruits. He sobbed out loud; there was no doubt that he was lost.


  "You belong to me now Sharr, give up on any hope of freedom, your country will fall, your king will die. My Lord and Master is greater than any you have ever seen or will ever see."


  Sharr cringed at those words, after the violent turn of events he witnessed yesterday, and how well they'd been duped, he found it easy to believe Balizar's words.


  "But, serve me well and maybe I'll let you live," Balizar smiled as Sharr cowered. "But you will suffer, no doubt as you have made others suffer before you." Balizar had heard reports from Luten on some of Sharr's pastimes. He would feel no guilt for the things he had planned.


  Balizar called for the guards to bring him some water, and while waiting for it to come he cut Sharr's bonds.


  "I suggest you don't try to run, because I will find you." Balizar grinned. "And running will be punished. Horribly."


  "Now, out of those dirty rags slave!"


  Sharr yelped at the swat to his butt as he was pulled to his feet. He'd not realized how strong Balizar was when they'd last met, and the way he was easily hoisted surprised him.


  "Yes, Master" he whimpered and quickly shed his clothes. He gasped again as Balizar roughly searched him, finding several of his concealed pills and potions.


  "No need for this my little fox," Balizar growled. "And understand that if I find anything like this on you ever again, I will make you eat it. Understood?"


  Sharr nodded weakly.


  "There are more of them in the hem of my tunic," he confessed.


  "Don't worry, all of your things will be burned." Balizar said. He looked up as two large buckets of water where brought in. "But for now, you wash!" and he pointed Sharr towards the water.


  Sharr meekly walked over to the water, bare but for his fur and stuck his paw in the water.


  "It's cold!" he gasped pulling his paw back.


  "Of course, we'd not waste wood and time heating water for a mere slave. Now get to it!" Balizar laughed and swatted the fox on the ass again, hard.


  Balizar watched as the fox stood in a basin and gritting his teeth, poured half of one of the buckets over his head. He could hear teeth chattering as Sharr cleaned the mud off, moving quickly, but being sure to get all the dirt off. For his own part Balizar made comments when needed, making sure that every part of the fox's fur and body was clean. Poking and prodding Sharr anytime he showed any reluctance.


  Once he had him dried off he surveyed his new possession. One well formed slender, fox with a nice ass shivering and naked before him.


  "Time to warm you up slave," Balizar smirked, undoing his tunic and letting it fall to the floor.


  Sharr gasped as Balizar stripped, revealing the rather prominent erection that the leopard was sporting, dark of flesh rather than pink like most cocks he had seen. And large. And one that was going to be buried in HIM!


  Sharr panicked and turned to flee. He got two steps before what felt like a ton of bricks landed on his back and knocked him to the floor, driving his breath out with a loud whoosh!


  "Bad fox!" Balizar growled in Sharr's ear, giving it a painful nip. "You're going to be my little cock warmer now," and he nudged his erection against Sharr's ass. "So I suggest you get used to the idea."


  Sharr yipped as Balizar bit his ear, the hot panther body covering his smaller frame, easily pinning him to the rug covering the ground. He squirmed as he felt a strong paw grabbing the base of his tail.


  "Spread your legs fox, spread them or else..." Balizar growled deeply.


  Sharr whimpering, closed his eyes and complied, spreading his legs.


  "Good fox," Balizar purred, putting his knees between the foxes and spreading them even wider as he lifted Sharr's tail and slid his hard cockhead underneath. Smearing the pre from his leaking glans over the tight asshole he grinned.


  "Time to make you mine fox," Balizar purred and with a hunch of his hips drove the fat head of his cock past the tight muscles, and into the fox's heat.


  Sharr gasped and gritted his teeth, tears coming to his eyes at the pain coursing through his ass at the sudden penetration. His whole body tensed up, clamping down hard on the invading cat cock.


  "Ohh yesss, so nice and tight... First time, isn't it fox?" Balizer purred into Sharr's ear.


  Sharr nodded mutely, remembering all the times he had said those very words to his own sex slaves.


  Balizar grinned and slowly fed in more and more of his cock, driving the shaft deeper and spreading the fox's tight asshole wider. Grunting he gave a final shove and planted the last few inches in Sharr's butt, his cum filled balls bouncing into the fox's smaller sac.


  Sharr winced as he felt Balizar finally hilt himself inside of his body, never had anything so big been so deeply inside of him before. He tried to hold back the tears leaking from his eyes, as the depths to which his life had suddenly fallen struck home. No longer an important and powerful fox in a powerful kingdom, he was now just another sex toy for a demonic leopard.


  He gasped loudly then as Balizar started to withdraw, gritting his teeth for the pain of the return thrust he knew would soon be coming, his cheeks wet now with his shame.


  Balizar smiled, enjoying the humiliation of Sharr, he pulled back slowly, and reversed, going back in slowly once more. Taking his time, letting his precum lube the way for the pounding he have every intention of delivering.


  Sharr knew he had only one option, to lay there and take it, take it until Balizar was done. What he didn't expect was his body to adapt, to accommodate the thick cock pumping in and out of him. He groaned as the pain receded, and a warm feeling started to spread throughout his body.


  Balizar felt Sharr's body relaxing beneath him, and smiled. He started to fuck the fox harder now, pushing in and out faster and faster, his paws bracing either side of his toy, letting his hips smack loudly into Sharr's firm ass, enjoying the sounds of their coupling as they filled the tent. He wasn't going to take his time with this one, just breed him hard and fast, and make it clear who owned whom.


  Sharr shivered as Balizar picked up the pace, unconsciously spreading his legs a little wider, and shifting his hips a little to make it feel better. Decades of being dedicated to debauchery and lasciviousness had taken their toll on him, and he couldn't help but try maximizing any part of it that felt good. Imagines of him pinned beneath the strong dark cat flashed through his mind's eye, pinned helpless, legs spread, asshole opened obscenely wide by that thick black shaft. Pumping in and out, in and out, over and over again, heavy balls rolling and slapping into his butt...


  Sharr whimpered uncontrollably, he knew if this was a spectacle being put on at one of his parties, he'd be jerking off watching it, if not ravishing anyone within reach. But it wasn't a spectacle, it was him! He was the one being ravished, he was the one being fucked by that big black furred stud, and he was the one about to be filled up with panther cum...


  Balizar could feel Sharr's shifting and the small motions as he started to accept what was coming his way. He grabbed onto the fox's hips and started to drive for his orgasm, giving small nips to the fox's scruff as he moved closer and closer to his peak, rumbling in his chest as his balls started to draw up tighter, his cock growing harder.


  "Ready to be my bitch?" he growled in Scharr's ear and then bit down hard on the fox's scruff, taking him hard and deep on last thrust. Filling the room with his loud growls as his cock finally started to swell and pump, his balls giving up his seed and pumping their contents deep into the hot bowels wrapped so tightly around his ebon cock.


  Sharr couldn't take it anymore, he cried out loud as the leopard growled into his ears, not wanting it, but not having any choice in the matter either. The feeling of hot feline cum pouring into his ass sent him over the edge and crying in shame and humiliation he came all over the rug and his chest. His ass bearing down tight on Balizar's cock, working as if to milk every last drop of the damn cat's creme.


  Balizar released Sharr's neck as the last drops of his orgasm were pumped out. Feeling his new slave sobbing beneath him, as his sensitive nose picking up the scent of fox cum as well.


  "So, you liked it after all?" he chuckled, "Guess you've always wanted to be some leopard's bitch..." he taunted, then pulling his still drooling cock out of Sharr's ass he wiped it off on the fox's furry rump.


  "Well I have to go catch up with my Master. Meanwhile you will clean up and stay here awaiting yours. And just so you don't get any idea's..."


  Balizar turned and called for the guard, Halryth was actually on duty and smiled to Balizar as he entered.


  "Yes Sir?"


  "You don't have to Sir me Halryth," Balizar smiled back getting to his feet and picking up a wash cloth to use the other bucket of cold water to clean himself.


  "No I don't, but I prefer to sir. What can I do for you?"


  "Take the fox here and have someone put some slave chains on him, wouldn't want him to accidentally wander off you know."


  "Yes sir. I'll have him hobbled and collared for you by the time you return sir."


  "Thank you Halryth. If you want, make him give you a blowjob when you're done. Just be warned he's a sneaky one and still has plenty of fight left in him I'll wager."


  "Thank you sir, I just might!" Halryth chuckled.


  Balizar put on his gear then as he watched the dispirited fox clean up, and get escorted off by the tiger. Then he went in search of Rassnor remembering with fondness the first time his Master had taken him.


  Of course he had been much more willing, he thought smiling.


  



  Rassnor had just finished reviewing his forces deployment when Balizar caught up with him smiling.


  "Have fun?"


  "Oh definitely, and I have so much more planned for my new pet." He snickered.


  "I would never have figured you to have such a mean streak," Rassnor chuckled.


  "I've never treated a slave as a thing before, and neither have you I'll wager. But that's all he's ever treated them as. You can call this his divine retribution, delivered early." Balizar chuckled.


  "Well I'm about ready to send my request over to the fort for their surrender. Any suggestions?


  Balizar pondered that a moment.


  "You know," he began, "From what I gathered about Sharr and his habits, he wasn't too popular with the rank and file. Supposedly had a tendency of grabbing his toys from the free people."


  Rassnor nodded, "Yes, apparently there were a few prisoners here who were more than happy to drop hints about the muddy fox posing as a cart driver."


  "Maybe we could have him deliver the request, after he gets the slave chains put on him, all nicely made up so it's obvious as to what his new station in life is," Balizar grinned evilly.


  Rassnor couldn't but help laugh out loud. "That might get us some points, and also make the perils of resistance rather clear. Of course I'll have to offer some incentives."


  Balizar nodded. "Such as?"


  "Well, we will not execute any soldiers who surrender, promise to parole them at the end of the war, not punish any civilians inside."


  "Well let me go fetch my new toy for you Master," Balizar grinned as Rassnor motioned over one of his scribes.


  "You do that Pet. Get your armor on as well. You can escort him to deliver the message."


  Balizar nodded again and saluted his master with a smile, running off to comply.


  



  An hour later Balizar approached the gates to the fort, white parley flag in one paw, and the leash to Sharr's collar in the other. He found he had to pull on Sharr's leash more and more the closer they got to the gates.


  As they drew up close to the gates he called up to the guards on the wall, who had their crossbows pointed at him.


  "Greetings, in the name of King Rassnor, I have come to offer you terms for surrender."


  "We're not interested in speaking of any terms with the likes of you or your King!" Came the growled reply from atop the wall.


  Balizar noticed that several of the soldiers were eyeing Sharr, one nudged another and pointed at the fox, obviously snickering at him.


  Sticking his hand out to Sharr he motioned for the scroll the fox was carrying.


  "Don't worry pet, I won't let them hurt you. I'd hate to lose my newest bed slave after all!" He said loud enough to be heard. He noticed several of the soldiers on the wall start to laugh, before quickly putting their paws over their mouths. The wolf he had been taking too suddenly peered a lot closer at the fox.


  "Isn't that an agent of my Majesty's government?" he growled dangerously.


  Balizar smiled, "Not anymore. Care to try him? He's rather talented I've found. Of course you'd have to surrender first. I'm afraid if I sent him inside he probably wouldn't survive the night."


  Balizar thought he heard a mumbled "I wish" from one of the others atop the wall.


  "Anyway, here are the terms of my Liege and Master. I suggest you consider them well, and keep in mind that it is your masters that have declared war on our kingdom, and that your invading army now lays in ruins." He tossed the scroll tube up to the wolf that was obviously in charge.


  He paused and pulled Sharr next to him looking at the fox's reactions. The fox was obviously torn, he wanted to go into the fort, but it was also apparent that he feared going in as well.


  "Why don't I just shoot you down where you stand and take back that fox?"


  Balizar smiled, "Other than the obvious reasons that my liege would then kill every last one of you for breaking a parley and show no mercy to any of you?"


  "Assuming he could win you mean," Growled the wolf.


  Balizar sighed, "Okay, take your best shot. Just you and we'll see what happens."


  The wolf blinked.


  "You serious?" he asked.


  "Sure, you think you can win. I know you can't. If I can show you the folly of your ways and save the lives of soldiers who's only mistake is the following of a criminal and decadent regime, I'm all for it."


  "Besides, I don't think you really understand what you're facing here. So go ahead, take your best shot."


  The wolf smiled and raised his crossbow to his shoulder and fired, aiming for the cocky leopard's heart.


  Balizar stepped back and pivoted as the bolt flew, he didn't have anything in his hands to block the shot with, but his main concern was not to take it in anyplace vital.


  The shot took him in the shoulder and staggered him back. He gritted his teeth and yanked on Sharr's leash.


  "Don't go running off now pet. I've got plans for you tonight." He growled. He then looked up at the wolf who was looking rather surprised as Balizar planted the parley flag in the ground and then yanked the bolt out of his shoulder.


  He then stood there and stared at the wolf as the wound bled for a minute, then stopped.


  "That's... That's not natural..." stammered the wolf surprised. He'd expect a wound like that to bleed someone to unconsciousness, if not death.


  "I suggest you read the terms then, and remember that King Rassnor has always kept his word, as has his family before him. He is a person of Honor. We'll be expecting your reply in an hour."


  The wolf was looking over the scroll as Balizar talked, he looked up. “I'll have to confer with my men; you'll have your answer.”


  Balizar nodded and tugging on Sharr's leash and grabbing the parley flag he marched back to the command tent.


  Sharr stared wide-eyed at Balizar the whole time they marched back to the tent. He'd seen how deep that bolt had gone in, heard it hit the bone, and noticed how hard Balizar had pulled on it to free it.


  And he'd noticed how the blood had stopped. He shivered; his new master was a demon. There was no other explanation for it! He trembled wondering how many of these demons Rassnor had at his beck and call. Or if maybe even Rassnor was a demon himself?


  Sharr stumbled as Balizar yanked on his leash again.


  "Stop that infernal whining! Damn fox, it's bad enough that my shoulder hurts like hell but I don't want to have to listen to you whine as well."


  Balizar handed the leash to one of the guards as he marched into the tent and then collapsed into one of the chairs as Rassnor grabbed his shoulders and steadied him.


  "And just what in the hell were you doing out there!?" he growled loudly, muzzle two inches from Balizar's face. "If anyone is going to use you as a pin cushion it's me, you understand? Or would you rather I beat some sense into you here and now?"


  Balizar grimaced at the words, "I'm sorry Master, but I knew they couldn't kill me, and I knew you were worried about being caught out in the open if we had to carry out a siege. So I figured a little demonstration of Zhinatao abilities would convince them to take your offer."


  "Let's get something very straight right here, right now," Rassnor growled. "You," He lowered his voice, so that only Balizar could hear him, "belong to me, you are my property. It is not for you to decide when to risk your life, that is my decision. After my kingdom and my honor, you are the most important possession I have. And I will not risk you lightly, and if you pull any kind of stunt like this ever again I will lock you in the castle and only visit you once a month, if you're lucky! Do you hear me?"


  Balizar's ears were down and he was leaning back from the force of his Master's scolding, and for the first time in his life he felt like he could cry. He'd never realized just how much his Master had cared, or how much he meant to him.


  "I'm sorry Master. Please forgive me," he begged, "I love you, I just want to please you, I'll never do that again."


  "Damn straight you won't!" Rassnor growled, his temper calming down. "Now you keep your furry black ass in that seat and don't move until the healers have finished with you."


  And with that Rassnor stood up and told the guards to get the healers in here to tend to Balizar's wound.


  "That was stupid," Captain Schorky whispered to Balizar as Rassnor stomped out of the tent. "But pretty damn brave too. And if it works the troops are gonna love you for it. Nobody wants to assault that fort; it'll eat up quite a few of us, even if it's not well defended."


  Balizar nodded, "I thought he'd say the same."


  "Oh he did, to me, as you marched back up that hill. He's proud, but lovers always worry when they see their partner do something brave and stupid." The Captain laughed at Balizar's expression, "What, you don't think the rest of us know about it? To all of us in the guard it's blatantly obvious that you two are smitten with each other. And having been smitten and now married for a good many years with cubs of my own, I can understand what he's going through. So just think about him the next time you get tempted to pull a stunt."


  "I don't think I'll be pulling anymore stunts Captain."


  "Oh you will, but just make sure you think before you do. After all, you wouldn't be the leopard he loves if you didn't do those kinds of things once in a while, would you?"


  Balizar thought about that a bit, and sighed smiling a little wryly. "You may be right."


  "Of course I'm right, that's why I'm a Captain. Ahh here's the healer. Let me help you out of that armor and let’s let him get started."


  Balizar groaned as they got the armor off and the healer started to work. Yes Zhinatao might be made of sterner stuff, and might heal faster than normal, and be harder to kill... But they still hurt and felt pain just as much as anyone else.
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  EIGHT


  



  



  Balizar lay in bed in the former commander's quarters at the fort. He smiled to himself remembering how his Master had kissed him on the head and ruffled his ears.


  "I'm still going to punish you my Pet," he had chuckled. "But it's safe to say your little demonstration helped put them in the mood to take my generous surrender provisions."


  "I'm happy Master", Balizar grinned.


  "Yes and so am I. By the time King Tuttle realizes we've taken this fort and stolen a march on him, I'll have cut off a quarter of his country. Now you rest here like the healer said, Zhinatao or not, understand?"


  Balizar had nodded and gone to sleep, his shoulder had already stopped hurting, and with the help of the healer he'd be fine by tomorrow. Everyone was pleased with the surrender of the troops inside the fort. Though once the numbers of furs manning it were known, it wasn't too big a surprise. There were less than a hundred soldiers holding the fort, not nearly enough to protect it, another major mistake on the part of the now dead prince who had been leading the war party.


  And Rassnor's terms had been generous. There would be no recriminations, all would be released at the end of the war (excepting any royals or high nobility of course, not that there were any in the fort), and all would be treated well provided they gave their parole and honored it.


  Much better terms than the rumors spread by Scharr had caused them to think they would get. Especially from a King who apparently had a demon or two on his side.


  Balizar especially liked the fear he saw in Scharr's eyes afterwards. The fox was sure he was some denizen of one of the hells. After all, no normal leopard could ever outsmart the wily fox, right? Balizar had no plans to let on about the help he'd had from Luten, a far craftier fox, in that outsmarting.


  



  # # #


  



  Two weeks later, and King Rassnor was as good as his word. The eastern quarter of Gundor had been totally cut off from the rest of the kingdom, and even another fort had fallen.


  "The fools never considered the possibility that they might be counterattacked," Balizar chuckled.


  Rassnor grinned evilly, "Well my corrupt and decadent kingdom was supposed to fall with hardly a fight remember? From that massive surprise attack."


  "So what happens next? Do we pacify the east or move on to the capitol in the west?"


  "West," Rassnor growled. "Most of the troops we dealt with were from the eastern provinces, which is why we've encountered so little resistance. Any attacks from that area will be weak and poorly organized. With the two forts we now control it shouldn't be difficult to hang on to it. Plus that land is all prime farming land. Once we have conquered the capitol, they'll most likely capitulate without much of a fight. I'd hate to destroy the crops and those farms. Feeding Gundor this winter after we finish this campaign will be difficult without the crops on those lands. I don't want these people to starve. Starving brings revolts. Well fed people are easier to pacify."


  Balizar nodded at the wisdom of that.


  "Now as for the Capitol, the other half of their heavy cavalry is still there protecting it, having been held in reserve to guard the King. He's not so popular that he can afford to leave his city and throne unprotected. Then of course they'll call up all of the levies that they can get their hands on."


  "So how many troops do you think we'll be facing?"


  "Well estimates on the remaining heavy cavalry are around one thousand, though I won't be surprised it there are a few more. Then say somewhere between three thousand to five thousand foot..."


  "That many?" Balizar look surprised.


  "Yes, but the good news is that only a thousand of those foot are regular troops. So I'm still betting on our people."


  Balizar nodded, "So how much of our troops do you think we'll be able to bring to bear?"


  "Well I'm planning on nearly all of the regulars, I'm going to use the levy to take care of the rear areas mainly, with a few veterans in the mix to stiffen the ranks. But I'm still expecting to take about four thousand levy."


  Balizar looked impressed. "So nine thousand then?"


  Rassnor sighed, "Probably be more like seven by the time we get there. Don't forget we have supply lines to cover and territory to cross. I suspect we'll be facing some resistance along the way."


  "So anywhere from four to six thousand defenders when we get to the Capitol." Balizar pondered that and smiled, "Well it will be a great battle I'm sure Milord and Master. But we both know who will win it, don't we?"


  Rassnor snickered, "I would never have launched this campaign if the ending was in any doubt. Gundor's troops are good, especially their heavy cavalry. But mine are better. King Tuttle will regret this decision, right up until I hang him."


  "Yeah but you don't really, do you Master?" Balizar purred and smiled at his Master.


  "Hell no! This conquest will increase my Kingdom's borders by almost a third. And open a route to the mineral and magic rich mountains to Gundor's north. A resource they were never keen to share with us when we were allies."


  "Speaking of Allies, how do you think the others along your borders will feel?"


  Rassnor leaned back in his chair and took another sip of his mead. "I've told Halronde to send a trade delegation to each of them, let them know that once things have settled we'd open up the old trading routes from before King Tuttle's reign. That they'd be able to send their caravans through to the north, and that I would extend all of our existing trade agreements to cover the new territory with no extra taxes or tariffs on their caravans."


  "Sure you aren't giving away too much Milord?" Balizar asked moving over to rub his Master's strong shoulders.


  "Trade benefits all, and if they're making money they won't be thinking about a war. I'm pretty happy with most of my other neighbors anyway. Sure I wouldn't mind taking over Taresh to the south, their rich farmlands would be a nice addition for the kingdom, and it would let me cut down on the brigands that always seem to lurk in their forests. But their Kings have always made an effort to appease us, and I'd hate to do anything that looks like punishing them for that."


  Balizar grinned and worked his paws farther down his Master's strong chest, enjoying the way the Tiger's dark stripes cut through the even darker fur of his body. "Yes, you don't want people to think you won't take their bribes to leave them alone, they might stop paying!"


  Rassnor laughed out loud at that and setting his drink down pulled his toy around and into his lap kissing him on the muzzle. "Oh so true, but I can postpone what to do about them for now. Gundor and the points north I'm sure will hold our attention for a while."


  Balizar snickered and squirmed a bit in his Master's lap, rubbing his nicely rounded ass over the Tiger's heavy sheath. "I have a few points north I think I can keep occupied for tonight at least."


  Rassnor purred and nibbled lightly on Balizar's neck, "I'm sure you do Pet, I'm sure you do..."


  Balizar turned to face Rassnor, letting his paws run up and down the strong heavily muscled chest as he moved his legs to straddle either side of the tiger's thick waist. Grinding his hips slowly against Rassnor so that his furry balls and sheath tickled along his Master's much larger sheath, teasing him. He surrendered happily to his Master's kiss as the King pressed his muzzle to Balizar's and sent his long tongue inside the leopard's muzzle, exploring familiar ground once more.


  Rassnor held his pet close, letting his fingers explore the well muscled back of his leopard. He lingered in the kiss a long time, tomorrow would be busy and they'd likely not have such nice surroundings again for sometime. He rumbled happily at the grinding against his sheath, already grown hard from the thought of fucking this hot little bundle of feline lust once more. The tip of his ebon cockhead started to poke out of his now stiff sheath as he slid his paws down to cup the strong ass sitting in his lap. Spreading his legs a little he pulled Balizar closer against him, letting his fingers tease under the cat's tail.


  Balizar wiggled in his Master's lap as he got pulled in close, stroking the tiger's cheek ruffs with his paws. He hiked his tail up high as he felt the thick fingers start to play under there, wiggling some more as he felt a thick cock head starting to nudge at his perineum. Then it moved back between his ass cheeks as the cock grew longer and stiffer, finally nudging up along the base of his tail as it grew to its full size.


  Reaching back to grab it Balizar purred, his Master's thick cock hot and slick in his paw. "Let's put this where it belongs!" he rumbled deep in his chest.


  "Oh definitely my Pet" Rassnor snickered as Balizar raised his ass up in the air, and aiming the head of the cock in his paw at his assring he slowly settled back down. Rassnor rumbled loudly in pleasure as his cockhead popped inside of the tight heat of his pet, smiling as he watched Balizar, eyes closed and mouth open in a silent moan of pleasure slowly shimmying down the big thick black cock opening his ass up fully once more. The leopard's own cock had come fully erect already, its own dark tip dripping precum.


  Balizar's eyes were almost rolled back up into his skull, the feeling of his Master's cock as it climbed back up inside him once more, sending thrills up and down his spine. He shivered with pleasure as his butt landed in the tiger's lap, squirming around on the fat shaft, listening to the grunts of pleasure coming from both his and his Master's muzzles as he clenched and unclenched his strong ass muscles, massaging the monster in his bowels. Placing his paws on Rassnor's strong shoulders he planted his feet flat on the floor. Then digging his claws into the rug beneath he began to move up and down, stroking the cock with his ass, letting his tail curl down along it, the fur rubbing the shaft each time it was exposed and tickling at the heavy creme filled balls beneath.


  Rassnor leaned back in the chair and grabbed Balizar's hips in his strong paws. Guiding the panther as he moved up and down, he dug his own foot claws into the floor, shifting his hips from time to time, enjoying the gasps and moans it elicited from the sexy dark cat bouncing on his cock. He let Balizar set the pace for now, his pet had earned a nice long fuck, and so obviously enjoyed getting skewered by his cock. Plus he was getting more and more turned on by his Pet's dance, riding his pole, twisting and turning, bucking and squeezing, running his paws all over Rassnor's body and head. The King was enjoying the salacious nature of his Pet's motions easily as much as his pet did.


  Balizar was in seventh heaven once again. Rassnor's thick shaft moved in and out of his tight assring easily now, well lubed from the precum that was leaking heavily from its head. Serving his Master with his body never failed to thrill him, taking his Master's cock, his sex, his lust, and finally his seed, excited him to no end. His Master's cock fit him like it was made for his ass now, and the exquisite feelings it sent through his body every time it entered him were almost too much to bear.


  Rassnor noticed when Balizar finally started to pick up the pace, and using his hold on the leopard's hips he started to help the cat move faster and faster. Rassnor knew what his pet wanted, and he wanted to give it to him as well. Exerting a little more of his strength, Rassnor started to hunch his hips up in counter point to the bouncing of the panther in his lap as the cat started to grab even tighter with his ass at Rassnor's cock, twisting and plunging faster and harder. His balls were heavy with his seed, starting to ache with the pressure of his load, and his desire to empty them. Baring his teeth, Rassnor growled and started to move Balizar up and down faster still, feeling his sac tighten and his cock stiffening as he drew near.


  Balizar purred louder between his panting breaths as he felt Rassnor start to take control, helping him to move faster. Running his paws up and down the tiger's chest he started to rake his claws over the skin underneath, twisting his hips and grabbing down as tightly as he could with his ass muscles, now well trained at getting a tight grip on the fat tiger cock plowing his bowels. His own cock was taunt as a bowstring at this point, driving up and down through the short fur over Rassnor's well defined belly leaving a slick trail of precum in its wake. He heard the shortening of his Master's gasps, felt the swelling of the member buried deep inside him. Grabbing his lord's nipples and giving them a squeeze he was rewarded as Rassnor tipped his head back and roared loudly, falling over the edge into his orgasm. Balizar's own followed moments afterwards as he relaxed his own efforts to withhold his own release, the bucking cock in his ass and the hot copious flow of tigercum making any further control of his own orgasm impossible anyway.


  Rassnor shook and bucked, firing shot after shot of his seed up into the tight clasping heat that was the panther writhing on his cock. He wondered once more at the talents of his pet, which in bed where better than any sex slave he'd ever owned, while being nearly his equal on the field of combat. He smiled as he heard his pet's answering roar of lust and felt the hot stream of panthercum spray over his belly, matting the fur. Releasing Balizar's hips he wrapped the panther in a tight hug and pulled him against his chest, holding on as the smaller cat bucked and convulsed with his own orgasm, the motions adding to Rassnor's own pleasure, sending electric thrills down through his still spurting cock.


  Holding on to each other, they kissed deeply and long once more as they slowly regained their senses, slowly coming down from their orgasms as each pumping shaft slowed to a dribble, tiger and panther balls both well drained.


  "I think the whole camp heard that one," Rassnor chuckled.


  "I overheard one of the soldiers saying to another that the louder I made you roar, the better we both seemed to fight the next day," Balizar snickered.


  Rassnor laughed at that one, "Too bad there's no fighting expected until we get on the road to the Capitol. After that one I suspect we'd kill a division just between the two of us."


  Balizar purred and rubbed his head along his Master's chin, "I guess tomorrow night I'll have to try and just make you roar all the louder."


  "Damn cat, you'll leave me hoarse!" Rassnor snickered.


  "But happy!" Balizar laughed.


  "I'm already happy," Rassnor purred licking his Pet's ears, "I'm already very happy."


  



  # # #


  



  The march north was not an easy one, King Tuttle had decided to use some of his heavy calvary in the role of skirmishers, sending small groups of fifty to one hundred to ride down and make an attack on different sections of Rassnor's invading army. After the first attack the King's troops were much more wary of their surroundings which slowed the advance down. However it allowed them to inflict much more damage against the defenders.


  A messenger approached Rassnor as he and Balizor surveyed what lie ahead one evening.


  "Sire, word from the advance scouts, they've come across another raiding contingent riding down from the north."


  Rassnor turned, "Really?"


  "Yes, apparently they're encamped only a few hours ride from here."


  "Are they now?" Rassnor grinned. "Balizar, get your horse I have a little job for you. Captain Schorky, ready a detachment of my guard to go with him."


  "Yes Sire!" Schorky saluted and left


  "Orders Master?" Balizar asked curious.


  "Don't let any of them escape, make sure you get all their mounts and gear. I have an idea."


  Balizar nodded, "Yes Master," and turned and followed Captain Schorky.


  



  



  Balizar crept up on the encamped soldiers. He counted a hundred and two of them, and they were well organized with a ring of guards picketing the camp. The mounts were all on a line to the east side of the camp, up against a natural cliff wall, while the tents circled the horses. There were no fires lit, and the weapons all sat racked and ready for a quick turn out.


  “Well sir?” Captain Schorky asked him quietly, they’d brought the cream of Rassnor’s personal guard, eighty tigers, the smallest was well over two hundred and fifty pounds and nearly all of them were as black as the King.


  Balizar smiled. “Well give them a little while longer to fall asleep,” He whispered. “These may be seasoned troops and veterans to the last equine, but they’re cavalry. We’ll attack in three groups, with me leading the center one, detail a fourth group of about ten to form a skirmish line behind us encircling the camp as we attack. No one is to escape this attack, understand? King’s orders, no one.”


  Schorky nodded and crawled backwards out of the brush Balizar was watching from. He spent another half hour watching, noting the way the guards were stationed and fixed the locations of all the tents and banners in his mind. Then he crawled out himself.


  “Lieutenants, circle here,” Balizar said quietly as he walked into the group of soldiers, enjoying the way the parted for him in respect. He’d fought with these tigers before, they were well familiar with his capabilities.


  He drew the camp on the dirt with a stick, moving a few pebbles around to show points of interest and the layout of the land.


  “First platoon, this is your attack line. Third, you’re over here. Second you’re following me in this way, Forth I’m taking half your numbers with me in second. The rest of forth has clean up duty.”


  He looked up as he heard a soft curse, “Don’t worry, I’ll see to it you get to be in the thick next time.” He laughed softly. “But it’s vital to our Master’s plans to not let anyone escape. I can’t afford to trust to chance, but I do feel I can trust my King’s Tigers.”


  “We’ll not let you down Sir,” came a whispered response from the direction of the fourth.


  “I know,” Balizar smiled.


  “Now the signal will be when I attack the guard here,” he pointed to the map. “No battle cries or shouts until we’re well in among them. I want it to be like we just appeared in their midst.” Balizar looked up at them, “Understood?”


  They all nodded silently.


  “To your positions. We attack in half an hour.”


  Balizar watched as they all moved off, he once again appreciated the skill of his Master’s guards. They were big, they were tough, and they moved almost as quietly as he did. Such skill in fighting was always to be admired.


  



  Thirty or so minutes later he was waiting in position, confident that all the others were ready as well. Drawing his swords he moved forward cautiously, then as he broke from cover he sprinted the last thirty feet towards the equine sentry who opened his muzzle to cry out a warning. Balizar took his head off just as he started to shout, and moved into the camp, the sounds of seventy large tigers breaking through the brush behind him an ominous warning.


  Two of the guards in the camp saw him and started to shout as they moved to attack, and Balizar heard several other sentries along the perimeter gave abruptly shortened warnings. He charged the two equine morphs keeping them before him as he engaged. The soldiers who made up the heavy cavalry were big, bigger than he was, almost as big as the tigers he’d brought with him. That size brought them over confidence as they attacked him, they let him move in close and he disemboweled the first guard, blocking the second guard’s attack before running him through the neck with his other sword.


  Soldiers where boiling out of the tents now, taking up their weapons and turning to attack. Balizar’s tigers were in among them now however, and while outnumbered, were the better swordsmen. Balizar pressed the attack towards the commander’s tent hard; dispatching three more Equine soldiers before running into a wall of them that stopped his advance. With Schorky and the second platoon at his back he wasn’t worried about being encircled and noted absently that the tigers around him were giving good account of themselves. There were a lot of dead Gundorians on the ground, but the layout of the camp favored the defenders at this point and it was going to be a slog as the defenders pulled back to try and limit their exposure. Some he saw were making for their horses, to try and regain the advantage.


  With a shout and a lunge Balizar threw himself into the thick of the opposing line, kicking the Equinemorph to his right in the balls as he side slashed the one to the left. Someone among the tigers started to sing the Sarajat anthem, and with a smile Balizar joined in, singing loudly as he hamstrung another defender and blocked a heavy blow from an axeman that had gotten way too close. He dispatched another as he heard the clash of a renewed charge by the tigers and cut down another after using a foot sweep to knock him off balance. He kept his swords moving fast and furious dealing a slash here, a stab there. The defenders were better armored this far back, and better fighters as well. He was spinning and dodging in the midst of four of them as they tried to pin him down, laughing at them as he sang and slashed one across the throat making it three. One charged in at him and he drove his sword up under the breast plate, swearing as he lost his grip on it as the soldier jerked to the right, the surprise at being spitted showing on his face before collapsing and dying.


  Drawing a dagger Balizar turned to face the remaining two, laughing and dancing forward, watching how they moved back now, fear starting to show in their eyes. One turned to run and Balizar threw the dagger, catching him in the back of the head. The other threw up his hands and surrendered.


  Looking around he saw that the ones left were all doing the same, and the few that had gotten to their mounts were encircled and being hacked down as he watched. Recovering his weapons he wiped them off on a tent flap and sheathed them.


  “Platoons, Report!” He called out.


  “First Platoon, one dead, three wounded, seven prisoners.”


  “Second Platoon, two dead, eight wounded, five prisoners.”


  “Third Platoon, none dead, four wounded, no prisoners.”


  “Fourth Platoon, none dead, none wounded, none escaped.”


  Balizar nodded, “Okay, lets get what we came for, Fourth, you have guard duty, hog tie ‘em good and don’t let them anywhere near the horses. Sergeant Lott, go back and get the baggage train we brought along.”


  “Yessir!”


  



  Schorky and Balizar spent the next several hours helping to strike the enemy camp and packing it up to move all the gear back to the main camp.


  “So what do you think Rassnor has up in his devious mind this time?” Schorky asked Balizar as they finally started to move out.


  “Oh I’m sure it’s a good one, whatever it is,” Balizar laughed.


  [image: tmp_7213b7b50bc2771952792bcd46d621e7_lCNjKT_html_43b4045.jpg]


  


  NINE


  



  



  Rassnor gathered his Captains together in his tent; he’d spent the day going over the list of the captured equipment and had taken part in the interrogation of the captured Gundorian heavy cavalry. He smiled over at Balizar, his pet was sporting a few minor bandages from some cuts he’d taken in the attack. Overall the losses had been light considering the caliber of troops they’d taken on, and most of the wounded would be back in the field in a few weeks, if not sooner.


  “So milord,” Hennesy, the Captain of the Southern levies asked as they all settled down, “what is our next course of action?”


  Rassnor smiled looking around the table, letting his fangs show, “Ah yes, our next move...”


  Balizar’s ears perked up and he leaned forward with sudden interest. Rassnor’s expression was vicious, the one he often worn when planning his more daring attacks, or when beating the living shit out of Balizar in private during some of their more nasty sex play.


  The others leaned in as well; they were also familiar with that hunting look.


  “We’re months away from attacking the Capitol, there are two forts that lay along the road. We’re looking at a siege and battle that will take at least a month for each one. All the time we’ll be raided on our flanks, our supply lines will be harassed, and we’ll bleed troops. Right?”


  They all nodded.


  “I mean to take the first fort tomorrow. The second the day after. We’re going to attack the Capitol the week after that!”


  Balizar felt his own jaw drop as the others looked at each other in equal dumbfounded surprise.


  “But, but Sire!”


  “How can we...?”


  “Next week?”


  Rassnor smiled and leaned back in his seat, letting them all babble for a minute.


  “Quiet!” Balizar growled and everyone shut up. He looked at Rassnor, his Master and smiled, “What do we do Master?”


  “What, no questions Pet?” Rassnor laughed.


  “Questions are for the unbelievers, if you say we can do it, we will do it.” Balizar laughed suddenly, “But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to know how!”


  The others nodded, “Yes how? Those two forts are getting larger garrisons as we speak,” Captain Schorky said.


  “All the more reason to take them now, so we can divide and conquer those garrisons, or ambush them on the road at our leisure.”


  “I know milord, but if you don’t tell us how I’m going to start to wonder if my dear cousin hasn’t lost his mind!” Captain Schorky growled.


  Rassnor smiled, “Simple. We dress our men up in the armor and uniforms of the Heavy Cavalry we captured. We even use their mounts. We send them riding hell bent for leather up to the fort’s gates with a contingent of our army trailing them.


  “We’ve seen this before; they’ll open the gates and let them in, then close the gates and regroup to drive off our attackers. BUT, if the group riding in takes the gates and reopens them, all of our forces can enter the fort.”


  “Risky my lord!” Hennesy said. “But if it works!”


  “But it’d only work once, they’ll be ready after that,” Schorky pointed out.


  “That’s why we have to take the second fort the next day. Before they get word,” Rassnor replied. “Logistically this is going to be a nightmare. We’ll have to split the army in two and start forces marching on the forts tonight. Forced marches for both, no sleeping, nothing. We’ll strip the baggage train down completely; use the carts for carrying soldiers. We’ll attack the first fort just after sunrise tomorrow.” He pointed to the map and the force deployments he’d made on it.


  “Once we have the entrance secured our imposters pull out and set off for the second fort. The dangers are two fold. If we don’t succeed in taking the first fort, the army at the second will be unsupplyable and on their own. The army attacking the second fort will be tired, and even if we win the first fort will not be able to count on re-enforcements for at least a week. I’ve already sent a rider to request a new supply train be sent up from the rear, but that will take time.”


  They all nodded.


  “A very bold plan milord,” Hennesy said, “I’d like to volunteer for the second fort. My troops are young, all in prime shape. I think they’d be able to carry off a two day forced march and still be effective fighters.”


  Rassnor nodded. “Any others?”


  “I think I can find enough men among the guard to fill out the ranks of the cavalry,” Schorky said. “There are more than a few of us who know how to fight mounted in such heavy armor.”


  The different Captains each put in a word for what they felt they’d be best suited for. Balizar by now had gotten up and walked over to examine his Master’s plans and notes. Nodding as he went over it, making some small notes in the margins and pointing them out to Rassnor as his Master and the others decided on the troop deployments.


  It took an hour and then dispatches started to flow out of the tent as Rassnor started writing orders and dispatching units. Much of the camp would be left behind, if you couldn’t carry it yourself, it wasn’t going. The baggage handlers and stevedores were given the chore of defending the camp and making it look lived in.


  “One last thing,” Rassnor said standing. “I’m taking the army to the second fort. It’s the more risky enterprise and I need to be there to see it through.”


  Several of the Captains began to protest, but Rassnor waved them down. “I’m also placing Balizar in charge of taking the first fort. I cannot afford to have that effort fail, or my second army will have no place to retreat to should things go awry.”


  “Master?” Balizar gasped his head snapping around to stare at Rassnor, “You can’t do that to me! I want to fight with you!”


  Rassnor grabbed Balizar by the neck and growled at the others. “Dismissed, you have an hour to get your troops on the road. Now move it.”


  Balizar tried to gasp, Rassnor’s paw was cutting off his breath. The others cleared out quickly, not wanting to be a target of Rassnor’s suddenly aroused anger.


  “Now listen to me, and listen good pet.” He growled, “I need that fort taken, and I need it more than anything in the world right now. You will take that fort for me, no matter what! DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?” He growled and threw Balizar against the desk.


  “Y...yes Master,” Balizar gasped catching his breath. “I’m sorry Master, I just want to be there with you, to watch you fight, to fight along side of you.”


  “Don’t think I don’t want you by my side Pet!” Rassnor growled, “Who else am I going to fuck the shit out of after we kick their asses? But the only person here the troops respect in combat as much as myself is you. I need you to lead them. You are MINE Pet, to do with as I damn well please, remember that. Take that fort for me, and I’ll reward you, don’t worry.”


  “But I don’t want any rewards Master; I just want to serve you.”


  Rassnor laughed and jumped on Balizar, “And that shall be your reward my little fuck slut. You’ll serve me alright, just like you’re going to serve me right now,” He growled and pulled his loin cloth off, flipping Balizar’s out of the way as he pushed the smaller cat backwards onto the table, forcing his legs apart with his knees.


  Balizar grabbed onto Rassnor’s weapons harness and pulled himself up against the tiger, crossing his legs behind the tiger’s back as Rassnor fell onto him. The table collapsed under them not being made to take this kind of abuse and Balizar cried out as three hundred plus pounds of tiger not only flattened him, but drove Rassnor’s rock hard cock straight to the hilt in his ass.


  “Take it slut, take it all” Rassnor growled, “and take that damn fort as well!” he laughed and started to thrust against the pinned leopard, enjoying the pained gasps of his pet. It had been a while since he’d been this brutal to Balizar and he was enjoying it.


  Balizar panted and wiggled under his Master, the fierceness of the attack taking him by surprise, but he pulled Rassnor closer, and kicked at the tiger’s broad strong back to urge him on.


  “I exist for your pleasure Master, if you want that fort, I’ll wrap it in a bow for you.”


  “That’s better my Pet. Much better. Now twist that tight ass for me you little slut.”


  Balizar groaned and did, bearing down with his ass muscles as Rassnor buggered him hard and fast, his massive shaft pulling at his insides. “Harder Master, harder! Hurt me! Harder!”


  Rassnor laughed and used all his weight to pound into the leopard, grabbing the ankles that were behind him and pinning them back by Balizar’s head. With that sexy ass bent up for him he just slammed home hard, growling and panting as Balizar’s moans became louder and lustier.


  “Cum in me Master! Take me; fill me with your seed! Cum in me!”


  Rassnor could feel his balls tightening as he neared his peak. A quick violent fuck like this was exactly what he needed. “Take it you fucking slut, take it all!” he growled out and then roared loudly into the room as his orgasm hit him, his cock swelling in the tight confines of his leopard’s abused ass, not even noticing the answering roar of Balizar as the leopard’s own cock start to shoot cum all over his own face so bent back was his body under the tiger’s.


  Rassnor savored his orgasm and the twitching ass around his thick ebon shaft for several minutes before releasing Balizar’s legs and letting the leopard stretch out flat on the floor beneath him. He chuckled to himself at the white streaks of cum in the facial fur of the cat, kissing him deeply and licking up a few of the strands in the process.


  “Someone needs to clean up, get their armor on, and get their ass in gear,” Rassnor chuckled, flexing his cock a few times to get the last drops out and into his toy’s ass.


  Balizar sighed, “You too Master. I’m gonna punish those assholes in that fort for coming between us, if even only for two days.”


  Rassnor smiled, “That’s what I wanted to hear.” He withdrew then and laughed again as Balizar winced a little.


  “Sore?”


  “A little.”


  “Good. It’s been awhile since I’ve left you sore.”


  “Well maybe after all this is over you can do that again?” Balizar said hopefully.


  “Oh you can count on that. I might even have the healer on call!” he growled, tail lashing at the thought of putting his pet through his paces.


  Balizar rolled back on to his shoulders then unwound like a spring, popping to his feet in one of those fluid moves that only leopards ever seem to pull off successfully.


  “With your leave Master?” he asked bowing to one knee before Rassnor.


  “Go Balizar. Kick ass, take names, and show no mercy.” He commanded.


  “From your lips to my heart Master. I swear on my life it shall be done!” and with that Balizar left the room.


  



  # # #


  



  They’d marched all night and into next morning. Now the fort was only a few miles ahead. Scouts would surely have reported some of the commotion going on, so a heavy cavalry unit harassing the troops should be expected.


  At least that was what Balizar hoped. He had everyone mounted that could be mounted, his light Cavalry was only five hundred strong, Rassnor had taken the larger share. But Balizar had four thousand foot. The only problem was they were spread out over several miles following him. It would take an hour just to get all the troops up to the fort, but they just didn’t have the time to wait for a massed attack.


  “Okay, here’s how it’s going to play out,” Balizar told the mounted officers. “Jaren takes the heavy Cav out, five minutes later I’ll lead out the light in hot pursuit. Immediately after, Sean and the rest of you follow on. I want everyone running as fast as they can. I don’t care if they drop of exhaustion when they get there; a thousand dead tired troops are better than no troops at all, understand?”


  They all nodded.


  “This is a full out shock assault. We’re not going to be able to hold the gates for long against the combined forces of the fort. So spread the word, the first hundred foot in the gates after the attack starts gets a hundred gold apiece. Fifty each for the next hundred, got it?”


  “Yessir!”


  “Good. Now Jaren, go meet up with your troops in the woods, ride down here then peal off and make for the fort like we discussed.”


  They all split off then and Balizar noticed shortly thereafter that a lot of the soldiers were lightening their loads, making him smile.


  Ten minutes later Jaren’s men, disguised as the Gundorian unit came down and made a mock attack along the lines. This was for the benefit of any scouts that might be watching. It wouldn’t do for them to report the whole thing was a set up. Balizar rounded up his men and charged off after them, thundering down the road and raising an impressive amount of dust.


  When they topped the last rise before the fort, he could hear the alarm being sounded, see the men scrambling to the walls, and see the gates half closed, but holding for the Heavy Cavalry. A smile of delight came to Balizar’s muzzle as the fake unit rode in through the gates, the tail end riders attacking the gate guards as the rest started to attack the guards at gate to the inner keep and force their way through.


  “Charge!” Balizar yelled at the top of his lungs and led his troops down the rise towards the gates. Arrows started to fall around them as they drew near, more and more archers were mounting the walls and the strength of the volley picked up as they drew closer. Balizar ducked down closer to his mount’s neck and spurred him on harder. A few arrows sped by his head, and then he was inside!


  Grabbing the reigns he turned the horse and ran it up the stairs towards the wall, drawing swords and leaping from his mount’s back when he could ride no further, wading into the archers to lessen their deadly fire on his troops. Several others followed his lead up onto the walls, and they quickly plowed through the archers, as the ones farther away turned and ran for their lives.


  Balizar turned then and let the tigers and wolves that had followed him up chase after the archers as he made his way back down towards the courtyard. Quite a few of his light cavalry had made it into the inner court yard where the heavy cavalry was also taking a heavy toll on the defenders. The fighting was vicious and bloody, a number of the heavies had been wounded and a much larger number of his light calvary were already dead or wounded. He pitched into the fray with a will, exhorting his people to fight on harder, killing enemy soldiers one after the other as he moved from one fight to the next, looking for places his people needed bolstering.


  “Heavies out! Heavies out!” he cried continuing his attack.


  “But we’ve not won!” Jaren yelled back.


  “You have your orders!” Balizar yelled, “Out now and take your next point! Go!”


  Balizar gutted the fox before him and moved on to the wolf that was harrying one of his own wolves and was wearing a Captain’s rank.


  “Surrender now Captain,” Balizar growled, “I have an overwhelming force, you’re done.”


  “Bullshit!” The wolf growled and turned his attack against Balizar, finishing off his previous opponent.


  Balizar had to give ground at first, the wolf was clearly a better than average swordsman and had the advantage of the ground over him. They fought hard and several times Balizar had to deal with a second opponent as well, picking up more than a few wounds in the process. Each time he was able to kill the second fighter but the Captain backed away each time he pressed letting Balizar pick up more wounds from those foolish enough to get that close to the deadly leopard.


  “You’re going to die here Leopard!” The wolf laughed pushing Balizar back closer to the inner gates. There were less than twenty of Balizar’s troops left fighting inside at this point, and Balizar was starting to wonder just where the hell the foot soldiers were.


  “Zhinatao do not die so easily Captain!” Balizar growled and pushed forward again himself, unleashing a flurry of his own attacks on the wolf and using the opportunity to slash the throat of another enemy to the side.


  “There are only a few of you left! Zhinatao or not, you’re not going to win this...” Balizar suddenly noticed the eyes of his opponent start to widen as he suddenly stopped speaking.


  “Order your men to surrender, and I’ll give quarter. But if you don’t order it now, I’ll not show any mercy Captain!”


  Balizar could hear the shouts of his foot soldiers entering the fray. His second wave had arrived at last.


  He smacked the Captain in the side of the face with one of his swords, he could have killed him, and the Captain was starting to falter. But an ordered surrender would save him time, vital time.


  “Surrender now or die Captain! I’ve got you, save your soldiers!”


  The wolf looked up at him and Balizar could see it in his eyes, he’d lost and he knew it. Hundreds were pouring in through the gates now. The fort’s garrison might be close to a thousand, but in moments that number would be equaled, in minutes surpassed, and he’d already lost at least a quarter of his men.


  The Wolf dropped his sword and shield and raised his hands. “Quarter! Hold all and ask for Quarter! The Fort is lost! Quarter!”


  Balizar stepped back and nearly slipped in a puddle of blood beneath him and almost fell. He watched as the other enemy soldiers started to throw down their weapons and surrender. He put up his own weapons then and grabbed the wolf Captain to drag him around the fort, so the other defenders could see their cause was lost and end the fighting.


  “Commander, your thigh!” One of his men said running up to him. Balizar looked down and saw his thigh was gashed wide open and bleeding heavily. He hadn’t even felt it.


  “Take this officer and let him order his men to stand down.” He turned to another soldier, “Get my Captains up here. And send in the healers.”


  And then he passed out.


  



  He woke up still in the same spot, another soldier had bandaged his leg and a second was helping him to sit up.


  “You okay commander?”


  “I will be now that the bleeding has stopped. Get me something to drink and help me stand.”


  Balizar got shakily to his feet and surveyed the situation as his Captains came up to him.


  “We’ve won the day Commander,” Sean told him, “They’ve all laid down their weapons and I have squads securing the buildings.”


  “Good, how many of our foot have made it up here so far?”


  “About two thousand. We expect all of them to be here within the hour.”


  “Good. I want you to detail a squad to gather up our mounts and all the mounts that the fort has. Have them report back to me on how many we have. Then gather what’s left of our Light Cavalry together and let me know how many effectives we have there. Also gather up all of our dead and wounded. Deal with the wounded first. I want to know what this victory cost us.”


  He turned to the others there as well. “Continue securing the fort, and the perimeter. And get some scouts out there to cover the countryside. No one knows we have this fort yet, there may be some opportunities to be had.”


  They nodded and headed off to their duties and Balizar propped himself up on a cart and sent a soldier off to find him something to eat. His body was going to be making demands soon enough.


  



  Three hours later and he had moved into the office of the fort commander. He had Sharr chained to the side of the desk, with his muzzle bound so he wouldn’t have to listen to anything the fox had to say. He had several of the enemy commanders brought in to be questioned, they all eyed Sharr warily, recognition in their eyes of just who he was. The outfit he was wearing made it clear just what his new position was now however.


  The Captain of the fort, the wolf he’d fought with the longest was the only one to comment on it.


  “Should I expect the same sort of treatment for myself or my people?” He asked.


  “No, of course not. Sharr here is a special case, besides,” Balizar said and turned to look at the fox, “I think he likes it!” He smiled broadly at the glare that the bound fox returned to him.


  “However that may be, I still don’t want that to happen to any of my soldiers.”


  “Don’t worry Captain; we don’t treat our citizens like this. Once the war is finished you’ll all be sent home to your farms or Mansions to enjoy productive lives as subjects of Sarajat.”


  “You mean Gundor.”


  “No, I mean Sarajat. This is all property of Sarajat; Gundor will cease to exist before the year is out Captain. Your former country has been spoiling for a war for ages, and when they invaded its fate was sealed. Fortunately my Master and your future King, King Rassnor, does not hold any of the citizens to blame for the attack and attempted conquest of Sarajat. The royals and some nobles such as Sharr here shall pay that price alone.”


  “I don’t think you’ll be finding us willing subjects Commander,” the Captain retorted.


  Balizar shrugged, “Insurrections give the troops something to do to keep from growing bored. I’m sure some of your former countrymen will be causing problems, but by and large King Rassnor rules with a much lighter hand than King Tuttle ever has. I suspect the working classes, craftsmen, or merchants won’t be much interested in any fights.”


  “We will see commander, we will see.”


  He then negotiated the terms of their captivity with Balizar, there would be no parole given for these soldiers while the war was on. Though Balizar did make it clear that once the war was over, the rank and file would be free to go home, the officers would all be reviewed and cashiered only if they agreed to never take up arms against Sarajat again.


  



  Balizar stood up and stretched looking over at Sharr after the Captain had been escorted out and smiled. “Your country is history fox,” he purred and undid his loincloth, letting it drop to the floor.


  Sharr pulled back away from the desk as far as the chains would allow, Balizar had a rampant hardon and he had no doubt at all as to where the leopard was going to bury it.


  “Time I broke you in some more,” Balizar laughed and grabbed the chain, pulling Sharr to him. “Lets see if you get as good as you once gave, hmmm?” he teased and seizing Sharr by the shoulders forced him over the desk.


  “Commander, will you be...”


  Balizar looked up and saw one of his Sergeants in the doorway, a grin on his muzzle. “Oh sorry, I’ll see to it that you’re not disturbed Sir.”


  “Thank you Sergeant”, he smiled and kicked Sharr’s legs apart, sliding in between them. “I wonder how many times,” Balizar whispered into Sharr’s ears, “You did this to some poor unwilling girl or boy, and told them to trust you, they’ll like it.” He sniggered as he saw the Fox’s ears droop. “Well trust me, you’ll like it!” Balizar said and seizing the fox’s tail he jerked it up out of the way and ran his cock in between the fox’s tight asscheeks, spearing Sharr’s assring with the tip of his shaft immediately.


  Sharr twisted and struggled trying to keep from the inevitable. A strong fist to the back of his head stunned him a moment though, and then suddenly there was a sharp pain in his ass and he felt it once again. Balizar’s cat cock drove up into his tight asshole, spreading him wide once more. A moment later the leopard’s balls bumped against his sac, the big black cat hilting inside of him causing his eyes to tear with shame. He’d hoped he wouldn’t be used by this demonic cat again, but apparently his hopes had been in vain.


  “Now that wasn’t so bad, was it Sharr?” Balizar purred and grabbed the Fox’s hips. “I bet you like it hard and deep, so let’s get started.”


  With that Balizar started to fuck Sharr nice and hard. He wasn’t going to take his time and be gentle, he just wanted to use this fox’s ass and use it well. The battle had been fought, he’d won, and it was time to claim his due once more from this slave. He was already heavily pre-ing inside the tight fox, lubing his way and making it easier. He used his claws to ‘encourage’ Sharr to keep his ass tilted up, enjoying the tightness, and the angle. As he drew near he seized the fox in a breeding bite and really let him have it. In time the fox would learn, he’d see to that. Sharr had this coming after all.


  For his part Sharr couldn’t have felt more humiliated. Balizar was right, and was using him as he’d used so many other unwilling or drugged victims over the years. He tried to resist and got cuffed in the head when he did. He tried to sag down and got a claw pressed into this sheath to force him to keep his ass high and his back arched. The Cat knew all the tricks and was using them to good advantage. He felt even more ashamed as once again his body betrayed him. The thick cat cock rubbed heavily against his prostate, the bumps and barbs stroking it and causing his sheath to stiffen. As his body got pounded harder and harder against the desk he felt the leopard’s paw caress his sheath and give it a squeeze just as the demon cat froze inside of him, and the warmth of his hot cat cum poured out of his prick to fill Sharr’s bowels with his seed.


  Balizar arched his back and held himself deep inside of Sharr as his orgasm washed over him, pumping shot after shot deep inside the fox, stroking at the stiff sheath teasingly, letting Sharr know he knew. As the last of his cum oozed out he leaned down and gave the fox’s ear a nip. “See? I told you you’d like it,” he whispered throatily. He pulled out then and admired the white bead of cum he left on the fox’s asshole.


  “Sergeant!” he called, wiping his cock off on Sharr’s butt.


  “Yessir?”


  “Any of the men want to use Sharr tonight, they’re welcome too. Just don’t undo his chains or the strap around his muzzle. Well, not anymore than to get their cocks in it if they’re willing to take a chance on getting bit.”


  The Sergeant smiled, and Sharr quailed inside. “Oh I know a few tiger and wolf kin that have been eyeing that pretty toy of yours for some time now Commander.”


  “Well, try not to break him. See if you can’t learn him how to move that cute little ass of his though, he’s way too still for my liking now that he doesn’t fight it anymore.”


  “Yessir! I’ll personally see to it myself,” the wolf said licking his chops. Like a lot of the wolves he had relatives in Gundor, and he was more than familiar with the antics of this fox. One of his distant cousins was believed to have even fallen prey to him. Oh yes, he’d see to it all night long if he could.


  Balizar smiled and summoned his Captains once again, while the Sergeant took the fox away. Balizar could see Sharr was torn as he was led out; stay with the demon cat, or get gang raped. Neither alternative was enticing he was sure.


  



  “So we lost two hundred of the light Cavalry, plus another eighty which are too seriously wounded to ride. The foot did better, only twenty three dead, and about sixty wounded.”


  “How about enemy casualties?” Balizar said.


  “Two hundred and fifty six dead. Another three hundred or so wounded. Of the wounded there are about forty or so that the healers aren’t sure will make it.”


  “I want those soldiers put in with our men. See that they get the same treatment as ours do. I don’t want any of the prisoners to be given anything less than ours understood?”


  “Yes sir. I’ll see to it immediately.”


  “What about mounts?” Balizar asked turning to another one of his officers as the previous left to follow his orders.


  “Well combining ours and theirs we have about six hundred light cavalry, fifty draft, and ten messenger carriers. The fifty or so dead I’ve ordered slaughtered and cooked over the next few days to keep us out of our pack rations. And we’ve got about a hundred with different injuries, which the horse leaches think should recover.”


  Balizar nodded. It was late afternoon now; they’d been in possession of the fort for about six hours.


  “Captain Sean,” he turned to face his senior most officer. “Do you think you could hold this place against an attack?”


  “With what we have in here now Commander? Easily. We’ve got four thousand soldiers, at least a thousand of which are skilled with bow. As long as the food situation holds out, I could hold this place forever.


  “What about with half that number?”


  “Half?” He scratched his head ears flicking, “If you leave the bowmen I think it wouldn’t really matter. Though the King’s orders I thought were clear.”


  “They were when they were given, but now the situation has changed. We took the fort faster than he had expected to, and with considerably less loss of life. I want the word put out right now for volunteers. I’m going to take five hundred light cavalry out of here within the hour. I want you to take the other hundred light along with the draft and send a force out to recover the camp and bring it here. Tell them to concentrate on the supplies first and foremost; I want this place well stocked in case of siege.


  “Next I want you to put together a battalion of five companies. Get them ready to travel as early as tomorrow, I’ll take two messengers with me and if I need them to react I or the King will send word. Keep a strong contingent of scouts in the area. If you find any bodies of Gundorian troops, mount an immediate ambush.


  “As we’ve already learned there are three small scouting outposts around here, send a company out to each of them tonight and take them out. Use overwhelming force wherever possible.”


  They all nodded. “Good,” Balizar stood, favoring his leg a little. “Now let’s see who’s willing to ride.”
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  Rassnor's luck hadn't been exactly what he'd call 'good' on this march, but at least it wasn't bad either. It was nearing nightfall, he'd been forced to detour his entire force on its march when his scouts reported a reinforcing garrison on the road from the northern fort he planned to take, to the one his Pet had most likely already secured. At an estimated size of a thousand furs he didn't want to take the chance of losing his surprise by attacking it.


  He'd then had some problems meeting up with the imposter unit, but Lieutenant Jaren was a resourceful officer and had made adjustments when his own scouts came into contact with the levy on the road. When he finally reached his objective he decided to give his men sixty minutes to prep for the attack, which in this case meant sleep to every one of them. Meanwhile he spent his time peering at the fort through a spyglass and talking with Captain Schorky.


  "Well, what do you think cousin?" He asked the Captain.


  "Well that levy group on the road could be here in six or seven hours if someone gets word to them. As it is, I suspect your Pet is going to have his hands full when they show up tomorrow evening looking for a place to stay."


  Rassnor chuckled, "I have no doubts that he'll have the situation well in hand by tomorrow morning. He's got the troops and ability to take something that small on from inside the fort.


  "But right now I'm focused on what lies before us, not what lies behind. We know the standard detachment for this fort is a light Battalion, though our spies and scouts seem to think it's now a full battalion. But we just passed that lot of reinforcements on the road here, so how many do you think were left behind to stiffen the forces inside?"


  "Well Sire, there is really no way of knowing for sure, but I doubt they're expecting us to be attacking so deeply so soon. Moving against the fort to the south is a risky venture by most thinking. Forced marches like that aren't common, especially with the heavy foot we tend to field."


  "So our attacking this fort should be the last thing they'd think of, and not have reinforced it yet, that's your thinking?"


  Captain Schorky nodded, "Pretty much. They probably figure being so close to the Capitol that they could easily hold off any attacks until the units down there could move up and support."


  Rassnor nodded and studied the fort again. "Give the word, we attack in quarter of an hour. Time to show my ancestors I can carry the family name."


  Captain Schorky laughed, "After tonight, I think your ancestors are going to be jealous Sire."


  Rassnor grinned, "Now there's a thought!"


  



  Rassnor charged down the hill in the lead element of his light cavalry. He had a thousand having taken the larger share for this attack, though his foot was three thousand strong, and two thousand of those had only seen one real battle since the war started. Fortunately the lateness of the hour and the time he'd taken to give his leading elements a rest had allowed him to bunch his foot up closer to the attack. He'd be able to bring most of them to bear within twenty minutes of taking the gates.


  "Attack!" He called again as the archers started to rain down on his soldiers. One arrow glanced off his helm causing him to duck down even lower on his mount's back and hold his shield higher. He could see that his imposter unit had taken the gates and was engaged with the locals trying to hold them. One side had already been closed.


  "Faster! Faster!" he roared kicking his mount harder to spur it on. His imposters were tired he knew, all of his troops were, but this was the moment he had to carry or all in his plan would be lost.


  Rassnor made it inside the range of the archer’s effectiveness and barreled through the opening, the second gate was starting to push closed and he rode his mount right into the mass of equinekind trying to push it closed. Bowling them over with his horse he sprung from its back, drawing swords and hacking into everything within reach. Roaring out his challenge he attacked anything within range of the gates, cutting down all those daring to try and close it. As more and more of his soldiers made it through the opening, he motioned for some to head up the walls to deal with the archers, while what was left of Jaren and his soldiers rallied to him and with the fresh reinforcements secured the gates.


  More and more of his light cavalry continued to pour in through the gates so Rassnor turned his attention to the fight inside the grounds. A number of archers on the walls had turned their attention to inside the fort as well as alarms sounded everywhere.


  "Schorky! Take the walls, we need those bows stopped now!" he ordered.


  "Jaren, stay here and hold the gates. Dhalari! Halryth! This way!" and gathering up his men he charged into the fray.


  The battle was joined and it was fierce. Rassnor cut through them like a tiger possessed, by rights his force should have been equal to the troops stationed inside, but he could see that they'd been reinforced, the tents on the training ground confirming his suspicions when he saw them. He needed to hold the gates until the vanguard of his foot got here and evened up the score and the only way he knew how to hold anything was by attacking it all the harder.


  "For Sarajet and victory! Let them sing their death song! Attack!" He roared taking the head of an equinemorph who wore way too fine an armor to just be a regular foot soldier.


  "Don't let them reinforce! Take back the Gates!" he could hear being yelled from behind the enemy ranks as the Gundorian officers exhorted their troops to attack harder and win back the gates. But Rassnor dug in and held, the enemy troops breaking around him like water breaking on the bow of a ship. His soldiers at his back covering his flanks as he led them, this was how a King fought, not from back in some castle miles from the fight.


  "Behold the might and the power of King Rassnor!" he heard Halryth yell from his right, "Behold the power of Sarajet!" He smiled showing his fangs as his other soldiers took up the cry and the enemy troops started trying to avoid him, realizing that the 'Demon King' was the one cutting them down.


  "Sire!" Dhalari called, he was fighting to the left. "The foot are entering the fort!"


  "Send Hennessy right! The rest of you with me!" he called back over his shoulder and started to press his advantage. With the troops falling back before him he was able to finally make headway into the fort proper, his guard protecting his back.


  He made it about a hundred yards and then hit another wall of resistance. He was fighting the officers now, and could see the fort's commander not far behind. Duke Rathsforde it was. Not a bad sort as Rassnor recalled, he'd actually met him once years ago. It was strange to see him in command of a fort, Rassnor thought, he was a field commander normally.


  Rassnor's own guard had drawn up even with him now, and he had several fighting to either side. The battle had grown no less fierce and he tried fighting through to Rathsforde several times, but to no avail. The lines were starting to break down and troops were overlapping in their fights. He saw Halryth go down, taking a sword in the back as he went for someone trying to get Rassnor in the back. Rassnor roared and turned to cut the coward down who'd taken Halryth from behind.


  "Sorry Milord," Halryth gasped bleeding heavily, sword still stuck inside him.


  "Don't move, you'll make it worse," Rassnor growled and spun around to take the head of another trying to sneak up on him.


  "Rally! Rally! Rally to me!" he called pulling his men back together. Looking around the field he could see he still held the gate and troops were still moving in through the bottleneck. Full dark was on the field now, the moon was up, he had no idea how much time had passed, the combat had been so hard and fierce. Bodies littered the field, more of theirs than of his he noted with pride. His archers were set up on the walls and picking off where they could, but in the moon light with only torches to aide sighting would be hard for them. He was confident he'd carry the battle, but it wasn't over yet, not by far.


  His men pulled up into rough order again as they fought. He could see Hennesy's men sweeping in from the flank now, going building to building in the fighting. His left flank was taking a beating however. He grabbed one of his soldiers.


  "Tell Captain Seth to take his companies and support are left flank. And get someone up here to see to our wounded!"


  "Yes Sire!" he saluted and ran off.


  Rassnor returned his full attention to the fight then, moving forward to lead his men in the attack once more. The battle to his right was done but for the clean up. Seth's companies should be able to deal with those to his left, no matter how inexperienced. They had weight of numbers now after all.


  His personal battle now lay with the officers in front of him. They were stalling obviously; they must have gotten a runner or rider out.


  "Dhalari!" he called, stepping up to the line and attacking the solider Dhalari was fighting.


  "Yes Sire?" he asked, never once taking his eyes off the enemy or slowing his strokes Rassnor noted approvingly.


  "Go back to the gates, speed up our men, then seal them once they're all inside. Pass the word to Captain Schorky if you can find him that I think they got out a runner."


  "Yes Sire!" Dhalari replied, finishing his opponent and pulling out of the battle as Rassnor pushed forward once more to fill the gap. His arms were getting tired, it had been a long battle so far, he was sure his own men were feeling much worse and he was trying to decide what to do about it when the enemy suddenly fell back en mass.


  "To the Stables!" he heard their officers yell as they pulled back.


  "Cut off the flankers!" Rassnor turned and growled to his own men, "Separate them! Don't let them all get away!"


  He heard similar cries from his other captains as they ordered their own men to keep the groups they had managed to divide the defenders into from forming back together in retreat. On seeing their plight, and watching their own forces desert them, those isolated quickly stopped fighting and asked for quarter.


  "Orders Sire?" Captain Seth asked trotting up and motioning for his men to help harry the retreating forces.


  "They're going to hole up and make a stand in the Stables. Press them, don't let them sally forth at all, but don't push for any attacks yet. Just keep them bottled up in there while I get things tied down out here."


  Captain Seth saluted, "Yes Sire!" and ran off to join his men.


  "Get the healers out here!" Rassnor yelled, "And raid the hospital, get their healers out here too, they've got more wounded than we do, I don’t want anyone dying, even theirs, if he doesn't have to!"


  Rassnor strode around the field then, checking on his wounded, and assessing the situation himself while waiting for his Captains to report. A few isolated sword fights broke out as his soldiers kicked in some of the tower doors, but most surrendered immediately in the face of superior numbers and a lost fight. Those that didn't died quickly and Rassnor didn't give a damn about such fools.


  "Sire" Captain Schorky came up and saluted, "The fort proper is ours, I estimate an hour to get our stragglers inside and the gates sealed up. I'm a bit worried about the prisoners. I'm not sure we have anyplace secure yet to put them, and if we get attacked from outside and they decide to fight it could get nasty."


  "I know, what else?"


  "Initial counts don't look good, I'm thinking four hundred dead on our side, and easily five hundred wounded a lot of those pretty heavily."


  Rassnor grimaced, "That bad."


  "Yes Sire. But I'm putting the enemy numbers as at least twice that. They were building a Regiment here Sire, I suspect there are more units due here within the week. I'm guessing they were planning on launching a counter attack on us."


  Rassnor nodded, "Makes sense. Explains why I saw Duke Rathsforde and a few other nobles here. They wouldn't be part of a levy or a fort, too far below them."


  Schorky nodded, "Do you think they got a messenger out Sire?"


  Rassnor looked up at his Captain, he could tell by the expression on Schorky's face that he was pretty sure they had as well.


  "Yes. We need to get the sappers looking around for a tunnel entrance or exit. My guess is the Stables. It looks like it was the original fort before the rest was built. We need to make sure it's sealed up proper, and we don't have a lot of time to do it in."


  "I'll see to it immediately Sire."


  Captain Hennesy saluted as he strode up. "Sire, I can report the fort proper as secured now."


  "Good work Captain. Start organizing your men. We're expecting a counter attack at dawn, get them all the rest you can by then."


  "What about those holed up in the stables Sire?"


  "I'm going to let Captain Seth's men deal with that for now. Put a quarter of your men on the guard detail, and give the healers whatever assistance they need."


  "Yes Sire!" He saluted and strode back off.


  "Now to see what I have to deal with in those Stables," Rassnor said with a yawn, his bodyguards following him off.


  



  # # #


  



  "Commander, you're far too wounded to ride!" the healer complained to Balizar as he limped out of the gates to where his mount was being held.


  "Would you rather I walked?" Balizar said grabbing the saddle and hoisting himself up to avoid putting pressure on his bandaged leg.


  "Lieutenant Ring, are the troops ready to ride?"


  "Yessir!"


  "Good, detail a few scouts to precede us." Balizar turned to Captain Sean, "Seal up the gates, you have your orders."


  "Good luck Commander!" He saluted and Balizar turned and rode off.


  It was a day's hard ride from one fort to the next for a cavalry unit, and night was fast descending. Balizar knew he'd never get there by morning, when his Master planned to attack, but he couldn't sit at the fort and not do anything. Five hundred soldiers weren't anything to sneer at either, and he was sure his Master would appreciate it. Having a thousand foot ready to be sent up to help out if needed would also make him happy Balizar was sure.


  With any luck they'd make it there by midday if they rode through most of the night, but he wasn't going to force the troops this time. Both them and the horses would need some rest if they were going to get anywhere. So he pushed them until nearly midnight, then gave the order to rest. He set up a watch, sent out some fresh scouts and found a comfortable piece of grass and fell asleep.


  



  "Commander!" he woke up like a shot as he felt someone kick his foot, sword in hand. His eyes cleared and he noticed it was the Lieutenant.


  "Sunrise is coming Sir, it's almost time to ride."


  Balizar looked around, then back at his officer. "I thought I gave orders to be woken at the second watch?"


  "That you did Sir, but I took it upon myself to let you sleep Sir. That dressing was wet when you laid down last night Sir, if you bleed out on us you won't be much use in the fight and I'd hate to think of what the King would do to me Sir."


  Balizar had been faintly growling when the Lieutenant started talking, but stopped and sighed when he finished, his officer was right. "Fine. Let me change the dressing and we'll be on our way."


  As they rode off Balizar was uncomfortable. The wound was healing slower than it should have, his only guess was a magicked or poisoned blade. He didn't think it would start bleeding again, as long as he stayed mounted, but if he had to do any fighting on foot it would most likely reopen. He held on to his blade and let the magic in it work, he didn't know if it would help or not, but some of his people's blades could do such things so there was no hurt in trying.


  "Incoming Scout!" he heard and looked up, one of the Cheetahs they'd sent out when they'd first taken the fort was riding back, hell bent for leather.


  "Commander!" he said pulling up to Balizar as he waved him over. "There's about a thousand troops over that hill coming this way." He pointed off to the ridge in the distance, probably a good hour's ride yet.


  "What are they doing?"


  "Just marching Sir. I'm guessing they're off to the fort. Some of the reinforcements that everyone was worried about."


  Balizar nodded and thought for a few minutes while the scout gave him a more detailed description of what he'd been able to see. He knew his Master should have launched his attack by now, and any runners sent out would catch up with this force soon enough. He really only had one option.


  He waved Lieutenant Ring over and turned back to the Scout. "Now here's what I want you to do..."


  



  # # #


  



  Rassnor stretched and yawned, waking up from his nap. Things were progressing fairly well and he had decided that taking a half hour to gather his wits before attempting the assault on the stable would be wise.


  "Have the Sappers found that tunnel yet?" He asked Dhalari as the other handed him something to eat.


  "Yes Sire. They even caught a few trying to escape out of it, that's what gave it away. They're thinking they can collapse the end of it and seal it up fairly soon."


  "Any idea how many got out?"


  "No idea Sire, we'll find out when we go in I suspect."


  "I suspect you're right."


  Rassnor went outside and checked in with his Captains, making a circuit of the walls before heading down to the group at the Stables. They'd decided to wait until sunrise to make the attack, though they'd launched a few false ones prior to that, just to keep them guessing. He wanted his own men to get an hour or two of sleep if possible first.


  "Riders approaching Sire!" he heard called down from the wall.


  Rassnor swore and ran back up the stairs, bounding them two at a time until he was up near the sentry. All the soldiers along the wall came to life and started to check their gear.


  "Guess they got their rider out okay," Schorky sighed.


  "Apparently. Let me borrow your spyglass soldier, I seem to have lost mine."


  "Of course Sire," the sentry said handing it over.


  Rassnor peered out through the glass, waiting for the dust to settle so he could make out the lead rider.


  "Well I'll be shaved!" Rassnor said and started to laugh.


  "What is it Sire?" Schorky asked pulling out his own spyglass to look.


  "One very pissed off looking Leopard apparently," Rassnor grinned. "Stand down and open the gates, those are ours."


  



  



  "I thought I had told you to stay put Pet," Rassnor growled looking over Balizar. They'd adjourned to his command post to talk. Rassnor noted his pet was sporting a great many bandages, the large one on his leg actually caked with dried blood and he didn't appear to be very steady on his feet. "And why aren't you in a bed?"


  "I'll be fine Master. I'd be better but we had a little run in on the road."


  "That doesn't explain why you're here or," he turned to the lieutenant with Balizar, "why he" he pointed to Balizar looking at the Lieutenant, "isn't in a bed."


  "Sorry Sire, but I value my life!" The Lieutenant replied with an embarrassed smile.


  "My responsibility Master," Balizar said swaying a little.


  Rassnor sighed, he was tempted to let his pet just keel over and let him lay where he fell. But he wanted to hear him out first. And also find out what had taken place.


  "Sit down before you fall down and report!" he growled.


  "Yes Master," Balizar said with a weary salute and fell into a chair, all grace gone.


  "We took the fort obviously, and with greater ease than expected. Losses were less than you had thought. After securing the fort I decided to leave Sean in charge and take a couple companies of light horsemen up in case you needed help. And to let you know you now held the fort." Balizar added the last a little slowly and reached for his canteen.


  "Someone bring some wine," Rassnor ordered, then waited as his pet had a drink of it.


  "I took this leg wound at the battle, poisoned or magicked, that's why it's healing so slow. Didn't realize it at the time." He mumbled a bit then pulled himself back together. "On the road we ran into a garrison on its way to the fort. That was around noon. I figured they'd be recalled any minute and it wouldn't be good for you if they showed up."


  "So you attacked them." Rassnor said.


  Balizar nodded, "I sent a rider back and had Sean prepare an ambush and I played cat and mouse with them for hours. There were a few hard scraps and the ambush had a close call early on. But we got them. Then I wrapped it up and headed off here."


  Rassnor shook his head, "I don't know if I should kiss you or kick you."


  "A kiss would be nice," Balizar purred and looked up at Rassnor, "Master."


  Rassnor grinned and pulled Balizar out of the chair against him and kissed him long and hard. Balizar was a fighter like himself, there was no way he could have stopped him from looking for more and trying to was pointless, obviously.


  "So am I forgiven Master?" Balizar panted coming up for air leaning heavily against the tiger.


  "As much as you ever can be Pet," Rassnor chuckled. He turned to the Sergeant waiting by the table. "Get him cleaned and into my bed, wherever that is. Have a healer check him. Get his men quartered as well."


  "Yes Sire."


  "Lieutenant," Rassnor waved the wolf over as Balizar left half carried by the sergeant, "How bad is that wound?"


  The lieutenant shook his head, "It's been bothering him since he got it. I think a lesser person would be dead by now. He tore it back open in the ambush when his horse got cut out from under him. The healers think it was a poisoned blade, but it bled too heavily for the poison to take hold."


  Rassnor nodded. "Go see to your men Lieutenant."


  The Lieutenant saluted and ran off to catch up with his group.


  "Come Schorky, let’s go offer some terms to the holdouts."


  "Terms Sire?"


  "Yeah. Their reinforcements aren't going to show, the pressure is off now."


  Schorky shrugged and followed Rassnor to the stables.


  "Duke Rathsforde, this is King Rassnor. You in there?" Rassnor bellowed across the field towards the stable from behind cover. They had bowmen after all and he didn't feel like being a target currently.


  It took a minute then he heard it.


  "Aye, I'm in here Rassnor. Come to surrender have ya?"


  "As you no doubt have heard by now, my reinforcements have started to show. Yours however will no longer be coming."


  "And you expect me to take your word on that, do you?"


  "You're a good soldier Rathsforde, I'd rather have you prisoner than see you slaughtered."


  "Can't say as I feel the same about you Rassnor!" he heard the growl.


  Rassnor laughed, "You've lost. If your reinforcements were coming, they'd be here by now. They're not. Surrender and I'll give fair terms."


  "Not today Rassnor, not today."


  Rassnor could hear it in the Duke's voice. He knew he had lost, but duty would not let him surrender.


  "Why?"


  "I've got the King's remaining son in here with me. I'll not surrender him while I live. Nor will any of my men."


  "I understand," Rassnor said nodding to himself. Rathsforde knew Rassnor had to hang the Prince and couldn’t suffer him to live. He’d obviously given his word to protect the Prince and would not forsake it, even thought it would mean his death. "I promise to honor your household Rathsforde, I promise not to dishonor you or your men for their sacrifice."


  "Thank you your Highness," came the duke's reply, more humbly now that an understanding had been reached.


  Rassnor turned to his men. "As long as the King's son is alive, they will not surrender. This will be a hard fight, these furs are fighting for their honor now and their lives mean nothing anymore. Prepare the attack.”


  



  



  The fight to take the stable was as vicious as Rassnor had predicted. None of the defenders surrendered or asked for quarter, only those too wounded to continue fighting survived. It was a glorious battle and Rassnor felt sorry his pet could not be at his side. Two hours later it was done, the Duke, the other nobles, and King Tuttle's son, the crown prince, were dead.


  "See these bodies well tended to," He ordered. "They kept their oaths even if to an unworthy leader. Their graves shall be marked."


  "What about the Prince Sire?"


  "Bury him with the Duke, but do not place a marker for the Prince. I don't want a place for revolutionaries to gather, and the Duke has earned the right to protect him for all eternity."


  "As you wish Sire."


  Rassnor retired to his bed to rest at then, after finding someone who could tell him where it was. When he got there he found Balizar deep asleep.


  "I drugged him Sire," the healer, one of the skunk race healers that traveled with the army, told him as he was checking over Rassnor's own wounds told him. "Only way to keep him in bed when there's fighting around apparently."


  Rassnor laughed and nodded, "Apparently."


  "Course I know of a few others like that," the healer said fixing Rassnor with a stare, "but at least the fighting is done for now so I won't have to drug you as well."


  Rassnor laughed again. "How is Halryth doing? Did he survive?" He asked a bit more soberly.


  "He's still alive, but that sword he took in the back broke a rib and deeply punctured his lung. The broken rib is going to complicate the healing of the lung, which can be tricky by its self. But his chances are good. If the lung wound heals cleanly he should be back on his feet within a few weeks, possibly sooner."


  "How is the fort stocked for medical supplies?"


  "Fairly good. And when they saw we were treating their own the same as ours their healers pitched in and showed us where they had hidden the bulk of their supplies."


  Rassnor nodded, "I'm going to have to govern these furs next year, so I need to see them treated well and establish that I'm a fair and decent ruler in their minds. I'll drag my Pet by in the morning after I'm done with him," Rassnor snickered.


  "Just take it easy on that leg, or tomorrow night I will drug the both of you Sire," the healer said sternly and then grabbed his bag and left.


  Rassnor laughed and waved to the skunk's departing back and then climbed into bed. Skunks made great war medics as they all had very little fear of war, mainly because killing one caused such a stink that your own troops would probably kill you for releasing it. Pulling Balizar close to him he spooned up against the leopard's back, his Pet mumbled something and curled his tail around Rassnor's leg and then settled down again.


  It had been a good week, they had taken the two major forts in the area and suffered a lot less casualties then he had feared. But with the news that they were putting a regiment together, he suspected that forces would be showing up soon enough to join that regiment, so there would probably be fighting again soon enough when they showed up and found that their fort had been taken. That however could wait until tomorrow, for now, sleep.
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  ELEVEN


  



  Balizar's first thought that morning was that he was face down with someone heavy on his back pinning him down. He started to struggle but stopped when he heard Rassnor's deep rumbling purr.


  "Someone's awake I see," Rassnor growled softly and then gave Balizar's neck a nip causing his pet's hips to squirm back against him. "Now move that tail out of the way and do not try and use that leg."


  Balizar stopped trying to push back up onto his knees and flicked his tail aside as Rassnor spent some time softly nipping and chewing on Balizar's neck causing the leopard to pant.


  "Somebody want something?" Rassnor whispered with a laugh.


  "You," Balizar panted, "I want you, inside of me, now!"


  Rassnor gave a growl of approval and started to move up his Pet's back, letting his knees drop between the leopard's legs and easing them a little wider. His cock was fully engorged and rock hard, he was looking forward to taking his mate this morning.


  Rassnor paused for a moment at that thought, mate? He looked down at Balizar, who was giving little hunching movements with his hips, trying to capture the fat ebon cock that was starting to nudge against his assring, the tip leaking juices and getting it nice and slick. That was his Pet, his fuck toy, his bed slave... he suddenly saw the truth of it: his best friend, his lover, and yes, his mate.


  Pushing forward he drove his shaft all the way in, a nice slow burying of his cock into those warm and welcoming depths. He didn't stop until he was hilted, his heavy balls cushioned on the set of his Pet beneath him. This new thought was going to take some time to get used to, but then again he had all the time in the world. He wrapped his arms around Balizar's body and hugged him tight, "Mine" he growled.


  "Yours," Balizar purred back, shifting his hips side to side slightly to stir his Master's cock inside of him.


  Rassnor pulled back and started on an easy rhythm, while he'd like to just pound the hell out of his Pet's ass and have him nice and rough, he didn't want to aggravate the leg wound, there would be time for that later as always. He fucked Balizar's ass nice and slow for a while then pulled out and sat back on his knees and looked down at his pet as he wiggled his ass wondering what happened.


  "Master?" Balizar softly mewed.


  "Roll over."


  Balizar did so.


  "Sit on my lap."


  Balizar nodded and carefully got to his feet on the bed, unable to really bend his bandaged leg.


  Rassnor grabbed Balizar's hips and lowered him down then onto Rassnor's still rampant cock as Balizar let his legs slide out straight to either side of Rassnor's body.


  Balizar gave a soft growl of pleasure as his Master bottomed out inside of him, the tiger's strong arms holding him as he wrapped his own around Rassnor's neck to keep from falling back.


  Rassnor started to move Balizar up and down on his cock then, using his legs to add a bit more bounce to the motion. He looked down at Balizar and smiled as his pet, his lover, and yes his mate, looked back up at him and smiled.


  "I'll beat you later," Rassnor growled smiling at Balizar.


  "Yes Master," Balizar moaned.


  "And I love you." Rassnor said and leaned down and kissed Balizar who grabbed on to his head then and kissed him right back, not letting go even as Rassnor picked up the pace and fucked for all he was worth.


  Balizar didn't have much leverage in this position, but he twisted and bucked all he could trying to get Rassnor to cum inside of him as they kissed. All his efforts did however were to excite him further as Rassnor's big shaft once again hit all of those wonderful places deep inside him. So it wasn't long before Balizar could hold it back any longer and with a deep purr he came, shooting his cream all over both his and Rassnor's chest fur.


  The hard rhythmic clenching of Balizar's ass on Rassnor's cock however quickly sent him over the edge and he pulled his leopard tight to him as he shivered, growled, and rumbled through his own orgasm, pumping the smaller cat's guts full of his seed once again.


  It took a few minutes for them both to wind down, then Rassnor slowly leaned forward and lowered them both to the bed, holding his pet against him with one hand while the other stopped them from just crashing to the bed.


  "Mine!" Balizar suddenly said with a rather loud purr and pulled Rassnor's head down to kiss him again.


  Rassnor could feel his face fur bushing out as he blushed, but there it was. "Yours," he said back after they had kissed.


  They snuggled a while longer before Rassnor finally pulled out and got up out of the bed. "Time to get dressed Pet. Let's see what today holds."


  Balizar nodded and smiled, "Yes Master."


  



  Rassnor spent the morning inspecting the fort and his troops. A messenger arrived before noon informing him that the troops from the southern fort that Balizar had taken would be arriving before nightfall. Rassnor had sent out a rider to summon them and extra provisions from the baggage train not long after his Pet had told him that they were available. Tomorrow he'd send out a rider to reduce the force holding that fort to more reasonable levels and consolidate more of his forces here, but not until he'd had the time to confer with his captains and gone over the reports of his scouts that were out searching for signs of the enemies' forces.


  "Morning Sire," Captain Schorky said joining Rassnor as he finished going over the fortification.


  "Any reports?" Rassnor inquired.


  "Nothing yet. As far as any one has been able to tell no one even knows that we've taken the fort."


  "What about the local farmers?"


  "I sent a couple of squads out last night to visit the locals and let them know that it would be safest for them to stay on their homesteads as there was fighting going on and we didn't want to involve any of them by accident. My furs also let them know what we would be willing to pay for provisions, should they have any to sell, and offered them prices that were better than what Luten had told us King Tuttle," Captain Schorky paused to spit on the ground, "has been paying his own farmers."


  Rassnor nodded. "Good. Any takers?"


  "None yet. But my furs told me that more than one farmer seemed impressed by the offer. Lieutenant Hoff who went out with one of the squads told me that considering the quality of the land and the size of the farms that these people looked a lot poorer than he would have expected."


  "Luten's intelligence did seem to indicate that Gundor has been a bit heavy on the tithes for a while now. I guess that just proves it."


  "Well there does seem to be no love lost between the farmers and their leaders, and they got the message that we wouldn't be confiscating their food and leaving them starving."


  "Excellent. Now let me find Hennesy and get his report."


  "Yes Sire. Orders?"


  "Just get everyone back into order to fight again as soon as possible. We won't march out of here for at least a week, but no reason to get fat and lazy. We should expect a counter attack soon enough I'm sure."


  "Yes Sire," Schorky said and saluted, then left.


  "I'm more worried about the units that were going to fill out the regiment they were building here," Rassnor confided in Balizar.


  "Make for a good ambush Master," Balizar said. "We could place some forces up behind the rise over there," he pointed off to the west, "and they could sweep down and cut off their retreat."


  Rassnor laughed, and gave his Pet a hug and a kiss. "Always the tactician, aren't you my Pet?"


  Balizar smiled and preened a little bit.


  "Go find Captain Seth and Lieutenant Ring and put it together, use the light calvary you brought up yesterday and whatever effective force that Captain Seth can put together. If our scouts tip us to any movements, I'll have you set them up out there and we'll give them a nice surprise."


  "Yes Master!" Balizar said and bowed, then limped off to follow his orders.


  Rassnor could hear him purring rather loudly as he went, and could only grin.


  "Dhalari," Rassnor said.


  "Yes Sire?"


  "Send someone to go find Hennesy and have him meet us at the hospital. I think I should take some time to check on the wounded before lunch."


  "Yes Sire."


  



  Rassnor took his time with his wounded soldiers, starting with the ones who hoped to return to service, then moving on to the more serious cases, furs who would either be a long time healing, or who would be retired because their wounds would leave them crippled. He visited the dying last of all, fortunately there weren’t that many at this point. Most of those who couldn’t be saved had passed during the night. He then met with the highest ranking member left of the Gundorian forces, he was only a Captain in rank.


  “Captain Stowell,” Rassnor said to the wolf laying in one of the hospital beds. The Captain had been seriously wounded himself, but the medics assured Rassnor that he would live.


  “Excuse me your highness for not standing,” Captain Stowell replied and gave a weak salute.


  “I believe you’ve been informed that you are now the ranking Gundorian prisioner?”


  “Yes your highness,” Stowell said and sighed.


  “I will need you to take control of your men. I will have them construct a rather basic stockade to keep them out of mischief and improve security.”


  “I’m surprised you haven’t just put them to the sword, your highness.”


  Rassnor growled, “While such things might be the way Gundor conducts itself, they are not the way we do. It is our wish that once this war is concluded that my new subjects can be sent back to their farms and their families to live happy and productive lives.”


  The wolf didn’t break eye contact with Rassnor at all, impressing Rassnor. “What about us officers?”


  “We wouldn’t have wasted the time and effort on healing you if we were going to kill you, now would we? All of those which I would have been forced to hang died yesterday in the fight defending the prince.”


  “So there will not be any executions of my furs?”


  “Not as long as they behave and no longer take any part in this war. We take no pleasure in punishing the beaten Captain. Besides, you are all my subjects now, and this is my land, like it or not. We daresay that you will find our rule far better than that you’ve lived under until now.


  “I will have them escort the other remaining officers in, so that you might confer with them and take command.”


  “Yes your highness, and thank you.”


  “For what?” Rassnor asked curious.


  “For not letting me die. You’re right about one thing, the bastard who rules Gundor would never have wasted the time to heal a wolven as wounded as I was, even though I was his own.”


  “Then remember that, and make sure your furs know that once this is all over they will be treated like any other citizen of Sarajat. There will be no recriminations, you did not start this war, your King did. And only he and his shall pay for it.” Rassnor turned and left then, nodding to the healers as he went.


  



  “So what was the final tally on casualties and wounded?” He asked Hennesy as they left the hospital.


  “Five hundred and thirty six dead, three hundred wounded, seventy eight of those seriously enough that we won’t have them back this season, if at all.”


  “What of the enemy?” Rassnor sighed. Those were pretty heavy numbers, almost ten percent of what he had come in here with.


  “Over a thousand dead. The last battle in the stables left no survivors and we killed over four hundred in that alone. Six hundred or so wounded, and at least a third of those won’t be giving us any trouble for months.”


  “Prisoners?”


  “Eight hundred and twenty three. The good news is that a little over five hundred of those are levy troops, farmers and the like. I’ve already started to segregate the regulars from the levy, they’re pretty scared about what’s going to happen to them, they’re mostly farmers or apprentices.”


  Rassnor nodded. “The regulars we’ll have to hold on to until this is over, then we can deal with them. The levy troops, well it depends on where they’re from. If they’re from someplace we already hold we can just send them home after we’ve marked them and they’ve given their parole like before. The others, maybe once we have the capitol cut off we can send home.”


  “Not worried that they’ll pick up arms and come back against us?” Hennesy asked.


  “You heard that Captain in there. They don’t love their King that much, especially not after getting their asses so completely kicked. I think the levy troops will tell everyone how badly they were beat, how nicely we treated them, and just want to stay on the farm.” Rassnor laughed.


  “Hell, send them home with a couple silver in their pockets to help feed their families during what is probably going to be a tough year and I bet they’ll be singing your praises Sire!” Captain Schorky, who had just joined them said.


  “You know cousin, that is a fine idea you have there.” Rassnor turned to Hennesy, “See that is so. Give them each a silver, and make sure the regulars are told that they will continue to be paid, but not at full coin.


  “Dhalari?”


  “Yes Sire?” Dhalari answered.


  “Send missives out to the other commanders notifying them of this, I want them to carry this out as well.”


  “Yes Sire.”


  Rassnor looked around. “Now let’s get some lunch and examine our options. Someone go gather up my officers and Balizar.”


  “Yes Sire.”


  



  # # #


  



  Rassnor growled as he looked at the city walls through his spyglass.


  “Problems Master?” Balizar asked, though he was sure he already knew.


  “I hate sieges. We’ve been here over a month now, and we will easily be here several more. I had hoped to end this campaign before summer, now I’ll be happy to end it before the fall.”


  Balizar nodded, the original plan to march on to the Capitol a week after taking the northern fort had turned into more than two. Several companies had shown up while they were reinforcing and reorganizing in the first week and those fights had cost them time and men. So when they finally got here King Tuttle had already pulled his men inside the capitol to try and wait them out. Once Rassnor realized he was facing a siege he’d sent nearly two thirds of his army off to clean up the remaining pockets of resistance, now that they were cut off from their leadership, while he laid siege to Gundor’s capitol with a still impressive force of over ten thousand furs.


  “Well at least Schorky tells me the southern campaign goes well. Most of the people down there have seen the way the wind is blowing and have all but come over to our side.”


  “Well that should help with the harvests come the fall.”


  “Most definitely, though I still say this will be a tough winter for Gundor.”


  “Tougher still within those walls,” Balizar noted.


  “Considering how few soldiers they have left, I suspect that the food situation isn’t all that bad. Assuming of course that Tuttle was wise enough to keep his warehouses full of provisions.”


  “How many troops do you think he has left in there?”


  “Best estimates are five hundred of his heavy cavalry at most are still alive, and a couple hundred of his regular guard. As he appears to have impressed every able bodied man, woman, and child into the defense of the city and his life, say probably ten thousand of those.”


  “But they’ll not last an instant once we get inside against our heavy foot.”


  “No, without a doubt they’ll surrender or die very quickly, but this is going to be very nasty business, no matter how you look at it. Too many here are a part of his court, and a good many of the peasants are even touched by his beliefs from what I’ve seen. I suspect few will survive when we finally attack and I’m not going to restrain the troops in any manner.”


  “So an all out sack then?”


  “Yes. I need to set the precedent that no matter how bad you think it might be, if you don’t surrender to me immediately, it will be worse.”


  “So why not just raise the entire city, burn it to the ground? Tear it all down?”


  “Well I had thought about making it my summer seat.”


  “Vinberg is on the main trade route.”


  “True, and I am going to be opening the trade up quite a bit.” Rassnor thought about it a few moments. “Well, get my commanders I guess there has been a change of plans my Pet.”


  Balizar nodded and headed off for the command tent.


  



  



  “How much longer until they open the gates do you think Master?” Balizar asked Rassnor as they watched the thick smoke rising from the city.


  “Could be any moment now. Half the city is on fire and sooner or later some of the civilians will either over power the guard or the guard will just decide to take their chances with us.”


  Balizar nodded and watched as a catapult lobbed another ball of tar fire into the city. They’d been tossing them in for three days straight now, night and day. Just last night the defenders stopped being able to extinguish every shot.


  “The fact that we’re not trying to breech the gates or the walls is probably puzzling most of the populace. Do you think anyone has figured out that we mean to kill them all?”


  Rassnor shrugged, he’d ordered his men to kill every male and female that wasn’t a child, those would be made into slaves. They were also allowed to take a bed slave apiece, if they should find something that caught their eye. Any from the royal court however would be killed regardless of age. The only exception was if they should come across any from Duke Rathsforde’s family. Not that he expected to find them here; his estates were far to the north.


  “Sire, their go the east gates!” One of the commanders called out.


  “Well I guess Hennesy’s men get to go in first.” Rassnor turned to Halryth who had mostly recovered from his wound. “Halryth, why don’t you take the 1st Tigers down in there and see what trouble you can stir up?”


  Halryth looked shocked! The 1st Tigers were Rassnor’s personal guard.


  “Sire?” he said looking surprised.


  “I really have no desire for the job that has to be done until such time as we breech the castle. Go down there, wreak some havoc, maybe find yourself a cute slave, and let the men cut loose for a while. Otherwise they won’t get in there until all of the best has been well picked over. Come back around dusk.”


  “Yes Sire!” Halryth said and saluted.


  Balizar looked around at the Tigers of his Master’s guard. They all looked rather interested and were quick to move out with Halryth as he gathered them all up and left for the city.


  “What do you think he’ll get into?” Balizar asked surprised.


  “Well as Dhalari knows where the best whore houses in the city are, I suspect they’re going to come back with some pretty nice slaves.” Rassnor said laughing.


  “Assuming Hennesy’s people don’t get them first.”


  “Doubtful, they’re by the southern gate. But we shall see. Now come over here and let us relax and watch the city burn.”


  “It is kind of exciting in an interesting way, isn’t it Master?”


  “Oh yes very. And now that we have some modicum of privacy I intend to enjoy it very much...” Rassnor growled and rubbing a paw over Balizar’s butt pulled him into his lap.


  Balizar purred and rubbed his ass back against Rassnor's crotch, feeling his Master's rather large erection through the material between them as he turned his head and leaned back to kiss Rassnor.


  Rassnor moved his paws to grab his Pet's hips and started to grind up against that nice tight ass as they kissed, the scene of the city on fire while being attacked by his troops inciting his lusts further. With another growl he stood and pushed Balizar over one of the chests holding their armor, and spreading his legs apart with his knees he dropped between them.


  Balizar's own eyes were drawn to the spectacle going on off in the distance, his tail flagging high as Rassnor ripped his loincloth from his body.


  "Such a wonderful sight," Rassnor rumbled and ripping off his own loincloth he fisted his thick shaft and quickly guided it to his Pet's tight ring, watching as his troops pushed through the gate and began the slaughter below. With a growl and a push he speared his Pet's ass and drove in to the hilt. Balizar gave an answering growl and started to circle his hips as Rassnor grabbed them and held on tight, enjoying the tight fit as always.


  The sounds of the carnage below started to drift up to them and Rassnor started in on a hard and demanding pace, which only got harder and more demanding as the fighting below increased, more and more of his soldiers pouring into the city, spreading out and starting to work their way deeper inside.


  Balizar moaned and pushed back in time against the heavy strokes, feeling his own lusts rising, and not just from his Master's fat cock pumping his ass once again. His Master's pounding of his ass was brutal, obviously inflamed by the actions they were both watching with interest. As they watched the remaining guard tried in vain to defend that quarter of the city, but they were quickly overwhelmed and cut down to the last fur.


  Rassnor bent over Balizar's back then and pinned him to the chest. Seizing his Pet's neck hard in his muzzle, he held him tight beneath him, eye's still riveted on the action. He dug his hind claws in to the ground for better purchase as he felt his cock begin to swell, his strong legs and hips driving harder and more relentlessly as he watched his troops penetrate deeper and deeper into the city. He grabbed Balizar's hands with his own and pinned them to the chest, squeezing them tightly as he felt his peak drawing closer and closer.


  When he finally came Rassnor released his Pet's neck and raised his head giving a loud roar of success as his cum pumped from his heavy balls, up his cock and deep into his Pet's ass. With each thick shot of his seed into his pet, more and more of his troops poured into the city below. The only real difference was his Pet was enjoying being filled with Rassnor's might while the city below would not survive the experience!


  Rassnor slammed in hard and held himself there, grinding against those tight black furred cheeks as he lowered his head and slowly licked the back of Balizar's neck and head until he finished pumping out his cum. Gundor was his now, all that remained was to kill the King, which he doubted would prove to be difficult at all, now that his Capitol had fallen.


  He pulled out then, flipped Balizar onto his back, put the leopard's legs over his shoulders and plunged his still hard cock back inside his Pet and started in on round two, laughing at that surprised look in his Pet's eyes as he leaned forward to bend Balizar back and help wedge his cock deeper inside the leopard's depths.


  Balizar almost melted at the look of shear lust on his Master's face as he was flipped over and re-mounted. His own cock was hard and dripping, his Master had fucked him so hard and fast that he hadn't quite gotten off yet, but he could see by the look in Rassnor's eyes that he was by no means done with him yet! So he curled his tail up to rub against his Master's heavy ballsac and grabbed his Master's shoulders and just held on as he got fucked hard and deep a second time.


  Rassnor lasted much longer this time, to his Pet's delight as the smaller cat eventually came and covered both of their chests with strands of his thick cum, the effects of Balizar's ass squeezing his Master's pounding shaft when he came sent Rassnor over the edge as well and he filled his Pet's ass a yet again.


  They took a short break then to drink some wine, but it wasn't long until Balizar found his way into Rassnor's lap once more, and Rassnor was again fucking his pet, this time sitting in his chair with both of them watching as the fire continued to spread and the last of the defenders were wiped out and the troops began to claim their prizes.


  



  Two hours after the first gate opened, all of the gates had been opened and most of the troops were sacking the city and killing the populace. Rassnor’s orders had strictly denied torture; the kills were to be clean ones. Most of the young women who begged for their lives ended up bed slaves to one of the troops, and more than a few young men ended up that way as well. And while many were not happy with their new station in life, it was better than a sword in the chest or burning to death. By night fall all of the soldiers had retreated from the city, which was now fully engulfed in a fire storm, the heat was intense, even from the command post a mile away.


  “The head of my engineers thinks that the city will pretty much be burned out by tomorrow night.” Rassnor was addressing his commanders. Many of them had a slave kneeling at their feet, their arms and wrists bound behind their backs. The 1st Tigers had come out with the cream of the crop however, as Rassnor had predicted. “However it will most likely be too hot to enter the city for at least a day. Once it has cooled down enough I will take a few companies and ride into the Castle.”


  “Do you think that is safe Sire?” One of his commanders asked.


  “The castle while large, is not really all that large. You could fit half a thousand people in there true, more if you didn’t mind the living conditions. However it’s mostly stone and that fire is surrounding all sides of it. I doubt anyone inside is alive, and if they are, their condition is probably near death.”


  “So you’re saying it has become one big oven?”


  “So my engineers believe.”


  “Ugh, what a way to go.”


  “Well we gave them the chance to meet us on the field of battle and die an honorable death, did we not?” One of the other commanders pointed out.


  “Exactly.” Rassnor said nodding. “Once the castle is cleared we will move to the north to pacify the rest of northern Sarajat,” Rassnor smiled as the rest of the tent all growled their approval, “I will leave behind some of the sappers and a company. Their job will be to survey the castle and the walls for eventual removal. Ten years from now there will be nothing here but a field.


  “Go celebrate. I’ll see you all in the morning.”


  



  It was two days before they could enter the castle, and even then it was still hot. Everything was baked, every item, every person. In the upper levels things had even caught fire, the lower you went however, the less things were charred.


  The basements were interesting, down there the heat hadn’t gotten as bad, but the air was still hot and the fires had robbed much of the oxygen, everyone was dead, but at least they didn’t smell like dinner.


  It was at the lowest dungeon they found King Tuttle, his personal guard unconscious from the heat, lack of air, and lack of water. Rassnor’s men dispatched them immediately. King Tuttle was barely alive.


  Rassnor smiled and poured water over Tuttle’s lips and waited. It took a minute, the equinemorph was seriously dehydrated and still suffering the effects of the heat.


  “Are we still alive?” came his whispered voice.


  “Not for long,” Rassnor growled smiling.


  “You!” Tuttle said eye’s opening, trying to focus.


  “I seem to recall my Father once telling you that we would make better friends than enemies.” Rassnor said and slowly drew out one of his swords. “Though to be honest I really have to thank you. I really enjoyed destroying your armies, taking over your forts, killing your sons, and destroying your city. My kingdom has grown considerably, and already quite a few of your former subjects are realizing that I treat my people far better than you ever treated yours.


  “Your line ends here. And your name, your family’s name, will never be spoken of again.” Rassnor raised the sword in the air. “This war is over. I won.” Rassnor brought the sword down hard and cleaved Tuttle’s head from his body.


  Rassnor turned to one of his men, “Wrap that, have a messenger take it back to my castle, and put it on a spike for a month.”


  The soldier nodded and ripping the linen shirt off of one of the King’s dead men he wrapped up the head and carried it away.


  “Now what Master?” Balizar asked.


  “We raid his vaults, and send the money back home to be used to buy food from our neighbors. With all of the men we had to pull from the farms I’m a bit worried about our own harvests this year as well as Gundor’s.”


  Balizar nodded and Rassnor turned to the rest of his men. “Spread the word and let’s get started. We need to gather up everything of value that is easily portable to be shipped back. While what is in the city is fair game, everything in this castle is property of the crown, make sure everyone understands that. Dhalari, you’re in charge.”


  “Yes Sire!” His men all replied and saluted.


  “Now let’s go find Captains Hennesy and Seth and plan the northern campaign.”


  “Yes Master,” Balizar nodded smiling and followed Rassnor out of the basements. “Have you given any thought as to what comes next Master?” Balizar asked.


  “Well I think the next year or two will be spent consolidating my hold on our new territories. But after that I haven’t given much thought, why my Pet?”


  “Well to the north of here there are a lot of small city states, all ripe for the taking,” Balizar said. “I suspect some of them might even welcome you, considering how rough and poor some of the area’s are. There are valuable mines and such up there, but the bandits and lack of control make it rather hard to work most of them.”


  Rassnor thought about that, “That is a rather good point. Plus if we took control over more of the trade route it would make passage safer. What about the larger countries?”


  “Most of them are to the northwest on the other side of the mountains, so if you left them alone I suspect they would appreciate the better trade and the decrease of bandits. If you just went north there really isn’t anything other than independent towns, walled cities and a few small principalities until you get to the Zhinatao lands.”


  “Now that would be an interesting place to see,” Rassnor mused as they walked out into the sunny and still hot courtyard. “I’m not sure if I want to conquer your homeland and that of one of my ancestors however.”


  Balizar grinned as he thought about his Master in his homeland, his Master would love it, he did not doubt that at all. “All you’d have to do is beat the defender of the faith, then the leader of the faith and they’d follow you quite willingly Master.”


  Rassnor stopped and looked at Balizar in surprise. “Seriously?”


  “We are a people who believe in single combat, and you are one of us, due to your ancestor, so you have the right to challenge.”


  “Huh,” Rassnor thought about that a minute. “Do you know either of those people?”


  Balizar nodded, “Of course, and I know they are no match for you Master.”


  Rassnor laughed, “And how do you know this?”


  “Because I was the previous defender of the faith until I was called to quest,” Balizar said grinning and leaning into Rassnor’s side. “And the one who replaced me when I left was the next best in line.”


  Rassnor laughed again and gave his Pet a kiss. “Well the idea of having a company or two of Zhinatao on hand to keep the peace in the northern parts of my new kingdom does sound attractive.”


  Balizar had a sudden flash of insight, not unlike when the need had come for him to go on quest and leave his homeland and his people. King Rassnor, his Master, the black tiger that looked almost exactly like the image of their God and who fought with a skill and ability that all Zhinatao would admire and praise needed to go there, needed to face the leader of the faith.


  He could feel it in his soul, it was destined, so it would happen.


  But not today. After they had taken the lands to the north, Balizar would broach the idea again. He knew his Master well now and the idea of winning a country solely by the act of single combat would appeal greatly to him.


  “I can see the wheels turning in your head Pet.”


  Balizar purred, “Just thinking of all the battles yet to come Master.”


  “You and me both my love, you and me both.”
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King Rassnor is a tigerkind of impressive size and
strength, his abilities on the battlefield are renown
throughout the land. However few of his bed slaves
can withstand his lusts in the bedroom for more than
afew nights, leaving him rather frustrated.

Adding to his difficulties one of the neighboring
kingdoms has been hiring assassins to remove the
King, believing that his preferences have weakened
him and his kingdom, making it ripe for the taking.
Their latest attempt however was foiled by one of the
King's slaves, one Rassnor personally took in personal
combat in the last year, leaving Rassnor to wonder
why someone who should want him dead would risk
their life to save him.

Balizar however is not your typical leopardkind, but
instead the member of distant race unheard of in this
kingdom; a member of a very martial tribe with
traditions based completely around their considerable
skill at arms. A faithful servant of his people, he found
himself called to quest by their God and traveled the
lands until that fateful day when he lost to King
Rassnor in personal combat, something that had
never happened to him before. So he knows that this
is where his God wants him to be, but not why.

So joined by these series of circumstances, Balizar
discovers one thing: He was meant to be this King's
Cat, and he will protect him his life, and serve

him faithfully.
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