She looked good. Overdressed, but if he was going to let her leave their little den, that's what he expected of her. Regardless of his folksy, down to earth garb, regardless of the fact that they were only going out to her parents' for dinner, she was gonna dress like his little bombshell if she was ever gonna be hanging off of his arm in public. And, for her part, Judy was only too happy to accommodate.

"Hyoowhee! Lookin' mighty fine, darlin'," the fox commented as she modeled herself for his approval. It was short notice, so she hadn't had much time to prepare, but she did manage to find something nice in her wardrobe she could squeeze her new curves into. It was a stroke of luck given how little she enjoyed dressing up in the past, but she had learned just how damaging her stubbornness and refusal to conform, to stay in her lane, could be. So maybe the few extra pounds and a little femininity wouldn't hurt. It certainly wasn't going to match all the hurt her actions had caused back in Zootopia.

"Thank you, Gideon," she answered, giving herself a twirl so he could have himself another eyeful. She'd managed to pack herself into what was once a black evening gown that now clung tightly enough to her to be considered a pencil dress. Accenting it with gold in the form of various items from what Gideon had told her was his mother's jewelry box, since she lacked any of her own. A tasteful necklace. A heavy bangle bracelet around her right wrist. An anklet on her right leg and, finally, a matching toe ring beneath it.

She thought the last was a bit too risque, but Gideon insisted. And even though she was going against what had been her personal tastes up until this point, something about that compliment sent a genuine thrill up her spine. A flutter in her belly. And his response had something else entirely tingling and fluttering.

Gideon sat on the couch watching her show off for him. For his part he'd chosen to barely put any effort into his own style. A beat-up brown blazer over his standard blue plaid button up and a pair of slacks replacing his usual jeans. Just enough effort to say that one was made. But he wasn't wearing any of that just yet. Judy had ironed and laid out his wardrobe at his request before tidying herself up, but he'd been waiting to see how she looked. He sat there now in his white undershirt and nothing else. His tongue licking his chops in that way that told her everything she needed to know about what was on his mind. Not that she needed any hints, given that fist pawing at his ruby red erection.

"Well you could've told me before I got dressed," she quipped.

"Wha'd that'a changed," he asked. "Seein' as how I'm fixin' ta fuck ya in the dress."

Judy's already big eyes went wide, her cheeks taking on a red tint. Her ears fell behind her back in total surprise as what Gideon was suggesting hit her.

"But we're about to see my parents," she said.

"Don't see what one's got ta do with th'other," he answered. There was a grin on his lips. He could see the way her thighs rubbed together. The slight shuffling forward of her feet even as she put up token protest. He didn't have to say one word more. He'd preyed upon her thoroughly enough by this point she didn't just surrender to him easily; she lacked any desire at all to resist. She needed him to want her, have her, take her to soothe that aching conscience of hers. She wanted him to want to be inside of her. Whenever, wherever.

Even as her paws began to drag the dress higher up her body, though, she continued to voice her concerns. "They'll scent you on me, it'll be so embarrassing!"

"They dun' heard me stuff your little bunny guts fulla fox cock for hours back when I was still bangin' you under their roof. If they don't already know what we get up to, they ain't findin' out from this. And if they do, then that ain't gon' be nothin' new, now is it?"

Her blush intensified and her head tilted down, averting her eyes from Gideon's gaze. However, her approach continued unabated..

"Betcha ain't even wearin' no panties, is you?"

Head still down turned; her eyes shifted to meet his gaze. Her face blazed a bright red that damn well nearly matched the flesh of his fuck meat. A playfully guilty smile spread across her face.

"That's what I thought. Go on, now. Hike up that dress and settle yourself in my lap, bitch-doe."

With clear instructions, Judy's hesitation faded almost completely, the only thing stopping her from following directions in an instant being the sudden jellification of her legs as Gideon once again verbally confirmed her place in his life. Beneath him.

"Gideon, c-cu.... Ahhh!"

She paused, bending her knees into a deep squat as the orgasm overtook her, spilling a torrent of her fluids onto the carpeted floor of Gideon's living room. Her mind burned white hot, blanking out all thoughts even as she came to her senses, save one.

On wobbly legs, Judy Hopps marched herself to Gideon' couch, clambered up his body, being sure to give the pre-leaking point of his schlong the most loving of kisses as she passed by, and pulled herself to standing over his lap.

She stood, now, paws on his shoulders to maintain her balance, eye to eye with Gideon. She lowered her bangled arm to finish cinching her dress above her hips where it would stay in place until pulled back down. All the while panting her sweet breath across his face.

"I want your ass, Hopps. I want your mama to taste your backdoor on me tonight."

Judy merely nodded, reaching behind herself and stuffing her middle digit into her pucker. The other two rested to each side of the still-tight despite hole and pulled, keeping it spread once she removed herself from it.. She pushed back into his upturned cock held steady as it sank into her by his fist.

"When'd you figure it out," he asked as her empty hand returned to his shoulder so as to steady herself while she fucked her asshole onto his cock. A whimpered moan escaped her lips as his girth spread her wide open.

"Smelled her on you," she answered. His hands went to her hips. Not to force her deeper onto his shaft, but to keep her on target as she dropped lower and picked up speed with each dip she took onto him. "Another prey girl too..."

"Watcha think about that?"

"It's not my place to think about it." She was working up a rhythm now as Gideon coated her guts in slick pre making it easier and easier for her to fill herself with more and more of him/"

"It ain't," he agreed. "But what if I told you I raped her," he continued.

"She deserved it." He felt her tighten up on him as those words left her lips. The juices from her front hole spurt onto his shirt. "She's prey. You're a predator. If she had to be raped to understand that, then she deserved it. Just like I deserved it."

Something had well and truly broken inside Judy. These were not merely words of regret or guilt. These were genuinely spoken from the heart and from the cunt.

"What about the rest'a your sisters? Do they deserve it? Should I fuck them too, whether they want it or not?"

"Fuck yeah! They're yours. We're all yours. You're the top predator in Bunnyburrow. You should do what you want with us, even if that just means spending the rest of our lives on the end of your cock! I was wrong, I was so fucking wrong before and I've never been as happy as I am right now. Fuckmeat for the predator that wanted me most!"

"It'll break your daddy's heart, watchin' me turn his wife into meat like his daughter. Watchin' all his girls follow in your and your mama's footsteps."

"Fuck him. If he can't do anything about it, he wasn't meant to. He's just prey too and lucky that you're satisfied with just ruining us for his kind! He should know his place."

They all should. This wasn't just about what she'd done anymore, but the knock-on effects afterwards. Zootopia prospered under the watchful eye of a predator. Sure, he might have been a blow hard and more than a little corrupt. But things were good. Things were fair. And she got him arrested. They put the kindest, sweetest little prey animal she'd ever met in charge of Zootopia and things went to hell and are spiraling even worse. If that happened with someone like Bellwether in charge, what would happen with some other prey animal? They obviously weren't meant to lead. The worst predator was better than the sweetest prey. And Gideon was the worst predator she'd ever known. Somewhere deep down in her soul, she did weep for her mother, her sisters, every prey animal living in Bunnyburrow. They would hate whatever was coming next.

But as he pulled her into a throat-plumbing kiss, as the steady "churg, chorg, cherch" of her bowels being filled with another one of his loads, as her belly swelled, making the fit of her dress even tighter, and as she screamed a thunderous orgasm down her lover, her predator's, throat, she knew.

This would be for the best. For all of them.
