The Hyperbeast
Volpe groaned, lumbering around his studio apartment in desperation.
The darkness was too much to bear.
He longed to open the blinds, to let in even a single ray of moonlight. It couldn’t hurt, right? … no, he knew it’d be the end if he did.
It wasn’t the first time he’d dealt with this problem, of course – as an Unemployed Breeder, he’d learned to crave sex at all times of the day. No breaks. Then again, with a body like his, who could possibly say no to a session with him in the bedroom? He was used to getting constant action, and not having any more of it was difficult.
The muscular fox was panting like mad, his orange fur matted with sweat. “I can’t do it,” he groaned. Unable to relieve himself, his balls dragged against the floor. He didn’t dare risk losing himself entirely just for a momentary respite. His cock throbbed with need, begging for attention. “No, you know I can’t!”
He glared at his three-foot member, knowing how foolish he must have looked to anyone else. His thick mane was frizzled with his frustration. “Maybe, just a touch…” The door was locked, the windows were shut and blocked, there’s no way the moon could peek through, right? “Right?”
Volpe’s amber eyes vibrated with sexual tension. His breath rendered visible as he inhaled and exhaled in the comparably colder air, he stared intensely at his length. The atmosphere in that humble apartment was electric.
Volpe’s hand drew closer to his cock, the eleven inch diameter begging to be handled. He could practically feel the veins pulsing in his palms, despite making no actual contact. His instincts told him one thing, and one thing only.
“Give in. Give in to your lust, and let go.”
It had already been three days. Wasn’t that enough?
Suddenly, heat flowed through his hands, traveling further into his arms. He’d touched his cock, and he hadn’t even realized it! And he was still touching it – squeezing it, even. Is this what only three days of abstinence had done to him?
His eyes flared, surrendering to his desires. This is what he wanted. What he’s been wanting for what’s felt like an eternity. His arms didn’t waste any time. Feverishly he stroked, giving his log of a dick the attention it deserved. Within seconds, he already felt like he was about to burst. The city’s Unemployed Breeder, reduced to a horny mess within just a few days of forced chastity. “I must not!”
Volpe protested with his mouth, but his arms refused to obey. “Oh shit!” His body was on fire. “I can’t!” He stepped around his sofa and into his kitchen, leaning against the brick wall, approaching climax. “Haa, haa, haa,” his voice hitched up an octave as he spewed his load into his apartment. “OOOOOOOOH!”
He resembled one of his clients more than a breeder, at the moment.
Volpe fell to his knees as he stroked his length furiously, feeling bulges of cum surging through his flesh and spewing out of him. It flew across the room, painting his wall. Neutrals were in vogue that season, after all. What better color for an open concept apartment than white? He closed his eyes and gave in to the roaring fire within.
He couldn’t see where he was aiming anymore. As he squirmed, his cock jolted all around, spraying cum over more of the wall. Then, over the paintings. Then it shattered a vase of flowers. Then… it broke the bamboo blinds over the windows.
A feeling hit Volpe instantly. A familiar feeling. “No,” Volpe moaned. “Nononononono!” His cock began violently pulsing, surging in size one moment to the next. The moonlight had broken into the apartment.
“I promised the city it wouldn’t happen again!” Volpe ran forward to attempt to fix the blinds, but his member weighed him down, forcing him to waddle awkwardly. Bones shifted within him. The clock was ticking, and fast. Volpe fell forward as his legs went numb, his stance altering to a more feral shape.
“The beast grows stronger,” Volpe cried, fearing that he was losing control faster than he ever had before. His mane grew bushier and thicker, covering his shoulders completely as his control slipped away. He knew there was no going back. That once he entered Breeding Mode, he could only return once the night was over.
No amount of breeding would be enough!
In a last-ditch effort to avoid any trouble, he tried leaving his apartment with the last ounce of dignity and civility he had left. However, his claws fumbled over the many locks the city forced his landlord to install to keep him captive during these burdensome times of year. “I’m sorry,” he bemoaned just before his mind shifted fully.
His pupils constricted as his cock rocketed two extra feet long and and expanded to the diameter of a wheel rim.
The chains are broken… The beast is free! 
Volpe stood abruptly and arched backward, howling, echoing through his apartment like an overpowered alarm. He glared at the moon shining through his window, the offender who had caused this once more. “You did this!” Volpe lowered to his haunches, ready to pounce. “You made the monster!” He pushed forward with his powerful legs, breaking through the brick wall. The wind roared in his ears as he fell to the ground from the 5th floor, rolling on the cold pavement as he landed. He raised his nose to the sky and took a long, deep sniff. “I smell… everything.”
Moonlight spilled over his body, energizing him. “I feel so horny!” He ran on all fours into the streets. A breeding spree was about to begin.


“Yeah, babe. This is my throne room.” The green rabbit smirked as he stepped backward into his RGB-lit chambers. The bed was messy and unkempt, larger than any Serena had ever seen. “Yeah, this is my place.” The green-furred rabbit snickered with arrogance as he flicked his caution-striped scarf behind him. His tall, pink mohawk reflected the room’s lighting brightly, as if it were meant to be there. "Where all the magic happens. You know the kind I’m talking about, right?” His yellow eyes stared ravenously.
“Yeah, it’s, uh,” Serena looked around the room. Her white fur glowed in the lights like they would at a rave, the poofy wool around her neck seeming more like a cloud. The sheep felt so out of place in the room. “... hm.” She thought she had hooked a trust fund kid, not a frat bro, as if there was any difference between the two.
He prattled on about this and that, none of which really caught her attention like the four computer monitors did. Situated below the over-sized ‘Stonks’ poster on the wall, their screens were emblazoned with jagged green lines, turning red once they crossed a certain threshold. Serena looked at them with confusion, her massive titties stealing all of her brain cells. “What’s this, Ravey?”
“Oh, that?” Ravey asked, unsurprised that a bimbo like Serena wouldn’t understand the complexities of digital currency. “That’s all my Crypto, babe.” He strutted over, feeling the false sense of superiority that trading non-fungible tokens could bring, or make or break the fragile IRL stock markets.
“You see,” he pointed to one of the sections on the screen. “Right here is all my Bitcoin.” Serena stared at it with a blank expression. “And this? My Ethereum.” This wasn’t why she was here. “Oh, and this is my Monero. That’s the real secure stuff, babes. XMR.” If she had known this guy was a total douche, she’d have left his ass at the club.
However, she was already here. “So yeah, I’m like, a HUGE investor.” The line chart shifted to the left, showing the prices of every currency in his wallet go down a smidge. 
“Oh no,” Serena said sarcastically. “You’re losing money.”
“That’s the game, though.” Serena sighed as Ravey went on. “That’s how it goes.”
“Whatever,” Serena said, reaching a thumb under the straps of her top. “I’m, like, not here for a lesson, babe.” She turned, looking down at the rabbit she had been calling a Short King only hours before. “You know why I’m here.”
“Everyone wants a piece of the Crypto Rabbit,” Ravey chuckled as he pulled his scarf off. His face came to Serena’s massive K-cup chest, still held within her bra. “Let’s get that silly bra off. In my throne room, there is to be no underwear.” He reached around her and struggled to unhook her lingerie, using it as an excuse to sink his face into her breasts. She looked at him unimpressed, realizing the biggest thing about him was his wallet. One he finally set her tits free, he was hit with the sweat from the club.
Ravey took a whiff, a creepy look crossing his face. “Yeah, uh…” Serena said, backing away. “Don’t do that.”
“Why not?” Ravey pulled her in again, reaching for her pants. “Oh ho ho,” he chortled. “Didn’t wear any underwear, eh? You must have been anticipating a night with me.”
“I want you for your money,” Serena said under her breath. Afterward, she spoke normally. “Oh, totally,” she replied. He better have a massive hog. “Why don’t you show me that cock, Short King?” She fell to her knees, reaching for his tight jeans. They came off easily once unbuttoned, practically exploding. “Wha?”
Before her sat the smallest dick she had ever seen. She couldn’t believe it! Working him over all night and he had a micro?! “COME ON!” Serena shouted.
“Hey, I’m a grower, alright?” 
“Yeah, I’ll bet."
“Just suck me off already.”
Serena glared upward at the rabbit. “Can you be a bit nicer?” she asked with a certain tone before licking the furry sheath. There wasn’t anything to taste, though. Running her lips along the inside of his sheath, thick chunky pieces of fell onto her tongue, staining it with the potent flavor of caked cum. “GAH!” Serena started choking. “The fuck is that?!”
“Oh come on, you don’t like dick cheese?” Ravey asked as if it were common.
“NO! I fucking don’t!” Serena coughed and tried to spit the chunks of natural body discardments, but they stuck to her tongue. Ravey, however, saw this and his cock, a tapered red member, began to slide from his sheath. Maxing out at two inches. “C’mon. All the ladies I bring home love it.” He grabbed her by the ears and brought her closer. The smell made her nose wrinkle in disgust. This was NOT worth her time.
Suddenly, an alert siren rang from Ravey’s computer. “WHOA!” Completely abandoning Serena, he ran to his screens. “MY COINS ARE CRASHING!” He shrieked. With a grim curiosity, Serena stood and watched as she was almost forced to do the most disgusting thing in her life. The line graphs all sank to the bottom, stretching to show just how fucked he really was. “WHAT’S CAUSING THIS?!?!”
He clicked with his mouse, navigating through windows at the speed of light. Serena gathered her things and sat on the messy bed, ready to give him a piece of her mind, adding insult to injury. “THE FUCKING HELL?!?! BEAN COIN?!” An image of an overly detailed furry foot, with immaculately drawn paw beans.
It was the only green line on the screen, skyrocketing in profits.
“GOD DAMN  F*****S!” The veins on his temples twitched, visceral hatred flowing through him. That was all she needed to see. “IT’S GAMESTOP ALL OVER AGAIN!” This was punishment enough. She left the room as a hateful manifesto against foot fetishists spewed from his mouth like a waterfall. “I’LL MAKE A BETTER ONE! STEAL YOUR DESIGN AND TAKE EVERYTHING YOU HAVE!”
“Ugh, I am, so, not staying, Ravey,” Serena shouted as she reached the main door to the mansion and opened it. “I don’t care if you, like, have money and shit. You’re a GOD DAMN JERK!” The voluptuous sheep stood in the doorway, barely dressed, her top draped over her arm. Her skimpy booty shorts hardly covering her dumptruck of an ass, while she put her bra back on, barely supporting her K-cup breasts. “You’re just like every other rich daddy’s boy.” She slammed the door, heading down the stairs.
“Babe, wait,” a voice called from inside. “I can try again, just give me an hour or two! Ravey shouted from inside. “I have to stop these feet-worshiping-”
“You keep your hateful mouth shut!” She turned, not seeming to care that she was topless outside. “I’m outta here. And I’ll walk, thank you.” She turned around to put her small spaghetti strap top on and stormed toward the gate.
“This better be unlocked, or I’m totes calling the cops on you for taking me hostage!” Her valley girl accent didn’t help keep the silhouette inside the house from slumping over. He reached to the side, and a buzzing sounded from inside the mansion, opening the gate. 
Serena walked past the gate, and back into the street. “Well, Serena,” the sheep said to herself, “you thought you found a rich hubby. What now?” She felt her pockets. The $1000 prepaid card she swiped while he was distracted was still there. With a slight, momentary grin, she scoffed. “Like, serves you right, jerk.”
She strode down the street, her breasts bouncing wildly under her loose top. Clouds covered the full moon, casting just enough light over the empty streets to light her way. “That was, totes, a waste of time. I just… wanna go to a bar or something. ” She reached for her phone in her back pocket, hoping to use its GPS, but froze when she found it wasn’t there. “My phone! Dammit,” she said. “At least I have that card. Where’s the nearest bar?”
A scream drew Serena away from her inconvenience. It echoed from a nearby alleyway. “You know,” she said plainly to herself. “My dad taught me to avoid that shit.” She sighed. “But my Sorority Sisters would literally kill me if I didn’t inspect that.” The sounds that came from the alley were out of a horror movie. Without anything to pin them to, her imagination took hold.
The wet squelching sound? Some kind of alien. A low growling made her bones shake. As she approached the alley, the overwhelming smell of sex hit her like a truck, making her loins quiver. “Oh. My god,” Serena moaned, the scent of lust making her head fuzzy. “Wish I got some of that.”  She dared to peek into the alley, where a massive, lumbering shadow was thrusting into another.  Serena connected the dots.
“In…. control…” the low growling voice said. “I am in… control…” He started panting, the plap plap plap of skin against skin picking up pace. Serena couldn’t help but reach for her slit, rubbing herself through her tight shorts.
Whoever this was, he looked like he could give some dick.
The clouds parted, casting the moon's light over the city. Serena covered her mouth just in time to muffle her gasp. Nearly twice as tall as her own, that massive shadow looked like a monster! The fox was thrusting into a white and grey dog, her blue hair wild and frizzy with the motions of being used like a toy. On top of that, his cock! Oh. Em. GEE! Look at that thing! Serena couldn’t help but salivate.
Despite being constantly shoved balls deep into the woman, she could tell just how big the creature’s cock was. Se had never seen a dildo as tall as herself, not to mention a REAL dick. And judging by how much the dog’s stomach was bulging, it must have felt amazing. Then, there were his balls. She could probably crawl inside his sack and curl up for the night. Serena unzipped her pants and fingered herself directly, finding that she was soaked to the bone.
“NO!” The beast cried as the moonlight lit him fully. “Volpe is… in… “RAAAAAAAAAH!” He turned to face the moon. “What have you done?!” The blissful moaning from his partner brought him back to the situation at hand. “You will aid me, fleshsack.” He grasped the woman tightly around the waist. “Take my seed!” He slammed he balls deep on his cock, her body bulging up to the ribs. A loud, wet, squelching sound echoed through the narrow alleyway.
In a split second, the canine burst in size, jiggling and wobbly like a giant water balloon. Her belly was filling with his cum gallons at a time. The monster roared with satisfaction as his balls throbbed and twitched, unloading themselves into a living being. The woman was screaming with delight, feeling her body get heavier and heavier. 
“VOLPE!” She screamed. “Give me everything! “I want your-” she gagged as cum started spewing from her mouth in large globs, coating her face and staining her white fur. It pooled around her as Volpe, what Serena had learned the beast’s name was, continued to inflate her with his cum. In one hole and out the other, cum flowed in a seemingly never-ending supply.
That is, until Volpe yanked the woman from his member. With a loud schlorp, he dropped the woman, who fell to the ground  like a water tank with a loud, heavy thud. 
Serena nearly fell to her knees. Now that was what she wanted. She could see his hog in full light now. It was massive. Nearly as wide as her whole body was. Morbid curiosity guided her thoughts. “How would that feel inside me?” she asked herself, whispering.
“I can hear you.” Volpe turned to face Serena’s direction, but not didn’t look directly at her. He sniffed the air. “I can smell you.” He snarled as his vision focused on Serena, the horny sheep looking more like a deer in the headlights. In a split second, Volpe grabbed the inflated canine, crouched, lunged forward, and had Serena in his jaws.
In a thunderous gallop, he ran down the street, sheep-in-mouth, shaking the ground with every step. He was looking for another place to satisfy his insatiable desire to breed. 
“Oh no!” Serena cried sarcastically. “Please don’t shove that thing in me, Mr. Volpe.” Her lust only rose, hoping that it wouldn’t take long for him to find a suitable fuck-spot. His hot breath against her body was absolutely divine. She was prey to a predator.
With a mighty and powerful leap, Volpe soared into a skatepark bowl, empty at this time of night. In the corner of the city, there wouldn’t be anyone to stop him. And even if there were, they’d fall victim to his insatiable lust. He splashed into the center of the bowl, something sticky and warm coating his feet. He set Serena down.
Whatever it was pooling up in the bowl, Serena was practically swimming in it. Volpe leaped to the edge of the bowl and placed the inflated canine there, her legs draping over the edge, allowing the cum inside of her womb to drain out of her. Serena looked around, surveying the bowl. Several other females at varying states of cumflation were draped around the edge, their bodies draining Volpe’s seed into the former skating rink.
Volpe returned, splashing cum over himself and her as he ripped her clothes off with his claws, tossing them behind him like they were dirty laundry with a growl. Unlike with Ravey, her bra came off instantly, leaving her girls open and exposed in the moonlight.
“Woman creature,” Volpe growled as he sniffed Serena. Her shorn body was covered with sweat, even the wool that remained around her neck, wrists, and ankles had beads of sweat lining them. “You will satisfy me.”
The smell inside the bowl was overwhelming, like a teenage boy’s room or the office of a smut author. The powerful smell of cum lingered and penatrated Serena’s fur. She could feel the skin of her shorn body getting wet and sticky by the second. “Volpe,” she grabbed her ankles and spread them out, revealing her dripping wet honey pot to him, and that wasn’t from the excess cum. “Break me.”
Volpe gave a toothy smile, knowing full well what he wanted to do. He sniffed Serena’s body, Her belly, her neck, especially her thighs and pussy. With his long, slobbery tongue, he licked her whole body from her pelvis to her neck, marking her as his property. Volpe slathered Serena’s tits with his tongue, tasting every bit of her body. Serena moaned hornilly, begging for more. “Gimme your dick, you monster! ALL THE WAY!”
Volpe didn’t delay to fulfill her request. He dipped his cock into the ever growing pool of cum beneath them and pressed his enormous tip against her asshole. She wanted it all the way; she was gonna get it. Grabbing her hips and lifting her like a fleshlight, he inserted himself into Serena’s soft body.
She screamed at first, the spikey cock ravaging her delicate walls, but it soon gave way to bliss as she saw the outline of the beast’s member through her belly. The bumps from the spikes along his cock, the tapered tip, his knot knocking on her door! It was all so much at once. Ravey only wished he could satisfy like Volpe could with just one thrust. “FOCK!” She shouted with euphoria. “Volpe, please! MORE!”
Volpe gave her a hard look, his amber eyes dead serious. “I wouldn’t have waited for your permission.” With only the moon as their witness, he began thrusting his cock in and out of Serena's forbidden entrance. Even Serena’s loose, experienced starfish was no match for Volpe’s throbbing, veiny, otherworldly shaft.
Stretched to the very limit, Serena’s voice was a loose cannon, letting her make whatever sounds she wanted; moans, shrieks, odd, wavering trills - she had no control. The full moon shone on the two of them, empowering Volpe, driving him into a sex-crazed frenzy. Cum leaked from his previous victims, submerging Volpe up to his ankles. Musk from the accumulating cum filled Serena’s nostrils, fogging her sense of right and wrong.
“HA-HA-HARDER!” Serena managed to shout through her uncontrolled voice. She reached for Volpe, begging for his embrace. 
Volpe obliged, knowing that this would feel even better. He grasped her firmly and pulled her toward him, taking his cock along for the ride. Serena’s legs were spread out to allow his member room to manhandle her. Volpe let go and let her body slide down his shaft. Serena was unable to scream, but her face showed true euphoria.
The bulge in her body reached past her stomach, through her rib cage, spreading her tits even further apart, and stretched her throat as Serena had no choice but to open her esophagus for the phallus to travel. Just poking out of her throat was Volpe’s tapered cock, violently shaking and twitching. She breathed sharply through her nose, breathing just enough to stay awake. He hadn’t gone this far with anyone, and this was all he needed to blow his load.
Volpe growled, baring his teeth. His balls contracted, preparing for the most violent ejaculation of the night. His shaft nearly doubled in size as his sperm traveled up his shaft and rocketed toward the sky like a jet stream. Thick globs of unborn foxkin began to rain over them, sticking to their fur and marking them both.
In the midst of all this, Serena reached for her breasts, attempting to pull on them and provide extra stimuli for herself. The fun-bags in question wobbled around like toys, and all of this only added to the unusual situation that she had willingly put herself into. 
The interior of the bowl was coated with seed, with not a single speck of exposed concrete. Volpe was now knee deep in cum, not even to mention his body, which was dripping with it. For the moment, his lust that drove him to shove his cock into various women had been calmed, but that would only last for a few minutes.
Serena was able to breathe normally again as Volpe’s cock slowly went soft. She couldn’t tell where her body ended and his began, as she too was covered with his sticky seed. But she wasn’t satisfied. Serena reached for Volpe’s body, grabbing for dear life thanks to all the cum making his body extremely slippery. “We’re not finished yet, big boy.” She planted her lips on what she thought was his mouth. 
A wet, squirming tongue emerged from Volpe’s mouth and filled her mouth, some of the cum from their bodies dripping inside as well, adding a salty flavor to their passionate kiss. Serena could feel the cock in her ass slowly getting harder as Volpe’s tongue filled her mouth and slid down her throat. She moaned as the beast that had ravaged her asshole was getting ramped up once more, the shaft in her ass twitching and getting harder being the proof.
“Let her go, monster!” A voice called from the top of a neighboring skate ramp. Volpe pulled his tongue into his mouth and turned his attention to whoever was calling him. The moon cast the figure in shadow. “You’ve filled enough women tonight, you muscley freak.” The figure jumped, somersaulting in the air, landing on her feet at the edge of the bowl. “Surrender yourself or we’ll be doing this the hard way.” 
“This city is my breeding ground,” Volpe snarled, turning his attention to the one who dared interrupt his fuck session. He pried Serena off his cock and set her in the wading pool of semen below them. She promptly fell in, her legs too numb to stand. “FEAR ME!” His eleven-foot-tall body seemed to get even bigger, his muscles bulging as he scowled at whoever this bold creature was.
Finally, the person’s face was lit up by a glowing, silver bow that formed in her hands. The canine face showed determination, pulling the bow back, an arrow magically forming in the strings. A black and green feather was lodged in her right ear, while the tips of her long hair lay in two pony tails, blowing in the breeze behind her, were the same, bright green. “Not so fast,” she growled in return.
“If I let this arrow fly, you’re done.” Her neon green pupils scowled against her dark black eyes. A short, blue dress reaching only to her upper thigh stood out against her dark body, with matching gloves and a band around her left leg. 
“I smell your fear,” Volpe challenged in a low, rumbling tone. The canine didn’t budge. “The fear in your eyes. I’ve seen it before.”
“I’ve been hunting you for months,” she said softly, taking a deep breath. “Now I have you. You left a trail for me and everything. Not so bright, are you? I will finally dispose of you. Magical Girl Yuki!”
“Brave words for someone so close.” Volpe crouched dipping his now erect cock fully into the semen pooling below him. “Run… while you can.” She didn’t move. “Very well.” His eyebrows furrowed. He lunged. It took Yuki by surprise, and her arrow slipped from her bow, missing its target entirely.
Volpe soared over her and landed behind the canine, kicking her into the bowl. Yuki screamed, landing into the cum, accidentally getting some in her mouth. “I became the monster I always was!” He howled into the night, signalling his triumph over one so powerful, yet naive. Diving into the bowl once more, he lumbered toward the woman, his cock eager for yet another round. 
“Wait!” Yuki shouted. She tried to stand in the waist-deep semen, but found that someone, or something, was holding her back, wrapped around her waist. She turned around, seeing that Serena was holding onto her with a smirk on her face. “Let go!” She screamed frantically, trying to push the horny sheep off of her. “Why are you helping him?!”
“You’ll see,” Serena said with a confident smirk.
“What do you-” Yuki understood instantly. The musk from the massive amount of cum surrounding her seeped into her brain, nulling any common sense or virtue that she previously held. Her pupils went dull as she continued to huff the potent odor of Volpe’s spunk, barely resisting the urge to dive into the pool and swim in it.
But the beast didn’t give her the chance.
Volpe planted his hands around Yuki’s body, picking her up and holding her over his cock. Yuki didn’t resist, as the idea of any amount of that wonderful-smelling seed entering her body clouded her judgment. 
Volpe didn’t spare any further words on her. His cock went directly through her panties underneath her dress and penatrated her pussy, stretching her to sizes she had never imagined possible. She was speechless, unable to make any sounds but squeals too high for anyone to hear.
The spikes along his shaft stimulated her to new bounds, sending her over the moon. What had started as a painful experience had quickly become sensual, every inch of Volpe’s hog sending waves of euphoria through her body. The bulge in her stomach was mesmerizing as he thrust into her body over and over, claiming her as another victim. All the while, Serena clung to Volpe, licking his yoga-ball sized testicles, huffing the musk from his cum, and thrusting her arm into her stretched asshole.
Serena still wanted a second round.
With pleasure from two sources and the satisfaction of eliminating a source of annoyance, it wasn’t long before Volpe came. Serena was the first to notice his balls tensing up, and she watched as his cock doubled in size and unloaded his spunk into the wolf. Volpe growled as Yuki’s belly exploded in size, bursting from a taught, fit stomach to a wide, jiggling, sack of cum within a split second, ripping her dress to shreds.
With each load, it only increased, until Yuki was so heavy that not even Volpe could carry her on his cock. She slid off his manhood, head first into the lake of cum while the rest of Volpe’s load flew over her and splatted against the far wall of the bowl, filling it further. 
This was Serena’s chance. She jumped out of the cum, her body now completely sodden, and latched her mouth around the tip, drinking the beast’s batter. Opening her throat so she could keep up, she felt it rocket against the back of her throat and flow into her body, as if she were the bucket catching the leak from a leaking pipe. Her belly started to inflate at an even rate and felt full after only a few seconds, but she kept going.
Serena began sucking on Volpe’s dick wholly, hoping to milk those massive nuts dry. And milk them she did! Volpe grasped her head and held her there as the flow of seed increased. Serena felt so heavy as her body sent her every warning signal to stop.
But she ignored it. She longed for this.
To find someone who treated her how she wanted… and had a massive cock! Truly, this was her ultimate goal in life. Nothing could stop her now.
After a minute of guzzling Volpe’s goo, she was pear-shaped, her previously thick thighs looking meager compared to her wobbly, ever-growing torso. The pressure building in her jaw had become too great, and she had to take a break. Serena pushed against Volpe’s hands and thrust her head back, falling backwards into the sea of seed, her rotund bottom end not enough to keep her upright anymore.
She panted grasping what all she had done as Volpe was finally turning the faucet off, his cock going soft and only leaking off-white gooey ropes. “Volpe feels so much better!” He roared with delight. The bowl was filled to mid-ballsack, about four feet now. He took deep breaths and looked around him.
The women he had used were still draining. One girl in particular, a black skunk with pink patterns over her tail and thighs, was trying to force what little was left inside out of her, but to no avail. A vulpine fox/wolf hybrid was sitting up, her belly only looking pregnant rather than inflated. Only a habit was left on her body, but even that was shredded in places.
Most unique of all, a black and red dragon with twin pairs of ears and tails, and poofy fur all over her body. “What have I done?” He asked as he gazed at the pool of jizz he was standing in. As the sun began to rise and the moon was barely visible over the horizon, he felt a sense of clarity return.
Sirens were sounding in the distance, sounding like they were coming closer. “What?!” He saw the five girls around him, in varying states of inflation. Despite his better judgment, he grabbed all five women he had snatched that night and ran off with them, dropping Yuki and Serena several times along the way as he fled into the woods.
The sun crossed the horizon as they reached the forest.
“HEY!” Serena shouted as her body bobbed and wiggled around in his grip. “You still haven’t fucked me proper!”
“I don’t think now’s a good time!” Volpe said as he ran. He didn’t care where they ended up, as long as they weren’t here. The city would find out it was him with a simple DNA check, so he was toast. There was nothing left for him here.
After what felt like a good amount of time, they stopped in the middle of the forest. Volpe collapsed, his body still massive from the moon, but it wouldn’t be long until the sun had fully come up for a new day. He fell to his back, taking heavy, deep breaths. “Oh my god…” The girls shared the sentiment, collapsing next to him, allowing what little cum was left in their bodies to drain naturally.
However, there was one who still had fire in her belly. 
“We are SO not done, Volpe.” Serena waddled closer, her body half as full after the escape. “You still haven’t ravaged my pussy.”
“Really?” Volpe asked with a sigh. “After all that?” Volpe raised his head, looking at her like a bear skin rug. “Look at you. I filled you to bursting!”
Serena stepped forward stepping on his cock slowly dwindling in size with the early morning sun. “I want this thing in me.” 
“Ok, fine.” Volpe stood. “But we’re gonna do it right.” He towered above Serena, grasping her by the elbows. Volpe leaned over and passionately kissed her on the lips. No aggressive fucking, no shoving his tongue down her throat, and no growling. It wouldn’t be long until Breeder Volpe was gone and regular Volpe returned. “We’ll have to skip the foreplay, it seems,” he said, pulling away from Serena. Serena didn’t reply, but assumed the position she desired: bareback. “You don’t wait, do you?”
“Nope.”
“Alright.” His cock was still hard, even if he wasn’t 100% in the mood. However, the moment that he pressed his tip into her pussy, that changed. Rocketing to full size for one last hurrah, Serena was getting what she wanted. Volpe inched his member in slowly, as not to injure her, only to have Serena thrust her body toward him a few inches, countering any sense of gentlemanly nature he usually gave in his profession.
“I see you still want it rough. He sighed and summoned all the courage he could to fake Breeder Mode convincingly. He bared his teeth, growling behind them. “All the cum you’ve spilled brought me here!” He shouted, cringing at how stupid he sounded.
“FOCK ME!” Serena shouted in response. “Use me, Volpe. I’m yours!”
He didn’t bother with words anymore. That was all he needed. He thrust with what might he had left, slamming into her body, stretching her womb to the very brim, her soft, flexible body shaking like a tree leaf each time he worked his hips into her. Her breasts jiggled and flopped around uncontrollably, with no lingerie of any kind to contain them.
Serena reached for them and tugged at her nipples, howling at the pleasure it brought her. At the same time, Volpe felt like he was about to cum. Serena felt it too, his member engorging within her. “That’s it! FILL ME MORE!” She shouted as she tried to time her body’s movements with his thrusts, but she was far too jiggly to do so.
With one last wave of tingling, blissful euphoria, Volpe shot his load in Serena, watching her erupt in size, doubling what she already was with only his first shot. He felt lightheaded and passed out just as he reached completion. The sun rose into the sky, and Serena watched his body shrink before her eyes. His muscles diminishing, stature shrinking to his normal height, and sadly enough for her, Volpe’s cock and balls returned to their normal size, even if they were still FAR above the average.
*                    *                    *
One month later.
One month after “the incident.”
That’s what Volpe called it, anyway. He and the girls had gone into hiding. He knew what would happen if he had impregnated anyone, and he’d take responsibility for it. Volpe returned naked to their cave with a deer slung over his shoulder. Just in time, too, since the moon was about to rise.
“Ladies, it’s almost time.” He said as he brought in the catch. “Remember what we planned.” He set the deer in the corner and then huddled with the others. “We’re not leaving the cave, and I’m only allowed to breed with your five. No one else.”

“Not like we have much of a choice,” Yuki said reluctantly.
The girls all sported large, pregnant bellies. Yuki, most of all, who could barely stand with how heavy her womb was. She resented the fact that she would stoop so low as to join Volpe in this cave, but what else was there? It was either that, or return home having to explain the pregnancy. The others didn’t even care, for some reason.
But why? Didn’t they have lives that they had abandoned for him? The other women’s attitude baffled Yuki, but it was what it was. Hiding from the law in a cave and roughing it wasn’t the most wonderful life you could ask for, but at least they had each other.
She looked over at Volpe once again, seeing his body start to change again. She and the other girls felt their self-control fade as they crowded around him, gawking at his growing manhood. It was going to be a wild night.
*                    *                    *
Many years of beast-fucking later…
“You’re out!” 
Ravey’s Dad shouted at him, giving him no quarter. “But I-” The father interrupted him again. “But, but, but. Not my fault you blew your fortune on… what was it? PawDollar Deluxe? I thought you hated feet.”
Ravey snapped. “THIS WAS REVENGE, YOU STUPID FA-” But the door was slammed in his face before he could finish talking, leaving him alone in the rain. He walked past the gate, which his father opened for him as he walked through, and out into the street.
Out of nowhere, a familiar voice called. “Over here, Short King.” Ravey knew who it was. The last girl he’d ever gotten down with before it all went downhill. The silhouette of a beast stood behind Serena as she called for him at his weakest moment.
“I have a surprise for you~”
