"Mmn... Uhn... Nhn.. Ahn."

The heavy, almost labored grunts rolled from the throat of a naked, portly fox whose hands were gripping the scrawny, grey haunches of a twenty-something year old bunny he'd been fucking for months now. Usually he'd be rutting her for everything she was worth, but recently he'd started to appreciate the joys of a nice, slow screw. And, judging by the way she moaned beneath him every time his gut pushed into the curve of her back and the way her juices spilled onto the hard floor, she did too.

A whimpered breath blew across his pendulous balls before he felt a pair of small hands each fill with one of his nuts and a tiny, twitchy nose pushed into his sack. An inhalation followed by another whimper, this one even more stuttered, and then a thin, delicate tongue began to swab away all the fuck grime that had accumulated since last anyone else had done her job.

The fox let out a low groan, throwing his back even harder into plowing the tight bunny cunny at the end of his shaft. Threatening to pry it wide on his knotted base with every stroke. Thick ropes of hunger induced drool began to spill from his maw. His mouth parted and his tongue darted forward to find a fearless fuzzy face waiting there for it. The rise and fall of her chest and the way her legs squeezed and squirmed indicated the she didn't merely allow the Fox to slather her mouth watering body in his saliva, but that she welcomed it. Wanted it. Needed it. Her own muzzle opening as his tongue thrust forward and forced its way down her throat, bringing her head into his wide open jaws.

His tail raised when he felt another set of hands, this time gripping onto the back of his thighs for balance. A dampness gently teased at the hole there before another bunny brought her face in even deeper. Her lips puckered to match her target and, passionately, she began to make out with the fox's backside with a care and affection usually reserved for the lips of a significant other.

Fuck but he loved devouring these Hopps girls. And they loved feeding themselves to him. Following in the footsteps of their sister in that sense, if no other.

He didn't know the name of the one he had beneath him, but of the bunch, her pussy was one of his favorites to abuse. She looked so much like her older sister when she was younger that it was like rewriting history every time he stretched her on his cock and she thanked him for it. Like he'd never let Judy slip away to the police academy and then that damn city. Like he'd made a whore of her the second she'd graduated high school the way he always should have.

He let go of her hips, reaching out and catching each of her sensitive ears in a crushing grip, wrenching her head up and back using them for leverage. Far from the screech of pain one would expect, the rabbit girl's eyes went cross, her tongue flailing from between her lips as, conversely, the rest of her body seized up and the Fox could feel the way her velvety insides milked him for his seed as she was driven into soul-searing orgasm.

He felt the grip on his nuts and the grip on his thighs tighten. The girl whose throat he was plumbing began to moan around him. None of it was unexpected. He'd trained up Bonnie's daughters right over the last few years. At this point the reaction was Pavlovian. If he orgasmed one of the cunts, he climaxed'em all. And not just the ones he was using to get off either. All around him, moans and gasp, and squeals filled the air. The dozen or so Hopps girls he'd had come into work tonight all stopped in their tracks or collapsed on the spot as their sister juiced herself to do the same. Some handled it better than others. Melissa for example, who was only half a year younger than Judy, barely lost her concentration. She briefly grasped the filing cabinet and took a few deep breaths while her eyes rolled into her head. Ignoring the patter of her squirt onto the reflective, marble floor, she got back to sorting away her boss' business dealings. The ones he wouldn't need her to burn for him, at least.

With the sound of his prey succumbing all around him, the fox felt his own climax building. He hammered deep into anonymous Hopps bitch-doe's cunt, letting his knot push into her to nearly the mid point, before flooding her with his hot spunk. Marking her as his property, though that was a superfluous gesture at this point. At this point everyone knew that Bunnyburrow belonged to the Hopps and that the Hopps belonged to Gideon Grey.

Gideon took his time getting his nut, being sure to give the girl's womb a good taste of his seed before pulling out and pushing between her thighs, shooting his wad across her belly, up the front of his desk where the one fellating his throat-clogging tongue perched, flicking her little bean, over the floor. Dropping his load with reckless abandon as the sister squatting behind him redoubled her efforts with a practiced skill, prolonging his already notoriously protracted climax to ensure he received as much pleasure as possible. He deserved it, after all.

As he pushed the girl whose pussy he'd just filled aside, letting her collapse into the morass of cum he'd deposited around her, the three other he'd been enjoying dispersed as well. He turned and a fifth Hopps was already kneeling on the floor in front of him, mouth agape. He pushed his flagging cock into her maw, unenthusiastically thrusting while she slathered it with her tongue, using her face to swab him clean of leftover sperm and her sister's drippings. Satisfied she'd completed her task, she pulled herself from him and, without a word, used her ears to pat his shaft dry. She nearly creamed herself as he touched her head and moved on.

Behind him, several of the girls had begun giving his floor and desk the same treatment. Using their bodies to clean what he had left behind. As he walked away, he extended his arms and a shirt was soon placed on both. He saw to buttoning it himself as he continued to walk, stepping into first one, then the other leg of his slacks, the sisters intuiting his needs as though they'd done this very thing dozens of times before.

Because they had.

He grabbed his own suit jacket as the girls secured his belt around his waist, putting it on just as they'd finished. He was almost ready to leave for the night. Only one last thing.

He reached out a hand, into which a cigar was placed.

"'Lissa," he called out, and the bunny appeared at his side, seemingly in an instant. "I'm takin' yer sisters back t' the farm then headin' on home. See ta the guests then have one of the boys bring you back t'yer pa's in the mornin'. Y'hear?"

He bit the end off the cigar, spitting it onto the floor where it was quickly scooped up and disposed of. He turned the butt end to Melissa, pushing it between her lips. The bunny held onto the fox's wrist with both hands while he reached into a pocket and pulled out a very fancy lighter. He ignited the cigar, using Melissa as a holder, but instead of taking it back, he waited, allowing her to have the first pull.

He placed it back into his own mouth, clenching it between his teeth without piercing the surface, as she exhaled the smoke.

"Yes, sir," she answered. She used to cough and sputter after that, but by now she'd grown accustomed to it. She was the only one to refer to him that way. Ostensibly all of the girls worked for Gideon, but really they all knew that just meant being around for him to use when he felt like it. Melissa was his only real employee from that family, and she took her job seriously.

He rapped his knuckles against the door and it soon swung open from the outside, the deafening thump of music with the bass turned way up filling the room now that its sound proofing was breached.  The fox walked through the door where a barrel-chested wolf and a burly bear, each wearing a black shirt with "THE DEN" emblazoned in gold on the back and "Security" on their chests flanked each side. He stood now on the catwalk balcony at the back of his club, where his office was suspended above everything, and took in the sight.

It all started here. Everything that went wrong for the quaint little burg that Bunnyburrow used to be and everything that went right for him started right in this spot. The Den. The center of Gideon's power and control over the Predator population that had come to live in his territory over the past eight years.

He had seen it coming, of course. With Zootopia getting worse and worse for his kind it was only a matter of time before they started finding new homes elsewhere. So he started with a little club. Just a shack way out on the outskirts of town. Drinks and some live, adult, entertainment provided by a few local Prey girls looking to make a few extra bucks. It wasn't exactly family friendly, but it wasn't families Gideon was looking to attract. And the locals didn't mind, at first. Even the Prey. At least not until they noticed the clientele the place began to attract.

Flanked by his entourage of servile Hopps girls, Gideon made his way through the private back exit of The Den, leading to his equally private parking space where he could see his driver sitting in the front seat of his personal limo, trucker-hatted head lolled back with his tongue hanging loose. His hands were on the steering wheel and Gideon noticed the black-furred ears peeking up intermittently while the beige-wooled ram occasionally twitched and bucked.

"Alright," Gideon said, knocking on the hood of the maroon car. "Tell yer slut it's time fer him t'do his job. He ain't workin' t'morrow, suck yer fill then."

He didn't wait for a reply, seeing a panther, the fur around their maw matted with drool and precum, pop their head up and look around. There was a growl behind him as the passenger door opened and they got out, but he didn't bother to spare a look. This was his town, no one was going to touch him.

He stepped into the back and the girl's piled in after him. Nuzzling in close, kissing at him. Touching him. Massaging the swell in his pants.

"Where to, boss," the Ram asked. His voice was shakey, but not from embarrassment, or fear for his employment. Near limitless sex was a perk that came the job and Gideon encouraged it. Plenty of preds out there looking to make the Gideon Grey's personal chauffeur their personal play thing.

"The farm," he answered. "Then take me home ta your sister an' you got the rest'a the night t'yerself, Gareth."

Eventually The Den started turning a nice little profit. There weren't enough Preds living in Bunnyburrow to keep the cash flow steady, but the word was getting out and more and more nights found the place packed wall to wall. It wasn't just the raunchiness that drew his clientele. It was the fact that it was a place where Preds had power. A small little slice of the world that hadn't gone mad and the top of the food chain was still at the top of the food chain.

With the money he made off The Den, he started buying up more of the land on the outskirts of Bunnyburrow. Which lead to sweetheart deals for other businesses that catered to predators of a certain mindset. Which attracted more Predators. Which made him more money for buying more land. And eventually, for buying muscle.

They arrived at the Hopps farm not too long after they'd departed, and the girls started to flood from the car. The Hopps home wasn't what it once was. Nor was the farm. Nowadays they were both a good five or six times the size that they had once been. Gideon had been very kind to the family of his precious bitch-doe.

"Send yer ma out t'say hello. And treat yer pa real nice tonight. It's lookin' like a busy harvest season."

The giggling gaggle flounced off home and not long after, Stu and Bonnie stood on their porch.

With the influx of predator businesses came an influx of predators looking to make their home nearer to the little hub Gideon was carving out. At the same time, the increased Prey population in Zootopia meant an increase in business for the various farms around Bunnyburrow. And while the Hopps farm had, suspiciously, been getting nearly all of the business Mayor Bellwether conducted in town, the demand was beginning to outstrip the supply. Not really an issue for the Hopps farm, but Gideon already had that family under his thumb. At this point he had a stranglehold on local commerce. If he could funnel all the farm work to his bitch-doe's family, he'd control everything. It didn't matter how much bigger, stronger, faster, or even smarter any Predator living there was, Bunnyburrow would be his territory completely.

So he used his mounting wealth. On the surface, he invested more deeply into his land acquisition, transitioning into residential areas in addition to all of the businesses and soon Bunnyburrow had a sister town. It seemed only right to Gideon that he gave it an equally exclusionary name and soon he was welcoming all of Zootopia's cast-off Predators to Fox Hole.

Clandestinely, however, he exploited the new source of dangerous, powerful, desperate Preds who likely couldn't afford to uproot themselves from their homes and relocate to a whole new, highly sought after town. Gideon needed more power than his fangs, claws, and cock alone could amass for him. So cheap mortgages, low rents, and lenient collections were exchanged for muscle. Fox Hole belonged to the Greys and, by the time he was finished, everyone in Bunnyburrow either worked in Fox Hole or they worked for the Hopps. No more competing farms meant that all of that Zootopia business went to the Hopps. And Stu Hopps was soon a very rich, very powerful man. A very rich, very powerful man whose children were all in the clutches of the most effective Predator the world had ever seen.

Bonnie Hopps Climbed into the limo in full view of her husband, not bothering to close the door behind her. Eagerly, she straddled Gideon's lap, pushing her lips up against his and her tongue into his mouth. He reciprocated, grasping her hips and pulling her closer. Her legs spread wide, her skirt riding up, exposing her bare ass to the night air and her dripping pussy to his straining bulge. She ground herself against him, throwing her arms up over his shoulders and pushing her visibly pregnant belly against his gut.

"I'm making you more, Gideon," she mewled. "As long as Stu can keep putting them in me, I'll keep making them for you."

Bonnie Hopps hadn't taken long to adapt to the new reality. Especially as she watched Gideon sexually devour each and every one of the hundred plus daughter's she'd had as they became old enough to garner his attention. Just like he had Judy, though, with their sister as a model, the girls were much more eager to surrender.

She felt her autonomy begin to slip as he swallowed future after future and could only will it to happen faster. Sure, he was turning them into little more than one predator's permanent sex toys. But he kept them safe and secure. He kept them fed. He made them happy. She convinced herself that it was a good thing. That all of this was for the best. And that Gideon deserved to be made just as happy. Until all that was left was love for her husband and a need to breed more daughters for Gideon to claim.

On the porch, Stu seethed, watching his beloved wife offer up not only herself, but another generation of their daughters to the fox that had eaten their lives. Even as a pair of paws grasped the sides of his head and turned it to pull him into a gentle, loving kiss. As he felt his overalls being unfastened and pulled down. As warm breath rolled over his humiliatingly stiff cock.

"You're so much smaller than big brother Gideon, daddy. No wonder mama has so much fun with him," the voice of one of his daughters teased.

"I think daddy's is cute," another spoke up. "Gideon hurts when he puts it in, Daddy's is so nice."

"Yeah, but it hurts real good," a third daughter.

"Yeaaahhhh," they all swoon in unison.

Stu felt his daughter's twitchy nose play at the end of his prick before a kiss was placed there. The suction as she pulled the precum from his very balls, and then her lips parting to effortlessly take him in.

Stu was no joke when it came to size. For a rabbit that is. A rabbit was no fox. And while he hated what Gideon subjected him to with a simple order to his girls, he was embarrassed to acknowledge that he hated that more. That his progeny had been ruined for their own kind.

Mid-makeout with the married mother of his favorite conquest, Gideon cracked a lid to watch as the inferior male he had simultaneously given the world and taken everything from was sexually dominated by his own daughters at his command.

As Bonnie settled her overstuffed cunt on his blazing red rod, she was greeted with the first of several hot, sticky loads he'd leave in her that night.
END
