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Chapter 1: The Howling Welcome – Meeting Queen Willoa

I strode into the moonlit werewolf tribe’s den like the confident monster researcher I was, my leather-bound notebook tucked under one arm and my enchanted cock-ring discreetly tucked in the other. The air was thick with the scent of pine, musk, and something far more primal—wet earth after rain mixed with the unmistakable tang of female arousal. Lustopia never failed to deliver on its promises.
 
The den opened into a wide clearing ringed by ancient trees draped in glowing moss. Torches flickered with blue witch-fire, casting shifting shadows over fur-clad warriors who watched me with glowing amber eyes. But my focus locked instantly on her.
 
Queen Willoa.
 
Twenty-eight years old, and every inch the sovereign of her pack. She stood taller than most human men, easily six-foot-four, with a body that looked sculpted by some very horny god of war and fertility combined. Powerful shoulders rolled into thick, corded arms that could snap a goblin’s neck or cradle a lover with equal ease. Her waist was surprisingly narrow for how massively built she was, flaring out into hips that screamed pure breeding stock. And that ass—Lords of Lust, that ass. Two heavy, rounded globes of muscle and soft fat that strained against her minimal leather loincloth, each cheek so plump and firm it jiggled with the slightest shift of her weight. Her thighs were tree-trunk thick, toned from years of hunting and fighting, yet deliciously soft where they met her groin. Above it all sat a pair of breasts that made my mouth water on sight: huge, heavy, teardrop-shaped tits barely contained by a fur-trimmed leather halter. They swayed hypnotically as she breathed, dark nipples already stiff and poking visibly through the thin material.
 
Her face was beautiful in that wild, dangerous way—high cheekbones, full lips pulled back just enough to show sharp white fangs, and piercing golden eyes that seemed to glow in the moonlight. Soft wolf ears, tipped in black fur, twitched atop her head, and a thick, bushy tail the color of midnight swayed behind her with barely-contained excitement. A few scars decorated her toned midriff like badges of honor, only adding to her raw, sexual power.
 
She was the perfect specimen.
 
“For science,” I announced, voice steady even as my cock gave an eager twitch inside my trousers. I gave her my best professional smile. “Dickard Brieder, lead researcher of monster girl reproductive behaviors and pleasure responses. I’m here to study you, Your Majesty—thoroughly.”
 
Willoa’s ears perked forward. She took one slow, predatory step closer, then another, until the heat radiating off her muscular body washed over me. Her nose flared as she inhaled deeply, leaning in until her snout almost brushed my neck.
 
“Mmm… human male,” she rumbled, voice low and smoky, laced with a growl that vibrated straight down to my balls. “Strong. Healthy. And already getting hard just looking at me. Good.”
 
Before I could respond, she dropped to a half-crouch and pressed her face right against my crotch. Her hot breath soaked through the fabric as she sniffed loudly, shamelessly, right along the thick outline of my swelling cock. Her wolf ears flicked with interest.
 
“Smells potent,” she purred, lips curving into a hungry smirk. “Thick. Virile. I can already tell you’re going to be fun to break in, little researcher.”
 
My face heated, but I kept my composure—mostly. My dick was rapidly hardening into a full, aching erection, the enchanted ring around the base already humming faintly as it enhanced blood flow and sensitivity. “That’s… part of the data collection, Your Majesty. Arousal response is critical to the study.”
 
She straightened up with a deep, throaty laugh that made her massive breasts bounce heavily inside their leather prison. “Then let’s begin, little human stud.”
 
What was supposed to be a formal handshake turned into something far more primal in the space of a heartbeat.
 
Her large, clawed hand engulfed mine, grip firm and warm. Then, with effortless strength, she yanked me forward and spun us both. My back slammed against the rough bark of a massive oak tree at the edge of the clearing. The impact knocked the breath from my lungs, but before I could recover, Queen Willoa was on me.
 
She pinned me there with her body, one thick, powerful thigh sliding between my legs so her muscular quad pressed right against my now rock-hard cock. Her huge tits mashed heavily against my chest, the soft warmth of them spilling over me as she leaned in close. Her wolf tail curled around my hip possessively, the fluffy tip brushing teasingly over my ass.
 
“First protocol,” I managed to say, voice a little rough, “initial physical contact and scent marking.”
 
Willoa’s golden eyes flashed with amusement and raw lust. “I like the way you talk dirty, researcher.”
 
Her head dipped, and that long, hot wolf tongue dragged slowly up the side of my neck in one wet, possessive lick. The rough texture sent sparks racing down my spine. She growled low in her throat, the vibration traveling through her chest into mine. Another lick, slower this time, tracing the line of my jaw before her fangs grazed my earlobe.
 
“Fuck… that feels good,” I groaned, hands instinctively coming up to grip her wide hips. My fingers sank into the plush firmness of her ass cheeks through the thin leather. Gods, she was even softer and heavier than she looked.
 
Her tail wagged harder, thumping against my thigh. “You’re already leaking for me,” she murmured hotly against my skin, grinding her thigh slowly up and down the length of my trapped erection. The pressure was maddening—firm muscle rubbing my cock through my pants while her scent, wild and feminine and musky, filled my lungs. “I can smell how much you want to bury that fat human cock inside your new queen.”
 
I tilted my head back against the tree, breathing hard as she licked and nipped at my throat. “This is… still within acceptable research parameters. We’re testing baseline arousal levels.”
 
“Baseline?” She laughed, a filthy, delighted sound. One of her hands slid down between us and boldly palmed the thick bulge in my trousers, giving my cock a firm squeeze through the fabric. I hissed in pleasure. “Your cock is throbbing so hard it’s practically begging to knot me already. And look at me…”
 
She pulled back just enough for me to see. Her leather loincloth was visibly darkened at the crotch, a shiny trail of clear girl-cum already running down the inside of one thick, toned thigh. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating—heavy, sweet, and primal, like ripe berries mixed with fresh sex.
 
“I’m dripping for you, Dickard,” she growled, pressing her soaked mound against my hip and grinding once, leaving a wet smear on my clothes. “My royal cunt is aching. My nipples are so hard they hurt. And we’ve barely touched.”
 
Our mouths crashed together in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss that was anything but professional.
 
Her lips were soft but demanding, fangs lightly scraping my lower lip as her long wolf tongue pushed inside. I met it eagerly, sucking on the hot, slick muscle while my hands roamed greedily over her body. I squeezed her massive ass with both hands, spreading the heavy cheeks and feeling the heat radiating from between them. She moaned into my mouth, the sound turning into a needy growl as I kneaded the plush flesh.
 
We made out like animals in heat—wet, sloppy, tongues twisting and sliding, saliva dripping down our chins. I pinched one of her fat nipples through the leather and she arched into me with a sharp whine, her tail thrashing wildly. Her hips rolled in slow, filthy circles, rubbing her dripping pussy against my thigh while my cock pulsed desperately against her quad.
 
Every lick of her tongue sent fresh waves of heat through me. Every possessive grind of her body made my balls tighten. Her big, heavy breasts squished and deformed against my chest as she pressed closer, nipples like hard little pebbles begging to be sucked.
 
I broke the kiss just long enough to gasp, “Arousal level… extremely high. Both subjects. Immediate mutual attraction confirmed.”
 
Willoa’s eyes were half-lidded, pupils blown wide with lust. A string of saliva connected our lips as she panted against my mouth. “Good boy. Keep taking notes while I mark you properly.”
 
She dove back in, kissing me harder, deeper, one clawed hand tangling in my hair while the other continued shamelessly stroking my cock through my pants. Her wolf ears were perked straight up, twitching with every moan I fed her. Her thick thighs flexed around me, holding me pinned as she humped my leg with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, smearing more of her slippery juices across my trousers.
 
The entire tribe watched from a respectful distance, a few low chuckles and approving growls rising from the warriors, but I barely noticed. All that mattered was the heat of Queen Willoa’s body, the taste of her mouth, the way her fat ass filled my hands, and the obscene wetness soaking through her loincloth.
 
My notebook lay forgotten on the ground a few feet away.
 
Research had officially started.
 
And if the first five minutes were any indication, studying this proud, beautiful, dripping-wet werewolf queen was going to be the filthiest, most delicious project of my entire career.




Chapter 2: Lip-Locked and Arousal Testing – The Make-Out Experiment

After that first heated greeting against the tree, Queen Willoa didn’t waste any time dragging me deeper into her private royal chamber. The den’s inner sanctum was a luxurious nest of thick furs, soft pelts, and glowing runes carved into the stone walls that cast a warm, amber light over everything. The air smelled heavily of her—musky, feminine, wild. My cock was still straining painfully against my trousers, the enchanted ring pulsing gently to keep me rock-hard and extra sensitive.
 
She pushed me down onto a massive pile of royal furs with one powerful hand, her golden eyes gleaming with hunger and amusement. “Sit, researcher. Time for your precious ‘kissing protocol.’”
 
I obeyed, leaning back against a stack of pillows made from direwolf hides. Willoa wasted no time straddling my lap, her thick, muscular thighs spreading wide on either side of my hips. That enormous, fat ass settled heavily onto my lap, the plush cheeks engulfing my throbbing bulge like a warm, living cushion. The thin leather of her loincloth did almost nothing to hide how soaked she already was—hot, slippery wetness immediately smeared across the front of my pants as she ground down once, teasingly.
 
“Comfortable?” she purred, voice low and bestial, her wolf ears perked forward.
 
“Extremely,” I managed, my hands instinctively sliding up her toned sides to rest on her wide hips. “For science, of course. We’ll start with sustained oral contact to measure arousal escalation.”
 
She laughed, a deep, throaty sound that made her massive breasts jiggle inside the fur-trimmed leather halter. Those heavy, teardrop tits were practically spilling out already, dark nipples stiff and begging for attention. “Then shut up and kiss your queen, Dickard.”
 
Our mouths crashed together like two beasts in heat.
 
The moment our lips met, Willoa took control. Her long, hot wolf tongue shoved past my teeth, thick and slick, invading my mouth with greedy, bestial hunger. It was longer than a human tongue, rougher in texture, and tasted faintly of wild berries and raw power. I groaned into the kiss, meeting her tongue with my own, sucking on it hard while my hands roamed. Her fangs grazed my lower lip, sharp but careful—not breaking skin, just enough to send a thrill of danger through me.
 
I timed her first moan—deep, rumbling, vibrating straight into my mouth. My left hand slid up to her throat, palm pressing lightly against her pulse. Her heartbeat was already racing, strong and fast, thumping under my fingers like a war drum. “Heart rate elevated… approximately one-forty beats per minute,” I murmured against her lips between sloppy kisses.
 
“More,” she growled, nipping at my tongue before sucking it back into her mouth. Her hips started rolling in slow, deliberate circles, grinding that massive, fat ass down onto my lap. The heavy cheeks spread and clenched around the thick ridge of my clothed cock, rubbing the fabric against my sensitive head with every filthy motion. I could feel the heat of her soaked cunt even through two layers of clothing—her juices were already leaking so much that the front of my pants was turning dark and slick.
 
I slipped my right hand between our bodies, under the edge of her loincloth. My fingers brushed through soft, trimmed fur and found her pussy instantly. Gods, she was drenched. Her outer lips were puffy and swollen with arousal, slick folds parting easily as I traced two fingers along her slit. Hot nectar coated my digits immediately, thick and slippery, dripping down to my palm in sticky strings.
 
“Baseline wetness recorded,” I panted, breaking the kiss just enough to speak. “Subject is… extremely lubricated. Copious fluids. Sweet-musky scent.”
 
Willoa’s response was a possessive snarl. She grabbed the back of my head with one clawed hand and yanked me back into the kiss, her tongue thrusting deep again, fucking my mouth in wet, obscene strokes. At the same time, she ground harder on my lap, that huge, heavy ass bouncing and rolling, smothering my throbbing dick. The friction was maddening—my cock pulsed and leaked pre-cum into my underwear, the enchanted ring making every rub feel electric.
 
I pushed one finger inside her tight, scorching cunt. Her inner walls clenched greedily around the intrusion, hot and velvety, rippling as if trying to suck me deeper. A fresh gush of girl-cum flooded my hand the moment I curled my finger against her upper wall, searching for that sensitive spot.
 
“Mmmph—!” she moaned into my mouth, her wolf tail thrashing wildly behind her, slapping against the furs. Her big ears twitched cutely with every thrust of my finger.
 
I added a second finger, stretching her slightly, pumping slowly while my thumb found her swollen clit. The little nub was hard and throbbing under my touch. I circled it firmly, matching the rhythm of our sloppy, bestial kiss. Willoa’s massive breasts heaved against my chest, those fat, heavy tits squishing and deforming beautifully as she pressed closer. I could feel her stiff nipples dragging across my shirt, begging to be pinched.
 
Without breaking the kiss, I brought my free hand up and boldly cupped one of her enormous breasts. It overflowed my palm—heavy, warm, impossibly soft yet firm. I squeezed, feeling the weight, then caught her nipple between thumb and forefinger and gave it a firm pinch.
 
Her reaction was immediate and delicious.
 
Willoa’s golden eyes rolled back slightly, a deep, guttural moan vibrating through our joined mouths. Her ears flattened against her head for a moment before perking up again, twitching rapidly. Her hips stuttered, then slammed down harder, grinding her dripping cunt against my fingers and her fat ass against my cock with raw, animal need.
 
“Mine,” she snarled against my lips, fangs nipping sharply. “Mine now, researcher. This cock… this mouth… all mine.”
 
Her possessiveness only made me hotter. I sucked hard on her long tongue, swirling mine around the thick, rough muscle while I finger-fucked her faster. Wet, squelching sounds filled the chamber as my fingers plunged in and out of her flooded pussy. More and more slick nectar poured out, coating my wrist, dripping down onto my lap and soaking through my clothes. The scent was intoxicating—thick, feminine, bestial.
 
I pinched her other nipple, rolling the hard bud between my fingers while continuing to assault her clit with my thumb. Willoa’s thighs trembled around my hips, those powerful, toned muscles flexing as she rode my hand. Her tail wrapped around my waist, pulling me even closer as if she was afraid I might disappear.
 
We made out for what felt like endless minutes—sloppy, wet, hungry kisses that left saliva dripping down our chins and onto her heaving breasts. Every time I twisted my fingers inside her or gave her nipple a sharp tug, she rewarded me with a fresh flood of juices and a desperate, growling moan that made my cock throb painfully.
 
My notes—well, the mental ones—were already ruined. The physical notebook lay somewhere on the floor, probably splashed with her arousal by now. All I could focus on was the heat of her body, the greedy clench of her cunt around my fingers, the way her massive ass kept smothering and rubbing my aching dick, and the bestial hunger in every lick of her tongue.
 
“Heart rate now one-sixty,” I gasped during a brief break for air, my voice hoarse. “Respiration rapid. Vaginal secretions… excessive. Subject displaying strong possessive behavior and high sexual aggression.”
 
Willoa’s lips curled into a filthy, fanged smile. She leaned in, licking a long, slow stripe up my neck before whispering hotly into my ear, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine.
 
“Good boy… Keep testing me. I want your notes soaked in my cunt juice before the night is over.”
 
She dove back in, kissing me even harder, her long tongue dominating mine while her hips rolled in filthy, grinding circles. Her fat ass bounced heavily on my lap, her soaked pussy making obscene wet sounds as my fingers continued their relentless exploration. Her big breasts mashed and jiggled against me with every movement, nipples rock-hard and sensitive.
 
Arousal level: critical.
 
And we were only just getting started with the official kissing protocol.




Chapter 3: Foreplay Frenzy – Horny, Possessive, and Leaking

Willoa’s patience finally snapped like a dry twig under a hunting paw.
 
One moment we were still locked in that sloppy, tongue-heavy make-out session on the royal furs, my fingers buried knuckle-deep in her flooding cunt while she ground her fat ass all over my lap. The next, she let out a deep, feral growl that vibrated through her entire muscular body. Her golden eyes flashed with raw, animal hunger.
 
“Enough teasing,” she snarled, fangs bared. “Your queen needs more than fingers now.”
 
Before I could even jot down another “arousal spike” note, her powerful hands grabbed my shoulders and shoved me flat onto my back. The thick furs cushioned the impact, but the suddenness still knocked the wind out of me. Willoa moved with predatory grace, ripping my belt open with one clawed hand and yanking my trousers and underwear down in a single violent tug. My cock sprang free, rock-hard and throbbing, the enchanted ring glowing faintly around the base as pre-cum already beaded at the tip.
 
She didn’t even glance at it yet.
 
Instead, the towering werewolf queen swung one thick, toned leg over me and straddled my chest like she owned every inch of my body. Her massive thighs—powerful, plush, and corded with muscle—caged my head completely, the heat radiating off her skin making my face flush. That enormous, juicy ass hovered just above my collarbone, cheeks spread slightly so I had a perfect, up-close view of her dripping royal pussy.
 
Gods, what a sight.
 
Her outer lips were swollen and puffy, dark pink and glistening with thick strands of arousal that stretched and dripped in shiny ropes. Her inner folds were visibly pulsing, leaking a steady flow of clear, slippery girl-cum that ran down toward her tight little asshole and smeared across her inner thighs. The scent was overwhelming—thick, musky, sweet, and bestial, like wild honey mixed with pure sex.
 
Willoa looked down at me between her heavy, swaying breasts, her wolf ears perked high and her tail lashing excitedly behind her. A wicked, fanged grin spread across her beautiful face.
 
“Time to test how much I leak for my mate,” she purred, voice dripping with lust and filthy promise. She reached down with both hands, using her fingers to spread her puffy pussy lips wide open right above my face. The wet sound of her folds parting was obscene. A thick glob of her juices immediately dripped down and landed on my lips. “I’ve been holding my piss all day just for this, researcher. Maximum flavor data, yes?”
 
My cock twitched violently at her words. I was supposed to stay objective—clinical, detached, a true man of science. But the way she said it, so proud and shameless, combined with the sight of her soaked, throbbing cunt hovering inches from my mouth… I couldn’t say no. Not even if I wanted to.
 
“F-for science,” I stammered, my voice already hoarse with need. “We should… document the taste profile and volume of… urinary arousal fluid.”
 
Willoa’s laugh was low and filthy. “Good boy. Open wide then.”
 
She lowered herself slowly, deliberately, until her hot, dripping pussy lips kissed my mouth. The heat was incredible—scorching, slick, and incredibly soft. I extended my tongue immediately, dragging it flat and slow from her leaking entrance all the way up to her swollen clit. Her flavor exploded across my taste buds: rich, tangy, sweet-musky girl-cum with that faint, wild edge only a werewolf could have. Delicious.
 
She moaned deeply, her powerful thighs flexing around my head as she settled more of her weight onto my face. “That’s it… taste your queen.”
 
I dove in like a starving man. My tongue pushed inside her tight, velvety hole, fucking in and out with wet, squelching thrusts while my nose pressed firmly against her throbbing clit. Willoa gasped, then growled, her hips starting to roll in slow, grinding circles. She rode my face with building hunger, smearing her slippery juices all over my mouth, nose, and chin.
 
Her tail thrashed wildly behind her, slapping against the furs with heavy thumps. I could feel her trembling already—those thick, muscular thighs quivering with barely-contained lust as she used my face for her pleasure.
 
“Mmmph… fuck, your tongue feels so good,” she groaned, one hand reaching down to tangle in my hair, holding me exactly where she wanted me. Her other hand stayed between her legs, spreading herself even wider so my tongue could plunge deeper. Fresh waves of her nectar flooded my mouth with every thrust, thick and copious, forcing me to swallow greedily just to keep up.
 
I was in heaven.
 
The scent of her soaked cunt filled my lungs with every breath I managed between licks. Her clit pulsed against my nose as she ground it in firm little circles, using the bridge of my nose for direct stimulation while my tongue worked her dripping hole. Every time I flicked upward to lap at her clit, she let out a sharp, bestial whine, her wolf ears flattening against her head before twitching madly again.
 
“Deeper,” she commanded, voice rough and possessive. “Fuck me with that human tongue, Dickard. Show me how much you love your queen’s leaking cunt.”
 
I obeyed instantly, stiffening my tongue and driving it as deep as I could into her clenching channel. Her inner walls rippled and squeezed around the intrusion, trying to pull me in further. More slick fluid gushed out, coating my entire lower face in shiny, sticky mess. It dripped down my cheeks, ran into my ears, and soaked the furs beneath my head.
 
Willoa was trembling harder now, her massive body shuddering with every lick and suck. Her heavy breasts bounced and swayed above me, nipples stiff and dark. She leaned forward slightly, bracing one hand on the furs beside my head so she could grind even harder, smothering me in hot, wet werewolf pussy.
 
I could barely breathe, and I didn’t care.
 
My hands came up to grip her thick, toned thighs, fingers digging into the plush muscle and soft fur as I held on for dear life. I sucked her swollen clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue while two fingers from my right hand slid back to tease her dripping entrance. I pushed them inside alongside my tongue, stretching her slightly, pumping in and out with obscene wet sounds.
 
Willoa howled—a short, sharp, pleasure-drunk sound that echoed through the royal chamber.
 
“Yes—fuck, right there! You’re going to make your queen flood you even more…”
 
She was so horny she was shaking, powerful muscles twitching and flexing as she rode my face with increasing desperation. Her tail whipped back and forth so violently it created a breeze across my legs. Her possessive growls mixed with needy whimpers every time I hit a particularly sensitive spot.
 
I kept licking and sucking like my life depended on it—long, broad strokes of my tongue through her folds, tight circles around her clit, deep thrusts into her leaking hole. Every swallow of her thick, delicious nectar only made me hungrier. My cock lay forgotten between my legs, throbbing angrily against my stomach, leaking a steady stream of pre-cum onto my abs, but I barely noticed.
 
All that mattered was the hot, slick, bestial cunt grinding on my face and the proud, beautiful werewolf queen trembling above me.
 
Willoa looked down between her bouncing tits, golden eyes half-lidded with lust, lips parted to show her sharp fangs in a filthy smile.
 
“Look at you… drowning in royal pussy juice and still calling it research,” she purred, grinding her clit harder against my nose. “Such a dedicated little mate. Keep going. Make me leak even more for you.”
 
Her thighs tightened around my head, caging me completely as another heavy gush of her arousal flooded my mouth. She was trembling on the edge already, so horny, so possessive, so deliciously wet.
 
And this was still technically just foreplay.
 
I was never going to survive this research project… and I couldn’t be happier about it.




Chapter 4: Golden Shower Throne – Face-Riding and Piss-Drinking Research

Willoa’s trembling grew violent. Her thick, powerful thighs clamped down around my head like a living vice, locking me completely in place beneath her. The heat radiating from her soaked, hairy cunt was overwhelming—scorching, slick, and pulsing with raw need. She planted that dripping royal pussy directly onto my open mouth, her swollen, puffy lips spreading wide as they sealed over my lips and tongue in a perfect, messy kiss.
 
“No more holding back,” she growled, voice thick with lust and filthy command. “Your queen is going to give you everything.”
 
She let go.
 
The first powerful jet of hot werewolf piss erupted straight into my mouth in a heavy, forceful stream. It hit the back of my throat instantly—scalding, sweet, and surprisingly delicious. The flavor was intoxicating: like warm honeyed mead mixed with deep, primal musk and a faint salty-sweet tang that made my eyes roll back. I gulped greedily, swallowing the first mouthful with an audible, wet glug as more and more golden liquid flooded me.
 
Willoa howled in pure ecstasy, her head thrown back so her wolf ears flattened against her skull. “Drink it all, Dickard—every fucking drop is data!” she laughed, the sound filthy and triumphant, echoing through the royal chamber like a victory cry.
 
She started riding my face like a breeding bitch in heat—hard, fast, desperate rolls of her massive hips that ground her hairy, dripping cunt violently over my mouth and nose. Her fat, muscular ass cheeks smothered my cheeks and chin, spreading wide with every downward thrust so her piss and girl-cum mixed into a sloppy, overflowing mess. Powerful jets of hot piss kept surging out in rhythmic bursts, matching the frantic rhythm of her face-riding. I swallowed as fast as I could, throat working visibly as I chugged her warm, sweet urine straight from the source. Some of it overflowed my lips, running down my neck and soaking into the furs beneath my head, but I didn’t waste a drop if I could help it.
 
It was weirdly, addictively delicious. The taste coated my tongue and throat, warm and rich, making my head spin with filthy pleasure. My cock—still rock-hard and ignored between my legs—throbbed painfully against my stomach, leaking pre-cum in thick strings. The enchanted ring kept me achingly sensitive, every swallow of her piss sending fresh sparks of lust straight to my balls.
 
“Fuuuuck—yes! Swallow your queen’s piss like a good little researcher!” Willoa snarled, her tail thrashing wildly behind her, slapping against the furs with heavy, rhythmic thumps. Her massive thighs flexed and quivered around my head, the toned muscle rippling as she used my face as her personal golden throne.
 
I reached up with both hands, grabbing her thick ass cheeks and spreading them wider to give myself better access. One hand slid between her cheeks, my middle finger finding her tight, puckered asshole and circling the wrinkled ring teasingly before pushing inside. At the same time, my thumb found her swollen, throbbing clit and rubbed firm, fast circles around the sensitive nub.
 
The dual stimulation broke her.
 
Willoa’s body jerked hard, a deep, guttural moan tearing from her throat as her piss stream suddenly intensified. Hot urine gushed out even harder, flooding my mouth in powerful, continuous jets while her cunt clenched and spasmed. I fingered her ass deeper—two fingers now, pumping in and out of her tight, velvety shithole—while my tongue lashed wildly at her piss-squirting pussy, lapping up the mix of golden liquid and thick girl-cum.
 
She was pissing and squirting at the same time.
 
Clear, hot squirt mixed with her piss in messy, explosive bursts, spraying across my face, into my mouth, and down my throat. The taste became even richer—sweet piss blended with her creamy, tangy squirt. I drank it all down like the dedicated researcher I was, gulping noisily, choking slightly on the sheer volume but refusing to pull away. My fingers kept working her relentlessly: thrusting deep into her clenching asshole while my thumb battered her clit and my tongue fucked her leaking hole.
 
“Dickard—ahhh! Fuck, you’re making me… I’m—!”
 
Her words dissolved into a bestial howl as her orgasm crashed through her like a thunderbolt.
 
Willoa came so hard her entire body seized up. Her wolf ears flattened completely against her head, her thick tail going rigid and straight out behind her like a flagpole. Her massive thighs locked even tighter around my skull, powerful muscles trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her. Her cunt spasmed wildly around my tongue, squirting and pissing in chaotic, messy bursts that drenched my entire face, hair, and shoulders. Hot piss and girl-cum flooded my mouth faster than I could swallow, overflowing in shiny rivers that soaked the royal furs beneath us.
 
I kept sucking and fingering her through it all, drawing out her climax as long as possible. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around my pumping fingers, her clit pulsing under my thumb like a second heartbeat. She rode my face through every shuddering aftershock, grinding her hairy, piss-soaked cunt against my mouth with desperate, jerky movements until the last powerful contractions finally began to fade.
 
When she finally came down, Willoa was panting heavily, her muscular body glistening with sweat, her huge breasts heaving with every ragged breath. She slowly lifted her soaked, dripping pussy off my face just enough for me to breathe properly. I was absolutely drenched—my hair matted, face shiny and sticky with a thick mixture of her piss, squirt, and creamy arousal. My lips and chin were coated in it, and I could still taste her rich, honeyed-musk flavor on my tongue.
 
I looked up at her with a dazed, filthy grin, my voice hoarse from swallowing so much. “T-taste profile… 10/10. Volume… exceptional. Addictive. Notes officially updated.”
 
Willoa laughed again—that low, filthy, satisfied laugh—and slid her body down mine until her face hovered over mine. Her golden eyes were still hazy with afterglow, but glowing with possessive pride. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her long wolf tongue sliding into my mouth and tasting herself on my tongue—her piss, her squirt, her cum. She moaned into the kiss, sucking greedily on my tongue as if savoring every drop.
 
“Mmm… good boy,” she growled against my lips when she finally pulled back, a thick string of mixed fluids connecting our mouths for a moment. “You drank every drop like a proper mate. My researcher… my filthy little piss-drinker.”
 
She nipped at my lower lip with her fangs, her tail giving a slow, contented wag behind her. “More tomorrow. Much more. Your queen isn’t finished marking you yet.”
 
I lay there beneath her, drenched, rock-hard, and utterly satisfied, my cock still throbbing desperately for release that hadn’t come. The royal furs were soaked beneath us, the air thick with the heavy scent of her piss and sex.
 
Research had never tasted so fucking good.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Claiming – Stretching the Royal Pussy

Willoa’s golden eyes were still hazy with afterglow from her massive piss-and-squirt orgasm, but the hunger in them hadn’t dimmed even slightly. She licked her lips slowly, tasting the remnants of her own fluids on my mouth from our messy kiss, then gave me a fanged, predatory grin that made my still-throbbing cock twitch hard against her thigh.
 
“Foreplay is over, researcher,” she growled, voice rough and dripping with bestial need. “Time for full penetration protocol. Your queen wants that thick human cock stretching her royal cunt.”
 
She slid off me with liquid grace, her thick, muscular body glistening with sweat and the leftover sheen of piss and girl-cum. I barely had time to catch my breath before she grabbed my hand and pulled me up, leading me across the royal chamber to the tribal altar—a massive, flat slab of ancient stone carved with lunar runes and covered in soft, thick furs for exactly this kind of “research.”
 
Willoa bent herself over the altar without hesitation, presenting her body like the proud queen she was. She arched her back deeply, pushing that enormous, fat ass up and out toward me. Her heavy cheeks spread naturally, revealing the soaked, hairy mess of her pussy—puffy lips still swollen from her earlier orgasms, dripping with a thick mixture of her own piss, squirt, and creamy arousal that ran in shiny rivulets down her toned inner thighs. Her tight little asshole winked above it, still slightly loosened from my fingers.
 
I stepped up behind her, my cock rock-hard and pulsing, the enchanted ring making every vein stand out and my length feel even thicker and more sensitive. Pre-cum drooled steadily from the tip as I gripped the base and slapped the heavy head against her dripping slit a few times, coating myself in her slickness.
 
“Spreading for measurement,” I said, trying to keep my voice somewhat professional even as lust made it shake. I used both hands to grab her massive ass cheeks, sinking my fingers deep into the plush, firm flesh. Gods, they were heavy—soft on the outside, powerful muscle underneath. I spread them wide, exposing her completely. Her cunt lips parted with a wet sound, revealing the tight, pink entrance that was already clenching in anticipation.
 
I lined up the fat head of my cock and pushed forward.
 
The moment I breached her, Willoa let out a deep, throaty moan that quickly turned into a full-throated howl. Inch after thick inch sank into the tightest, hottest werewolf cunt in all of Lustopia. Her inner walls were scorching velvet—rippling, clenching, and sucking me deeper with greedy spasms. The heat was incredible, like sliding into molten silk lined with thousands of tiny, massaging fingers. She was so wet that I sank balls-deep in one long, smooth thrust, my heavy sack pressing firmly against her swollen clit.
 
“Fuuuuck—!” Willoa howled, the sound so loud and primal that it echoed through the entire den. Outside, the pack erupted into cheers and excited howls, clearly hearing their queen getting claimed for the first time.
 
I groaned loudly, gripping her wide hips as I bottomed out. “Depth… recorded. Full insertion achieved. Girth tolerance… exceptional. She’s taking every inch.”
 
At first, I fucked her slow and deliberate—scientific, even. I pulled back until only the swollen head remained inside her clinging entrance, then sank back in deep and steady, feeling every ripple and clench of her royal pussy. I measured the way her walls hugged my thickness, the incredible heat, the way her cervix kissed the tip of my cock with every thrust. Her cunt was perfectly shaped for me—tight enough to squeeze deliciously, yet elastic enough to swallow me whole without resistance.
 
Willoa’s thick tail wrapped around my waist possessively, the bushy tip brushing against my lower back as she pushed back to meet my slow strokes. “Deeper… study me properly, Dickard,” she snarled, voice bestial and demanding. Her massive breasts hung heavy beneath her, swinging gently with each thrust, dark nipples hard and brushing against the furs on the altar.
 
I kept the pace measured for a few more strokes, watching the way her puffy lips stretched obscenely around my thick shaft, coated in shiny cream. Then my control snapped.
 
I gripped her hips harder, fingers digging into her fur and flesh, and started railing her like a madman. Hard, fast, punishing thrusts that made her enormous ass cheeks ripple and clap loudly with every impact. The wet, filthy sound of my balls slapping against her clit filled the chamber—obscene, rhythmic, bestial. Her cunt squelched loudly around my cock, creamy arousal frothing at the base of my shaft and dripping down her thighs in thick strings.
 
“Yes—fuck me harder!” Willoa snarled, pushing back aggressively, her powerful body rocking the altar with every slam. Her big tits swung wildly beneath her now, heavy and pendulous, slapping together with lewd sounds. “Breed me deeper, researcher! Fill your queen’s womb!”
 
I reached forward and grabbed a handful of her long, wild hair, pulling her head back slightly as I pounded into her. My other hand slid around to grope one of her massive swinging breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh and pinching her stiff nipple hard. The sensation made her cunt clench violently around me, milking my cock with powerful, rhythmic spasms.
 
The pleasure was overwhelming. Her pussy was pure perfection—scorching hot, incredibly tight, and so wet it felt like fucking a living furnace of liquid silk. Every thrust sent jolts of ecstasy up my spine, the enchanted ring making my cock feel even thicker and more sensitive inside her.
 
Willoa was losing herself completely. Her wolf ears were flattened, her tail squeezing my waist like a vice as she howled and snarled with every brutal thrust. “Harder—ahhh! Your cock is stretching me so good! I can feel it hitting my womb!”
 
I railed her without mercy, hips snapping forward in a relentless rhythm that made her fat ass jiggle and bounce. Sweat dripped down my chest and mixed with the mess between us. The scent of raw sex filled the air—heavy musk, creamy pussy juice, and the faint leftover tang of her earlier piss.
 
I felt my orgasm building fast, my balls tightening as they slapped against her. “I’m going to cum… flooding your womb with the first research load,” I growled, voice strained.
 
“Do it—breed me!” she snarled, slamming back onto my cock with equal ferocity.
 
With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt and let go. Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum erupted straight into her royal womb, painting her inner walls white. Spurt after heavy spurt flooded her, filling her so full that some of the creamy mix was already leaking out around the base of my cock despite how tightly she gripped me.
 
Willoa came at the same moment, screaming my name in a raw, bestial howl that shook the chamber. “Dickard—yes! Fuck, I’m cumming—!”
 
Her cunt spasmed violently around my pulsing cock, milking every last drop from my balls with powerful, rhythmic contractions. Her tail went rigid, her thighs trembled, and her massive body shuddered through an intense, squirting orgasm that soaked my balls and thighs with fresh girl-cum. She pushed back desperately, grinding her cervix against my cockhead as if trying to suck every drop deeper into her womb.
 
We stayed locked together for long moments, both of us panting and trembling as the aftershocks rolled through us. Her pussy continued to flutter and clench around my still-hard cock, drawing out the last weak spurts of cum.
 
Finally, I pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as a thick glob of my pearly seed leaked from her stretched, gaping cunt and ran down her thigh.
 
Vaginal compatibility: perfect.
 
Willoa looked back over her shoulder at me, golden eyes glowing with satisfaction and lingering lust, her tongue lolling slightly as she panted. A filthy, proud smile curved her fanged lips.
 
“Good start, my mate,” she purred, tail giving a slow, contented wag. “But the research is only beginning…”




Chapter 6: Backdoor Breakthrough – Anal Research Goes Deep

Willoa stayed bent over the tribal altar for a long moment, panting heavily, her massive ass still raised high and her freshly-fucked royal cunt visibly twitching. Thick globs of my pearly cum oozed slowly from her stretched pussy lips, mixing with her own creamy girl-juice and running in shiny, obscene trails down her thick, toned thighs. She looked back over her shoulder at me, golden eyes still burning with that insatiable, bestial hunger.
 
“Not satisfied with just one hole, researcher?” she purred, voice low and filthy. A wicked fanged grin spread across her beautiful face. “Science demands we test every entrance.”
 
Without waiting for my reply, Willoa reached back with one clawed hand, scooped up a generous amount of the mixed cum and girl-cum leaking from her pussy, and brought it straight to her tight, puckered asshole. She smeared the creamy lube messily over her wrinkled ring, pushing two fingers inside her own shithole to spread it deep. The wet, squelching sounds were utterly lewd as she fingered her ass right in front of me, stretching herself open while more of my seed dripped down to help the process.
 
“Watch closely,” she growled, tail wagging slowly. “Your queen is preparing her backdoor for proper research.”
 
My cock, still rock-hard and glistening with our combined fluids, twitched violently at the sight. The enchanted ring kept me throbbing and sensitive, ready for round two without a single moment of downtime. I stepped closer, gripping the base of my thick shaft as I watched her work more of the sloppy mix into her muscular ass.
 
“Excellent preparation technique,” I said, trying and failing to sound clinical. “Lubrication… copious and self-applied. Subject showing high enthusiasm for anal testing.”
 
Willoa laughed, a deep, throaty, bestial sound, and pulled her fingers free with a wet pop. She spread her massive ass cheeks wide with both hands, presenting that tight, now-shiny asshole to me like an offering. The ring of muscle winked invitingly, already slightly loosened and coated in a thick layer of cum-lube.
 
“Then claim it, Dickard. Ruin your queen’s tight shithole.”
 
I didn’t need any more invitation.
 
I pressed the fat, cum-slick head of my cock against her puckered entrance and pushed forward. The resistance was delicious—tight, hot, and incredibly strong at first. Then her muscular ring suddenly relaxed and I sank in. Inch after thick inch disappeared into the scorching heat of her ass. Her shithole was tighter than her pussy had been, a velvety, rippling furnace that gripped me like a living vice. The heat was even more intense back here, the walls smoother yet somehow more textured, massaging every vein and ridge of my cock as I buried myself balls-deep in her massive, muscular ass.
 
“Fuuuuck—!” Willoa snarled, her claws digging into the stone altar. Her tail whipped wildly, then wrapped tightly around my waist again, pulling me deeper. “Yes… stretch me. Every inch. I was born for this cock.”
 
I groaned loudly, hands gripping her wide hips as I bottomed out. My heavy balls pressed against her dripping pussy lips, feeling the residual heat and wetness. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around my entire length, squeezing and rippling in waves that made my eyes roll back.
 
“Depth achieved… full penetration,” I panted. “Anal channel… incredibly tight and hot. Sensitivity… already off the charts.”
 
At first I moved slowly, savoring the incredible grip. I pulled back until only the swollen head remained trapped inside her clenching ring, then sank back in deep and steady, watching her muscular ass cheeks jiggle with every thrust. The sight was hypnotic—my thick cock disappearing between those two massive, heavy globes, her hole stretched obscenely around my girth, shiny with cum and her own juices.
 
Then Willoa started pushing back, demanding more.
 
“Harder,” she growled, voice turning rough and feral. “Pound your queen’s shithole raw. Ruin me.”
 
I snapped.
 
My hips slammed forward with brutal force, pounding into her ass with deep, punishing strokes. The wet, filthy slap of my hips against her fat ass echoed through the chamber—loud, rhythmic, bestial. Her massive cheeks rippled and clapped with every impact, the sound mixing with the obscene squelch of my cock reaming her lubed shithole.
 
Willoa moaned and snarled like a beast in heat, pushing back to meet every thrust with equal aggression. One of her hands slid between her legs, fingers plunging into her still-dripping pussy while her thumb rubbed her swollen clit. “Yes—fuck my ass! Deeper—ahhh!”
 
Every hard thrust made a little spurt of piss escape her cunt. Hot, sweet droplets sprayed out with each slam of my cock into her guts, splattering against my balls and thighs. She was pissing a little with every thrust, unable to hold it back from the overwhelming pleasure.
 
The sensation was incredible. Her asshole gripped me like it never wanted to let go—scorching, silky, and so tight it felt like it was trying to milk my soul out through my cock. The mix of cum-lube made every thrust smooth yet filthy, wet sounds filling the air as I railed her raw.
 
“Anal sensitivity… off the fucking charts,” I groaned, voice strained as I pounded her without mercy. My hands spread her cheeks even wider so I could watch my cock piston in and out of her stretched shithole. “You’re taking it so deep… so perfectly.”
 
“More—ruin me!” Willoa howled, fingers fucking her pussy faster, her tail squeezing my waist possessively. “I’m your mate now—claim every hole!”
 
Her body started trembling violently. Her massive breasts swung heavily beneath her, nipples dragging against the furs. Her wolf ears flattened, her tail went rigid, and her asshole clenched down like a fist around my cock as her orgasm hit her like a wildfire.
 
She came so hard she squirted across the den floor.
 
A powerful, messy jet of clear girl-cum erupted from her cunt, spraying in long arcs with every brutal thrust into her ass. At the same time, more hot piss leaked out in uncontrolled spurts, mixing with her squirt and soaking the stone beneath us. Willoa screamed my name in a raw, bestial howl that shook the chamber, her entire muscular body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her.
 
“Dickard—yes! I’m cumming—your mate is cumming so hard!”
 
Her shithole spasmed wildly around my cock, rippling and milking me with powerful, rhythmic contractions that pushed me over the edge. With a deep, guttural groan I buried myself to the hilt in her guts and exploded.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum flooded her intestines, painting her deep insides white. Spurt after powerful spurt filled her ass until it was overflowing, creamy seed leaking out around the base of my cock and mixing with her piss and squirt. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, pumping every last drop into her ruined shithole while she continued to squirt and tremble beneath me.
 
When the last aftershocks finally faded, we collapsed together in a sweaty, piss-and-cum-soaked pile right there on the altar furs. Willoa’s massive body draped over mine, her thick thighs still twitching, her tail loosely wrapped around my leg. Her asshole continued to flutter weakly around my softening cock, leaking a steady trickle of my cum mixed with her fluids.
 
She turned her head, golden eyes glowing with satisfaction and deep possessiveness, and growled softly against my ear:
 
“You are my official mate now, Dickard Brieder. No other cock will ever satisfy this queen again.”
 
We lay there together, drenched, exhausted, and filthy, the heavy scent of sex, piss, and cum thick in the air.
 
Anal research had been a complete success.




Chapter 7: Hardcore Week One – Daily Filthy Fuck-Fests

The first week of “research” with Queen Willoa didn’t just escalate — it became a nonstop, filthy marathon of bestial mating that left me wondering if I’d ever walk straight again. What started as structured experiments quickly dissolved into raw, daily fuck-fests that blurred the line between science and pure animal lust. My notebook, once filled with neat observations and measurements, was now a sticky, cum-splattered mess of frantic scribbles, half the pages glued together with dried girl-cum, piss, and my own seed. If anyone back at the academy ever read it, they’d think I’d lost my mind. Maybe I had. And I was loving every second.
 
Day 1 – The Morning Ritual
 
I woke to the heavy, musky scent of aroused werewolf and the unmistakable heat of thick thighs clamping around my head. Willoa had already positioned herself over my face in the royal furs, her dripping, hairy cunt planted firmly on my mouth before I even opened my eyes.
 
“Breakfast time, my breeding stud,” she growled, voice thick with sleep and lust. Her tail wagged lazily as she ground down, smearing her overnight wetness across my lips and nose.
 
I didn’t even try to protest. My tongue immediately pushed inside her scorching hole, tasting the rich, tangy mix of her arousal and the faint leftover flavor of last night’s anal creampie. Willoa moaned deeply and let go — a long, powerful morning stream of hot, sweet piss flooded straight down my throat. It was stronger than usual after a full night’s rest, warmer and more concentrated, with that delicious honeyed-musk tang that made my cock spring to full hardness instantly. I gulped greedily, throat working visibly as I drank every drop while my tongue continued to lap at her clit.
 
She rode my face through her first orgasm of the day, thighs trembling, claws lightly scratching my scalp as she howled softly and squirted a thick gush of creamy juice into my mouth. “Good morning, mate,” she purred when she finally lifted off, licking her own mess from my chin before kissing me deeply, sharing the taste.
 
Day 1 – Afternoon Throne Fucking
 
By afternoon, we had moved to the carved wooden throne at the center of the royal chamber. Willoa sat on my lap facing me, her massive ass spread wide as she sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, taking me balls-deep into her greedy cunt. The wet squelch echoed off the stone walls.
 
“Ride your queen properly,” she snarled, biting down on my shoulder hard enough to leave a fresh mark. Her fangs broke skin just a little, sending a sharp thrill through me as blood mixed with sweat. She bounced hard on my lap, her enormous tits slapping against my chest with every downward slam. Her tail wrapped tightly around my waist, pulling me deeper while she growled possessively, “Fill me, breeding stud. Pump that thick cock into your mate’s womb.”
 
I gripped her fat ass cheeks and thrust up to meet her, the throne creaking dangerously under our combined weight. Her cunt clenched and rippled around me, milking my shaft with powerful contractions. We fucked like animals — fast, nasty, sweaty — until I flooded her womb with a heavy load. She came screaming, squirting all over my balls while biting my neck again, leaving another dark love bite.
 
Day 2 – Against the Ancient Oak
 
The next morning started the same: face-sitting and a long, delicious piss breakfast that left me drenched and rock-hard. In the afternoon we ventured outside the den for “field research.” Willoa pinned me against a massive ancient oak at the edge of the clearing, her back to my chest. She reached back, spread her cheeks, and guided my cock straight into her tight asshole with a filthy growl.
 
“Take my shithole against the tree, researcher,” she demanded, pushing back until my balls slapped her dripping pussy. I railed her hard, the rough bark scraping my back as I pounded her muscular ass. She fingered her cunt furiously, pissing in short, excited spurts every time I bottomed out in her guts. Her howls drew curious glances from the pack, but no one dared interrupt their queen getting bred.
 
She came so hard her legs buckled, squirting across the forest floor while her asshole milked me dry. I filled her guts with another thick creampie that leaked down her thighs as we collapsed against the tree, panting and laughing filthily.
 
Day 3 – Moonlit Lake Breeding
 
Mornings remained sacred: Willoa waking me by smothering my face under her leaking cunt and flooding my throat with hot morning piss while I tongue-fucked her to a shuddering orgasm. Afternoons grew wilder.
 
That evening we fucked in the moonlit lake. The cool water lapped at our bodies as Willoa wrapped her powerful legs around my waist, impaling herself on my cock while we stood chest-deep. Her huge tits floated and bounced on the surface as I drove into her cunt with deep, splashing thrusts. She bit my shoulder repeatedly, growling “Mine… my breeding stud… knock me up” between savage kisses.
 
She loved choking on my cock between rounds. After I pulled out of her pussy, she sank underwater for a moment before surfacing with my shaft down her throat, drooling thick strings of saliva and lake water as she sucked me sloppily. Her long wolf tongue wrapped around my length, fangs grazing just enough to tease. “More loads,” she begged when she came up for air, eyes glowing. “Feed your queen.”
 
I gave her exactly that — pulling her hair and fucking her face until I pumped another heavy load straight down her greedy throat. She swallowed every drop, then demanded I bend her over a smooth lakeside rock and take her ass again under the moonlight.
 
Day 4-5 – Nonstop Rotation
 
By the middle of the week the pattern was locked in. Every single morning: face-riding piss wake-up call, her thick thighs locking my head in place while she laughed filthily and flooded my mouth. I’d drink until she squirted, then she’d ride my cock immediately after, switching between cunt and ass depending on her mood.
 
Afternoons became a blur of locations and holes. On the throne — her riding me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her fat ass bounce and her tail wag. Against trees — standing doggy with her claws digging into bark while I railed her from behind. In the lake — slow, deep underwater thrusts followed by her surfacing to choke and drool on my cock like a desperate slut.
 
She was insatiable. Between rounds she’d drop to her knees or push me onto my back, choking herself on my cock until thick ropes of drool ran down her chin and onto her massive swaying tits. “More,” she’d beg, voice hoarse, fangs gleaming. “Give your mate every load. I want to smell like your cum all day.”
 
I was exhausted. My body was covered in bite marks and dark love bites — shoulders, neck, chest, even my thighs. My cock felt raw and overused, yet the enchanted ring kept me hard and ready whenever she demanded. Every night we collapsed in a sweaty, piss-and-cum-soaked pile in the royal furs, her thick body draped possessively over mine, tail curled around my leg.
 
Day 6-7 – Peak Filth
 
The final days of the first week grew even nastier. Mornings now included her pissing while I fingered both her holes, making her squirt and piss simultaneously all over my face. Afternoons turned into marathon sessions: fucking her cunt on the throne until it overflowed, then immediately switching to her ass against a tree, then back to her throat in the lake until she was a drooling, cum-bloated mess.
 
She bit me constantly while riding me, snarling “Breeding stud” and “My mate” with every orgasm. Her possessiveness only grew — she’d growl at any pack member who got too close, tail lashing as she claimed me publicly with loud howls and wet slaps of flesh.
 
By the end of the week my notebook was basically porn. Pages were filled with entries like:
 
“Morning piss volume: exceptional. Flavor: 10/10 addictive.”
 
“Vaginal clench strength during orgasm: capable of milking soul out.”
 
“Anal sensitivity: screams and squirts when pounded raw.”
 
“Subject displays extreme oral fixation — drools like a bitch in heat when choking on cock.”
 
I was covered head to toe in marks, my muscles ached, my balls felt drained, and yet I’d never been happier. Willoa had become more than a research subject. She was my fierce, loyal, insanely horny queen — and I was completely addicted to her filthy, bestial love.
 
As the seventh night ended with her riding my face one last time before collapsing beside me in our soaked furs, she nuzzled my neck and whispered possessively:
 
“One week down, my mate… and the research is only getting better.”
 
I could only groan in exhausted, blissful agreement, already knowing tomorrow would start the same delicious way — with her thick thighs around my head and hot piss flooding my throat while she howled my name.




Chapter 8: Breeding Marathon – Two Weeks of Non-Stop Creampies

Her heat hit like a full moon exploding.
 
On the morning of day eight, Willoa didn’t just wake me with her usual face-sitting piss ritual. She woke feral.
 
I opened my eyes to find her already straddling my hips, golden eyes glowing with raw, animal need. Her scent had changed — thicker, sweeter, more intoxicating, like ripe fertility mixed with pure sex. Her nipples were darker and stiffer, her cunt visibly swollen and drooling a constant stream of thick, clear slick down my cock and balls. Her wolf ears twitched constantly, and her tail lashed with barely-contained aggression.
 
“Heat,” she snarled, voice deeper and rougher than ever. “My body demands breeding. You will give it to me, mate. Every drop.”
 
Before I could respond, she grabbed her own leather straps — the same ones she used for binding prisoners — and quickly tied my wrists to the heavy wooden posts of the royal bed. The thick furs beneath us were already damp from her leaking arousal. She didn’t ask. She simply mounted me like the queen claiming her due.
 
“Fill me! Knock up your queen!” she howled as she slammed her fat, heavy ass down, taking my entire cock to the hilt in one brutal motion. Her scorching, heat-swollen cunt swallowed me completely, rippling and clenching with desperate, milking contractions that made my eyes roll back.
 
The breeding marathon had officially begun.
 
For the next two weeks, Willoa became a feral, possessive cum-dump. She was insatiable, loyal to the point of obsession, and hornier than any monster girl I had ever studied or even heard rumors about. My balls felt like they were being fueled by mana potions — constantly refilling, constantly aching, constantly being drained into her greedy holes.
 
The Daily Ritual of Heat
 
Every morning started the same, but filthier. She would untie one of my hands just long enough for me to finger her while she rode my face, flooding my throat with her heat-amplified morning piss. It tasted richer now — sweeter, thicker, almost creamy with her fertile scent. I drank it down like an addict while she ground her swollen clit on my nose and came hard enough to squirt across my chest.
 
Then the real riding began.
 
She tied me down fully again and mounted me for hours at a time. Her massive, muscular ass would slam down repeatedly, the heavy cheeks rippling and clapping loudly with every impact. Her enormous tits bounced wildly in my face, heavy teardrops swinging and slapping together as she rode me like a breeding bitch in full heat. I could feel her cervix kissing the head of my cock on every downward thrust, her womb practically sucking at me.
 
“Fill me! Pump your seed into your queen’s womb!” she snarled, claws digging into my chest as she slammed down harder. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing possessively while her cunt clenched and fluttered around my shaft in rhythmic, milking waves.
 
I lost count of how many loads I gave her in those marathon sessions. Load after thick, heavy load flooded her womb — rope after rope of hot, potent cum painting her inner walls white. When her cunt became too full and creamy cum started frothing out around my cock, she simply lifted off, aimed my still-spurting dick at her tight asshole, and slammed down again, taking the next load deep into her guts.
 
She mixed piss play with the breeding relentlessly.
 
After every creampie in her pussy, she would stay seated, grinding slowly while ordering me to piss inside her. “Mark your mate from the inside,” she growled. I’d relax and let go, flooding her cum-stuffed womb with hot piss. The pressure would build until it squirted back out in messy, obscene jets around my cock — a filthy mix of my urine, my cum, and her thick heat juices spraying across my balls and the furs. She loved it. She’d laugh filthily and ride through the mess, smearing it everywhere while demanding another load.
 
The same happened in her ass. I’d pound her shithole raw while she fingered her dripping cunt, then fill her guts with cum. Immediately after, I’d piss deep into her bowels, watching the creamy, yellowish mix bubble and squirt out when she lifted off, running down her thick thighs in shiny rivers.
 
Locations and Intensity
 
We barely left the royal chamber some days, but when we did, the heat made her even wilder.
 
On the throne, she rode me reverse cowgirl for hours, her fat ass bouncing hypnotically while she howled at the ceiling and begged me to breed her. The pack outside could hear every wet slap, every howl, every filthy command: “Deeper! Knock me up! Fill your queen!”
 
Against the trees in the forest, she braced herself with claws dug into bark and pushed back onto my cock, demanding I breed her standing up. Her tits swung heavily as I railed her cunt or ass, and she’d piss in excited spurts every time I bottomed out, soaking the moss beneath us.
 
In the moonlit lake, the water turned cloudy with our mixed fluids. She wrapped her powerful legs around me and rode me while floating, her massive breasts bobbing on the surface as I pumped load after load into her. Between orgasms she’d sink underwater to choke and drool on my cock, then surface gasping, begging for more cum down her throat before guiding me back into her womb.
 
She was a cum-dump in the most literal, beautiful, bestial sense.
 
Her body was built for it — that curvy, muscular frame with its huge tits, fat ass, and powerful thighs took everything I gave her and demanded more. Her cunt and ass stayed perpetually sloppy and creampied, leaking constantly. Bite marks covered my shoulders and neck from where she’d latch on while cumming, growling “Mine… my mate… breed me” against my skin.
 
By the end of the first week of heat, her belly already had a slight swollen look from the sheer volume of cum I’d pumped into her. She’d rub it proudly while riding me, moaning, “Feel that? Your pups are already growing. Keep filling me.”
 
Peak Exhaustion and Bliss
 
My balls ached constantly, yet they never seemed to run dry. Every time she rode me to another orgasm, I’d flood her with another heavy load — thick, ropey spurts that made her howl in triumph. She’d cum repeatedly, sometimes squirting so hard it sprayed across the room, her tail going rigid and her ears flattening as her body convulsed in bestial ecstasy.
 
Between marathon sessions she’d untie me just long enough to let me recover while she sucked me clean, drooling and choking herself on my cock with sloppy, worshipful enthusiasm. “More loads,” she’d beg, eyes glowing with loyal, possessive love. “Your queen needs every drop.”
 
I was exhausted beyond anything I’d ever felt — muscles sore, skin covered in fresh bite marks and love bites on top of the old ones, cock raw and sensitive from constant use. Yet I’d never been happier. Willoa had become everything: my research subject, my fierce queen, my loyal mate, and the most deliciously filthy cum-dump in Lustopia.
 
Two full weeks of non-stop creampies. Two weeks of her tying me down and riding me for hours while howling for breeding. Two weeks of mixing hot piss inside her cum-filled holes just to watch the messy, squirting aftermath. Two weeks of her insatiable, bestial hunger and unwavering loyalty.
 
As the second week drew to a close, Willoa collapsed on top of me after yet another marathon session, her body sweaty, cum-leaking, and glowing with satisfaction. Her swollen belly pressed warmly against my stomach as she nuzzled my neck and growled softly, possessively:
 
“Soon, my mate… you’ll feel your pups kicking. But until then… keep breeding your queen.”
 
I could only groan in exhausted, blissful agreement, already feeling my cock twitch again inside her as her heat demanded yet another round.
 
The breeding marathon was far from over.




Chapter 9: The Knock-Up – Confirmed Pregnancy and Peak Possessiveness

Three weeks into the breeding marathon, the evidence was impossible to ignore.
 
Willoa’s belly had begun to swell.
 
It wasn’t dramatic yet — just a gentle, firm rounding of her once-taut, muscular midriff — but on her powerful frame it was unmistakable. The proud curve of her abdomen now carried the first visible sign of our pups growing inside her royal womb. Her massive breasts had grown even heavier, nipples darker and more sensitive, and her hips seemed somehow wider, as if her body was already preparing to carry and nurse a litter.
 
I found her one afternoon standing naked in front of the large polished silver mirror that hung in the royal chamber. She was slowly rubbing her growing bump with both hands, circling it possessively while two fingers of her right hand lazily pumped in and out of her dripping cunt. Her wolf ears were relaxed, her tail giving slow, contented wags. Her golden eyes were half-lidded with a mixture of lust and deep maternal pride.
 
“Dickard’s pups…” she whispered softly to her reflection, voice thick with emotion and heat. “My mate’s strong seed… growing right here.”
 
The sight hit me like a thunderbolt — equal parts tender and filthy. My cock instantly hardened, rising thick and heavy between my legs as I watched my beautiful, feral queen worship the life we had created together.
 
She caught my reflection in the mirror and her expression shifted instantly from soft affection to raw, possessive hunger. A low, bestial growl rumbled in her chest.
 
“Come here, mate,” she commanded, turning toward me with that swollen belly leading the way. Her thick thighs glistened with fresh arousal, and a thin string of girl-cum already dangled from her swollen pussy lips.
 
I barely had time to step forward before she grabbed me by the shoulders and dragged me down onto the thick pile of royal furs. She pushed me onto my back and climbed on top, spinning around so she faced away from me — reverse cowgirl. Her massive, fat ass hovered above my throbbing cock, cheeks spreading naturally to reveal her dripping, puffy cunt and the tight pucker of her asshole just above it. The gentle swell of her pregnant belly was clearly visible from this angle as she lowered herself.
 
“Watch,” she growled, reaching back to spread one cheek wider. “Watch your cock disappear into the cunt that’s carrying your pups.”
 
She sank down slowly, deliberately, letting me see every inch. Her hot, velvety walls stretched around my thick shaft as she took me to the hilt in one smooth motion. The heat was even more intense now — her pregnant cunt seemed somehow tighter, wetter, and more eager, rippling with powerful, milking contractions that sucked at me like a living mouth. I groaned loudly, hands instinctively coming up to grip her wide hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh just below the curve of her swelling belly.
 
Willoa moaned deeply, a sweet, bestial sound that mixed pleasure with maternal satisfaction. She began to ride me with long, rolling motions of her hips — lifting her fat ass until only the head of my cock remained inside her, then slamming back down so her heavy cheeks clapped loudly against my thighs. Her pregnant belly jiggled gently with every bounce, and her enormous tits swayed heavily beneath her, nipples stiff and begging to be touched.
 
I could see everything. My thick cock disappearing again and again into her dripping royal cunt, coated in shiny cream, stretching her puffy lips obscenely. The way her swollen clit rubbed against my shaft on every downstroke. The gentle curve of her belly moving in time with her riding.
 
“Deeper… feel it,” she snarled, leaning forward slightly so her ass spread even wider. “Feel your queen’s womb sucking up your seed. It knows its mate.”
 
Her pace quickened. She started slamming down harder, faster, her powerful thighs flexing as she rode me with feral intensity. Wet, squelching sounds filled the chamber — the filthy sound of her pregnant pussy devouring my cock over and over. Her tail wrapped around my leg possessively, squeezing as she growled and moaned.
 
I reached around and rubbed her swelling bump with one hand while my other found her swollen clit, rubbing firm circles around the sensitive nub. Willoa’s head fell back, a loud, sweet howl escaping her throat as her cunt clenched violently around me.
 
“Dickard—yes! Right there! Breed me again—fill the mother of your pups!”
 
The sensation of her pregnant body riding me, the visual of my cock vanishing into her, the way her womb seemed to actively suck at my cockhead — it was too much. My balls tightened, and with a deep, guttural groan I thrust up hard and flooded her.
 
Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted straight into her womb. I could actually feel her cervix fluttering and sucking, drawing every spurt deeper inside her as if her body was greedily claiming every drop for our growing litter. Load after heavy load pumped into her, filling her already-fertile womb until creamy white seed began to leak out around the base of my cock despite how tightly she gripped me.
 
Willoa came with me, screaming my name in a raw, bestial cry of ecstasy. Her pregnant belly tightened, her massive thighs trembled, and her cunt spasmed wildly, milking me for every last drop. A hot gush of squirt sprayed out around my cock, soaking my balls and the furs beneath us as she rode through the orgasm, grinding her clit desperately against me.
 
We stayed locked together for long moments, both of us panting. She slowly lifted off, and a thick glob of my cum immediately oozed from her well-fucked cunt, running down her thigh.
 
But Willoa wasn’t finished celebrating.
 
She turned around, eyes glowing with peak possessiveness and love, and pushed me flat again. Straddling my chest, she positioned her dripping, cum-leaking pregnant pussy directly over my face while leaning back so her swelling belly rested warmly against my forehead.
 
“Celebration piss-and-cum shower for my mate,” she purred, voice sweet yet filthy.
 
She let go.
 
Hot, sweet werewolf piss — richer and more potent now that she was carrying my pups — flooded down onto my chest in powerful jets. At the same time, she reached down and spread her cum-filled cunt lips, letting the mixed cream and piss drip and spray across my face and into my open mouth. I drank eagerly, tasting the delicious blend of her pregnancy-sweetened urine and my own thick seed.
 
While she pissed on me, I slid three fingers deep into her pregnant pussy, curling them against her sensitive upper wall. My thumb rubbed her swollen clit in fast circles. Willoa moaned loudly, her tail thrashing as she continued to piss in long, messy streams across my chest and face.
 
The stimulation pushed her over the edge again.
 
She squirt hard — a powerful, gushing spray of clear girl-cum that soaked my entire face, mixing with her piss. Her pregnant belly tightened visibly as she came, howling my name while her cunt clenched and fluttered around my pumping fingers. More cum from earlier loads was forced out by the contractions, splattering across my chin and neck in creamy ropes.
 
When the last powerful spurts finally tapered off, Willoa slid down my body and collapsed beside me in the soaked, messy furs. She pulled me close, her swelling belly pressing warmly against my side as she nuzzled my neck with surprising tenderness. Her tail curled possessively around my leg.
 
“Good mate,” she whispered, licking a drop of our mixed fluids from my cheek. “You’ve given your queen such beautiful pups already. And I’m only going to get hornier from here…”
 
She kissed me deeply, sharing the filthy, delicious taste of piss, cum, and squirt between us. Her golden eyes shone with deep loyalty, fierce love, and that ever-present bestial hunger.
 
Research data updated: Werewolf queens become even hornier, sweeter, and more possessively affectionate when properly bred and swollen with their mate’s litter.
 
I stroked her growing bump gently, feeling the faint, early movements inside, and smiled against her lips.
 
My beautiful, feral, pregnant queen.
 
The research had never felt more perfect.




Chapter 10: Research Complete – Loyal, Lovely, and Insanely Horny

The morning I finally packed my notes felt strangely bittersweet.
 
Three and a half weeks had passed since I first strode into the werewolf den with nothing but a notebook and an enchanted cock-ring. Now the notebook was a sticky, cum-crusted, piss-stained masterpiece of field research, and my body carried more bite marks, love bites, and delicious soreness than I could count. In front of me, Queen Willoa stood glowing in the soft morning light filtering through the den’s entrance. Her belly was beautifully round now — a proud, firm swell that spoke of the strong pups growing inside her. Her massive breasts had grown even heavier, resting atop the curve of her pregnancy, dark nipples stiff and sensitive. Her hips looked wider, her thighs thicker, and that fat, glorious ass still jiggled with every proud step she took.
 
She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen.
 
I was on my knees in the royal furs, finishing the last few entries, when she approached. Her golden eyes were soft with affection, yet still burned with that ever-present bestial hunger. Her thick, bushy tail swayed slowly behind her, and her wolf ears twitched cutely as she looked down at me.
 
“Leaving already, my mate?” she asked, voice low and sweet, though a playful growl underlined the words.
 
“Not forever,” I promised, setting the notebook aside. “Just… moving on to the next subject. Science never sleeps.”
 
Willoa’s lips curved into a fanged smile. She reached down, cupped my face with both hands, and pulled me up into a deep, lingering kiss. Her long wolf tongue slid sensually against mine, tasting me, claiming me one last time before I departed. When she finally pulled back, a thin string of saliva connected our lips.
 
“Then we must say a proper goodbye,” she purred. “One last sweet session… for the road.”
 
She guided me gently onto my back in the furs and straddled my chest, facing me. Her pregnant belly rested warmly against my torso, the smooth, rounded swell pressing affectionately into me. She leaned forward just enough for her heavy breasts to brush my face, nipples grazing my lips.
 
“Drink from your queen one more time,” she whispered tenderly. “Taste how happy she is carrying your pups.”
 
I opened my mouth eagerly. Willoa let out a soft, contented sigh and relaxed. A slow, warm stream of her pregnancy-sweetened piss flowed from her swollen cunt directly onto my tongue. It was richer than ever — thick, sweet, almost like warm honeyed nectar with that deep, musky werewolf edge I had grown addicted to. I swallowed greedily, moaning at the delicious flavor as it coated my throat. She controlled the flow perfectly, giving me long, steady jets that filled my mouth again and again, letting me savor every drop while her tail wagged happily above us.
 
As I drank, I reached up and gently rubbed her round belly with both hands, feeling the faint, strong movements of our pups inside. Willoa moaned sweetly, her golden eyes half-lidded with pleasure and love.
 
“That’s it… drink your queen’s gift,” she murmured, voice thick with emotion. “Everything I have belongs to you now, Dickard. My body, my womb, my heart.”
 
When the last warm trickle ended, she slid down my body until her dripping, pregnant cunt hovered over my hard cock. She took me inside her slowly, sinking down with a long, beautiful moan until I was buried to the hilt in her scorching, velvety heat. Her pregnant pussy felt even more incredible now — tighter in some places, softer and more yielding in others, rippling with gentle, affectionate contractions that seemed to welcome me home.
 
We made love slowly at first, savoring every sensation. Willoa rolled her hips in deep, sensual circles, her fat ass grinding down against my lap while her swollen belly rested warmly on my stomach. Her massive breasts swayed heavily above me, and I leaned up to suckle gently on one stiff nipple, tasting the faint sweetness of early milk. She gasped, claws lightly scratching my shoulders as she rode me with tender, bestial passion.
 
“Feel how wet I am for you,” she whispered, voice husky and sweet. “Even full of your pups, my cunt still craves its mate.”
 
I gripped her wide hips, thrusting up gently to meet her movements. The wet, intimate sounds of our joining filled the chamber — soft squelches, her occasional sweet growls, my low groans of pleasure. Her tail curled lovingly around my thigh, holding me close as we moved together.
 
Gradually the pace built. Willoa’s breathing grew heavier, her golden eyes locking onto mine with fierce possessiveness and deep affection. She started riding me harder, slamming her fat ass down so her cheeks clapped rhythmically against my thighs. Her pregnant belly bounced gently with every thrust, and her heavy tits swayed wildly.
 
“Fill me one last time before you go,” she snarled sweetly, voice mixing love and raw lust. “Give your queen a final creampie to remember you by.”
 
I couldn’t hold back. I thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible inside her pregnant cunt. My cock pulsed and erupted, flooding her womb with thick, heavy ropes of cum. Willoa howled beautifully, her body shuddering through a powerful orgasm as her pussy milked me with rhythmic, loving contractions. A warm gush of her squirt mixed with my seed, soaking my groin and the furs beneath us.
 
We stayed locked together for a long while afterward, kissing softly, my hands gently stroking her round belly while she nuzzled my neck and whispered possessive endearments.
 
Eventually, I had to pack.
 
I gathered my things slowly, every movement reluctant. Willoa watched me with glowing eyes, one hand resting proudly on her swollen belly. When I was ready, she walked me to the entrance of the den, completely naked and gloriously pregnant. The morning sun lit her fur and curves beautifully. She stood tall and proud, tail waving high, belly round and glowing with life.
 
I pulled her into one final, deep kiss — slow, passionate, and bestial all at once. Our tongues danced, tasting each other, remembering every filthy and sweet moment we had shared.
 
When we parted, she smiled, fangs gleaming. “Come back soon, my mate. Your next ‘research subject’ will be waiting… and very, very wet.”
 
She waved her tail proudly, one hand cradling her bump as she already began planning aloud. “Next season I’ll give you even more pups. Strong ones. Maybe a whole litter of little researchers with your clever mind and my teeth.”
 
I left the den with a pronounced limp, a stupid, satisfied smile on my face, and the best field report of my entire career tucked safely under my arm.
 
Final Conclusion:
 
Werewolf females are lovely — beautiful, powerful, and graceful in their wildness.
 
They are fiercely loyal — once they choose their mate, no force in Lustopia can tear them away.
 
And they are the horniest, filthiest, most piss-happy breed in all of Lustopia — capable of turning even the most clinical research into the most delicious, addictive, soul-shaking pleasure imaginable.
 
I walked away from the den knowing two things with absolute certainty.
 
First, my research on Queen Willoa would stand as the gold standard for monster girl studies.
 
Second, I would absolutely be returning for round two.
 
As I headed down the forest path toward my next destination, I couldn’t help but grin wider. The slime girl was waiting somewhere ahead — supposedly able to turn her entire body into living, warm, slippery lube. The possibilities were endless.
 
But even as I imagined the next adventure, my mind kept drifting back to the proud, pregnant werewolf queen waving goodbye from her den entrance, belly round and glowing, tail wagging with joyful anticipation.
 
Science never sleeps.
 
And neither, it seemed, did my cock when it came to Willoa.
 
End of Volume: Werewolf.
 
Next up… the slime girl who can turn into living lube… probably.
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