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Chapter 1: The Ride That Starts It All

I stepped off the worn forest path into the sun-dappled clearing of the centaur settlement, the air thick with the scent of pine resin, wildflowers, and something richer—musk and warm horseflesh mixed with feminine sweetness. My name is Dickard Brieder, twenty-seven years old, healthy, strong, and for the last three years the foremost monster researcher in the wild kingdom of Lustopia. My cock had already twitched with anticipation the moment the village came into view.
 
Holly was waiting for me exactly as described in the research scroll: twenty-seven, breathtakingly beautiful, and radiating cheerful energy that made my pulse hammer. Her long brown hair bounced in loose waves around her perfect face, framing bright hazel eyes and full, smiling lips. A simple leather top struggled heroically to contain her massive breasts—easily double handfuls, round and heavy, the tops spilling out with every breath. Her human torso was toned perfection: flat, killer abs flexing visibly under sun-kissed skin, narrow waist flaring into wide, powerful hips that transitioned seamlessly into her magnificent centaur lower body. Four strong, sleek legs ended in polished hooves, her coat a glossy chestnut that gleamed in the sunlight. The powerful muscles of her flanks and haunches rippled with every shift of weight. Between those hind legs, I could already imagine the treasures I was here to study.
 
“Researcher! You made it!” Holly called out, her voice bright and musical. She trotted forward, massive tits jiggling heavily inside her top, nipples already visibly stiff against the soft leather. “Dickard, right? I’ve been looking forward to this research project all week. Come on, let me give you the full tour before we get… serious.”
 
She turned sideways, presenting her broad, bare back to me. No saddle, no reins, nothing but warm, smooth skin and flexing muscle. My mouth went dry.
 
I approached, boots crunching on soft grass. Up close, her scent was intoxicating—clean sweat, sun-warmed skin, and a deeper, feminine musk rising from her hindquarters that made my cock thicken instantly inside my trousers. I placed my hands on her human waist for balance, feeling the heat of her body, then swung my leg over and settled onto her strong back, right behind where her human torso met her centaur spine.
 
“Comfortable?” she asked, glancing back over her shoulder with a playful grin. Her cheeks were already flushed.
 
“Very,” I answered, voice rougher than I intended.
 
She started walking, then trotting. The motion was smoother than any horse I’d ever ridden, but far more intimate. Every powerful stride sent ripples through her body that traveled straight into my crotch. My hardening cock pressed firmly against the warm, bare skin of her lower back, nestled right above the powerful curve where her centaur body began.
 
As we entered the emerald woods, sunlight filtering through the canopy in golden shafts, the path narrowed. I had nothing to hold onto except her. Instinct took over. My hands slid up from her waist, palms gliding over her toned abs, then higher. I cupped the massive undersides of her huge breasts, lifting and squeezing them openly. They were incredibly heavy, soft yet firm, overflowing my hands. Holly let out a delighted laugh that turned into a low moan as my thumbs found her thick, stiff nipples through the leather and rolled them firmly.
 
“Mmmh! Bold researcher, aren’t you?” she teased, but her voice had already grown breathy. She arched her back, pushing those enormous tits harder into my groping hands. “Most visitors wait until we reach the stable… but I like it. Squeeze harder.”
 
I obeyed, kneading her massive breasts with both hands, pinching and tugging her nipples until she shivered. Her long brown hair streaked as she picked up speed, breaking into a smooth canter. The motion made her tits bounce and sway heavily in my palms, the soft flesh spilling between my fingers. My cock was now fully rock-hard, throbbing against her spine, leaving a wet smear of pre-cum on her skin with every stride.
 
The forest gave way to golden open fields. Holly galloped harder, powerful centaur muscles surging between my spread thighs. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, especially the slick warmth building between her hind legs. I leaned forward, pressing my chest to her back, still mauling her breasts greedily while the wind whipped past us. Her nipples were like hard little pebbles now. I tugged them rhythmically, matching the beat of her hooves.
 
“Gods, your hands feel good,” she panted, voice husky. “Keep playing with them… ahh… just like that.”
 
I could smell her arousal now—thick, sweet, and feminine, drifting up from under her tail. When I glanced down past her swaying breasts, I saw it: her centaur pussy was visibly glistening, plump outer lips swollen and parting slightly with each stride, a shiny trail of clear nectar already dripping down her inner thighs. The sight made my cock throb painfully against her back.
 
We raced across the fields, her laughter mixing with soft whinnies of pleasure as I continued to molest her huge tits openly. I pinched both nipples at once, rolling them firmly, and she rewarded me by bucking her hips mid-gallop, grinding her spine against my aching erection. My balls felt heavy and full, pressed tight to her warm coat.
 
Eventually the trees closed in again, and we slowed to a trot as we approached her private house-stable at the edge of the settlement. It was a beautiful structure—half open-air stable with fresh hay and soft blankets, half cozy living space with a wide, reinforced bed platform built at the perfect height for a centauress and her lover.
 
Holly came to a stop in the shaded entrance, breathing hard, her massive breasts still firmly in my hands. I gave them one last deep, possessive squeeze, thumbs flicking her swollen nipples, before reluctantly sliding down off her back. My cock was tenting my trousers obscenely, the front soaked with pre-cum.
 
When I stepped around to face her hindquarters, the view was even better. Her powerful centaur legs were slightly spread. Her pussy was flushed and dripping, thick lips puffy and glistening with arousal, a steady strand of her honey stretching down toward the ground. The tight pink ring of her centaur anus winked above it, clearly excited as well.
 
Holly looked back at me, cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling with lust and cheerfulness. “See what your riding did to me, researcher?” she purred. “I’m soaked. My centaur pussy hasn’t stopped leaking since you started playing with my tits.”
 
I stepped closer, inhaling her rich, intoxicating scent. My heart hammered. This was it—the real start of the project.
 
Holly swished her tail aside invitingly, giving me a full, unobstructed view of her dripping sex. “The breeding research begins tonight, Dickard. I’m all yours to study… every inch.”
 
I reached out and ran two fingers slowly along her slick centaur pussy lips, feeling the incredible heat and wetness. She shuddered and pushed back against my hand with a needy moan.
 
Yes. The real work was about to begin, and I couldn’t wait to bury myself deep inside this beautiful, eager centauress.




Chapter 2: Full-Body Inspection

I followed Holly deeper into her lantern-lit stable, the heavy wooden doors closing behind us with a solid thud that sealed us in privacy. The warm golden light from several hanging lanterns danced across her body, highlighting every delicious curve and powerful muscle. The air was thick with the scent of fresh hay, polished leather, and the unmistakable heavy musk of an aroused centauress.
 
Holly stood proudly in the center of the open space, all four legs planted firmly, her glossy chestnut coat shining. She held her human torso tall, shoulders back, which only made her massive breasts thrust out even more prominently against that straining leather top. Her hair was slightly tousled from the ride, and her cheeks were still flushed with excitement.
 
“Alright, researcher,” she said with a bright, eager smile that didn’t hide the lust in her eyes. “You wanted to inspect every inch of me. So inspect. I’m yours to study tonight.”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice.
 
I started circling her slowly, my eyes devouring her form. My hands followed right behind. I ran my palms up her strong human sides, feeling the warmth of her skin, then moved around to her front. Both hands immediately claimed her enormous breasts. Gods, they were even heavier than they felt while riding. I sank my fingers deep into the soft, yielding flesh, kneading them roughly, lifting and squeezing the massive globes together.
 
Holly moaned openly, a rich, throaty sound that echoed in the stable. “Mmmhh… yes, like that. They’re sensitive tonight.”
 
I pinched both thick nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, rolling and tugging them firmly through the leather. Her nipples stiffened instantly into hard, aching peaks. I pulled harder, twisting just enough to make her gasp, then released and watched her heavy tits jiggle and settle. I repeated it again and again until her moans grew louder and her breathing turned ragged.
 
Sliding my hands lower, I traced the ridges of her rock-hard abs. Each muscle was perfectly defined under my fingertips, flexing and tightening as she breathed. I dragged my nails lightly down the sexy washboard, making her shiver.
 
“Such a strong, beautiful body,” I murmured, voice thick with hunger.
 
I continued my circle until I stood directly behind her powerful centaur haunches. Holly helpfully swished her long tail to the side and arched her back slightly, presenting herself. The sight made my mouth water and my cock throb painfully in my trousers.
 
Her hind legs were slightly spread, giving me a perfect view. I dropped to my knees on the soft hay-strewn floor, my face now level with her glistening sex. Up close, the heat radiating from her was incredible.
 
With both hands, I reached up and boldly spread her firm, rounded centaur ass cheeks wide apart. A low groan escaped me at the sight.
 
Her centaur anus was a tight, pretty pink ring, winking slowly under my gaze, visibly pulsing with arousal. Just below it, her centaur pussy was a swollen, plump masterpiece—thick outer lips flushed dark with need, already parted to reveal shiny, wet inner folds that dripped with thick, clear nectar. A long, slow strand of her juices stretched downward and finally broke, landing on the hay between her hooves.
 
“Fuck… look at you,” I breathed.
 
I leaned in close, inhaling deeply. Her musky scent was intoxicating—rich, feminine, slightly sweet with a deeper, earthy tang that made my head spin. Pure aroused centauress. I pressed my face closer, nose brushing her slick lips, and took another long, greedy breath, letting her smell fill my lungs.
 
Holly trembled. “Do you like how I smell, Dickard?”
 
“Love it,” I growled.
 
I used my fingers to part her plump pussy lips wider, exposing the glistening pink entrance and her swollen clit peeking out at the top. Her inner walls were visibly contracting, begging to be touched. I pushed two thick fingers slowly inside her scorching centaur pussy.
 
The heat was overwhelming—like sliding into molten velvet. Her walls gripped me instantly, silky smooth and incredibly tight, pulsing and rippling around my invading fingers. I pushed deeper, curling them upward, feeling every ridge and fold as hot nectar coated my hand.
 
“Ahhhn!” Holly moaned loudly, her centaur hind legs quivering. “So deep already…”
 
I began pumping my fingers in and out, slow and deliberate, savoring the wet, squelching sounds her soaked pussy made with every thrust. More of her thick cream oozed out around my fingers, running down my wrist. I added a third finger, stretching her wider, and she pushed back against my hand with a needy whinny.
 
After several minutes of fingering her dripping cunt, I slid my fingers out, glistening with her juices, and moved them upward to her tight centaur anus. The little pink ring fluttered as I circled it teasingly with a slick fingertip.
 
“Put them in,” she panted, voice husky. “I want to feel full back there too.”
 
I pressed one finger against her anus and pushed. It was incredibly tight, hot, and velvety. The ring resisted for a moment before popping open, swallowing my finger in a scorching embrace. Holly shuddered hard, a deep moan escaping her as I worked the finger deeper, then added a second. Both fingers sank into her pulsing ass, feeling the powerful muscles clamp and ripple around me.
 
“Gods yes… stretch me,” she groaned. “I want to feel so full when you finally fuck me. I want both my holes trained for your cock.”
 
I finger-fucked both her holes at the same time—one hand in her dripping centaur pussy, two fingers from the other stretching her tight anus. The obscene wet sounds filled the stable along with her constant moans and whinnies. Her massive breasts swayed heavily beneath her as she rocked between my hands.
 
Finally, I couldn’t resist anymore.
 
I pulled my fingers free, leaned in, and pressed my mouth directly against her soaked centaur pussy. My tongue dove deep between her folds, lapping up her thick, sweet nectar straight from the source. The taste exploded across my tongue—rich, musky, slightly sweet like wild honey with a creamy thickness that made me groan loudly into her cunt.
 
I ate her hungrily, sucking on her plump lips, flicking her swollen clit with my tongue, then thrusting my tongue as deep as it would go inside her scorching channel. More of her juices flooded my mouth. I swallowed greedily, drinking her down while my hands kneaded her firm ass cheeks.
 
Holly was shaking now, legs trembling, her voice breaking into desperate little cries.
 
“Dickard… your tongue feels so good… keep drinking me… taste how wet I am for you…”
 
I buried my face deeper, nose pressed against her winking anus, tongue fucking her pussy relentlessly. I sucked hard on her clit and was rewarded with a fresh gush of her thick cream that coated my chin and dripped down my neck.
 
For long minutes I devoured her, lost in the taste, scent, and heat of her perfect centaur body. My cock was leaking constantly in my pants, aching to be freed, but I forced myself to stay focused on the inspection.
 
When I finally pulled back for air, my face was shiny and dripping with her juices. I looked up at her powerful form, from her soaked, puffy centaur pussy and twitching anus all the way up her toned back to where her massive breasts hung heavily.
 
Holly glanced back at me over her shoulder, eyes glassy with lust, cheeks burning red, a wide, eager smile on her pretty face.
 
“Well, researcher?” she purred, voice husky. “Have you seen enough yet… or do you need to keep inspecting me all night?”
 
I licked my lips, savoring the last traces of her taste, my hands still resting possessively on her spread ass cheeks.
 
The inspection was far from over.




Chapter 3: Kisses, Tongues, and Fingers

Holly turned her human upper body toward me, her hazel eyes burning with raw hunger. Without a word, she reached down, grabbed the front of my shirt with both hands, and pulled me up firmly against her. I rose from my knees, my face still glistening with her pussy juices, and she immediately crushed her mouth to mine in a deep, starving kiss.
 
Her lips were soft, full, and incredibly hot. She tasted faintly sweet, like wild berries mixed with the lingering musk of her own arousal. Her tongue pushed aggressively into my mouth, wrestling mine with eager, wet strokes. I groaned into the kiss as she devoured me, our tongues sliding and tangling, saliva mixing messily. She kissed like she was claiming me—deep, hungry, and completely unrestrained.
 
Her massive breasts smashed against my chest, the soft, heavy weight of them compressing between us. I could feel her stiff nipples poking hard through the thin leather top, rubbing against me with every breath. The heat of her toned human torso pressed flush to mine, her rock-hard abs flexing as she leaned into the kiss.
 
“Mmmph… fuck, you taste like me,” she moaned between sloppy kisses, her voice husky and dripping with need. She sucked on my tongue, then bit my lower lip playfully before diving back in, licking and swirling with filthy enthusiasm.
 
I wrapped my arms around her human waist, hands roaming up and down her strong back while we made out like animals. The kiss grew wetter, messier—strings of saliva connecting our lips every time we briefly pulled apart for air. Holly’s silky long brown hair brushed my face as she tilted her head, sucking my tongue harder, whimpering softly into my mouth.
 
Then she broke the kiss just enough to do something that made my cock throb violently.
 
With both hands, she lifted one of her enormous breasts, pulling the leather top down roughly so the heavy globe spilled completely free. The massive tit was pale and perfect, capped with a thick, dark pink nipple already swollen and glistening. She cupped it from underneath and lifted it toward my face.
 
“Suck it,” she ordered breathlessly, voice sweet but commanding. “Suckle my tit while you finger me.”
 
I latched on immediately. My mouth closed around her fat nipple, sucking hard, drawing the sensitive bud deep between my lips. Holly moaned loudly, a throaty, whinnying sound that echoed through the stable. I swirled my tongue around it, then bit down gently, scraping my teeth over the stiff peak before sucking again with long, hungry pulls.
 
“Ohhh yes… just like that, Dickard,” she gasped, cradling the back of my head, pressing my face deeper into the soft, pillowy flesh of her breast. “Bite it harder… I love feeling teeth on my nipples.”
 
I obeyed, nibbling and sucking harder while my other hand mauled the second massive tit still trapped in her top. Milk wasn’t coming yet, but her nipple throbbed against my tongue with every hard suck. I alternated between long, wet sucks and sharp little bites that made her entire human torso shudder.
 
My free hand slid down her body, over her killer abs, and reached back between her powerful hind legs. Her centaur pussy was absolutely drenched now—hot, swollen, and leaking profusely. I pushed three thick fingers straight into her soaking cunt without warning.
 
The wet, squelching sound was obscene as her velvet walls stretched around my fingers. She was scorching hot inside, silky and incredibly tight, gripping me like she never wanted to let go. I started pumping them deep and fast, fucking her with steady, forceful strokes while my thumb found her swollen clit and began rubbing firm, slippery circles around it.
 
Holly bucked hard against my hand, her powerful centaur haunches quivering. “Ahhn! Fuck… three fingers already… so good!”
 
She started grinding her hips, fucking herself on my hand while I continued devouring her nipple. The wet sounds of my fingers plunging in and out of her dripping centaur pussy filled the stable—lewd, constant, and deliciously filthy. Thick strands of her cream coated my fingers and ran down my wrist, dripping onto the hay below.
 
Her breathing grew ragged. She whinnied loudly, the sound mixing with desperate moans as she rode my hand faster. I curled my fingers inside her, stroking that spongy spot on her upper wall while my thumb pressed harder on her throbbing clit.
 
“Yes… right there! Don’t stop sucking my tit—fuck, I’m getting close!”
 
I sucked her nipple even harder, biting down as I finger-fucked her soaked pussy with everything I had. Three fingers slamming deep, thumb rubbing her clit in rapid circles. Her massive breast jiggled heavily against my face with every thrust of my arm.
 
Holly’s entire body started trembling. Her centaur legs shook, hooves shifting restlessly on the floor. Her pussy suddenly clamped down like a vice around my fingers, then began pulsing wildly.
 
“I’m cumming—! Oh gods, I’m cumming so hard!”
 
She let out a loud, beautiful whinny as her orgasm hit. Her centaur pussy gushed violently, a hot flood of clear, sweet nectar squirting around my pumping fingers and soaking my entire forearm. The gush was powerful—wave after wave of her girl-cum spraying out with every hard contraction, drenching my arm, dripping heavily from my elbow, and splattering onto the stable floor.
 
I kept fingering her through it, drawing out every last spasm while I sucked greedily on her nipple. Her massive tit heaved against my mouth as she shook and moaned, lost in pleasure.
 
Even as her first orgasm began to fade, Holly was already begging, voice broken and needy.
 
“More… put fingers in my ass too,” she panted, looking back at me with glassy, lust-drunk eyes. “I want both holes filled. Double-penetrate me with your fingers, Dickard. Stretch my centaur pussy and my tight little anus at the same time… please!”
 
I didn’t hesitate. While three fingers stayed buried deep in her still-spasming, soaking wet pussy, I brought my other hand up and pressed two fingers firmly against her winking centaur anus. The tight ring was slick from her dripping juices. I pushed both fingers inside her ass in one slow, steady thrust.
 
The heat and tightness were incredible. Her anus clamped down hard around my invading fingers, hot velvet muscle pulsing and rippling as I sank them deeper. Now I had three fingers pumping her drenched centaur pussy and two stretching her tight anus at the same time—double-penetrating her with nothing but my hands.
 
Holly cried out in pure bliss, pushing back against both my arms, impaling herself on my fingers. “Yes! Fuck both my holes… just like that!”
 
I started thrusting both sets of fingers in rhythm—pumping her pussy and ass together while my thumb kept working her swollen clit. The sounds were utterly filthy: wet squelching from her cunt, tighter, lewder sucking noises from her anus, and her constant moans and whinnies filling the lantern-lit stable.
 
Her massive breasts swayed heavily beneath her as she rocked between my hands, completely lost in the double penetration. Fresh juices poured from her pussy, coating both my arms as she trembled harder and harder.
 
I kept sucking and biting her nipple, fingers buried deep in both her soaking centaur holes, working her relentlessly toward another shattering orgasm.
 
Holly was shaking, dripping, and moaning my name like a prayer, her powerful body completely at my mercy.




Chapter 4: Mouth, Tongue, and Golden Piss

Holly was still trembling from her second orgasm, her powerful centaur body glistening with a light sheen of sweat, both her holes visibly pulsing and dripping onto the hay-strewn floor. She looked back at me with a wicked, lust-drunk smile, her hair messy and her cheeks flushed deep crimson.
 
“My turn to taste you, researcher,” she purred, voice husky and eager.
 
She gracefully lowered her human torso forward and down, bending at the waist until her upper body was almost parallel to the ground. Her massive breasts hung heavily beneath her, swinging like pendulums, nipples still hard and wet from my mouth. This position brought her pretty face level with my crotch while keeping her hindquarters raised high and presented to me.
 
I quickly stripped off my trousers, my throbbing cock springing free. It was painfully hard, veins bulging, the fat head already slick with pre-cum that kept oozing out in thick beads.
 
Holly’s eyes widened with hungry appreciation. “Mmm… so thick. Just the right size for a centauress.”
 
Without another word, she opened her mouth wide and engulfed me.
 
The wet heat was immediate and overwhelming. Her soft lips stretched obscenely around my girth as she took me deeper in one hungry motion. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling and lapping along the underside of my shaft. Drool immediately began to spill from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin in shiny strings as she bobbed her head.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned, my hand instinctively going to the back of her head.
 
She took me even deeper, throat bulging visibly as the fat head of my cock pushed into her tight gullet. She didn’t gag — instead she moaned around my length, the vibrations traveling straight down my shaft and into my balls. Her lips stretched into a perfect, lewd O, saliva pouring freely now, dripping in long, messy strands onto her swaying breasts and the floor below.
 
Holly sucked me like she was starving, wet, sloppy, and completely shameless. Loud, obscene glucking and slurping sounds filled the stable as she forced more of my cock down her throat. Her tongue never stopped moving, lashing and licking every inch she could reach. She pulled back until just the head was in her mouth, sucking hard on it like a thick candy, then slammed forward again until her nose pressed against my pelvis and her throat convulsed around me.
 
While she worshipped my cock, I dropped to my knees behind her raised hindquarters, bringing my face right between her powerful legs. Her centaur pussy was a soaked, puffy mess — thick lips swollen and parted, her clit peeking out, and fresh juices running down her inner thighs in shiny rivulets.
 
I buried my face into her dripping cunt with a groan of pure pleasure.
 
My tongue speared deep between her folds, thrusting inside her scorching velvet channel. She tasted even stronger now — thick, sweet, and musky, her cream coating my tongue in heavy layers. I licked and sucked noisily, drinking straight from her pussy while she screamed around my cock. The vibration of her muffled cries felt incredible.
 
I moved up and latched onto her swollen clit, sucking it hard between my lips while flicking it rapidly with my tongue. Holly’s powerful hind legs trembled violently. Her moans around my cock grew louder, wetter, more desperate. I tongue-fucked her pussy relentlessly, pushing my tongue as deep as it would go, then pulling out to lap up every drop of her leaking nectar.
 
The 69 position was perfect — her throat working my cock while I devoured her centaur cunt like a man possessed. Drool and pre-cum ran down her chin. My face was drenched in her juices, nose pressed against her winking centaur anus, breathing in her rich, filthy scent with every breath.
 
Holly started bucking her hips, grinding her soaked pussy against my mouth, fucking my face while still sucking me with sloppy, throat-bulging enthusiasm. Her massive tits swayed heavily beneath her, nipples brushing the hay.
 
Then I felt her body tense in a different way.
 
She pulled her mouth off my cock with a wet pop, strings of thick saliva connecting her lips to my glistening shaft. Panting hard, she looked back at me with glassy, shameless eyes.
 
“I can’t hold it anymore… I need to piss, Dickard. Right now.”
 
My cock twitched wildly at her words.
 
“Open your mouth,” she whispered breathlessly.
 
I tilted my head back, pressed my open mouth directly against her dripping centaur pussy, and waited.
 
Holly let out a long, relieved moan as the first hot golden stream erupted from her. It was powerful, musky, and deliciously warm — a fragrant, slightly salty-sweet piss that flooded straight into my mouth. I drank eagerly, swallowing gulp after gulp of her hot nectar. The taste was intense: earthy, feminine, warm, and strangely addictive. It filled my mouth again and again as she kept pissing, the excess spilling down my chin and neck, soaking my chest.
 
“Mmmhh… drink me,” she moaned, voice trembling with pleasure as she emptied her bladder into my willing mouth. “That’s it… swallow my piss like a good researcher.”
 
I gulped it down greedily, the warm liquid sliding down my throat while my cock throbbed untouched. The musky, fragrant flavor drove me wild. I kept my mouth wide open even when the stream slowed to a trickle, licking her pussy clean as the last drops fell onto my tongue.
 
Before she could finish, I moved my mouth higher and pressed my tongue firmly against her tight centaur anus.
 
Holly gasped sharply.
 
I circled the puckered ring, then pushed my tongue inside her ass just as she released another hot spurt of piss. The golden stream ran over my tongue and down my chin while I tongue-fucked her tight anus, thrusting in and out of the hot, velvety ring. The combined taste — her rich ass and fresh, fragrant piss — was utterly filthy and intoxicating. I groaned loudly into her ass, drinking every drop I could catch while my tongue probed deeper.
 
Holly whinnied loudly, shaking with pleasure as I rimmed her and drank her second stream of warm piss at the same time. Her anus fluttered and clenched around my invading tongue, and more of her golden nectar splashed across my face, dripping down my neck and chest in rivulets.
 
“Gods… you’re really drinking it all,” she moaned, voice thick with arousal. “Most researchers are too shy… but you’re lapping it up like you love it.”
 
I did. The warm, musky, fragrant taste combined with the filthy sensation of tongue-fucking her pulsing anus while she pissed made my head spin with raw lust. I buried my face deeper, sucking on her tight ring, drinking the last few spurts directly from her body until her bladder was finally empty.
 
When she finally stopped, I kept licking — long, slow, possessive strokes from her dripping pussy all the way up to her twitching anus, cleaning every drop of piss and cream from her perfect centaur holes.
 
Holly was panting hard, her powerful legs trembling, massive breasts heaving. She looked back at me with pure, filthy adoration, her lips still shiny with her own saliva and my pre-cum.
 
“Fuck… you’re even nastier than I hoped,” she whispered, smiling wide. “I think I’m going to enjoy this research a lot.”
 
My face, chest, and cock were all soaked — a messy mixture of her juices, spit, and warm golden piss. The taste of her still lingered strongly on my tongue, musky and delicious.
 
I wasn’t nearly done tasting her yet.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding

My cock was throbbing so hard it almost hurt, slick with Holly’s spit and my own pre-cum, veins bulging along the thick shaft. After drinking her golden piss and devouring both her holes, I was feral with need. Holly stayed in position — her human torso still lowered, massive breasts hanging heavily, her powerful centaur hindquarters raised and presented like a bitch in heat.
 
I stood up behind her, gripping my fat cock in one fist. Her centaur pussy was an absolute mess — plump lips swollen dark, gaping slightly from my fingers and tongue, thick strands of her creamy nectar dripping freely onto the hay between her hooves. The sight made my balls tighten.
 
“Fuck me, Dickard,” Holly moaned, looking back over her shoulder with pure lust in her eyes. “Breed me. I want that big human cock stretching my centaur pussy right now.”
 
I lined up the swollen head of my cock against her dripping entrance. Her heat radiated against my tip like a furnace. I grabbed her firm centaur hips with both hands, fingers digging into the powerful muscle, and slammed forward in one brutal thrust.
 
I buried every thick inch to the hilt in a single savage stroke.
 
“Fuuuuck!” I growled.
 
Her centaur pussy was tighter than anything I’d ever felt — scorching hot, silky velvet walls clamping down around my cock like a greedy fist. The stretch was incredible. Her inner muscles rippled and squeezed violently, milking me from base to tip as her body adjusted to my stallion-sized girth. I could feel every ridge, every fold, every pulsing contraction as her cunt swallowed me completely.
 
Holly let out a loud, blissful whinny, her entire body shuddering. “Oh gods yes! So deep! You’re filling me so fucking full!”
 
I didn’t give her time to adjust. I pulled back until just the fat head remained inside her, then slammed in again — hard, rough, bestial. My hips slapped loudly against her powerful centaur ass with a wet smack. My heavy balls swung forward and smacked against her swollen clit on every thrust. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the lantern-lit stable, mixed with the obscene, wet squelching of her soaked pussy.
 
I started pounding her without mercy.
 
Long, powerful strokes — pulling almost all the way out and driving back in to the balls, again and again. Each thrust made her massive breasts swing wildly beneath her like heavy pendulums. Her hair waved as her upper body rocked from the force of my fucking. I gripped her hips tighter, using her strong body as leverage to fuck her even harder, my cock spearing deep into her womb with every brutal plunge.
 
“Take it,” I growled, voice rough. “Take every inch of my cock in that greedy centaur cunt.”
 
Holly was moaning and whinnying uncontrollably, pushing back against me with her powerful hind legs, meeting every thrust. “Harder! Fuck me like a proper broodmare! Pound my pussy!”
 
I gave her exactly what she begged for. I fucked her with raw, animalistic intensity — hips slamming forward, cock stretching her tight walls over and over. Her juices sprayed out around my shaft with every withdrawal, soaking my balls and running down her thighs in messy rivers. The musky scent of her aroused centaur pussy filled the air, thick and intoxicating.
 
I reached forward and grabbed her swinging breasts, mauling the heavy globes roughly while I railed her from behind. I pinched and twisted her stiff nipples, pulling them hard as I continued to slam into her dripping cunt.
 
Her pussy was getting wetter, hotter, tighter. The velvet walls fluttered and clenched around my pistoning cock, sucking me deeper with every thrust. I could feel her cervix kissing the head of my cock on the deepest strokes, that tight ring yielding as I battered it open.
 
Holly’s moans turned into desperate screams of pleasure. “I’m going to cum—! Your cock is hitting so deep— ahhn!”
 
I felt her centaur pussy suddenly clamp down like a vice. Her walls spasmed wildly around my shaft as she came hard. A powerful gush of hot nectar squirted out around my cock, spraying against my pelvis and balls with every brutal thrust. Her entire body shook, legs trembling, hooves scraping the floor as she squirted again and again, soaking us both.
 
I didn’t slow down. I fucked her straight through her orgasm, using her pulsing, squirting cunt to chase my own release. My balls drew up tight, the pressure building fast.
 
“I’m going to breed you,” I snarled, pounding her even harder. “Gonna flood this tight centaur pussy with my cum.”
 
“Yes! Fill me! Pump it all inside me!” Holly cried, still shaking from her climax.
 
With a deep, guttural groan, I slammed in to the hilt one final time and exploded.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum erupted from my cock, blasting straight against her cervix and flooding her womb. I came harder than I ever had in my life — pulse after powerful pulse, pumping load after load of thick, fertile seed deep inside her. Her pussy milked me greedily, rippling and squeezing around my spurting cock, drawing out every drop.
 
I kept thrusting through my orgasm, short, hard strokes as I emptied my balls completely. Cum overflowed around my shaft, mixed with her juices, leaking out in creamy white streams and dripping heavily from her stretched pussy lips.
 
Holly moaned in pure bliss, her centaur cunt still fluttering and contracting around me, milking every last spurt. “So much… I can feel it all inside me… so hot and thick…”
 
For a long minute we stayed locked together, my cock buried to the root inside her cum-stuffed centaur pussy, both of us panting hard. Her powerful body trembled with aftershocks. I could feel her walls still gently pulsing around me, greedily keeping my cum deep where it belonged.
 
I slowly pulled out, watching with dark satisfaction as a thick flood of my white seed poured from her gaping, well-fucked hole. It ran down her thighs in heavy rivulets, marking her as thoroughly bred.
 
Holly looked back at me, eyes glassy with satisfaction and fresh hunger, her massive breasts still heaving, nipples stiff.
 
“That was just the first breeding,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “And I already want more.”
 
My cock, still rock-hard and glistening with our combined fluids, twitched at her words.
 
The night was far from over.




Chapter 6: Anal Claiming and the First All-Night Ride

My cock slid out of Holly’s freshly creampied centaur pussy with a wet, obscene pop. Thick globs of my cum immediately poured from her stretched, gaping hole, running down her thighs in heavy white rivers. Yet I was still rock-hard, throbbing angrily, glistening with a messy mix of her pussy cream and my own load.
 
I wasn’t done with her. Not even close.
 
I gripped my slick shaft and pressed the fat, cum-covered head directly against her tight pink centaur anus. The little ring fluttered and winked at me, still slightly slick from earlier play.
 
“Ready for me to claim this tight centaur ass?” I growled.
 
Holly looked back at me, eyes wild with lust. “Yes… wreck it. Stretch my ass wide open.”
 
I pushed forward. The tight ring resisted at first, then slowly stretched around my thick cockhead. Inch by slow, delicious inch, I sank into her impossibly snug heat. The pressure was insane — her anal walls gripped me like a burning velvet vice, hotter and tighter than her pussy had been. Holly gasped sharply, her powerful hind legs trembling as I fed more of my thick shaft into her ass.
 
“Fuuuuck… so big…” she moaned, voice breaking. “It’s splitting me open… don’t stop!”
 
I kept pushing, watching her tight centaur anus swallow every veiny inch until my heavy balls finally pressed against her dripping pussy lips. I was buried balls-deep in her ass, completely sheathed in scorching, rippling heat. The sensation was mind-melting.
 
Holly let out a long, shuddering whinny and pushed back greedily, impaling herself even deeper. “Gods yes… I love the stretch. Fuck my ass, Dickard. Claim it.”
 
I pulled back slowly until just the head remained inside her gripping ring, then slammed forward with a brutal thrust. The wet slap of my hips against her firm centaur ass echoed through the stable. I started fucking her ass with long, powerful, bestial strokes — pulling almost all the way out and driving back in to the hilt, over and over.
 
Holly’s moans turned feral. She reached back between her hind legs and shoved three fingers deep into her own cum-leaking centaur pussy, frantically fingering herself while I railed her ass. The filthy squelching sounds of her fingers pumping her soaked cunt mixed with the louder, tighter sounds of my cock destroying her anus.
 
I fucked her harder, gripping her powerful flanks, using her strong body like a breeding mare. Each thrust made her massive breasts swing violently beneath her. Her tight anal walls rippled and clenched around my pistoning cock, milking me with every brutal plunge. The musky scent of her ass and pussy filled the stable, thick and intoxicating.
 
After several minutes of savage ass-fucking, I leaned over her back and growled into her ear, “Outside. Now. I want to ride you with my cock buried in your ass under the stars.”
 
Holly whinnied in excitement. I stayed buried deep inside her as she carefully walked out of the stable into the cool night air. The moment we stepped into the moonlit clearing, she broke into a trot. The motion made my cock shift and thrust inside her tight anus with every stride. I grabbed her huge bouncing breasts from behind, squeezing and mauling them roughly as she started to gallop.
 
“Ride me!” she cried.
 
I held on tight, hands locked around her massive tits, fingers digging into soft flesh and pinching her stiff nipples while my cock stayed buried to the balls in her ass. Holly galloped faster through the moonlit fields, her powerful centaur body surging beneath me. Every stride drove my thick cock in and out of her stretched anus in a perfect, rhythmic fucking. The wind whipped past us as I pounded her ass from atop her back, balls slapping wetly against her dripping pussy.
 
“Harder!” she begged. “Fuck my ass while I run!”
 
I thrust my hips down to meet her movements, slamming into her tight ring again and again. Her anal walls squeezed me like a fist, hot and silky. We raced across the open fields, her hooves thundering against the earth, my cock brutally reaming her ass the entire time. I twisted her nipples hard and she screamed in pleasure, her pussy gushing fresh juices down her legs.
 
Eventually we reached a soft grassy clearing surrounded by trees. Holly slowed to a stop, panting hard, her body gleaming with sweat under the moonlight.
 
I finally pulled my cock out of her ass with a wet pop, her stretched ring staying open for a second before slowly winking shut. But we weren’t stopping.
 
We fucked in every position her magnificent centaur body allowed.
 
First, I had her stand tall while I stood behind her again. I slammed back into her ass in one rough thrust and pounded her mercilessly, my hips slapping loudly against her. She fingered her pussy furiously, cumming hard with my cock buried deep in her bowels. I filled her ass with my second load of the night, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside her until it overflowed and ran down over her pussy.
 
Then she lowered her front half, presenting both holes. I switched between her cum-filled ass and her dripping pussy, alternating brutally while she moaned like a whore in heat.
 
Later, she lay on her side on the soft grass. I mounted her like a beast, one leg over her powerful haunches, driving into her ass with deep, grinding strokes while sucking hard on her swaying breasts.
 
We moved again — me riding her back once more, this time with my cock buried in her pussy, then switching back to her ass mid-gallop. Every time I felt close, I’d pull out and shove into the other hole, using her like my personal fucktoy.
 
Holly came again and again. She squirted violently around my cock, soaked the grass beneath us, and screamed my name into the night. I lost count of how many times I filled her — thick loads pumped into her ass, her pussy, even across her toned abs and massive tits when she begged for it.
 
We fucked for hours under the stars. Rough. Bestial. Endless. The sound of wet flesh, her whinnies, my growls, and the constant squelching of cum-filled holes filled the moonlit forest.
 
By the time the sky began to lighten with the first hints of dawn, we were both exhausted, covered in sweat, cum, and her juices. Holly’s centaur ass and pussy were red, swollen, and leaking my seed from multiple creampies. Her massive breasts were covered in bite marks and handprints.
 
I stayed buried deep in her ass as she slowly walked us back toward the stable, my hands gently kneading her sore tits.
 
The first all-night ride was over… but I already knew tonight would be even wilder.




Chapter 7: Daily Life, Hunting, and Constant Breeding

The next few weeks blurred into the most addictive, blissful routine of my life. Holly and I became inseparable newlyweds in every sense of the word. We woke up tangled together in her stable, spent the days hunting, cooking, laughing, and talking about everything and nothing, and spent nearly every waking hour fucking like animals in heat. The beautiful centauress had completely claimed me, and I had claimed every inch of her powerful body in return.
 
Each morning started the same delicious way. I’d wake with my cock already buried inside her warm centaur pussy or ass from the night before. Holly would greet me with a bright, cheery smile and a deep, hungry kiss, then roll her hips to ride me slowly until we both came again.
 
Today was no different.
 
“Time to hunt, my mate,” Holly said playfully after our morning creampie, her hair tousled and her massive breasts still flushed. “I’m going to teach you how to shoot from my back while you’re balls-deep inside me.”
 
My cock twitched back to full hardness at the idea.
 
We headed out into the emerald forest, the air fresh and alive with birdsong. Holly trotted gracefully while I mounted her bare back. This time, instead of just riding, I positioned myself carefully, lined up my thick cock with her already dripping centaur pussy, and sank straight in to the hilt as I settled onto her.
 
Holly moaned loudly, her powerful body shuddering. “Mmmh… perfect. Keep that big cock inside me while we hunt.”
 
I wrapped one arm around her human waist for balance, the other holding the bow she’d loaned me. My hips stayed pressed tight to her, cock buried deep in her scorching, silky cunt as she broke into a smooth canter. Every stride made my shaft thrust naturally in and out of her, a constant, rhythmic fucking while we moved through the trees.
 
We spotted a fat deer in a sunlit clearing. Holly slowed to a quiet stalk, muscles rippling beneath me. I nocked an arrow, drew the bowstring while still buried inside her, and released. The arrow flew true. The kill was clean.
 
“Good shot, husband,” Holly purred, clenching her centaur pussy around my cock in proud approval. She was dripping down my balls by the time we reached the deer.
 
We carried the kill back to her stable-house together. While I dressed and butchered the meat, Holly prepared a fire and herbs. The domestic scene felt strangely perfect — me covered in her pussy juices, her still leaking my morning load down her legs as we worked side by side, stealing kisses and groping each other constantly.
 
As soon as the meat was roasting and filling the air with mouthwatering smells, the real hunger took over.
 
Holly lowered her front half, presenting her soaked centaur pussy and ass to me. “Fuck me while it cooks, Dickard. I need you again.”
 
I slammed into her dripping centaur pussy in one rough thrust, burying myself balls-deep. She stood tall and proud while I railed her hard from behind in a perfect standing doggy-style. My hips slapped loudly against her firm centaur ass with every brutal stroke. I reached around and mauled her massive swinging breasts, pinching her nipples as I pounded her.
 
“Harder,” she begged, pushing back. “Breed your centauress wife properly.”
 
I fucked her like a beast — long, powerful strokes that made her juices spray and her heavy tits bounce wildly. We came together hard, my thick cum flooding her womb while her pussy squirted around my shaft. Then we ate the fresh venison together, feeding each other bites between messy, greasy kisses.
 
The moment the food was finished, we went right back to fucking for hours.
 
Sometimes I’d have her stand tall again while I railed her centaur pussy from behind, gripping her wide hips and slamming into her with bestial force. Other times she’d lower her human torso completely, letting me suck and bite her massive tits while I stayed buried deep inside her, grinding slow and deep, savoring the velvet heat of her cunt. We fucked on the grass outside, against the walls of the stable, even with her lying on her side so I could thrust into both her holes in turn.
 
Every position felt incredible with her powerful body.
 
As evening fell, our favorite ritual began.
 
“Take me for a night ride,” Holly whispered, eyes sparkling with love and lust.
 
I mounted her again, sliding my cock back into her cum-filled centaur pussy. She trotted out into the moonlit forest, then broke into a full gallop. I held onto her huge bouncing breasts, squeezing and slapping them as I thrust up into her with every stride. The wind rushed past us while I fucked her at full speed, my thick cock stretching her pussy open over and over.
 
We rode deep into the woods like that for hours — me buried inside her the entire time, switching between her pussy and her tight ass whenever I wanted. I’d pull out of one hole and slam into the other mid-gallop, making her scream in ecstasy. When I came, I flooded whichever hole I was in, pumping her full until thick streams of cum ran down her powerful chestnut legs and dripped from her hooves.
 
Holly loved it. She’d cum constantly, soaking my balls and thighs with her sweet nectar, whinnying my name into the night as we raced under the stars.
 
By the time we finally returned to the stable, exhausted and glowing, she was a beautiful mess. Her centaur pussy and anus were swollen and red, both holes gaping slightly and leaking a constant flow of my thick white cum down her muscular legs. Her massive breasts were covered in my handprints and bite marks. Yet she still wore that bright, loving smile.
 
We collapsed together on the soft bedding, my arms wrapped around her human torso, my face buried between her heavy tits. She stroked my hair gently, whispering sweet nothings about how happy she was, how she already felt like we were truly mated.
 
“I’ve never felt this close to anyone,” she murmured, kissing the top of my head. “You’re not just researching me anymore, Dickard. You’re my mate.”
 
I kissed her deeply, tasting the mixture of sweat, meat, and sex on her lips. “And you’re mine, Holly. Every beautiful, powerful inch of you.”
 
Even as we drifted toward sleep, my cock was nestled against her cum-soaked centaur pussy, already stirring again. Tomorrow would be the same — hunting, cooking, eating, and constant, rough, loving breeding.
 
I had never been happier in my life.




Chapter 8: The Upside-Down Breeding Breakthrough

Weeks of constant, passionate breeding had passed, yet Holly still wasn’t pregnant. Cross-species conception in Lustopia was notoriously difficult, especially between humans and centaurs. No matter how deeply I filled her, no matter how many thick loads I pumped into her womb, her body wasn’t catching. Normal doggy-style fucking — as incredible as it felt — simply wasn’t delivering my cum at the right angle or depth to properly claim her fertile core.
 
“We need a new way,” Holly said one warm afternoon, her voice a mix of frustration and determination. “I want your baby, Dickard. I need you to flood my womb directly.”
 
We had found the perfect spot — a sturdy, low-hanging branch in a secluded part of the forest clearing behind her stable. Holly positioned herself directly beneath it, all four powerful legs planted firmly, standing perfectly still. Her massive breasts rose and fell with excited breaths, nipples already stiff. Her centaur pussy was visibly swollen and dripping, glistening strands of arousal stretching toward the grass.
 
I climbed the tree, stripped completely naked, and hung upside down from the thick branch, my legs hooked securely over it. Blood immediately rushed to my head, making my face flush hot and my vision slightly hazy. My rock-hard cock pointed straight upward, throbbing angrily toward the sky — perfectly aligned with Holly’s waiting centaur cunt.
 
“Lower yourself slightly,” I growled, voice already thick with lust.
 
Holly carefully adjusted her stance, bending her powerful hind legs just enough so her dripping pussy hovered directly above my upthrust cock. The heat radiating from her sex washed over my shaft.
 
“Now,” she whispered, voice trembling with need. “Breed me like this.”
 
I grabbed her firm centaur hips from my inverted position and pulled her down onto me while thrusting upward at the same time.
 
My thick cock speared straight up into her centaur pussy in one powerful, vertical thrust, burying me to the balls in a single stroke.
 
“Fuuuuck!” Holly screamed in pure ecstasy.
 
The angle was devastating. My cock drove directly upward into her core, the fat head slamming hard against her cervix with every thrust. Her velvet walls clamped down around me like molten silk, hotter and tighter in this position than ever before. Gravity and the blood rushing to my head made every sensation more intense, more bestial.
 
I started thrusting like a filthy piston — hard, fast, upward strokes that hammered her cervix relentlessly. The wet, obscene slapping sounds of my heavy balls smacking against her swollen clit filled the clearing with every brutal plunge. Sweat already poured off both our bodies in the warm afternoon sun.
 
Holly’s massive breasts bounced wildly beneath her with each powerful upward thrust. They swung like heavy pendulums, slapping together loudly as I railed her from below. Her long brown hair hung down, face flushed with pleasure, mouth open in constant moans and whinnies.
 
“Gods! It’s so deep—! You’re battering my womb!” she cried, voice breaking. “Keep fucking me like that! Hammer my cervix!”
 
I growled and fucked her harder, using my grip on her hips to pull her down onto my cock while I thrust up with savage force. The blood rushing to my head made me feel light-headed and feral, every stroke more desperate and rough. Her centaur pussy juices ran down my shaft and over my abs in hot rivers, dripping onto my chest and face as I hung there.
 
Schlap-schlap-schlap-schlap!
 
The relentless sound of my balls beating her clit mixed with the wet squelching of her soaked cunt being pistoned. I could feel her cervix starting to yield, that tight inner ring softening and opening under the direct assault of my cockhead.
 
Holly was losing control. Her powerful hind legs trembled even as she tried to stay mostly still. Her huge tits bounced frantically, sweat flying from her body with every impact. She reached down and grabbed her own breasts, squeezing them hard, pinching her nipples while I destroyed her pussy from below.
 
“I’m cumming—! Already—!” she screamed.
 
Her centaur pussy suddenly clamped down violently around my cock. A powerful gush of hot nectar squirted out around my shaft, spraying across my chest and face as she came hard. Her walls rippled and milked me in powerful spasms, trying to suck the cum straight from my balls.
 
I didn’t slow down. I kept hammering upward, fucking her through her orgasm with rough, bestial strokes, balls slapping her clit nonstop.
 
When her climax finally eased, I snarled, “I’m going to pump load after load straight into your womb.”
 
“Yes! Fill me! Breed me deep!”
 
The upside-down position let me thrust with incredible force and precision. Every stroke drove my cockhead directly against her cervix, battering it open. I felt the moment it finally gave — my cock slipping just past the tight ring and into the deepest part of her womb.
 
The sensation broke me.
 
With a guttural roar, I exploded. Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasted directly into her womb, flooding her fertile core with pulse after powerful pulse. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, short, vicious upward strokes that forced every drop as deep as possible. Cum overflowed around my cock, mixed with her juices, running down my body in creamy white streams.
 
But I didn’t stop.
 
Still rock-hard and dizzy from the blood rush, I kept fucking her. Another load built quickly. Minutes later I came again, pumping even more thick seed straight into her womb. Holly screamed in ecstasy, cumming with me, her pussy squirting violently around my pistoning shaft.
 
We lost ourselves in the filthy, kinky breeding. Load after load of my hot, potent cum was pumped directly into her deepest chamber. Sweat flew from our bodies. Her massive tits bounced and slapped wildly. The wet, messy sounds of our joined sexes echoed through the trees.
 
Holly’s voice grew hoarse from screaming. “I can feel it… so much cum… it’s filling my womb completely… this is going to work, Dickard! I can feel it!”
 
I could feel it too. The angle was perfect. My seed was being delivered exactly where it needed to be, shot after thick shot, straight into her waiting womb. Her centaur pussy fluttered and milked me greedily, as if her body was finally accepting everything I gave her.
 
By the time I unleashed my fourth massive load, we were both drenched in sweat, trembling, and gasping for air. Thick white cum poured out of her overstuffed centaur pussy every time I thrust upward, running down her thighs and dripping onto my face and chest in heavy globs. Her cervix stayed kissed tight around the head of my cock, holding as much of my seed inside as possible.
 
I finally unhooked my legs and dropped down to the grass, dizzy and exhausted. Holly immediately turned and lowered herself over me, kissing me deeply, her massive breasts pressing against my cum-and-sweat-soaked chest.
 
We both knew it.
 
This was the breakthrough.
 
This kinky, upside-down breeding position had finally given us the angle we needed. Her womb was now swimming with my cum, and for the first time, we both felt real hope.
 
Holly nuzzled my neck, breathing hard, her voice soft but filled with love and lust.
 
“We’re going to make a baby… I just know it.”




Chapter 9: The Centaur Productivity Orgy

The entire centaur village gathered under the moonlight in the large central clearing, torches blazing and drums beating a deep, primal rhythm. Word had spread that the human researcher and Holly were close to successful breeding, so the village demanded the traditional Productivity Orgy to bless the union and ensure fertility.
 
Holly stood proudly in the center, her skin glowing in the firelight, massive breasts already heaving with excitement. She looked at me with loving, lust-filled eyes.
 
“My pussy is only for you, Dickard,” she whispered. “But my mouth and ass belong to the village tonight. Watch me get used… and then claim me harder than ever.”
 
My cock was already rock-hard as two powerful centaur stallions approached her.
 
The first stallion, a muscular black-coated male, grabbed Holly’s head and shoved his massive centaur cock straight into her mouth. Her lips stretched obscenely wide around his thick girth as he started throat-fucking her with rough, deep strokes. Bulges appeared in her throat with every thrust while thick ropes of drool poured from her mouth and down her swinging tits.
 
At the same time, the second stallion moved behind her, spread her firm cheeks, and rammed his huge cock into her tight centaur anus in one brutal thrust. Holly screamed around the cock in her mouth as her ass was stretched wide open. The two stallions quickly found a rhythm, spit-roasting her mercilessly — one pounding her throat, the other reaming her anus with wet, heavy slaps.
 
Holly moaned like a whore in heat, her eyes rolling back in pleasure as she was used from both ends.
 
I watched with burning arousal, my cock throbbing painfully, as her massive breasts bounced wildly and her holes took their pounding.
 
While I watched my mate get thoroughly fucked, a circle of five gorgeous centauresses surrounded me. They were all beautiful — different coat colors, huge breasts, toned human torsos, and dripping wet centaur pussies.
 
They descended on me like hungry predators.
 
Two of them immediately dropped their heads to my chest, licking and sucking my nipples with hot, wet tongues. Another pressed her face between my ass cheeks and started rimming me enthusiastically, her strong tongue pushing deep into my asshole. The fourth and fifth knelt in front of me — one swallowing my cock to the balls in one greedy motion, the other sucking and licking my heavy balls.
 
The sensations were overwhelming. Wet mouths, swirling tongues, and hot breath everywhere. The one sucking my cock took me deep into her throat, gagging and drooling messily while the rimmer tongued my ass deeper.
 
Then they started pissing.
 
The centauress with my cock in her mouth pulled back and aimed her stream first — a hot, fragrant golden arc splashing across my chest and abs. Another joined her, pissing directly onto my cock and balls. The warm, musky liquid ran down my body in fragrant rivers. A third centauress lifted her tail and pissed straight onto my face. I opened my mouth wide, drinking her strong, warm piss greedily. The musky, slightly salty-sweet taste flooded my tongue as I swallowed again and again.
 
They took turns pissing on me and in my mouth while continuing to lick, suck, and rim me. My entire body was soaked in their warm, fragrant centaur piss, the scent thick and heady in the night air.
 
I couldn’t hold back anymore.
 
I grabbed the nearest centauress — a beautiful bay-coated beauty with enormous tits — and slammed my cock into her dripping centaur pussy. I fucked her hard and fast, pounding her like an animal while the others kept licking me. She came hard, squirting around my shaft. I filled her womb with a thick load, pumping rope after rope deep inside her.
 
I moved to the next one, then the next. I bred three different centauresses in quick succession, fucking their tight cunts roughly and flooding each of them with heavy creampies while the rest of the circle licked my piss-soaked body clean and drank from my mouth.
 
All the while, I kept watching Holly.
 
She was a complete mess now. Cum dripped from her chin and covered her tits. Her centaur anus was gaping wide, leaking thick stallion cum after both males had taken turns dumping their loads inside her. They had switched positions multiple times — one always buried in her throat, the other wrecking her ass. Holly’s eyes were glazed with pure depraved pleasure, but every time she looked at me, I saw nothing but love and lust.
 
The raw, filthy energy of the orgy reached its peak.
 
The stallions finally stepped back, leaving Holly panting, cum leaking from her mouth and stretched anus. She looked at me with desperate need.
 
“Now, Dickard… Come claim what’s yours.”
 
I pushed through the circle of centauresses and mounted Holly from behind. Her centaur pussy was still completely untouched by anyone else — swollen, dripping, and aching for me. I slammed into her in one savage thrust, burying my cock to the balls in her scorching heat.
 
The entire village cheered loudly.
 
I fucked her with everything I had — rough, bestial, possessive strokes. Her pussy felt even hotter and wetter after watching her get used. I reached forward and mauled her massive cum-covered breasts, pinching her nipples hard while I railed her.
 
Holly screamed in ecstasy. “Yes! Breed me! Fill your mate’s womb while they all watch!”
 
The depraved energy of the orgy had me on edge. Every filthy sight and sound pushed me closer. I fucked her harder, balls slapping her clit, cock hammering her cervix.
 
When my orgasm finally hit, it was the biggest and most powerful of my life.
 
I roared as thick, heavy jets of cum exploded straight into her womb. Rope after rope after rope — hotter, thicker, and more voluminous than ever before. Her pussy milked me violently, squeezing and rippling as she came with me, squirting hard around my pulsing cock. I kept thrusting through it, pumping load after load until her womb was overflowing and cum gushed out around my shaft in creamy waves, running down her legs in rivers.
 
The village cheered even louder as I flooded Holly with the single largest creampie I had ever given her.
 
Panting and trembling, I stayed buried deep inside her, my cock still twitching and releasing smaller spurts. Holly looked back at me with a radiant, cum-covered smile, her eyes shining with love and satisfaction.
 
The Productivity Orgy had done its job.




Chapter 10: Pregnancy, Birth, and the Final Claiming

The 170 days of Holly’s pregnancy passed in a heated, loving blur. Because our child was a human-centaur hybrid, the gestation was dramatically shorter than a full centaur pregnancy, and it showed. Holly’s belly swelled rapidly into a heavy, rounded dome that hung beautifully beneath her toned abs. Her already massive breasts grew even larger, becoming swollen, veiny, and constantly leaking thin streams of sweet milk from her thick nipples. She was hornier than ever — constantly wet, constantly needy, her centaur pussy dripping almost nonstop.
 
We celebrated every stage.
 
One golden afternoon, with her belly now huge and her breasts leaking down her front, we made love slowly and tenderly in the soft grass outside the stable. I mounted her from behind in a gentle standing position, sliding my thick cock into her soaked centaur pussy with long, deep strokes. Holly moaned sweetly, pushing back against me as I wrapped my arms around her swollen belly, kissing her human back and neck while I made love to her. We rocked together for nearly an hour, slow and sensual, my cock gliding in and out of her silky heat until we both came together — my cum flooding her womb while her pussy fluttered and milked me lovingly.
 
Later that same day, the sweetness turned savage.
 
I bent her over in the stable and fucked her brutally. I railed her centaur pussy hard and fast, then pulled out and slammed into her tight ass, stretching her wide. I used every hole relentlessly — pussy, ass, then forcing my cock down her throat while she knelt low. I filled all three of her holes with thick loads, covering her leaking breasts and pregnant belly in cum as well. Holly screamed and squirted through multiple orgasms, begging me to breed her even though she was already carrying my child.
 
The birth came on the 170th day, swift and powerful.
 
Holly stood in the center of the village clearing, surrounded by the elders and midwives. Her contractions were strong but she was brave, gripping my hand tightly. After only a few intense hours, our son Cena entered the world in a rush of fluid and effort. He was a beautiful, strong centaur colt — glossy chestnut coat like his mother, powerful little legs, and a human torso that already showed signs of my stronger build. When he opened his eyes for the first time, they were bright and sharp, carrying a clear spark of human resilience and intelligence.
 
The entire village erupted in joyous cheers. Drums beat, songs were sung, and Holly beamed with exhausted pride as she nuzzled our newborn son. I held them both, heart swelling with a love I had never known before.
 
That same night, after the celebrations died down and the village had gone to sleep, Holly and I shared one final claiming in the privacy of her stable. Little Cena slept peacefully in a soft nest of blankets right beside our bedding platform, his tiny chest rising and falling steadily.
 
Holly looked at me with tears of joy and raw lust in her eyes. “One last time, my love. Fuck me like you own me. Mark me. Let me mark you.”
 
We started slow and loving. I kissed her deeply, sucking the sweet milk from her swollen, leaking breasts while I gently slid my cock into her still-sensitive centaur pussy. We rocked together tenderly, her pregnant-swollen body pressed to mine, whispering words of love between moans.
 
But the sweetness didn’t last.
 
Soon the hunger took over. I flipped her into a rough standing position and started pounding her centaur pussy with deep, bestial thrusts, my hips slapping loudly against her ass while milk sprayed from her nipples with every impact. Holly whinnied and pushed back, begging for more.
 
I fucked her harder.
 
I pulled out and drove straight into her tight centaur anus, reaming her ass with rough, possessive strokes. Then I made her lower her torso and shoved my cock down her throat, face-fucking her until thick drool ran down her chin and onto her leaking breasts.
 
I rotated between all her holes — slamming her pussy until she squirted, wrecking her ass until it gaped, then feeding her my cock until she gagged and drooled. Cena slept soundly beside us the entire time, completely unaware of how filthily his parents were celebrating his birth.
 
Finally, I buried myself deep in her centaur pussy one last time.
 
“I’m going to cum in every hole tonight,” I growled.
 
I unloaded the first massive load deep in her pussy, flooding her womb with thick, hot ropes. Then I pulled out, still spurting, and shoved into her ass, pumping the rest of that load into her bowels. When I pulled out again, I grabbed her head and forced my cock straight down her throat, shooting the final thick spurts directly into her stomach.
 
Holly swallowed greedily, moaning around my shaft.
 
Then she gave me her final gift.
 
Still trembling from her own orgasms, she looked down at me with possessive, loving eyes and let go. A long, powerful golden stream of hot piss erupted from her centaur pussy, splashing across my chest. She aimed higher, soaking my face, my open mouth, my hair. I drank from her as she pissed, the warm, musky, fragrant liquid flooding my tongue in heavy waves. She marked me thoroughly — long, claiming streams running down my body, soaking my cock and balls, covering me in her scent.
 
“You’re mine forever, Dickard Brieder,” she whispered hoarsely as the last of her piss trickled over me. “Even when you leave, you’ll carry my mark.”
 
I kissed her deeply, tasting her piss and cum on both our tongues, my heart aching with a perfect mix of love and sorrow.
 
The next morning, the village gathered to see me off. Cena was healthy and strong, already nursing eagerly from his mother’s heavy, milk-laden breasts. The elders promised he would grow into a legendary leader — stronger, more resilient, and wiser because of his hybrid blood.
 
I held Holly for a long time, kissing her softly, then passionately. I pressed one final kiss to Cena’s forehead, then mounted my travel horse.
 
Holly stood there with tears in her eyes but a proud, loving smile on her face, our son at her side, cum and piss still secretly marking us both beneath our clothes.
 
My research in this village was complete.
 
My heart was full, my body satisfied, and my mind already turning toward the next monster girl waiting somewhere in the vast, lewd kingdom of Lustopia.
 
I gave Holly one last lingering look, then turned and rode away.
 




About The Author

Benjamin Koo
 
Psst... Hey, if you're looking for even steamier stories, follow me on X/Twitter: @LordWincest




Books By This Author

All My Works (Amazon Author Page)
 



images/calibre_cover.jpg
| ,aGET TO.KNOW
MONSTER GlR*K ,
NCENTAURESSY”

BENJAMIN KOO






