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Chapter 1: First Meeting – The Volunteer Tigress

The jungle of Lustopia pressed in around me like a living thing—hot, humid, and heavy with the thick, heady scent of wild earth, blooming flowers, and raw animal musk. Sweat already trickled down my back beneath my simple researcher’s tunic as I pushed through the dense undergrowth, following the crude map the Lustopia Breeding Guild had provided. At twenty-eight, I was healthy, strong, and no stranger to dangerous assignments, but this one made my pulse quicken for entirely different reasons.
 
Today I was here to study—and breed with—a tigress monster girl.
 
The air tasted of ripe fruit and wet leaves, but underneath it all lingered something far more primal: the unmistakable scent of a powerful feline in her prime. My cock twitched inside my trousers just from breathing it in. I had read the reports, of course. Tigresses were among the most desirable monster girls for hybrid breeding—fierce, fertile, and dangerously addictive. And today, I would get to know one intimately.
 
A low rustle in the ferns ahead made me stop. Then she emerged.
 
Tisha stepped out of the foliage like a goddess of the wild itself. She was thirty-eight years old, a seasoned mother of four grown cubs who had already left her den to make their own way in the jungle. But age had only ripened her into something devastating.
 
She stood tall, easily six feet, with the powerful, athletic build of a huntress who had never stopped moving. Her body was a perfect blend of raw strength and feminine allure: broad shoulders tapering to a slim, toned waist, then flaring out into wide, breeding-ready hips and thick, muscular thighs that looked strong enough to crush a man between them. Her breasts were massive—heavy, full, and proudly jutting forward, each one easily larger than my head, capped with dark nipples that peeked through the thin strip of hide she wore as a makeshift top. Smooth, sun-kissed skin stretched over it all, marked by elegant black stripes that ran across her shoulders, down her sides, and along those powerful thighs like living tattoos.
 
Her face was strikingly beautiful: high cheekbones, a strong jaw, and those piercing golden eyes that locked onto me with predatory hunger mixed with amused confidence. Long, dark hair cascaded down her back in wild waves, a few strands sticking to the light sheen of sweat on her neck and collarbone. A long, striped tail swayed lazily behind her, the tip flicking with casual dominance.
 
She smelled incredible. Up close, her natural musk hit me like a drug—rich, warm, slightly spicy, with an underlying feminine sweetness that made my mouth water instantly. It was the scent of a mature, fertile tigress who had birthed and raised cubs, yet whose body still screamed readiness to breed again.
 
Tisha’s golden eyes raked over me slowly, from my boots up to my face, and her full lips curled into a smirk that showed just a hint of sharp fangs.
 
“So you’re the human who wants to put a hybrid cub in me, little researcher?” Her voice was a low, rumbling purr that vibrated straight through my chest and down to my groin. It carried the confident weight of a woman who had lived, hunted, fucked, and mothered for nearly four decades. There was no shyness, no hesitation—just fierce, open appraisal and a touch of maternal amusement, like she was already sizing up whether I would be worthy of fathering her next litter.
 
I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady even as my cock throbbed painfully against my trousers.
 
“Yes, ma’am— I mean, Tisha. I’m Dickard Brieder, monster researcher for the Guild. Assigned to study human-tigress hybrid breeding compatibility.” My eyes kept drifting to the generous swell of her breasts, the way they rose and fell with each breath, and to the powerful curve of her hips. “It’s… an honor to meet you.”
 
She let out a deep, throaty chuckle that sent a shiver down my spine. One clawed hand rested casually on her wide hip, drawing my gaze lower to the thin loincloth that barely covered the junction of her thick thighs. I could already imagine what lay beneath—soft, striped folds, warm and waiting.
 
“Honor, hm?” She stepped closer, her bare feet silent on the jungle floor. The heat radiating from her body washed over me, carrying more of that delicious musk. “Most humans who come sniffing around tigress dens are either terrified or already hard as stone. You smell like both.” Her golden eyes flicked down pointedly to the obvious bulge in my pants. “Good. I like an eager stud.”
 
My face heated, but I didn’t look away. This was Lustopia. Monster girl breeding research wasn’t done with clinical detachment. It was raw, sensual, and deeply intimate work—and I had always thrown myself into it with enthusiasm.
 
Tisha turned slightly, giving me a deliberate view of her profile. Her tail swayed, brushing against my thigh for just a moment—warm, soft fur over powerful muscle. “I’ve raised four strong cubs already. All independent now, hunting on their own. My body knows exactly what it’s doing.” She ran a hand down her toned stomach, over the subtle stretch marks that only made her more beautiful, then lower to cup one heavy breast, lifting it slightly as if offering it for inspection. “I’m ripe. Fertile. And delicious as fuck, as you humans like to say.”
 
She purred the last words, leaning in so close I could feel her warm breath against my ear. “Come, little Dickard. Let me show you where you’ll be living—and breeding—for the next few months.”
 
Without waiting for a reply, she turned and began walking deeper into the jungle. I followed immediately, eyes glued to the hypnotic sway of her wide hips and the confident, rolling motion of her thick ass beneath that tiny loincloth. Each step made her powerful thighs flex, the black stripes shifting beautifully over smooth skin. Her tail flicked teasingly from side to side, occasionally brushing against my arm as if marking me already.
 
The jungle seemed to part for her. She moved with effortless grace and predatory power, occasionally glancing back over her shoulder with that same amused, dominant smirk. Every time our eyes met, I felt a fresh surge of lust mixed with genuine awe. This wasn’t some young, inexperienced monster girl. Tisha was a mature tigress in her prime—confident, fierce, and radiating the kind of feminine comfort that came from knowing exactly who she was and what her body could do.
 
After about twenty minutes of walking, the trees thinned and we reached a rocky outcrop. A large cave mouth opened in the stone, partially hidden by hanging vines and flowering creepers. Tisha pushed the vines aside and stepped in, gesturing for me to follow.
 
“Welcome to my den, researcher.”
 
The interior was surprisingly cozy. Soft furs from various jungle beasts lined the floor and piled into a large, nest-like sleeping area against one wall. There were woven baskets filled with fresh fruit, dried meats, and bundles of fragrant herbs. Sunlight filtered through cracks in the ceiling, casting warm golden beams across the space. The air inside carried an even stronger concentration of Tisha’s scent—musky, warm, comforting, and intensely arousing. It smelled like home, like sex, like a place built for breeding.
 
My mouth was already watering uncontrollably. I could imagine burying my face between those thick striped thighs, tasting her, drinking her, filling her. My cock ached with anticipation.
 
Tisha turned to face me fully inside the den, hands on her hips, chest proudly thrust forward so that her massive breasts strained against the thin hide covering. Her golden eyes gleamed with predatory hunger and a softer, almost maternal warmth.
 
“From today on, we begin human-tigress hybrid breeding,” she said, voice low and rumbling with promise. “You’ll live here with me. Eat with me. Sleep with me. And most importantly…” She stepped closer, one clawed finger tracing slowly down my chest. “You’ll fuck me. Often. Deeply. Until my belly swells with your cub.”
 
She leaned in, lips brushing my ear as she purred, “I hope you’re ready, Dickard. Because this tigress doesn’t do anything halfway.”
 
I stood there, heart hammering, cock throbbing, mouth dry with pure want as I stared at the fierce, beautiful, ripe tigress who would be my partner—and lover—for the coming months. My strong, confident, dominating tigress.
 
And I was already completely, helplessly salivating.




Chapter 2: Naked Body Inspection and Intimate Examination

The moment the vines fell back into place behind us, sealing the cave entrance in soft green twilight, the air inside Tisha’s den grew even thicker with her scent. It wrapped around me like warm velvet—rich, musky, slightly spicy, with that deep feminine undertone that made my balls tighten and my mouth flood with saliva. The furs underfoot were soft and slightly springy, still carrying the faint warmth of her body from earlier that day. Golden shafts of light pierced the ceiling cracks, painting glowing stripes across the stone walls that perfectly matched the black markings on her skin.
 
Tisha turned to face me fully, her golden eyes gleaming with confident amusement. She didn’t speak at first. Instead, she simply hooked her clawed fingers into the thin strip of hide that barely contained her massive breasts and tugged it upward in one smooth motion.
 
Her heavy tits spilled free with a soft, delicious bounce. They were magnificent—full, pendulous, and impossibly ripe for a woman who had already nursed four cubs. Each breast was easily larger than my head, the dark nipples thick and already stiffening in the cooler cave air. Faint, silvery stretch marks traced delicate paths across the undersides, badges of her motherhood that only made her look more fertile, more womanly. Her areolas were wide and velvety, a deep brownish-pink that begged to be licked.
 
Without a trace of shame, she tossed the hide aside and then untied the simple loincloth at her hips. The scrap of fabric whispered to the floor, and there she stood—completely naked, proud, and utterly breathtaking.
 
Tisha’s body was a masterpiece of predatory femininity. Powerful shoulders and toned arms led down to that slim, athletic waist, then flared dramatically into wide, child-bearing hips and thick, muscular thighs that could probably snap a man’s neck if she wanted. Her ass was round and firm, two perfect striped globes that jiggled slightly as she shifted her weight. Between those powerful legs, her pussy was already visibly aroused—plump outer lips framed by elegant black stripes, the inner folds a slick, glistening pink that parted just enough to show the tight entrance weeping clear nectar. Her clit peeked out, swollen and hooded, begging for attention. Just behind it, her puckered anus winked softly, a tight little ring of darker flesh nestled between her cheeks.
 
She smelled even stronger now—hot, wet, and deliciously feral. The rich musk of her cunt mixed with the deeper, earthier scent rising from her ass, creating a heady cocktail that made my cock throb so hard it hurt.
 
“Official inspection time, researcher?” she purred, voice low and rumbling like distant thunder. She planted her feet wide apart, chest thrust forward so her massive breasts swayed heavily, and placed her hands on her hips in a stance of pure dominance. Her tail curled lazily behind her. “Go ahead. Touch. Measure. Taste if you need to. But look me in the eyes while you do it.”
 
I stepped closer, heart hammering against my ribs. My hands trembled slightly as I reached out and placed my palms on her striped skin for the first time. It was incredibly soft and warm, like heated silk stretched over steel cables. The black stripes felt just a fraction smoother than the golden-tan areas, creating a fascinating texture under my fingertips.
 
I started at her shoulders, sliding my hands down her arms, feeling the coiled power in her muscles. Then I moved to her breasts. Gods, they were heavy. I cupped them from below, lifting their incredible weight, and squeezed gently. Soft flesh overflowed my fingers, warm and yielding, yet firm enough to bounce back when I released. Her nipples hardened further under my thumbs as I circled them, and Tisha let out a deep, approving purr that vibrated through her chest and into my palms.
 
“Mmm… good hands,” she growled softly, eyes half-lidded but still watching me with that fierce, predatory smirk. “Squeeze harder. They’ve fed four hungry cubs. They can take it.”
 
I obeyed, kneading her massive tits more firmly, watching them deform under my grip before springing back into perfect shape. I leaned in and inhaled deeply at the valley between them—her scent there was sweeter, almost milky, with a faint trace of the wild jungle clinging to her skin. My mouth watered so badly I had to swallow repeatedly.
 
My hands traveled lower, tracing the subtle curve of her toned stomach and the faint stretch marks that spoke of past pregnancies. Then I reached her wide hips. I gripped them hard, fingers digging into the plush flesh, feeling how perfectly built she was for breeding. Her hips were made to cradle a mate, to take deep thrusts, to carry heavy cubs. I slid my palms around to her ass, squeezing the firm, rounded cheeks and spreading them slightly. Her tail lifted helpfully, giving me better access.
 
“Turn around for a moment,” I murmured, voice thick with lust.
 
Tisha obeyed with a confident chuckle, spinning slowly so I could admire her from behind. Her back was a graceful arch of muscle and stripes, leading down to that magnificent ass. I dropped to one knee and ran my hands up the backs of her thick thighs, feeling the powerful muscles flex under smooth skin. The scent of her arousal grew thicker here—hot, tangy, and mouth-wateringly delicious.
 
“Spread your legs, Tisha,” I said, trying to keep my voice professional even though my cock was leaking pre-cum into my trousers.
 
She did so immediately, planting her feet wider and arching her back so her ass pushed out toward me. Her thick thighs parted, revealing everything.
 
Her pussy was even more beautiful up close. The outer lips were plump and flushed, glistening with slick nectar that had already begun to trickle down her inner thighs. The inner folds were a vivid, wet pink, slightly puffy with need, and her entrance clenched visibly as I watched, as if hungry for something to fill it. Her clit was fully engorged now, peeking out from its hood like a little pearl. Just above—no, just behind—her tight anus sat nestled between her cheeks, a soft, wrinkled ring of darker flesh that looked surprisingly inviting and warm.
 
I reached forward with both hands. First, I traced her pussy lips with my fingers, spreading the slick folds apart. She was scalding hot inside—wet, velvety, and pulsing with slow, rhythmic contractions. Clear nectar coated my fingers instantly, thick and slippery, stretching in sticky strings when I pulled my hand back. The scent was overwhelming now: strong, feminine, slightly tangy, with that deep musty undertone unique to mature tigresses. I brought my fingers to my nose and inhaled greedily, then licked them clean. She tasted even better than she smelled—rich, wild, and faintly sweet, like exotic fruit mixed with raw sex.
 
Tisha purred deeply, the sound vibrating through her entire body. “That’s it… get familiar with your new breeding hole.”
 
I slid two fingers along her slit, then gently pushed them inside her cunt. She was incredibly tight—much tighter than I expected for a mother of four. Her inner walls gripped me like a hot, wet fist, rippling and milking my fingers with expert control. Deeper I went, curling them to feel every ridge and texture. She was soaked, her juices running down my wrist as I slowly finger-fucked her.
 
Moving higher, I circled her swollen clit with my thumb, making her hips twitch. A low growl escaped her throat—pleasure mixed with dominance.
 
Then I turned my attention to her anus. I spread her cheeks wider with my free hand and gently touched the puckered ring. It was surprisingly soft and warm, not at all the tight, resistant pucker I had imagined. As I stroked it, it fluttered under my fingertip, relaxing slightly. I pressed gently and the tip of my finger slipped inside with almost no resistance—hot, silky, and velvety smooth. Her ass clenched around me, then relaxed again, welcoming the intrusion.
 
“Both holes feel perfect,” I breathed, voice hoarse. “Incredibly tight… yet so warm and welcoming. Your pussy is dripping, Tisha. And your ass… gods, it’s sucking on my finger.”
 
She looked back over her shoulder, golden eyes gleaming with fierce pride and maternal amusement. “Of course they are. This body has birthed strong cubs and taken many mates. It knows how to please… and how to take.”
 
I continued the examination thoroughly—probing deeper into her cunt with three fingers now, stretching her, feeling how her walls fluttered and clenched. I added a second finger to her anus, scissoring gently, marveling at how hot and smooth she was inside. Her strong scent filled the entire cave now, thick and heady, making my head spin with lust. Every time I pushed deeper, a fresh gush of her nectar coated my hand, and she rewarded me with deep, rumbling purrs that vibrated straight to my cock.
 
Tisha remained standing proud the entire time, chest out, legs spread, letting me explore every inch of her ripe, fertile body without hesitation. Her tail swayed lazily, occasionally brushing my cheek like a caress.
 
“Take your time, researcher,” she growled softly, her voice a perfect blend of fierce dominance and warm maternal comfort. Even as she clearly controlled the moment, there was a gentle, almost affectionate tone beneath the command. “Explore every part of this tigress. Squeeze, probe, taste… but don’t forget who’s really in charge here.”
 
Her golden eyes locked onto mine with predatory hunger as another deep purr rolled through her chest, her slick pussy and tight anus still gripping my fingers possessively.
 
I was completely lost in her—salivating, aching, and already utterly addicted to this fierce, beautiful, dominating tigress.




Chapter 3: Making Out and Deep Fingering

Tisha’s golden eyes burned with raw hunger as she closed the distance between us in one fluid, predatory step. The inspection had left my hands slick and glistening with her juices, and the thick, heady scent of her aroused cunt and ass still coated my fingers like the sweetest perfume. Before I could even wipe them, she grabbed the front of my tunic with one clawed hand and yanked me forward.
 
Our mouths crashed together in a fierce, devouring kiss.
 
Her lips were surprisingly soft for such a powerful huntress, but there was nothing gentle about the way she claimed me. She kissed like a predator taking down prey—hungry, dominant, and utterly confident. Her rough, feline tongue pushed past my lips immediately, thicker and slightly raspy compared to a human’s, sliding against mine with possessive strokes. She tasted wild and sweet: a intoxicating mix of ripe jungle berries, warm musk, and something deeper, more primal—like raw honey laced with the tang of fresh blood and fertile heat. I groaned into her mouth as her tongue dominated mine, curling around it, licking the roof of my mouth, exploring every inch as if marking territory.
 
Her clawed hands roamed my body with bold ownership. One slid up under my tunic, sharp nails grazing my chest and stomach, leaving faint red lines that stung deliciously. The other gripped my ass hard, squeezing the muscle and pulling my hips flush against hers so my throbbing erection pressed into the soft heat of her lower belly. Her massive breasts crushed against my chest, heavy and warm, the stiff nipples dragging across my skin through the fabric. I could feel the rapid beat of her heart and the low, constant rumble of her purring vibrating straight into my bones.
 
I kissed her back with everything I had, sucking on her tongue, nipping at her full lower lip, tasting more of that wild sweetness. Saliva mixed between us, slick and messy, dripping down our chins as the kiss grew wetter and more desperate. The cave echoed with the obscene sounds of our mouths devouring each other—wet smacks, heavy breathing, and her deep, throaty growls of approval.
 
While our tongues battled, Tisha’s hand guided mine downward between her thick thighs.
 
“Touch me,” she growled against my lips, voice husky and commanding. “Feel how wet this tigress is for her new breeding mate.”
 
My fingers, still coated in her earlier nectar, slid easily through the slick valley of her pussy. She was drenched. Hot, sticky arousal coated my fingertips instantly as I traced her plump outer lips, then dipped between the swollen inner folds. Her cunt was scalding, the entrance already fluttering open, begging to be filled. I pushed two fingers inside her without hesitation, sinking deep into that tight, velvety heat.
 
Tisha moaned loudly into my mouth—fierce and unashamed, the sound vibrating through our joined lips. Her powerful inner walls clenched around my invading fingers like a living vice, rippling and milking me with expert control. She was incredibly wet; every thrust of my fingers produced a filthy, squelching sound that filled the den. Thick strands of her clear nectar stretched between my knuckles and her pussy lips whenever I pulled back, only to slam deeper again.
 
“Deeper,” she demanded, breaking the kiss just long enough to snarl the word before claiming my mouth once more. Her rough tongue fucked my mouth in time with my fingers pumping into her cunt.
 
I obeyed, curling my fingers upward to stroke that spongy spot inside her that made her hips jerk. Her juices ran down my wrist in warm rivulets, dripping onto the furs below. The scent rising from her pussy was overwhelming now—strong, tangy, and deliciously musky, filling every breath I took. I added a third finger, stretching her tight channel wider, feeling her walls flutter and squeeze in response.
 
At the same time, Tisha reached back with her free hand, grabbed my other wrist, and guided it between her firm ass cheeks.
 
“Both holes, researcher,” she purred into my mouth, the words muffled but commanding. “This tigress wants to be filled everywhere.”
 
My slick fingers found her puckered anus easily. It was still warm and soft from the earlier inspection, the tight ring relaxing almost eagerly under my touch. I circled the wrinkled entrance, coating it thoroughly with the copious nectar dripping from her cunt, then pressed one finger inside.
 
Her ass was incredibly hot—silky smooth and velvety, gripping my digit with rhythmic pulses. Tisha growled deeper, her tail lashing behind her as she pushed back against my hand, forcing my finger deeper into her tight back passage. I began fingering both holes in tandem—two fingers thrusting steadily into her dripping pussy, one finger sliding in and out of her clenching anus.
 
The sensations were intoxicating. Her cunt was wetter and more responsive, the walls rippling wildly around my fingers, while her ass was tighter, hotter, and somehow even more possessive, sucking on my finger like it never wanted to let go. I increased the intensity, pumping faster, scissoring my fingers to stretch her. When I added a second finger to her ass, she moaned loudly into our kiss, her powerful body shuddering with pleasure.
 
Her big, heavy breasts pressed harder against my chest, the soft flesh molding around me as she arched into my touch. I could feel her stiff nipples dragging across my skin, hot and demanding. Our bodies were slick with sweat now, the humid cave air making everything slippery and heated. Her strong musk surrounded us completely—pussy juice, ass, sweat, and that deep feral scent that made my cock leak steadily into my trousers.
 
Tisha broke the kiss again, but only to bite gently at my lower lip with her sharp fangs, then trail her rough tongue along my jaw and down my neck. She licked and nipped possessively, marking me with her saliva while her hips rocked greedily against my thrusting fingers.
 
“Deeper, Dickard,” she growled right against my ear, her voice a perfect mix of fierce command and warm, maternal encouragement. “Feel how ready this tigress is for your seed. My cunt is milking your fingers like it wants to pull your cock inside. My ass is so hot and tight… stretch it. Own it. This body has birthed strong cubs, but it still craves to be bred again.”
 
Her inner muscles clenched hard around my fingers as if to emphasize her words—her pussy gushing fresh nectar that ran in warm streams down my hand, her anus fluttering and sucking greedily on the two fingers now buried knuckle-deep inside her. I fucked both holes with increasing force, the wet, obscene sounds echoing off the cave walls. Squish. Squish. Squish. Each thrust made her thick thighs tremble and her massive breasts bounce against me.
 
I was lost in the sensation—the heat, the tightness, the delicious wetness, the way her powerful body responded so eagerly to my touch. Her rough tongue returned to my mouth, dominating me once more as we kissed sloppily, exchanging saliva and growls of pleasure. Her clawed hands roamed lower, one squeezing my throbbing cock through my trousers while the other dug into my ass, pulling me even closer.
 
Tisha was in complete control, even as she let me finger-fuck her dripping pussy and tight anus. She moaned fiercely into my mouth, unashamed and loud, her golden eyes half-lidded with lust but still burning with that dominant, predatory fire. Beneath it all was that soft maternal warmth—the confident comfort of a mature tigress who knew exactly how to take what she wanted while making her mate feel utterly wanted.
 
My fingers plunged deeper, faster, curling and scissoring inside her hot, slick cunt and velvety ass, feeling every powerful clench and ripple as she rode my hands toward the edge of pleasure.
 
And still, we hadn’t even gotten to the real breeding yet.




Chapter 4: Oral Worship, Face Sitting, Piss, and 69

Tisha broke our messy, saliva-slick kiss with a low, hungry growl that vibrated through her entire powerful body. Her golden eyes were blazing with raw, predatory lust as she looked down at me, lips swollen and glistening from our fierce make-out session. My fingers were still buried deep inside her—two in her dripping, clenching cunt and two in her hot, velvety ass—coated thickly in her slick nectar.
 
“Enough teasing, little researcher,” she rumbled, voice thick with dominance and dark amusement. “Time for this tigress to take what she wants.”
 
With effortless strength, she shoved me backward onto the pile of soft furs. I landed on my back with a grunt, cock straining painfully against my trousers. Before I could push myself up, Tisha was on me. She swung one thick, powerfully muscled thigh over my head and lowered herself directly onto my face in one smooth, confident motion.
 
Her weight settled over me deliciously. Those thick, striped thighs clamped around my head like warm, living pillows of steel, completely smothering me in the most perfect way. The heat radiating from her core was intense, and the scent—gods, the scent—was overwhelming: rich, tangy pussy juice mixed with the deeper, earthier musk of her ass, all amplified by hours of arousal. Her dripping cunt pressed flush against my mouth and nose, plump lips spreading open so my lips and tongue were instantly coated in her hot, sticky nectar. Just behind it, her tight puckered anus rested right above my nose, warm and slightly pulsing.
 
I groaned loudly into her flesh and began devouring her like a starving man.
 
My tongue plunged straight into her soaked cunt, lapping up the thick, sweet-tangy nectar that poured from her. She tasted incredible—wild, fertile, slightly musky, with that underlying sweetness that made me addicted instantly. I sucked on her plump outer lips, then speared my tongue deeper, fucking her tight hole with long, eager strokes while my nose rubbed against her swollen clit. Tisha ground down harder, rolling her wide hips in slow, powerful circles, smothering me completely with her dripping pussy and heavy ass.
 
“Mmmph—fuck yes,” she purred above me, her voice muffled by her own thighs but still fierce and commanding. “Eat this tigress’s cunt. Lick deeper.”
 
I obeyed eagerly, moving my tongue back to her tight anus. The wrinkled ring was soft and warm from the earlier fingering, still slick with her juices. I circled it with the tip of my tongue, then pushed inside, tasting the deeper, richer, slightly bitter flavor of her ass. It was filthy and delicious. I alternated hungrily—long licks from her clit all the way back to her puckered hole, sucking and slurping noisily on her dripping folds while my hands gripped her thick thighs, pulling her even harder onto my face.
 
Tisha rode my tongue with confident, dominant rolls of her hips, her massive breasts bouncing heavily above me. Her powerful inner muscles clenched and fluttered, feeding me fresh gushes of her nectar every time I thrust my tongue inside her. The wet, obscene sounds of my slurping and her grinding filled the cave—loud, messy, and utterly lewd. Her strong musk coated my entire face, dripping down my chin and neck, making me light-headed with lust.
 
Then she leaned forward slightly, claws digging into the furs beside my head, and growled, “Time for your reward, Dickard. Open wide for your tigress.”
 
I felt her body tense. Her pussy and ass hovered just above my open mouth. A hot, powerful stream of her piss erupted directly onto my tongue—strong, musty, and intensely pungent. Her golden nectar was dark with flavor: sharp and salty at first, then deeper, more complex, with that rich, animalistic musk that screamed fertile tigress. It was delicious in the most primal way—warm, slightly bitter, yet strangely addictive, like concentrated wild honey mixed with raw sex. I drank it down greedily, swallowing every powerful spurt like a thirsty animal, gulping noisily while some overflowed my mouth and ran down my cheeks and neck in warm rivers.
 
Tisha moaned loudly, a deep, rumbling sound of pure pleasure as she pissed freely into my mouth. “That’s it… drink every drop. This is what a real tigress tastes like. Strong. Hot. Yours.”
 
I swallowed frantically, the hot liquid filling my belly and making my cock throb even harder. The taste was pungent and overwhelming, yet I craved more, licking her piss-soaked cunt and anus clean as the stream finally tapered off. I sucked the last few drops directly from her urethra, tongue flicking over her swollen clit until she shuddered above me.
 
Before I could catch my breath, Tisha spun around with graceful predatory speed. She reversed position, straddling me in a perfect 69. Her dripping, piss-and-nectar-soaked pussy and ass hovered directly over my face again while her face descended toward my aching cock.
 
She didn’t bother with my trousers—she simply ripped them open with her claws, freeing my throbbing erection. It sprang up, hard and leaking, veins pulsing. Tisha purred in approval, her hot breath washing over my cock and balls.
 
“Look at this eager human cock,” she growled, voice vibrating with hunger. “All mine now.”
 
Her powerful blowjob was immediate, expert, and utterly predatory. She took me deep into her hot mouth in one smooth motion, her rough feline tongue wrapping around my shaft like a living strap. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, while her head bobbed with fierce, confident strokes. The raspy texture of her tongue dragged along every sensitive inch, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my balls. She deepthroated me effortlessly, her throat muscles rippling and milking the head of my cock as she swallowed around me. Growls of pleasure vibrated deliciously around my shaft, the low rumbling making my toes curl.
 
At the same time, I dove back into her cunt and ass with renewed hunger. I licked and sucked her piss-flavored pussy, tongue-fucking her dripping hole while my hands spread her firm ass cheeks wide. I buried my face between them, licking her tight anus with long, sloppy strokes, pushing my tongue inside her again and again. Her juices and the remnants of her strong piss mixed on my tongue into the most delicious, filthy cocktail I had ever tasted.
 
We devoured each other in a frenzy of mutual oral worship. Tisha’s expert mouth worked my cock with predatory skill—sucking, licking, swirling her rough tongue around the head, then plunging down until her nose pressed against my balls. She occasionally pulled off to lick and suck my sack, taking each heavy ball into her mouth and purring around it before returning to deepthroat me again. Her growls and moans vibrated constantly around my shaft, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
 
I matched her intensity, eating her cunt and ass like it was my last meal—slurping loudly, sucking her swollen clit, tongue-fucking both holes while my hands kneaded her thick, striped thighs. Her powerful body shuddered and ground down onto my face, smothering me in wet heat and delicious musk.
 
The cave was filled with the wet, lewd symphony of our 69: loud slurping, sucking sounds, her deep rumbling growls vibrating around my cock, and my own muffled moans buried in her dripping pussy and ass. Her strong, musty scent and taste coated everything—my face, my tongue, my throat. I was drowning in her, and I never wanted to come up for air.
 
Tisha lifted her head just long enough to growl around my cock, “Keep licking, researcher. Make this tigress feel good while I suck the cum out of you…”
 
Her rough tongue swirled around my leaking head once more as she took me back into her throat, purring fiercely.
 
I was completely lost in the delicious, intense, filthy pleasure of worshipping my fierce tigress—her thick thighs, her dripping cunt, her tight anus, her hot musty piss, and her expert, predatory mouth all claiming me at once.




Chapter 5: First Vaginal Breeding – She Takes Control

Tisha pulled off my cock with a wet, obscene pop, her rough tongue giving one last slow lick along the underside of my shaft as she rose from our 69. Strings of saliva and my pre-cum connected her lips to my throbbing erection for a moment before breaking. Her golden eyes were glowing with raw, predatory hunger and something deeper—fierce maternal pride, the look of a seasoned mother who knew exactly what her body was built for.
 
She licked her lips, savoring the taste of me, then crawled up my body like a tigress stalking prey. Her powerful hands pinned my shoulders to the furs as she straddled my hips. Her thick, striped thighs flexed on either side of me, caging me in. The heat radiating from her dripping cunt was scorching even before she touched me.
 
“No more playing, Dickard,” she growled, voice low and rumbling with command. “This tigress is going to breed. And you’re going to fill me.”
 
She reached between us with one clawed hand, gripped my slick, pulsing cock at the base, and angled it upward. The fat head nestled against her plump, soaked pussy lips. Her folds were still glistening from my tongue and her earlier piss, hot and slippery. With a confident, dominant smirk, Tisha slowly sank down.
 
The moment her tight entrance kissed the head of my cock, I groaned loudly. She was scorching hot—far hotter than any human woman—and incredibly tight despite having birthed four cubs. Her powerful inner muscles resisted for a split second, then yielded with a wet, sucking sound as she impaled herself on me.
 
Inch by thick inch, her velvety cunt swallowed my cock. The walls rippled and clenched around me like a living, milking fist, hot and slick with her abundant nectar. I could feel every ridge, every flutter, every greedy contraction as she took me deeper. Her juices coated my shaft completely, dripping down to my balls in warm, sticky rivulets. When her wide hips finally settled flush against mine, my cock was buried to the hilt inside her fertile depths, the head pressed right against the entrance to her womb.
 
Tisha let out a deep, satisfied purr that vibrated through her entire body and straight into my cock. “Mmm… so full. Your human cock fits this tigress pussy perfectly.”
 
She didn’t start slow. With fierce dominance, she planted her hands on my chest, claws pricking my skin just enough to sting deliciously, and began to ride me like a queen claiming her throne.
 
Her movements were powerful, rhythmic, and expertly controlled. She rolled her wide hips in deep, grinding circles, then lifted almost all the way off my cock—her tight entrance gripping the head like a vice—before slamming back down with bestial force. Each downward thrust made her massive breasts bounce heavily, the heavy globes slapping together with wet, fleshy sounds. Her dark nipples were rock-hard, swaying hypnotically above me.
 
The wet, lewd sounds of our fucking filled the cave: the constant squelch of her soaked cunt devouring my cock, the slap of her thick ass and thighs against my hips, and her deep, rumbling growls of pleasure. Her strong musk surrounded us completely—rich, tangy pussy juice mixed with the lingering scent of her musty piss and raw animal heat.
 
I reached up instinctively, grabbing two handfuls of her heavy breasts, squeezing the soft, yielding flesh hard as they bounced in my palms. Milk-white stretch marks gleamed on the undersides, reminders of the cubs she had already raised. Tisha arched her back, pushing her tits harder into my grip, purring louder.
 
“That’s it… squeeze them,” she snarled, golden eyes locked on mine with fierce maternal pride. “These breasts have fed strong cubs. Now they’re going to help make another one with you.”
 
She rode me harder, faster, her powerful thighs flexing as she impaled herself again and again. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around my cock, milking me with expert precision—tightening on the upstroke, rippling and fluttering on the downstroke. Every time she bottomed out, the head of my cock kissed her cervix, and she ground down hard, stirring her womb with my shaft.
 
The pleasure was overwhelming. Her scorching heat, the velvety tightness, the way her walls massaged every inch of me—it was bestial and delicious. I could feel her juices gushing around my cock with every thrust, soaking my balls and the furs beneath us. Her thick thighs trembled with effort and pleasure, the black stripes on her skin glistening with sweat.
 
Tisha leaned forward, her massive breasts hanging heavily above my face, nipples brushing my lips. I latched onto one, sucking hard, tongue flicking the stiff peak while she continued to ride me with dominant, rolling thrusts. She growled in approval, one clawed hand tangling in my hair to hold me against her tit.
 
“Drink from me while I fuck you,” she commanded, voice rough with lust. “This tigress is in control now.”
 
She sped up, bouncing on my cock with rough, bestial intensity. The slap of flesh grew louder, wetter, more frantic. Her cunt was a furnace—scorching, slick, and relentlessly milking me. I could feel my balls tightening, the pressure building rapidly at the base of my spine.
 
Tisha’s golden eyes never left mine. Even as she dominated me completely, there was a warm, maternal glow beneath the fierce hunger—a proud, comforting look that said she was claiming me as her mate, even if only for this breeding season.
 
“Cum for me, Dickard,” she growled, her voice dropping into a deep, commanding purr. “Fill this fertile tigress womb. Pump every drop deep inside me. Breed me.”
 
Her words pushed me over the edge.
 
My orgasm hit like a thunderclap—intense, body-shaking, almost violent in its power. My cock swelled inside her tight cunt and erupted. Rope after thick, hot rope of cum blasted straight into her fertile depths, painting her womb with potent human seed. I groaned loudly against her breast, hips bucking up instinctively as I pumped load after load into her. The pleasure was blinding, every spurt accompanied by a powerful clench of her inner walls that milked me for more.
 
Tisha purred in deep satisfaction, slowing her rides to long, grinding rolls that kept my cock buried deep while she took every drop. Her cunt fluttered and squeezed around me, drawing out my orgasm, ensuring not a single drop escaped. Her massive breasts heaved with each breath, sweat-slick and beautiful above me.
 
“Mmm… good boy,” she rumbled softly, maternal warmth threading through her dominant tone as she continued to milk me with slow, possessive rolls of her hips. “Feel that? Your seed is flooding my womb. This tigress can feel every hot spurt. Keep cumming… give me all of it.”
 
I kept exploding inside her for what felt like minutes, my body shuddering beneath her strong, pinning form. Thick cum overflowed around my cock, mixing with her nectar and leaking out in creamy white rivulets down her thighs and my balls. The scent of our combined fluids—her musky pussy, my cum, sweat, and lingering piss—filled the entire den in a thick, lewd haze.
 
Tisha stayed mounted on me, golden eyes half-lidded with fierce pride and satisfaction, her powerful body still gently rocking as she savored the feeling of being filled. She was completely in control, a dominant queen who had just claimed her mate’s seed deep inside her ripe, fertile body.
 
And I was still pulsing weakly inside her, drained and utterly claimed by my fierce tigress.




Chapter 6: Anal Claiming – Catty Doggy Style

Tisha stayed mounted on me for a long, luxurious moment after my orgasm subsided, her scorching-hot cunt still gently rippling around my spent cock as if reluctant to let go. Thick white cum leaked slowly from where we were joined, mixing with her slick nectar and dripping down my balls in warm, sticky trails. Her golden eyes gleamed with fierce satisfaction, but there was a new, darker hunger building behind them.
 
She leaned down, her massive breasts pressing heavily against my chest, and licked a slow, rough stripe up the side of my neck with her raspy tongue. “Mmm… you filled my womb nicely, researcher. But a tigress needs both holes claimed tonight.”
 
With a low, rumbling growl, she lifted herself off my cock. A thick glob of my cum oozed out of her well-fucked pussy and splattered onto my stomach. She didn’t give me time to recover. In one fluid, predatory motion, Tisha rolled off me and moved onto all fours in the center of the fur pile.
 
She assumed the most natural, primal position I had ever seen — the “catty” stance that suited her perfectly. Her strong arms braced forward, back arched deeply so her spine curved like a bow, and her ass lifted high into the air. Those wide, powerful hips and thick striped thighs framed the most obscene and inviting view. Her firm, rounded ass cheeks spread slightly on their own, revealing the tight, puckered ring of her anus still glistening with a mix of her earlier juices and my saliva from the 69. Her long tail rose high and curled invitingly over her back, the striped tip flicking with anticipation. Her heavy breasts hung pendulously beneath her, nipples brushing the soft furs, swaying with each breath.
 
Tisha looked back over her shoulder at me, golden eyes burning with dominant hunger and bestial need. A wicked, fanged smirk curled her lips.
 
“Come claim this tigress’s ass, Dickard. Fuck it hard. This position feels right… primal. The way a real mate should take me.”
 
My cock, which had barely softened, surged back to full hardness at the sight. The head was still slick with our combined fluids. I rose to my knees behind her, heart pounding, hands trembling with raw lust as I gripped her wide hips. Her striped skin was warm and slightly damp with sweat, the black markings shifting beautifully under my fingers as her muscles flexed.
 
I pressed the cum-smeared head of my cock against her tight anus. The wrinkled ring was incredibly hot — almost feverish — and still soft from the earlier fingering and licking. It fluttered against my tip as if hungry. I pushed forward slowly at first, watching the tight muscle stretch around the thick head.
 
Tisha let out a deep, guttural growl of pleasure and pushed back fiercely, impaling herself on me with sudden force. The head of my cock popped inside her ass with a wet, obscene sound. Her bowels were scorching hot and velvety smooth, gripping me like a burning silk fist far tighter than her pussy had been. The heat was intense, the pressure incredible. Inch after thick inch sank into her as she rocked back, demanding more.
 
“Deeper,” she snarled, voice rough and bestial. “Don’t be gentle. This tigress can take it.”
 
I gripped her hips harder, fingers digging into the plush flesh and striped skin, and thrust forward with a rough snap of my hips. My cock buried itself to the hilt inside her tight ass in one powerful stroke. The sensation was mind-melting — her inner walls clenched and rippled around every vein and ridge of my shaft, massaging me with greedy, rhythmic pulses. She was so hot inside, so incredibly tight, that it felt like her ass was trying to milk me dry already.
 
A primal roar tore from Tisha’s throat as I bottomed out, her tail lashing wildly. “Yes! That’s it… fuck my ass!”
 
I didn’t hold back. The position felt perfectly right — raw, animalistic, bestial. I pulled back until only the head remained inside her stretched ring, then slammed forward hard, driving my cock deep into her bowels again and again. The slap of my hips against her firm ass cheeks echoed through the cave like thunder. Each thrust made her heavy breasts swing violently beneath her, nipples dragging across the furs.
 
Her anus gripped me relentlessly, the tight ring squeezing around the base of my cock every time I buried myself fully. Inside, her smooth, scorching walls fluttered and clenched, creating delicious friction that made my balls draw up tight. The lewd, wet sounds of anal fucking filled the den — the squelch of her ass taking my cock, the heavy slap of flesh on flesh, and her deep, growling roars of pleasure.
 
I reached forward and grabbed a fistful of her dark hair, tugging her head back slightly as I fucked her harder. My other hand slid around to squeeze one of her massive hanging breasts, pinching the stiff nipple roughly. Tisha responded with another bestial roar, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust, her powerful thighs trembling with effort and ecstasy.
 
“Harder, Dickard! Breed this ass like you bred my cunt!” she snarled, voice breaking into a feral growl. “Feel how tight and hot it is for you… how it milks your cock…”
 
I pounded into her with rough, bestial intensity, hips snapping forward again and again. Sweat poured down my body, mixing with hers. The scent in the cave was thick and intoxicating — her strong musk, the sharp tang of her earlier piss, the creamy smell of my cum still leaking from her pussy, and now the filthy, delicious aroma of her well-fucked ass. Every deep thrust stirred that scent higher, making my head spin.
 
Tisha’s tail wrapped around my waist, pulling me even deeper as she arched her back further, presenting her ass perfectly for my cock. Her growls turned into full-throated roars of pleasure that echoed off the cave walls — raw, unashamed, and utterly dominant even as she submitted to the primal mating.
 
I could feel my second orgasm building fast, the pressure coiling tight in my balls. Her ass was too hot, too tight, too perfect. Every brutal thrust made her inner walls ripple and clench, sucking me deeper, demanding my load.
 
“I’m going to cum,” I gasped, voice hoarse. “Deep in your ass…”
 
“Do it!” she roared, pushing back fiercely. “Fill my bowels! Mark this tigress!”
 
With a guttural shout, I exploded inside her.
 
My orgasm was explosive — even more intense than the first. My cock swelled and erupted deep in her scorching bowels, pumping thick, powerful ropes of cum straight into her guts. Spurt after heavy spurt blasted into her, flooding her ass with hot seed. The pleasure crashed through me in violent waves, making my vision blur and my body shake as I kept thrusting through it, grinding my hips against her striped ass to push every drop as deep as possible.
 
Tisha clenched hard around me, her powerful anal muscles milking my cock with rhythmic, possessive squeezes, drawing out every last rope of cum. She roared in satisfaction, her entire body shuddering as she took my load deep inside her. Thick white cum eventually began to leak around the tight seal of her anus, creamy and obscene, dripping down to mix with the mess already leaking from her pussy.
 
I stayed buried to the hilt inside her clenching ass, pulsing weakly as the last spurts drained from me. Tisha’s tail stayed wrapped around me, holding me close, while low, satisfied purrs rumbled from her chest.
 
She looked back at me over her shoulder, golden eyes half-lidded with fierce pride and raw pleasure, a bestial smirk on her fanged lips.
 
“Good… very good, my breeding mate. You’ve marked this tigress deep.”
 
My cock remained buried in her hot, cum-filled ass as we both panted in the afterglow, the primal “catty” position feeling more right than ever.




Chapter 7: Extended Breeding Weeks – All Kinds of Kinks

The days and nights that followed blurred into one long, feverish haze of constant fucking.
 
For the next several weeks, Tisha and I rarely left the den except to hunt or gather. The outside world faded away; there was only the humid cave, the soft furs, and the fierce, insatiable tigress who had claimed me as her breeding mate. We fucked constantly — morning, noon, and deep into the night — in every position imaginable, exploring every kink her predatory body craved.
 
Tisha’s dominant, bestial side emerged fully during those weeks. She was never truly submissive; even when I was on top, she directed the pace with growls, claws, and powerful rolls of her hips. But one of her favorite things to do was flip the dynamic in the most filthy, aggressive way possible.
 
She loved rimming me.
 
Often, after a long session of breeding, she would push me onto my back or force me onto all fours and bury her face between my ass cheeks with hungry, predatory enthusiasm. Her rough, raspy feline tongue was relentless — long, broad strokes from my balls all the way up to my tight hole, then circling the puckered ring before pushing inside. She devoured my asshole like a hungry huntress claiming fresh meat, purring deeply the entire time so the vibrations traveled straight through her tongue and into my prostate. The texture was incredible: warm, wet, and slightly abrasive, licking and probing with fierce skill. She would growl and snarl into my ass, claws gripping my cheeks and spreading them wide while her tongue fucked me deep, slobbering messily until my hole was dripping with her saliva.
 
“Such a tasty little hole for a researcher,” she would rumble between licks, voice thick with lust. “This tigress could eat you for hours.”
 
I returned the favor just as eagerly. Whenever she presented that firm, striped ass — whether bent over or sitting on my face — I buried my tongue in her tight anus with the same hunger. I licked and sucked her puckered ring, pushing my tongue as deep as I could into her hot, velvety bowels while she ground back against my mouth and purred in approval. The taste was rich and filthy, mixed with the lingering flavor of my own cum from previous creampies, and I couldn’t get enough.
 
Our days were fueled by the jungle’s bounty. Tisha was an expert huntress; every few days we would go out together and she would bring down fresh meat — deer, wild boar, or large birds — with terrifying efficiency. We roasted the meat over a small fire outside the cave or ate it raw when the hunger was too bestial to wait. Sweet jungle fruits — mango-like orbs heavy with juice, tart berries, and fleshy figs — complemented the meat, keeping us strong and energized for the endless breeding.
 
But my absolute favorite “drink” remained Tisha’s strong, musty piss.
 
She gave it to me freely, several times a day, whenever the urge struck her. Sometimes she would simply straddle my face while I lay on the furs and release a long, hot stream directly into my mouth — pungent, dark, and deliciously feral, with that sharp salty-bitter tang layered over deep animal musk. I drank it down greedily every time, gulping noisily like a thirsty animal while she purred above me and stroked my hair with surprising maternal gentleness. Other times she would squat over my cock while riding me and piss all over my shaft and balls mid-thrust, the hot liquid making everything slicker and filthier. The taste never failed to make my cock throb harder; it was addictive, primal, and uniquely hers.
 
Every breeding session was intense, lewd, and deliciously varied.
 
In missionary, Tisha would wrap her thick, powerful thighs around my waist and lock her ankles behind my back, pulling me deeper while I pounded into her tight cunt. Her massive breasts would bounce heavily with every thrust, and I would bury my face between them, sucking and biting her nipples as she growled encouragement and clawed my back. She loved when I bred her deep, flooding her womb until cum overflowed and ran down her ass crack.
 
Standing fucks against the cave wall were rough and bestial. I would lift one of her powerful legs high, pinning her striped body to the stone while slamming into her from below. Gravity made her cunt feel even tighter, and her claws would dig into my shoulders as she roared in pleasure, her tail lashing wildly behind her.
 
We experimented with light bondage using strong jungle vines. Tisha especially enjoyed being tied — wrists bound above her head to a sturdy root that hung from the cave ceiling, her massive breasts thrust out and her legs spread wide. I would tease her for long minutes, licking her dripping pussy and tight anus until she was snarling and begging in that fierce, commanding way of hers, before finally mounting her and breeding her senseless. She would strain against the vines, muscles flexing, stripes glistening with sweat, until she came hard around my cock with a thunderous roar.
 
Breast play became a constant obsession. Her heavy, milk-laden tits were incredibly sensitive. I would spend long sessions sucking, squeezing, and slapping them while she rode me or while I fucked her from behind. She loved when I tit-fucked her — sliding my cock between the massive, soft globes while she pressed them together and licked the leaking head with her rough tongue. Sometimes she would lactate a little when overly aroused, sweet, thin milk that I eagerly drank straight from her dark nipples.
 
The creampies were endless.
 
I lost count of how many loads I pumped into her over those weeks — deep into her cunt, her ass, even across her striped belly and heavy breasts when she wanted to be marked visibly. Each time I came, Tisha would clench and milk me with her powerful inner muscles, purring in deep satisfaction as she felt my hot seed flood her. She especially loved when I filled her while she was on top, grinding down slowly to keep every drop inside her fertile womb.
 
The sensory overload was constant. The cave smelled permanently of sex — thick musk, fresh cum, her strong piss, sweat, and the faint coppery tang of raw meat. The sounds were filthy and beautiful: wet slapping flesh, her deep rumbling growls and roars, my own desperate moans, the squelch of her soaked cunt or tight ass taking my cock, and the occasional hiss of her hot piss spraying across my body.
 
Tisha remained fiercely dominant even in the most submissive-looking positions. She would pin me down with her stronger body, ride me with expert rolls of her wide hips, or demand I fuck her harder with commanding growls. Yet there was always that underlying maternal warmth — soft purrs after particularly intense orgasms, gentle licks cleaning my face or cock, and quiet words of praise like “Good mate… filling me so well.”
 
One particularly memorable night, after a successful hunt, we fucked for hours in a frenzy of every kink at once. She rimmed me aggressively while I ate her ass in return, then she squatted over my face and gave me a long, musty golden shower that I drank down while jerking my cock. Afterward she tied my wrists loosely with vines and rode me reverse cowgirl, her tail brushing my chest as she bounced on my cock and demanded I fill her cunt again. When I came, she kept grinding until she roared through her own orgasm, her powerful walls milking every drop.
 
By the end of those weeks, my body was covered in faint claw marks and love bites, my cock sore but constantly hard, and my belly often full of her delicious, pungent piss. Tisha’s striped body glowed with health and constant arousal, her heavy breasts and wide hips looking even more fertile and ripe from the endless breeding.
 
We both knew the goal was still pregnancy, but in the meantime, the extended breeding had become a delicious, bestial paradise of raw lust and intimate connection.
 
Tisha would often pull me close after particularly rough sessions, nuzzling my neck with surprising tenderness while purring, “You’re a good stud, Dickard. This tigress is enjoying her researcher very much…”
 
And I was utterly, helplessly addicted to every fierce, dominating, maternally warm inch of her.




Chapter 8: Fertility Ritual – The Joint Hunt and Jungle Breeding

Weeks of relentless breeding had passed in a blur of sweat, cum, and Tisha’s intoxicating musk, yet her belly remained flat. No swelling, no new life taking root despite the countless loads I had pumped deep into her womb. Tisha grew restless one humid morning, her golden eyes narrowing with determination as she paced the den like a caged predator.
 
“There is an ancient way,” she rumbled, tail lashing. “When a tigress’s body resists the seed, we hunt together. The blood, the chase, the kill — it awakens the primal fire. Adrenaline surges. The womb opens.” She turned to me, fangs glinting in a fierce smile. “Today, we hunt as mates. And then… we breed like animals.”
 
My cock twitched at the promise in her voice.
 
We slipped out of the cave into the dense, steaming jungle. The air was thick with the scent of wet earth, rotting leaves, and blooming flowers. Tisha moved like liquid shadow — silent, powerful, every muscle in her striped body coiled and ready. She wore nothing but a simple loincloth that barely covered her wide hips, her massive breasts swaying freely with each predatory step. Sweat already began to sheen across her golden-tan skin, making the black stripes glisten.
 
I followed close behind, heart pounding with anticipation. We tracked a young buck for nearly an hour, moving low through the undergrowth. Tisha’s golden eyes locked onto the deer with lethal focus. When the moment came, she signaled me with a flick of her tail. We struck together — she sprang from the left with a thunderous roar, claws extended, while I charged from the right with my spear.
 
The kill was swift and brutal. Tisha’s powerful jaws clamped onto the deer’s throat as my spear drove into its side. Hot blood sprayed across the jungle floor and splattered across her striped chest and breasts. The adrenaline hit me like a drug — heart hammering, muscles burning, cock already half-hard from the raw violence of the hunt.
 
Tisha rose from the carcass, chest heaving, blood streaked across her magnificent body. Sweat poured down her toned stomach and thick thighs. Her heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly, nipples stiff from exertion. The scent rolling off her was overwhelming: hot musk, fresh blood, jungle sweat, and the unmistakable tang of fertile arousal. Her golden eyes burned into mine with pure predatory hunger.
 
“Now,” she growled, voice rough and bestial. “Here. In the blood and the dirt.”
 
She didn’t wait for a reply. Tisha shoved me back against a thick tree trunk, then dropped into a low squat right in front of me, thighs spread wide. Her loincloth was yanked aside, exposing her dripping pussy and tight anus. Without hesitation, she gripped my cock — already rock-hard from the hunt — and swallowed it into her hot mouth in one greedy motion.
 
Her blowjob was hungry and feral. Rough tongue swirling around the head, raspy texture dragging along the shaft, throat opening to take me deep. She sucked with powerful, wet pulls while looking up at me with those glowing golden eyes. At the same time, she relaxed her bladder.
 
A hot, powerful stream of her strong, musty piss erupted from her cunt, spraying freely onto the jungle floor between her thick thighs. The golden liquid hissed as it hit the leaves and dirt, the pungent, dark aroma rising instantly — sharp, salty, deeply animalistic, layered with that rich tigress musk I had become addicted to. Some of the hot piss splashed back onto her own thighs and calves, soaking her striped skin in warm, glistening rivulets.
 
I groaned loudly, hips bucking into her mouth as I watched the filthy display. The scent was intoxicating. Without thinking, I dropped to my knees in the undergrowth, right into the puddle of her fresh piss. The warm liquid soaked into my knees as I buried my face between her squatting thighs.
 
I licked her cunt and piss-soaked thighs like a starving man.
 
My tongue dragged greedily over her inner thighs, lapping up the hot, musty piss mixed with her slick nectar. The taste was pungent and delicious — bitter, salty, wildly feral, yet strangely sweet underneath. I sucked the golden drops from her striped skin, then moved higher to devour her dripping pussy. Her folds were soaked with a mixture of piss and arousal; I slurped noisily, tongue-fucking her tight hole while my nose rubbed against her swollen clit. Tisha growled around my cock, the vibrations traveling straight down my shaft as she continued sucking me with fierce skill.
 
The jungle around us seemed to pulse with the same primal energy. Birds called in the distance, the scent of blood and fresh kill mixed with the heavy aroma of her piss and cunt. My hands gripped her thick, muscular thighs, feeling them tremble with adrenaline and lust as I drank from her like an animal.
 
Tisha pulled off my cock with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the throbbing head. “Enough,” she snarled, eyes wild. “Fuck me. Breed me like the hunt demands.”
 
She spun around on all fours in the dirt and blood-stained undergrowth, assuming that perfect catty position — ass high, back deeply arched, tail raised high and flicking with need. Her pussy lips were swollen and glistening, dripping with a filthy cocktail of her piss, nectar, and my saliva. Just above it, her tight anus winked invitingly.
 
I mounted her instantly, gripping her wide hips hard enough to leave marks on her striped skin. My cock, slick with her spit and pre-cum, found her cunt and slammed inside with one brutal thrust.
 
The mating was raw, exciting, and completely primal.
 
I fucked her with bestial force — hard, deep, savage strokes that made her heavy breasts swing violently beneath her and her thick ass cheeks ripple with every impact. The wet, obscene slap of my hips against her ass echoed through the jungle. Her cunt was a scorching, velvety inferno, clenching and rippling around my cock with desperate hunger. Every thrust stirred the filthy mix inside her, producing loud, squelching sounds.
 
Tisha roared in pleasure, pushing back fiercely to meet every thrust. “Harder! Fill me! Give this tigress your potent seed!”
 
I pounded into her like a wild animal, one hand reaching under to grab and squeeze her swinging breasts, pinching her stiff nipples roughly. Sweat poured off both of us, mixing with the blood on her skin and the remnants of her piss on the ground. The scent was overwhelming — sex, piss, blood, sweat, and raw jungle heat. My balls slapped wetly against her clit with every brutal stroke.
 
The adrenaline from the hunt amplified everything. My cock felt thicker, harder, more sensitive. Her inner walls milked me with powerful, rhythmic contractions, sucking me deeper toward her womb.
 
I couldn’t hold back.
 
With a guttural shout that rivaled her roars, I came harder than I ever had in my life.
 
My orgasm crashed through me like a storm — violent, blinding, body-shaking. My cock swelled inside her tight cunt and erupted with explosive force. Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her fertile womb, far more potent and voluminous than any load before. Spurt after powerful spurt flooded her depths, painting her inner walls white as I kept thrusting through the climax, grinding my hips against her ass to push every drop as deep as possible.
 
Tisha roared triumphantly, her own body shuddering as her cunt clenched and fluttered around me, milking every last rope of seed from my pulsing cock. Hot cum overflowed almost immediately, leaking out around my shaft in creamy white rivers that mixed with her piss and nectar on the jungle floor.
 
We stayed locked together in the undergrowth, panting heavily, my cock still buried deep inside her cum-filled pussy. The deer carcass lay nearby, blood slowly cooling on the leaves. Tisha’s tail curled around my waist possessively as low, satisfied purrs rumbled from her chest.
 
She looked back at me over her shoulder, golden eyes gleaming with fierce maternal pride and raw, bestial satisfaction.
 
“That… was the ritual,” she growled softly, still clenching around me. “Now we wait. But this tigress can already feel your strong seed working inside her…”
 
The jungle seemed quieter now, as if respecting the primal mating that had just taken place. My heart still raced, body trembling from the most intense orgasm of my life, every sense overwhelmed by the delicious, filthy, wild pleasure of breeding my fierce tigress right there in the blood and dirt.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy – Hornier and Wetter Than Ever

A few days after the primal jungle breeding, Tisha’s scent changed.
 
It grew richer, deeper, sweeter beneath the wild musk — the unmistakable aroma of new life taking root. When she confirmed it by pressing my hand to her lower belly and purring with fierce satisfaction, joy surged through me. She was pregnant. My seed had finally claimed her fertile womb.
 
Pregnancy transformed Tisha in the most delicious, lush ways.
 
Her already magnificent body became even more ripe and exaggerated. Her massive breasts swelled heavier, growing fuller and more pendulous, the dark nipples thickening and darkening further. Delicate blue veins traced across the swollen globes, and they felt noticeably heavier when I lifted them. Her hips seemed wider, her thick thighs even more powerful, and her belly developed a gentle, firm curve that only made her look more maternal and fertile. The black stripes on her skin stretched beautifully over the new lushness.
 
But the most noticeable change was her bladder. It had grown significantly weaker. Tisha now leaked delicious, musty piss frequently — sometimes in small, warm dribbles when she moved too suddenly, other times in sudden, uncontrollable gushes when arousal hit her hard. The scent of her golden nectar became a near-constant presence in the den, warm and pungent, making my mouth water every time I caught a whiff.
 
And she was constantly, ravenously horny.
 
Pregnancy had ignited a bestial fire in her that made our previous weeks of breeding seem tame. Tisha needed to be fucked multiple times a day and night, her dominant need mixing with a new, fierce maternal glow. She would wake me with her rough tongue on my cock or by simply straddling my face and lowering her dripping, leaking pussy onto my mouth.
 
Every day and night became a feast of erotic fucking and warm, musty golden showers.
 
One typical morning, I woke to the feeling of hot liquid splashing across my chest. Tisha was squatting over me on the furs, thighs spread wide, a lazy stream of her strong piss spraying from her cunt directly onto my skin. The liquid was hotter than usual, darker in flavor from pregnancy hormones, and intensely musky — pungent, slightly bitter, with that rich, addictive tigress taste I craved.
 
“Drink, mate,” she growled softly, golden eyes half-lidded with dominant hunger and maternal warmth. “Your cub is making this tigress so full… so leaky.”
 
I sat up quickly, pressing my open mouth against her dripping pussy. The hot stream hit my tongue in powerful spurts. I gulped it down greedily, swallowing the warm, musty nectar as fast as I could. Some overflowed my lips, running down my chin and neck in golden rivers. The taste was even more delicious now — deeper, more concentrated, with a creamy undertone that made my cock throb painfully. I sucked on her swollen clit while she finished pissing, tongue-fucking her leaking hole until she purred loudly and ground down harder on my face.
 
Her pregnant body was incredibly sensitive. Even light touches made her moan and leak fresh dribbles of piss.
 
Later that same day, she rode me with fierce, bestial intensity. Tisha pushed me onto my back and mounted me reverse cowgirl, her thicker ass and wide hips settling over my cock. Her pregnant belly rested against my thighs as she sank down, taking every inch of me into her scorching, even wetter cunt. Pregnancy had made her pussy tighter in some ways and impossibly slicker in others — hot, velvety walls that rippled and milked me with new strength.
 
She rode hard, powerful rolls of her hips that made her heavy, swollen breasts bounce and slap together. Milk was beginning to leak from her dark nipples in thin, sweet droplets. I reached around to squeeze those massive tits, pinching her nipples until warm milk sprayed across my hands and chest.
 
“Fuck… yes,” she snarled, voice rough with lust. “Squeeze them. They’re filling for our cub… and for you.”
 
As she bounced faster, a sudden gush of hot piss erupted around my cock mid-thrust. The warm liquid flooded over my shaft and balls, soaking the furs beneath us in a messy, pungent puddle. The sensation — her tight cunt clenching while hot piss sprayed everywhere — pushed me close to the edge instantly. Tisha didn’t stop. She kept riding through her accidental golden shower, growling in pleasure as the filthy wetness made everything slicker and louder.
 
I drank from her directly whenever I could.
 
Sometimes she would simply sit on my face for long, lazy sessions while pregnant. She would lower her leaking pussy and tight anus onto my mouth, grinding slowly while I licked and sucked. Her piss would come in unpredictable waves — sudden hot spurts that filled my mouth, forcing me to swallow frantically while she purred above me with fierce maternal pride.
 
“Good boy… drink every drop your tigress gives you,” she would rumble, one clawed hand gently stroking my hair even as her hips rolled demandingly. “This body is growing your cub, and it makes me so wet… so full for you.”
 
Nights were even more intense.
 
We would fuck in every position, her pregnant belly and heavier breasts making everything feel more lush and bestial. In missionary, I would pound into her while sucking milk from her leaking tits, her thick thighs wrapped around me as she leaked warm piss onto the furs with every deep thrust. Against the cave wall, she would lift one powerful leg high, letting me slam into her while she sprayed golden streams down my legs and onto the floor.
 
She loved when I took her from behind in the catty position again. Her arched back and raised tail presented her swollen pussy perfectly. I would grip her wider hips and fuck her rough and deep, feeling the new curve of her pregnant belly brush against my hands when I reached underneath. Her orgasms were stronger now — powerful, shuddering roars that shook her entire body as her cunt clenched and gushed around me, often accompanied by uncontrollable sprays of hot piss.
 
The sensory overload was constant and delicious.
 
The den reeked of sex, pregnancy, and her frequent golden showers — thick, musty piss scent layered over the rich aroma of her aroused cunt, sweet milk, and my endless creampies. Every fuck ended with me flooding her pregnant womb with fresh loads of cum, which she would clench to keep inside, purring in satisfaction. Then she would reward me with another long, warm piss session, squatting over my face or cock while I drank hungrily.
 
Tisha’s personality shone even brighter in pregnancy. Her dominance remained fierce — she would pin me down and ride me with commanding rolls of her hips, demanding I fuck her harder with bestial growls. But the maternal glow grew stronger too. Between rough breeding sessions she would pull me close, nuzzling my neck and purring softly while her clawed hand rested protectively over her swelling belly.
 
“You’re giving me a strong hybrid cub, Dickard,” she would murmur, voice warm despite the predatory edge. “This tigress is proud of her mate.”
 
One particularly memorable night, after hours of fucking, she sat on my face for nearly an hour. Her pregnant weight pressed down deliciously as she ground her leaking cunt and tight anus across my tongue. She came twice, roaring loudly, while pissing in long, slow streams that I swallowed greedily. The taste was richer than ever — warm, pungent, deliciously feral — and I jerked my cock frantically until I exploded hands-free, cum splattering across my own stomach while she continued to flood my mouth.
 
Every day and night was a feast.
 
Fucking, drinking her hot musty piss, sucking her heavy leaking breasts, filling her pregnant cunt with load after load. Tisha grew hornier and wetter with each passing week, her fierce maternal beauty radiating as her body prepared to bring our cub into the world.
 
I was completely addicted — to her lush, changing form, to her dominant need, to the constant warm golden showers she gifted me so freely, and to the deep, bestial connection we shared while she carried my child.




Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell Breeding, and Departure

Four months had passed since the primal jungle breeding ritual, and Tisha’s pregnancy had blossomed into something breathtakingly lush and powerful. Her belly was now beautifully rounded and firm, her massive breasts even heavier and fuller, leaking sweet milk in thin streams whenever she became aroused. Her hips had widened further, her thick thighs strong enough to crush stone, and her striped skin glowed with a radiant, maternal sheen. The air in the den was thick with her changed scent — deeper, sweeter, mixed with the constant warm musk of her frequent leaks.
 
The day of the birth arrived with sudden, fierce intensity.
 
Tisha had been pacing the cave all morning, her tail lashing, golden eyes narrowed with primal focus. Then the contractions hit hard. She dropped to all fours on the softest pile of furs, back arched deeply in that natural catty position, ass raised high. Her powerful body trembled as another contraction rippled through her.
 
“Dickard… it’s time,” she growled through clenched fangs, voice rough but steady. “Support your tigress.”
 
I moved behind her immediately, kneeling so I could wrap my arms around her swollen belly and hold her steady. My hands rested on the firm curve, feeling the powerful muscles contract beneath her striped skin. Tisha’s breathing came in deep, rumbling pants as she pushed.
 
Her pussy — already swollen and sensitive from pregnancy — began to gape wide with each powerful contraction. The plump outer lips parted obscenely, revealing the slick, pink inner folds stretching open. Clear fluids and thick pregnancy nectar dripped steadily from her gaping cunt onto the furs. I watched in awe as her hole dilated further, the entrance stretching dramatically with every push. Her tight anus fluttered above it, winking with the effort.
 
Tisha roared fiercely, the sound echoing through the cave — raw, bestial, and filled with maternal strength. Sweat poured down her back and sides, making her black stripes glisten. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her, milk leaking in warm drops from her dark nipples onto the furs.
 
“Push… I’m right here,” I murmured, one hand rubbing her belly while the other stroked her thick thigh.
 
She pushed harder. Her pussy gaped even wider — a lewd, beautiful sight — the stretched entrance opening like a hungry mouth. I could see the dark crown of our cub’s head beginning to emerge, slick with fluids. Tisha growled and moaned in a mix of pain and intense pleasure, her powerful inner muscles working visibly as she bore down. Another gush of hot fluid sprayed from her, some of it mixed with a sudden warm spurt of her musty piss that splashed across my hands and thighs.
 
The erotic intensity of the moment was overwhelming. Her gaping cunt stretched impossibly wide, the pink flesh glistening, her strong scent — birth fluids, milk, piss, and raw maternal musk — filling the entire den. I leaned in and licked her stretched outer lips reverently, tasting the salty-sweet mix while she roared again.
 
With one final, thunderous growl that shook her entire body, Tisha pushed hard. The head emerged fully, followed by the shoulders in a wet, sliding rush. I carefully helped guide our son into the world as the rest of his small, striped body slipped free in a gush of fluids.
 
Tius was born — a beautiful hybrid boy. He had soft golden-tan skin with faint black stripes across his shoulders and tiny, rounded ears that twitched. A little tail curled against his back, and when he let out his first strong cry, it carried both human and tigress notes. Tisha immediately turned, her movements surprisingly graceful despite the exertion, and gathered him to her chest. She licked him clean with her rough tongue, purring deeply as maternal warmth flooded her golden eyes.
 
“He’s perfect,” she rumbled softly, voice thick with fierce pride. “Our strong cub.”
 
I helped clean her up, gently wiping her still-gaping pussy and thighs. Her cunt remained slightly open for a while, puffy and flushed from the birth, leaking a mix of fluids that I couldn’t resist tasting one last time. Tisha purred in approval, one hand stroking my hair while the other cradled Tius.
 
The next few days were for recovery. Tisha healed with impressive speed — her pussy tightening back to its familiar tightness, though still deliciously sensitive. She rested, nursing Tius with her heavy, milk-swollen breasts while I brought her fresh meat and fruit. The cub slept peacefully most of the time, his little striped tail twitching in dreams.
 
But soon the time came for me to leave.
 
Tigresses were independent mothers. They raised their cubs alone, teaching them to hunt and survive in the wild. My role as the Guild researcher was done for this assignment. The farewell hung heavy in the air as the sun began to set on the final evening.
 
Tisha laid Tius gently in his soft nest of furs near the cave wall, where he slept soundly, tiny chest rising and falling. Then she turned to me, golden eyes burning with a complex mix of fierce dominance, raw lust, and strangely tender love.
 
“One last time, my mate,” she purred, voice low and rumbling. “Fuck your tigress goodbye. Make it tender… and rougher than ever.”
 
We came together beside the sleeping cub, the air thick with emotion and desire.
 
The farewell fuck was passionate, intense, and deeply bestial — a perfect blend of love and raw lust. Tisha pulled me down onto the furs and straddled me first, sinking her still-sensitive but scorching-hot pussy onto my cock with a deep, satisfied growl. She rode me slowly at the start, powerful rolls of her wide hips taking me deep while her heavy breasts swayed above my face. I sucked greedily on her leaking nipples, drinking sweet milk while she purred and clenched around me.
 
Then the tenderness gave way to roughness.
 
I flipped her onto her back and pounded into her with deep, bestial thrusts, gripping her thick thighs and spreading them wide. Her pussy gripped me tightly, wet and welcoming, still slightly puffy from birth. Tisha wrapped her strong legs around me, claws digging into my back as she met every thrust with fierce snaps of her hips. We fucked hard beside the quietly sleeping Tius — the wet slap of flesh, her rumbling growls, and my desperate moans filling the den.
 
I pulled out at one point and flipped her onto all fours again, taking her in the catty position one final time. I slammed into her cunt from behind, gripping her wide hips and striped ass, fucking her with rough, claiming strokes. Her heavy breasts dragged across the furs, milk leaking freely. She roared softly, pushing back demandingly, tail lashing.
 
When I felt my orgasm building, I didn’t hold back. I pulled out and stroked myself furiously, exploding across her striped body — thick ropes of cum painting her rounded belly, her heavy breasts, and her beautiful face. At the same time, I thrust back inside her and pumped the rest deep into her womb, flooding her with hot seed one last time.
 
Tisha shuddered through her own powerful orgasm, her cunt clenching and milking me as she roared in pleasure.
 
Then she marked me thoroughly.
 
Still panting, she pushed me onto my back and squatted over my face and chest. With a deep, dominant purr, she released a long, hot stream of her strong, musty piss directly onto me. The golden nectar was warm and pungent, splashing across my chest, my cock, my face, and into my open mouth. I drank greedily, swallowing as much as I could while the rest soaked my skin, marking me with her scent. She pissed freely and possessively, golden eyes locked on mine with fierce love and pride, until I was thoroughly drenched in her delicious, musty warmth.
 
We collapsed together afterward, bodies slick with cum, milk, sweat, and piss. Tisha nuzzled my neck tenderly, her rough tongue licking my cheek in a surprisingly gentle gesture while her tail curled around my leg.
 
The next morning, I prepared to depart.
 
Tisha stood proudly at the cave entrance, holding little Tius in her strong arms. The cub was awake now, his golden eyes blinking curiously at the world. She looked magnificent — tall, powerful, her body already returning to its lithe, muscular perfection, breasts still heavy with milk, stripes gleaming in the morning light. There was no sadness in her expression, only confident pride, fierce independence, and a strangely loving smile that softened the predatory edges of her face.
 
I stepped forward and kissed her one last time — deep, lingering, tasting the wild sweetness of her mouth. She returned it with equal passion, her clawed hand cupping the back of my head.
 
“Go on to your next assignment, researcher,” she purred softly against my lips. “This tigress will raise our strong son well. Come back someday… if you dare.”
 
I smiled, heart full and aching at the same time. “My strong tigress wife for this season… thank you, Tisha.”
 
With one final wave, I turned and walked into the jungle, the scent of her piss and our shared pleasure still clinging to my skin. Behind me, Tisha stood tall and proud, holding Tius close, waving with that confident, fierce, and loving smile until the foliage swallowed me.
 
On to the next monster girl.
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