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 Time to Pounce 
 
      
 
    A predator is on the loose and the smaller anthros that live west of Nerat are riled. Some from the city have come to show their support, including a lioness and a towering, lean hyena woman named Roche. Mina is a short-stack pygmy mouse and stands just under three feet tall. Encouraged by her friend, she decides to thank their protectors personally. When Roche clearly enjoys her doting affection, she wonders what more she can do besides tease. After all, four feet of height separated them, and she had to make some effort to walk to work tomorrow. Why did this all have to happen when she was in heat? 
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    The sun was setting down on the forest west of Nerat, illuminating the treetops of Mina’s home with a golden glow. It seemed far from the city to her little legs, but Tess accompanied her, and they made a fast pace through the grassland. They were both mouse anthros, Mina the shorter, standing just under three feet tall. Tess was a prairie mouse and had almost a foot of height on her. Tess’s company was a comfort on the way home, even knowing they were both shorties to most. 
 
    "I can’t believe a predator would lurk out here," Tess remarked, unable to stop bringing the topic up. She didn’t mean an anthro of a species that was carnivorous, but rather any individual who preyed on others. "It just seems cruel... and you would think us field mice are not worth the risk! Why not go prey on a cow?" Tess said with a nervous and displeased huff. Mina couldn’t help but smile at her softly. 
 
    "Well, I wouldn't wish it on them either. But yeah, there’s always a bigger fish. I know large mammals are hanging out here to make sure everyone is safe," Mina said. Rushing past them, a group of mice women were laughing and giggling together, so energetic and silly that it was obvious they were in heat. "Hopefully things don’t get too crazy around here," she remarked. 
 
    Mice like Tess lived in the gently rolling plains and grassland that spanned between the city and the forest’s edge and lived peacefully there for the most part. Many of them tended the land, and others worked in the city. A home for the small, the field was less than a kilometer across, and yet dozens of residences were built into the earth like happy hobbit holes. "Yeah, people getting eaten is not the kind of excitement I’m looking for," Tess remarked with a giggle. "I kinda like the community getting attention, though. Is that silly to say?" she inquired, her eyes peering out at the distance. "Look over there… big ladies," she remarked under her breath. 
 
    Mina followed her eyes further and further until she saw a distant group: several large people who looked like canine anthros and maybe a great cat. They were encamped a bit away from the path that led toward the forest residences. "Holy moly!" she exclaimed. "What is that, a lion?" she inquired. Going that way, the mice continued to observe the group. They had made a fire as though intending to keep watch at the edge of the forest. 
 
    "Yeah, and some hyenas," Tess remarked as they got closer. "Should we... thank them?" she asked, her eyes turning sidelong to Mina with a playful flick. 
 
    Mina huffed a little amused gasp. "Oh yeah. Thank you, our big protectors! Keeping us out of the jaws of the big bad wolf~" she imagined how it’d go aloud. They did have to pass near them, and Mina smiled slightly, amused by the idea of doting on someone who more than doubled her height. 
 
    "They might appreciate it... One of them looks cute, too," Tess remarked. As they drew up to the forest entrance, they hesitated there for a moment, and Mina turned her eyes to slowly attend to each of the larger mammalian anthros. They were all humanized carnivores, and it amused her to see them protecting mammals from predation. A predator was rare to see but could come from any species. The tallest among the encamped was a lioness, with light golden fur. She looked beautiful and confident and had a warm and friendly poise as she spoke to a hyena beside her. A fair bit shorter but still well over seven feet tall, she had frazzled hair and spots on her arms and legs. 
 
    Mina felt her gaze momentarily halt as she looked at the hyena woman. There were other hyenas there too, she noted, but her eyes returned to the first and trailed over her spots from afar. When she looked up, she was startled to see the hyena woman looking back at her, her eyes fixed from many yards away. 
 
    "Aw hell, she saw me gawkin’," Mina remarked, and Tess laughed at her. "The hyena." 
 
    "Oh yeah? Come on, let’s gawk some more," Tess said, starting to step off the path, her eyes directed ahead. Mina huffed a note of surprise but could only scurry along with her, as they were seen now and watched by the group. 
 
    The two mouse women approached, and the contrast between them and the very tall assortment resting beside the fire grew stark. The lioness raised her paw and gave an inviting wave, and Tess scurried right on ahead, all too ready to embrace her role as worshiper. A woman that tall, Mina thought to herself, Tess can only tease. Yet she looked back again at the hyena woman and wondered if she too would be in folly, flirting how she might.  
 
    "Awh," the lioness purred, "Fair evening, lil’ ladies… are you staying warm?" she asked amiably and seemed to beckon that they could come beside the fire. 
 
    "Ouh, plenty warm! And we’re getting home nice and early tonight, what with some freakshow on the loose," Tess remarked. "Know anything ‘bout that?" she asked, immediately throwing herself onto the log that the lioness was seated upon, just by her side. Mina came nearer and offered a warm smile and wave, first to the two hyenas that were seated together, then to the one that interested her, and then to the lioness too, though she was affixed upon the sight of Tess at the time. 
 
    "Well," she purred softly, looking to her side. "It is likely they are far gone from here. But a shame ‘till they are caught, yes," she said, a small rumble in her chest suggesting she anticipated that fall. 
 
    "Are you keeping watch all night?" Tess would inquire, casting her huge eyes up at the lioness with blatant affection. However, Mina could charge her with no crime, however. This time of year, they were all driven by their urges. She found herself hovering, little inclined to start up an additional conversation. She went over and sat near the hyena who was alone and slightly jumped when she heard her voice directed toward her. 
 
    "We’ve run through just about every inch of the forest," she told her, smiling. "All clear! Unless the predator is as small as you and stuffed down in a hole somewhere," she teased Mina. The simple reassurance and friendly words made Mina feel immensely comfortable, though she blushed slightly to behold the hyena looming over her. 
 
    "We appreciate it… speaking for the little guys, it's just nice to know you’re looking out," Mina said to her warmly. The hyena looked strong, but she had sleek ordered fur, but for at the elbows where it poofed out like a cow-lick and the messy main of hair on her head, wild and cut to a medium length without care for aesthetics. All the same, Mina felt she looked wild and beautiful. Tess and the lioness continued to speak but spoke now to each other, their voices increasingly lowered. In the back of her mind, Mina was conscious of the six becoming three pairs and wondered just what she was doing. "I’m not really worried about it, though. I mean, a regular amount I guess," she said, shrugging her little fluffy shoulder. 
 
    The hyena woman smiled at her intently. "That’s good. I like brave smallfolk," she said with a little snort. "But if you see anything weird, I hope you’ll come right to us. I’m Roche," she said and spared a glance over at the lioness. Somehow, Tess had already found her way into the lap of the comparatively giant furry woman and was scritching her jawline fur with an outstretched paw. "Aha- and these are friends of mine from the city. We do this sort of thing sometimes," Roche told Mina, looking back at her slowly with a slightly repressed smile. 
 
    "I’m Mina… Yeah~ well we wanted to thank you," she couldn’t help but slightly giggle, feeling bashful at what sort of thanks were implied, at least from Tess. "Roche… you look really cool," Mina said. At that moment her senses were affixed on something else, actually: Roche’s aroma. She dared not call attention to it, but the heated musky scent wafted up to Mina’s nose with every other gentle breeze and told her much of Roche consciously and unconsciously. 
 
    "Mhm? You’re a little cutie too. I might recommend you don’t scurry up in my lap, though," Roche told her with an implicative wink.  
 
    Mina giggled overly hard, a fitful of chuckles escaping her fluffy little snout. "Uhm, why is that?" she asked with a wide and silly grin. "I didn’t quite plan to, although..." 
 
    Roche paused and then huffed a hearty and amused chortle at her, with a little whine in her voice that seemed like a hyena quirk when she laughed. "You’d just be biting off more than you can chew, likely," she remarked. Roche put her hand against Mina’s back and felt through the cloth of her milk chocolate colored top, tightly stretched over her fluffy body. It seemed to struggle to contain her softness, and Roche spread her hand to let Mina feel the width of her palm warming her back. Roche could have scooped Mina up into her lap, and the mouse’s head would have hardly reached up through her breasts, so great was the height difference between them. 
 
    "Eheh~" Mina chuckled softly. She looked up at Roche in earnest and smiled at her after a pause. She then put her hands in her lap and tucked her arms together, presenting the swell of her large breasts. "You couldn’t... be gentle?" she asked softly. 
 
    Roche gave Mina an adoring look and slowly exhaled; her breath stuttered with an internal vibration like a series of chuffs. She considered the proposition, her hand slowly moving to pet Mina’s silky straight hair and her fluffy ears. "I could. But it still might be tough. Mm… see how I’m equipped?" she asked gently, her palm turning Mina’s head down to look toward her hips. The hyena wore black sports shorts to match her top, and there was a prominent and sizable bulge there. Mina blinked with wide eyes as she drank in the sight, trepidation, and desire strongly invoked within. For a moment, she imagined trying to take such a thing into herself and envisioned limping to work tomorrow or being unable to sit. Nervousness took her, and she gasped with a blush, looking up at Roche with a more playful gaze. 
 
    "Ehehe~ Wow… well I guess some things are… only for fantasy," she said with a playful giggle, trying to assuage the tension between them, but Roche continued to watch her intently. 
 
    "Hm. Well, you can always tease," she offered, smirking. "Though… I do like the idea of granting a little mouse her wish," she said. Looking at each other, there was a visible shared interest—and yet hesitation. 
 
    Mina smiled at her intently as she collected herself in part and then spoke in a sweetened way. "Having you as my protector would be an old dream come true... My tallest real friend is Tess! And you can see she’s just a little short-stack too," Mina said. "I never minded being small. So long as someone’s got your back!" Mina laid on the praise, but she felt at a slight impasse. She felt delayed in coming on to Roche by the logistical issues but her interest welled all the more intense, and as Roche seemed to suggest she was open to experimenting, Mina could not help but commit and go further with her words. "I like your strength… someone to look up to… and you just have so much to appreciate," she said with a playful giggle. 
 
    Roche had drank in the words but then laughed and shook Mina gently about the shoulders. "You will make me blush, acting like I’m a hero, or a goddess just because I’m tall and ripped," she said, raising her shoulders to display her well-formed abs and powerful thighs. "I like you too, Mina… you’re a little softy bombshell," Roche told her with a rumble. "I admire you." 
 
    Mina put her hand gently on Roche’s thigh and passed her fingers through her silky, well-ordered hair, touching her spots. "Then… I suppose I don’t need to get on my knees for you?" Her remark was a joke, and she was embarrassed after making it, but Roche grinned widely and drew Mina in closer. Mina embraced her arm against her chest and leaned slightly into her. 
 
    "Silly mouse…" Roche purred softly. Her eyes trailed down Mina’s form, mentally undressing her and sizing her up. The thoughts stirring inside of her were growing more risque and explicit, and she tensed up slightly about the pants, shifting her legs with a chuff. "Mmm… you do excite me. Perhaps one day we will test your bravery, Small-thing," Roche said softly. She would have banged Mina in any way the smaller woman could handle, but out there in plain sight and with there certainly being no space for her in Mina’s residence, she presumed it was a lost cause as far as this very night was concerned. Still, Mina did not let up in her affection, and her soft little hand came over to Roche’s lap and settled upon the curve of her covered swell. 
 
    Mina giggled with a blush. "Yeah… someday. Though, I’m not gonna grow any bigger," she said with a playful laugh. "And hopefully not get stretched out much," she added flagrantly. Her desire was obvious, and Roche caught the mouse’s needful aroma in the wind, knowing at once she was in heat like most of the dubious little creatures around here. It was harder than ever to resist her then, but what could she do? Stealing her away to her residence in the city would be too much of an event. She looked over to the woodline and decided to let Mina make the final decision. 
 
    "Well, the thought is fun. And uh, I’m sorta sitting here with a hard-on," she said with a short laugh. At least in the dim, it couldn’t be noted from afar, as mice continued to pass by and into the woods. "I guess I might need a little walk in the woods? You’ve sorta done a number on me," she remarked, surprised at how turned on the blatant doting and affection from Mina made her, especially as she herself seemed held between craving and apprehension. 
 
    Mina’s ear flicked, and she was dumbfounded for a moment. The thought that Roche couldn’t get herself to go down made her feel struck silly. The prospect that she might go away, and their moment could be missed, invoked a sudden certainty in her. "My~! Did I do that?" she asked with a playful and high-pitched giggle. "If you don’t mind walking me home… maybe I can help on the way, eee!~" Mina asked with a little squeak. 
 
    "Mhmm.. eheh. Yeah, you’ll help me, Mina," Roche cooed at her, huffing as she felt a potent satisfaction in her core at being desired and knowing her companion embraced her entirely, even if she might be beyond her means. Her lip curled into a wide grin as she studied Mina closely and ran her hand down along her head and back, petting her. "Let's get you home," she stated with a suggestive note and slowly rose up, offering her hand to Mina. 
 
    Mina had to hold back her little chirps and giggles, feeling the urge to squeak excitedly, which was an embarrassing noise to make around sensitive mouse ears. She stood up and found herself faced with Roche’s bulging shorts, having to crane her neck a long way to look past the hyena’s abs and breasts and to her face far above. Roche bid goodnight to her company, and Mina offered a smile and a wave to Tess, who was cuddled up in the arms of the lioness like a doll. She directed her eyes back up at Roche, feeling the larger woman’s hand possessively squeezing her own. "It’s not very far," she said softly, a blush beneath the white fur of her cheeks. 
 
    "Well, let’s take the long way," Roche said and led her into the forest. The quiet dim set upon them like a blanket and Mina could hear Roche’s breath as they walked, soon conscious of no one else around them. She felt her heart beating fast and soon released Roche’s hand and skipped out in front of her, turning around to face her as she walked backward. 
 
    "The predator isn’t really scary to me, especially with you here," she remarked with a little giggle. "Though there is something in the back of my head that... teases me with flighty instincts," she admitted with a small squeal. 
 
    Roche lifted a brow at her and kept up easily with her larger stride, staring down at Mina before her. "Ah, now I don’t want to scare the little mouse away," she remarked curiously, listening to Mina attentively. 
 
    Mina had to giggle and reassure her with a little dismissive wave of her paw. "It’s not that! You won’t… I like the excitement. I think once we get going... I will really be happy we did," she said, gnawing on her little lip. 
 
    Grinning at her, Roche stepped forward and did a little mock lunge, grabbing Mina about the belly and prodding her with the points of her claws gently. "Yeah? Let’s get going then!" she said with a barked chuckle from her throat, tickling and poking her. 
 
    "EEE~!" Mina squealed sharply and scurried away in a fit of giggles, putting some distance between herself and Roche’s sharp claws. She took a few deep breaths, her eyes affixed on Roche intently as she seemed to be lost in thought. "Chase me," she said. 
 
    "Hm?" Roche inquired, seeming interested at once, though she was surprised by the request. 
 
    Skipping out a bit ahead of them, Mina put her fingers to the waistline of her woolen skirt. She slowly lowered the garment and exposed the pale white fur of her upper thighs, and her pleasantly broad and fluffy hips. Enclosed by warm brown, her belly and breasts were white, and her soft white fur trailed down to her groin, culminating in a puff there above her pussy. "Chase~ me down…" 
 
    Deeply amused, Roche slowed her pace, and her lips curled with a grin. She lowered her body and adopted a prowling posture, her eyes seen to fixate upon Mina so directly she swore she felt it. "Oh, should I?" Roche asked softly. "Better start running, then," she said. Mina could only squeak, a rush of excitement hitting her head, as she was set off into action by the words. With excited noises, she took off running at the fastest pace her little legs could carry her, weaving along the narrowing path this way and that. Roche was right behind her in a moment, her powerful stride closing the distance between them as Mina felt the vibration of her pursuer’s stomping through the ground. 
 
    "Hehehehe EEEEE!" Mina’s giggles turned to squeaks as she was almost set upon, but she quickly changed her pace, causing Roche’s swooping grab to miss her.  
 
    "I’mma getchuuu," Roche promised, falling slightly behind but soon beginning to close the distance again. "Look out, mousey, I’m gonna wear that butt out," she said, the teasing words invoking some sincere apprehension in Mina and adding to her pace. She ran at the full speed her prey nature afforded her, darting and rushing until adrenaline kicked in and provided a second wind. Even Roche had to gasp as Mina played hard to catch, impressed by her. 
 
    Barking high-pitched laughs, Roche watched as Mina worked herself up. They only sprinted for a few minutes, but soon Mina had sweat pouring down her face, and Roche was laughing heatedly, enjoying the endorphins and excitement of pursuing her timid admirer. On a straight path, there was nothing Mina could do to outpace her, and Roche finally swept up with a rush to pass her and throw herself into Mina’s way. Her arms outstretched, she let out a hyena snarl as the smaller mouse woman was carried by her momentum into her arms. "Got you now," she told her simply.  
 
    Mina was gasping and swooning in her hands, the rush of their game making her feel manic and ditsy. Her little lungs filled and emptied as fast as they could, and she laid back against Roche’s arms, squeaking little moans with her exhalation. "Roche~" she mewled with a swoon, seeming beside herself. Roche knew this was just where the mouse woman wanted to be, worked to such heights that she could embrace desires beyond her usual comfort. She would give it to her at the height of her passion before her heart could steady. Roche reached forward and sank her clawed grip into the light brown tank top over Mina’s tits, and she tore through it with her claws, gripping and ripping the garment away. Roche’s cock was swelling against the confines of her sporty pants, and she pulled Mina in roughly to grind her bulge against the soft swell of the mouse woman's little fat pussy, letting her get an indication of what was to come. 
 
    "Are you ready? We’ll start nice and slow," Roche said with a rumble in her throat. "Know that I would never hurt you," she told her softly. 
 
    Sweat poured down Mina’s face, and she gaped with wide eyes, an unsteady grin trembling on her lips. She first gave only a little nod as permission and then squeaked, "We’ll see!" Roche growled with satisfaction and released her, drinking in the sight of the curvaceous mouse as she lowered her shorts. 
 
    "Don’t go running off again now," she murmured, her cock and balls flopping into sight and looming over Mina’s eye line. She might have had some dog in her and was built like so down there, with a sharp canine length and the slight swell of a knot at its base. Mina was drawn closer, and her rapid breathing soon saw a rush of chemicals assailing her mind as Roche’s body signaled its readiness and potency. Mina had to look far up to meet Roche’s gaze and see the satisfied snarling grin upon her cheeks, and then her body moved as though on its own accord, and she put her furry maw around the pointed tip of Roche’s cock and tasted it with her tongue. 
 
    Roche growled in her throat. The sight of Mina wrestling away at her too-big cock was a delight, yet it teased her agonizingly. "You precious little slut," she said in the most affectionate way. "Needful thing, cooking from your heat… I'm gonna give it to you," she told her, putting her hands firmly on Mina’s arms. She resisted the urge to force or jerk her in, however, letting Mina drive them forward. The mousey woman made her best effort, and slowly swallowed down inch after inch of the broadening crimson swell, feeling it pin her tongue and nudge the back of her throat. Her eyes rolled and she swooned as though she would go limp, and Roche had to support her. "Poofball…" 
 
    Squeaking needful moans but seeming to contend with an effort beyond her means, Mina seemed to beg Roche to help her. Her little head was tumultuous with desire, such that she could hardly think. There was no indignation of true discomfort in her straining features, though Roche had to do some thinking on her behalf and determine what she could really manage. Roche slightly withdrew her length, until just her tip was in Mina’s mouth again. She was fully erect, and the bulge of her knot was just beginning to swell up but had not yet bloated in earnest. 
 
    Mina cooed an interested note, breathing heavily through her nose while she could. Never able to catch her breath, she felt an urgency in every moment and anticipated Roche’s actions with wide and lust-crazed eyes. Roche held Mina’s head and reached down with her other hand to squeeze the base of her cock, and she held her grip around it firmly until she was able to force out a first spurt of cum. Mina felt it streaming as though from an unending tap, spraying with pressure until it filled her mouth entirely. The taste of cum made her buck and gag wildly, throwing her head back as Roche leaned over her and let the early release flow. Eventually, the hyena let out a groan and released her knot, which had now swollen up to bulge like a fist. It was smooth and red and seemed to throb sensitively as it swelled. 
 
    Roche expected Mina to need a moment's relief, yet she affixed her eyes upon that bulge and pushed forward with crazy, crossed eyes, her little foot kicking against the ground as though to push herself forward. Roche let out a howl as her cock bent down into Mina’s throat, swallowed up until her lips pressed snugly against the bulbous swell. Roche helped to hold her there with her hand as her cum again began to stream, making her whimper and bark some excited notes into the night. Her release poured out in little squirts as Mina worked her lips snugly and tight as far up onto her base as she could. She couldn’t believe the mouse woman could do so much with her little throat. The effort seemed intense already, and yet she couldn’t resist helping her go that extra mile. "Open… wide," 
 
    With her stern words, Roche tensed her thighs and then rocked her hips forward, holding Mina’s head secure. At first, she could not push the swell of her knot past her lips at all, but she rocked her hips back and forth as Mina strained to open wide for her, and slowly that swollen apple slid into the snug confines of Mina’s mouth, filling it entirely. "YAH!" Roche exclaimed. She felt a rush of euphoria as cum began to pour in abundance right into Mina’s belly. She was so proud of her and utterly amazed, and Mina squeaked a noise of overwhelmed delight as she held her place as long as she might. It soon looked to Roche as though she would pass out, suffocating with her cock embedded far down her throat, and she had to relent. She released Mina’s head, first letting the mouse try to pull herself off. 
 
    Mina groaned and showed a frantic flare in her eyes, more cum entering her in every second, and the need to breathe assailing her suddenly and with little warning. She put her hands to Roche’s abs and pressed snug, trying to pull herself off of the cock, only to feel the knot locked behind her lips, so firmly stuck that she couldn’t imagine how she had gotten in there. It didn’t help that Roche had only seemed to swell bigger. But before it was any true predicament, Roche barked some high-pitched hyena laughs and then pulled Mina’s face forcefully free, her cock sliding up from deep within to spew a few more spurts of cum on Mina’s lips.  
 
    Mina fell to her knees and was a gasping mess, as Roche let the remaining cum flow onto her body and stick all over her fur. With the pressure on her knot relieved the flow soon halted, and yet it was clear Roche still had a lot more to give. "You like it, little Min?" Roche asked. Groans became moans, and Mina returned to her senses with undimmed desire. 
 
    "So goood~" she murmured. "Am all filled…" she cooed, rubbing at the soft white fur of her cum-packed belly. She had swallowed nearly a cup of the stuff and felt bloated and warm inside. 
 
    "Eheh... not yet," Roche told her softly. Mina cast a quick and inquisitive glance up at her, and Roche made her meaning clear by slowly taking hold of Mina around the belly and turning her to face away. Slowly her body lowered, she put her hand on the ground, and she crouched in a half-crawl with Mina held snugly to her belly. "Your heat is mine…" 
 
    Mina squeaked and moaned simply from the anticipation, and soon she felt the cummy tip of Roche’s cock pressing up against her furry slit, finding its way through her fluff and sliding on in. Steady and inevitable, she felt stretched wider and wider, as Roche gradually pushed deeper. When it seemed she could take no more, Roche gently withdrew her and then began to buck rapidly with her body, working the distance she knew Mina could take with fervor. 
 
    "Ouhh~!" Mina moaned out, feeling Roche ever accelerate, until her pace seemed almost animalistic and her throbbing length was ramming into Mina’s depths twice each second, and then faster still. Slowly more of Roche was able to push into Mina with each thrust, and Roche seemed to alternate between working herself deeper and rapidly massaging and stretching what of Mina’s pussy she could already claim. 
 
    Kicking her legs and flailing her arms widely, Mina was held in place as orgasm assailed her, and she flew into a storm of ecstatic bliss, her body convulsing and twitching as her eyes flicked wildly out at the dark. She could feel the heat of Roche’s abs snug against her back and the fiery pleasure of that convulsing length going further and further into her. Then, Roche howled out a fierce and passionate note, and she pulled Mina’s soft, furry cheeks against her hips and worked them back and forth until her inflated cock-ball stretched its way into Mina’s sex. "MINE!" Roche howled with satisfaction, and her cum began to pour out into the very depths of Mina’s body with torrential force. 
 
    Knotted and held snug, Mina felt a new rush of ecstatic pleasure striking her chaotic thoughts in each moment and struggled to retain any hold of herself as she was worked over so. Her little body was packed full and used like a cocksleeve by the hyena, who stuffed her as though to breed her, and she felt more and more cum forcing itself right into her cervix and packing her tautly stretched pussy to the brim until it sprayed out back against Roche’s hips. 
 
    "Ahahhh… goood mouse," Roche would tell her and held the scruff of her neck as her other hand pressed into her lower belly. She could feel the quantity of her cum making Mina swell. Slowly, her satisfaction came in earnest, and when it seemed that Mina could truly handle no more, she pulled herself out with a noisy pop. Cum flowed from Mina’s gaping sex, and Roche let her rest on the ground, falling back to sit and gasp as her cock seemed to feebly spew out a last few little squirts before slumping into victorious rest. 
 
    Well, Mina was hardly in a state to walk. And yet, her blissfully crazed features made it seem as though it had been worth it to her, and Roche eventually took her up into her arms to see her home. She was pleased to discover that Mina was not truly hurt, having feared she might have gotten a little carried away. She eventually recovered some, finally having a chance to breathe and settle the powerful assortment of feelings within. 
 
    "I’m glad it was you who got me," Mina told her sweetly as they walked along, and Roche’s lips curled into a wide grin. 
 
    "Well, that’s all you have to fear, little lady. No one’s gonna get you but me," Roche told her with a grin, reaching down to boob Mina’s nose with a claw. "So you better rest up. We’ve got a long season ahead of us," she cooed to her affectionately, and Mina squeaked little giggles, adoring Roche as she was cradled and cuddled away. Her thoughts were cozy and satisfied, and while she still anticipated what Roche might do to her, she no longer had an inkling of fear. If she could handle that, small as she was, she could handle anything, right? 
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 Loveseat 
 
      
 
    Zoey and Dolla’s first date goes further than expected when they decide to let the viewers decide what they’ll do. After spending time together for the first time IRL, the curvaceous anthro wolf goes live with Dolla on a streaming platform that allows for some fairly risque content. 
 
      
 
    As a watcher, Dolla sometimes dreamt of being right there in the room with Zoey, cuddled up against her softness or feeling her comfortable weight. Some like-minded viewers may make her fantasy a reality. They provide lewd ideas for what the two should do together, including petting and bodily smothering. 
 
      
 
    Out of all the ways the date could go, Dolla hardly expected to end up facesat live. Their intimate act starts to go viral, and the two look for further ways to tease each other while keeping the most explicit details out of sight. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tags: Erotica, lesbian, furry, futa, trans woman, Livestream, voyeurism, smothering, anthro, breathplay, facesitting, deepthroat, oral sex, anilingus, public sex, wolf woman, bunny woman, urban, filming. 
 
      
 
    Word Count: 4550 
 
      
 
      
 
    Zoey’s live stream, entitled ‘Dolla is here!’ was quick to draw in the regular viewers who had anticipated seeing them together. She sat and waited for them to come around, and then beckoned Sonna into frame. She was an anthro coney, cute and perky, and quick to leap into Zoey’s chair and recline across her lap for the camera. 
 
    “Heyooo!” Dolla raised her arms gleefully and put one around Zoey’s shoulder. 
 
    “Here’s Dolla! Finally in my lap where she belongs,” Zoey informed her chat playfully, embracing the bunny woman with her soft arms. 
 
    “Woo! I’m excited to see all y'all! Or be seen. Meet you! Well, some of you know me already,” Dolla said, potently cheerful. She had long been just another voice in Zoey’s chat, and there was some playful jealousy tossed her way. Still, she wore a wide grin as she read the messages coming in. Some of the regulars congratulated them on meeting in person and asked about their day. 
 
    “We had a lot of fun!” Zoey said. “I took Dolla to the arcade and woh buddy, we did some dancing,” she said with a laugh. “But I’ve still got some energy for games. So I’m going to play and Dolla will hang out.” She turned and smiled at Dolla and reached up to pet her large fluffy ears, folding them back over her head. “We’re still getting to know each other. So you all can be a part of that!” 
 
    “Ooo, it might turn into a cuddly stream,” Dolla mused happily. She rested partially on Zoey’s breast and then adjusted herself to press more up into her neck and shoulder. Zoey was quite a bit bigger than her, but her gaming chair had no problem supporting them both. 
 
    “I hope so,” Zoey said sweetly. “Maybe chat will give us some ideas.” Zoey pulled Dolla snugly into the middle of her lap and wrapped her up in her arms. She took her controller and loaded up a popular battle royal game. Dolla slumped back against her and soaked in her bodily warmth, resting her head between Zoey’s enormous breasts. She could not help but turn an all-too-pleased look directly at the camera drone perched on Zoey’s desk. 
 
    “I just wonder what sort of ideas they have,” Dolla remarked teasingly. While Zoey played it cool and got into a game, Dolla watched the chat and took some pleasure in seeing familiar names post emoticons of excitement and sweating or blushing faces. She knew many of them would be fantasizing about being in her place. 
 
    “Well,” Zoey gently squeezed Dollar with her furry biceps. “How about we let them set some subscriber goals?” 
 
    Dolla grinned widely. “Woh! Yeah, okay! I’ll bet you’ll get like, at least thirty tonight,” she said. Dolla had a few hundred viewers during her peak hours so it was possible. 
 
    “Let’s go for ten first. Then, maybe you can give me a little reward?” 
 
    Dolla’s breath caught in her throat and she giggled noisily. “My! Some little treat? I think chat’s ideas might be dangerous,” she remarked, a small blush visible on her cheek. 
 
    “You’re right. We’ll save those for, hmm… fifty, one hundred, and three hundred subs.” Zoey stated these numbers with some certainty but to Dolla they felt quite high! That was a lot of income to earn in a single night, and she wasn’t sure just how excited people would get from her being there. 
 
    “Three hundred! That one would have to be crazy,” she said. 
 
    “Oh yeah. And you’d hope we get there, too,” Zoey teased her, curling her fingers against Dolla’s belly ticklishly. “How about, at ten, you give me a nice head pat,” Zoey told her. Dolla grinned with energetic enthusiasm. 
 
    “Oh yes!~ Zoey deserves a good pet, a solid scritch behind the ears… I’ll make it a nice prize,” she said assuredly. 
 
    Zoey smiled warmly and looked at her computer. “Alright chat. What for fifty subs? Can you help us get there tonight?” 
 
    The chat was full of ideas. Some of them were quite a bit beyond what Zoey was looking for. “Belly rub,” she read aloud. 
 
    “Aw heck yes,” Dolla chirped. Zoey let out a small laugh. 
 
    “You want to?” She glanced down at herself and wiggled slightly, moving Dolla with her somewhat jiggly belly. “I guess it’d be a good excuse for you,” she teased. “We’ll do that at fifty.” 
 
    Dolla was already feeling intense excitement. How she hoped they’d reach the goal! 
 
    “And what for one hundred? Something just a bit better than a belly rub,” she prompted. Dolla was excited to see her already reaching for more. Zoey seemed so confident. 
 
    They watched chat together as a myriad of answers condensed until the whole chat was spamming the same phrase: Sit on her. They could not deny the mob. Zoey laughed as the lines of chat spammed her screen. She looked at Dolla who was smiling with her mouth agape and jolted at the glance. “Oh gosh, chat is horny,” she said, but to Zoey, it was like they were in cahoots. 
 
    “Alright. One hundred subs. If we get there, I’ll smother Dolla on stream. Squish her under my big booty. Since she wants it and you want it,” Zoey said. Dolla was fitfully giggling and could not bring herself to retort or deny the truth. “And we’ll do one final goal in case things get crazy. If we get three hundred subs… what should we do, Dolla?” she asked pointedly. 
 
    “Oh… three hundred is a TON!” Dolla remarked. 
 
    “So it should be something extra special, huh?” Zoey encouraged her. 
 
    While Dolla was thinking, a notification went off on the computer. Someone had gifted seven subs, and three people had already subscribed before them. They had reached ten before they knew it! 
 
    Zoey’s game was launching too. So she let Dolla out of her embrace. “Chat wants to spoil me tonight!” she said. “I love getting my head pet and played with,” she remarked. 
 
    Dolla skipped behind her chair and put her arms on Zoey’s shoulder, grinning past her. She let her focus on the game as her character was at once sprung into action. Her own attention was undivided, however, and she soon began to give Zoey a very sincere and attentive scalp massage. 
 
    She loved Zoey. All the playfulness and fun only made it easier to show and there was no disguising it. For a long time, she had wanted to be in this room with her. Now, the night was young, and the prospect of an evening so laden with delights made her almost silly with joy. 
 
    Her fingertips traversed the dark fur around the rim of her ears. The fur there felt impossibly soft, and Zoey’s ear twitched ticklishly. Zoey’s words were echoing in her head. Smother was such a hot word to describe what Zoey could do to her face. Just her teasing the prospect made Dolla feel extremely horny, though she could scarcely believe they would get that far. 
 
    A fierce fight already raged on Zoey’s screen and her attention was held there. Dolla had watched her game for dozens of hours but it was fun to be able to give more direct support. She felt like they were in the match together, and saw that Zoey was smashing the competition. For some reason, just seeing her blast down a foe with a well-timed strike gave Dolla a sort of carnal satisfaction. 
 
    Zoey was talking about the game and Dolla focused on her task. She wanted to make it feel good for Zoey but also put on a show. Her fingertips scritched the soft plume of fluff at Zoey’s cheek and she rubbed the heights of her neck with her thumbs. Zoey’s peach-cream-colored locks were long and wavy and cascaded warmly over Dolla’s hands. The view down from there was something to see, as Zoey’s heavy breasts were bound in a tight black top and the valley of her cleavage went enticingly deep. It was an angle only she could enjoy. 
 
    The viewers were coming in steadily and there seemed to be slightly more than the regular crowd. Zoey updated the stream title to hint at their sultry plan for the rewards and try to lure in some more prospective subscribers and quite a few seemed curious to see. Their subscriber count ticked up, and when Zoey came out victorious in the virtual battle, Dolla leaned in and pecked her cheek with a kiss. 
 
    Zoey seemed surprised and lolled her head back to grin at Dolla. “Aw! That was sweet. A little something extra for me and them?” she asked with an amused chuckle. 
 
    “I think you earned it! And more…” Dolla gently rubbed her cheek on Zoey but then pulled somewhat away. It was difficult not to compete for her attention with the stream, but perhaps it was a good thing that they had set the pace so. Already Dolla was eagerly watching the sub count progress through the thirties. 
 
    “At this rate, I really am gonna sit on you… Perhaps I should have made it two hundred,” Zoey said with a heated giggle. The reaction they were getting from the stream was exciting. Many of the viewers seemed to want Dolla to do more, or to be in her place. Dolla combed Zoey’s hair with her fingertips and scratched her above the shoulders. 
 
    “Oh gosh, it’s happening, huh?” Dolla asked with a noisy giggle, watching another five subscriptions come in. “Sit on me how? Like, sit on my back?” She asked with sultry bashfulness and curiosity. 
 
    “Sit on you like my gaming chair,” Zoey answered her, squirming in her seat. “I know you want me to.” 
 
    Dolla felt her skin sweltering under her fur. Being spoken to this way in front of everyone made it impossible to keep her cool. Watching a sub or two roll in after the suggestive words made her anticipation swell. She glanced down Zoey’s back at the dark mane of fur that ran from her shoulders to her tail, where her color was strongest. It blended from soft peachy cream to white on her fore and the inner parts of her arms and legs. 
 
    There was an aroma in Zoey’s hair that seemed so rich to Dolla’s senses. Her head was a little sweaty under those latte locks. Dolla’s eyes followed the color down to Zoey’s fluffy tail where it was curled around her sizable rear in the gamer’s seat. She found herself massaging behind Zoey’s ears and getting immersed in her own thoughts as the gaming continued. She couldn’t ignore the sense of being seen, however, and the many viewers made each moment feel special. Their subscriber count ticked up at a measured but inexorable pace. 
 
    Dolla caught the number fifty on screen while Zoey was in a fight. Chat was already celebrating ‘belly obtained’ and after a moment Dolla gave them a knowing grin. She embraced Zoey from behind and let her hands rest down on the soft curve of her bare stomach. “Oh,” Zoey exclaimed softly with surprise. She couldn’t lose focus now but smiled widely at the way Dolla went right into the next reward. The feeling of her hands gently splaying over the plush white fur of her tummy had caught her a bit by surprise, but it felt just as nice as the attention on her scalp and ears. “That feels nice,” Zoey continued. Dolla was amused to see her distracted and containing her excitement. 
 
    “Fifty new subs already! Fifty-one if you count me,” Dolla said with a heated giggle. She skipped around in front of Zoey and leaned over her chair, looking between her and her dual monitors. “Woah! Three hundred people. If they all subbed, we’d be there!” she said, seeing the view count. 
 
    Zoey laughed. “Oh yes. And where would we be? There’s plenty of time for me to enjoy you as my seat, between one and three hundred.” Zoey said with a snicker. “Then what should be my final reward? I think we’ll get there, you know,” she remarked. 
 
    Dolla grinned mischievously and didn’t answer aloud other than to say “I’ll tell ya,” in a suggestive tone. Then she leaned in close and whispered into the soft fur interior of Zoey’s ear. “I’ll suck you off… if we can get away with it,” she said and then stifled her giggles with her paw. 
 
    “Really now,” Zoey said with interest, letting the chat wonder just what was promised. “I think we can manage that.” She seemed to already be cooking up lots of ideas and turned a warm smile toward Dolla. “For now, on your knees. My tummy needs a rubby,” she demanded. 
 
    Dolla was quick to obey and knelt between the chair and desk. Just her big bunny ears ended up in frame, besides her hands when they reached to feel Zoey's belly. The soft white fur around her tummy was neat and hot with her warmth and shifted gently against Dolla’s hands with each breath. She immediately felt the urge to stuff her face right against Dolla’s belly button and soak in her warmth, but it was yet too brazen. It must have been a humorous sight to the new viewers tuning in to see hands reaching up and playing with Zoey’s lovely stomach from below. She gathered and hoisted that weighty softness in both palms, drawn in close between Zoey’s thighs, and felt her weight with pleasure. 
 
    She knew Zoey would be thinking about her offer. Dolla was keenly conscious of the round bulge in Zoey’s leggings not far from her face. They were all aware of it but only she would get to see and taste what was there. She massaged Zoey’s tummy at a leisurely pace and listened to the game audio and clattering of her keyboard. Eventually, Dolla couldn’t help herself and she gently put her face under the broader curve of Zoey’s tummy, and into the soft pouch of fur just above her groin. She knew the viewers couldn’t see her but Zoey let out quite a suggestive hum. 
 
    “Getting close,” Zoey told Dolla warmly. “Are you excited?” Dolla’s giggles came from out of frame before she perched upright to grin into the camera. Her bright eyes were silly and her whiskers twitched. 
 
    “Dang! Almost a hundred!” Dolla remarked and grinned widely. “Yall really wanna see Zoey smush me!” Her provoking got the last few subscriptions required for their final stated goal, and stars burst on the feed celebratorily. 
 
    Zoey set down the controller, having been defeated early due to some video game B.S., and her manner changed. She eyed Dolla directly for some moments, considering her with intent eyes. “I think it’s time we get comfy,” she said, slowly rising up out of her chair. She loomed over Dolla and pulled the bunny gently to her feet, though Dolla was still only level with her enormous breasts. “I am thinking… a more relaxing game. So that I can pay enough attention to let you breathe.” 
 
    Dolla giggled heatedly. “Yeah, just don’t forget about me down there!” she said with a laugh. Zoey went over to her bed and beckoned the drone to hover and film there. The sun had begun to go down and her bed was cast in an amber light. Zoey gestured for Dolla to get set but left just how up to her. She grabbed her handheld console to play Your Yewturn, a farm town romance sim. 
 
    “You asked for it. Lucky Dolla gets to be my chair,” she said with a snicker. “I seem to remember you wanting to be under my booty from the beginning,” Zoey remarked. She watched as Dolla flopped onto the bed and humorously positioned her face and head just at its end, ready to receive that mighty rear. Dolla recalled their many chat messages over the years of online friendship they’d enjoyed before this night. The viewers and the mindset of fantasy made her bold and eager to fulfill those dreams. 
 
    “Always and forever baby,” Dolla said with a big silly grin. It was answer enough for Zoey. She too was eager to see this happen, partially for Dolla’s delight, but also for her own satisfaction. The fullness of her ass and breasts earned her much fawning from her followers but there was rarely an opportunity for follow through. Her fingers slid under the waistband of her leggings and she slowly peeled them down, revealing the bright peachy curve of her rear. Her black lace panties were tight and rode up far between her pale cheeks. She turned about, bent at the hips, and let Dolla admire the formidable curves looming just above her face for a moment. “You’ll just have to squirm when you need to breathe,” Zoey told her, and then let her weight collapse, burying her new lover’s head under her full weight. The bed creaked as Zoey enclosed Dolla’s face snugly, wedged rather far up against her ass. Zoey’s tail swished as the camera drone took in the sight of Dolla sticking out from the large and curvaceous wolf. 
 
    The sight seemed to truly ignite chat, and new viewers began ticking in by the instant. No doubt the thumbnail of such a suggestive activity was drawing a lot of eyes. They could go pretty far without worrying about getting into trouble, as this was an adults-only site. For the first time, Zoey seemed a little bashful, squirming and huffing little noises and giving simple responses to questions from the viewers. She ran around Yewturn village in-game and did simple tasks while money poured in IRL. It was so easy to just sit there, feeling Dolla breathing against the soft fur in her butt, and gain gift after gift from their appreciative fans. She didn’t have to do anything but enjoy herself and was soon mindlessly playing as her attention was clearly on her smothered companion. 
 
    What Dolla was doing was unseen, but it seemed more than peaceably holding her breath. At least Zoey’s fur allowed her to not suffocate, though her breathing was difficult under such weight, and each gasp drew in a haughty personal aroma. After fifteen minutes of being shifted and ground against, Dolla’s unseen lips parted, and her tongue began to lick and wet Zoey’s panties and tease her through the sparse cloth.  
 
    Zoey’s breathing became rhythmic and at times she seemed to space out. The lack of information only drove chat to higher levels of excitement. She rested back shifted so that her butt completely obscured Dolla’s head, and held firmly against her tongue and shifting lips. Eventually, Dolla patted her thigh and Zoey lifted off slightly to let her take a proper breath. Then she shifted back and slowly lowered her panty bulge onto Dolla’s face.  
 
    Dolla could feel the heavy and soft presence of Zoey’s balls as they pressed down firmly onto her mouth and chin, and the pressure of a partially erect shaft that was driven down against her brow. Despite her cool demeanor Zoey revealed a potent excitement as she gently humped her junk against Dolla’s face. Her panties would soon be struggling to contain her and it seemed Zoey was eager for more. They couldn’t actually show cock or anilingus on stream though and Zoey wanted to keep the money coming. Perhaps there was a way. 
 
    Zoey gestured for the drone to film from above them. She leaned forward and raised her hips, letting her broad ass be seen above Dolla’s disheveled face. Spittle trailed between the bunny woman’s lips and Zoey’s panties, making it all too clear what she’d been getting up to. Slowly, Zoey began to roll her panties off from the hips. She had the camera looking down at her front and with Dolla’s legs sticking out into view but obscured the sight of her bare cheeks pressing down again on Dolla’s face. With a blanket, Zoey covered her crotch, but for those who were watching, it was all too clear that Dolla’s face was right against her bare anus or smushed up snug into her taint. 
 
    It was paradise for the horny coney simp, she opened wide and worked her tongue all around the soft surroundings of Zoey’s squishy pucker. She tasted her with glee and without reservation, groaning and dwelling in her delight without further regard for what others knew or saw. It was all for Zoey's bliss, repayment for the years when Dolla’s service couldn’t be physical. From what she heard of Zoey’s voice, they were constantly making further leaps and jumps in the sub-count. Dolla thought they might remember this night forever as a lucky boon in their relationship. For a long time, she moved her mouth without faltering, tasting Dolla’s intimate flavor in a happy stupor. She felt no urgency, but for the occasional urgent need to breathe, and let the whole of a half hour tick away without complaint. 
 
    Zoey heaved her mighty rear up from Dolla and turned back to look at her. Surprised, Dolla stared up with wide eyes and then showed a broad and silly grim, her entire face slick with spit. “Dolla.” Zoey’s voice was soft and snapped Dolla out of her trance. 
 
    “Uh huh?” Dolla asked in a voice like a moan. She was too worked up to remember her shyness in front of who knows how many viewers and squirmed and twisted her legs with obvious pleasure. 
 
    “We’re there… are you ready?” Zoey seemed to have reached the end of her control. She turned slightly to stare down at Dolla on the bed. The force of her erection was causing a prominent tent in her panties and pulling the hem away from her waist. 
 
    Dolla reclined on her side and admired Zoey with happy bedroom eyes. The quiet buzz of the hovering drone belied the passion of a thousand unseen observers. The moment they shared was both sincere and voyeuristic, for who among Zoey’s parasocial fans, but for Dolla herself, had a right to stand in this temple and witness their love? Yet they were invited, and the celebration seemed to echo far beyond Zoey’s walls. “I’ve been ready, waiting eagerly for you to let go,” Dolla said, extending her arms behind herself and stretching out in bliss. “Since you first spoke my name,” Dolla declared with a raised finger. “I want this and so much more.” 
 
    Zoey reached down to bring her clawed fingertips into the soft fluff of Dolla’s cheek and touch her face. “Then I’m going to give it to you,” she said. 
 
    The camera was made, for the first time, to politely turn its lens away, as Zoey and Dolla arranged themselves in a position where they could continue to allude to their pleasure. “Straighten out,” Zoey softly spoke off-screen. “You’ll have to breathe through your nose.” She crawled over Dolla’s body unseen, and for only her eyes, freed her long, dark, and knotted cock from its tight confines. 
 
    When the two were again brought into focus, Dolla could hardly be seen at all. She was inverted and buried under Zoey as though they were sixty-nining, though Dolla’s fluffy toes barely extended out from Zoey’s breasts. Faint groans and a stifled gag were all that could be heard from Dolla, but for those who had been following along, it was clear she had Zoey’s cock stuffed firmly down into her throat. Casual as could be, Zoey continued to play around with her handheld and showed obvious ecstasy in her expression as she gently bounced her hips and humped against Dolla on the bed. 
 
    Although it skirted the barrier of being physically explicit, their act was driving the viewers nuts. Zoey’s pace gradually quickened until she drew her hips up high and then drove them down with sudden vigor. Dolla’s lips rushed along the rigid dark curve of Zoey’s cock to stretch forcefully around the broad swell of her knot at the base. Aided by Zoey’s full weight bearing down on her she managed to swallow that up too, and enclose her tightly stretched lips on the furry sleeve of Zoey’s sheath. 
 
    It seemed as though Zoey couldn’t hold back at all now. Her vigorous bouncing made the bed shake but she kept herself tight against Dolla’s subservient face, letting that tightly stretched throat tease the entirety of her throbbing lupine length. Dolla was held immobile and could do nothing but take it, but such a position of total service was just what she wanted. The pleasure overpowered any sense of strain as she breathed when able and relaxed her throat to Zoey’s passionate use. 
 
    Her pace continued to quicken, and she put down the game and ignored the stream altogether, moaning and humping her smothered partner without reprieve. Zoey was fast rushing toward her climax and showing no sign of holding back. It was intense for Dolla, who felt Zoey’s broad cock stretching her out from within and pushing working against her depths. All she wanted to do was please Zoey, and she moaned muffled noises of encouragement as the pace drove faster and faster, until Zoey finally drove herself down all the way. 
 
    “OooohhhwoooOOOOOO!” The noise that came out of Zoey began as a moan of warning and transformed into an unleashed howl of climatic bliss. As her note sang out her cock throbbed and then began to spill its seed, bypassing Dolla’s mouth for the depths of her stomach. She could feel Zoey’s channel swelling up as an abundance of spunk surged through, spurred on by the squeezing pressure around her knot. That sizable bulge was wedged firmly in Dolla’s mouth and she pressed against it with her tongue and cheeks, seeming to wring out more cum with each squeeze. 
 
    So much cum packed Dolla’s belly that she was greeted with a striking sense of fullness and satisfaction. When it was nearly too much, she had to gag and try to find the means to breathe. Zoey pulled up slowly from her, frantically waving at the drone to look away. Wrung out by the tight embrace of Dolla’s lips, her cock emptied the last of its loud directly into her mouth and then onto her face. Zoey could only manage to shift a bit so that she didn’t land on Dolla when she again collapsed to the bed. 
 
    Dolla stared at the ceiling as she swallowed down that full mouthful of delicious white cream, feeling immensely happy at having coaxed such from Zoey. Seeing her unleash like that did something formative for Dolla, and she was keenly intent on bringing out Zoey’s wild side again. 
 
    “Oh Dolla,” Zoey grabbed the drone as she was sitting upright and used it to show off the cum drenched bunny woman on her bed, before directing the camera toward herself. “Well I think that’s all for now everyone… but tune in again soon. We’ve got lots more fun stuff to try!” Zoey bid a hasty farewell to the still enormous number of viewers. They had to stop at some point and clean up, at least. Dolla sat upright and rested her head between Zoey’s breasts, staring up at her with adoration until the feed cut out. 
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    The perks of rural life are on display during Yewturn’s Apple Blossom Festival, and after a day of barn dances and pie-eating contests, the townsfolk take to the field for football. City-gal Marie squares up against Yuna, a vivacious cow girl with a voluptuous body and creamy freckled skin. 
 
      
 
    A racy run-in sends them crashing down together, kicking off a night they’ll never forget. As they get cozy the secret leaks: Yuna’s breasts are swollen with milk and sorely in need of draining. The thought is enough to bring out Marie’s brazen side, and Yuna rewards her bold new lover with more than a taste of her rich cream. 
 
      
 
    Yuna has another treat for Marie hidden away in her pants and it’s just as thick and delicious as the rest of her. The bliss of new love and the ecstasy of kinky fun cement the unlikely duo together.  
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    Hoedown fiddling from the nearby barn seemed to invigorate the townsfolk at play. Two teams clashed and kicked up dust, laughing and hollering and barking smack-talk. It was getting a little competitive, and Marie was already sweaty and sporting a few bruises, but she faced up against Yuna baring a wide grin. 
 
    “Try not to get plowed, city-slick!” Yuna teased her. Her tail swished as she crouched at ready. The football was hiked and Yuna stormed forward. Marie could do little to impede her but sprinted after, shadowing the cow woman as she tried to get open. Yuna had a powerful stride and maintained it as she looked back at her team. Suddenly, Yuna wrested her formidable momentum to a near halt, her eyes wide and fixated on the sky. 
 
    Marie slowed her pace and tried to locate the ball. The late day’s sun was in both their eyes but blinded Marie altogether. She didn’t want to let Yuna get another one! She was starting to look like the weak spot in their defense. Coming to a halt just behind her, Marie tried to position herself where Yuna was going. 
 
    Suddenly, Yuna turned and leaped, reaching high with her arms as her momentum carried her backward. Marie had no time to react as the ball and receiver both soared her way. Just as Yuna caught the ball she crashed into Marie, sending them both tumbling onto the soil. Marie had only an instant to look up and see Yuna’s broad ass rushing to fill her vision before she landed on her. In that brief instant, Marie feared for her life; Yuna was sort of a big woman, but her rear end was suitably cushioned. Marie found herself harmlessly smothered, though Yuna didn’t manage to immediately get off of her. Her hand indignantly tapped on Yuna’s thigh to make her realize faster just where she was sitting. 
 
    “WOOops,” Yuna was mid-celebration, ball in hand when she looked down to behold Marie’s legs sticking out from under her. Marie’s sneakers turned this way and that as she squirmed immobile. “AH!” Yuna exclaimed, turning her body and lifting her sizable backside off of the poor city gal. Marie stared skyward with wide eyes and was pressed into the soft farm soil. She looked altogether like a squashed Looney-toon but sat upright and showed a ditsy grin. Seeing she was alright, both teams burst out in laughter, though Yuna held her hand to her lips to obscure a shy expression. “I’m so sorry!” she chirped. 
 
    Marie shook the dirt from her hair and huffed. “You were bound to bulldoze me eventually,” she said. Yuna chuckled from the jest and Marie sat upright and stared at her, feeling a bit taken out of the game and her earlier thoughts. She couldn’t recollect the score and took a moment to sit and rest there. “Guess I shoulda mooved!” 
 
    Yuna laughed at her. “I didn’t hit you that hard did I?” she asked. There was a warm glow on her freckled cheek and the rise of her nose, which was different from a human’s. A broad dark button tipped it, and coupled with her toothy grin and large, energetic eyes, made her look spirited and innocent. Fluffy triangle ears poked from her vast wavy mane of pumpkin-orange hair. 
 
    “More so squashed than hit,” Marie remarked, cleaning her hair. She had shoulder-length straight black hair with a bright purple highlight, though it had become rather messy. Yuna grinned at her shyly and after a moment hopped to her feet and helped Marie stand. Everyone seemed ready to keep playing but Yuna looked to Marie considerately and stayed by her side. 
 
    “Well, I think it’s about time for a wash-off! For me, anyway, this heat is killin’,” Yuna announced, tossing away the ball. “Marie,” she said, looking her way. “Care to come by? Clean up at my place?”  
 
    Marie stammered slightly. “Oh! Of course. Thanks!” She was actually quite excited. She and Yuna had hung out a few times around town and Marie was curious to see her home. Even though the woman had just sat on her face, Marie was realizing she liked her quite a lot. Yuna might have been a little embarrassed but hid it well, bidding curt but happy farewells to the other townsfolk and then heading straight across the field to her farmhouse. Marie felt a grin rise on her face and chased after her. 
 
    “Hoo! I’m sweatin’. I wasn’t feeling it until now!” Yuna said with a bit of a gasp and turned to smile at Marie as she caught up. “You did pretty well, you know! Sorry about, um,” she considered how to phrase it. 
 
    Marie chuckled at her playfully. “S’okay,” she assured. Yewturn harbored the whimsy, and it seemed funny to Marie that something like this would happen on a festival night. The community loved to celebrate the changing of the seasons together, and Marie had slowly gotten to know Yuna and the other townsfolk through chance encounters. It was lovely to live somewhere with friendly doors and open people. She skipped a little and swayed to the music that still teased the air over the field, and felt rather gleeful. “I was about ready to wind down anyway. We’ll have a funny story to tell!” 
 
    “At least one,” Yuna said with a warm grin. Marie smiled at her and wondered what she meant. After a moment she spoke up brightly. 
 
    “I’ll try not to get mud all over your stuff! Were you thinking about going back over to the party tonight?” Marie asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that! And no. Actually, I thought we could hang out? You don’t have to rush off after washing up. You can stay late, or overnight if you’d like,” Yuna offered. They walked up onto the porch and Yuna held the door open invitingly. 
 
    Marie’s lip strained with the smile she held. She could not disguise her happy feeling, though it would have been hard to express just why. She respected Yuna and saw that she lived well, providing joy to the whole little town. They were both young adults but Yuna had what seemed like mastery over her life to Marie, who was untethered and filled with dreams. “I’d love to!” Marie said, finding her thoughts. “I’d been hoping for the chance! You know, some one on one time?” she said and giggled. 
 
    She entered and took in Yuna’s home, which was charming albeit foreign to what she was used to. The space wasn’t small but was immensely cluttered, with potted plants on every shelf and windowsill, and a great quilted rug sprawling between a couch and the hearth. Stuffed critters were strewn and piled, and the wall was covered in landscape paintings and pictures of Yuna’s friends and her family. Her dad showed the bovine anthro qualities more clearly, looking like a true minotaur. It was a charming and cozy place and like Yuna, invoked a strange sense of familiarity despite the oddity. 
 
    “My bathroom’s back there,” Yuna said and gestured. “And if you’ve still got some energy, we can do something before bed!~ Will you be comfy in your clothes?” Yuna asked. 
 
    Marie chuckled bashfully. “Yeah, it’s okay. Just a bit sweaty and dusty,” she said, swiping her hand across her butt a few times. She had worn yoga pants and a tank top to the game and considered running off to her truck to get changed. She smiled back at Yuna before going into the bathroom and saw that she was taking her overalls off. For some reason Marie kept feeling the warmth of a blush on her cheeks, spurned by the simple prospect of spending the evening near Yuna. 
 
    She gazed into the mirror and looked just how she felt: a hot mess. She smirked to see Yuna’s decor. She had a cow-patterned shower curtain and a green ‘grass’ mat, and there was a wicker basket by the sink filled with goodies, including some soaps and bath bombs made by their neighbor Vami. It’d be just the stuff to unwind after a long day on the farm. Marie wiped off her clothes and then quickly stripped nude, excluding her dark violet panties, and used a wetted towel to clean her body. 
 
    When she sought a comb she opened the cabinet behind the mirror, and there was an apparatus on the middle shelf that she didn’t recognize. It was a jug with a long tube and a funnel-shaped doodad at the end. It looked a little like a suction cup and the interior was lined with soft silicone with an entry large enough to take in something about the size of a finger. Marie caught her breath as she realized it was some sort of device for milking. She blushed and her thoughts rushed. She quickly put it back but she couldn’t stop imagining Yuna filling that jug. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her thoughts off Yuna for a moment, such that she was apprehensive to step out and meet her again, lest the other woman sense what was on her mind. She got dressed neatly, put on some lotion that smelled like oats and honey, and made an unsuccessful attempt at fixing up her makeup. In the mirror, she sized herself up and wondered how heavy Yuna’s breasts must have felt. All the extra mass hadn’t stopped Yuna from outpacing her on the field, though. Marie felt small, and she hoped Yuna would take her against her side. What a comfortable embrace they could share, and the night was still young. 
 
    When she left the bathroom Yuna called to her from another room. “I’m back here Marie. Come on!” Yuna’s bedroom door was open and she was back there sitting on her bed, watching cartoons on TV. Marie stood in her doorway and smiled at her happily, having not prepared a thing to say. She wondered what she had confessed already, inadvertently, as Yuna’s bright eyes stared her down and showed such welcome and affection. 
 
    Something changed in Marie. Her impulse overpowered reservation and she was overcome with warmth emanating out of her own core. The sweet allure of her companion had done more than tickle her with sparks of bliss and comfort. Now Marie’s heart was ablaze and there was no taming it. With a flourish, she skipped forward and then tossed herself gently against Marie. Though surprised, Yuna didn’t hesitate to open her arms and take Marie so warmly against herself. “Well hi!” Yuna said with a small gasp. 
 
    “Sorry, you just looked so comfy,” Marie said playfully. The pillows weren’t the only soft thing on Yuna’s bed, though the environment certainly contributed to Marie feeling so snuggly. Yuna’s green thumb extended to the bedroom, too, and there was a lovely floral scent from her many potted flowers. “I really like your room,” she said. Yuna’s body was warm and she kept Marie snug to her side, not seeming intent to part from her. Marie hadn’t felt like this since moving to Yewturn, and after the excitement of the Apple Blossom Festival and the roughhousing of the day, Yuna’s soft touch made her euphoric. 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry about! It’s nice to have you over. I didn’t plan anything to do or anything, really,” Yuna said, raising a hand to her bright orange locks and scratching behind her fluffy ear. Marie glanced at her chest and the light blue shirt that seemed to be struggling to contain her. There was a damp spot at the fore of either breast and Marie couldn’t stop herself from staring for a moment as she recalled what she’d seen in the bathroom. 
 
    “Oop, a bit leaky,” Yuna said, and Marie jolted some from embarrassment. She’d thought her eyes would be on the cartoons. 
 
    “Oh! Haha, didn’t mean to stare,” Marie giggled noisily. “That must be a little bit of a hassle,” she remarked sympathetically. Marie made the occasional cow pun around Yuna, but it would be hard not to think about her milk-filled breasts now. Her face felt red with a blush but Yuna didn’t seem bothered. 
 
    “Sort of! It’s not usually too bad. They got shaken up a little,” Yuna said with a playful laugh, fondling her own breast with a hand. “I do have to get the milk out, or they start feeling really sore.” Yuna talking about her breasts was too forceful a tease for Marie, she could hardly keep hold of herself. She didn’t want to admit to having seen the milking setup in Yuna’s room, but with the topic at hand, she was made immensely curious. 
 
    “Do you need help with that?” Marie asked, the words escaping her before she could moderate them. She was ready to backtrack in case it was a brazen implication too far, but Yuna stared at her with an intent look that showed she was just as interested in the prospect. 
 
    “You could,” Yuna said, the words like music to Marie’s ears. “It does feel a little nicer done by hand.” Yuna pursed her lips and glanced down at herself. Marie felt Yuna’s thoughts had gotten ahead of her own. On one hand, it felt like too much, but then again, with all things known between them, what better fun could they have? Marie gnawed on her lip and bobbed her head a little. 
 
    “I’d love to do that, Yuna… I suppose this is as good as any time to say I have the hugest crush on you,” Marie said, smiling sweetly and lifting her shoulders. She figured Yuna must have known it, but Yuna’s eyes showed with such happy surprise and delight that Marie felt the impact of the confession. It was a realization, too, as until Yuna showed such welcome Marie hadn’t allowed herself to feel in love. Now it beset her with all the warmth and weight of… well you remember how the story began. 
 
    Yuna pounced on her, pushing her back onto the bed and wrestling her into a snug embrace. Marie felt her warmth all around her, squishing her snugly into the quilted bedding, and looked up to behold Yuna’s wide, intent eyes, and slightly parted lips that seemed to quiver with anticipation. Then she set upon Marie again and sealed their lips together, and Marie felt bliss clear through her to her toes. 
 
    Yuna’s lips tasted like strawberries, and there was a vigor to how she moved them. As with words, each smooch seemed to fail to confess the intensity of the feeling she had. Marie ran her fingers through her fiery orange locks and moaned at her happily, though she could do little but squirm under her. She didn’t let up with the kissing, but guided Marie's arms around her and kept her happily pinned. Marie’s fingertips felt Yuna’s bare skin at the hip and the cloth of her shirt. Then Yuna shifted back and sat upright with her rear on Marie’s legs. She pulled the blue shirt off over her head and in an instant, her heavy freckled breasts flopped into view. 
 
    The sight was worthy of indulging in, and Marie basked where she lay. Yuna held a coy grin as she tucked her hands together at her belly and displayed the weighty mass of her breasts. They were an absolute delight but what excited Marie was her image of a great quantity of rich cream sloshing around within. 
 
    “So I figure you didn’t much mind me squashing you,” Yuna cooed playfully. “I like to play a little rough, though I only really have one hard bit,” she said, leaning down over Marie slowly. Her heavy breast swayed near and hovered over Marie’s face. Yuna made Marie feel small but could bear-hug, cuddle, or sit on her as often as she wanted for all she cared. 
 
    “I like it,” Marie agreed with a grin, “and I’m more than happy to give you some relief. All that bouncing around has probably near turned your breastmilk to butter,” she jested and parted her lips. 
 
    Marie was visibly excited. “Probably not, but you might need a bottle,” she said. “Or maybe you will just drink it all down if you like the taste of me so much.” She passed her palm up from under her breast and slid her fingertips onto the swollen rise of her broad, pink areola. With a small tense of her hand, she sprayed a stream of milk directly into Marie’s mouth, watching as her eyes went wide with wonder. Marie let the milk fill and pool in her mouth near to the brim before she swallowed and felt its satisfying warmth sink to her core. 
 
    That satisfying mouthful made her euphoric. It signaled craving in her and quenched her thirst so well. Beyond the curiosity of lust Marie had an urge to drink her fill as one sucks down water from the tap on a hot day. She swooned happily and licked her lips before reaching with her tongue to tease the leaky nub of Yuna’s teat. “Ooo~” Yuna cooed happily as Marie’s tongue lolled over her tender nipple and coaxed out another sizable drop of milk. She lowered her breast until it warmly pancaked around Marie’s face, and her nipple slid cozily into her hungry mouth. Yuna’s tail wagged excitedly behind her as she got into position. “Get ready to gulp!” Yuna said with delight, and slowly massaged her breast with both hands, allowing her delicious milk to flow abundantly down Marie’s throat. 
 
    It filled her mouth as quickly as she was able to swallow, but Marie continued to gulp it down. Yuna’s warmth reached into the depths of her stomach and Marie felt suspended in a euphoric world of warmth. She opened wide to pass her lips and tongue along the soft freckled flesh of Yuna’s breasts and wring her swollen teat of its cream. Yuna ground against her, huffing noises of excitement as she watched Marie’s features nearly buried under her breast. 
 
    “It’s good huh? Nice and fresh~” Yuna was clearly enjoying herself and found some amusement in watching Marie slurp away. She soon arched her back to lift her massive breast off of Marie’s face and shift her body to offer the other. A reinvigorated flow of milk rushed to fill Marie’s mouth and she swallowed all that came, satiating her appetite with glee. She spun her tongue around Yuna’s nipple and gently squeezed it between her lips, staring up at her with happy half-lidded eyes. 
 
    Yuna’s fiery locks cascaded down and further enclosed Marie in that little intimate space. Yuna’s leaky nipples were plenty sensitive to the touch of her tongue and she coaxed little moan after moan out of the cow woman as she used her lips to give her pleasure and relief. Yuna’s hips bucked down to grind against Marie and hump her, the firm and heated motion spurning a rush in Marie. She felt something else too, swelling to rub and press up against her groin. Yuna lifted her chest and rode forward again, and Marie gasped as Yuna’s concealed hard-on thrust against her. She could feel her getting harder by the moment and had the sense that Yuna was just as abundant down there as anywhere. 
 
    “Holy moly,” Marie said under her breath, her face glowing red. Milk trailed down her cheek as she caught her breath and looked at Yuna’s face. She seemed similarly flustered but there was a drive visibly overpowering any hesitance. The passion was contagious, and Marie said nothing more but gently parted her legs to let Yuna work against her. 
 
    Yuna collapsed on Marie weightily and smothered her face in kisses. Her heavy breasts held down Marie’s shoulders as she was wrapped up for smooches. Slowly, Yuna moved her hips up and down, roughly teasing Marie through her yoga pants and panties. Yuna’s jeans seemed to be struggling to contain her, slipping off as she humped dry. Her soft arms enclosed Marie and pushed under her back, and then Yuna suddenly rolled them over, resting back on the bed with Marie on top. 
 
    It was some relief to be able to breathe unrestricted, and Marie happily scooted up onto Yuna’s hips. Yuna was splayed out before her, her breasts now sagging comfortably on her chest, and she had a look of adoration in her eyes. Marie splayed her hands on Yuna’s soft tummy and felt her warmth, and then inched forward until Yuna’s bulge rode up between her thighs. Watching Yuna’s happy expression, she pulled off her own shirt and bared her more modest breasts. There was more relief she could give Yuna, and it was time to treat her in turn. 
 
    She leaned down and gently suckled Yuna’s breast for one more generous taste of her milk. Laying on her, Marie moved her hand down and explored under Yuna’s pant line. Her fingertips touched Yuna’s shaft and they both felt a little shiver. Yuna’s cock was heavy and broad, and though quite erect, still felt a little soft and squishy under Marie’s touch. She slowly got it out from there and helped Yuna wiggle those last inches out of her tight jeans. Lifting her lips from Yuna’s breast Marie rose up to be face-to-face with her. “I’m gonna suck you dry,” she promised. 
 
    She kept her eyes locked on Yuna as she crawled back and down her body. Marie laid between Yuna’s legs and looked down to see what was in store for her. Yuna’s cock was very large and dissimilar to a human’s in coloration and shape. Nor did it seem to Marie very masculine, as it had a soft character and delicious look. There was no hair around Yuna’s groin and her balls were smooth and bloated. Her shaft had a darker brown sheath but itself was pale with a hint of warm color and reached high, bobbing with flared tip. It was uniquely Yuna, and Marie found herself drooling over it. 
 
    “Still want more, huh? I hope you can stomach it,” Yuna said, her breasts shaking as she giggled. “Gosh Marie you’re such a gift… let’s be besties forever~” Yuna spoke it like it was a casual thing, but Marie felt love filling her to the brim. Under her present lust, there was the thought of joys to come, and how wonderful her life here had become. She couldn’t hold back a moment longer. Opening wide, Marie brought her lips around the broad flat tip of Yuna’s swollen pillar and engulfed its head in her mouth. 
 
    There was a heady, salty taste, and a hot and tender quality to that sensitive bit of Yuna Marie held snugly between her lips. She toyed against it with her tongue and explored its front, teasing the swollen ring of flesh that encircled Yuna’s creamy hole. A moderate drop of early release gave Marie a taste of what was to come, and she slurped  Yuna clean before pushing forward with her lips. 
 
    The evening sunlight set Yuna’s freckled breasts aglow as they rose and fell with her happy moans. The specks of dust caught in the light shone like fairy dust to Marie’s stupored eyes. Her lips were drawn tight and inched along as Yuna’s throbbing length cozily intruded into her throat. Marie gazed at Yuna’s plush and full belly and determined to smother her face there, and with such motivation, took Yuna deeper still. 
 
    The taste was wonderful, but Marie most enjoyed the way Yuna flexed and strained within her. She could sense the waves of pleasure echoing back through Yuna’s body, making her squirm and tense up with excitement. Marie grasped Yuna’s thighs and groaned with the depths of her throat filled, moving her lips down those last few inches to settle into the snug warmth of Yuna’s groin. Her lips had to stretch wide to encompass the broad base of Yuna’s cock and the added thickness of the sheath around it, but she felt a sense of raw satisfaction in having it swallowed up entirely. 
 
    “Oh wow, Marie,” Yuna spoke with a gasp. Her hand played at her own breast and she gently bucked her hips up, feeling the warm embrace of Marie’s throat gripping her length. It was remarkable that Marie had managed it, and she groaned with her mouth wide and full. Her tongue was pinned under Yuna’s shaft and her mouth was filled with that strange and rich flavor. Every little motion send thunderous pleasure through them both, and Marie delighted even in the strain, displaying her vigor and determination. She gurgled a happy laugh and then retreated enough to take a proper breath through her nose. “I love how you do it…” 
 
    Marie purred a happy noise and moved her head a few inches up and down in a slow rhythm. The soft tissue of her throat rubbed tight against Yuna’s flared tip, causing her to groan and grasp the blanket. Taking a moment’s pause, Marie drew her lips all the way back and off of Yuna’s sizable length, squeezing it along the way. Wrung out from within, Yuna’s spunk formed a hearty pool in Marie’s mouth, bathing her tongue and leaving the depths of her throat slick. When the broad cockhead popped free of her lips, Marie tilted her head back and gurgled a disty tune of glee before drinking down that first load with a formidable gulp. 
 
    “Oh~!” Yuna moaned encouragingly. The sight seemed enough to bring her near to spilling the rest. Now her sizable cock was rigid and bobbed up toward Marie needfully, and she wondered for a moment how she had managed to get it down. Her thoughts swam in creamy bliss as she continued to taste that special spunky flavor. She was set on claiming the rest. Marie reached to Yuna’s hands and guided them up to secure themselves upon her head. Again she parted her lips and invited that prize-winning cock into her mouth. 
 
    Yuna’s heavy hips bucked up off the bed and her hands firmly pushed Marie down, and soon she was taking Marie’s throat in rhythm. Her long shaft drove forward and reached to Marie’s depths only for Yuna to come crashing back onto the bed again with force enough to shake the room. Her moans grew louder, and Marie did what she could to relax her throat and make the feeling just right as Yuna’s pleasure reached its climax. 
 
    “Here it comes,” Yuna squealed with a grunt. There was a hint of warning in her tone that Marie did not heed, too lost in her own world of sensory bliss. Yuna’s cock flexed up firm in Marie’s throat and its flared tip swelled so broad that it seemed to secure itself in place. Cum burst from Yuna’s tip with all the surprising flair of a shaken-up can of soda and Marie could feel it flowing into her already cream-packed stomach in great and frequent surges. The board channel of Yuna’s cock bulged and contracted within Marie’s mouth and she could feel what felt like cups of cum pouring out right into her belly. 
 
    Finally, it was too much, and a mixture of cum and milk exploded from Marie’s nostrils, and she had no choice but to pull back and yank her lips free of Yuna’s spraying faucet. Yuna let out a long moan that wavered with a mix of emotions and finally rolled onto her side to spill the rest of her cum out onto the floor. There was so much of it and it seemed to surprise even her, and Marie could only wonder how often Yuna got a proper release. To assure her she was okay she gave her a pat on the buttcheek, although Marie was still struggling to swallow down the mouthful of thick cum she’d been left with. 
 
    Thoroughly creamed, Marie found the strength to lay back on the bed and digest a little. After everything, she could hardly think, but Yuna’s warm body beside her felt like the best thing in the world. They cuddled up tightly together, giggling about how well their bodies fit together, and how many jokes Marie was sure to make, until each fell into a deep and blissful sleep. 
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 A New Pet for Anupet 
 
      
 
    Kalis has traveled far into Upper Egypt in search of an answer to the mystery of the divine. It is said that in the 17th nome, where the city of Hardai sits on the Nile, the wife of Anubis herself reigns. 
 
      
 
    Drawn into the secret cult of the goddess, Kalis is ritualistically bestowed with an aspect of the canine and transformed into a furry. The change suits her well and brings her closer to Anupet, whose own form resembles an anthropomorphized black Jackal. 
 
      
 
    Bestowed with beauty and grateful to be given life anew, Kalis is eager to serve her goddess. She gets a first taste with her new snout and long, dexterous tongue, then offers up her fertile womb for the divine seed. 
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    Kalis stepped up onto a chariot fit for the pharaoh of Egypt. At least, she felt the splendor was without rival. The bronze discs over the wheels shone as brightly as the sun and lotus markings were carved into the strong acacia structure. The people who had welcomed her to this one strange and foreign land now cheered for her as she was paraded toward the Nile. She no longer had any doubt about the path she had chosen, though her future remained mysterious. 
 
    It was said that Hardai was ruled not by its nomarch but by Anupet herself. The great icon of the Jackal goddess before the White Chapel seemed a testament to her authority here, and Kalis often felt watched by its dark polished eyes. It was her priests who had taken an interest in the woman from Greece and shown her all hospitality. A suspicion of something yet veiled made her long for a deeper explanation of their mystical ways. 
 
    “Now to bring you in properly,” The driver, Tamiu gave her a look when she said that and gently bounced the reins. With her was her partner priestess, Sesmet; they were always together, and shared a shrewd and playful character that Kalis found feline. 
 
    “I’m quite excited, though a little fearful! I can only imagine what is meant by this profound physical change.” She waved to a woman she recognized who had thrown petals into her path and felt a warm blush upon her cheek. 
 
    “Each priest of the inner circle has undergone the ritual, including us. You will be changed, but if it pleases you not, by the grace of Anuput you will be restored to normal. And as you can see, the change does not show itself always.” Sesmet’s soft voice reassured Kalis. She had not made this choice spontaneously, yet she could hardly come to terms with the fantastic implications. 
 
    “She does me too much honor already,” Kalis said with a slight smile. It did feel as though the divine were putting their hand on her destiny. In the back of her thoughts, she felt as though she was being set up, but not necessarily for something frightening or terrible. After they had reached the temple her chariot was driven around the statue of Anupet and she was helped to dismount before the entrance. 
 
    “Well shall begin the ceremony, and you need only follow the instructions from before. Sleep will take you,” Sesmet took Kalis by the arm and guided her up the steps to the White Chapel. 
 
    “And you will wake to a new truth,” Tamiu remarked. “We are just as excited. The real wonders of upper Eygpt have not yet been revealed.” 
 
    The high-reaching alabaster of the temple loomed overhead, reminding Kalis of the might in this land. Her rite of passage began here, and she felt her thoughts settling into a ready stillness, anticipating but undisturbed. They went in and Kalis saw all the priests of Anupet gathered, some obscured in robust dark robes, and others presented in humble white ones. 
 
    Tamiu and Sesmet went before her, speaking the introduction to the ceremony. Incense was blown over her and many gestures were made, until she was brought before a massive statue of a jackal, symbolizing Anupet and her husband, Anubis. 
 
    Two veiled priests approached and inserted pole staffs into the ground before the statue. Leaning to apply force, they raised a great hidden door in the ground, revealing a darkened path that led beneath the temple. Kalis instinctively began to walk down into the dim, even though she felt her heart was racing. Tamiu and Sesmet were beside her and gently hummed as they traversed the narrow corridor into a part of the temple that felt ancient and foreboding. They were shut away from the outside world and soon came to a small chamber that had a stone slab large enough to lay on in the center of a pool of water. It looked almost like a place for embalming, but rather than symbols of death, there was shown only the symbol for rebirth, and markings depicting a jackal rising from the Nile on the sandstone walls. 
 
    Kalis waded out into the water when she was bid to, and laid on the stone slab. “What did you think, laying here?” she asked curiously. She felt perhaps she shouldn’t distract them, but the nerves made her chatter. 
 
    “We were ready. We did it together. Though, it was not the same for us,” Tamiu said. Kalis looked at her curiously and Sesmet elaborated for her partner. 
 
    “We were brought to a different chamber. The chamber of Felidae. You are in the chamber of Canidae.” 
 
    Kalis gathered up her long bronze-dark locks and draped them gently over her chest, as a slight chill tickled her body. “Dogs?” she asked simply. 
 
    Tamiu moved to her side and touched her at the collar. After seeing that Kalis was ready she began to unfasten her gown and parted the cloth so that Kalis was left nude on the rock. “Or Jackals,” she said. “And we are…” 
 
    Sesmet and Tamiu stood on either side of Kalis and cupped water with their hands. Each tossed the water onto their face and head, and Tamiu gave out an amused giggle. Kalis caught her breath sharply as Tamiu’s face changed before her eyes, sprouting whiskers and distending with a small snout. An instant later two cat ears popped up on her head. And all of her skin was sprouting with a thin and even layer of fur. 
 
    Kalis whipped her head to Sesmet and saw the same transformation, the body of the priestess turning dark as she transformed into what seemed like a human with a cat’s head. In an instant they were both altogether different, and yet Kalis recognized them still, and felt she was beholding their truer form. They were like nothing she had seen, a clever fusion between human and animal. Each was still more woman than cat, but Kalis saw the feline qualities in each bit of them, especially their excitedly swinging tails. 
 
    “So this is the secret,” Kalis gasped. The wonder of it was shaking and her heavy breasts rose and fell with deep gasps. 
 
    “Yes. Now all things can be revealed. Our goddess has seen you and welcomes your devotion. This magic will liken you to her,” Sesmet said. Her voice had changed and Kalis could hear the purr in her throat. 
 
    “Drink. You will have no doubts when you feel it. Drink,” Tamiu encouraged, and brought a full vase of the transformative waters to Kalis’ lips. She closed her eyes and parted her lips, and the cool water went down easily, refreshing her and making her sigh. 
 
    There was no internal monologue in her head after that, though she rested in comfortable peace, feeling as though she was in deep meditation. She did not heed any of the strange sensations along her body, and the soft voices of Sesmet and Tamiu seemed impossibly distant. She felt as though she had been in a strange dream, and was now resting without urgency before beginning a new day. She couldn’t be sure how much time had passed. 
 
    Kalis felt a new sensation that gradually coaxed her back to wakefulness, and she opened her eyes and saw she was in the company of a priestess. Not a bit cat or dog but just human, though she had red hair and was very pretty. With a jolt of realization as she became alert, Kalis looked over her body with shock. Her every inch was covered with fur. Down her chest and belly, it was pale and creamy white, and on her arms and legs, it tinted stronger toward amber. She ran her hand through her fur and felt new claws where her fingernails had been. She touched her face and felt her snout, nose, and then a pair of enormous, fluffy ears. 
 
    The priestess smiled at her very widely and said nothing at all. Watching Kalis, she began to stroke her again with the brush she held, and the sensation was extremely pleasant. Kalis watched as she brushed down her thigh and smoothed out the fur until it was sleek and laid low against her body. Her legs had grown fuller and her hips had broadened, and she felt she had a tail pinned under her rump. Her feet had turned to paws altogether. She started to get up and the priestess helped her at once but made no vocalizations. Kalis splashed around as she stepped this way and that in the water, and turned to look herself over front and back and consider her dim reflection in the pool. 
 
    “I’m…” She wasn’t sure what to call it. The priestess didn’t offer help with that either. She stood behind Kalis and tied a loincloth around her hips, and then draped a top over her that loosely covered her breasts. She held out a hand toward Kalis and looked toward the stairway that was opposite the one they had used coming in. Kalis was sure now that she was mute and took her hand, feeling new anticipation as she guessed where they were going. She was unsteady on her new paws for only a moment but then was conscious of a vigorous euphoria in her body, and the sense of a great store of energy. She had not just become furry, but stronger, and felt as beautiful as she had ever been. 
 
    Now they went up the stairs, to where Kalis didn’t know. It did not seem like somewhere that had been in the temple but she heard cheerful voices. They came up into a large and brightly lit court, surrounded by high walls and with a large bathing pool and garden. Kalis saw Tamiu and Sesmet beside a dark figure who was reclining on a long cushioned bench. Her eyes were drawn there at once, and the priestess followed her as she approached. The two Felidae women went away, however, giggling and excusing themselves to another area of the court. Kalis looked at the remaining figure as she approached and felt an increasing sense of awe. 
 
    Reclining laxly on the bench was a woman with the features of a black jackal. Her fur was sleek and glossy and she was adorned in white silk with gold filigree and many piercings. She slowly sat upright to watch Kalis approaching and smile at her tenderly. “At last you are here, and how beautiful.” Her voice was low and smooth yet held compassion. “The change suits you well, my devoted Kalis.” 
 
    “Are you… can it be?” In truth, Kalis felt no doubt. It was clear to her senses exactly who she stood before, as though a raw and hidden power influenced her thoughts. She knelt down and then prostrated. “Anupet.” 
 
    “I am she.” The goddess crossed her legs and admired Kalis casually. “Let me look again at your face,” she bid. 
 
    Kalis lifted her eyes and knelt upright, feeling struck by wonder. She met Anupet’s gaze and was surprised to see the goddess was taking in her beauty in turn. “I never believed…” she began to say unsurely. 
 
    “The secret has been well hidden, but not so well for clever minds,” Anupet leaned back and her eyes grew half-lidded and relaxed. “You have shown respect, and that you are eager to devote yourself to higher things. I desire to reward that,” she said. 
 
    Kalis prostrated again, feeling bashful. “You have blessed me. This is… a strange and wonderful thing. I shall of course keep silence but I expect I will desire to be this way all the time,” she said, laughing softly and sitting upright again. 
 
    “Then there shall always be a place for you here, where you may explore this side of your self.” 
 
    Kalis studied Anupet closely and could not help but drink at every aspect of her appearance. Her sparse clothing was regal but seductive, and she had abundantly generous curves. “I will eagerly serve you, always,” she said. It seemed bold, for the driving force behind her words was not her piety but a passionate and personal interest. 
 
    “You are eager, aren’t you,” Anupet agreed softly. “It pleases me to see it. Some take much time to come to terms with this, hm, different way.” 
 
    “But it feels so right, my goddess,” Kalis said with a small gasp, starting to stand up. Anupet extended her foot and stopped Kalis by putting it onto her shoulder, and Kalis froze at once and remained on her knees. 
 
    “I have seen your nature and made you in the appropriate image. I must confess, you could invoke envy in even me,” Anupet said with a soft growl, her grin showing sharp teeth. “I will be satisfied, at least, that you are mine alone.” Kalis was gleeful to be claimed so. All she desired was to be by Anupet’s side. There was nothing she could not happily do for her. She was conscious that the priestess had remained near and now walked to stand behind Anupet and fill her a goblet of wine. “Amit is my servant and shall be your servant too, for personal care,” Anupet said. “You shall have a place of great honor with me, though we must remain in shadow.” 
 
    Despite being hidden away, this sanctuary was no dark den. A soft golden light descended on them from above and seemed brightened by the mists accumulating on the water. Kalis had no doubt she’d be happy in the palace of her mistress, though her thoughts were still catching up with her, and she considered the implications of being kept so near. Anupet did not obscure her intentions. Her furry toes gently stroked the rim of Kalis’ ear, and she reclined before her with all alluring grace. 
 
    “For how long did you watch me?” she spoke with playful delinquency.  
 
    “Ah, I was aware of you from your arrival. Let us just say that I have paid mind to keep you safe,” she said noncommittally, toying with the fixings of her top. 
 
    “I am so pleased to be in your presence at last,” Kalis said, feeling a rising urge within. “Would it be wrong, to show you just how happy you have made me?” she asked. She only hesitated a moment longer, gently brushing her cheek against Anupet’s paw. She knew why she held it there, though she did not know why she knew. A Canidae instinct made her open wide and loll her tongue along the soft and squishy pads of Anupet’s foot and toes. Anupet never pulled away but when she spoke her voice was tinted with something that brought Kalis sharply to her senses. 
 
    “It’s not wrong. Your presumptuous, animalistic worship is a great honor to me.” 
 
    Kalis had to laugh. But internally, she was delighted that Anupet had welcomed her forwardness. “So we do it like animals?” she teased with a blush showing through the fur of her cheek, and could hardly believe she’d said it. Anupet was not given pause, though. 
 
    “I have only brought the animal in you out,” Anupet tried to explain, gesturing vaguely. She splayed her fingers on the velvety cushion and raised her other foot, brushing its toe down the curve of Kalis’ face to the tip of her nose. “You may find much does not meet your expectations, but exceeds them,” she mused. 
 
    Kalis thought Anupet may be either very wise or cleverly toying with her, but whether there was sincerity or gamesmanship between them, she still felt the wholehearted urge to see it through. She glanced up at Amit who seemed to be peaceably enjoying the show but did not feel at all bashful. 
 
    “Well this I can do better than with my old tongue,” Kalis stated and began to lick Anupet’s toes, gently supporting her feet with her hands. It felt right to serve her goddess in this way, and Anupet seemed to have been expecting or anticipating it and showed satisfaction on her face. She leaned back and drank her wine, letting Kalis kiss and lick her toe-beans and the soft pad of her sole. Her claws looked deadly sharp like pieces of polished obsidian. 
 
    “You certainly can,” Anupet softly agreed. There would be little need to instruct this one, she thought. In truth, beholding the woman in her new state invoked a desire the goddess had rarely felt. She had craved her as a human, but she had perfectly assumed this altered image, and Anupet could see she was discovering new joys in each instant. “I will not deny you the chance to show your gratitude. Come. Up,” she said, beckoning. 
 
    Kalis gently put Anupets feet down before she rose from the floor and stood before her. Anupet gently parted her legs and welcomed her into her space, continuing to appraise Kalis and now gently stroking the fur of her thigh. Anupet’s silk loincloth draped down from the bench. At her groin, Kalis could see a bulge partially obscured by it. She was given pause for an instant and leaned in closer to smell the warm and gently perfumed air coming off of Anupet’s body. “You desire me greatly, don’t you, goddess?” she asked, leaning forward and arching her back to present her chest. “Should I give you a massage?” 
 
    Anupet smiled at her warmly and ran her hand along Kalis’ side. “I get much of that sort of attention,” she explained. “You may… dance for me.” Despite her instruction, Anupet didn’t seem like she intended to allow Kalis much time. She gently guided Kalis forward and patted herself on the groin, stroking along the hidden presence there. “As you can sense,” she paused again, “I am ready.” 
 
    Kalis didn’t waste another breath, but trailed her hands up to her top and tossed the small silk garment aside. She leaned into Anupet and let their breasts press together, and licked her snout once, gently and with a rare hint of timidity. With a few small hops and tiny chuffs of excitement, she turned herself around and presented her rear to Anupet’s lap. The goddess helped to remove her bottom and gently swatted a plush cheek. 
 
    “You are something to behold,” Anupet said, stroking her fingertip along Kalis' back. She guided her back until her butt was gently rubbing and pressing into her lap, coaxing the hidden presence there to firm up and swell a bit more. Kalis could feel her pressing up between her cheeks and she gently rocked her hips back and forth until Anupet gave out a soft gasp. 
 
    “It is your own handiwork,” Kalis said warmly and guided Anupet’s hands around her to grope her heavy breasts. Anupet cooperated and gently sought out Kalis’ teats amidst the soft low-laying fur of her breasts, and pinched them between her fingertips. 
 
    “Turn about,” Anupet instructed, and when Kalis did, she gathered up her breasts with her palms, considering them closely. Suddenly Anupet’s long dark tongue lolled out and licked over Kalis’ teat, and she drew her warmly into her lap and began to suck on her breast. Anupet’s loincloth formed a tent from the supporting pillar beneath it, which aimed itself up against Kalis’ pussy. She humped into Anupet and they both made a noise of pleasure. Anupet’s tongue twisted around Kalis’ teat and soaked the fur on her breast. When the goddess pulled her mouth away Kalis looked down and gently panted, feeling the might against her. Only a thin piece of cloth stopped her from being claimed altogether. 
 
    She reached down and moved the loincloth away with the slow revelry of unwrapping a gift. Anupet’s cock was heavy and dark grey, uncut, and as thick as her forearm. Already a pale white bead of cum adorned its tip like a royal pearl, and the whole thing shifted and bounced from the weighty sensation of Kalis’ stare. Kalis reached between her legs and felt her pussy, wondering if she could even take her goddess into herself. She parted her lower lips with her fingers but Anupet softly chuffed and pointed with a finger. 
 
    “Taste it.” Her instruction may as well have been a binding spell, as Kalis was at once compelled to drop down from Anupet’s lap and bring her face toward the rising black pillar. 
 
    Anupet pet her head before slowly removing her own top. It was clear she wished for Kalis to get quite comfy there on her knees and have her bliss as she performed this service. There was no question Kalis would; one whiff of Anupet’s groin and she was salivating, and further, her thoughts seemed abuzz as though intoxicated by the goddess’ musk. She opened wide and darted her tongue out to drink the thick globule of precum oozing from Anupet’s tip. The taste was so divine that Kalis thought Anupet might not get to claim her womb until later, as she was determined to drink that creamy release to total satisfaction. 
 
    Kalis turned her big eyes up at Anupet and looked over her mighty, dark breasts, splayed comfortably as she reclined back on the bench. She met her eyes and lowered her lips until they were secured around the broad, half-covered tip of Anupet’s cock. She had to push just to get it into her mouth, and when she did, a rush of Anupet’s personal flavor shook her senses. Her cheeks were puffed as Anupet’s cockhead filled her mouth entirely, parting her snout wide open and nudging into the beginning of her throat. 
 
    “You can manage it,” Anupet observed with pleasure. “Be mindful of those new teeth,” she remarked. She gently pet the long wavy hair of Kalis’ head but did not yet force her down, allowing her servant to call on her effort. A low growl rumbled from Anupet’s chest as Kalis strained and relaxed her throat, making a valiant effort to claim a few more inches. Anupet slid in further and her warm flavor washed over Kalis’ senses, making her drool from the corner of her mouth. Her tail was swishing behind herself from the focused effort, and she reached down to feel Anupet’s balls, eagerly anticipating the gift they held. 
 
    Anupet crossed her arms and pressed her enormous breasts together. She slowly bounced her hip forward and then gently let it slip back. Kalis let out a gag but groaned and swallowed up more of her mistress’ delicious cock, groaning with pleasure and strain. Her goddess saw that she appreciated the help, and so finally set her hands on Kalis’ head, and with a slow and indomitable force, pushed her face all the way down into her groin. 
 
    Anupet’s cock reached deep and stretched her throat tightly from within. Its head seemed to almost reach her stomach, and Kalis could just barely breathe through her nose. She wiggled her tongue around against Anupet’s shaft, in what little space it had to maneuver. Her nose and snout were pressing into the soft and squish mound of Anupet’s groin, and Kalis breathed deeply straight from her fur there. 
 
    “You’re a very good girl,” Anupet mused heatedly and rocked her hips up. She held onto Kalis’ neck and felt herself inside of her, taking a few moments to hump and fuck her servant’s face. Kalis’ pretty eyes trembled and rolled back with bliss, and though she gagged she did what she could to make the path into her depths comfortable for Anupet. 
 
    Just then Anupet tensely came to a halt, and it seemed as though she would climax. Her cock throbbed and its channel pulsed, and Kalis could feel a new weight in her stomach, though she did not yet taste the cum. Anupet seemed to fight down the ecstasy and control herself before she had a more complete release. She pulled Kalis up until her throat was clear and she was able to take a proper breath. Then her cum spilled out into Kalis’s mouth directly, coating her tongue at once and soon filling her maw. She had to gulp it down, and her ears twitched at its flavor. She ran her tongue freely around Anupet’s cockhead until she had cleaned it, and there was no more to swallow down. Her goddess remained quite hard, though, and did not seem yet finished. 
 
    “Hmm?” she softly inquired, raising Kalis’ face with a finger under her chin. She popped her cock free of the acolyte’s mouth and let her breathe and lick her lips. 
 
    “Total excellence~,” Kalis said softly. She was in a realm of happiness and felt a sense of victory in having, at least partially yet, appeased her divine. “But I think you are ‘ready’ still,” she cooed, starting to climb up onto Anupet. 
 
    “You will see.” Anupet’s soft promise belied her sudden move. She grabbed Kalis around the hips and spun, pushing her down onto the cushioned bench and crawling on top of her. Kalis gasped at the sense of Anupet’s weight on top of her, feeling smothered by her softness and quite conscious of her strength. Her legs parted, and Anupet drew them up and around her own body. She was positioned to claim Kalis’ yet untested pussy, and guided her cock with a hand until its tip massaged firmly against her soft and fatty mound. 
 
    Kalis threw her head back and moaned needfully, encouraging Anupet’s vigor. Anupet’s obsidian black locks cascaded around her face as the goddess gave her a fangy grin. Her desire then was bestial and her prior self would have thought it mindless to be so lost in passion. She tensed her legs and pulled Anupet into herself, embracing the goddess firmly and pulling her into her most intimate depths. 
 
    With a moan like a howl, Anupet positioned herself and unleashed. She began to rapidly hump Kalis’ body, filling her pussy and straining tight against her slick and ready walls. The soft flesh of Kalis’ thighs and belly jiggled as Anupet drove down with her weight, and made her loyal subject squeal with overwhelmed bliss. She kissed her, letting her tongue slid deeply into Kalis’ mouth. Anupet moved her hips side to side, claiming another inch of Kalis with each motion until her cock was secured far up into her. The goddess seemed to dance her hips and circle her rear around, every motion causing Kalis to spasm and groan. 
 
    Then falling into a powerful rhythm, Anupet began her proper thrusts, claiming the entirety of Kalis’ pussy with increasingly rapid strokes. She splayed her hands over Kalis’ breasts to stop their bouncing and poked her with the firm grasp of her claws. Finally, she parted her knees and threw herself down on Kalis, letting her full weight push her all the way in. Her cock convulsed and spilled its hot spunk into Kalis’ very womb, flowing with seemingly no end, until she felt altogether stuffed. Her own climactic bliss thundered through and overwhelmed her every sense, making her hardly conscious of her loud, animalistic moans. 
 
    Now there could be no doubt who ruled over her. The goddess who had made her had claimed her and for all to see. As Kalis returned to her senses, she felt a deep and amorous happiness and a satisfied certainty that she would become pregnant. To couple with her famed husband's rule of death, the goddess was able to make life anew. She held Anupet closely as the goddess breathed deeply and then gently lifted her hips to draw her spent cock free. They sat beside each other on the bench then, able to look eye to eye. 
 
    “After such a journey, it is strange to have truly arrived,” Kalis said with a soft giggle. “Already you have made it worth it, and every day I spend with you will be a new adventure.” 
 
    “There is much left to see and to feel,” Anupet agreed, and had Amit come over and put her finery back on. “This palace may be roamed freely, and the walled garden outside. It is an enchanted place - not easily disturbed by the unseeing.” 
 
    Kalis sensed that her goddess had regained her poise. A warm smile remained on her features, but she again looked so divine as to be almost untouchable. Kalis crushed on her then as she had never felt for another, and the effect was enough to invoke a shyness in her. She looked to the other occupants of the chamber until she saw Sesmet and Tamiu. 
 
    “Yes, go to them, and explore. They shall show you your quarters. So too can you ask Amit for anything you need,” Anupet said. 
 
    Kalis wondered how much competition she would have for Anupet’s favor, but she could not doubt she would be kept close. She kissed the hand of her goddess and bid her a momentary farewell, to go and meditate on all that had happened, as well as get to know the other servants. Several others had the traits of a cat or dog, and it amused Kalis to think that in a way, this was a menagerie of Anupet’s pets. It did not bother her to assume such a title, though, for her goddess, she would strive to be still more. 
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 The Pools of Purity 
 
      
 
    A centauress caused quite a stir when she visited the Pools of Purity carrying a newly corrupted demoness on her back. Elara’s travels bring her to the sacred place again and a beautiful temple attendant offers her some personal care. 
 
      
 
    There’s no better place for a bath, but Sanni’s intentions are not as pure as the waters. She craves Elara from head to hoof and is eager to show it. The elf gives Elara’s back end a tongue-bath, and then takes her for a ride, albeit, not in the sense she’s used to. 
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    The grotto was serene and cool and nothing could be heard but the churning of water. The ancient and sacred pools shone like sapphires in their glades and each was set aglow by a sunlit veil of mist. Yet while such serenity had set her soul at peace, Sanni soon craved a change from silence. Her pouty lips trembled on the breeze until she conjured an impromptu, happy hymn, high and sweet for whomever to hear.  
 
    Her crisp voice echoed in the clearing and her toes stepped carefully along its edge. How many times had she purified these waters? The still face of the pool shone with the white of the sky, but Sanni beheld the memory within. Sanni moved gracefully, her body swaying and twirling with the rhythm of her enchanting song. With only her reflection as company, her voice grew perhaps wistful. Each verse seemed to vanish swiftly and cause hardly a ripple in the stillness abound. 
 
     Something did stir, however, as though woken from its rest by the music. A branch cracked and some bushes shifted, causing Sanni to pause and look to the glade’s edge. A centaur woman was carefully navigating the rather narrow trail and strode out into the clearing. Sanni gasped when she recognized her as one of the forest’s guardians, Elara. 
 
    She had been at the pools back in August with a poor corrupted sorceress on her back. For Sanni and the other pool attendants, she was quite an exciting visitor. Sanni beamed a grim at her and respectfully curtseyed, but Elara gestured that she be at ease. She seemed out of breath but walked near to the pool's edge and then collapsed down to sit on the thick grasses beside the water, tucking her equine-fashioned legs under herself. 
 
    “I hope I haven’t disturbed you. You make a beautiful song,” Elara said softly, catching her breath. Her pale skin glistened with sweat and she casually wore nothing, displaying her heavy breasts. Her coat had changed with the seasons and her fur looked plush and soft. 
 
    “You are just the sort of disturbance I was singing for,” Sanni said, and could not help but burst into a giggle. “Ah, it is just too quiet some days,” she explained. 
 
    Elara smiled at her warmly. “I remember you from before,” she said. She gathered up her messy locks and fluffed them back from her face, her furry ear twitching.  
 
    “You are always most welcome here, guardian.” Sanni walked around the water and to a stone table where there was oil and incense. “What became of your charge? Did these waters truly not take effect?” she inquired. 
 
    Elara hummed an uncertain note. “They did not, for Elyst. She remains a succubus, though the corruption did not progress too far,” Elara sighed. “I can not say why but do not worry for her. She has found a path. There are some who aid those with demon blood. I hope to one day see her again.” 
 
    Sanni couldn’t help but ponder the water’s supposed failing. But while these pools were pure and rich in energy, they did not always work miracles. “She seemed spirited, and always happy when here with you.” 
 
    “Yes, I believe she will do well, somehow,” Elara said. “Remind me your name?” 
 
    “It’s Sanni!” She smiled brightly. “It’s quite nice to see you back, regardless. May I prepare your bath?” 
 
    Elara paused a moment and smiled. “The pools look pure as ever. Do you wish to accompany me? That would be nice,” she said. “There are some parts of me better reached by your brush,” she admitted and allowed Sanni to consider it. Sanni turned her face away but Elara could see the blush on her long pointy ears. 
 
    “Of course, it would be my pleasure to assist you, Elara,” Sanni said. Her words rang sincere and assured though they were softly spoken. Sanni took up a vase in her hands where she had mixed some aromatic oil. She walked closer to Elara and then stooped down by the water to fill her vase, and swirled its contents in her arms. 
 
    Elara knew she was desired, though Sanni had disguised it well enough. Many were drawn in passing to the beauty of part of her form, but Elara felt some assurance at the prospect of a bath, and how they might get explore each other with fullness and at an unhurried pace. She stood up and stretched her arms overhead, and arched her great equine back in a feline way with lowered front legs. 
 
    “Then you have already made my visit here quite a treat,” Elara said. “There’s no malignant energy upon me, but you can lessen the weight of my travels still,” she said with a gentle and knowing smile. 
 
    “Only give the word, and I will spoil you. Where is it that you just can’t get at?” Sanni asked amorously. Her words were so heated and eager that Elara was herself made to blush. “Shall I polish your hooves, or braid your tail?” Sanni prompted half in jest. “Perhaps your whole back end needs a scrub,” she mused. 
 
    “Let us begin with the wash, and see then after if your thoughts remain impure,” Elara said, and Sanni burst out into amused giggles. 
 
    “Impure? There’s nothing diluted in my head,” she said and waded out into the water. Sanni poured from her vase in a circle around herself, enriching the water with a floral scent and floating petals. “Perhaps I’ve served here too long, but I am all too glad to please you. You should not be surprised of your charm, guardian.” 
 
    “Nor should you. Though the way I am desired sometimes surprises me,” Elara said after a pause. She stepped into the water and walked to where it was deep enough to reach her knees. Elara towered over Sanni, held high by her formidable equine half, but she knelt down again and settled into the water with a shiver. 
 
    “Perhaps I wish to surprise you,” Sanni teased. “Not that I would neglect my duties.” She hopped up onto Elara’s back and straddled her, splaying her hand on the soft fur of her rump. The cool water was stark but not unpleasant, and Elara found Sanni’s warmth quite comfortable. Already she felt deeply relaxed and the scented waters seemed to cleanse her deeply. 
 
    “Do as you will, then. You shalln’t hear any protest from me,” Elara said with a small chuckle. The elf’s vivacious manner excited her a little, as she could sense Sanni hardly keeping hold of herself. She wondered just what exactly she was craving. Sanni reached up and touched the fluff of Elara’s ear, making her jolt slightly. 
 
    “Lean back,” Sanni invited, her fingertips sinking into Elara’s wavy locks. She raised the vase in her other hand and poured out some of the aromatic water onto Elara’s scalp, guiding it away from her eyes. She combed with delicate fingers and gently enclosed Elara’s waist with her thighs. The sensation was refreshing and Elara relaxed deeply to the pampering and company of the elf. 
 
    Sanni cleaned her hair and then spilled out the rest of the contents of the vase onto Elara’s lower back and allowed it to float away. She gathered up Elara’s wet locks to one side of her neck, her fingertips gently brushing over her skin, and considered the softness of her back as she began to braid. She had done little to hide her interest, but for a moment still dwelt in her thoughts, elusive and withholding hint of her actual desire. Elara shivered slightly and Sanni scooted in to sit snugly against the bend of her back. 
 
    “You are always fixed so pristinely, yet I figure, treated too rarely,” Sanni said. “Who will there to be to brush you, when your winter coat sheds?” Sanni sympathetically cooed. 
 
    “I tend to myself well. Where I can get at, at least,” Elara mused. “But you are right, of course. Humans and elves tend to show… half an interest,” she said. 
 
    Sanni hummed softly. Oddly, Elara’s words invoked a vague anger in her. Why should such a beauty need to second-guess affection? “Well I have a holistic interest,” she said, and Elara laughed. “Each and every inch is of interest to me,” she continued with wily flair. 
 
    “That is reassuring to hear,” Elara said with amusement. “Now that might really be a treat.” She turned her head slightly and smiled at Sanni, who was tying off her braid with a length of lace. “What if I am immodest, and ask you to prove it?” she asked with a curious note. For a moment Elara worried if this was a flirt-too-far, but for some reason, she didn’t think she’d scare Sanni off. 
 
    Sanni’s lip curled into a sharp grin. “Do it. I’m not craven,” she said. The thought of Elara issuing her a command filled her with glee. Elara’s response didn’t come right away. Instead, she seemed to enjoy the ambiance and the pleasure of her friend’s attention. Her eyes trailed along the ancient stone and carved symbols of restoration that marked its perimeter. But then when Sanni was nearly finished Elara spoke as though the words were just coming to her. 
 
    “If you’re so brazen, then clean my butt.” Elara chortled softly though it was clear she was being sincere. “Give everything back there a good scrub. Then I’ll let you kiss whatever interests you,” she promised with a little shake of her heavy equine hips. 
 
    “Oho~” Sanni was delighted and her cheeks glowed pink. “As you command. I’ll clean you up good, with rag and tongue. Then I’m gonna smooch you right on the lips.” Sanni made an exaggerated kissy-noise and then hopped off Elara with a flourish. Elara could hardly believe it. She hardly believed she had asked. But now with a shiver of powerful anticipation moved through her, and she had to strain to keep her voice calm. 
 
    “I’m delighted you’re up for it,” Elara shifted and rose to her feet, and shook herself of some of the water. She examined her long braid with a smile. Sanni stood at her side and ran her hands through Elara’s fur, stroking her belly and back. She held a gaze of such adoration that Elara found it hard to meet her eye, self-conscious for reasons she could not explain. 
 
    “You are worthy of all that I might do. I shall not get overly sappy, but if not elsewhere employed, my tongue would spit your praises all night long.” Sanni laughed. Elara seemed to her unmatched in might and elegance by any man or elf. Her half-bestial physique had been paired with motherly grace as though the fates had been in curious humor. Sanni stripped off her silk tunic and bundled it up in her hands, beginning to use the cloth to rub Elara’s back dry. 
 
    Elara looked back at her with a grin and stepped forward slowly. “You are sweet and diligent. I had better get comfortable for you,” Elara said. Coming to some stone steps that lead into the pool on one side, she bent her front legs and knelt down to settle in the water. She kept her back end raised high, rather just about level with Sanni’s head. “It’s quite a task.” Sanni followed along and picked up her vase again, filling it once more with water. 
 
    Sanni held the vase in both hands and approached leisurely. She drank in the sight of Elara’s massive ass, which while certainly horse-sized, had a supple and pleasant shape that brought to mind a mother’s curves. Her upper legs were thick as with human thighs and her fur was velvety and creamy-white. Sanni poured the vase out over Elara’s back end, the cold water causing the centauress to gasp and lift her tail. 
 
    Once its fluff swooshed out of the way, Sanni beheld Elara’s treasures. High up between the enormous rise of her cheeks Elara had a swollen donut of an asshole, big and bright as the moon. A soft swell of flesh extended from there to the heaviest, fullest-looking ballsack Sanni had ever seen, furless and with a slightly darker hue than the rest of Elara. 
 
    “My stars,” Sanni whined under her breath. Lust roared to life in her core like a stoked flame. She dropped her vase again and the tunic she had worn and utilized as a towel. 
 
    Elara chuckled at her softly. “No further need of those?” she inquired, seeing the vase floating nearby. Her eyes trailed over Sanni’s nude body, admiring her curves and long, pale legs. 
 
    Sanni gasped softly before she spoke in a playfully shrewd way. “You’re already rather clean back here, but for some musk and sweat… I think my tongue and lips should be adequate. How’s that sound?” With one swift motion, she laid her body against Elara’s back end, pressing her breasts to her thighs and her face into the soft valley between Elara’s cheeks.  
 
    Elara tried not to moan her retort. “I have said… do as you will.” She tried to play it cool and maintain her elegance, but there was no disguising her excitement. Her great hips shifted back and forth as she felt Sanni delve so readily into her, smothering her own face into her musky taint. Elara knew the aroma would only further spurn Sanni’s carnal vigor. 
 
    Sanni’s hands rubbed along Elara’s thighs and over her rear, and she pressed Elara’s heavy buttcheeks in against her face and slid her plush lips up and down. Her kiss brushed against Elara’s anal donut and her nose pushed right into its center. She felt held snugly and immersed in that little world of warmth tight against Elara’s ass and yet still craved more, breathing deeply and letting her tongue loll out from her mouth to stroke the pucker’s circumference in one long lick. “You’re magnificent,” Sanni gasped for breath. “It’s unnatural,” she moaned. She immediately sang her lips against Elara’s butthole again and began to lick her clean altogether. Even in this crude place Elara’s rich personal flavor was orgasmically delicious and seemed to strike at Sanni’s very thoughts. 
 
    “You like big things, don’t you?” Elara asked knowingly. Her breasts rose and fell heavily as she supported herself against the edge of the pool. Sanni’s explorative tongue made her gasp sharply. She was more sensitive back there than anywhere. 
 
    “Of course I do. If they’re big and beautiful like you,” Sanni said with a warm giggle. She reached between Elara’s back legs as her tongue set back to work, kissing and slurping the broad swell between the centauress cheeks. Sanni’s slender fingertips slid up along Elara’s shaft and to her hefty pillar of a cock, which was gradually emerging and growing broader with each little twitch. Elara felt absolutely massive in her hands and she needed both to enclose her throbbing length. 
 
    Elara let out a soft moan and could find no words for a moment. Sanni advanced on her with such intensity, making out with her butthole without a hint of reservation, it was driving Elara nuts. Her back legs shifted in the water as she kept her rear raised high, leaning onto the edge of the pool and letting out mirthful groans. She could feel Sanni crawling along with her delicate manicured fingertips, reaching further and further along Elara’s length as it extended from its resting place. A sharp jolt of pleasure coursed through her as Sanni reached deep into her anus and massaged her tender inner walls with a dancing motion of her tongue. “Oh Sanni…” she huffed a sound almost like a whinny. “That’s good.” 
 
    The note of satisfaction that came from Sanni was like a purr, rumbling from deep in her chest as she slathered Elara with her hot spit. She pulled away and lowered her face to bury her lips into Elara’s sack. The centauress’ weighty testis shifted and rose up to meet Sanni’s kisses and licks, and Sanni could feel the excitement traversing Elara’s great body in waves. She brought her hands to Elara’s sack and lifted it up to rub and press her face against, sensing the utter abundance of seed they had stored. 
 
    A trickle of precum dangled from Elara’s cock all the way down to the surface of the water. Sanni let out a little noise of awe, fondling Elara’s balls and admiring the little creamy waterfall. “Just a bit of licking and you cum for me?” Sanni asked with delight. “You seem about ready to spill.” She grabbed the vase from the water and positioned it under the flared tip of Elara’s long cock, letting her cum fall there. 
 
    “You have me close,” Elara admitted. “But… there will be much more,” she said like a warning. Sanni cooed a note of pleasure and then dived right back in, stuffing her face into the soft and squishy round of flesh far up between Elara’s cheeks. Her body pressed tight to Elara’s back end and her hands reached far and forward to stroke her cock. 
 
    It didn’t take long until Elara felt the swell of bliss rising beyond what she could suppress. Her anus clenched around Sanni’s tongue as a powerful orgasmic force stampeded through her, causing a thick burst of cream to spill right out into that vase. Sanni groaned and kept her lips and tongue pushed in and tight as Elara bucked and tensed against her, finding satisfaction in the immense power behind her companion’s pleasure. The force of Elara’s involuntary jerking nearly knocked Sanni right back into the pool, but she kept up with her writhing tongue until Elara’s cock quit bucking. By the time it was done and Sanni pulled her tongue free, Elara had filled the vase near to the brim. She cast a bashful and appreciative look back at Sanni as she caught her breath, a vibrant and warm glow on her pale cheeks. 
 
    “Now there we go,” Sanni cooed encouragingly. She collapsed into the water and pulled the vase into her lap, admiring the gallon of thick white cream within. Elara walked up on unsteady legs by the water, laying on her side at the edge of the pool and resting her elbow on a pillow. A strand of cum trailed from the wide circular tip of her cock, which continued to gently throb, half erect. 
 
    “You work wonders,” Elara said softly. “I am not entirely spent, so perhaps I can reciprocate some,” Elara said with a happy and amused tone. “I expect you’re eager to have this inside of you,” she added, making her cock twitch with a little flex.  
 
    “You expect correctly. I haven’t yet sated my craving,” she said with a heated giggle. Suddenly Sanni tipped the vase over her head and drenched herself in Elara’s milky cum, pouring it into her open mouth and all over her face. Elara let out a gasp and a small laugh, having no idea she had already spilled so much. Seeing Sanni gleefully drench her pristine body in spunk made Elara shiver. 
 
    “You’re the impressive one, you know,” Elara remarked. “I rarely find a lady so brazen, and you have strong resolve,” she laughed. 
 
    Sanni walked to the edge of the pool and stood level with Elara’s face. A kiss. Elara's thoughts froze as those tender elf lips pressed on hers. The filthy visage of her once-graceful companion was bliss-struck and silly, her eyes half-lidded with disregard and delight. She wrapped her in her arms and held her close, only just noticing the evening’s encroaching chill in contrast to their shared warmth. 
 
    “You make me feel… beyond lusted for,” Elara said softly. “Not that I shall press the matter of feelings, but whatever you feel, you strongly feel… That is clear.” Elara breathed heavily and cleaned Sanni’s face with her hands. A strand of cum dripped from her ear and her perky tits were altogether frosted, but she looked aglow. 
 
    Sanni grinned at her and moved to gently kiss her breasts. “What can I do but worship a body like this? And you… you are unlike all other things in the world,” Sanni said. She parted her plush lips to take Elara’s teat between them and moved her tongue around it. “I want you to feel like this all the time.” Sanni reached to palm Elara’s drooling cockhead as she set back to licking and kissing around her breast. It did not take long to awaken Elara again, as her body had hardly gone to rest. Soon her massive equine-styled length had throbbed to its full rigidity under Sanni’s affection. “Lay back for me. Perhaps that is the way?” Sanni asked with a warm giggle. “Please.” Her final word came rich and soft. 
 
    “If you can manage it, you can have me any way you wish,” Elara said with a chortle. She rose up and walked to the thick grasses beside the water. With some relief she flopped down, rolling onto her back and bending her legs upward. The full length of her back was flat to the earth and she propped herself up on her elbows to look down the length of her body at Sanni. 
 
    “Now this is unique… and I may look into your eyes,” Sanni remarked, crawling out of the water. She came up between Elara’s hind legs and straddled her, splaying her hands on the soft fur of Elara’s belly. From here she couldn’t much reach Elara’s human half though it was a sight to behold. Sanni rested her rear on Elara’s cock and gently worked her hips back and forth. “Not the way you’re used to being ridden?” She teased. 
 
    “I’m not used to any of this,” Elara said with a soft smile. The feeling of Sanni’s pussy grinding up and down her shaft made her tremble. It seemed unlikely she would be able to take it inside of herself, but Sanni’s manner suggested otherwise. She gathered up Elara’s weighty pillar in her hands and aimed its broad tip up toward herself. Elara gently fondled her breast as Sanni bore down, rubbing and massaging her soft mound against Elara’s slick tip. Sanni let out a determined moan and relaxed her weight, and Elara let out a small gasp as her cock managed to slide into the tight embrace of her pussy. 
 
    “Ohh~” Sanni moaned with intense satisfaction. She slid down further, and Elara’s cock met more of her wet warmth, pressing tightly from within and making each further inch an effort to claim. Just when it seemed Sanni could take it no deeper she bounced her hips up and down, howling an ecstatic noise of bliss as she worked Elara’s cock deeper with each thrust, and finally slammed her hips down into Elara’s groin with the entirety of her cock stuffed in. 
 
    She threw back her head and groaned victoriously. Sanni should have been utterly overwhelmed by the sense but she found the mind to work her hips back and forth, her drenched inner walls massaging the fullness of Elara’s cock. Each little motion send pleasure through Sanni like a lightning bolt, and she soon began to bounce in place, encouraging Elara to at last release all she had. 
 
    Elara was assailed with a forceful pleasure that shook her from head to hoof. She could see the bulging presence of her cock pressing up from within Sanni’s stomach as the elf cast her eyes back in an orgasmic stupor. Elara let out one more sharp gasp and felt her cock convulse, its channel flexing and letting a flow of cum burst forth into Sanni’s depths. Elara jerked and bucked under Sanni and let her have every last bit of it. 
 
    Elara’s abundant release stretched Sanni out from within and compounded her bliss. She howled and squirted around the broad and filling cock inside of her, and felt the hot seed packing her womb. Elara’s heavy sack raised up snug against her groin as she let it all go with considerable relief. 
 
    So much came that Elara had a moment’s worry for Sanni, seeing her fucked-silly and meeting bliss and strain alike. Eventually, she rolled to her side to let Sanni slide free, her cock continuing to buck and spit ropes of cum onto her body until it finally subsided. 
 
    Coated in cum inside and out, Sanni took heavy breaths to recover as she lay on the grass. The pleasure seemed to have obliterated her senses, but in time they returned, and she giggled heatedly and climbed up onto Elara’s side, kissing her on the cheek. “Well so much for the bath… I went and blew it,” she said with a silly giggle. 
 
    “Well, you can give me another in the morning,” Elara suggested. She rolled onto her belly and patted her back, and Sanni climbed up onto her, wrapping her arms around Elara’s soft belly. “My silly, brave elf…” There was much left unspoken, but the peace of the night would purify their thoughts. 
 
    Elara trotted out away from the pool and down into a small ravine near the temple grounds. An old stone hut was laid low into the earth, covered in vines and moss. It was sizable, however, and Elara ducked low and went in, finding it in good order. Faintly glowing stones were placed into the rock and there were furs for bedding. 
 
    She held the elf against her breasts and they cuddled in a pile of furs, growing warm and cozy together and soon falling into a restful sleep. 
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 Bunny Packed 
 
      
 
    Mila is a mouse-anthro living in a city of furries and scalies that largely dominate her in height. She’s all too used to bunnies and dogs looming over her or booping her tiny snout, though she does like the attention of taller women. She soon draws the eye of two big rabbit gals who want to do more than just pet and cuddle her. After working up a sweat, the larger and much more athletic rabbits decide to see if Mila would make a good pet, and share her between them. Testing their toy, they treat Mila to a forceful spit-roast, and then fanny-pack her for further adventures.  
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    The sun was already setting as Mila got into the park, the cool breeze appreciated against her warm white fur. She was a small and soft mouse-anthro with big cute ears and eyes and a pretty short-stack form that was a bit bottom-heavy. Soon she’d worked up quite a sweat, making surprisingly fast pace despite her short legs. Around here, Mila stood less than half the height of most, as without the reach of her ears, she was under two feet tall. Others in the park ranged from the common hare to much larger wolves. Mila gasped when a cougar jogged over her, standing well over ten feet in height.  
 
    There was plenty of space out here, but still, her instincts made her conscious of the bustle. Nature called to them all, the park was well-used day and night, but Mila found few opportunities to escape the monotony of her work in the city. 
 
    She pushed her little legs hard, a poof of sweaty fur bouncing at her cleavage. Her little ears flopped humorously as she strained to cover the ground others could grace in stride, and yet, she was admirable in a sense, for displaying such intensity and energy despite her lacking means. Mila was known for holding herself high and not turning to jitters when loomed over by the larger furries and scalies that called this city home. They still made her nervous sometimes with their strength, and one had to take care not to get trod on, but she enjoyed having larger women around to look up to. 
 
    “Aw, look,” a voice said behind her on the trail. Her ears perked up, hearing it from far off, along with the two pairs of heavy footsteps that closed the distance toward her.  
 
    “So cute,” The other voice answered, quiet enough that they must have been sure Mila couldn’t hear them. She felt herself blush and kept her pace, feeling that the joggers behind her would soon overtake her on the trail, and she could resume focus. They slowly did get neared, the beat of their steps rising as Mila felt she could feel two sets of eyes upon her. When they seemed just behind her, she slowed slightly, turning to her side. 
 
    On either side of her, the two joggers pulled up into her space and slowed to match her tiny legs. “Hello~! Mouse.” The left said to her, making Mila look up with surprise at having been addressed racially. “Push it, little lady!” 
 
    Looking between them swiftly, Mila saw they were both bunnies, both standing over five feet tall and so more than double her height. They jogged so close she felt she had to dodge the swift forward movements of their legs. “Very funny… yes, thanks!” she said, first showing a flicker of uncertain annoyance but then grinning widely to them, and redoubling her efforts some with their encouragement. “Can’t keep up with you girls though!” Mila admitted amiably. 
 
    “I’m Lopa,” the one on the left said. She had darker brown hair and was slightly stronger, as well as taller, but otherwise looked much like her companion. 
 
    “I’m Sunni!” the blonde one said gleefully. Her hair matched the pale yellow-white of their bodies. Mila saw that their bellies and thighs had soft white fur while at their arms and sides longer fur grew more in order, looking sleek and wet from sweat. “Don’t worry mousey, we’ll carry you,” she promised with a playful snicker. 
 
    “Sounds nice about now…” Mila admitted. Some would have been embarrassed at the remark, but Mila had embraced her smallness and didn’t mind being held or carried one bit, though she hardly yet knew what to make of these two. “You’re quite a pair!” she decided, grinning.  
 
    They kept her running at a fast pace, but Mila couldn’t hold it forever. She started to slow, and Lopa came out and ran backward in front of her, giving encouragement Mila tried her hardest but she was only willing to be pushed so far. “Guess I could use some trainers,” she snickered under her breath. “You two would be good at it…” 
 
    “Well, it’s cute seeing a mouse get all worked up,” Lopa told her playfully. “Maybe we can offer some more incentive for you,” she said, and as Mila was slowing to a piteous jog, she slowly walked back in front of her, and displayed her body as though the carrot on the stick. Mila felt shocked by the words and stared at her with wide eyes, trying to understand if Lupa - or even the two of them, were coming on to her, or just teasing. Her eyes fell on Lopa’s well-defined abs and her thick, sweaty thighs, and then the black bottom she wore, covering no more than panties, while Sunni had least had shorts. But both of them, Mila quickly noticed, had prominent bulges at their groin, as whether they intended or not they displayed their sex at Mila’s eye level. Seeing her eyes, they were as conscious of it as she was. 
 
    Mila stopped and huffed and groaned, buckling over and using her exhaustion to create mental space and think. Already the two bunnies were looming over her, and she felt she could hardly look up at them, without her eyes confessing embarrassing lust, as her vision was filled with their athletic forms. 
 
    “Hey, that was pretty good!” Sunni encouraged and reached down to pet Mila’s head. She actually scritched her and then sort of hoisted her head up by the scruff, running her hand through Mila’s sweaty fur and also holding her upright between them. The two rabbits enclosed her, both standing just inches in front or behind her, and she felt herself surrounded by their thighs, having to crane her neck up far to see the grinning bunny women fawning over her. “Should we reward her?”   
 
    Mila huffed and gnawed her little lip, her big eyes trailing over Lupa’s body. She couldn’t hide her interest in what they were doing and they seemed to require her to say little, already set on their intent. She felt a flush of excitement and nervousness coming through her as they seemed to control her with such ease, and now, there was no one on the trail beside them, and the trees around seemed serene. Lupa looked at her and then to a little bench along the side of the trail. “Well, we all deserve a moment’s rest,” Lupa decided. She stooped low and picked Mila up, hugging her to her chest and carrying her easily over to the bench. She felt Sunni’s hand petting her and ruffling the fur at her back, above her tank top, and then the three of them sat down on the bench, with Mila enclosed on either side. 
 
    “You bunnies are funny,” Mila said in a small voice, her body hot against the breeze. They snuggled up against her and closed her against their furry bodies, reaching with their arms to embrace and draw the mouse woman closely between themselves. She was now very conscious of the big bulge in either of the rabbit’s laps, where she could have easily reached them. She felt a compulsive urge to boop at those little swells. 
 
    “Yeah?” Lopa inquired at her sweetly. “Would you like to see what fun we get into?” she asked pointedly, her hand wrapping gently around Mila’s little head, and holding her firm but gently. 
 
    Mila could only let out a little apprehensive squeal. She did want to know. In fact, she wanted to feel exactly how these two women would use her. She felt beside herself with lust, taken so easily by their domineering confidence that had stripped her of reservations and made her feel like a pathetic and horny creature. She bobbed her little head and that was all they needed. Lopa’s mouth curled with a grin as she looked between Sunni and Mila. “Good…” she purred softly and then pushed Mila’s face down into her lap. Holding her with both hands, she thrust and rubbed her bulge right into Mila’s fluffy face, grinding her features against the sweaty mound as it swiftly began to harden and push up into her. 
 
    Mila felt a rush, and even the urge to squirm or protest, as she was held down snug in the larger woman’s lap, and rubbed quite unceremoniously against her junk. Her senses were filled with that warmth and the musky aroma that rose through the tight fabric of Lopa’s bottoms. Mila could feel her swelling and tensing against her little fluffy face and had to turn her face to the side to take a proper breath. That smell! As Lopa gradually forced her face down again, she breathed in deeply, drinking it directly from Lopa’s groin. It sent a rush of euphoria through her that hit stronger than nicotine, but only invoked more craving with its pleasure. She could only whimper needfully as Lopa bounced her face against her half-hardened bulge, watching the mouse woman’s tail swishing in little jerks. 
 
    “She loves it!~” Sunni cooed happily. Her hands set around Mila’s hips and tugged down her shorts, easily pulling the little garment off as Lopa kept her smothered. “Wow~ Look at her cute little ass~ so big on her!” she said with adoration, her hand sliding up between Mila’s thighs to sink into the soft fluff guarding her pussy. She could have filled her well with just a finger or two, but gently pet up between her legs and stroked her thighs. Mila’s finally gave out a high-pitched moan as she felt her senses overtaken, the aroma kindling her desire beyond what she could contend with. 
 
    “This little mouse is a musk addict already… I think we’ll have her begging to be on our cocks,” Lopa said with a purr, hoisting Mila up enough that she could breathe. She looked fucked-silly already, spit drizzling from her open maw and her nose glowing bright blushy red. “It’s nice playing in the city, with little fluffy cock-sleeves to breed,” she growled with satisfaction. Lopa hooked her thumb under the tented waistline of her panties and pulled them down until her hot, peachy cock flopped free. She didn’t have to pull Mila in, as the horny mouse pressed her face against that throbbing length and took multiple sharp lungfuls of air, her breath squeaky as she grew in her excitement. She looked between Lopa and her cock as though asking for permission, unable to form a word at that moment. “Go ahead… silly mouse.” 
 
    Lopa was really quite impressed with her, and Sunni was having her own fun. She groped rubbed at Mila’s soft wide butt, and stroked her tail, offering pleasurable scratches to her lower back too. Mila soon lifted her snout to the tip of Lopa’s cock and planted a kiss on the underside of its head, through the skin of her sheath.  
 
    “What a good worshiper~ She is not all moans and begging,” Sunni remarked. “We should keep her…” 
 
    “Oh~ but they are more fun wild,” Lopa would retort, her cock twitching as her tip flexed and bulged. Mila parted her lips as wide as she could, barely managing to swallow up a part of it within. Her tiny tongue played about Lopa’s cumslit and tasted that heavy and musky first bit of her release, feeling it smear the inside of her mouth. The bunny’s cum was thick and the sensation of it falling onto her tongue as she squeezed that huge soft cock between her lips made her twitch and buck with excitement. “Look at her go,” Lopa said with a soft chortle, her hands supporting her head as the tinier humanoid strained to push her cock further into her mouth. 
 
    Sunni’s hands again pushed up under Mila and found her wetness under the soft fluff of her groin. Her fingers slid deeply inside of the smaller woman, making her moan around Lopa’s cock. “She’s so sweet for us~ and a cute little fat pussy too. Hope you’re ready little mouse~ We’re gonna stretch you out,” she said with a heated laugh. Lopa lowered her hands as Mila moaned and squirmed, and pressed down casually, her strength easily allowing her to force her huge cock up into Mila’s mouth, and then around the bend of her throat. She groaned and gagged with wide eyes, watching as more and more of Lopa’s enormous length found a way to slide into her, until her face was nestled tight in the bunny’s groin. She felt her huge cock pressed snugly against the entirety of her throat and couldn’t breathe at all, but her sense of taste was overwhelmed by the powerful virile flavor of the rabbit's breeding stick, making her moan in submission and crave more despite the strain. 
 
    Lopa enjoyed the sight of her so fully sheathed like so, her fluffy body pinned between them as Sunni pressed in with her hands, and helped her friend to grind and work herself deep in the smaller woman’s throat. She bucked and humped up against her face, but eventually pulled her back by her ears until that huge cock was tugged free from her muzzle with a pop. “Lift her up,” Lopa instructed, and the two of them rose easily from the bench. Lopa put both of Mila’s ears into her hand and squeezed them together in a firm hold, while Sunni held Mila around the middle, positioned behind her hips. 
 
    Sunni laughed as she got her cock to flop onto Mila’s back, and Lopa began to push herself down Mila’s mouth again, as she dangled suspended between them. “We could almost meet in the middle,” she remarked, seeing how tiny the mouse anthro looked between them. 
 
    “She’s so perfect… try not to break her, okay?” Lopa instructed. Having a willing pet this cute was too good of a treat to waste or scare away. The feeling of her soft mouth and then throat slipping over Lopa’s cock felt wonderfully natural, as she seemed able to stretch just enough to manage it, and gripped the entirety of the throbbing length with the hot and slick passage down to her belly. 
 
    “You’re the one that’s too rough!” Sunni insisted. But without wasting a moment, she directed her own massive bunnycock up against Mila’s fluffy pussy, and bucked her hips firmly to sink at once into her hot waiting depths. “She’s too tight!” Sunni moaned, and carelessly rocked her hips back and forth, stretching and massaging Mila wide to bear more and more of her thrust each time. 
 
    Overwhelmed by their might and the powerful orgasmic sensations already assailing her, Mila could only moan, and moaned her pleas for more incoherently, though Lopa and Sunni abided her all the same. They pushed in against each other’s stretch until Mila was held up upon their cocks, suspended in mind-breaking bliss, and pummeled as either bunny worked forward, hardly needing to hold her up. 
 
    “Oh fuck, there we go,” Sunni said, falling into a rhythm. She pushed forward until her cock pushed all the way into Mila just as Lopa withdrew most of the way from her throat, and then pulled back as Lopa slammed in from the other side. Mila was like a living sex toy between them that they could grind and work against for their own bliss, and Lopa and Sunni stared into each other’s eyes, grinning and growling and howling little moans out into the wood around them. 
 
    “She’s strong,” Lopa groaned, burying Mila’s face against her groin, and holding her there as Sunni continued to ram at a faster and faster pace. She could see their toy was already about to cum, and kept her suffocated deep-throating her cock as that orgasmic bliss rose up to strike her. “Prepare to get bunny-bred cute mouse.” 
 
     Lopa kept increasing her pace, falling into a smooth rhythm that made use of half of Mila’s body in swift and powerful thrusts, falling back and forth twice in a second and then faster. Mila squirted around the fast-shifting fuckmeat that was thrusting into her, the sweet mouse cum spilling and spraying in spurts. Lopa stuck her tongue out and drank in the crazed look of Mila’s face as she gagged and convulsed, orgasm obliterating all thought from her tiny head long enough for her to nearly pass out. Eventually, her needful squeak reached Lopa’s ear and she pulled back slowly, pulling her throbbing cock from Mila’s lips. Spittle and cum trailed between Mila’s snout and the whole of Lopa’s bronzey cock, and she spilled out a tiny squirt of cum onto the white fur of Mila’s face and her little pink nose. 
 
    “UgnN!” Mila moaned, her tiny voice rising to yell. “It’s so goood…!” She seemed as though she could hardly take the intensity of the stimulation coursing through her but begged for more all the same. She whimpered and panted and opened her mouth wide, staring down Lopa’s cock, which throbbed so huge that she couldn’t believe she had managed to get it inside at all. Sunni slowed her pace just enough to delay her own relief, enjoying the way their toy came and squirmed between them. “Uhn… Uhnnhn..” Mila moaned as Lopa slowly withdrew from her. “Did… you cum?” She asked. 
 
    They both laughed at her loudly and slowly turned her about to face up. Sunni cradled her hands under Mila’s ass and spread her legs wide before herself, her heavy cock resting against the soft white fur of Mila’s tummy. “You’ll KNOW it when we cum,” Lopa teased her. “I’m close… so brace yourself, pet,” she told her firmly, the warning seeming sincere. 
 
    Lopa’s cockhead was brought to Mila’s lips again, wrestled against her lips, and then forced up into her mouth to pin her tongue tight against the floor of her maw. Lopa let her cockhead drizzle more cum onto Mila’s lips and press against her cheeks from within, giggling as Mila gagged and struggled with the size of her. She reached out to Sunni with both hands, and they interlocked fingers. Slowly, each bunny drew their hips back slightly, keeping just their tips pushed up snugly into Mila.  “Here we go!” Sunni exclaimed excitedly. 
 
    Both forms fell together, their cocks pushing through Mila and stretching her down to her cock. She was filled from one end to the other until the huge throbbing lengths met in the middle, her entire body stretched to serve for their bliss. The intensity sent her crashing against a torrential wall of orgasmic bliss and held her there unrelentingly. Lopa and Sunni pulled back and fell forward again, the powerful ecstasy crashing through Mila like a lightning bolt and leaving her senses obliterated. 
 
    Even as their living cock-sleeve was swooning in orgasmic bliss, they fell into a faster pace, slamming her throat and tiny pussy in unison. Their bodies seemed to draw closer together as Mila was increasingly squeezed and bent up by the force of their powerful thrusts, her back arching and her belly rising between them. Finally, Lopa moaned a deep and loud note of satisfaction, and slid herself with gentle finality down Mila’s throat all the way, so that her hot ropes of cum poured out freely into the mouse’s waiting belly. 
 
    “Fuck yes, baby~!” Sunni accelerated further and worked Mila over with an intensity the mouse woman had never felt, causing her vision of Nopa’s groin to go blurry and starred, as her senses seemed to yell out deafeningly with blissful joy, far overpowering the non-negligible discomfort. Then she froze up suddenly and groaned sharply, and a massive burst of cum exploded from her cock into Mila’s depths, packing into her with such rapid intensity that Mila felt stretched from within. “YAA!” she hollered, shifting Mila’s thighs up and down as her cock bucked and sprayed an immense virile load into Mila’s cervix.  
 
    Both bunnies packed Mila so full that their excessive release sprayed out from around their cocks, and they kept her held firm to the base of their lengths, watching her stomach visibly fill and then distend as those last huge throbs of cum were pushed out into her ballooning form. Luckily they were only bunnies, as an anthro wolf or lioness could have destroyed the horny little woman. All the same, their lustful passion left them to trust Mila could bear it, and they didn’t stop until their toy had taken all they had to give. 
 
    Only when Mila began to groan with desperation did Lopa slowly pull her cock back, still spilling thick ropes of cum into Mila’s mouth as it departed, her tightly stretched lips wringing out the bunny’s channel for yet more release. The cock popped free and bounced joyously, spewing more spurts of cream onto Mila’s gasping, moaning face. “What a treat…” Lopa said lowly as they both withdrew. Neither bothered to hold Mila up but for with their cocks, and so when they pulled back, her cum stuffed form fell to the trail beneath them, and she landed with a little squawk and a groan. 
 
    Mila slowly returned to a more manageable state, though her entire body was yelling with post-orgasmic bliss and strain. She felt she could hardly rise; this was exactly how she wanted to be used. As Lopa and Sunni loomed over her and stroked off the rest of their cum onto her limp body, she knew they weren’t done with her. Despite having been nearly destroyed by the bliss they invoked upon her body, the last thing she wanted was for them to abandon her. She crawled up meekly and kissed Lopa’s paws, struggling to rise to her knees. She took a moment to plant a warm kiss on the dangling tip of both Sunni and Lopa’s cocks. 
 
    “I can’t believe she’s still kickin’,” Lopa said with a hearty giggle. “The last one had to go to the vet,” she snickered, seeming to tease. Sunni pulled her shorts back on, tucking her still half-erect cock snugly down into them. She began to do some stretches, as filled with energy as ever. Mila felt a moment’s apprehension as she thought they might go jogging off again. 
 
    “A little much, mouse?” Lopa asked her, petting her head affectionately. “We said we’d carry you,” she reminded. 
 
    Mila huffed and moaned, touching her pussy through her soaked fur as she continued to lick and kiss at Lopa’s length. “I might need that now… you can carry me home~” she offered sweetly, feeling an intense amorous desire to be kept and owned by the bunnies as long as they wanted her. 
 
    “I’ll do that. But don’t expect a free ride,” Lopa told her, her lips curling into a wide grin. “Here’s what we’re doing for the rest,” she said, and then, stooped down to pick Mila up. She turned her away from herself and held her against her chest snug with one arm. 
 
    Sunni laughed at them. “Oh gosh~ Get her,” she encouraged. Mila huffed with wide eyes as she wondered what was next, only to see Lopa’s massive cock pointed up between the soft white fur of her thighs. Lopa grabbed Mila’s legs one at a time and tucked them down into her shorts, through her own leg holes, and then she pulled her tank-top snug over Mila’s head and left her face buried between her fluffy tits. 
 
    “Finally a perfect fit!” Lopa declared with absolute glee. She put the fingers of both her hands on either of Mila’s labia and pushed up with her cock, stretching her wide to take the length far up inside of her pussy again. At this angle, it forced against her belly from within and sent shocking waves of bliss through her with Lopa’s every twitch. Then the bunny had her and took her hands away casually, turning some and then experimentally jogging over to Sunni. Each fall of her feet sent her cock thrusting up into Mila as she was bound to the bunny’s undercarriage, fanny-packed to be fucked and used casually as she ran through the park. “She feels great! Will make these next few miles go by like a breeze,” Lopa laughed and began to jog fast down the trail into the deeper section of the woods, Mila’s moaning voice echoing loudly through the trees. 
 
    “I get to use her on the way back!” Sunni demanded, chasing after. 
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