 Cinnamon and spice
Asher’s claws drummed on her desk; it had not been a good day. Keith had been on a @#$%ing power trip and was making her life miserable. Asher run get me coffee, Asher get this filing done, Asher why haven’t you finished that project I asked you to do half an hour ago? It was maddening! What was it about middle management that made them such entitled pricks? It wouldn’t have been so bad if he only knew even the slightest bit about what he was talking about but like all his ilk he was clueless when it came to what his employees did. he couldn’t even manage to unjam a printer. Or maybe he could, and it was just another thing he could force his workers to do.
Asher sighed and leaned back in her chair, the fox deflating a bit as she fumed about her life. If you passed her on the street, you would have never guessed that she was an office worker. She was older, nearly 40 although she didn’t look it. just shy of 6 feet the vixen embodied the word, long russet hair that contrasted beautifully with her red fur, piercingly blue eyes, well-toned she took care of herself with just enough pudge to make her fun to hug. Her breast filled her shirt well and were the bane of many a man who walked past and distracted them from the equally impressive and much lower bulge in her clothing. her long tail twitched behind her another hint at the building tension inside.
Why did she end up here? Was this really her best option? Just to work at a 9 to 5 for another 25 years in hope that she could retire well with her wife? She was better than this, she shouldn’t have to put up with this.

“Hiya Asher!”

She was jolted out of her brooding by her cubical neighbors greeting. “Huh what? Oh, hello sandy”

“Ah you got the grumps again. Is Keith bothering you?”

“of course, he is.” Asher spat. “I don’t know why he hates me so much and doesn’t just fire me.” She leaned forward hands on her face. “He has me doing data entry, Bloody data entry! We automated years ago there’s no reason for this but pettiness.”
“Then tell him to shove off. He only does this because he knows he can get away with it and it gives him a stiffy.”

“I can’t do that! He’s still my boss and I still have kids at home. I can’t just lose my job because I want to cuss him out.” Asher’s shoulders sunk a little. “Plus, you know I don’t have the backbone for it. Maybe that’s all it takes, the confidence and will to take control of your life.” The fox sagged at that, all the rage she had been working up draining into despondence. Her dutiful complacent persona settling in like a mask keeping her presentable even as she groused. “I suppose we all want to be like that but I’m just not.”
 Sandy watched her friend before dipping back into her cubical and then appearing at the door with a small baggie. “Well, I can’t help with all that, but I wouldn’t be a good friend if I left you a miserable ball of nerves so here.”
Asher took the offered sack, about the size of a bag of coffee ground it was lighter than she thought it would be the top open just enough to see the fine brown powder inside. Or at least it looked brown. The powder seemed to shimmer when it caught the light just right, like fish’s scales or soap bubbles. Her vulpine nose caught a bit of it, definitely cinnamon but also something deeper sharper, it tickled the back of her nose and made her want to sneeze. “What is it?”
“Darling it’s just the best! I got it from a street market over on 80th, it’s supposed to help with stress and mood. You mix it with food or drink, and it tastes super yummy.”

“I don’t know sandy. You know I’m not into that natural medicine like you are.”

Sandy rolled her eyes. ”at least try it. It couldn’t hurt and at the very least it will make your coffee taste less like dirt. Just be careful it’s potent stuff, kind of like nutmeg to much isn’t good for you.”

As her neighbor went back Asher considered the bag, it did smell good and heck anything to make the company coffee drinkable. Taking the spoon out of her cup she dug into the bag. How much was too much? There were directions on the back, but they were written in some squiggly letters she didn’t recognize. was half a spoon to much or was it more like tea, one spoon or two? She decided to split the difference and use one spoon full; she did like things strong.

She soon settled back into the drudgery, sip by sip her cup was soon empty and to be fair to sandy it did feel like it was working. The knots in her back evened out over the next hour and she was caring a little less about her situation, still not happy about it but it wasn’t as crushing or overbearing as it had been. She almost felt good, and the coffee had been some of the best she had had in ages. Would one more be too much? She decided to risk it heading over to the drink station and pouring herself some more.

She had just taken the first sip of a new powder laced cup when that hatted voice came from behind her.

“This isn’t a coffee shop Asher, and you’re on the clock.”

The mask snapped back into place, Asher’s back straightening and that well trained “live with it” smile plastering itself to her face as she turned to great her boss. “of course, Keith I’ll only be a moment, your files should be done within the hour.” Her face strained under the false positivity.
“Good, I don’t pay you to stand around.”

“No, you pay me to do your job for you.” 

They both gasped, where on earth had that come from? Asher tried to think of some way to apologize, that this wasn’t what she meant but she realized she didn’t want to. Why did she have to grovel for this slightly pudgy complete waste of space? Why was she putting up with him at all? 

She was just about to tell him this when her rational mind reinforced itself and the realization hit her. Grabbing her cup, she hurried past her boss slapping his hand away when he reached for her arm. The new confidence raised its head again at that. “No. I’ve had enough of you today Keith so why don’t you get lost.” And with that last bit of effort, she hurried back to her desk. 

She expected him to chase her. She braced herself for a full minute waiting for him to storm around the corner and start screaming, but that moment never came, just the clacking of keyboards and the sounds of the office around her. she got back to work and was almost giddy when she didn’t see the terror for the rest of the day, she had done it! She had actually stood up to the monster and it had worked!
As she was leaving for the day, she kept overhearing small conversations. Apparently, she wasn’t the only one who hadn’t seen the boss that day, he seemed to have just disappeared halfway through. No one knew where he had gone but not many people seemed to care enough about finding him.

It was with a bounce in her step and a real smile on her face that amber headed to her car, today was shaping up to be a good day.

The drive home was difficult, something just didn’t feel right. there was a building heat in her loins that was very distracting and was giving her one heck of a stiffy. Not the first time she had popped an inopportune boner, but this was a lot more persistent then normal. Her clothes also felt very tight around her chest and groin. Had Fera shrunk her clothing by accident? They hadn’t felt so tight this morning, it got to the point that she had to unbutton her blouse and shimmy her pants down a bit in order to let her balls hang out. She couldn’t look at them while driving but did they seem bigger?
The whole experience was so distracting that she ran a red and only noticed when the cop lights came on behind her.

“oh come on, you’ve got to be kidding me.” This must have been some kind of cruel joke. She hadn’t been pulled over in years. She reached over to the glove compartment to gather her papers and was just about to tuck herself back in when she heard a rap on the window. 
Rolling it down she put on her mask again, “hello officer.”

“Ma’am can you please tell me why you just ran a red light and why…” glancing down “you are currently driving half naked?”

What could she say? That she was too distracted by her dick to drive right? Yeah, that would go over well. Maybe just apologize and take the ticket but with how she had treated her boss today she didn’t know if she could handle the fine. 
She realized she had just been sitting there staring into space while the officer tapped his foot impatiently, and something about that stoked the fire that she had been clamping down on. What was he in such a hurry for? He was the one lording over her here. What gave him the right to pressure her? After all no one had been hurt and she wasn’t at her best. 
The mask cracked just a bit her good sense desperately fighting herself to curb her words as they came out. “Oh no reason officer I just felt a little off and wanted to be more comfortable. Shouldn’t I be allowed to do that if I need to? Why don’t we forget all this, you can give me a warning and we can be on our way.”
once again her public self-tried to reassert itself trying to be mortified at how she was acting. But the ever-stronger part that chaffed under control wouldn’t let it this time. And to her great surprise, the officer did just what she asked of him.
He wrote her out a warning giving her crotch several long glances as he did so before returning to his cruiser and driving off.

Amber just sat there for a moment; this was not at all what she had expected. She had expected to be rightly chewed out for that, but he had just done what he had told her. Honestly it felt good, but something wasn’t right. This isn’t how things normally went. 
Well regardless she needed to get home, maybe she could figure out what was going on with her there.
_____________________________________________________________________________________

When she got home, she took the time to really look herself over. She was definitely bigger her top button wouldn’t even close at this point and her shaft had gained a good 2 inches. It wasn’t a lot but easily pushed her out of most of her clothes and she was so stiff. it was too bad that crystal was visiting her parents and wouldn’t get back tonight, she could really use her wife’s help to get off.

 She reached over to her things and picked up the bag of spice. Honestly this was the only thing she could think of that could be responsible for the changes. size change and definitely some kind of influence over others, it sounded ridiculous, but it did seem to be what was happening. She stared at the bag wishing hard that she could read the words on it and for a second it did seem to make sense, but the words returned to illegibility the moment before she could make anything out.
The mask began to settle back into place. She should probably toss it; it would only lead to trouble. But it felt right… nothing that had happened today had been foreign to her. It was all the secret thoughts and longings that she had always had but too complacent to cowardly to actually say. Mmm she would try it out to see if her suspicions were right before she made a choice on the matter. 
Heading inside she knew just how to probe the idea. Her daughters as always were in the living room. She loved them dearly, but each was trying in their own way. 

Her youngest had a rare condition. Most anthros were bipedal but every now and then one would come out just as intelligent as many others but with a body that was far more feral. At least that’s what the doctors had always called it. Kit called it a bloody nuisance 4 legs were great for running but the lack of hands left her completely dependent on her parents even as an adult and it rubbed her the wrong way. She had always been surly but lately she had started avoiding Asher spending long periods of time locked in her room and would barely talk when she was out of it. As trying as she could be at times, she very much tried her best and it was hard for the older fox to fault her for her situation.
Her oldest on the other hand was much more of a problem. Fera had never really grown out of her teenage years. still rebellious and wild and wanting to give her sire grief just for the hell of it. Asher had tried to send her to college hoping that the structure would be good for her, but Fera had merely used it as an excuse to party and it wasn’t long before she had dropped out and was back at home.

Asher sighed, it didn’t help that the girl had inherited her good looks, boys fawned over her, and it wasn’t hard to see why, what she wouldn’t give to... Her own cock jumped a bit at the thought before the mask slapped that idea right out of her head. Still, this did make for an excellent chance to see if her suspicions were true. 

“Good evening girls.”

The two looked up, barely acknowledging her presence before Kit turned scarlet. “Mom! Why are you half naked?”

Asher looked down, why so she was. She had forgotten to get herself tucked back in and was now giving her daughters quite a view. “Oh, don’t mind that. Tell me how your day has been going?”
And as simply as that the two turned back to the TV while Kit rattled off the various things that had caught her attention that day, cheeks still red but otherwise unperturbed. It was more then the feral had said the whole week and Asher took the time to strip off completely her cock standing proudly as she listened and watched the two. They really didn’t seem to notice or maybe they just didn’t care. Maybe it was time to try something more advanced. 

“All right then why don’t you two go get ready and then help set the table.” It was a good test. Both of her girls hated household chores and it had been a true struggle just to get Fera to do one load of laundry. Kit hopped up and dashed up the stairs to her room, but Fera had a different response. She hesitated, shifted and almost stood up before plopping back down. “Nah, don’t feel like it.”

Well, that wasn’t unexpected but a bit disappointing, her words definitely had an effect but hadn’t been able to get the result she had wanted. “All right then, I’ll see you when it’s time to eat.” She didn’t like how easily the mask had come back but she wasn’t going to force the issue.

As she walked to the kitchen the bag of spice felt heavy in her arms, she hadn’t had all that much and it had been several hours. maybe more would have a greater effect? She set it on the counter mulling the problem over in her head as she read the note from her wife. It said that dinner was already in the crockpot and ready to go followed by all the XX’s and O’s crystal had been able to fit on the paper. Asher smiled. For all her bad luck in life she had truly scored big when it came to her wife.
As she got the prep work done the mask and the new fire in her were fighting it out over a small bag. It did do what she thought it did, but did she dare to take more? It wasn’t right for her to try to control people, especially her family. You’ve been dealing with their crap for years they try to control you all the time and your daughters SHOULD respect their sire. But look at what it’s already done to me? I’m not that kind of person. Yes, you are, you’re not the push over everyone thinks you are.
She hovered over the bag; she didn’t remember picking up the spoon or scooping out a healthy amount. Sandy said not to take too much. What does she know? Just parroting what she was told. I really shouldn’t do this. You need this, you want this. 
And she put it in her mouth. Not the best decision, she clenched her teeth fighting a cough as her body tried to spit the potent powder out. But she soldiered on swallowing the stuff strait before leaning on the counter panting heavily. The stuff punched her in the gut, a hot buzzing filling her limbs and settling in her core. She felt like laughing, maybe dancing and she didn’t care who saw!

Heading back to the living room she caught Fera heading up to her room. “aren’t you going to eat with us?”
Fera paused halfway up the hesitation clear on her face. “I didn’t feel like it.” She mumbled as she started back down the stairs.

“Well, I’m glad you changed your mind, why don’t you go set the table and we can start when Kit is done getting ready, it does take her some time.”

Fera sulked into the kitchen and did indeed start setting places. Asher smiled, good it was about time that she started repaying her sire for all the work and effort she had put into her. in fact, her smile got wider her cock jumping as she went over to a cabinet and got an apron out and handed it to her daughter. “Fera, you look very warm, why don’t you get into something more comfortable before dinner.”
The vixen didn’t even slow as she started stripping. Her shirt and pants soon hit the floor before she reached for the apron.

“All the way love and slowly please I want to enjoy this.”

Now the girl hesitated, taking a full 10 seconds before she sighed and tucked her thumbs into her panties a very nice black lace pair that Asher had gotten her in a fit of insanity a year or so ago. A surprise to be sure but a welcome one.” of course you’d want that.” She slowly rolled them down bending at the waist to reach all the way perfectly obscuring her wonderful muff but giving an equally good cleavage shot as her arms pushed them together. Standing back upright she soon had her bra unhooked and both on the floor forgotten.
Asher could see why her daughter was so popular, she had her mother’s silky fur that accented a perfect pair of breasts. She kept herself fit and lithe with just enough fat in her hips to make them a joy to squeeze. Even in her current state she stood in such a way to keep her pussy hidden from view, but glimpses could be seen as she moved showing of plump lips that were glistening with collected moisture. 

Asher caught herself drooling as she watched her eldest pull the apron on the front supporting her bust beautiful and then quickly sat down. She looked as surely as always, but her tail was twitching as if she was doing her best to keep it under control. Asher sat across from her just in time for kit to hurry in.
If her youngest saw anything odd about her sire sitting naked across from her half naked sister, she didn’t say anything and simply tucked in. It was good food; Crystal had always been an amazing cook. It was pleasant, the family hadn’t had a communal moment like this in some time and Asher took a moment to just let it sink in.
Still, she was finding Fera distracting, and her cock kept smacking into the bottom of the table every time she leaned forward for a bight or really every time, she looked at her in general. 

When her daughters were done and asked to be excused, she took her time washing the dishes with another much smaller fight going on in her head. She is your daughter! But did you see her? That doesn’t matter! Can you imagine what our kits would look like? WHAT ARE YOU THINKING!?! What I’ve always been thinking, I’m just finally being honest about it. She set the last of the dishes aside and headed up the stairs. She checked in on Kit as she quietly crept down the hall finding her in her bed breathing slowly. she closed the door gently, that was a conquest for another time. 
When she got to Fera’s room she found the girl putting on a pair of thick winter pajamas, the apron discarded on the floor. She looked up quickly as her Sire entered looking shamefaced almost embarrassed.
“Now Fera what are you doing?”

“… don’t know, getting ready for bed… felt like wearing these.”

Asher moved in, taking her daughter’s face in her hands as she leaned in and kissed her. It was a long time coming but her girl tasted divine. Asher pushed deep into Fera’s mouth wrapping their tongues together and happily surprised when her eldest kissed her back. The younger vixens’ clothes quickly came off as they fell into bed together, hands finally feeling what her eyes had been enjoying. 

“Oh, don’t worry, I’ll be keeping you warm tonight.”

Fera gasped for breath as her sire kissed her way down her neck. “You taste funny mom. Kind of like pumpkin spice.”

Asher hummed in agreement as her lips pulled at a nipple, teeth teasing the warm pink flesh. She wasn’t really in the mood for foreplay, but she just had to get a taste of these before they went further. She leaned back, hands grabbing hold of her daughter’s ankles spreading her legs wide. Fera was definitely wetter than before, the fur around her lips almost dripping in anticipation.
Asher plopped her dick down on her daughter’s muff dragging it back and forth to really coat herself in her daughters’ juices. It was even bigger than before Asher doubted any of her good pants would fit it now even soft. Fera had once bragged about taking a horse fully and Asher hopped, she had been telling the truth. Placing her tip at the entrance she looked Fera in the eye. “You ready?”
A brief look of clarity entered her daughters eyes her hands moving to cover her entrance her mind finally fighting back against the spice “no wait!”

“To late.” And with that Asher pushed herself deep. Inch after inch of cock flesh disappearing into that wonderful vent.
Her daughter’s protest dissolved into one long “nooooooo~” before the rough thrusts drove the breath out of her. Asher wasn’t in the mood to take things slow, she wanted to fill this bitch up and leave her begging for more. Each thrust pushed a little deeper filling her daughter to capacity.

 She felt the tight gate of Fera’s cervix kiss the tip of her cock the tight ring tight around her vulpine tip. Well, this wouldn’t do she still had a third of her cock out in the open air. Fera’s belly was already showing a prominent bulge, the outline of ashes dick standing out. Placing her hand on the younger fox’s belly she shuddered. She could feel it, pulsing with every heartbeat. Oh, so eager.
Fera groaned her pussy lips stretched tight over her sire’s length. Teeth pressing into her bottom lip as she struggled against the spice and just how good it was feeling. 

“Cum for me.”

Her eyes snapped open head going back as she screamed her hips thrusting upward as her walls clenched tight around Asher’s shaft. Asher took the opportunity to push in harder both foxes working to try to get closer, held back by a simple ring that couldn’t hold,

With a suddenness that caught them both by surprise it finally gave way. Asher lurched forward falling forward as the resistance vanished. Smothering her daughter in tit flesh as her cock invaded her innermost depths. “Oh, my. I knew you would feel good but ooh.” She began thrusting again, her length now wrapped up completely.
Fera couldn’t respond even if her face wasn’t full of fox the overwhelming feeling of being filled so completely had shut her mind down. All she could do now was hold on as her sire used her.

“I should have done this years ago. You were absolutely made to take cock and you have shown yourself to be useless otherwise. I’m going to fill to so full of kits. your mothers been so eager to have grand cubs why don’t we give her a few.” And with that she hilted herself deep her knot swelling up and locking the two together and not a moment too soon,
If the spice had done a good job on her cock, then it had worked overtime on her balls. The 2 orbs the size of melons clenched down hard pushing all their hard work deep into the vixen’s inner chamber. Quickly overwhelming what anyone could think of as normal, her tainted seed pushed her daughter’s sides outward. 

Asher smiled the warm feeling of her orgasm pulsing through her length her hand slowly loosing the feeling of her cock through her daughter’s stomach and rising as her belly bloated outward. Her cum tried to wash back out around her knot but only a small jet in top and on bottom could make it threw and it was not enough to alleviate the pressure. 

“B-but... I-I... I’m not r-ready.” Fera managed to gasp out after another orgasm brought on unprompted by Asher’s voice. “I-I-I can’t…”

“of course, you can love. I say you can and you’re mine.” Asher reached forward in a small moment of tenderness, her hand cradling her child’s face, her thumb wiping away a tear. “I’m going to make you a wonderful mother.” She pulled back her knot straining before popping out. A wash of cum bathing the bed beneath them before it was plugged back up as she thrust back in.  “Even if we have to go all night I’ll make you a mother, tonight, tomorrow. As long as it takes until I see that belly rising with new life.” 
She leaned in close her lips dancing over Fera’s muzzle. “So, hold on tight love.”

Hours later Asher finally rolled off the younger fox. The spice had given her endless sexual endurance, but sleep called, and she didn’t think she could fit any more cum inside Fera.
Her daughter for her part lay there massively bloated and covered in cum. Every hole was leaking, every inch of fur and skin was glazed over. the bed was a mess cum pooling all over it. Her eyes staired upwards unseeing, having lost consciousness long ago.

Asher put a hand on her belly feeling the liquid inside move as is sought an exit. Maybe their children would make more of themselves than their mother had, or maybe she would have more breeders to fill as she pleased. She laughed before a noise outside the room grabbed her attention.

She stood almost lazily, intruder, her wife back early? Didn’t matter at the moment she felt invincible. She threw open the door and found Kit lying on her side eyes wide, her legs were spread wide, and she was absolutely dripping with arousal. Shame faced at having her sire catching her peeking and enjoying it too. kit ran back to her room leaving her sire standing naked in the hall behind her.

Asher stretched arms pulled back behind her head watching her youngest daughter go. teeth glistening in the moonlight framing a very hungry grin. “Well, I suppose sleep can wait.”

And so, she walked after Kit hips swaying and dick bobbing with each step. The mask left broken on the floor.

