Asher’s pulse thudded with each step, the spice in her system pushing her forward eagerly to claim what was hers. This was just what she needed, she thought as she stalked after Kit, her mind filled with images of her daughter’s retreating haunches. Her daughter was fast, but Asher was faster, and the thrill of the chase made her heart race.

Asher saw kit’s tail disappear into her room and grinned. the perfect place, just what she had in mind.

When Asher entered, she saw Kit standing in the middle of the room, breathless and flushed. The younger fox’s eyes darted from Asher's face to her slick cock and back again.

“Looks like you’ve been waiting for me,” Asher said, advancing slowly. Her voice was a purr that made Kit shiver with anticipation. “What did you see love?”

“I… I saw everything,” Kit stammered, her voice trembling with excitement her tail wagging behind her. “I c-couldn’t look away.”

“Couldn’t or didn’t want to?” Asher slowly walked forward her balls swinging with every step until she was standing directly in front of the younger feral, her balls inches from her daughter’s face.

“Didn’t want to,” Kit gasped, breathing deeply through her keen nose not daring to get closer. 

The scent of musk, arousal and the ever-present hint of the spice filled the air as Asher's balls dangled in front of her face, Kit could almost taste the salty tang of her mother's sweat on her lips as her balls swung within inches of her mouth.

Asher grinned. “Good girl. I’ll show you what it feels like then. now turn around and lift that tail.”

Kit's body moved before her mind caught up. She spun, bending her front legs, lifting her tail high and giving Asher a full view of her glistening cooky. She yelped as her mother's hands landed on her haunches, pulling her back against the older fox's massive cock.

Asher ran her tongue along the fur of Kit's back, making the feral whimper into her paws. The girl always kept her fur so well groomed; it would be fun to make a mess of it. “So, you want your sire’s dick?” she whispered, grinding herself against her daughter’s spade. Her tip prodded forward, finding its mark with ease. “How long has this been on your mind?”

The young vixen gasped as Asher pushed inside, spreading her open in one steady motion. Kit’s head snapped back, muzzle open in a silent Howel of pleasure. Her legs shook from the sudden invasion, her insides stretching to accommodate her mother’s girth.

“Since… since I saw you and mom going at it last year,” Kit admitted, panting. “I wanted it to be me, but I was too scared.”

“Oh my, what a naughty little voyeur. And now?” Asher asked, pulling back and then thrusting in again, deeper this time. Her knot was already swelling, eager to tie the younger fox to her.

“I’m not scared anymore!” Kit cried out, surrendering herself to Asher’s relentless pounding. The bed creaked under them as the older fox rode her daughter hard, each thrust filling the room with the sound of wet slaps and Kit’s high-pitched whimper.

Asher felt Kit tightening around her cock, her walls clenching down in rhythm with her thrusts. It wouldn’t take long; kit had been dripping when Asher found her, and it wouldn’t be the girls last orgasm tonight if she had anything to say about it. She set a steady pace; one she could keep up for hours if need be. she wasn’t in any rush after cumming in Fera and she wanted to make Kits first time something special.

“What a tight little hole,” Asher purred, feeling the familiar rush building inside her, the spice making her want more. “Maybe I should put some puppies in you as well.”

Kit’s body shuddered as she came, her voice hitching with every thrust. her mother never stopping, thrusting into the vixen throughout her climax. each pulse making the younger fox cry out anew. 

Asher felt herself slip into that blissful haze, letting the pleasure wash over her until—

What are you doing?! This isn’t you!

The thought pierced through her euphoria like an icy dagger. She tried to ignore it, to focus on the warmth of Kit’s body against hers.

They’re your daughters! How could you even think of doing this!?

Her swell of triumph faltered, but then she glanced down at Kit. The young vixen’s tongue lolled out, panting in pure ecstasy, her belly bulging with the outline of Asher’s cock.

You don’t care. we’ve been wanting to do this for years and you just heard how she wants it too. don’t forget I’m not the spice, I’m not new. I’ve been here our whole lives. every lingering glance, every late-night fantasy, I was there. you want this as much as I do.

You’re lying to yourself!

Asher ignored the voice, thrusting harder. Her knot swelled each time she slammed into Kit until it caught, tying them together with a firm pop. The younger fox’s eyes widened, pleasure and shock mingling on her face as Asher resumed her relentless pace.

“Oh mom,” Kit gasped, as she came again, unable to hold back against the assault. “So big!”

See how much she loves this? I told you.

She’s confused! You’ve brainwashed her!

And I suppose we brainwashed yourself too?

You’ll regret thi— 

The thought was cut off as Asher felt herself cum inside Kit, her knot locking them tight. She pumped the young vixen full until her belly was stretched and taut the skin visible through her daughter’s fur. Kit collapsed under her, overwhelmed by the sensation, her hind legs only held up by her sire’s knot.

What if she gets pregnant!? What about Crystal!?

Asher closed her eyes, letting the rush of filling Kit wash over her, smothering the frantic voice inside. leaning forward she planted kisses along kit’s muzzle, murmuring praises to her daughter as she ground her knot inside the girl’s spade. the pink, fleshy mound protruding from Kit's hindquarters, covered in a glossy sheen of Asher's cum. It seemed to pulse and throb as it stretched around Asher's knot, they would be tied together for at least an hour still, her balls were no were near empty. “Mmm so how was your first time Love?”

Kit looked up, wide-eyed and blissful. Her ears twitched at the sound of Asher’s voice, and she let out a satisfied whine. “So much better than I imagined,” she admitted, her body still trembling from the force of her climax. “I can’t believe we’re finally doing this… I had always hoped…”

“Your enthusiasm is a pleasant surprise,” Asher said, nuzzling against Kit’s cheek. She felt the younger vixen shiver as she shifted her hips, sending another wave of pleasure through their joined bodies, she hadn’t even needed to use the spice to command kit. “We’ve got all night to do it again and again.”

Kit giggled breathlessly, leaning into her mother’s touch. “I don’t know if I can keep up with you! you’re a beast mom, I didn’t think you were like this.”

Asher chuckled, giving a teasing tug on her knot that made Kit gasp. “Oh, I think you’ll manage.” The room was filled with their mingling scent, heavy with musk and lust and that enticing hint of the spice that made everything feel so right.

“You smell so good right now.” Asher murmured. She ran her tongue along Kit's muzzle, spreading the wetness that stained her daughter’s fur. “it’s a shame you aren’t in heat.”

Kit’s eyes lit up with desire, realizing what her sire is implying. She squirmed against Asher's cock, moaning at the way her body was stretched tight around it, feeling her sire’s dick shoot another rope of cum into her womb. “Oh, mom! that would be fantastic!” 

“I know,” Asher said smugly. She reached under Kit’s belly, pressing down and feeling her own knot stretching the vixen from the inside. Kit shuddered in response, fresh wetness soaking their joined fur. Asher could feel her balls churning, eager to pump every last drop into her daughter. The thought of getting Kit pregnant was quite appealing.

They cuddled like that for half an hour, Asher’s cock still twitching and pumping slowly into Kit’s cum soaked womb. The ferals belly sloshing with the gallons of cum inside.

Suddenly, her knot slipped free with a wet pop, and Kit let out a low, satisfied groan. Asher kept herself buried deep inside the younger vixen, enjoying the way Kit’s body spasmed around her as her cum began to slowly ooze out around her dick.

“Such a good girl for me,” Asher whispered, holding Kit close. She shifted them onto their sides, wrapping an arm around her daughter’s belly.

Kit sighed contentedly, snuggling against her mother. “Mmm… so much,” she breathed, feeling her insides heavy and warmth. “Uhg, I just wish it wasn’t so sticky.”

Asher chuckled. “I don’t mind,” she said. Her balls churned insistently, spilling more of their seed until it leaked from between Kit’s legs. “But if you do you are welcome to clean me up...” Asher pulled out with a wet pop, her lap covered in her daughter’s juices and her own cum, the fur on her balls covered in the mess.

Kit turned quickly, pushing her muzzle into her sire’s crotch and started to lap at the mess. “Mmmm who would have thought you’d get me so dirty your first time” Asher grinned as she felt Kits tongue run down her shaft, its rapid strokes cleaning the mess with quick motions. She sighed in pleasure and relaxed into the sensation, feeling Kit’s tongue go to work on her furry balls.

“Mom it’s so gooood.” kit moaned between laps, 

her tongue met with a slightly salty and tangy taste as she lapped at Asher's furry balls, mixed with a strange taste she didn’t recognize but that had been bothering her nose all evening.

“So much cum! I can’t believe you were holding out on us for so long.” 

Kit’s tone was playfully accusing, but Asher felt a twinge of guilt. The voice from before tried to worm its way back in. She forced it back down, pushed it away until all that was left was herself, and the thoughts of her girls.

“If I knew you wanted it this much, we would have done this sooner.” she hummed as she laid back in Kit’s doggy bed, the gentle strokes of her daughter’s worship slowly lulling her to a well-earned rest. it had been a busy day…

——————————————-

Asher slowly opened her eyes, the morning light through the window waking her. 

She lay sprawled across a pile of blankets, the scent of the previous night heavy in her nose. The spot next to her was cold and empty.

“Kit?” she called sleepily, stretching out. Her fur was matted and sticky from their night together. She grinned as she remembered the way Kit’s eyes had shone with excitement, the way she had felt. At least one of her daughters had turned out well.

She heard movement from the next room. “Mom! I’m in here!” Kit’s voice sang out, cheerful and bright.

Asher got to her feet, pausing to shake out her messy fur before trotting toward the sound. She found Kit in the kitchen, waiting next to her bowl. The younger vixen’s coat still glistened with Asher’s cum; it didn’t look like she’d bothered to clean up much beyond licking.

Asher smirked as she got her daughter’s breakfast out, her eye falling on the little brown bag of spice.

Asher felt the last remnants of her dream slip away, and the full reality of her actions came crashing down. Her mind raced with images of Fera's wide eyes and Kit's trembling body, the way she had filled her daughters over and over. 

She poured food into Kit’s bowl, hands shaking as she tried to steady herself. The house was eerily quiet as she fumbled with the bag of spice, should she take more? But what if she-

Kit watched with an eager grin. “Can we do it again tonight?” 

Asher forced a smile, feeling a familiar heat flush through her body. “I’d like that,” she said, though guilt twisted inside her.

What about Crystal? What would she think? You’re going too far!

Ignoring the voices, Asher jammed a spoonful of spice into her mouth, letting it dissolve on her tongue before swallowing. She took a few deep breaths, allowing the spice to work its magic. a familiar heat flowing through her breasts; she could feel her cock growing hard between her legs, the mask’s voice slowly fading into a dull drone in the back of her mind.

It would be so easy to let this consume her.

She could feel herself giving in.

“Come here, Kit,” she said, spreading her legs. Her cock standing proud, eager and ready. She should have felt ashamed, guilty... but her daughter was already moving toward her.

The younger vixen let out an eager yip and squirmed into Asher’s lap, her paws kneading at her sire’s balls. “I knew you couldn’t resist!” Kit giggled breathlessly. “You’re the best, mom.”

Asher growled playfully. “Carful of your claws love.” Her hands moved down to squeeze Kit’s ass, lifting the vixen’s tail up. She could feel the slick warmth of the previous night still inside her daughter. “I wish I could breed you so full this time,” she huffed. “But I need to go talk with your sister. you eat your breakfast” the last words laced with command. 

Kit gave a playful whine, pouting as she slipped off Asher's lap. “Aww, okay,” she said, flicking her tail showing off her dripping spade as she padded back to her bowl. “But I want extra when you’re done!”

Asher chuckled, watching Kit devour her breakfast with enthusiasm. The sight made her cock twitch, but she tore her eyes away and forced herself to focus. 

“Promise,” Asher said. She stood, adjusting the swollen length between her legs before heading toward the staircase. With each step, the weight of what she had to do pressed heavily on her.

The spice thrummed through her veins, masking the guilt that threatened to worm its way back in. Asher pushed the mask down again, centering herself on the thought of her daughters—their bodies, her desire—anything to keep from spiraling.

The climb up the stairs felt endless.

She reached Fera’s room and paused outside the door, her heart pounding in her chest. 

she opened the door, The air was thick with the smell of sex, cum still leaking out of Fera’s pussy and onto the bed.

Asher found her daughter awake but visibly shaken. She sat on the edge of the bed, her newly imposing figure, a stark reminder of last night’s events. Fera flinched slightly at the movement, her eyes darting to Asher’s cock and then away, ashamed.

“Fera,” Asher said softly, trying to keep the hunger from her voice. “I—”

“Don’t,” Fera cut in, her voice trembling. Her fur was matted with sweat and Asher’s seed. She looked small, swallowed by the blankets and her own confusion. “Just… don’t.”

The sight snapped the mask back in place, Asher gasping as her dominance and control fled. “I’m sorry.” Asher reached out, brushing a strand of hair from Fera’s face. Her daughter didn’t pull back, but she turned her head away. “But I need you to listen to me.”

Fera went rigid, slowly turning back to look at her sire with the same half focused look from last night. 

Asher winced letting the spice drain out of her words, it was still there. She didn’t want control right now.

A shiver ran through Fera's body, her breath quickening as she fought against it, her eyes clearing. "There it is again. It feels like I’m disappearing," she said hoarsely. "Like there was nothing left but you in my head."

Asher swallowed hard, she could feel the spice fighting, clawing to take her back, to lose herself and take Fera with her. "I'm sorry," she repeated, struggling.

"Are you?" Fera snapped, her voice rising in desperation and confusion. “You did it Mom! you did it because you wanted to!” Fera’s voice was raw, but there was no mistaking the accusation in her words. “You wanted it and... and you made me want it too.”

The heat rising in Asher’s chest wasn’t just from the spice. The anger there was still hers. The spice was right she had wanted it.

A pang of guilt shot through Asher. "I was just so frustrated."

"And why does it still feel so good?" The shame in Fera's voice cut deep. Her eyes burned with tears and confusion.

Asher froze. oh no, no Fera don’t say it. She could feel the spice laughing, barely held in check by guilt and her Maternal instincts. You need to hate me, that the only way I-

“why did I like it? why do I still want it?” Fera broke down crying, burying her face in Asher’s shoulder as she sobbed. “You were right about me. I’m such a fuck up.”

Asher smiled, a hint of sharpness flashing in her eyes as the spice pushed past her defenses. “Perhaps,” she murmured, holding Fera close. “But You’re exactly what I want.”

Her words were soft and soothing, the subtle influence seeping into Fera’s thoughts like tendrils. Asher could feel her daughter's resistance faltering, doubt and desire fighting behind her eyes.

“it’s not a bad thing to let others take charge, Fera. especially when you aren’t any good at it.” she whispered, each word a carefully placed seed. “My beautiful girl, it’s ok to let me be in control.”

Fera trembled, clutching at the older fox with desperate need, her tail twitching behind her, her ears flat against her head. “I don’t—” Her protests grew weaker, confusion giving way to longing. “I thought… I didn’t want…”

The spice thrummed through them both, whispering promises of pleasure and connection. 

“I know you want me to fill you again,” Asher coaxed, feeling Fera melt against her. “You WANT to give in, to let me breed you. to make proper 

successful daughters who can succeed where you failed. Just let go.”

Her voice was velvet, wrapping around the younger vixen’s resolve and squeezing it away. 

“I...” Fera choked, her mind a whirl of contradiction. “I can’t...”

“You can,” Asher insisted, her words soaked in spice and promise. “You will.”

Fera shuddered as the last shreds of resistance slipped from her grasp. She could feel it happening, that terrifying, wonderful sensation of disappearing into her mother’s will. 

Asher mouth spread into a hungry, victorious smile and pressed Fera back against the bed. She watched the confusion in her daughter’s eyes slowly fade away, watched the shame turn to hunger.

“See?” Asher said, positioning herself above Fera, feeling the heat and wetness radiate from her daughter’s body. Her cock throbbed against her daughter’s muff. “I told you it would be easy.” 

Fera whimpered softly, clutching at Asher’s sides as she spread her legs wide, eager to give in, eager to carry her sire’s pups.

“Mom…”

Asher pulled back leaving Fera gasping and needy, whining and left empty. “Good now head downstairs for breakfast. kit has already started.”

Fera blinked, the haze of submission still clinging to her thoughts. "But—”

Asher's command cut through her protest. “Go.”

With a shaky whine, Fera slipped off the bed, cum and spice trailing down her legs. Her tail flicked behind her as she obeyed, casting Asher one last desperate look before vanishing down the stairs.

Asher sat back with a satisfied sigh, feeling the hunger grow inside her. She knew she couldn’t hold back much forever, but her daughter needed to learn to obey her even when it didn’t feel good. Fera’s taste lingered in her mind—a mix of resistance and raw desire that made Asher’s pulse quicken.

She stood slowly, savoring the ache of restraint and the thrill of dominance. She let herself bask in it for a moment before heading downstairs, now which of them to empty her balls into.

Asher’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the front door opening and closing, a familiar jingle of keys echoing through the house. 

“Asher?” Crystal’s voice rang out, unsuspecting and sweet. “Girls? I’m home early!”

Asher froze, her mind racing. Excitement mixed with apprehension; she wasn’t ready. What was she going to say to her wife?

“Be right down!” Asher called back, the spice in her smile, her apprehension fading. She glanced at Fera, who had stopped at the foot of the stairs, unsure and still dripping. Kit poked her head out from the kitchen, ears perked with curiosity.

They both stared up at Asher, waiting.

“Go on,” Asher urged again, a soft smile on her lips. Her daughters hurried into the kitchen as Crystal’s footsteps grew louder.

Asher took a deep breath her cock throbbing and made her way to great the love of her life.

