Breeding His Little Sister
Filled Against Her Will

“You think you can run from me?”
It had only ever been meant to be a camping trip, something for just the two of them before she went off to university. It wasn’t anything that Lindy had thought would come to anything, nothing that should have been wrong, not in any way. Her brother was a couple of years older than her, Jeff, but they’d never really connected as brother and sister, things distancing them as school and activities, in their younger years, kept them nicely busy and, so their parents thought, out of trouble. Wolves, after all, were particularly well known for the sheer amount of trouble that they could get up to, seemingly without any prompting at all. In a way, it was rather impressive.
Now, however, it seemed that Lindy’s less than dear brother had for more illicit things in mind for his little sister. At the edge of the campsite, standing before the trees, he watched Lindy flee, branches scraping up her arms, T-shirt torn, what she’d been wearing to sleep in the same tent as him. What a slut she was, openly accepting the invitation to sleep in the same tent as him. She may have been an adult but his little sister didn’t know the ways of the world yet, not even as she fled, fear staining her scent and tail flying out like a grey flag in her wake.
He didn’t have to run, the wolf standing tall as his nose quivered, sifting through the scenes as easy as one would like, picking hers out. Jeff would know it anywhere, anytime, and he stalked her, eyes gleaming in the darkness, jaws slavering with drool even though they would not actively be used in her taking. He didn’t want to hurt his little sister, after all, just show her well and truly where she stood in the pecking order of things, the family order. Their parents didn’t have to know just how she squealed in the midst of orgasm, after all...
Dragging in breath after breath, filled with her ripe, fertile scent, he padded, barefoot, through the undergrowth, the pads of his paws easily finding spaces between twigs, moving as silently as a ghost. Maybe things would have been different if she hadn’t hidden that vibrator in her bedside cabinet drawer a few months back. Maybe he wouldn’t have found it. Maybe he wouldn’t have run his tongue up it, licked it, savoured the lingering taste of her. Maybe he wouldn’t have gotten a taste for her if she hadn’t left it there.
Either way, there was only one thing left to sate his need, cock hard and wanton within his loose trousers, fit for the hunt and hiding nothing as his bulge throbbed. Let it. It wouldn’t slow him down when he tumbled her to the ground, a wolfess in season, whimpering to be bred.
Cowering behind a tree was not the best hiding place that Lindy could have come up with but there was nowhere to go, nowhere to run, an open field between her and the next line of trees, something that could have, at least, offered her some sort of cover. Yet what good was hiding when her brother swung his head back and forth, eyes reflecting the light of the moon, sourcing her out with the sense of smell that wolves were so renowned for?
Go. She had to go. But where? He was getting closer and closer, his stalk the kind of a predator who knew that his prey had already been caught – and Lindy did not need to have hunted her own prey in the past to know that. Fishing and pheasant shooting were respectable hobbies for carnivores like them, taking care of primal urges, but she could barely believe as her heart pounded viciously in her chest, lungs aching, that her brother had fallen so far foul to even more carnal urges that should never, never in a million years, have emerged in the soul of an anthro wolf like him.
“Come out, little sister...”
Dragging in a breath, she forced her sore body into motion, launching herself out, not caring where she was going. Maybe he was not as fit as her – her cardio was not that bad and she was a runner. He lifted weights, she could tell by the bulges of muscle in his topless body, showing through even a thick coat of fur that was yet to shed in the slew of spring rising through the country. Fear coursed through her, the pound of her hind paws matched by ones that knew just where she was going, gaining ground, a screech ripping itself from her muzzle. The moon shone down, not even turning her face from the horror that was about to take place.
She had to run!
But it was too late.
His body slammed into hers, knocking her to the ground and slashing the remnants of ragged breath from her lungs. She should have known that it was all over then but she still fought back, snarling and heaving, lunging, teeth flashing. They barely closed on his shoulder when his paw, balled up into a fist, collided with the side of her muzzle, the impact coming a heart beat of a moment before any sense of pain registered. Nothing was right and nothing happened as it should have, the coolness of the damp grass seeping through her clothes as he forced her down, barking out a short, harsh laugh, Lindy’s face throbbing, aching. Had he knocked teeth out?
“You shouldn’t have run...”
Teeth were the least of her worries, sobs welling up within her, the dry, wracking kind that didn’t do anything, tightening in her chest as she fought for breath that would not come. Her arms were too weak to fight him off, the muscular wolf pinning her easily, using his added foot of height and strength against her as if she was nothing at all to him, weak and useless. Maybe that’s all that her brother had come to think of females but, truly, Lindy had never really known him well enough to know what he thought of ladies, of femfurs, even of their own mother, as absent as she’d been.
As he ground her muzzle down into the dirt, the rise of sharp, fresh, wet grass clouding her sense of smell, it wasn’t the time for Lindy to worry about things like that. As much as she struggled, she may as well have been doing nothing at all, gnashing her jaws and growling, thrashing but hardly moving at the same time. With on paw heavy between her shoulder blades, claws cutting in, he tore down her jeans, exposing the fleshy round of her buttocks, the perfect shape that a femfur should have aspired too, although the treat that his rising cock sought was barely tucked away within her fur. 
She didn’t see him free his erection but she felt the hard length of wolf-meat slap against her arse as it was let out, a low, rumbling growl rising up from the back of her brother’s throat sending a shiver unlike anything she’d ever felt before through her body.
“I know you fantasised about me, sis...”
End preview.
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Bred by Her Little Brother: A Hippogriff Taken Against Her Will
It shouldn't be so difficult for family to get along but, alas, sometimes things simply don't work out the way that one plans. It, perhaps, is going to an extreme to lash out physically at his smaller and more petite anthro sister when he's a hulking feral hippogriff, but Arjun isn't thinking all that clearly. In fact, he's not thinking of all that much at all as the dominant, lazy hippogriff lets himself get riled up, arguing back until he can't help but strike, beating her down and back, right into her place.

But that place beneath him, ah: that is the most alluring. What red-blooded male wouldn't get hard for his own sister in that situation, thick and throbbing and wanting her - to dominate her? It's time for Tamia to learn the might and wrath of her brother, shutting her beak and taking his shaft even if she doesn't want to...

All have their place in family bonds.

Please note that this story contains incestual relations between a "furry" feral hippogriff and an anthro hippogriff, along with non-consensual content in a fantasy and fictional context.
Virgin Sacrifice: Taken by the Horse Lord

WHen a mare is chosen to sacrifice to the horse lord, there is little that can be done and Bwci is very much an unwilling sacrifice, twisting and writhing and fighting every step of the way as she is taken before the Horse Lord in all his might. Strapped down in tight bondage, the virgin mare's rump is raised for him, an anthro in the prime of her breeding life ripe to be taken in the most carnal way possible.

The only question is whether her plump and virile little body will survive the breeding, stretching around his massive length and girth, or whether her screams will be heard back in the village... Untold pleasure awaits in the hooves of the Horse Lord, but even that pleasure comes with a price of breeding!
Bred by Her Father: Pinned and Taken Against Her Will

The dark of the night is just when one should never open their eyes and this is true too for Sera, a vixen with a dark tail who reminds her father far, far too much of her mother for any sense of comfort. And a male can be driven to lusts untold under the influence, lusting and wanting for something that he can never again have for his own, drunken and craven, desire ruling him. A female could be too but it is easier for a male to stoke that fire, tell himself that it is all fine and well, that she was "asking for it", "wanting it"...even if all his daughter was doing was sleeping in bed at the time.

No matter. Nothing matters. Her virgin body will soon be no more as he takes her, stripping her of her innocence even as he takes her into a new world entire as a fertile vixen...

Please note that this story contains non-consensual incest between adult characters for fantasy purposes only.
Transformed by His Mistress: A Gryphon Hen Taken by the Flock

Damien is just a man but he is a man called into the mountains by his mistress, a woman that he's only met once at a nightclub and has simply captured both his heart and, most individual, attention. Who knows when they may find a woman like that again? He's not willing to let her go in a hurry but this dominant lady has so much in store for him, stringing him up to be bound and transformed into a gryphon while the rest of her little flock waits in the shadows.

As a newly transformed gryphon hen, Damien no longer can claim any semblance of masculinity and "Crystal" is faced with the randy drakes, all under their mistress' loving control, who have one thing and one thing alone on their minds...

This story is an extended version of the original Transformed by His Mistress eBook and contains consensual, straight erotic scenes with gryphons.
