Scaling the Heat

“Thay? Thaaay?”

Thaylen shook in his seat, startled and suddenly brought back to reality. He really had trouble focusing today. It was “that time of the month” for the intersex hybrid. And as someone who was half-tiger, half-wolf, “that time of the month” also meant “heat time”, and this month’s was a rather strong one at that.

The one who was calling Thaylen was one of his coworkers, a large and jovial gorilla. “Yes, what is it, Kern?” Thaylen asked, while his brain tried to chase out of his skull the lewd thoughts that had distracted him.

“You okay Thay?” Kern asked, before leaning his stout gorilla body towards the tigerwolf and whispering: “Need me to help you with ‘that’? You know… Like last time.“

Thaylen groaned. His body screamed at him to say yes to the ape’s proposal, and to another pounding in the storage room. His mind was struggling to find a good retort, if any.

Before the tigerwolf had the time to succumb to his arousal, Doctor Larson barged into Thaylen and Kern’s shared office with his usual and utter lack of manners. The black rat looked even more disheveled than usual. His fur was messy and his blouse unbuttoned. “Thaylen, you’re here. Excellent. I need you at my lab, immediately,” Larson said without warning.

Kern replied first, earning himself a glare from the rat. “Hey, Patrick. You look even more manic than usual. What is it this time? Is it a breakthrough or an emergency?”

“Yes.”

“... Yes?”

“Yes! A breakthrough AND an emergency. An urgent breakthrough. And I still need you,” the rodent said as he pointed at Thaylen. “Follow me.”

The tigerwolf and the gorilla looked at each other. The former was confused, the latter was amused. At the very least, it was a welcome distraction from fantasizing about having sex with half of the men in this research facility. “Well, er, sure, Doctor. I’m always glad to help,” Thaylen answered as he rose from his seat.

“Don’t you have anything better to do, you big oaf?” Doctor Larson groaned to Kern’s attention, as the elevator carried Thaylen, and the two of them to the Genetic Studies floor.

“Nope,” the gorilla replied with a smile. “Not when the infamously asocial Patrick Larson has something that actually requires someone else’s assistance.”

“Anyway,” the tigerwolf interjected, “can you tell us what all this is about?”

The elevator stopped. The three men stepped out. The Genetic Studies were the topic of many rumors among the staff of the other floors, and the floor looked the part with its large clinical hallways and its rooms filled with weird tables and machines.

“I am currently working on a preservation project on hybrid species. Does the name Draco Felis Major ring a bell to you?” the rat asked.

“They’re these big cat-dragons on the protected species list, right?” Kern guessed. “What was their name. Dracolynes? Anyway, I didn’t know the company was involved with the preservation efforts.”

“Well, now you know. A much harder task than one would expect. And that is where our tigerwolf friend comes in.”

The rat led Thaylen and Kern to a small room where a low metallic table awaited them. The table was fitted with a big arch on one side, from which several black pieces of harness were hanging. Thaylen thought that this piece of furniture would not look out of place in a sex dungeon.

“What are we looking at?” Kern asked.

“Why, a breeding table, obviously,” Doctor Larson replied.

Gears turned in Thaylen’s head. Why were they here? Why did the rodent require his help specifically? His estrus was pulling his thoughts towards lewd and kinky answers. Thaylen’s cheeks flushed under his fur as he realized that the answer may, indeed, be lewd and kinky. “D-Don’t tell me that you want me to… Is it because I’m a hybrid?”

“You catch up quickly,” the rat replied. “As you obviously know, cross-species hybrids present a much larger genetic compatibility, which includes other hybrids sharing at least one of the partner’s species. And this is where you and your, hum, atypical physiognomy comes in. Dracolynes, like tigerwolfs, are part panthers.”

The tigerwolf’s legs started shaking. And not from fear, he suspected. “You can’t be serious.”

“Is Accounting so stingy that they can’t borrow a female dracolyne?” Kern interjected.

“It would take months to get through all the papers, committees, and procedures. I can’t afford to sit in my desk chair and do nothing for whole months! Unlike you!” Larson shouted. “Moreover, your monthly ‘gymnastic sessions’ with your coworkers are starting to be well-known, so when I realized that today would be the best time possible for a trial, I had what you could call an epiphany.”

“What a streak of genius. I wonder why hasn’t anybody thought of that…” Thaylen said.

The sarcasm seemed to fly over the rat’s head. “Please spare me your compliments until after the breeding.”

The tigerwolf was shocked for a moment as he realized something. “Wait… How many people know about my heats?”

“Well,” Kern started. He sounded embarrassed. “The change in attitude and the frequent ‘bathroom breaks’ are quite telling. Jerry told me that there was also that smell, but apparently, it’s a dog thing. And obviously, after the fourteenth time, people are bound to start talking...”

“I just want to crawl into a corner, right now,” a dejected Thaylen lamented.

“Not before you give your contribution to science!” Doctor Larson retorted.

Five minutes later, Kern was securing the last harnesses holding Thaylen on the breeding table. “You know, Thay… The way you look is giving me ideas…” Each piece of the harness was made of two adjustable rings of various sizes, linked by a rope. By passing the rope under the table and above the arch, the harnesses pulled in different directions, and prevented the tigerwolf from doing any wide movement or leaving his position on all fours, ass up and legs spread.

“Please, just stop talking. I’m already embarrassed enough,” Thaylen replied to his colleague. His heart was racing with a mix of excitement and anxiousness.. “I-Is Larson coming back already?” Kern glanced at the large window behind Thaylen. Yet another motive of embarrassment. Who could walk by and just stare at the intersex’s exposed privates? The gorilla had assured him that the glass was opaque on the other side, but who knew? The tigerwolf’s legs tried to close, but the ropes tensed immediately. He began feeling butterflies in his stomach.

“Not yet. I guess pulling a dracolyne all the way here must take some time. Hey... How about I help you get ready in the meantime?”

“W-wait a mom-unh!” Kern reached around and pinched the hybrid’s clitoris between his big fingers, cutting Thaylen’s protest short with a big gasp. The feeling was so intense that he temporarily lost the ability to speak coherently. “Ba… Finger… Clit… Hnn!”

“Damn, look at that. Your pussy’s already drenched.” Kern slipped a couple of fingers inside Thaylen’s vagina and slowly stretched the intersex boy’s hole. “Don’t worry, I’ll go slow. I wouldn’t want to see you sprain something, with what’s waiting for you.”

“What are you, hn, talking about?” Thaylen asked, as he put all his efforts into remaining collected. “A-aren’t these things, hnn, dog-sized?” The tigerwolf still didn’t believe what he was about to do, but that was all there was to it, right?

The breeding room’s door suddenly opened, and Doctor Larson appeared, pulling a leash. Growls could be heard on the other side. “Please stop tampering with my assistant,” the rat told Kern.

“Hey, I was just warming him up,” the ape defended himself. “Even with that, he’s going to be sore afterwards.”

Thaylen’s excitement suddenly dropped a notch when the creature entered the room. It was definitely not dog-sized. The creature was massive, probably even larger than Kern. Its paws were as large as the tigerwolf’s head. The dracolyne had the majestic body Thaylen was remembering from documentaries, a thick orange fur adorned with purple scaly stripes and a long mane of the same colour. The beast growled as he sniffed and examined the room. 

“Gentlemen, meet Oka,” Larson said, in the same tone as if he presented a new intern. “A rather fine specimen of his species, I must say.”

“Now that I see one up close, I must say it is quite big,” Kern commented, stepping aside cautiously.

“He, if you please,” the rat corrected him.

“A-Are you kidding me?” Thaylen said, having second thoughts. “I thought they were as big as a dog.”

Doctor Larson paused for a moment. “Ah! I think you are referring to the asian dracolyne, draco felis minor. This is the draco felis major, the african species.”

Oka suddenly took an immediate interest in Thaylen. The creature jogged towards the breeding table and placed his forepaws on each side of the tigerwolf’s head. While he sniffed noisily Thaylen’s body, the anthro hybrid had a front seat view of the dracolyne’s ridiculously massive testicles, and the no less massive sheath under which they hanged. As Oka’s brain processed Thaylen’s pheromones, his crimson red sex began to grow and slide out. The shape reminded the anthro of a spear, with its pointy glans and the barbs growing underneath. A spear that would not fit gently.

Thaylen started to panic and pulled at his bindings. “D-Doctor, I don’t think I w-”

“Grrr!” Oka’s guttural voice froze the tigerwolf in place.

“We can hardly stop him now,” Doctor Larson said. To Thaylen’s horror, the rat was setting up a video recorder.

“You’re going to film that?”

“Of course. Every experiment needs a record.”

“K-Kern!”

The gorilla was still standing in the corner, but he looked more relaxed. “Yeah, but no. I’m not trying to pull that off you.”

Oka walked around Thaylen, swatting his bushy tail against the tigerwolf’s face as he turned around. Soon, the anthro felt the wet nose of the dracolyne sniff his wet sex.

“Oh God…” the intersex male gasped, as he prepared mentally for what was coming. Unable to turn his head, he could only hear and feel the beast raise on his hindlegs and lean on the metal arch over his back, which creaked under his weight. “P-Please go slooo-ohooow!”

Oka did not go slow. The rutting dracolyne slammed his sex into Thaylen, using his weight as a tool. An intense sensation of overfill rushed to the hybrid’s brain. “O-Ow… So fucking big… P-pull it out…” he whined. Oka did not listen. Instead, he leaned forward, and let gravity and his weight push his erect member all the way here, centimeter by centimeter.

Thaylen’s sex quivered. He felt what was coming, but he was unable to stop it. “Oh… Oh… C-Cummmnnng!” Thaylen agitated, his body wrecked by the first of what would be many mini-orgasms. His vagina squeezed the dracolyne’s cock and splattered fem cum on his furry crotch. Stars filled his vision.

For better and for worse, Oka was just started. The dracolyne pulled his hips up. The stubby barbs of his sex raked against Thaylen’s sensitive flesh, and that was enough to bring the hybrid in heat to the edge again. The dracolyne did not even give him the time to process what was happening, before he slammed his thick cock all the way in once again. “Ahh.. Awuu…” the anthro moaned, as he fell into a carnal trance. And this time, Oka kept moving.

“Ah… Slap. Aaah! Schlorp. Gh-slap-uuuh!” The outside world disappeared. Kern and Doctor Larson disappeared. The only things Thaylen could perceive were the intense heat in his body and that battering ram of a cock which produced it.

Several minutes of rough mating later, when Thaylen’s body was so thoroughly mollified by the pounding that he was holding in place only thanks to the harness, the hybrid felt his lower lips stretch even further. There was something else, something big which was making attempts to enter after each push of the feral beast. “K-kno… Nnnh... Knot! Kn-naaa...” he incoherently babbled.

“Wait, dracolynes have barbs and a knot?” he heard Kern ask.

“Indeed. The barbs stimulate ovulation, like with most felines, and the knot ensures that the egg is fecunded by a single male,” Doctor Larson doctedly started explaining. Thaylen lost the trail of his monologue as the knot hit his body again and again, forcing his mind to blank.

Thaylen could feel his body resist less and less with each impact, and the building of another massive orgasm that would trump all the others. A remote part of his brain tried to spur the hybrid to struggle, but his limbs were like jelly, and refused to move more than the momentum of sex made them. Eventually, he was loose enough that the knot squeezed in a little. Feeling a resistance on the pull back, Oka instinctively humped forward with all his strength. The knot slid torturously slowly, until enough of it was in to make the rest slam inside. Pop made Thaylen’s vagina as its entrance was spread wider than he ever imagined. Pop made his womb, as the pointy end of the dracolyne’s shaft was pushed past his cervix. Pop made Thaylen’s mind, as the massive orgasm finally crashed on him.

There was no scream or violent movement. Just an uncontrollable spasm which made Thaylen shake his lower body, and a long, desperate moan. "Aaaah… Aaaaah… Aaah...” Oka pistoned fast and hard, now that he was trapped inside his mate. Shortly after, the beast roared triumphantly. With his hole stretched to the limit, Thaylen could feel every throb of the dracolyne as his cock unleashed load after load of cum directly in his uterus.

Everything slowly died down. Even if he has not moved much, Thaylen was feeling very tired. Oka was looking tired as well, as he rested on the arch, eyes closed and breathing slowly. The knot was still pulsating inside the intersex boy, and did not give any sign of deflating for the moment.

“Good. I think we are done,” a satisfied Doctor Larson said.

“No shit,” Kern commented, as he stared at the phallic-shaped bump which formed under Thaylen’s navel.

“How are you feeling?” the rat scientist asked.

Thaylen tried to answer, but even talking felt an impossible task. “Ah… Awa...”

“I’m fine. Thanks, doc,” Oka said with a deep yet perfectly understandable voice, broken by a few pants.

There was a short beat while Larson wrote in his notepad.

“He can talk?” Kern asked in confusion.

“... Uwuuuh?” was the only thing the debilitated Thaylen was able to muster.

“I must apologize forrr not intrrroducing myself earrrlierrr,” Oka explained, after the moment of surprise passed. “Unforrrtunately, rrrut makes us rrrather… Unrrruly.”

“I heard that dracolynes had a high intellect,” Kern noted. “But hearing you talk really puts things in perspective.”

“Doctor Larrrson was kind enough to teach me.”

“Of course. Good communication is essential in our line of work,” the rat said without lifting his eyes from his notepad.

“I still have trrrouble with the ‘r’rrs as you can hear, but… Ah, please wait a moment, I think I can...” Oka pulled on his hips.

“Wah! Ah!” Thaylen gasped, as his still over-sensitive behind was tugged backwards.

“My apologies, please bear with me,” the feral said, as he gave a few more hearty pulls. His note eventually popped out of the anthro’s vaigna, a trail of sexual fluids squirting out behind him. “Aaah… Finally…” Oka jumped off from the table and started cleaning himself.

“Uuurgh.” Thaylen began feeling the soreness in his loins. “D-Doctor, what’s next?” he asked in a slurred voice. Still focusing on his notepad, the rat’s tail grabbed a nearby object and waved it for Thaylen’s attention. A pregnancy test. “Ah…”

Thaylen took the test a couple days later.

“So?” Kern asked, as he waited for Thaylen outside of the restrooms.

The tigerwolf showed his friend the test. Positive.

“Well, damn,” the gorilla reacted. “Congrats, I guess. Do you know what will happen next?”

“If I remember what the doctor told us correctly,” Thaylen replied. “We will check if this is an anthro or a dracolyne with the first echography. And from there, we will decide what to do.”

“What do you want to do? Do you want to keep it, or...”

“Doctor Larson said there were solutions, whatever species the embryo is. But I think… I think I want to keep it.”

“As good a time to get kids as any, I guess,” Kern shrugged. The kid will have one hell of a story to tell about daddy and mommy, though.”

“Heh. That means no ‘storage room breaks’ for a while, by the way. You okay with that?”

“I’ll live. Now, let’s get some drinks and celebrate the happy news with the dad.”
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