                                                                    Prologue:


The first Titans had appeared a little over ten years ago, in 2014. When regular feral animals started being reported as growing past their scientifically recognized maximum sizes, reaching triple the known size limits, all over the world and across all species, leaders were baffled. As reports came flooding in, the people of the world, anthropomorphic animals,  panicked. Their less-intelligent brethren had remained consistent sizes for centuries, and now they had changed dramatically. The world, once content to stew in long standing rivalries and regional conflicts, now faced a greater threat than was known possible. Governments, fearing the worst, declared emergencies and enacted quarantines. As the world grew shuttered, and economies began to nosedive, the United Nations got to work making agreements to combat  this new plague. World powers began pooling their collected knowledge and resources to study the changes in what they still believed to be non-sentient animals. World leaders and their governments consulted with the best and brightest biologists, zoologists, and epidemiologists. 

The index case for the retrovirus that caused these sudden changes, later classified by scientists at Harvard Medical School as a new species named Titanovirus incrementus, was a Domestic cat originally found eight miles south of Baltimore, Maryland. Unlike other documented retroviruses, there were no tumors or cancers formed as a result of the virus’s alteration of the host’s RNA, and displaying no other negative symptoms from infection. They also discovered that Titanovirus incrementus did not affect anthropomorphic individuals, as their immune systems destroyed the virus completely, making it unable to infect anthropomorphic hosts. What had shocked researchers was the effects of the viral infection on feral animals. There were a number of surprising physiological changes. In addition to increased body mass, brain size had grown exponentially, allowing for trillions more neuron connections and synapses. There were also new growths in the larynx and new muscles in the face and esophagus. In short, the cat possessed the required anatomy to speak like any of the scientists studying her, and was far more intelligent than any other feral cat before.

The biggest shock was when the cat started exhibiting signs of sentience. Behavioral experts were flown in to run countless tests and observations, and then even more experts were flown in to try and repeat them. The studies were completed and data compiled in record time, and all the information came to a singularly astonishing conclusion: she was indeed sentient, and now had all the mental faculties of a standard child, despite remaining quadrupedal. It was around this time that reports from all over the world had gained a common trend: whale, dolphin, and porpoise species were starting to communicate and organize among themselves and along documented inter-species trends. And they had already begun making communication attempts with the people of the world.

Similar reports and observations for land dwelling animals were recognized and submitted in the thousands. It was now clear, although completely shocking, that many animal species had now become a multitude of new races, each one with seemingly varying degrees of intelligence. Fish and insects were the least intelligent, with most larger mammals gaining sentience and intelligence of average anthro adults when fully grown. The most intelligent of the Titans were cetaceans, elephants, corvids, and octopi, becoming races of geniuses that would go on to advance Earth in countless aspects in the future. And so, the world was split again with this news. Though the quarantines were soon lifted and life shifted back into a more normal pace, things were never the same. They couldn’t be. Soon, no wildlife on Earth was left un-infected by the retrovirus. 

And with this major shift came new conflict. Animals once not capable of speaking started to say a lot. They began to protest the treatment of Earth, of their habitats and homes, by anthros. Civil and military conflicts broke out, and had to be mediated. Global shipping and various other maritime industries were paralyzed for a time by continued disruption due to attacks by cetaceans and other sea life that resented the harmful practices. Things like zoos and the concept of hunting, along with prior pet ownership, became points of contention between the Titans and their planetary cohabitors, stylized as Anthros by the media for ease of use.

In 2020, after years of intense discourse and negotiation, a breakthrough in Titan-Anthro relations occurred. At a summit in the United Nations Headquarters in New York, an incredible document was passed and signed into law. The Charter of Titan Rights, backed by 180 signatories, finally set forth a global precedent for the new citizens of Earth. In general, Titans were given status as legal citizens of any nationality they were born in or lived in prior to or after the outbreak of Titanovirus, accordingly given all protections and bound by all laws of said nation. It also granted certain rights to Titans that lived in international waters. After the passing of the charter, many nations around the world scrambled to adapt to the new way of life. Countless new laws were passed, albeit with much heated debate, and Titans began the arduous process of integration.

In 2021, the Eurasian Civil War began. While various Anti-Titan movements had formed globally ever since 2014, they remained rather resilient threats in parts of Europe and Asia. Several nations became embroiled in civil conflicts as the staunch opposition of Anti-Titan movements in these regions began to catalyze and erupt into military conflict. A horrifying wave of extremist attacks were launched across Europe in the summer of 2022, targeting Titan population centers in urban areas. After the attacks, the leaders of the largest Anti-Titan terrorist groups issued a statement to the world, all of them sharing a unified goal: to separate Titans from Anthros and remove the citizenship rights of all Titans everywhere. This led to mass outcry from Titans globally, demanding accountability and security from this new threat. Making things complicated were intelligence reports suggesting that governments sympathetic to the groups’ cause were covertly funding and arming them. However, direct ties between any one nation and terrorist group proved difficult to verify.

In response to the outbreak of the war, Counter-terrorist groups, both civilian and military, began forming in the involved regions to fight back against the terrorists. In the attacks leading up to the war, Warsaw was targeted, with nearly a hundred Polish Titans dying in the bombings. With Poland being flagrantly attacked, NATO invoked Article 5 for the second time in history. In addition to various military engagements and retaliatory strikes, NATO member-states began funding, training, and arming Counter-terrorist groups, so that the conflict could in part be resolved without escalation into a third world war. These Counter-terrorist groups proved to be key during the war, with civilian organizations able to skirt past restrictions that NATO armed forces could not in pursuing the enemy.

Poland became a hotbed of fighting, with NATO forces playing a deadly game of whack-a-mole across the country as the Polish military responded with decisive strikes that quickly paralyzed and destroyed all but the biggest Anti-Titan groups. As NATO reached full mobilization, and Counter-terrorist groups effectively became unrecognized special forces units, the terrorists were put on the defensive. Small cells and groups began either being captured or destroyed daily. All of it was chaotic, violent, and painful. In the midst of this bloody conflict, many Titans and Anthros came together to fight a common enemy and preserve a relatively harmonious way of life. 

Despite their limited ability to operate weapons like guns, which had been designed for use by Anthros, Titans had found use in the armed forces of many nations, proving to be extremely capable fighters in their own right. Even those that didn’t wish to engage in direct combat with terrorist groups found use as couriers, scouts, spies, and saboteurs. Atrocities committed by Anti-Titan groups that were uncovered only swayed public opinion in further support of Titan rights. What was once a trickle of Titan volunteers became a monsoon. While Titans serving Anthro soldiers or fighters was still a relatively new practice, they made for an extremely efficient team, each operating as a part of a greater whole.

                                                                     Chapter 1:


Private Koslov Keetriv kept scrubbing his M16A2, wanting to ensure peak functionality. Whilst still a Private, the anthro Steppe Polecat had already seen two tours of brutal urban fighting. As he grabbed his bore brush, cleaning the inside of his rifle’s barrel, he wondered what his next assignment was. As he sat in his tent, he was glad that it had been provided with a small heater. It had been damn cold outside as of late, since it was the middle of winter. I’ve been waiting here for new  orders for three days. Why did they bring me away from the front? Why am I now stuck with this American gun? The Private had so many questions clawing at his mind, but that did not stop his laser focus on cleaning the gun before him. 

He’d been eagerly awaiting an opportunity to hunt down more of the enemy. Instead, a Colonel had plucked him from a foxhole, taken away the FB Beryl he’d grown accustomed to, and shoved a vintage American rifle into his paws. When he asked why he’d been recalled for reassignment and given a much older weapon, the senior officer had cryptically replied, “The Fatherland needs you for a mission of great importance. You have orders to come with me.”

Koslov let out another soft sigh of frustration, his tail twitching and thrashing the air behind him. He felt caged. As he reassembled his latest rifle, the anthro grunted and inserted an empty magazine. The M16A2 looked factory new now, ready for field use. Just as he was about to get up and return his empty gun to the armory, a Lieutenant burst into the Private’s tent. 

“Private Keetriv? Colonel Kyzgenny is requesting your presence for a briefing,” said the anthro red fox, his officer’s uniform a lot cleaner than Koslov’s.

“I’ll be there. Lead the way, sir,” said the polecat, shouldering his rifle. He followed the Lieutenant out of the tent and across the camp, shivering a little when he felt the cold winter air nip at his nose and ears. Many other Polish soldiers were either training or in a similar position to him, waiting for orders. Koslov entered the command tent with the Lieutenant, and saw something intriguing. Another, clearly younger Private and a Titan whitetail deer stood around a war table. 
            Colonel Kyzgenny, a proud looking anthro Golden Eagle, laid out maps of the city. “Private Keetriv, you are here. Good.” He turned to the other Private, an anthro European Fallow deer doe wearing a large field radio on her back. “This is Radio Communications Specialist Mica Morez. You are to work with her at all times during this operation, and she is to inform us of any complications or danger to the mission. She is our eyes and ears, letting us know if things are going well, or if the mission is to be aborted and the missile destroyed.”

The doe smiled for a moment, and then her face grew serious. She looked at Koslov and offered her gloved hand for a handshake, “It’s good to meet you, sir. Everyone I’ve spoken to has a lot of respect for you.” Private Morez waited for the polecat’s response.

Koslov reluctantly shook Mica’s hand for a moment, and then let go, “Huh. They didn’t tell me that when I arrived. Nice to know they do think I’m worth something… behind my back.”

Mica frowned slightly. “They told me you didn’t want to do anything with them, didn’t want to talk about anything at all.”

The Colonel cleared his throat. “Privates, your attention, please.” He motioned at the cervine Titan, who stepped forward. “This is Titan 4611, and you will be escorting him and his cargo to Airbase Delta, across the city, just northwest of Kraków.”

“Sir,” said Koslov, “With all due respect, that’s over 22 kilometers away from here, the opposite side of the city. On foot, in winter conditions, with no direct paths and crawling with terrorists? It will take at least three days, maybe longer. Why can’t the package be flown or driven to Airbase Delta?”

The Colonel shook his head. “The enemy has mined all roads big enough for vehicles, and our troops are working on clearing them as we speak. And we are still neutralizing their anti-air defenses. We pick off one enemy SAM site, another appears the next day. We estimate they’re only operating their air defenses at 20% of initial strength, but it’s still too high for command's liking. They don’t want to risk any more expensive aircraft. If we are to have any hope of getting this priority package to Airbase Delta on time, it must be delivered on foot through the smaller and less defended city streets, avoiding the heaviest enemy patrols and fortifications.”

Koslov hung his head, but he couldn’t argue the situation much. Oh great, my time on the front lines has rewarded me with a suicide mission, he thought. Just my luck.

Mica spoke up this time, “What about the rail lines? Surely some of them are still operable, right?”

“Not anymore. Most of the rail lines capable of hauling freight and heavy cargo have already been destroyed, or are undergoing repairs. Those bastards are smart,” said the Colonel, a hint of frustration and begrudging acknowledgement in his voice.

“So, what package is Titan 4611 carrying?” Mica glanced at the deer, her gaze momentarily jumping to the buck’s enormous balls and sheath, then back to the commanding officer.

The massive whitetail buck, wearing a thick collar with a pouch, a saddle with a bedroll, and a small aerial antenna on one of the left forks of his antlers, raised an eyebrow and almost smirked as he noticed the look the fellow cervine gave him. Better ask Freud to put down a ‘Slip Hazard’ hazard sign, he thought.

The anthro Steppe Polecat caught Mica’s gaze. He didn’t say a word. Koslov himself wasn’t quite sure what to think of Titan-Anthro relationships. They were still a controversial topic, but now was neither the time nor the place to debate them. He would have questions for Mica later, though.

“Titan 4611’s mission is to deliver one AGM-88 HARM missile, a gift from the Americans, to Airbase Delta. It is the last piece of ordinance needed for a major series of airstrikes, as other arms shipments have already been completed without the enemy’s knowledge. This is the last one,” said the Colonel. “Your job, Privates, is to escort Titan 4611 though hostile territory to Airbase Delta and protect him from all threats during transit, no matter the cost. You will be supplied unmarked uniforms and have been issued non-Polish weapons to confuse any enemies you may come across that attempt to intercept. We’ve also provided gas masks for you, as the terrorists have been employing smoke grenades, tear gas, and limited amounts of chemical weapons. Titan 4611 has already been briefed on his part in the mission, and has accepted it. He knows the risks, and the importance of this mission. Now, so do you.”

“I accept the mission, sir,” said Private Morez, not hesitating.

The Colonel nods. “You’ll be doing our nation a great service.”

The polecat sighed. He looked at the doe and knew she wouldn’t last a day without someone who actually knows the battlefield watching her six. “I accept the mission as well, Colonel.”

“Then as of this moment, Operation Power Thrust is a go. You all have your orders, now it’s time to carry them out. Dismissed,” said the anthro eagle. He turned back to his maps, studying the enemy’s last reported positions, leaving the two Privates and the Titan to exit the tent.
                                                                      Chapter 2:


Private Keetriv, Private Morez, and Titan 4611 had set out from the FOB in just under an hour after the meeting with the Colonel. Gray clouds overhead had threatened to unleash snow, potentially jeopardizing the mission with bad weather. However, the meteorologists called the cloud’s bluff, and the snow didn’t come. At least, not yet. Therefore, the three were sent out to make the vital delivery.

“You do know that if that thing goes off, all three of us will get vaporized in an instant?” Koslov’s voice was quiet, further muffled by his MP-5 gas mask.

“I do. So I try not to think about it,” replied Mica, her voice similarly muffled by her own gas mask.

Titan 4611 spoke up, “I’m the one carrying it. How do you think I feel?” He’d introduced himself as an American, but he spoke Polish just fine.
“I’d be nervous as hell, having a missile strapped to me,” replied Koslov.

Titan 4611 nodded, his big hooves clopping quietly on the grimy, soot-coated asphalt. He’d been constantly alert, no doubt from his ancestors having to watch their backs for millions and millions of years. The whitetail buck took in the ruined buildings around him, seeing fragments of burnt wood and shattered brick littering the ground, just barely standing out in the snow. Glass shards were nearly invisible in the snow, making the bombed out city a terrible place to walk barefoot if you didn’t have hooves like his. Or thick-soled combat boots, like the two anthros accompanying him did. As Titan 4611 passed a blackened car wreck with the two soldiers, the cervine spoke again, “All this killing, and for what? It’ll take years to rebuild this neighborhood. To rebuild this whole city…”

“I don’t know. I just want my country to go back to the way it was,” said Koslov bitterly. “Malls turned into mausoleums, parks into cemeteries… Sometimes, I expect to wake up in a hospital bed or cot, with some nurse telling me I’ve woken up from a coma. That I had a close call with a mortar, and this hell was just a strange nightmare. But every day, I wake up to this.”

Mica gripped her M14 tightly. She, like Koslov, had wished many times for the war to be over. So that she could go home, too, and try to rebuild her life. “For me, Keetriv, this is personal.”

Koslov looked at Mica and Titan, using hand signals to tell them silently to slow down, stop, and find cover. He formed another sentence with hand signals. Hostile ahead, 50 meters.

Mica nodded and took up position behind a partially destroyed concrete wall. She shouldered her M14 and readied herself, waiting for the moment she’d need to peek out from behind cover and unload into the enemy. The radio on her back felt heavier than ever.

Titan 4611 hid in some nearby building ruins, several layers of brick, wood, and concrete with rebar jutting out of it shielding him from stray bullets.

Kostov had taken up cover behind a brick wall and peeked around, looking through a pair of binoculars. He could see a lone anthro otter, dressed in dull urban camo, holding an AKM with a bayonet. Definitely not a friendly. The otter looked bored, sitting and kicking around loose gravel. The enemy fighter had no body armor, so it would only take one shot. However, Koslov knew that dropping the otter here with a bullet risked making noise, and attracting any other hostiles who were nearby.

Mica poked around cover and looked at the otter through her rifle’s iron sights. She had a clear shot. Her finger rested on the trigger. Just a little more pressure, and their path would be clear. However, the anthro doe noticed her fellow soldier, Koslow, knife in hand, stealthily flanking the otter. She knew where this was going. Mica watched as the Steppe Polecat’s arm shot forward twice, the otter’s face contorting into a countenance of shock as he was stabbed from behind. 

The terrorist fighter had no chance to shout, as the air was pushed out of his lungs by the force of the stabs. They tumbled over onto their face and slumped down in a heap, laying in a pool of their own blood. The clean white snow beneath the otter became polluted with a deep crimson as their lifeless corpse bled out.

From his position, Koslov signaled that it was all clear. He sheathed his knife and gripped his M16A2 again, hoping that the otter would be the only enemy combatant they’d run into for the duration of the mission. He could barely hear the snow crunching underneath his combat boots over the sound of his pounding heart.

Mica turned to Titan 4611. She said softly but firmly, “It’s clear, let’s move out!”

The huge buck nodded and cautiously stepped out onto the street. The white-painted missile was bigger than he was, and Titan 4611 grew a bit nervous every time that it began swaying. His heart had raced a little when they’d strapped the missile to him back at the Polish FOB, despite technicians telling him there was no chance the missile could detonate prematurely without a massive failure of onboard systems, or direct external influence. As he walked between Koslov and Mica, he thought about what the Colonel had told him before the anthro soldiers that would be escorting him arrived. 

This missile is the only one needed for the strike squadron to at last be fully armed. Once they’re in the air, we can blow every single terrorist encampment and weapons emplacement within 500 kilometers sky high. Experience has shown that Titan based deliveries have a much higher success rate than convoys in this battlefield. The roads that haven’t been mined, bombed, or blocked have to be patrolled constantly and are needed for more time sensitive things, such as casualty evacuation or rapid deployment. Enemy anti-air defenses are still up, and trains are no longer an option due to the heavy damage the rail network has sustained. You can navigate and move through the narrow ruins and side streets much faster than any vehicle ever could. All our hopes go with you, Titan 4611. Godspeed, son.              


A familiar male voice, muffled through a gas mask, snapped the deer from his thoughts. “You okay, 4611?”

“Yeah, I’m alright, Private.” Titan 4611 steeled himself and kept moving forward.

Mica glanced at the Titan and stepped closer. She gently patted his rump and then shouldered her rifle. “You’re doing great, 4611. We’ll be fine.”

“Don’t get his hopes up with lies,” said Private Keetriv.

Mica shook her head. “You’re not going to help anyone’s morale by telling us death is around every corner. We already know.”

“You don’t.” Koslov pushed up and kept moving through the streets, darting between the strewn rubble and debris silently. The trio kept moving at a steady pace for a while, boots and hooves crunching in the recently accumulated snow, making decent time through the war-torn cityscape. As they walked, they occasionally heard gunfire being traded in the distance, a grenade exploding, or a mortar strike raining down. Some of the combat noises couldn’t have been more than a few blocks away, putting the whole three-person team on edge. It’s been too fucking quiet, thought the polecat. Even if the enemy doesn’t know we’re here, this has been way too easy. We’re deep in enemy territory now, yet we have barely faced any resistance. We have to be walking into an ambush. Yet every time he peeked around a new streetcorner, there was nothing.

“Koslov, come on, we need to pick up the pace,” said Mica. “We’ve been going slow for hours now, we have to cover some ground, otherwise we’re going to be massively delayed. Every second we burn out here is another extra second that those jets are sitting on the runway, waiting to fly.”

Koslov sighed. He knew the lady had a point, but she just had to word it like such a suck up. “Fine, we can pick up the pace. But we can’t go too far ahead, otherwise we could get separated from 4611.” As the Steppe Polecat was about to take another step forward, a shot rang out from Mica’s M14. Letting out a hiss underneath his gas mask, he sprinted over to Mica and grabbed her by the collar, shaking her. “Goddammit, Morez! What are you doing! Do not shoot at shad-”

The body of a terrorist fell from a nearby window, landing on the snow-covered cement sidewalk with a sickening thud. A Remington 700 with a black polymer stock, optical scope, and bipod had tumbled through the window with them. Seeing as they were wearing all black, including a balaclava, it was hard to make out what species they were. However, their long snout pointed to them having been a canine.

“Death around every corner. Will you let me go now?” Mica looked at Koslov, annoyed.

The polecat released his grip, shaking his head. “Sorry. That was way too fucking close! This route has to be compromised, why else would they have a sniper set up here?”

“Do I radio in?” Mica gets ready to grab the handset for the radio she’s wearing. “Are we scrubbing the mission?

“No! No, I grew up in Kraków. We can go east a ways, then turn back north, and head into the tram tunnel for the evening. The tunnel will provide warmth and shelter from the weather, too, in case we do get that snow they warned us about back at the base,” said Private Keetriv.
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The sun had started to dip by the time the three soldiers had reached the entrance to the tunnel. The air was growing frigid, and the gradually increasing darkness made shadows longer and lowered visibility in the ruins. All of the soldiers were glad to be getting out of the open and into somewhere more secure. While Koslov and Mica had no problem walking down into the underground metro station, the entrance barely gave enough clearance to accommodate Titan 4611. The whitetail had to lower his head down quite a bit in order to fit. Even then, the top tines of his antlers scraped on the ceiling of the entrance until he began gingerly descending the staircase.

“I really wish they’d make doorways and entrances taller,” said Titan 4611, annoyed. The whitetail looked at the empty metro station, hearing his hooves clop on the tile floor. His footfalls echoed in the eerily empty station, fading down the tram tunnel until they couldn’t be heard anymore. “I was nervous out in the ruins, now I’m creeped out down here.”

“There’s nobody here, relax,” said Mica. “Not that we can tell, anyways.”

“Still, I’m going to check the area to make sure we don’t have company,” said Koslov. “Mica, stay here and look after 4611. If I’m not back in twenty minutes, or you hear gunfire, take 4611 and get out of here. I’m not worth risking the mission over.” He switched the fire selector on his rifle to three round burst and activated his flashlight, starting to clear the station.

“It feels stupid to have Private Keetriv wander off alone like that,” said Titan 4611. He laid down on all fours, resting with his back against an abandoned kiosk.

Mica sighed, removing her gas mask. “He just wants us to be safe. Koslov knows his stuff, he’s had to deal with this kind of environment before.” She glanced around at the empty station and shivered. “Yeah, this place is unsettling without all the people and trams in it.”

“Feels dead, doesn’t it?” Titan 4611 turned to face the anthro doe.

The doe nods, keeping her rifle close. She looked around the area again, double-checking that they were alone. Mica turns her attention to Titan 4611 again, looking him over. “What’s your name? You’ve got to have a name.”

Titan 4611 sighed, staring down at the tiles on the floor, looking at the patterns they formed. “My superiors in the United States military assigned me a codename for use in combat zones, Titan 4611. I am to use that codename at all times, even among allies.”

Mica rolled her eyes. “I get the need for security, but that sounds ridiculous.”

“Personally, I agree, but every Titan in an active combat zone has to do the same.” Titan 4611 let out a yawn and flicked his ears back causally.

Koslov had finished his sweep of the vicinity and was content that the area was secure. He quietly made his way over to the other Private and the Titan. Sitting down with a groan, he took off his helmet and gas mask, breathing in the stale air of the underground station. “It’s all clear here. Let’s try to get some rest, we’ll move out as soon as we’re awake.”

After making a very brief radio call to the FOB, informing them of their progress, current status, and their plan to move out once the blizzard passed, Private Morez found her gaze wandering to the big buck’s soft belly. The anthro European Fallow deer saw that Titan 4611’s belly fur was white, like hers. As she inspected the large male deer closely, Mica barely noticed her cheeks growing heated as she started to stare at the massive pair of cervine testicles and huge sheath that Titan 4611 had.

“Do I have something on me?” The whitetail deer met Mica’s eyes.

Mica looked away sheepishly. “No, I just…”

“Just what?” said Titan 4611, a slight smile creeping on his face.

The cervine Private grew flustered. “Well, you’re… Very big and strong.”

Koslov groaned. “Kill me now.”

“You did say earlier that you weren’t worth risking the mission over,” said Titan 4611, his smile widening.

The anthro polecat tried to remain serious, but couldn’t. He broke out into a chuckle and grinned. “Oh my god…”

Mica laughed a bit as well, smiling a little.

Titan 4611 let out an amused sigh and shook his head. Once the two anthros grew quiet, he looked at them both. “So, why are you two fighting? Why’d you join the Polish Land Forces?”

“I was patriotic,” answered Koslov. “I thought that to fight for my country would be a good thing. When I saw the news coverage of the Warsaw attacks, I felt my blood boil. I didn’t care about the ideology behind the attacks, the politics. Terrorists attacked my country, and I was going to send them all to hell in body bags. One by one.” His hands clenched into fists.

Titan 4611 nodded. “That’s reason enough.”

Mica looked at the massive deer. “I just don’t understand it. Why are people so upset that you exist now?”

The whitetail sighed. “I think… Because it is a massive change. An upset to the status quo. Let’s be honest, here. Before the Titanovirus outbreak, we were either food or companions to you, at best. Now, we are sentient beings, citizens. Some Anthros want things to return to the way they were, where my kind were ignorant creatures that didn’t complain about businessmen destroying the planet, out home. Who took action against those that sought to wreck the planet for comfort and money. That didn’t suddenly want rights and to be treated as equals.”

Koslov sighed, irritated. “Goddamn politics…”

“What’s your problem?” Titan 4611 said, looking at the anthro Steppe Polecat.

“I had to leave my house because of it. My parents, when I was a child, they would argue for hours. Mother and father, they debated endlessly about the collapse of the USSR, and the West. And NATO, and so on. It often turned to screaming matches in the dead of night. I just wanted to fucking sleep!” Koslov punched the tile floor.

“Did you go out on your own? Move in with your grandparents?” Titan 4611 looked at the polecat.

Koslov grumbled something unintelligible. “I went out on my own as soon as I became an adult. It was hard, but I made my keep with the jobs I took. If you two don’t mind, I’m done talking about my past.”

Mica nodded, understanding. “I enlisted because these Anti-Titan groups are a great evil. They’re trying to destroy all the progress we’ve made, they want to deny rights to people that have already had theirs recognized by the highest authorities in the world, by nearly every nation.”

“So, you’re fighting to uphold good?” Titan 4611 looked at Mica.

“I’m fighting because…” Mica began to tear up. “Because those heartless people killed my son.”

Koslov and Titan 4611 shared a glance, listening as the anthro doe sobbed, and did her best to calm down.

Titan 4611 moved his head and rested it on Mica’s lap. It was difficult, due to the sheer scale of his antlers, but the buck made it work. He felt Mica’s hands pet the top of his head. It was a pleasant sensation, but the whitetail would’ve enjoyed it more if it had been done out of emotional distress.

“You had a son?” Koslov asked, his voice containing a bit of trepidation.

Mica took a deep breath, and then exhaled a few seconds later. “Yes, I did. I’m infertile… I will never have children of my own. So, in 2020, I adopted Bazyli. A Titan boy. He was about 3 years old, and I miss him so much…”

“What species?” Titan 4611 asked.

“A Roe deer, a buck. He loved music, and he was frustrated that he could not play instruments. So he wanted to become a singer instead. To do opera and stage plays someday,” said Mica, her eyes reddened from the tears she’d shed. “His voice, it was beautiful. I would hear him sing in the bath, and I could only sit in wonder, hearing the notes ring above the sound of the water. Bazyli loved Italian opera the most. He opened my eyes to great art, to so much beauty. His music teacher said he had an amazing ear, that Bazyli only had to listen to music and he could sing perfectly.” The anthro doe bit her lip and choked back tears.

“The opera concert that night. He died there, didn’t he?” Koslov felt his guts tying and untying themselves into different knots.

“Yes. He was there, with several friends, listening to the production of Don Giovanni. About an hour into the performance…” Mica grew quiet for a second. “The paramedics told me that his last words were, ‘Mother, I love you.’ I was at home, as I was sick and thought he’d be safe with his friends and their parents. He’d planned to go to that concert for months, and I would’ve gone with, if not for my pneumonia.”

Both men were silent. In their minds, they tried to grapple with the kind of loss that Mica must have felt, was clearly still feeling.

Titan 4611’s looked up at Mica, whose face contained nothing but the visage of someone forlorn.

“For weeks afterwards, I couldn’t live with myself.” Private Morez grew silent for an uncomfortably long time, tears falling from her eyes and landing on her uniform.

“No mother should ever have to outlive a child, biological or not. I’m sorry you lost your son,” said Koslov. He felt his face burning with shame. The words were genuine, but they felt like such little comfort to a mother still grieving. As the anthro Steppe Polecat sat, he reflected about the gruff indifference he’d shown up until now. It had been so easy to distance himself from things, especially when he’d gotten onto the front lines. Private Keetriv hadn’t really known any Titans, hadn’t really cared to get to know any, and had no real animosity towards any, either. As Koslov sat, his rifle leaning on him like a tired old friend, he realized that he was above a great, yawning black hole of apathy. And that for his whole life, he’d been slipping closer and closer to the event horizon. “I’m sorry…” he said, looking at Titan 4611.

The whitetail’s large ears flicked towards the gruffer Private. “I don’t know what you’re apologizing for, but…” The cervine glanced at Koslov and spoke earnestly. “I forgive you.”

At that moment, a weight lifted off of Koslov’s back. He leaned back and closed his eyes, an exhale of relief finally being let free. “Thank you, friend.”
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For a while, Titan 4611 was left to observe the two soldiers. The big buck figured another hour or so must’ve passed by now, and it was dark out. A few lights in the metro were still running, acting as night lights. Looking up at the surface, at the very edges of the light, he could see snow getting blown into the entryway. Fortunately, it didn’t make it all the way into the station. His fur coat kept him plenty warm, though he recalled several winters where he’d been outside in blizzards like the one that was raging above him. Titan 4611 was glad to be fully sheltered from the bitter cold. The wind rushed and howled into the entrance as deluges of enormous snowflakes fell down from the sky sideways, and the buck hoped the storm would clear up by morning. It was as if winter itself were wailing in anger, furious that it had been denied three more souls to freeze over with snow and ice.

“4611…” Mica’s voice was sleepy. She’d woken up from her nap.

“Yes?” The massive whitetail glanced at the anthro Fallow deer doe.

“I didn’t mean to distress either of you earlier. The conversation was getting personal, so I opened up. I chose the wrong time, didn’t I? We’re all under a lot of stress,” said Mica. She rubbed her eyes and stretched her arms. Even with her uniform on, it felt colder than before. She could see her breath condensing into puffs of fog in the chill air. “It’s getting cold… we should light a fire.”

“For your sake, I agree. I’m built a bit different, so winter weather like this has less of an effect on me,” said Titan 4611.

The anthro doe went to scrounge up some dry paper and other suitable kindling from the nearby area. Upon returning, she dumped it into a nearby trash can, which she moved over to the group. The small lighter she’d brought with was enough to get the materials to combust, and soon a fire was burning happily in the trash can. It smelled terrible, but the warmth it generated was welcome to Mica and her companions.

“Better than nothing,” said Titan 4611. He stared at the flickering orange flames, the winter winds bellowing above him. “Mica, I’d like to address something.”

“Which would be?” Mica held her hands closer to the fire, warming them.

“You’re attracted to me.” 4611’s gaze moved over to the anthro deer beside him.

Mica’s cheeks were already warm from the fire, but her blush still returned. “Yeah, I am. Very attracted, in fact.”

The huge buck was quiet for a moment, not quite expecting Mica to own up to her feelings so quickly. “Well! All I can say is that I feel the same way.”

Mica let out a sigh, “Yeah, I know it’s not exac-” She paused. “Wait, what?”

“I feel the same way. You’re absolutely beautiful,” said the whitetail. His nervous smile, and the way his tail flicked back, were both indicators of his sincerity.

Private Morez felt her heart start to beat a little quicker. She had a surprised countenance, her eyes wider than normal and her mouth hanging open. “You do?”

Titan 4611 nodded. “As soon as I caught the sneaky glances you kept making, I knew.” A grin crept up his massive muzzle.

The anthro doe gazed at the massive whitetail buck in front of her. Mica’s eyes started by looking at his handsome face. His eyes were a rich shade of brown, like fine chocolate. The anthro woman beheld the Titan’s gigantic, perfectly symmetrical antlers, resembling a crown of bone that hovered above his head. She traced the buck’s lines and musculature with her eyes, realizing that he was very strong, before her gaze was inevitably pulled to his massive sheath and balls. Titan 4611 was huge, very well endowed by anyone’s standards. Mica felt a jolt of pleasure shoot through her body as she noticed a large pink dick tip subtly peeking from the buck’s sheath. Letting out a near silent moan, Private Morez moved over to the buck. “Can I help you with that?”

Titan 4611 smiled and nodded. “Yes. God, I’d love that…”

Mica wasted no time, slipping off her gloves and began fondling the truly titanic balls the buck had. Each individual testicle was nearly the size of her head, like a watermelon. Meanwhile, she moved her other hand to the male deer’s white, fluffy sheath. Mica was amazed at its sheer size, three feet long and four inches wide. Private Morez got to work rubbing the whitetail’s genitals, her hands stroking and squeezing his sheath and nuts. She wasn’t in estrus, that started in April and ended in early June. But the anthro doe also knew that Whitetail deer mated most frequently in mid November too. Considering it was early December, the timing was working out pretty well.

The big buck began huffing and snorting in arousal as his manhood and pair were caressed passionately. He did his best to keep quiet, not wanting to wake Koslov or give away their position, but it was difficult. It had been months since he’d gotten any kind of sexual release, and Titan 4611 was silently begging Mica to never stop. Her hands were very skilled and strong, and she seemed to know just how to work his shaft. And quite a shaft it was, because when he was fully erect, it was close to four feet of pure deer dick.

Mica’s eyes grew wide as the tapered cervine cock reached full mast and stiffened like a steel rod in her hands. She could feel the Titan’s pulse through his monstrous penis, and the anthro doe wondered if she had perhaps gotten a bit too ambitious. However, the first moan that 4611 let out was more than enough to spur her onwards. She leaned down and began to lick the tip of his shaft, instantly falling in love with the sour taste of the huge deer’s member. Mica kept licking, her tongue stroking and prodding the giant taper more and more, her saliva mixing with the natural fluids that coated Titan 4611’s cock. “Ah, hah…. Mmmmmmm…” Private Morez could only moan quietly as she started kissing and suckling the shaft.

Titan 4611 felt his gigantic pink dick twitch. An enormous rope of precum flew out of the tip, landing several feet away with a splat. He huffed as his cock was serviced, his hind legs twitching now and again as pleasure radiated through his entire body. “Mica…” The massive buck began making shallow humps, thrusting gently as the anthro doe started to suck his dick tip. “Ohhhhh! Yes, yes…” His balls twitched a little as more salty pre dribbled into Mica’s maw.

Private Morez felt hot in her uniform. She was doing her best to give the Titan a good blowjob, but he was the biggest guy she’d ever had sex with. Did she really care? No, and in a good way. The anthro doe wanted to enjoy this moment, because she figured that she could wake up the next day and never get another chance like it. Everything that Titan 4611 was doing now made Mica wet. The way he panted, his breaths deep and feral, his eyes closed and face scrunched up in sheer bliss, it all activated thoughts and feelings of Mica’s brain that had grown dormant. She could feel her underwear getting drenched with juices leaking from her pussy, and the anthro girl couldn’t have cared less if she’d wanted to.

“Ah god, hah…” Titan 4611 watched as Mica sucked his cock, spurting huge beads of precum uncontrollably. His crotch was growing heavy and tense, balls retracting occasionally. Maybe it was due to how pent up he was, but the massive Whitetail buck had never felt so incredibly good before. Every suck, lick, and kiss that Mica gave was edging him closer and closer to a powerful orgasm. 4611 couldn’t believe how smoothly and skillfully the doe’s hands glided across his shaft, stroking it in ways that the buck wished he could himself.

“Mmmmmf…” As she swallowed more precum, Private Morez moved one of her hands away from the Titan’s enormous penis and shoved it down her pants. The anthro European Fallow deer moaned onto the feral’s shaft as she began violently fingering herself. She could hear the faint squishes and other sounds of stickiness emanating from inside her pants. Mica was silently amazed at just how much of a mess she’d become in a few minutes, and the only thing stronger than her surprise was her desire for more. The doe ground her fingers against her clitoris, body shivering as the self-stimulation proved potent. Every sensation of pleasure was electric, increasing her crotch’s sensitivity to touch. Mica felt her vagina clamp down and squeeze her own fingers, her hot inner walls tugging and leaking more pussy nectar.

Titan 4611 let out a cry. “Fuck, oh Mica… I…!” His entire body shuddered as one errant lick on his cock tip ignited the fuse and began the countdown in his head. The enormous whitetail shot a warning glance at Mica, hoping that she would understand she needed to slip his dick out her mouth. Seconds passed, and the anthro doe didn’t stop giving him head. “Private Morez, you’ll choke!” The Titan’s ears flattened as his partner was consumed by blinding lust. Having little other choice, he gave a mild shave with one of his massive hind hooves, pushing the European Fallow deer away just as 4611 let out a loud moan. He grit his teeth hard as he came, feeling his heavy balls contract with each cumshot.

Mica gasped as she watched the Titan grunt and huff, his giant pink taper throbbing like a recoiling naval gun. The buck’s borderline absurd amounts of cervine semen burst forward several meters, landing on the opposite side of the station with loud splatting and splashing sounds. His virility became apparent as massive rope after massive rope fired from his dick, barraging the unsuspecting tile and cement and creating a huge puddle of thick, viscous deer cum. Private Morez fingered herself even more aggressively, reaching a hand underneath her uniform to pinch, squeeze, and tease her stiff, aching nipples. The hard nubs were even leaking a tiny bit of milk, puffy and engorged while still hard. “Oh my god!” Her shocked whisper was barely audible over the buck’s vocalizations, and every huff and pant only caused her tight cervine cunt to quiver with desire. The anthro doe could only watch as what had to have been an entire generation’s worth of ejaculate spilled onto the nearby tram tracks. Oh, to be impaled by that beast! I’d love to call in a barrage like that every night, thought the Radio Communications Specialist. Even in her lust-clouded state, Mica knew that taking on that much cock would be problematic. But even getting a chance to attempt it was something she swore to herself she would do.

However, the buck was utterly spent from cumming so hard. Huffing softly, the whitetail felt two times lighter than before. Titan 4611’s eyes widened as Mica got on her hands and knees and began to suckle the last bit of cum directly from his member, as if she were a nursing fawn. Sucking in a breath through grit teeth, the whitetail let out what was by his standards a final drop of cum. It filled the anthro doe’s mouth, causing her cheeks to fill and swell like that of a chipmunk. The buck could only watch in awe as Mica swallowed the cum down, and then looked at him. “I just ejaculated part of my body weight, and you think I can go for round two? No…” However, Titan 4611 did not want to leave a girl unsatisfied. The only day he did would be the day he died. And today was not that day. “But I can eat you out,” said the buck.

Mica gasped. She didn’t say anything, as the hasty pulling aside of her pants and underwear to expose her dripping, glistening, heated sex said far more than her flustered words ever could’ve. She stepped in front of the buck and brought her arm up to her mouth, stifling her cries of pleasure as she felt the Titan’s breath tickle her labia and clitoris. Private Morez reached out and gently pulled the whitetail’s head upwards, guiding it towards her sticky, messy snatch. The European Fallow deer’s legs trembled as she felt the huge, dexterous tongue lather her folds with spit, the warm appendage rubbing her entire womanhood in one lick. The anthro doe struggled to stand up and stay still, as the instant the huge tongue tip slipped and began wiggling against her inner walls, Mica shouted into her arm again and her reddened pussy began convulsing and contracting in pleasure.

Titan 4611 did his best to lick inside the anthro’s vagina. Her taste was utterly intoxicating, musky and rich, salty, yet sweet as well. The more he swirled his tongue around, the more he was rewarded with new, fresh pussy nectar. A frenzy gripped the buck, his tongue moving faster and faster, lashing and rubbing the inner cavities of Mica’s tight doe cunt with a vigor he didn’t know was possible. While it had seemed longer to the whitetail, it barely took him three minutes to get Private Morez crying out in ecstasy, suddenly gripping the buck’s enormous antlers.

“Yes! Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh!” Mica felt her knees buckle as she squirted, hard. If the doe hadn’t gripped her partner’s massive rack for support, she’d have tumbled to the ground. Her clearish juices gushed nonstop, drenching the buck’s massive muzzle and tongue in seconds. The anthro girl’s body was hot, and felt fuzzy. While her orgasm wasn’t as spectacular compared to Titan 4611’s, it was just as intense. Private Morez took a minute to just breathe, eventually tugging her pants back up. “Fuck…”
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Koslov woke up tired and cranky. While part of him hadn’t minded the front row seat to what was undoubtedly one of the hottest things he’d ever seen, the noises had made it hard for the Steppe Polecat to sleep. That was a big problem in a combat zone, and the veteran knew he’d be running on adrenaline. While Private Keetriv got the fire going again, he felt his dick pressing against his thigh, as if someone had shoved a piece of metal pipe into his pants. I barely get any sleep thanks to their antics, and in return I’ve got the worst case of morning wood.

Around fifteen minutes later, Private Morez stirred from her slumber and stretched her arms. “What I’d give for a tall glass of Compote,” she said groggily.

“What I’d give for some shots of raspberry Sobieski,” replied Koslov, dark rings around his eyes. The anthro tried his best to just ignore his throbbing cock, still rock hard.

Titan 4611 woke up not long after the fire was rekindled. “Are we ready to move out?”

“Yes, let’s go,” said Koslov suddenly. He grabbed his M16A2 and began heading back up to the surface, onto the desolate streets of Kraków.

The Titan and fellow anthro had little time to reorient, getting up and following after the more experienced soldier.

As the trio navigated their way through the destroyed streets, the level of carnage that had unfolded in this particular area became apparent. What had once been a lively shopping area was now a ghost town, devoid of all life. There weren’t even trees or plants, it was all barren buildings. The winter wind whistled mournfully through the wreckage, having calmed down from the night before. Stores were left to rot, abandoned, with much of the merchandise and goods once sold having long been pilfered or destroyed from exposure to the elements. Windows were shattered on every building, and bullet holes had riddled every surface like scars, mostly from common rifle calibers. Every car that had been parked or left abandoned on the streets was shot up or destroyed, most of their windows having shattered or containing one or more bullet holes. Patches of snow from last night’s blizzard sat on the cars, and both anthros kept low as they moved through the emptiness. The sparkling snow that had been recently replenished was hard to look at, as the sun reflected off it in a dazzling manner.

Through what few gaps in his clothing there were, Koslov felt frigid wind try to bite into him. Though the sun was out, it did little to raise the air temperature. He had his black rifle pointed at the ground, eyes ahead. Little sleep or not, the anthro polecat was resolute in not being caught off-guard again. Private Keetriv’s boner had finally gone away, but the lingering urge for sexual relief had been building in the back of his mind.

Mica looked up at Titan 4611 as his head turned to look behind them. She held her M14 in her gloved hands, barrel angled up at the sky. “See anything?”

“Negative. Must’ve been a shadow or some rubble,” replied the buck. He glanced down at Mica, smiling for a brief moment, before his countenance returned to a serious, neutral state.

The three passed two stores on their right, the buildings to their left having been leveled in an explosion some time ago. The first building to their left still had a visible sign: ogród ziołowy, translated as ‘herb garden’ in English. What it used to be was hard to say, but as the three walked past, their best guess was a spice store. They’d passed a bookstore as well, appropriately named Siedem stron, Polish for ‘Seven pages’. The only thing left was the faded sign above it, letters worn, and windows devoid of glass. The interior was dark and lifeless, no books left to be found. All the while, the soldiers’ boots and in Titan 4611’s case hooves, left only fresh tracks in the snow.

Koslov silently cursed the weather as he advanced further northwest with his group. Not only had it delayed them, but it had also ensured that others would be able to track them. In general, he hated winter. It was far too cold, too long, and too depressing for his liking. But as a Pole, he’d begrudgingly learned to live with it for his whole life. Koslov also found the collected snowfall unsettling, as if nature had spread a white shroud across the land. It seemed to him that mother nature was signaling that the city was as it looked: dead. Yet no act of God could make Private Keetriv abandon the fight for his hometown, for his country. With just this missile, we can finally start putting an end to the bloodshed. The thought of the war starting to conclude sparked the faintest embers of hope in the anthro male’s chest. Such optimism was dashed, however, as gunfire suddenly rang out.

Mica cried out, “Take cover!”

Titan 4611 retreated into a nearby building and kept hidden as his ears flattened back. Although he was a bit more accustomed to the deafening reports of gunshots, that didn’t make them any less painful to his large ears, which picked up on sounds more keenly than most anthros did.

Koslov winced as he heard the distinctive report of a Browning M2, even over the din of other small arms fire. That was going to be a serious problem, as it could chew through most available cover. Taking a quick peek for a moment, he could see the machine gun nest set up on a second story alcove, with a small team operating the gun.

Several terrorist fighters rushed forward, raking up firing positions a few dozen yards ahead.

Mica popped off several rounds of  7.62×51mm, dropping two with a shot to the head and torso, respectively.

Koslov returned fire as well for as long as he dared, getting off several bursts which deterred the enemy, even killing an anthro stoat that he had a line on due to the angle he was at. The Steppe Polecat pulled behind cover just in time as the heavy machine gun opened fire in a short burst. He could hear the large rounds whiz past the edge of his cover. Grabbing his handheld transceiver, he spoke to Mica. “Put that radio to use! Call for air support, now! Now, dammit, now!”

Hearing the message, Mica crouched down and began calling for help. They were in an area with little enemy air defenses, so she figured there was a decent chance of a friendly aircraft responding. “This is Charlie Echo Romeo Victor India November Echo One, the enemy has made contact and we are taking direct fire, requesting close air support! Repeat, Charlie Echo Romeo Victor India November Echo One is under heavy fire, requesting immediate close air support, over!” For several agonizing moments, there was no response from the radio. The anthro doe could only hear her heart pounding, Koslov and the other terrorists trading fire too. She prayed that someone heard her call. Then, like a miracle, Mica had her prayers granted.

“Charlie Echo Romeo Victor India November Echo One, this is Ugly 34, we’ve marked your position and are moving in to provide CAS. ETA to target three minutes. Over.”

“Affirmative, Ugly 34, thank god you were in the area! We have several hostiles with small arms and at least one fifty caliber heavy machine gun, please be advised,” replied Mica.

“Roger that, but this’ll be a turkey shoot for us. Hold position and standby for CAS, Ugly 34, over.”

As Mica let out a sigh of relief, she only noticed a moment too late that an anthro badger with an MP5 had flanked her. She raised her M14 and tried to snap a shot off, but the enemy was a bit faster. The European Fallow deer cried out in pain as a round grazed her leg, the agony making her drop her rifle.

Koslov whirled around and squeezed the trigger of his M16A2, planting three rounds into the enemy anthro badger’s torso. “Private Morez!” He dashed across the street and immediately began tending to his comrade in arms. In seconds, he’d broken out his trauma kit and began treating the wound. “Stay still, stay calm. We’ve got air support on the way, just don’t die on me…” The Steppe Polecat applied pressure with a sanitary medical pad coated in disinfectant and quickly began to wrap bandages around the wound tightly.

Mica, having never been shot before, was struggling to deal with the pain. She grit her teeth and nodded, quickly regaining the wherewithal to grab her M14. “I’ll be fine, protect Titan 4611!”

Koslov nodded and left Mica, falling back to where the huge deer was hunkering down. “4611! Are you ok?”

“Yes!” The deer suddenly turned back and charged through the rubble, head down. Titan 4611 snorted as he impaled the anthro brown bear that had tried to flank him on his antlers. With a toss of his neck, the ursine’s body was flung a few feet away into the snow and rubble. The Whitetail buck snorted and returned to his initial position, his antlers now stained with blood. “Enemy neutralized.”

Koslov had little time to process what he’d just seen as the report of a 30mm cannon rang through the air. It sounded again, and the ruins ahead of him were peppered with miniature explosions. 

An AH-64 Apache soared over just above the rooftops, the wheels having only a few inches of clearance from the tops of the buildings. After circling around for a second pass, the attack helicopter fired another burst from its main gun, knocking out the M2 Browning and its fire team with precision shots.

“Charlie Echo Romeo Victor India November Echo One, this is Ugly 34, we cannot identify any further targets. Do you require further assistance, over?”

Mica got on her radio again, “Negative, Ugly 34, you got ‘em.”

“If  uh… that’s Titan 4611 down there, tell him he owes me a six pack, over. It’s not the first time we’ve had to save his sorry deerskin ass!” There was a short burst of laughter from the pilots.

“He can hear you, Ugly 34, I’m sure he regrets surviving. Charlie Echo Romeo Victor India November Echo One, over and out, ” said Mica.

“Acknowledged. Alright, we’re getting the hell out of here, too close to SAM-Land for our liking. Admission is too damn expensive in this economy and It’s a Small Battlefield is a seriously fuckin’ overrated ride.”

Titan 4611 can’t help but grin a little as he watches the friendly helicopter peel off. “That son of a bitch… I’ll give him his beer, and some words. Ha!” There were few other aircraft of his nationality that the whitetail loved more than the AH-64. However, his momentary joy turned to concern as he noticed that Mica was injured. “Oh shit.”

Koslov raised his hand. “Don’t panic yet, she only got nicked. If it had hit an artery, she’d be bleeding a lot more. She’s going to make it, but we have to keep moving. I don’t want to know if they’ve got reinforcements.” He looks at Private Morez. “Can you walk?”

“No.” The anthro doe rolled her eyes, winced, and grunted in pain as she stood up. “Of course I can, I didn’t break my leg, it just… hurts.”

“That’s putting it mildly,” said Titan 4611.

“We don’t have time for this chatter, come on,” said Koslov.

The trio proceeded to put as much distance as they could between themselves and the site of the firefight. Aside from the sporadic sounds of gunfire and explosions elsewhere in the snowy city, there was little other noise to accompany the soldiers. As the afternoon lazily passed by, new cloud cover slowly rolled in and obscured the sun. Soon, it began to snow lightly. Since the snowfall wasn’t enough to obscure vision, the group pressed on. Every crumbling building the group passed started to blur into an identical haze of singed stone and brick, topped by fresh snow. Several inches had accumulated on the ground by now, and there were even drifts a foot high in places. As the streets began to narrow, all three found their movement slowed.

In the distance, a big explosion rumbled. None of the soldiers had any clue what was blowing up, but they all hoped it was the enemy.

“This reminds me of Christmas Eve, 2021.” Mica was managing to move pretty quick, but her pace was slower than before. “I’d spent all day cooking, and little Bayzli, ever the kind soul, had been helping any way he could. I’d been finishing the last of the twelve dishes for dinner when he looked out the window and said, ‘Mother, it’s snowing!’ Indeed it was. Flakes, about the size of these, lazily drifting down.”

“Sounds like it was a special day,” said Titan 4611.

“Yes, it was,” said Mica. “That morning, Bayzli had confided something in me.”

Titan 4611 looked at the anthro doe. “He did?”

Private Morez nodded, gripping her rifle a bit tighter. “I didn’t know how to take it at first, because he said he’d fallen in love with me. That I was not just his Mother, but his mate.”

“Are you telling me you two… did it?” The massive whitetail looked at Mica, doubtful.

The anthro cervine nodded, her embarrassed face hidden by her gas mask. “We had sex that morning after Bazyli confessed his feelings for me. I was shocked at first, but then he kissed me. And everything was okay.”

Koslov was stunned to hear this. “You fucked your own son?”

“I did, and I do not regret it. No man would ever have me, when they learned I couldn’t give them a child,” said Mica. “But Bazyli did not care. My little buck loved me, in every sense of the word. I was his world, and after a while, he realized that he was physically attracted. I never considered myself very beautiful, but the way Bazyli would describe me, as if I were priceless art…”

Koslov wanted to protest. Such relationships were not meant to be, he’d been taught. Yet, he could not find it in himself to shame the doe.

“Your son was the only guy who actually loved you for who you were. Who didn’t expect the impossible of you,” said Titan 4611.

Private Morez nodded. “Yes, yes. Exactly.”

Titan 4611 grew quiet for a moment. He felt a pang of extra sorrow stab deep into his chest, remembering what he’d learned about Mica’s son earlier. How the little roe deer had died. “Mica, how do you endure it?”

“The pain?” The former mother shrugged. “I don’t. I just tolerate it. I pretend it is not there and I live my life.”

“That’s no life, that’s suffering.” Titan 4611 moved over to nuzzle the fellow cervine.

Mica felt herself tearing up again, and she merely gave the whitetail’s muzzle several pats. “4611, you remind me of Bazyli in some ways. The way he could flirt, for one. That little buck could turn me on and have me begging for him in ways that grown men never did. Bazyli fucked better than them, too. Because he didn’t just hump me until he got his rocks off, everything was mutual. We even explored each other’s kinks.”

Koslov was reeling mentally, and even getting a bit turned on imaging what Mica and her son must’ve done. Again, his cock began to harden. Such a relationship was taboo, but far more healthy and stable than any couple he’d known. Most couples he’d met had either broken up, got into fights, or had wild power imbalances. Koslov hadn’t even found a partner yet.

“How old are you again, Private Morez?” Koslov was surprised he hadn’t asked the question sooner.

“22,” the Radio Communications Specialist replied simply. “You?”

“34 and still single,” said Private Keetriv. “Nobody wants an asshole like me.”

Titan 4611 shook his head. “That’s a harsh way to view yourself. You’re serious, no-nonsense. I would call you many things, Koslov, but an asshole is not one of them.”

The anthro Steppe Polecat froze in his tracks. “Do you mean it?”

“Yeah, for what it’s worth.” The huge whitetail buck nodded, his tone sincere.

Mica patted the polecat on the shoulder.

“I’m four years old. Not a child, but that is my chronological age,” said Titan 4611.

Koslov glanced at the whitetail and found his eyes drawn to the buck’s sheath and balls, much like Mica had been swayed. He’d been far better at ignoring the Titan’s anatomy previously, but now he was aroused. And was just as pent up as 4611 had been. Lewd visions danced through the Steppe polecat’s head, and the anthro male had a hard time focusing. Koslov let out a frustrated sigh. “We have to keep going, come on.”

The three grew quiet again, listening to the howling wind as it began to pick up speed a little, blowing around the snow on the ground and the snowflakes in the air. After two hours of walking, the group had made it to another suitable resting place. An old caste, once a historical site, now proved a viable fortress again from the elements and the enemies in the city.

Once Mica had radioed in a new status update to command, giving a short report of their engagement and confirming the safety of Titan 4611 and his cargo, she promptly found an old bed and went to sleep. The doe had leaned her radio pack against a wall before stretching out.

Koslov, meanwhile, had felt his penis stiffen again. It would only be a matter of time before the Titan noticed his own gazes and reactions, the Private knew. The polecat had to take care of himself, because he knew that if he didn’t, the problem would crop up at an even worse time. Sighing, Koslov leaned his M16A2 against a wall, removed his helmet and gas mask, and moved into a different room. He unzipped his pants and tugged aside his briefs, a seven inch humanoid cock flopping out. Gently pulling back his foreskin, the anthro male let out an exhale of relief as he finally had a moment to masturbate. It felt so good to feel cool air on his cock, to get some pleasure from this mission.

“Hey, Koslov, do you need anythi-” Titan 4611 entered the room and then stopped in place. He couldn’t believe what he had just witnessed.

                                                                       Chapter 6



“Do you fucking mind?” barked Koslov. He glared at the deer, hoping his demeanor would deter the buck.

“I…” Titan 4611 looked at Koslov’s face, down to his dick, and then back to the polecat’s face. “You, you have a really nice dick.”

Private Keetriv felt the seven stages of grief in seven seconds. Then, his cheeks burned a bright red. “I didn’t ask for your opinion!”

Titan 4611 looked at the anthro male and then grinned. “Oh… I understand now.” He took a step closer. 

Koslov swallowed as he realized that his bravado was doing a terrible job of concealing his feelings. “You don’t know me, American. Just let me do this in peace.”

“What, and miss out on you?” The big buck moved even closer. “Koslov, let’s be honest. What have you been thinking about with me, and for how long?”

The anthro polecat crossed his arms and huffed. Yet, his cock twitched as a bead of precum welled up and formed on his glans. Koslov tried averting his gaze by turning his head, but after only a few seconds, he sighed in exasperation and faced the Titan. “Fine! You’ve seen my cock. Good enough?”

“For me, definitely. For you? I don’t think so.” 4611 gave Koslov an intent stare, bedroom eyes of the highest caliber.

Koslov felt his pulse increase, his penis twitching again as the small bead of precum turned into a thick strand that dripped down. “Fuck me, how do you know?” The Steppe Polecat was unused to people confronting him about his sexuality.

The whitetail chuckled. “I figured out that I like males first before I learned there was this thing called bisexual,” said Titan 4611. “Let me guess, you never found any cute guys, or had the courage to ask them out.”

Koslov sighed. It was like this deer was psychic. “Never found anyone. What’s your point, where are you going with this?” The anthro knew exactly where, and he didn’t want to admit it’s exactly what he wanted to happen.

“You know, I always liked boys with an attitude,” said Titan 4611.

The polecat let out a gasp.

“So is all that hardened soldier stuff just a show, or are you really so dominant?” teased Titan 4611.

“I am not a bottom, don’t you even think for a moment that I’d go ass up for you,” said Koslov.

“Oh? ‘Not a bottom’, huh? You got real flustered when I showed my face.” The whitetail smirked.

“That’s it!” Koslov couldn’t stand it. All this sexual tension had kept building and building, and he was sick of it. He was going to throttle someone if he didn’t cum. “Get your fucking bitch ass over here, 4611! You want dominant? I’ll give you fucking dominant!”

It was now the Titan’s turn to blush hard, letting out a shocked bleat of arousal. In moments, his massive shaft had emerged from his sheath. The whitetail buck was stunned that his talk had actually worked.

“If you keep me waiting for one more fucking second I swear to God…” Koslov looked horny, and angry. One of the best combinations that a handsome man like him could have.

Titan 4611 soon stood before the anthro Steppe Polecat. While the buck towered over the anthro, he had never felt so subordinate in his life.

“Lay down,” commanded Koslov.

The enormous deer instantly obeyed, laying down on all fours and then looking back up at his partner.

“Listen to me very carefully, slut. You are going to obey my every word like it is the only thing you know, got it?” Koslov’s dick was stiffer than a metal beam and dripping beads of precum.

“Yes, sir,” replied Titan 4611.

“Good. Now lick my cock, slow and sensual. Tongue only, no lips,” ordered the anthro male.

The whitetail instantly went into action, his mouth opening and tongue stroking the polecat penis in front of him. It felt so good, hard and hot, yet it tasted neutral with a slight bit of saltiness from the precum. Already, Titan 4611 felt his massive deer cock pulsing against his soft belly. No other male had been able to get him submissive so quickly. And the buck was already in heaven.

“Now, give me a blowjob,” growled Koslov. He felt waves of pleasure go through his body as the Titan lapped up all the precum and felt the massive tongue. Fucking hell he’s good, and he just instantly became a bottom! Where were guys like him for all my life? The polecat’s mind was racing.

TItan 4611 was eager to oblige. He enveloped the anthro’s member with his maw and began to bob his head, sucking on the shaft and moaning. The buck loved how much his anthro partner’s cock was throbbing in his mouth. 4611 lapped the shaft again with his tongue again, his lips keeping a tight seal around the uncut manhood. The subby deer relished every new drop of precum, and soon, he was bobbing his head at a quick pace.

“Holy shit, yes… That’s a good slut, keep it up!” Koslov panted as his mouth hung open in an O shape, eyes growing half-lidded. More and more pleasure radiated from his crotch, making him feel amazing. As the Private felt his cock being serviced, it throbbed more and began growing very sensitive. Already, the beginnings of an orgasm were in his loins. But Koslov knew that he wouldn’t be cumming yet, his fuse wasn’t nearly so short.

Titan 4611 teased the anthro’s shaft with his lips and tongue, slurping on the dick like a popsicle. His tail flicked from side to side in excitement, savoring the way Koslov’s cock tasted. The buck even slipped his tongue inside anthro’s foreskin, licking and stimulating it further.

Private Keetriv moaned, panting as he felt the Titan work his magic. The Steppe Polecat’s toes twitched as his member twitched, dripping more precum into the feral’s muzzle. In the blink of an eye, something snapped inside Koslov. With an authoritative growl, he gripped Titan 4611’s antlers and began to facefuck the giant buck’s muzzle at a vicious pace. The anthro male humped the whitetail’s face rough and fast, treating it like little more than a fleshlight. His balls smacked against his partner’s lips loudly, slapping 4611’s wet lips. “Grah! Stay still you little cockslut, I have a gift for you…” Koslov moaned again, his crotch feeling tighter than before. He tuned out the rest of the world, and instead focused on the sensations of his body. The anthro polecat envisioned flooding the buck’s mouth with cum, firing off everything he had and making the Titan learn his place. Just a little longer, a few more thrusts… Yes, yes, ah fuck! Koslov’s eyes grew wide as he felt his body cross the line of no return. His hips shot forward, the Steppe Polecat shoving his dick balls deep into 4611’s maw. “T-take it! Swallow!” The anthro grunted as he came, ropes of hot, heavy seed firing one after another into his cocksleeve’s mouth.

Titan 4611 snorted as he gulped down the cum. He was impressed with how much was gushing from Koslov’s dick, dutifully swallowing each glob as it burst forth. All the while, the buck’s huge cervine cock ached with pleasure, balls swollen and heavy. The whitetail felt his partner’s orgasm slow, and after a minute, the polecat had stopped cumming.

Koslov panted, slowly sliding his dick out of the buck’s maw. It was wet with a mixture of deer spit and his own cum… and still hard. The polecat could only grin devilishly as he met his feral partner’s gaze. “I’m still not satisfied, and since there’s not a massive pool of your own cum underneath you, neither are you.”

“Uhm…” Titan 4611 watched nervously as the anthro moved around to his behind. He yelped as Koslov gripped his stubby tail and pulled it up, exposing his tight pink asshole to the cold winter air. “Ah! Careful, sir… That tail doesn’t grow back.” The buck blushed furiously, making sure to wink his anus invitingly. Given the way that the male anthro licked his lips in response, dick twitching, 4611 could tell that his ass was about to be sore for a while.

Koslow gripped the fluffy whitetail rump with both hands, spreading the feral’s tailhole wide open. It was spotless, tight, and reddened from all the aggressive humping he’d given to the buck’s muzzle. The big, pinkish red pucker convulsed again seductively, prompting the polecat to let out another lustful growl. “Your ass is mine, dickwhore…” Opening his canteen, the polecat improvised some lubricant by drizzling a bit of water on it. Combined with the film of saliva on the dick already had, the anthro figured it would be enough.

Only one though crossed Titan 4611’s mind: Oh fuck.

Koslov cried out in pleasure as he jammed his stiff cock into the whitetail’s rump. The aroused bleat he heard in response told him plenty. Grinning, the Steppe polecat began fucking the Titan’s ass at a moderate speed, grunting and gasping as the anal walls quickly gripped his dick. Every tug of the buck’s hot insides made Koslov moan. “Now where’s your prostate, hmm? I’m not going to stop until you blow your load all over this stone floor,” said Private Keetriv, moving his hips in a regular rhythm.

“Aah! Please, sir, mercy! I am but a poor buck in your grasp!” Titan 4611 let out a very submissive whine as his huge cervine taper twitched. A large strand of precum welled up from the buck’s dick tip and oozed onto the floor.

“Do I look merciful to you?” Koslov climbed up onto the buck a bit, and grabbed fistful’s of Titan 4611’s pelt. He growled again, speeding up his thrusts. Now, his balls were slapping against the deer’s taint, polecat shaft pushing in and out of the warm anus quickly.

Titan 4611 whimpered again. Even though the anthro’s seven inches didn’t even come close to stretching his ass fully, the buck didn’t care. Getting dicked in the ass this hard, this raw, was more than enough to pleasure him. And every prod his prostate took led to 4611 shuddering and spurting precum. “Sir… More! Fuck me more, rub my…!”

Koslov suddenly leaned forward and bit into the scruff of his cervine partner’s neck, his hips now ramming into the Titan’s backside as fast as they could. The anthro let out animalistic growls, his instinct to breed took over. Private Keetriv felt his dick pulsing like crazy, rubbing the insides of the warm slick anus he was feverishly thrusting into. This was everything the Steppe Polecat had ever wanted, to destroy a cute guy’s ass and be in complete control the entire time.

Titan 4611 had never been reduced to such a horny, whimpering, submissive state before. He’d played the role of a cute bottom before and enjoyed it, but he truly felt like he deserved to be Koslov’s cock sleeve. The amount of pleasure going through his body alone told the whitetail this was bliss. Then, the bite from Koslov happened. If it were possible, cartoon hearts would have appeared in Titan 4611’s eyes. No one had dared to be so rough with him, and the way he was being so carnally used made his cock ache, and granted pleasures once unknown to 4611. “Aaaaaahhhh! Don’t stop, sir! Please fuck me harder! Make this slut spill his seed!”

Koslov growled and bit down harder, his hips rapidly slamming into the Titan, making the deer’s rump jiggle with each impact. He was getting close, really close. Private Keetriv panted and groaned in pleasure, unable to bear the tight anal walls milking his shaft any longer. The Steppe Polecat let out a series of muffled moans as he came, shooting ropes of hot cum into the whitetail’s ass. “Mmmmmmfffff…”

Titan 4611 had a nearly synchronous orgasm, his deer cock throbbing hard and unloading blast after blast of cervine seed onto the floor. He felt the warm polecat ejaculate splash against his insides and prostate, making the cervine’s own orgasm more pleasurable. The buck grunted and panted, letting out bleats of ecstasy as he made a mess of the floor beneath him.

After a minute, Koslov had stopped cumming, his dick still throbbing inside the Titan’s tailhole. “That was… Incredible.”

The massive feral deer nodded. “You can do this with me anytime…”

                                                                  Chapter 7


It was now the third day that Mica, Koslov, and Titan 4611 had been on the mission. All three were ready to be back somewhere safe, away from firefights. Though they’d all slept better than the night before, all of them agreed it was time to get the mission done.

“If we’re going to make this last six-kilometer push in one day, we’ll need to be going as fast as possible. And I’m not sure how that can be accomplished,” said Koslov.

“Ride on my saddle, we’ll be able to move faster,” said the buck.

Mica spoke up. “Are you sure you can handle the weight, 4611?”

The whitetail gave the facial equivalent of a shrug. “Well, 800 lbs. of missile doesn’t slow me down, I think I can handle you two just fine.”

“And you’re telling us this now?” said Koslov, raising an eyebrow.

“It’s taken a little time for me to realize that I’m much stronger than I thought,” replied Titan 4611, “I thought this thing would be slowing me to a crawl, but no. It is heavy, but I wouldn’t call myself encumbered.”

Koslov groaned. “Alright, then let’s gear up and move out. We’ll go as fast as we can and cover as much ground as possible.”

Once the two anthro soldiers had seated themselves on Titan 4611, the buck took off at a sprint out of the castle and into the city streets again. Both anthros were amazed at just how quickly the Titan was moving, even with all the weight on him. They felt the buck bound along the street, jumping any obstacle with ease.

Koslov acted as a navigator, while Mica kept her gun at the ready, acting as a mounted gunner of sorts as their cervine companion dashed through the streets.

As Titan 4611 reached a run, they began to move through the city much faster than they had planned. In just a few hours, they’d already reached the western outskirts of Kraków. Finally, the trio was in the home stretch.

The Titan pushed himself as hard as he could, sprinting at top speed. Any craters from explosions or other obstructions he saw he either leaped over or sidestepped. Nothing was going to stop Titan 4611. Even the small enemy patrol that he’d just run into headfirst.

Of the four terrorists that had time to acknowledge the bizarre sight before them, one was immediately trampled by the buck, who didn’t stop. Another two were instantly dropped by gunfire from Koslov and Mica. The remaining survivor, swearing in shocked Polish, ran off to fight another day, albeit because neither anthro soldier could get a clear shot due to the constant jostling of their ride.

By the time that Titan 4611 reached Airbase Delta, he’d pretty much sprinted for an hour straight. He’d been feeling weaker and weaker as time went by, and had just enough strength left in him to walk over to the command center, and then promptly collapse just as several Polish Air Force members rushed forward. The last thing that Titan 4611 heard before passing out was one of the Polish airmen yelling for a medic.

“4611, can you hear me?”

The buck groaned, his eyes weakly blinking open. He found himself staring up at a spectacled Steller’s Jay. The anthro doctor wore the distinctive gold sycamore leaf insignia of a United States Major. “I’m Doctor Roberts, or Major Francois Roberts, depending on who you ask, United States Air Force. My mother was from Quebec. I’ll be honest, son, you should get more rest.”

“Where… am I?” Titan 4611 lifted his head up, looking around at the room he was in. Where were his Polish friends?

“Warsaw, son. I’m afraid you have me to blame for that, you were suffering from acute muscle sprains all over your body, and severe exhaustion from overexertion. It was my medical opinion that you needed to be removed from the front lines and given time to recover. To be honest, I’m amazed that you could sprint and long jump for hours straight while carrying a combined weight of over a ton, in munitions and personnel,” replied Doctor Roberts. “It’s nothing short of a miracle that you managed to go on for so long without seriously injuring yourself. Built different, as the kids these days say.”

“The… mission?” Titan 4611 looked at the Major.

“You got it done, son. The Polish high command is very pleased, and you’re being considered for the Polish Army Medal. Thanks to your efforts, the last pockets of terrorist resistance in Poland have surrendered, after a major air strike operation. And you’ve made two friends in the land forces, by the looks of it,” said Roberts. “Private Keetriv and Private Morez both wrote recommendations for the award before you were flown back here to recover. And they insisted on being by your side for as long as possible. Mica is in the next room over, fairing a lot better. And she’s definitely the luckier of the two of you, a few more inches to the right and that nine millimeter round would’ve torn open her left femoral.”

Titan 4611 let out a breath. “Holy shit… lucky indeed. That whole mission felt like a dream,” he said.

Roberts’ beak formed a smile. “Just rest for now. You’ve done America proud by pulling through and pulling all those muscles. I can’t exactly blame the poles for being grateful.”

“Doc…” Titan 4611 tried to move, and felt pain shoot through his body. “Ow, ow, okay. That hurts. God, how many muscles did I strain?”

“Thirteen, by my estimate. They’ll heal with time, and I’ve been keeping a close eye on you. The saline IV helped with the dehydration, you clearly hadn’t drank much in over a day by the time you reached me,” replied the anthro avian. 

“So…” said Titan 4611, grinning a bit. “Are we going to have to go forward with the operation?”

Roberts let out a genial, grandfatherly chuckle. “Unless we discover something more serious, no. But I would encourage you from trying to put too much weight on yourself until you’ve had some time to heal. If you need anything, let one of the nurses know. If you think something is wrong, ask me right away. If someone is confused, tell them to get ‘Doctor Jay’.”

“But that’s not…” Titan 4611 watched as the doctor shook his head.

“It’s because of my species. I’ve had that nickname since I was a junior in medical school.” Roberts smiled and looked at the buck’s chart. “Well, things look stable, according to your paperwork. I think I’ll leave you be.”

Titan 4611 watched as the doctor left. He let out a yawn and closed his eyes again, falling into a deep sleep.

                                                                      Epilogue


Titan 4611 woke up as he felt someone brushing his belly and sheath. At first, he woke up confused. Wasn’t I in Warsaw, in a hospital? Who’s touching me? Then, as his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he realized that he was in his bedroom, not a Polish hospital room. The shadow box displaying his Polish Army Medal and other military awards, in combination with his old insignia and service ribbons, hung on the wall. And the person at the foot of the bed was not a stranger, but in fact the anthro doe he’d married. With a yawn, he looked over at Mica, who was laying on top of the covers. “Right now, honey? Just after our daughter went to sleep?”

Mica nodded. “You looked pretty out of it while asleep. What were you dreaming about?”

“The war, of course. That’s how we met, remember?” Titan 4611 smiled. He heard the speakers in their room turn on, and begin to softly play opera. Italian, of course. Titan 4611 recognized the aria right away, having heard it countless times by now. Nessun dorma, from Puccini’s 20th century opera classic Turandot.

“That was three years ago, it’s over. We’re here now, in our own house, with our own family,” said the anthro doe. She slipped off her t-shirt and gym shorts, revealing her nude body to the buck. “And are you really going to leave a girl hanging when she’s ready to milk your cock dry?”

The huge buck swallowed, his enormous pink taper instantly becoming erect. “No! No, of course not…” He got up and out of bed, the bedroom ceiling tall enough that his antlers didn’t scrape against it. Titan 4611 felt his cervine member throb excitedly in anticipation. “I’m ready to put some fawns in you, love. Mind getting under me and lifting your cute little tail?”

In moments, Mica had assumed her position under the whitetail. “I’m ready, my sweetheart.”

Not even needing to confirm where he was thrusting, having done this so many times, Titan 4611 moved his hips forward and moaned as he felt his giant deer cock get greedily tugged on by his wife’s pussy. “Ohhhhhhh… Yes, that’s the doe slit I remember…” The feral cervine huffed and began humping, hearing Mica pant and moan in time with him as he breathed faster. And there was a time I was worried she couldn’t handle me. Ha! Those were the days. The male deer let out another grunt of pleasure as he gently pushed in more of his cock deeper into his soulmate.

“Ah, ah! Yes my love, don’t hold back! I want you to go real deep tonight,” said Mica. She couldn’t believe that she’d managed to live without this Titan, let alone for years. The European Fallow deer recalled being a bit nervous the first time that she’d asked 4611 to go inside her pussy, just after he’d recovered in Warsaw. But to her, she could think of no other man alive that she trusted to love her and care for a family like the buck pounding into her snatch from above.

Titan 4611 picked up the pace, his deer dick moving faster and slipping in farther than before with his quicker thrusts. Already, he was leaking big beads of precum inside the girl that had managed to win his fickle heart. The whitetail, upon hearing the lewd wet sounds from below him, coupled with angelic moans and gasps, felt hips speeding up on their own. While the buck had plenty of stamina, he was extremely horny tonight. That meant he wouldn’t last very long, and he’d be cumming incredibly hard.

As the two deer made love, Nessun dorma kept playing in the background. This aria had the emotion required for intimate moments, in the couple’s eyes at least.

As the tenor serenaded, Mica could sense her husband was getting close to cumming. Unsurprisingly, so was she. Despite the doe’s expectations that she would eventually tire of the massive cervine taper, she never did. Mica felt the buck’s shaft slide in deep, and her vaginal walls quickly convulsed around it, leaking a copious amount of juices. “Ah… I’m close, love…” The anthro doe managed to get the words out between heavy breaths.

Titan 4611 grunted and nodded, feeling his massive cock start to ache in pleasure. His crotch had grown tighter from the passionate sex, and he felt his heavy sack draw up closer to his body. “Ah god, Mica!” The huge whitetail shivered in bliss, his hips moving at top speed. Each thrust forward led to his enormous balls slamming into his wife’s crotch like a wrecking ball.

“Yes, my love, do it! Cum in me…” She gasped, her pussy’s insides gripping and tugging on the truly titanic manhood that was skewering and spreading her open. Mica gasped as the stiff taper throbbed hard.

“Fade, you stars!” The tenor’s voice rang out from the speakers, singing in clear and beautiful Italian. “At dawn, I will win!”

Titan 4611 huffed and snorted, his hooves digging into the carpet. He was seconds away from climax, and he gave the lovemaking his all. His giant hips were a blur, dick ramming in and out of his wife’s doe cunt at a blistering pace.

“I will win!” repeated the tenor confidently.

Mica cried out in pleasure as her g-spot was brushed at just the right time. Her vagina spasmed and contracted, squirting nectar all over her husband’s hard cervine cock.

“I will win!” The tenor belted out the last, emotionally charged A4 and held it, bringing the aria to its climax, and a triumphant conclusion.

And at that moment, Titan 4611 bleated in sheer ecstasy, climaxing alongside the tenor. His gargantuan balls contracted while his whole body trembled. In seconds, his thick taper pumped gallons of hot whitetail cum into his wife’s throbbing wet womanhood. The buck felt his cum fill Mica’s insides rapidly, swelling them up, inflating her belly and giving it a round bulge. The excess creamy ejaculate spurted out around 4611’s own cock, landing on the carpet with audible drips, gushing sounds coming from the anthro doe’s snatch as it was topped off. “I love you so much…”
