I roll my eyes at the deer in front of me. Crossing my arms, I watch the smaller man shrink back some.

“Chet, Dwanye isn’t even close to as strong me. That gorilla dreams of being able to bench as much as me.”

The deer shrugs, a small smirking appearing on his lips. Nodding over to the locker room, I can see him raise his eyebrows suggestively.

“You could always go compare.”

Snorting, I flip my friend the middle finger.

“Fuck off, you’re just hoping we fuck.”

Chet looks surprised and blushes, a small grin revealing I was right. Of course he was. Fuckin’ horny deer. Snorting, I shake my head, my phone buzzes in my pocket. Pulling it out, I see a notification from Bull Security. Raising an eyebrow, I see that the motion sensor outside, then inside my shed, was tripped. Looking back up at the deer, I uncross my arms and put my phone away.

“Looks like I have other plans, gotta get home. Just got a notification, someone’s snooping around my shed, need to check on it.”

The deer raises an eyebrow before rolling his eyes. He waves me off and pouts.

“Fine, then get out of here, you’re stinkin’ up the place.”

Chuckling, I raise my middle finger at the other man. Walking backward, I slowly move toward the door.

“For your information, people love my musk.”

Chet rolls his eyes. Turning around. I exit the gym onto the street. I parked around the corner so I could get my steps in today. As I walk toward my truck, my phone buzzes again. Pulling it out, I see a text message. Chet. Snorting, I open our private chat.

“When? Before they become goo?”

Chuckling, I shake my head and put my phone in my pocket. Pulling out my keeps, I unlock and get up into my truck. Taking my seat, I pull out my phone and drop it in the cup holder. Putting the key in, the ignition roars to life and the dark blue 4x4 lurches forward as I pull out onto the street.

The drive home is quiet, I keep glancing at my phone to watch for any updates. Surprisingly, it remains silent. Who ever broke in, hasn’t left.

Pulling onto my street, I see a few guy in baggy clothes standing around a van with government symbols, they are holding guns and talking among themselves. Raising an eyebrow, I pull up to my house and park in my driveway. Picking my phone up out of the cup holder, I glance at notifications.  Raising an eyebrow, I see that the last was 30 minutes ago when I left the gym. Time to see who broke in.

Walking around to to the back of the house, I find the back gate in good condition. Turing the handle, I find it unlocked. Well that answers how they got into my yard to begin with. Sighing, I enter the back yard. Glancing around, it seems all rather, the same as I left it. Turning around, I lock the door behind me. No need giving my intruder an easy way out.

Turning back to the yard, I can see the gray shed sitting in the back right corner. Not for the first time, I regret not putting a camera on the outside as well. Inside has one but it’s only able to be accessed from inside the house. When putting up the shed, I decided I needed a closed loop system for security. Also, I just don’t trust those stupid companies and their cloud servers. They need to stay out of my business and let my video surveillance be my own.

Moving closer, I keep my eyes on swivel. The shed door seems to have been pried open. Slowly, I open the door, looking inside. My phone buzzes with an alert letting me know there was movement inside the shed. 

“Hello? I know you’re still in here, so make yourself known. If you don’t, I’m calling the cops.”

Stepping into the room, I pull the door closed behind me. I’m not exactly the most friendly looking sight, but whoever is in here, is an intruder and that buzz proves, they haven’t left yet. Locking the door behind me, I start my search.

Suddenly, I hear a whimper. Raising an eyebrow, I take another step forward, making sure to put as much weight behind the step as possible. Another whimper, another step, and it turns into crying.

“Sorry, sorry, please don’t bring cops. I don’t wanna go back.”

Raising an eyebrow, I watch as a small coyote pup steps out from behind my fridge. A weird sense of excitement rushes through me, go back? Was this kid on the run from the law?

“Oh really now? And why would the cops be interested in a small pup like you?”

Looking closer, I can see that his white shirt is filthy and has multiple holes, his blue jeans are ripped and have mud stains, and what remains of his shoes is almost a joke to the scraps of cloth on his paws. My brain starts conjuring up various scenarios of where this pup came from but I wait to hear his response. He whimpers and brings his tail up to hug.

“Mom taught me common, not a lot, cops say I illegal, must go back. Back where? How illegal? I just pup.”

Oh fuck… News reports are airing daily about the round ups of people who snuck into the country, usually sent to camps to either be sent back to their countries, or work camps. Then there are some dark web places posting content of cubs getting raped and snuffed at those camps. Guards treating it like a free for all to do what ever the hell they want.

My cock stirs at the thought. Mental images of small girls begging in feral for their parents while the guards rape em’ violently, telling them they shouldn’t have come here leaving their pussies fully of cum and blood, boys gasping for air as a big wolf chokes them forcing a knot into their tiny hole, even seen one dragon cock vore a baby while the mother tries to plead her case in the other room. The baby had been born in the country so the mom claimed a right to stay. Without said baby, she’d be free game to rape and deport.

The boy’s cute, there’s no way he won’t be raped in the camps for sure. Looking him over, I can feel my cock rising at the new ideas. Why call the cops? I can have him all to myself, turn him to goo, and nobody will miss him. Could even say I was being patriotic, taking it upon myself to help with our… illegal problem. The pup whimpers at my evil smirk. I try my best to look... kind but it’s hard, with such hot thoughts.

“Well pup, I won’t turn you in.”

The coyote pup looks relieved.

“Uhm, thank you. Sorry for door…”

Stepping forward, I unzip my pants. The pup steps back in fear. He backs into the fridge, trapping him. Fear fills his eyes.

“Really sorry mister bull.”

Smirking, I push my pants down. The boy gags as my musky scent hits him. The crusty, black jock and greasy pubes fully on view to the boy. He recoils and tries to look away.

“I said I won’t turn you in. I’m still going to punish you.”

The boy’s eye widen. Rushing forward, I grab the back boy’s head and smash his muzzle into my jock. I can feel him through the sweat soaked fabric. Hair peaks over the top and tickles his nose. The boy cries out and struggles. His twisting and hard breathing rubs against me, turning me on more.

“Smell a real man pup.”

The boy gags as I rub his face in my sweaty pubes. The boy spits and struggles as hair gets into his mouth, muzzle struggling against me. Relishing the power control over this boy, I smirk as I move his muzzle around making sure to get all of my crotch.

“Please! Stop! I go!

Snorting, I roll my eyes at his begging. If it wasn’t for the enjoyment of this, maybe but he’d given me a gift… he stayed, and now… I want to collect on said gift.

“I had a 20 minute drive and you stayed, you chose this by breaking into my shed and staying here. You could have left at any time.”

He coughs and tries to move his muzzle away as I hold his face there. Growling, I yank my jock down, forcing his face fully into my greasy, wet bush. Musk fills the room. The boy cries and struggles under my hold, gagging at the smell, pubes filling his mouth. Rolling my eyes, I grab my length and smack the boy in the face with it.

The coyote pup looks up in shock. I chuckle darkly down at the boy. He whimpers and struggle against my grip. I hold on tight, trying to keep him in place. A thrill runs down my spine, man handling this boy.

“Open your mouth boy.”

The pup whimpers and shakes his head. Smirking, I pinch the back of his neck, as he yelps and I thrust forward. My sweaty member fills his throat. Grunting, I can feel the boy’s tiny throat squeeze me as he gags and chokes around me.

There’s a dark satisfaction in feeling him struggle under my hands, seeing tears as his throat massages me, trying to force it out of him. The panic and fear in his eyes as he fails repeatedly. He blinks rapidly as his panic makes it harder for him to breath, seemingly forgetting he has a nose.

Rolling my eyes, I throw him back. The tightness gone, the boy bounces against the fridge and stumbles back away, falling on his ass, gasping for breath. He looks up at me in fear holding his throat. I growl as I lunge forward. Fucking kid ruined a good blow job. As I get closer, my balls gurgle. 

Freezing, a look of surprise and excitement comes over me. My cock throbs as images of the boy sliding down my length flow through my brain. Looking down, I can see the boy is trying to wipe away his tear and spit out pubes.

Being a bull has it’s perks, I’m a shower, not a grower, I grew up with a large cock, but when I went cruising at a rest stop as a teen, I accidentally contracted a rare std. See, normally, people can’t just cock vore anyone or anything, you have to have the ability… or you can catch it.

A few weeks after that cruising experience, my balls started hurting. Went to the doctor and found out it’s incurable, voracious balls. Now, every once in a while, I have to feed them. Because of that, I get certain legal protections as a predator species. Sexually, I gained an entire new avenue of fun. Watching my large cock get larger as it gets ready for a meal? Fuck it feels good. And the fear in said meals eyes? Never gets old.

“Strip.”

My voice booms in the room and the pup recoils. The boy shivers from where he lays. Slowly he raises his hands and pulls his shirt up and over his head. Stroking my length, I pump faster seeing his dirty chest. I’d been so lost in my own scent and punishing the boy, I hadn’t notice his scent. As the shirt lands on the floor, he kicks of his ragged shoes. The dirty soles giving way to dirty, holey socks, a brief wave of musk rises up, hitting me. 

The boy most likely has been on the run a while by his smell. I watch in glee as he pushes his pants down. The fur is matted and his lack of underwear just excites me more. Growling, I step forward, pointing member at him. The boy squeaks and goes to move back only for him to bump into the wall.

Chuckling, I press my tip against his head, his face slowly sinking into my flare. The boy is gasping and squirming. Vibrations go up and down my length, pleasure blinds me and precum spurts out, blasting the boy in the face.

Pulling back, the boy chokes and coughs, precum dripping out of his nose, and down his face. It’s a gross sight, but I cant help the dark chuckle knowing he was swimming in my scent now. As I watch him struggle to wipe my precum off, I bend down, using this as a distraction to grab the pup’s paws. Yanking the socks off, I push his bare paws into my slit.

Something so large delving in so quick causes me to tense up. My cock sucks in, pulling the paws inside a few inches. Much like swallowing, eating with your cock requires slowly slurping up your meal.

Pleasure races up from my cock as the boy wiggles his toes and tries to kick. I start trying to pull him into me, relaxing then tensing my cock. The boy’s feet start to slurp down easily, They’re so soft and small. The extra width and pressure also feels amazing going down. Like a living sounding rod.

The boy screams as his leg starts to disappear into my member. Moaning, I throw back my head and start massaging the large bulge. The suction of my cock pulling him in holding the boy in place now. 

“No! Stop! I.. I go back! Don’t!

Smirking evilly, I ruffle the boys hair. They always try to back out or save themselves when it’s too late. Shrugging my shoulders, I look down at the boy.

“Should of thought of that before. Can’t stop now.”

Inside my cock, I can feel his tail try and wag in desperation. Grunting, I push harder as my cock gulps him, attempting to pull more in. It feels like heaven, my cock throbs, more pre pushes out around the boy. He slips in more, his feet kicking, bulging my shaft.

His claws rub against the inside as he kicks, the fur slick with my fluids, rubbing the wall. Moaning, I watch him twist and turn I push him down, legs vanishing into the enlarged piss slit. The boy sobs as his hips start to disappear.

“Don’t wanna die, please, I can go, turn me in, please.”

Chuckling, I continue to feed the boy to my cock, watching my tip slurp up his chest, covering his nipples and soaking his chest fur.

“Too late boy. Your cock food now.”

The boy sobs. His attempts at wiggling non existent as he sinks down. Taking in the sight, my cock is stretched to what would normally be an impossible degree, the boys upper torso and head all that remains. As he slips he comes to a stop, armpits gently rubbing against my tip. The wet fur rubs as he tries to use his arms to delay me. 

Smirking, I reach over and tickle the boy’s armpit. The boy gasps ans laughs, kicking weakly. As he comes from from his high he realizes what I did, horror dawns on his face as he realizes he lost his last chance. Arms being forced up as he continues into my balls.

Pleasure and hunger wracks me as I watch him go. Biting my lip, I reach out and push his head down, attempting to rush it on a bit more. The boys cries turn into gurgles as his head starts to slip into my tip. His arms wave around, the last thing visible before sinking down into my fleshy death tube.

With the boy fully devoured, I let out a moan as a small spurt of cum leaks out of the tip he just slide down into. As more of the boy enters my balls, my shaft starts to shrink. Stumbling over to the recliner in the corner, I flop down with a yawn. My larger than normal balls slam onto the floor as I take a seat. Smirking, I poke my slit as it shrinks back to normal size. Reaching down, I pet my chonky balls with the boy fully inside.

“That was fucking... fantastic. Just... a... nap… then I’ll shower.”

 Leaning back, I don’t have to wait long for exhaustion to take hold.

Waking up, I feel my balls churn and swell, full with their meal. Patting my balls, I glance around the shed. The boys dirty clothes sit in a pile on the floor. Stretching up, I feel some joints pop. Yawning, I chuckle as my member throbs. Glancing down, I see a slick trail of precum leaking out from my thick tip.

My balls no longer feel hungry and are quite plump. Reaching down, I stroke my length remembering him. His begging, his scent. Bending down I pick up a holey sock, bringing it to my nose, I inhale the lingering scent. Young sweaty boy comes through, not as fresh, but still nice.

Inhaling deeply, I move back and take a seat in the recliner again. Slowly stroking myself, I imagine the sweaty illegal my cock just ate, his tears, fears, the slop he created. I’m a true citizen, I stepped up and took care of him. Then again… even if he wasn’t.. I may have done it. But still, for a second I can be proud of myself.

Pleasure shoots through me as cum gushes out my tip. Throwing back my head, I moan. I can feel large globs surging through my shaft, stuff brushing against the side of my cock as it spurts out. Groaning, I feel my tip suddenly enlarge dramatically.

A loud crack echos in the room as spurts of cum coats the floor. Opening my eyes in a pleasurable haze, I look down at the mess in the middle of my shed. Raising an eyebrow, I look closer at the small mounds of cum. A small skull and a few bones partially digested stick out of the cum. Chuckling darkly, I think about painting it and putting it on my shelf. Another trophy to add to my collection. 

Pulling out my phone, I tell my camera to save the last day’s worth of footage. I’ll need to edit out anything identifying but I know a great vore and a cub site that allows vore the dark web. Maybe some of those sick fucks will pay handsomely for this.

Speaking of sick fucks… Swiping over, I open the messager app, Clicking on chet, I send him a quick message.

“Intruder made a good snack.”

Picking up the skull, I wipe it off and add it to the shelf with other such skulls. A message pops up on my phone. Opening it, I see it’s Chet letting me know he’s on his way over. The fucking pervert. At least the rest of this load will go somewhere it’s wanted and not just make more of a mess on my floor.

Smiling, I send him a photo of the cummy skull.

“Back gates open, come on in.”
