Story written for plasmadragoon (started 2025 July 02)
They always tell you to be the better person. When you finally overcome your bully, everyone expects you to be nice to them, to show mercy. Not Noivern. That privilege was lost long ago. Quite literally… fuck that.
Noivern(M), Buneary(M)
CW: NC/Rape

[image: image1]
Summer BREAK Chapter 2
There was no denying it this time. It stared him right in the face, twitching and angry, veins pulsing with life along its girth. Buneary’s delusional gaze twisted into a look of horror and realization. He felt sick to his stomach. He just did that, he just had sex with another male. And it was the best sex he’s ever had. He loved it, he loved every second of it. But he couldn’t! Sex with another male? That’s disgusting to him! He hates gay Pokemon with a passion, he’d never fuck one of those… sissy boys! But he did. He tried denying it but there wasn’t a single excuse he could come up with. He fucked Noibat. He raped Noibat. And he’d do it again if he could.

But that was never going to happen. Because it was his turn. Noibat, now Noivern, smirked, licked his lips, and growled. He was still the same lithe femboy he was as a cute little bat short stack but now he was tall, handsome, and hung like an Arceus-damned Rapidash. Buneary couldn’t take his eyes off of Noivern’s cock, its pulsing, draconic wrath twitching and furious with arousal. It demanded warmth, a fleshy cavern to disappear into, to be consumed by its convulsing grasp. Buneary tried to back away but found himself against the wall, trapped by Noivern’s looming presence.

Noivern’s eyes glowed, a piercing red in the pitch black of their bedroom. The glow of his enraged eyes provided no illumination, merely two slits leering at him from above. The bat’s growl was low and menacing, licking his lips with a newfound hunger for his rapist. He looked so vulnerable, so cute, so… fertile. Noivern grabbed the bunny, lifting him off the bed with ease. A husky growl into Buneary’s ear made him shiver and tense. He didn’t resist or fight back–for some reason, Buneary’s body was completely frozen, almost obedient to Noivern’s touch. All those delusions of his melted away. He didn’t breed some cute girl, he raped his roommate. His gay roommate. Those words played in his head on repeat. He had sex with another male. He fucked another male’s ass and he loved it. It felt so good. It was some of the best sex he’s ever felt. Does this make him gay? Did he become what he hates? Why did it feel so good to fuck another male? Why did he do that?

Buneary yelped, turned around to face away from the draconic bat. He couldn’t do anything, held by the waist in the male’s clawed paws and bent over as if Noivern were about to sink his teeth into a burger. He snarled hungrily, eyeing Buneary’s ass. Even with all the cottony fur and wool covering the rabbit’s lower half, he could make out the details of Buneary’s backside. He had some plumpness back there, a nice bit of booty that any gay mon would love to plunge themselves balls deep into. Noivern snickered, wondering if the whole homophobic act was just that. Probably not but he didn’t care. He was gonna make this rabbit into the thing he hated most. And he’s going to like it.

Buneary’s eyes shot open and a sharp gasp escaped him. A vile, unwelcome pleasure raced into his body from a wetness dragging across his backside, digging past his cottony fur to dive into his ass and assault his masculinity. He bit his lip hard, suppressing a moan from feeling Noivern’s thick, long tongue slithering itself between his mounds and dancing around his ring, taunting the sensitive flesh with bits of promise for an unforgettable experience. Pleasure teased at Buneary’s nerves with each poke around his ring, the ticklish stimulation making his body tingle all over with arousal. His cock roused without shame, the bunny grunting low and trying to struggle out of Noivern’s powerful grasp. The bat let out a growling chuckle at Buneary’s fruitless efforts to escape, attacking his rim directly with a firm press and swipe across his entrance, lathering saliva over his pucker and causing the bunny to tense from the pleasurable shock.

He quickly covered his mouth when a moan escaped, face flushing a deep red with shameful embarrassment. How could he moan at getting his ass eaten, from another male no less!? Men don’t do things like get rimjobs, that’s… that’s gay stuff! …Right? The only thing men should eat is pussy! So why did it feel so good getting his ass lapped at? Why did he want Noivern to do it again? Why was he so stiff and horny, he’s about to get raped for Arceus’ sake!

Noivern’s tongue continued to flick and play with Buneary’s ass like a predator playing with their food. His digits began to squeeze and knead lightly into the rabbit’s waist as if tenderizing his body to be eaten. In a way, that’s just what Noivern was going to do, his tongue starting to push more firmly against Buneary’s taut star. The prodding made him gasp sharply, tensing up on instinct and making his rim clench and try to resist the penetration. It was Buneary’s last ditch effort at not allowing himself to succumb to being used like a sleeve, to not let himself be assaulted like he did to Noivern before. But it didn’t deter the horny bat, it only made him shove his tongue harder against the rabbit’s resistance until he broke through with a light schlick.

Buneary’s back arched, eyes shot open with a pleasured gasp. The intrusion stuck ever so slightly to be spread by the bat’s thick tongue but any discomfort was quickly replaced by raw pleasure in every inch of lengthy tongue that kept slithering inside of him. Slowly, Noivern penetrated deep into his bully, listening to Buneary’s failed attempts at stifling his pleasure, groans and raspy breaths muffled by paws covering his mouth. He quivered in Noivern’s paws, feeling his claws continue to dig and press into his fur with light scritches that made him feel relaxed against his will. His struggling slowly ceased between being assaulted with pleasure and becoming too exhausted to keep fighting an unwinnable battle. Buneary couldn’t do much more than get eaten out and keep telling himself he didn’t like it no matter how many times he moaned from it.

Noivern’s eyes were fixated on the rabbit’s ass, peeling aside the cotton covering his midsection to expose those supple cheeks. The little bunny had a lot to work with on both ends, a lengthy cock throbbing and hanging low between Buneary’s legs and a juicy butt that’ll have some nice bounce when Noivern fucks him later. For now, he was going to loosen up and tenderize this bitch until he succumbed and gave in to being a whore for the bat to indulge in, wriggling his tongue about with twists and spins that dug and rubbed all over Buneary’s walls.

No amount of muffling his maw could prevent his moans from being heard, the raw pleasure sending bolts through him that struck every nerve blissfully, causing him to arch his back and even push his ass against Noivern’s face a little. The cracks were beginning to show themselves already, Buneary’s body submitting to the assault being wrought upon him, pleading and bargaining with Noivern in his next attempt to deny the pleasure he felt. He begged Noivern to stop with all sorts of bullshit spat out of his mouth–he’ll never bully Noivern again, he’ll stop taking down on gays, he’ll never talk to Noivern again, blah blah blah. It was all a bunch of desperate bullshit he wouldn’t even remember ever saying by tomorrow morning.

Noivern’s tongue slithered back and forth, a slow motion that let him wriggle it about and really explore Buneary’s insides. He bumped against soft ridges and walls all around in his rump rather than simply plunging back and forth, being thorough in his work. This wasn’t just eating out the bunny, Noivern was having himself a grand feast on his supple butt, slurping about and striking spots inside the rabbit he never knew he had. His pleasure occasionally spiked out of nowhere from Noivern’s exploration, causing his little groans to become sharp, loud moans each time one of those sweet spots were struck by the male’s thick tongue. So much warmth coursed through Buneary’s body, all sorts of new and alien sensations constantly beating at him in a pleasurable barrage that he hated. There were sensations in getting his ass eaten that felt even better than fucking bitches in their sopping wet cunts, heavy sparks of stimulation that made his dick jump all on its own in a way that felt almost orgasmic. Why did it feel so damn good!?
It had to be Noivern. It had to! He’s doing something to Buneary’s body that’s making him feel all this extra pleasure, there’s no way getting his ass eaten feels this intense all on its own. It didn’t make sense to him, Buneary couldn’t wrap his head around how anything could feel better than penetrating some warm, wet hole. The best pleasure is supposed to be putting bitches in their place by pounding them with cock and knocking them up! So why did Noivern’s tongue feel so fucking intense? Is gay sex just better or something!? Are men supposed to get their asses eaten out? But… that shouldn’t serve any purpose to a man, that’s submissive stuff that they do to women, eaten their asses and pussies and getting their bodies all hot and sensitive so they massage your dick in the best way when you fuck them! At least, that’s what Buneary always thought. Does that work on males too?

There were a lot of revelations and discoveries being made by Buneary tonight. Discoveries he wished weren’t being made. But in a way, learning all this about himself can make him an even better breeder for the ladies. It disgusted him knowing that Noivern was teaching him a lesson in sex and wasn’t even doing it on purpose. Noivern. Noivern. That nerdy little loser girly boy he picks on and bullies all the time. Teaching him! He’s the stud! Jocks like him are the best at sex, aren’t they? Then why is this nerdy ass femboy bat so fucking good at pleasuring him!? He’s moaning more than he’s ever heard any females moan when he fucked them. Buenary felt like more of a breedable female at that moment than the ones he’s bred. None of this made any sense! And it needs to stop feeling so damn good, too!

Buneary started tensing again. His heart skipped a beat. That feeling, the faint tingling in his loins. Was he? No, he wasn’t, he couldn’t, not like this! But it was true, the signs were there. It starts out as a tingle and it grows stronger, radiating through his loins then slowly into his balls, making them churn and tighten up. Then the feeling fills out the base of his cock, a welling sensation, a build up that makes him feel so much pleasurable tension. Then the throbs, constant flexes and pulses out of his control! He moaned out loud; it’s happening, it’s real! Buneary was about to cum!

He bit his lip again, trying to deny, hold back his release. Don’t cum to some gay loser eating you out, don’t cum! He kept telling himself that but by holding back, clenching up his body to resist, he made his anal channel hug around Noivern’s tongue and that only caused more pleasure and stimulation by rubbing harder against his insides. Buneary couldn’t stop the inevitable no matter how hard he tried, all the pleasure rattling his insides and the strokes across his prostate were too much for him. A hard moan and another clench on the thick tongue in his ass was the sign of his last line of defense shattering to orgasmic relief, a hearty throb pulsing with a strong splurt of seed across the bed followed by another and another in constant strings. He moaned out, shook and ground his fat ass onto Noivern’s face while he came himself silly, shaking in the bat’s hold and succumbing to raw pleasure. His ideals didn’t mean nothing when being used felt this good, all he wanted was to experience that kind of pleasurable release again no matter what.

Buneary’s addiction was instant. He was panting and whining when his climax passed all too quickly. That raw pleasure that shook him to the core was gone just like that and it wasn’t fair! He wanted to feel it more, he wanted to cum like that again. Why did it have to end so soon? Noivern’s tongue slithering out of his taut hole only made his desperation worse, all the delightful tingles and sensations of sex and release dissipating one by one until he was left with nothing but his afterglow. Noivern watched his horny bully shudder and tremble after being put down into a face down, ass up position. Buneary didn’t even try to reposition himself, too far gone to care anymore that he was being reverse raped by that nerdy gay bat he raped just earlier.

Noivern didn’t have any words for him. There was nothing to say. He looked like a shameless whore begging to be used and Noivern was happy to provide. His cock was still waiting after all. A firm swat across the rabbit’s plush backside made him yelp out loud in pained pleasure from the lingering sting, huffing and jumping forward from the smack. Noivern snickered and grabbed him, flipping him around and standing Buneary up so he was face to face with the femboy bat’s erection.

“Open.” That’s all Noivern said. Even though his voice was still feminine in nature, the lust and hatred that dripped in his tone made Buneary shiver but the scent of him made the rabbit obey. Noivern’s musk was pungent and thick, a ripe masculine odor that permeated the air around them. His aroma filled Buneary’s nostrils, fogging his mind with the bat dragon’s essence and making his decisions hazy and obedient to the dragon’s lust. His tongue lulled, dripping with saliva from his hot, huffing maw, blowing steamed breaths against Noivern’s sensitive glans with small shudders in response from the horny nerd. He growled, his cock twitching a bit while clawed paws grabbed the rabbit by the ears, staring with gentle strokes that seemed to soothe the bunny’s nerves, not like Noivern cared much for how he felt. A calmed slut is a good slut though, and the more he can get Buneary to relax his maw, the better he can fuck it.

Fuck it he did, with a firm plunge into Buneary’s open maw. A hissing moan out of Noivern followed up with the loud choked gags and glrks of a cock filled mouth. Buneary shook hard, his paws pressing to the male’s thighs, failing to push himself away from all that dick down his throat. Noivern’s grasp on his ears were too firm and strong, keeping himself hilted in Buneary’s gullet and letting all that choking milk and ripple around his sensitive tip. He sighed huskily, a gooey spurt of precum showering the bitch’s throat and making him cough and choke harder before tugging out to the tip. He glanced down at all the spittle coating his dick and Buneary’s face, so much hot saliva steaming on his rigid pole while the rabbit’s red flushed face looked absolutely sloppy already from all that drool. He was panting heavily after being choked by cock, a nice, slutty expression on his face fitting of a bitch who just got fucked stupid for hours. But this was only the beginning of Noivern’s fun revenge.

He didn’t want to fuck an unconscious body so he gave Buneary time to catch his breath before plunging back down his throat with the same ferocity as his first thrust. This time, Buneary didn’t choke on it nearly as much, though such a fat cock plunged deep into his maw and clogging his windpipe still had him on the side of gagging and trembling. His slurps were messy, struggling between sucking dick and grasping at straws for oxygen. What little bits Buneary was able to capture were masked heavily with the bat’s stank, pure male lust making his nostrils flare from the burning heat of ripe musk being snorted into the bunny’s system.

Noivern’s stench ran through Buneary’s bloodstream, corrupting the once cruel bully into the weak willed, mindless bitch he tried to treat Noivern as. Resistance was nonexistent now, the rabbit almost willingly bobbing his head into Noivern’s throat swabbing thrusts, his body shaking a bit each time he got his throat hilted by all that fat cock. He moaned on it, a broken whore hating what he became but loving how good it made him feel. The look in Buneary’s eyes made Noivern laugh between snarls and moans, that once loud and proud jerk of a bunny who used to abuse him any chance he got was now his cock sleeve, his personal cum slut. Life sure has a way of working out in the end.

Noivern loved how snug Buneary’s throat was, occasionally choking the bitch with balls deep thrusts and hilting that snug canal of his as if trying to impregnate the bunny’s stomach. His claws dug into the rabbit’s ears, pressing indents into his flesh but not quite penetrating, merely steeling his grasp to shove Buneary down onto his back, allowing Noivern to tower over his face. His thrusts became frantic and ruthless, plunging with swift thrusts into Buneary’s gullet like a beast rutting a bitch, moaning and howling all sorts of pleasured obscenities and vulgarities.

Noivern’s tail flicked and thumped against the bed, riding the waves high and reveling in his deep seeded revenge on his filthy little whore. The bed beneath them groaned and creaked loudly from their rough sex, rattling from the bat’s powerful thrusts pounding against Buneary’s face. His tail coiled itself around Buneary’s erection without a second thought, swiftly jerking off the rabbit as a sort of reward for being a good cock sleeve for him to face fuck to his heart’s content. The tailjob was a very welcome pleasure to the once homophobic bunny, his veiny rod pulsing with appreciation to his assailant’s attention while his maw was plugged again and again by musky cock coated in his own slobber. He sucked it clean just to drool all over it again, his maw getting so steamy from the stuffy air in their bedroom and the dragon’s own thick, musky heat radiating over them both.

Buneary’s maw was slowly becoming too much to take, Noivern letting out a frustrated but pleasured hiss. His thrusts were becoming sloppy from his approaching climax, listening to the loud slurps and slobbery gulping from Buneary sucking dick and drinking pre. He had lots to give to, spurting across the bunny’s tongue in generous amounts, grunting out and hilting the rabbit’s throat with a snarl.

“Shit! Better drink every damn drop too..!” He warned Buneary who gargled on his cock and slurped harder. His body wanted it, he wanted to drink up all that seed, wolf it down like a starved dog. His tongue danced messily around the cock hilted into his throat, tears welling in his eyes from the excessive choking. They were lost in the sea of sweat on his face, shuddering beneath Noivern who kept himself lodged into the rabbit’s gullet this time, watching him squirm and writhe beneath him from the lack of oxygen. The bat’s thick scent right on his nose didn’t help either, getting his nose squished against Noivern’s crotch with a mouthful of dick, all he could smell and taste was raw bat musk.

Buneary’s cock twitched like mad, being clenched on by Noivern’s tail. It stroked and pumped him rapidly, massaging up and down every inch of bunny cock. The tail wrapped a second time around him, encasing more of Buneary’s dick in its grasping warmth, the coils pulsating along his length in a rhythmic fashion that complimented his stroking, assaulting Buneary’s malehood with pleasures he never thought possible from a tail. His hips bucked desperately, much like the buck and grind of Noivern’s against his face, the two fucking each other in their own ways, both teetering over the edge of climax and trying to milk the other to cum first.

Both males tried to hold back their releases, Noivern not wanting this raw pleasure to end and Buneary wanting to beat Noivern at his game. Neither attempted to resist the pleasure though, both grinding and humping in desperation for that blissful eruption until the dam could restrain the rushing fluids no longer. It was Buneary who broke first with a gargled cry and a hard buck, back arching off the bed from his thrust and sending his next round of seed flying high into the air before showering over his belly and on Noivern’s tail and back. The bat smirked when he felt the first splurts of bunny cum coat him from behind, tugging his cock out to the tip and gripping himself. Noivern held his tip in Buneary’s mouth, letting the moaning, shaking rabbit slurp it raw while he jerked off the rest in a rapid motion, gritting his teeth with deep growls. He needed this badly, stroking his cock and gripping it tight, giving himself occasional clenches and squeezes to further coax his climax out. His balls churned loudly, pulsing with life and readying his load, audible gurgles in those huge orbs rumbling and tightening up against the dragon’s taint. His body shook a bit, muscles clenching as the welling built up in the base of his cock, stronger and stronger the more he jerked off until it all raced through his cock straight to the tip.

A piercing howl signaled Noivern’s orgasm and he didn’t let up on himself. His paw persisted in its rapid strokes, gliding back and forth while Buneary slurped and sucked and bobbed his head all on his own. As soon as he felt the first rope cross his tongue, he sealed his lips tight around the male’s cock head, drinking straight from the tap as shots upon shots of rich and milky bat cum filled his maw. Buneary moaned like the whore he became, letting all that gloopy hot semen pool up in his maw, running his tongue all around Noivern’s sensitive tip to collect more and more seed, to taste its saltiness as much as possible before swallowing down all the excess with loud, greedy gulps. Again and again, he swallowed so much cum and Noivern just kept refilling his maw, supplying a nonstop flow of spurts and spurts of virile male milk and Buneary never stopped drinking it. The flavor made him tremble, so thick and creamy, musky ball batter slathering his tongue and racing down his throat into his belly, slowly bloating with all the dick milk he drank from Noivern’s explosive climax.

Time crawled to a standstill throughout Noivern’s orgasm, an overly generous supply of seed being fed into Buneary’s maw. His climax eventually faltered to a mere dribble, slipping his tip free from the male’s gullet with a pleasured sigh and a low growl. He lifted off of Buneary, admiring the slight swell in the smaller male’s belly after consuming so much cum. He snickered at him, that belly pudge fit the rabbit well, he thought. Yet, even cumming buckets like that into the bitch’s gullet, Noivern’s body yearned for more. His cock twitched from exhaustion and he knew he’d need a moment before getting back to it.

He slumped back on the bed, panting and huffing, allowing himself a moment to enjoy the afterglow after cumming so hard. His dick softened a bit but didn’t fully retract, oozing idly with a little bit of cum onto the bed sheets–he long since stopped caring for how ruined his bed was now. Cum stained the bed all over, from him being raped by Buneary and now returning the favor. Buneary was also a nice mess of semen on his lower half from getting his dick wrung out by the bat’s tail. The room, already murky from the summer heat, now felt like a swampy sauna from their raunchy sex, their scents carried all over the dorm room by the high temperature.

Neither male said a word, both reeling with so many different thoughts and emotions. Things were certainly going to be especially weird and complicated between them from now on; a bully-nerd relationship turned into something this wild, raunchy, and psychologically unstable, what could they even say to each other? Noivern turned his attention to Buneary, sprawled out on the bed, laying in streaks of cum and ruined bed sheets, huffing and heaving while drenched in nut and sweat. His cock also went flaccid, a thin ooze of seed trailing from his tip down to the rabbit’s sac and into his cottony fluff. Noivern wasn’t done yet, he still wanted to fuck Buneary’s ass, the finale to his revenge against the bastard rabbit. But he wasn’t quite ready yet, still feeling the aftermath of his explosive orgasm into Buneary’s mouth.

A few minutes of silence passed, nothing but raspy breaths breaking the silence in the darkness between them. Noivern felt the tiresome twinge of his refractory period pass him by in full, the urge to rut slowly returning to the still horny dragon. Now that he wasn’t tingly all over, his gazes at the rabbit slut roused his desires again, Noivern’s cock springing back to action in just seconds. He stood tall and rigid once more, proud of his girth and its studded thickness, a deep growl rumbling in the femboy’s throat once he stood knelt over Buneary again. The rabbit glanced up to see the girly nerd hovering over him with his big dick waiting for more attention, knowing there was no way out of what was coming next.

Buneary didn’t even try to fight it, both too tired and too aroused by the bat to stop him. He let Noivern take hold of him by the waist again, lifted off the bed and flipped around into prime doggystyle position. Instead of placing him back onto the bed, Noivern took their next session to the floor, standing tall with Buneary’s supple ass positioned at perfect height for him to plunge in at any moment. He enjoyed holding Buneary like a mere pocket pussy, the rabbit serving his purpose perfectly being only about half Noivern’s height. The girly bat licked his chops, eyeballing Buneary’s butt for a moment, the rounded curve of his juicy butt into those love handles for hips and soft thighs.

Impatience crept over the needy bat and the moment his tip touched Buneary’s ring, he dove right in. A firm thrust forward plunged straight through the rabbits resistance and buried deep inside of his warm insides with a fine gape to boot from their size difference. A shrill, pained cry left Buneary from having his ass go from 0 to 100 just like that, his depths untouched by nothing but the bat’s tongue before. His virgin canal spread wide to accommodate the sheer size that invaded him, feeling as if he were being literally split in half by its thickness. Noivern hissed his pleasure, feeling every unstable constriction wrapping sloppily around his cock, inexperienced virgin walls struggling to welcome such a meaty intruder barging its way so deep so fast into unprepped depths.

The pain for Buneary was white hot, like a searing hot cast iron pressing into his body to brand him with Noivern’s mark. Tears raced down Buneary’s cheeks like bullets in consistent streams among the sweat, teeth clenched so hard he thought they might shatter if he bit down any harder. Yet, despite everything, Buneary sprung stiff as a board between his legs. Through all the electrifying pain jolting through his entire body, there was a small ping, a tickle in his loins. With Noivern’s size, the base of his cock pressed so deep into Buneary’s walls that his prostate was practically being pressed down hard in a very pleasurable manner, offering a light at the end of the tunnel. He only had to endure this pain for so long to reach the sweet embrace of ecstasy.

Meanwhile, while Buneary writhed in agony, held down firm by his rapist, Noivern reveled in ecstasy the entire time, every ripple, every convulsion, every pulse of Buneary’s walls around his cock sending waves of pleasure through his body. His delighted coos and drooling moans were a stark contrast to the teeth grinding snarls of mind numbing pain that Buneary currently felt, shuddering all over and breathing rapidly in an attempt to continue enduring the sharp stings pricking at his body. Noivern, growing impatient once again, figured he gave Buneary more than enough time to adjust–time for himself, too–and decided to start using his toy.

Back and forth, he raised and dropped the rabbit onto his cock, bucking in tandem with sliding Buneary onto his length like an actual fleshlight. He watched the male’s body dangle and swing from being held and fucked by the bat, listening to his screeching cries, his pained howls, and the occasional moan as that prostate squishing pleasure grew stronger by the thrust. The longer he was abused by Noivern’s assault, the more his ass adjusted to the spreading and spearing, eventually tapering out on the migraine inducing pain and giving way to the pleasure that only continued to spike throughout his agony. Now, Buneary dear a near 180 once the pain was gone, exposed to brand new sensations once more of having his ass fucked. The cries became blissful whines, an overwhelming satisfaction that made him shake and moan like a slut. It was like finally scratching an itch that nagged at you for hours on end, the rabbit quaking with delight from being used by the femboy bat.

Noivern groaned hard, pistoning his hips recklessly to fuck Buneary without any concern, planting his feet firmly with a spread that allowed him to squat a bit and put more legwork into his thrusts, muscular calves allowing the bat to pummel his newfound dragon ferocity into Buneary’s supple ass. The intensity of his thrusts drove the rabbit mad, his insides taking such a beating from the horny bat, his humps so wild and messy that he started taking steps forward as if dragging his bitch along the ground from his powerful plunges. They eventually hit the wall and Noivern pressed Buneary up against it, leaning over the rabbit and growling aloud in the midst of continuing his wild and ferocious humps into that succulent, supple ass. Buneary’s tightness didn’t relent, massaging all of Noivern with every balls deep thrust.

After all the sex and rape they’ve had, Noivern knew this wouldn’t last long. His cock ached with overstimulation and the tight grasp of Buneary’s butt drove him crazy. He bit his lip, focused entirely on the pleasure, ready to let loose at any moment and flood this bitch from behind just like he did the rabbit’s maw. Buneary beat him to the punch though, garbled moans sounding from the fucked silly bunny as his cock shot a paws free climax across the wall and onto the floor in hard spurts. His eyes rolled up, mind going blank from the sensation overload, so much pleasure beating at him from behind in the shape of a big, thick, studded dick repeatedly dragging and tugging at his walls with so much blissful friction that Buneary couldn’t see straight. His vision started faltering, exhaustion catching up to the bunny and consciousness slowly slipping.

Before he could pass out, Noivern hit his peak and joined him in pleasure overload. His hips slammed home and pressed flush against that fat little butt of his, the both of them moaning like whores at the peak of a gangbang. Another violent round of cum poured endlessly inside Buneary’s butt, gloopy hot splurts hosing down Buneary’s slick channel. So much virile semen painted his insides again that his belly bloat swelled up even more with all the rich cum Noivern had to offer. By the time their orgasms finally tapered out, the both of them collapsed into a heap on the floor, Noivern just managing to turn himself enough to lay Buneary out on top of his belly. They were out cold, bodies caked with sweat, saliva, and semen, their room reeking of gay sex. They were a complete mess.

Summer break came and went faster than anyone liked. The next college semester began a few days ago and Noivern felt on top of the world. It felt good being able to walk down the halls of the university without any fear of being seeked out by some obnoxious bullies. Ever since he evolved back at the beginning of his summer vacation, he’s gained a massive boost in confidence and even started working out a little–it wasn’t much, mostly leg exercises to tone his muscular calves and keep his hips wide and ass plump and irresistible. When school started back up, there were way more eyes on him now than when he was just a geeky little Noibat. All the males wanted a piece of him, so many guys swooning over his glow up. He quickly gained a new nickname among many of the males that talked about him to each other–Noivern was known around campus as ‘the breedable bat babe’ and he wore that title with pride. Eventually, he became everyone’s favorite salacious slut, hanging behind after his classes were done to occupy the locker rooms near the gym with however many males decided to come by and spend a few rounds in his holes.

Even as a complete slut, Noivern was a very respected mon. He wasn’t just a breedable piece of meat, he was a powerful dragon who could hold his own against almost anyone on campus. If anyone tried to have their way with him against his will, he didn’t just beat them into submission to teach them a lesson, he made an example out of them. He’s become no stranger to raping anyone who dares try him first. After all, he learned from the best.

After he was done taking loads upon loads for hours from the school’s needy, desperate males–single or not, he didn’t care, if they wanted to cheat just to get laid with the school’s brat bat, that’s on them–Noivern returned to his dorm room where his most favorite boy in the whole school always waited loyally for him. As usual, when he opened the door to their shared room, he was greeted with cheers and a kiss on the lips, a beautiful, wide hipped bunny jumping into his arms and sharing a very whorish french kissing session. Sometimes he wondered if it was out of love or just the bun trying to steal whatever remnants of cum were left in the dragon’s maw. Whatever it was, he loved those long, steamy make out sessions of theirs. Sometimes, they ended up having sex against the front door, bouncing that big bunny butt on his lap until his front was covered in cum and that sloppy boypussy soaked with seed.

Yes, Noivern loved his slave dearly and deeply. Over the months, their sessions of forced sex and abuse slowly turned into a sick and twisted passion until they became the worst of lovers. They were addicted to each other, once a bully and a nerd, mortal enemies of each other, were now a master and his slave. They were head over heels for each other, driven together by abuse. Noivern stroked the rabbit’s cheek and he cooed happily, his plump, soft butt swallowing up the bat’s large cock with ease. His softness consumed that rigid pole and both moaned out in bliss, so many days of sex turning him into the perfect velvet cock sleeve. He always imagined his one true love to be some knight in shining armor type who’d sweep him off his feet and whisk him away to a whole new world of romance and affection. That never came true, but that’s not to say he wasn’t happy. He found love. Nobody would ever agree with them but they didn’t care. They worked it out in their own fucked up way and it all worked out in the end.

Noivern and Lopunny were mad for each other and the raw, unprompted sex they were having at that very moment was all the proof they needed. Nobody could take that away from them.

