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Story Text:

“A- Another drink, hick!”
Rocket swayed as he stood on top of the bar stool, one paw on the counter for balance as he waggled his credit chits at the robotic bartender. The machine beeped, one of its many appendages swirling around to give an approximation of a thumbs-up. The raccoon bounty hunter let out another hiccup, his tail swaying pleasantly above his overgrown rump.

The bounty hunter watched, grinning dopily, as the machine extracted another 3d printed shot glass from its abdominal compartment, at the same time as one of its other multi-jointed limbs snatched a small, solidified block from the shelves behind the bar.

“Mm, come to Daddy!” the raccoon beckoned, holding out a paw expectantly for the glass. 
The motion jiggled his plump belly, swollen from a bit too much junk food and a few too many sizeable pay-days, thick thighs and pudgy arms likewise plump and soft; even his neck had thickened up, giving him a bit of a second chin beneath his triangular raccoon head, cheeks rounder under their sharp fluff.

Not that Rocket would admit as such. Sure, he had had to resize all his clothes in the past few months, but HE would never agree to the idea that he’d put on weight. Nope; his stupid clothes were probably just shrinking. 
And shrinking still; after all, even post-clothes shopping for a few sizes up, all his shirts failed to fully cover his belly, some leaving as much as six inches of big, furry raccoon tummy exposed.
With a hiss, the block of gold-colored material in the glass the robotic bartender held was tapped with a heated prod, falling apart into shiny liquid. The machine deftly snatched up the credits, replacing them in the fat raccoon’s paw with the glass of freshly-rehydrated Makluan ale. Rocket’s grin grew a bit wider.

“Thank YOU,” he chimed, still standing on the stool as he raised the glass to his lips. He tipped it back, slurping down about half in one go, sighing happily with his ears splayed low in contentment as he felt the burn trail down his throat and into his oversized belly. “That’s NICE, yeah…”

“Holy shit, Rocket Raccoon?”

His ears twitched at that, twisting his head to glance over his shoulder. He… thought he recognized the trio of two humans and one Kree behind him, though it was hard to say.

“Yeah?” he grunted back, all joviality gone as he cocked his hip, pudgy rump swaying inadvertently at the three men. “What’s it to ya?”

One of the humans looked embarrassed, cheeks red and glowing bionic eyes turned away sharply. Weird. The Kree had a hand over his mouth, eyes flicking up, down, side to side over the raccoon as he stood on his chair. The second human had a similarly amused, but more reserved, look on his face as he chuckled.

“Guess I’m not too surprised you don’t recognize us,” he admitted, before letting out a laugh. “Damn near didn’t recognize you either! Jeez, little guy, you sure put on the pounds, huh?”

Rocket scowled at that, downing the rest of his drink. “Don’t know WHAT you’re talkin’ bout,” he grunted in return, roughly setting the glass down. He turned, leaning his big rump against the counter’s edge and shooting a dirty look at the trio.
“Oh?” the human answered, smirking. He reached a hand out deftly and poked the raccoon in the belly, making him yelp in anger and surprise. “I doubt that, tubby. I mean, look at you! You must have gone up two cup sizes, hehe,” he pointed out further, his eyes flicking down and locking on the raccoon’s chest… which, admittedly, was thick and heavy with plump man-tits, slightly straining the large top he wore and giving him sizeable cleavage down the front.

“Sh- Shut up, damn humie!” Rocket snapped, chubby cheeks red as he crossed his arms over his chest, trying to hide the ‘goods’. He stammered out, “Y- You don’t know what you’re t- talkin’ about! I’m PERFECTLY fine.”

“Sure, fat-ass,” the kree huffed finally, rolling his eyes. He stepped to the side, leaning against the empty counter beside Rocket. The fat raccoon’s frustrated and embarrassed gaze followed the blue-skinned alien. “Looks to me like you’re the thing that ATE Rocket Raccoon, hehe.”

“Grr, CRAM it, blueface!” Rocket snapped, trying to lunge at the burly blue male, but barely catching himself from stumbling off his perch on the stool; the seat wasn’t very large, after all. He nearly yelped, but bit his tongue as he caught himself on the counter. “I ain’t FAT!”

“Sure you are, big boy,” the more talkative human winked, taking the raccoon’s other side. Rocket craned his head to look over his shoulder at the man, unable to keep all three of them in view at the same time anymore. Another surprised yelp left him as the human’s hand snaked out and deftly pinched his ample butt, nearly leaping into the air as his tail snapped down over his rump. “You’re just a little… BIG boned, eh?” the human teased, chuckling.

“More like a LOT big boned,” the kree mused, and Rocket looked back at him, face still hot with embarrassment. “Big hips, big belly, big face…”

“Big TITS!”

Rocket yelped, face growing hotter as suddenly, the human behind him was far too close, arms looping around the fat raccoon’s big belly. His fingers hooked under the raised edge of his top, brushing against his exposed tummy fur, and tugged upwards.
As one, the raccoon’s fat belly and well-grown tits were yanked up, then dropped with a bounce, a whine leaving Rocket as he was forcibly exposed. And kept exposed, as the now-laughing human shifted his arms to pin the raccoon’s arms straight up, shirt tugging up under his double-chin to keep him from lowering his head too much.

But he COULD peak down enough to see the sight that had now been presented to the entire bar, many of whom nearby had clearly fallen silent and were now staring at the exchange. Rocket’s big belly was too sizeable for his fur density, and so as one when from his thick love-handles around to his gut, the soft pink of flesh came through, giving his tummy a warm twinge. Higher up, his fat raccoon tits bobbed slightly, plump and jiggly as they sagged from his chest. Unlike the soft pink of his underbelly, the nipples that tipped his breasts were a bright, glistening, warmer shade, standing out sharply against his dark fur.

“Holy SHIT, Rocket’s got titties!”

“Hehe, kinda cute…”

A sharp wolf-whistle. “Yeah, Rocky, show em off!”

“Not bad, for a guy.”

Rocket’s ears twitched this way and that, his eyes flicking around the room as he felt everyone’s eyes on him. His face was hot with embarrassment, and he squirmed, trying to pull away from the human’s rather poor pin. But it seemed his added girth didn’t contribute much to strength, as his pudgy arms waggled in the air uselessly, fingers curling and uncurling, his legs trembling as he tried to keep his footing on the stool.

“Sh- Shut…” he stammered, wide, brown eyes lowering in shame.

“Aw, don’t be embarrassed, Rocky,” the kree chuckled in front of him, reaching a hand out towards one of his moobs. “It’s a damn impressive set! I’ve seen females with worse tits, hehe…”

The human holding his shirt and arms up wolf-whistled in appreciation, gazing down over Rocket’s shoulder at his plump breasts. “Gotta agree with my buddy,” he informed teasingly. Then, he  turned his gaze over to the other human in his group, who’d been silently staring with a red face when the raccoon bounty hunter’s ample tits had been exposed. “What about you, bud? Got anything KIND to say about Big Bad Rocket Raccoon’s big fat man-boobs?”

Rocket had tilted his head to look at the other man, ears splayed down and burning in shame. The other patrons in the bar were still chattering tauntingly about his appearance, chiming in about his big soft belly, his curvy hips, his round rump, and, of course, his pink-tipped moobs. His tail quivered between his legs, but he couldn’t do anything but take it.
The other human blinked, staring at Rocket’s embarressed expression a moment, then down, right at his boobs. “They’re… SO hot,” the man huffed, a dam seeming to break as he stepped closer, reaching out both hands.

“H- Hey!” Rocket cried out, trying to push away as the man’s big, calloused hands cupped his ample tits. All that did was press him back against the man holding him up and exposed, getting no further as the human in front of him testingly spread his soft mounds, then pressed them together into tight cleavage. “G- Get off, get off!” the once-tough bounty hunter whined, tilting his head back and pinching his eyes shut. It was all he could do to not start tearing up.

“D- Damn, they feel amazing too,” the human hummed, his buddy behind Rocket chuckling. “So big, and soft, and warm…” he rumbled further, all while squeezing, pressing, and tugging at the raccoon’s ample chest.

“Really?” the kree asked, chuckling teasingly. “Lemme feel.”

The human’s hands departed, and Rocket whimpered, a brief moment of respite before the kree’s rough hands found his tits, much firmer and grabbier than the human had been. He kneaded at them, eliciting a whine from Rocket as he trembled, trying to ineffectually kick one leg out at the men.

“Mm,” the kree hummed, fingers pressing into the raccoon’s soft moob flesh. “They DO feel nice…”

“G- get-“ Rocket stammered, whimpering pathetically and shamefully as he was groped for everyone to see, his whole body feeling hot despite the exposure of his chest and gut. The stammered words fell to nothing as the kree’s calloused fingers tilted, and PINCHED at his nipples, the soft pink nubs suddenly stinging as the gruff man squeezed firmly for just a second, then twisted. “Ah! S- Stop!” the raccoon cried out, thrashing abruptly but unable to get away as the man gave his nipples a twist in the other direction.

“Hehe, having fun?” the human holding Rocket’s arms up chuckled. It was hard for the raccoon to tell if he was talking to his companions molesting the bounty hunter’s big tits, or to Rocket himself.

The kree gave a few more nipple-pinches, before stepping back, and letting the second human go right back to them. He too gave Rocket’s nubs a squeeze, pinching them between the knuckles of two fingers each. Instead of a twist, he pulled, tugging at the soft flesh and eliciting an overstimulated whine from Rocket, who couldn’t help throwing his head back against the man’s chest behind him, legs quivering.
“God, those sounds are cute,” the nipple-tugging human mused, licking his lips lecherously. He relented on the tugging for a moment, Rocket’s jaw hanging agape and tongue lolling slightly, before giving another tug.

“Aah!” Rocket whined, eyes snapping shut and tearing up slightly, ineffectually kicking one leg in the air while the other trembled to carry his overgrown weight. His belly jiggled as he swayed.

The kree’s hand settled on his pudgy side as he taunted, “Never would have thought ROCKET RACCOON of all people in this galaxy would make CUTE sounds getting his big, fat tits played with, hehe.” He pinched the soft flesh, Rocket tensing to one side, a whimper leaving his clapped-shut muzzle.

The nipple-tugging human released them, and whistled in appreciation. “Look how HARD they are,” he chimed, and sure enough the raccoon’s sore and red nipples had hardened up, stiff and perky at the tip of his big, soft breasts. The furry flesh jiggled as Rocket squirmed and tried to wrench to one side to hide his exposed body.

“Nice tits, Rocky-boy!”

“Damn, I should get some pics of this…”

“WOW, who woulda thought the best boobs in the galaxy were on a grumpy raccoon?”

“What I’d GIVE to see how they feel.”

Rocket whined, lips quivering as he sagged in the human’s grasp, chest heaving and making his big, soft raccoon tits bounce slightly. His face and ears burned hot with shame, knees pressed together and body quivering against the big man behind him, his big tits and belly still on display for the whole bar to see. It hadn’t taken long for people to start pulling out recording devices, getting multiple angles of the poor chubby bounty hunter’s plight.

By that time next day, there’d be thousands of videos on the ‘net, all about Rocket Raccoon’s plump moobs.

