“Ungh; do you always have to be so heavy-handed, dude?”
“I don’t HAVE to be - I just know you like it when I am~”

“You’re damn right I do.”

A Zangoose held his boyfriend in his fat, muscly arms while tracing down the equally chubby stomach of his significant other.  Klonoa seemingly perked his small, fluffy tail while trying to make breakfast for the both of them, but the perpetually horny Zangoose wasn’t having any of it right now.  They’d just had a rather rough night in bed as it was!  He rubbed gently over Klonoa’s tighty-whitie-clad tush while the sizzle of bacon and pancakes filled the air.  Granted; Klonoa was quite the slut for his Zangoosian cock when it came down to it, and the grinding that he was doing on his backside wasn’t helping matters!
“Jeez; we just got out of bed like, thirty minutes ago!”

“Yeah; and I already want another serving of butt~”

The white and red-accented Zangoose suddenly shifted his right paw from around Klonoa’s hip and tugged gently on the back elastic strap holding the black-furred rabbit’s ish together.  Klonoa yelped and spun around, bopping him in the head with a plastic spatula!  Grease flicked into his fur and sent him back a couple steps while the sassy Klonoa popped a pose of his own.

“You can have your ass once I’m done cooking breakfast!  Just as long as you don’t run out of condoms; I don’t want to poop spooge all day like that one time --”

“Calm your butt; I’ve got plenty!”

Klonoa turned back to his breakfast - a whole stack of pancakes, some eggs, bacon, and sausage!  Quite the spread, but the Zangoose needed a lot of energy being as vigorous as he was.  Klonoa had a smaller plate of pancakes and eggs while the other took to most of the meat and such.  The two of them tore into breakfast and not even twenty minutes passed before the two of them were packed full; beefy and stuffed!  Granted, today was Sunday - they didn’t do shit on Sunday apart from laze about and talk about how in love they were with one another.  The Zangoose burped once or twice amidst the glass of milk he had in addition to the rest of his breakfast; Klonoa preferred apple juice to get his peepers working proper.
“Ugh, why’d you have to have all the luck, Klo?”

“What do you mean?”

“Bein’ cute on top of bein’ fatassed…”

Klonoa gasped and blushed at the same time, almost choking on a forkful of scrambled eggs!  It always got to him how brash and brazen his boyfriend was, even though they’d been together for a year and a half now!  He huffed and shoved The Zangoose playfully in the shoulder with one of his ears.  The Zangoose chuckled to himself as his heft wouldn’t let him move; as muscly-chubbed as he was, the gesture was symbolic more than effective.

“You’re a hornball.  A ball of horns.”

“You’re a goofball.  And you need two balls~”

“Hey!!”

Klonoa teasingly splashed the rest of his apple juice into His face!  The Zangoose definitely reacted to that, as Klonoa dashed away from the kitchen/dining room upstairs towards their master bedroom in the house.  The Zangoose figured as childish as Klonoa got, he’d try something once he got up after him, hustling upstairs to try and catch his playful boyfriend.  Klonoa had taken to hiding in the closet, snickering under his breath while his bushily-tailed companion took to looking all around the room for him.  The Zangoose threw open the closet door last, but Klonoa had a surprise waiting for him - a rather smelly, wet and loud fart erupted from his asscheeks and lifted tail!
“Guh; you think a little backed up gas is gonna stop me, Klo?”

“Nuh; I was just makin’ room for ya!”

“Heh… g’boy.”

“Don’t get with the name-callin’ just yet--!”

The Zangoose felt his sheath and furry balls stirring moreso than before, and Klonoa fell into his arms before giving his white boyfriend a smooch on his chin.  He started to pull off his underwear, letting them drop to the ground silently on the carpeted floor.  He grinned a little wider with every inch of his ten-inch shaft that extruded from his fuzzy white sheath; ending with a wide girth to round out the ripples that traversed the length of his dick.  Klonoa’s fat, furry buttcheeks squished when the Zangoose took to priming it with some slimy, old lube that’d still clung to his dick after the little naughty session they’d had into the wee hours of the morning.
“Hey, you didn’t bitch about the condom yet!  Are you tryin’ to have a baby or something?”

“You did wrap it this time, didn’t you?  I trust you, dude…”
“Of course I did!”

Klonoa bit his lip and curled his toes a touch with the thought of fathering his child…  he wasn’t ready for it, but he knew he wanted to eventually!  Just… not right now.  His guts could hold a lot; a few sessions ago his condom broke, and he was left feeling full and burping up jizz by the cupful!  He knew what his boyfriend was capable of, but the last time never resulted in any kinda pregnancy going on.  Maybe he had something up his sleeve this time around… the thoughts rushing through Klonoa’s skull were quashed for a moment as the Zangoose made his lube tube *BLURT* much like Klonoa had done coming out of the closet.  He lubed his dick before anatomies locked together in the most passionate of ways!  Klonoa drooled a little bit as his asshole welcomed his spearhead of a dick into itself, gobbling up the lubricant along the way.  Yet another rough fuck passed before Klonoa felt his gut bulging with his jizz, but this time it was for real – the black-furred cabbit gasped suddenly as he pulled his rump from his grip, yelping as he felt steaming hot cum enter his stomach!  The Zangoose chuckled and put his paw to the back of his head; his dick dripping with the rubber ring of a certain protective device he was staunchly firm against.  Latex laced the floor while Klo pushed out bits and chunks of cum and synthetics alike!
“D-damnit!”

“What?”

“The damned condom broke…!”

“Oh hush.  You missed what you said in your sleep last night. ‘Oh… please, let me push out lil’ cabbits for you…’ it was sweet.”

“I – I was unconscious!  You can’t – you didn’t --!!”

“I did.  And now you’re gonna carry these pups of mine for me.”

Klonoa broke down and started crying even as his butt started to leak a little jizz on the hardwood floor.  He’d been tricked five ways to Sunday!  Just a breeding bitch for his boyfriend… he was still his boyfriend, wasn’t he?  Klonoa looked up at the white Zangoose who hadn’t finished cumming yet and found his face wrapped around his dick once more, taking in the remaining seminal sludge down his throat instead.  He smiled as the Zangoose cradled his face, ramming roughly but carrying an aura of calm that made him feel at ease despite being lied to.  The Zangoose had no such intent in his grin, though – he just wanted a fresh meal, apart from the number of breakfasts, lunches, dinners and buttfucks to follow.
Over the next nine months or so, Klonoa’s appetite would dwindle as he felt a large egg beginning to grow inside of his guts – his stomach acted like a womb would, feeding and raising a young version of himself!  The egg was strong, but it was heavy, and Klonoa had a number of days where he just couldn’t get out of bed – those were the days that the Zangoose had his way with his boyfriend, making him happy and adding more spooge on top of that growing boy.  He’d also weakened that shell a good bit, too – Klonoa was just a pawn in all this, as he sat in the nearby hospital with his ‘boyfriend’.  
“Ungh… I can feel him moving around in there…!”

“So can I, cutie.  Should we have one last romp before you push ‘im out?”

“What, now?  The nurse just stepped out –“

“Shh.  I’ll make it quick.”

The Zangoose dropped his brown shorts, wiggling himself nice and close to his ‘boyfriend’.  Klonoa gasped gently as he was already without a butt covering, and his hole was loose from the anal slime he’d been producing in preparation for such a large birth coming forward!  Klonoa couldn’t even see over his gut with as big as his egg was inside of him, and his boyfriend wasn’t any less rough than he was in the weeks and months leading up to this moment; reaming and thudding against Klonoa’s baby!  The cabbit could feel his guts slushing around with the weight shifting back and forth amidst the red one’s thrusts, and it didn’t take long for him to get off inside his ‘lover’s’ asshole!  Klonoa moaned softly as he felt the Zangoose applying pressure on his tummy.
“A-ah~  M-my butt…”

“What about it, Klo?”

“I… I think it broke…!”

Klonoa farted immediately after those words left his mouth!  A gush of anal juices tinged a terribly foul brown splattered all over his companion’s nutsack, sullying the fur between his previously white legs.  He wasn’t a stranger to that feeling, though; even going so far as to enjoy it while his dick receded!  Klonoa started to panic; the strain that immediately gripped his bowels made it feel like he’d just eaten Thanksgiving dinner twice over!  His little cabbit toes clenched as he started to push gently against the bottoms of his feet, starting to push regularly like he needed to take a gigantic dump!  His white and red-tipped boyfriend knew all too well what was happening, though – he never intended for Klonoa to father his kid; rather just using him as a delayed septic tank than anything else.  There wasn’t any love in this for him, and he had the poor cabbit wrapped around his devious claws.
“A-ah; call the nurse!  I – can’t hold this in –”

“What nurse?”

“The nurse that left like a hour ago!”

“What nurse?”

“Stop fucking with me –”

The Zangoose suddenly shoved himself up against Klonoa’s raised legs, pushing them back and making the cabbit squeal with the pressure gurgling in his guts!  Klonoa farted loudly from the force that his ‘significant other’ placed on his guts, but the kneading that he did horrified the abused cabbit!  He stared morified as he could hear the bits of eggshell crackle and bubble in his tummy – the baby inside was only protected from his digestive tract while it was inside of the egg, but now he couldn’t be a hundred percent sure that that was the case anymore!
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?!?”

“Helping the mud pass.  You’re backed up from all these months; lemme clean it up down there before you deliver him to me!”

Klonoa gasped suddenly as his male parts reacted to the Zangoose’s teasing embrace of his mouth at his asshole.  The pressure continued to plague his bowels, but his wrecked asshole wasn’t going to provide much resistance to the flood of waste that followed!  Klonoa felt the first bit of a chunky, chewy turd exit his butthole and enter his ‘lover’s’ mouth, quickly getting chomped up as his gut was massaged and placated by the Zangoose’s evil-looking paws.  

The white one didn’t have any intent to stick around; he just loved the taste of poop and would stop at nothing to get it down his throat!  The log broke up and turned to muddy slush soon afterward as a crying, straining Klonoa tried his hardest to ignore his hard-on from hearing his ‘boyfriend’ eat his shit straight from the source!  The Zangoose turned to belch as the sloppy log continued to pour out of Klonoa’s rump at a decent pace, but little hard bits here and there made him pause and slow the flow a couple times.  He thought it was just bits of undigested eggshell, but in reality those were his kid’s bones flowing out of his stomach!  Klonoa had digested his child on the way down; the eggshell providing no resistance at all to his stomach acids, and was now nothing more than a bone-filled turd for the white Pokemon to snap up at his leisure!  The muddy stuff gave way to a harder, more brownie-like fudge that split Klonoa’s asshole wide open!  He grit his teeth and pushed as hard as he could, thinking still that there was some hope left – the Zangoose had been ‘lapping up the muck’ for fifteen minutes now; a huge pile of cabbit shit at his feet and his front was stained quite filthily!  The Zangoose had quite a belly after it was all said and done; Klonoa’s asshole spread around the last chunk of fecal matter, stretching his asshole this way and that as ribs, a pelvis and a massive skull kept his pucker working overtime!  Klonoa popped the skull out with a loud fart and a gush of backed up fecal matter; going back to the muddy style for a few more minutes.  He pooped so much that once he could see over his gut again, he saw naught more than a mini-mountain that covered the Zangoose up to his head!
“*URRRRRRRRRRRRP!*  D’ah; delicious.  Look, Klo; here’s your baby boy~”

The Zangoose chuckled as he pretended to cradle the skull in his arms, cooing and licking his lips before darting his eyes at the stunned cabbit on the hospital bed.

“I… I… t-trusted you…”

“You didn’t even ask me for my name, bitch.”

The formerly white Pokemon snickered before he stepped out of the pile and scooped Klonoa out of his bed, then flipping him directly into the pile of waste!  He chuckled to himself as he held his paunch gently; the skull still in his paw.  He smirked and shoved it deep back into the cabbit’s rear end; grinning a dirty grin as he turned to leave.  Klonoa could be heard quietly crying as his body was used, abused and left for somebody else to clean up!

“Next time you commit, make sure your boyfriend isn’t going to eat your kid.  Later, loser!”

