
The halls were surprisingly empty, the building mostly quiet. As the door to the front office opened, an equine woman lifted her head from the computer screen behind the counter to break her bored look to a pleasant smile. Stepping in was a big male wolf, imposing muscles with a sleek black pelt, an eye greyed out with a nasty scar lancing through his face.
His voice was gruff, gravelly, though he spoke cordially. “Hello, here to pick up.” 
Needing a moment, the woman was clearly caught staring as the wolf was wearing no clothing at all, truly remarkable sheath and balls hanging on display. She quickly straightened up in her only articles of clothing, a virgin-killer sweater and some all-purpose clear latex panties, giving copious side-boob and a clear shot at her suddenly flushed pussy.
“Alright sir, but please swipe your IO-band, I do need to confirm that you have a nudity permit before anything else. These are school grounds after all.”
A grunt and nod came, the wolf waving his wrist over a reader inlaid in the counter. With a ding, the barely dressed woman began reading her terminal. She didn’t mention it, but while he did have a permit, he was also bearing the full suite of licenses. On top of nudity, he had the rape, cubophile, and even a low-level snuff permission, this man had clearly invested a lot into his sexual freedom. 
Waiting for a brief moment as she read his profile and clacked on the keyboard, the man patiently stood firm. The horse looked up to him soon, “Sir, we’re not seeing any students that are your children, are you sure you’re at the right middle school?”
A gentle wave came from the man, and a cool smile that showed sharp teeth. “Oh sorry, I’m not here to pick up my kids, should have clarified. No, I’m looking for some entertainment tonight and figured I’d drop by the store, so to speak.”
Blinking, the equine tilted her head, long hair falling to the side a touch. Well, she already confirmed he had the licenses. “Ah, okay. Is this just a rape, or…?”
A matter-of-fact response by the wolf, “I’m winging it, but go ahead and put them down for snuff. Worst case and all that.”
Shifting back to the first instance of receptionist cheeriness, “Well alright then, let me pull up the correct forms you need to sign. We will need to document you taking this child and you won’t be able to take another from a school for six months, even after your monthly snuff limit refreshes.” Before long, the countertop displayed images of paperwork, and a stylus popped out. “Sign here, here, and here. While you’re taking care of that, I’ll search for a kid for you. Do you have any preferences?”
As the burly man bent down to write on the counter, he hummed in thought. “Keep to the lower species, I don’t mind them and their parents usually don’t trouble me afterwards. Let’s go for a girl, three holes would be good. Older, anyone from seventh or eighth grade. I want them to rip, but I can't have them breaking too early.”
More keyboard strokes sounded, though the woman did her best to block out how bluntly the wolf was talking. It wasn’t shocking, both people born long after such practices became normal. But the mare still had a small twinge of unease talking about snuff. “Okay… we have a few students whose species have lesser culling statuses matching your needs. Multiple rabbits, a cat, and a few rodents are your options. If that’s not what you want, I can search outside the list for you.”
“I’ll take the cat.”
“Alright then! Let me just call her up, and then you can be on your way!” More typing was heard before she bent down to the counter a bit as she pressed an unseen button. “Clarissa Kensworth? Please come to the front office for early dismissal.”
Returning to a more attentive posture, the woman couldn’t help but steal some glances at the monstrous balls this man was packing, some remarkable specimens bulging out his sack. “Are you modded sir? Got some fine jewels swinging around down there. Bet you like showing em’ off huh?”
An unremarkable grunt came from the pitch black wolf, crossing his large arms as he stood tall and proud. “Nope, all natural.”
This came as a shock to the woman. He wasn’t clearly boosted, able to tell similarly from how absolutely massive fake tits were obvious. But he was certainly on the border of believable, even with his natural body size he wasn’t too much larger than a horse and his nuts were the size of her hands. Hell, they almost seemed as big as his hands. “W-Wow.”
That smirk of smug appreciation decorated the big man’s lips. “Thanks. Always nice to have my balls get noticed. Family’s been raising breeders for generations.”
“Well, you certainly seem capable of the task. Is that why you have a rape license? So you can impregnate anyone you want?”
“Eh, that’s part of it. I haven’t actually raped to breed in a long while, but I figured options are always good. Been a more ‘official’ breeder for the last ten years, with a small company for it. But hey, now that there are official channels, girls pay handsomely for such a privilege as getting my cum bloating their womb. I’ve even got an office to fuck them in and everything. I’m just raking it in, even if it’s more mundane than freelance raping. You can probably find me on top of the local studs listings if you wanna know more.”
The mare chuckled warmly, “Oh I might just. I get what you mean, my brother is a huge stud stallion, crazy to think that breeding can be a nine to five job. He actually just impregnated me last weekend, so any trips to your office would be purely a pleasure call, if you take those.”
A sly smile, “If it involves shoving my dick in your holes, I’m available. Well, I’m willing to be available, you would have to actually make an appointment and I do book up fast. Actually, here, let me give you my secretary’s phone number.”
A quick moment was spent adding a contact to the mare’s IO-band, before a snow-white little kitten came rounding the corner to the office with barely contained excitement and a cute yellow dress fluttering with her speed. After all, she was getting to leave school early. She just didn’t know that she wasn’t going home, and never would.
Bouncing over to the counter that the equine and wolf were at, she looked around for her parents, but only the broad dark furred man was there. “Excuse me, is my mommy or daddy here? I’m going home early.” She stood to her bare tippy toes to bring her adorably giddy face up to the counter, having to rest her muzzle on the edge for support.
Happily smiling at her, the receptionist shook her head. “No dear, your parents aren’t picking you up, this man is here to take you. If you could tell me what your last message to your parents would be?”
Though still elated, the little feline girl stood with a more confused aura. Her dress fell as still as she did, it’s lower portion split to two sides, allowing a canyon to appear between the kit’s legs, showcasing a pretty little pink set of underwear. Her spirits quickly dampened with the receptionist’s last question. “W-Wha…? Last message?” She began looking between the mare and the wolf, budding fear behind her eyes. “Who are you?” She said with some new hesitation, looking up at the immense naked man. She knew too well about stranger danger, something even more important when people can do terrible things legally. 
But the system wasn’t always in her favor. Something she was going to learn first hand. He smiled sharply to her, not at all calming or reassuring. “Hey now, what’s with the questions? I’m taking you out of school, chill out. Come on and give your message already, my car’s still running.”
The young kitten stood with growing uncertainty, knowing that one of her friends was ‘picked up’ a year ago. And since the friend was a common grey squirrel, the school practically encouraged it due to the low ranking of the squirrels. Cats were not exactly rare either, and this generation was deemed oversized. Not to the level of initiating full on culling orders like they do on even more populous species, but enough to encourage the numbers to dwindle. “N-No, I… don’t wanna go now.”
“You don’t get to choose that. Message. Unless you don’t want to say goodbye to your parents?”
A sniffle, the weight slamming into the girl. “B-But-” A glare from the intimidating wolf made her shrink back, stopping. Turning to face the mare, the look of sadness even made the receptionist frown.
“Say something, please. It would be awful for them to lose you with nothing to be said about it.”
Shaking, the ivory kitten was close to tears. “T-T-Tell them… I… love you, mommy and daddy. I-I…” Her voice stopped then, unable to come to terms with the fate presented to her and shuddering as she began to sob.
Standing calmly as the man took a breath, the receptionist sighed remorsefully. “That’s probably the best we’ll get. Thank you, Clarissa.”
Grunting, the towering pitch black wolf looked down at the pathetic kit. “Alright, time to go.”
The young feline barely looked up as her eyes welled. “N-no…”
As terrible and morbid as the scene was, the equine woman behind the desk had seen this situation playing out before. Best to stop it from getting messy. “We have zip ties.” The mare simply remarked.
A grateful smile preceded the wolf’s shaking head. “That shouldn’t be needed, but thanks.” The wolf then swiftly scooped the girl up, holding her securely to his broad chest while another hand clamped her jaws shut.
“Mmmph! Hmmmph!” Cried the kit, limbs flailing and uselessly thudding into the lupine’s dark pelt. A gentle “Have a good day,” was exchanged between him and the woman behind the counter, the mare openly teasing her soaked panties with a blush as she watched the child get forcefully carried out of the building, but her attention was on the man’s firm butt and ignoring everything about the kitten. She got good at blocking out the bad things of this life, like most.
Muffled screams and futile movement filled her journey to the man’s car, the sudden flow of tears coursing down her panicked eyes conveying that the ten year old kitten had a terrible understanding of what could be in store for her. Door opening automatically as he grew close, the big wolf sat in the passenger seat with his new cargo still held tight.
As she squirmed in his grasp, he spoke with a cool deep voice. “Destination: home.” Slamming behind him, the door closed, and with a light chime, the vehicle pulled out of the parking lot on it’s own. Now in motion, the wolf released his captive, snatching her tiny wrists in his clawed fingers.
“Hiya kid, I’m Cecil-“
“LET ME GO!” The child instantly screamed at the top of her lungs, voice high and shrilly with youthful terror. 
“Shut the fuck up.” Was the simple response of the man, launching a knee up to her chest and silencing her with a pained gasp. As she suddenly went limp atop his lap, he glared down at her. “There are two ways this can go. One: you scream, you yell, you resist, you do one little thing that isn’t EXACTLY as I say, and I will hurt you so badly that you will wish for death.”
Heaves of trying to get air back into her lungs went under the statement, the girl’s eyes staring in wavering fear at nothing but her own future. Growling as he tightened his grip on the little wrists, he continued in an all to calculated tone. “Two: you follow orders and be a good little slab of fuckmeat, and you might just survive this.”
New coughs rang out as she recovered from the knee to her ribs, sucking in air as she looked around frightfully, before she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the piercing gaze of her soon to be rapist. He blew hot air to her face as a snort, “Do I make myself clear? Which way shall it be?”
Rapid breathing, a sick feeling, coldness and dread, heart beating too fast as thoughts raced faster, yet no room for thinking was allowed within her terrified mind. There was only the drive to minimize whatever was going to happen to her, the fight ended before it began thanks to her youthful mind. A shaky nod was given as she began sniffling, “P-Please don’t h-h-hurt me…” The single thing running through her mind was simple fear, wishing to avoid this situation entirely. Her voice was shaky, scared, and quiet. “I-I’ll listen…” Even adults cave to fear and pressure, standing by and hoping everything would be okay in terrible situations. The little girl never stood a chance.
Lips curling up in satisfaction, the wolf grunted. “Good. Be a good girl, and show me that you mean it.” He released her arms, only to push her off his lap, landing off the seat between his legs, head bumping the glovebox with a decent hit. As she was exclaiming from the impact, he pushed her arms beside her, then tightly clamped his knees together, pinning the girl. She looked around and tried to move her arms, but Cecil suddenly grabbed her skull. claws digging into her orange fur harshly.
“If you squirm again, there’s gonna be problems.”
She went still with tight breathing being her only motion.
“Now, show me that you’ll be a good little bitch and kiss my balls.” He moved his grip on her head, pointing her snout to the large sack between his thighs spilled out over the seat, the fur dark and damp under a bulging sheath. Her eyes were already wide, but now her pupils truly showed the understanding of the situation. Snout wrinkling slightly in response to be placed so close to concentrated musk, she looked at everything with wavering certainty.
“P-P-puh-puhlease let me go-“
“Kiss. My. Balls. Show me that you’ll listen.” 
Hyperventilating and unsure of what to do in this foreign terrifying situation, the girl locked up. Upon feeling his claws sharply press to her skin again, she was properly motivated, and dropped her lips to his fat sack in panic. Once more beyond her capacity to handle the situation, she remained there, mouth simply atop his sweaty fur, eyes staring at the tip of dark flesh coming from the sheath before her. 
Too much was happening, the thought that she was taken, that she was at the mercy of this man. And now his taste and smell invaded her every sense, eyes closing shut soon after his musk fully entered her lungs and his sweat made it past her lips.
The poor feline kit felt his hands move, something that didn’t ease her mind, until it plummeted deeper into despair as his fingers both latched onto one of her ears, then used his sharp claws to tear the tip of it off. Screaming into his ball-muff, pain took over as he held her in place, hands keeping her pressed to his heavy nuts as his legs locked her body to stillness between them.
“I said… Kiss my FUCKING balls!” He growled, as the trickle of blood from her ear ran down into her hair, the kitten shuddering further into his sweaty groin with fresh sobs. “Don’t just put your lips on them bitch, fucking kiss them!”
She did, to the best of the little girl’s capacity, she puckered her lips and placed a smooch right on the greasy fur of his balls, adding revulsion to the cocktail of terror and despair filling her panicked mind. With her ear torn and leaking pain and dwindling blood, she didn’t want to anger the man more, repeatedly kissing the dirty sack, wet smacks coming each time she made contact with the damp fur, drowned under the sound of her pitched crying.
Finally, an order was followed, the threatening man relaxing to his seat a bit as the terrified child messily made out with his balls. “Was that so hard, cunt? So much pain for what? A few extra seconds of dignity? I think you’d rather be alive than dignified.” The trip home went fast then, the baseline submission forced upon her, no direct problems arising for the duration as she sobbed into his nuts. It wasn’t long until the vehicle pulled into a garage, the final destination a single unit in a row of high story townhouses, the closest thing to spacious suburbs left within urban centers.
As soon as the large door securely shut the car inside, the passenger door opened wide. Stepping out, the big wolf grabbed the feline girl by the hair and dragged her with him. She quickly stumbled to her feet with a wail, keeping pace best she could to prevent painful tugs to her scalp. She froze then, as the door to the house opened, the big burly wolf now contrasted to an even more threatening sight.
Within the garage’s inner doorway stood an even taller man, a dragon, dark wine red skin and scales, lines of grey and pink of deep and numerous scars over his body, all while being jacked to all hell. He stared down at the wolf, once a pinnacle of intimidation to the kitten, who had to look upwards up at the new man. Both males stared at the other with heavy dark looks, the dragon nude much like the canine monster. Yet the scaled brute wasn’t hidden in a large sheath, massive cock hanging soft over balls double the size of the wolf’s. Even flaccid it was as thick as one of the girl’s wrists.
Still gripping the young kitten by the hair, the wolf leaned in and went to tip toes, shoving his muzzle to the dragon’s in a quick kiss on the lips. “Happy anniversary hun.” Lifting the girl by her hair, making her thrash and shout in the air, the wolf beamed to the other man. “I know you have a soft spot for kiddy pussy, so I hit the school on the way back from work, just for you.”
The remarkably taller and more frightening deep crimson scaled man suddenly swooped both the wolf and the girl into a tight hug. “Awww! Thanks sweetie! You know me too well. Fuck, I love you so much.”
“Heh, yeah, love you to babe.” Cecil added with another quick kiss before he was set down. The kitten was back on her feet, trying to grasp the hand on her hair, sobbing and pouring tears to the floor. The cheery face of the dragon soon filled her bleary vision, him kneeling down to wave at her.
“Heya! I’m Julian! Just call me Jules though.”
“He-Help me! J-Jules, p-p-pleas-“ The feline shrieked as the dragon backhanded her harshly, the slap echoing throughout the spacious garage with a lingering silence afterwards.
“I don’t remember asking you to speak, meat.” Came the dragon’s cold tone.
Shocked to shuddering muteness, the little girl was consumed with sobs of despair. Near silent as the crashing weight of her situation settled and her young mind succumbed to the intimidation, there was little resistance as the huge dragon grabbed her shoulder and dragged her into the house while smiling lovingly at the buff wolf. Speaking to his lover, the scarred dragon had a tone that was a complete contrast to the one used after smacking her.
“Is this just a rape or did you use your snuff license?”
“I know you and your desires Jules, of course she’s snuffmeat. Used up my only snuff of the month, just for you.”
The dragon’s grin was heartwarming to any but the kitten being dragged behind him, crying with stumbles. “You’re the best sweetie. So, what’s the plan? Some fun and then some feline for dinner? Or is she purely for fucking?”
A little snort preceded the wolf. “She’s your gift. It’s your choice. We can have her for dinner, or just order a pizza or something. I know you’re not really a grand celebration guy, so whatever works.”
Runny eyes glued to the ground, the kitten was lost to the gaze of the dragon appraising her with a low hum. “Hmmm. She would make a good roast, but… Feline meat is pretty cheap at the store, now that they’re getting a higher population again. I think it’d be more worthwhile to fully use her as a fucktoy.”
Winding a finger and flinging towards the stairwell they stood at, the wolf smirked at his mate. “Then to the bedroom we go.” 
Not even realizing the things around her anymore, the kitten was nearly unresponsive as the dragon harshly gripped her wrists and sternly stared at her. She didn’t even notice that they were in a bedroom until then. His words destroyed any chance of regaining her sanity. “There’s two ways this can go cunt, I believe Cecil already explained that. But I’ll remind you. You do everything I say, to the fucking letter, and you’ll go out relatively painless. If you don’t, your parents will probably be able to hear you scream all the way across town.” 
His eyes were piercing, the girl not understanding how they could look at the wolf with love when they were so cold now. Sharp teeth shone as he turned around, the dragon lifting his tail and reaching back to pull an asscheek apart to show a dark, musky asshole. “Lick it.” Was all he said, looking back at the little girl.
The kitten froze of course, still processing the order and everything around her. This was delayed as Cecil stepped up beside her and punched the girl in the face, dropping the kit to the floor with a cry. Curling up on the carpet, she wailed anew, struggling and flailing as the wolf picked her up. Instead of simply placing her on the bed like he would have, her newfound resistance instead made him hold her upright, clasping her arms behind her back with his own.
This left her perfectly exposed for Jules’ beating. He didn’t stop until she couldn’t even take a breath to cry further, purple bruises forming across her snowy furred middle with a large one on her cheek. Probably cracked a rib too. The blood-red dragon crossed his muscular arms and stared down at her on the floor, curled into a fetal position with wide eyes and short breath. “Stupid bitch. I told you what would happen, this is your fault.”
Grabbing her by the hair, the kitten could only sputter in pain as he tossed her onto the bed. His demeanor and calmness to this act did not match her own emotions, further filling the little space for feeling in her mind with fear. She didn’t move atop the sheets, just looking up at the men with silent dread. Jules nodded at her, it seemed like the lesson was finally getting through. 
“Now, since you were so opposed to rimming me, here’s how this is going to go. Me and my husband are going to watch a movie, and your face is gonna be my seat. You’re gonna lick my ass non-fucking-stop, and I might not break your jaw too.” He pointed to the pillows near the backboard, “Lay down, face up. I’ll even let you under the covers.”
The kid closed her eyes, tears still flowing as she slowly did what she was told. She didn’t want to see the man, the hole, the grin on the dragon’s face. It was all too much. But she felt it, the bed deforming as he climbed up, the heated presence above her. A final sniffle was drowned out as Jules dropped his butt over her head. She squirmed, but didn’t fight. Choking and sobbing as her world became smelly ass, his weight settled over her and trapped her under the brute. 
Her little body was dwarfed by his legs that she was between, toes curling and legs slightly kicking as his hole pushed to her face. He deliberately smushed his bottom down, with a reminder. “I said fucking lick me. I can still punch the shit out of your little cunt here.”
A heartbeat, a sobbing shudder, and a warm little tongue poked his greasy rim. It recoiled instantly, but a little tap of his palm to her young slit brought it back out. Her chest was smothered by Jules’ swollen balls, the thick uncut cock draped over them in a flaccid state still. But as the petite young tongue at his backside became more frequent, and the heaves of the girl forced to taste his anus grew, the member twitched.
Patting the space beside him, the buff dragon smiled at his chiseled wolf. “Come on hun, let’s get comfy.” Joined soon by Cecil, the pair settled in as Jules softly rumbled from the kitten lapping away at his rim, the disgust in her actions only making him twitch more. About a quarter of the way into the movie, her tongue was still going strong. Fairly impressed at how well she turned around, he rewarded her by grinding his hot cheeks into her skull more. He set a hand atop her mound again as a threat, and made sure she understood just what she was supposed to be doing.
“Good job so far cunt, but you need to get your tongue inside me now.” He smiled at his partner, feeling the kitten’s tongue frozen on his hole mid-lick. He raised his hand, balling it into a fist. As if sensing his intent, the girl began applying force to her slick appendage. Her unseen scrunched face from his sharp flavor only worsened as the tip broke into his passage. 
His hand crashed down, but open palmed for a mid-strength smack that made the girl tense up with pain. “Deeper.”
Deeper she went, only self-preservation on her mind now as her lower lips stung and her bruised body ached. Resuming the movie, the dragon wrapped an arm around the wolf as his tailhole got a nice oral cleaning. The hour and a half the kitten spent under his sweaty bottom was torture in an all new way, desperate and lacking a sense of time as her perception became nothing but the taste of his ass.
The couple were hardly paying attention to film, their eyes usually on the other while Cecil traced the many scars on the broad dragon. Jules had to admit, the wolf could make him feel things he never thought he could from simple touches. Alas, the pair decided to move on. Time for romance was over, now it was pure lust. Putting a moment of focus on the tongue reluctantly sweeping inside and out of his backdoor, the dragon rumbled pleasantly before grinding his ass on the kitten’s face.
Sputtering under him as his swampy crack slid over her, the huge man gave a taunting chuckle. “You made a good ass-licker after all, see? Amazing how much pain you could have avoided if you just listened. Now, kiss my asshole directly and thank me. Then maybe I’ll let you get some fresh air.” His rumble deepened as the little tongue was replaced by miserable puckered lips, gently placed over his rim for a second. “Nah kid, deep kiss. Long, with tongue. I want you to show me that you love my tailhole. Really sell me that you’d rather stay under there.”
The assault of oral attempts on his sweaty hole was more than expected, but he had asked an impossible task of the girl. Whispering so that the words wouldn’t make it to the kitten’s softly slurping butt-embedded head, the dragon turned to his lover. “Damn, she’s actually really going at it. A bit of practice and she would make for a pretty good rimmer.”
Cecil sighed, but matched the dragon’s amused smile. “Well, even so, we can’t keep a snuff victim alive too long. I can look into buying you a fucktoy though, I’m sure there’s plenty of little kittens being auctioned off by the UUP’s sexual utilities department.”
“I was being a little jokey, but now that you mention it… Either way, we need to get this party started.” Getting their butts in gear, the burly men rose from the comfy sheets to hop off the bed. The ruby dragon let out a happy short sigh that caught him off guard, lifting off their catch’s face pulling her tongue out of his hole in a lovely way. Turning back, they appraised the kitten.
White fur that once was prettied up by a mother’s touch, now was matted and damp, clumped with sweat and clearly showing just how totally his ass consumed her face. She stared forward, spittle coated mouth agape as if not knowing what to do now. Her pupils weren’t glassy, just distant, afraid and disheartened. Seems like spending two hours sucking his ass did a good job breaking her will. Excellent. Waving his hand across her sad face, Jules called out. “Hello? Get up.”
A slow blink, head tilting to stare at the man. Borderline unresponsive, the dragon sighed. It was a happy sigh, just having to give more instructions to a miserable child who was too consumed with the situation. She sniffled, limbs pulling into herself as she visibly crumbled on the bed. The wine red dragon went ahead and disregarded her sorrow, returning to the sheets to kneel before her.
Suddenly, the wolf’s io-band around his wrist began to beep. He looked at it, hearing an identical sound from the device around the little kitten’s wrist. It flashed with simple words around the profile picture of the young feline with a happy smile she no longer could make, “Termination window remaining: 15 min.”
“Damn.” Cecil said, disappointment evident. “That movie blew through most of our time with her.”
Jules simply grunted. Dejected, though still casually, he reached for the nightstand’s drawer. “It sucks, but oh well.” The snowy kitten watched as he pulled a zip tie out, tracking it as the massive dragon returned focus to her. She flinched as a loud meaty plap sounded, the weight of a slab of uncut dragon cock slapping to her belly making her breath halt. It looked as long as one of her legs now that it was throbbing hard.
Jules' next words chilled her. “Well, time's up, and you were good enough to earn a nice time choking to death instead of our impaler in the basement. But hey, the good news is that if you break out of this, you’re free to go. We won’t even bind your arms.” Then his large hands went to her neck, a line of cold plastic digging into her throat before a fast ‘zzzzzip’ joined a tightness around her throat.
She attempted to say ‘no!’, but it was weak, quiet. Her hands flew to the band restricting her air, eyes wide in terror as she tried to suck a breath through. As the mortified kitten scrabbled at her neck, Jules rocked his hips back to align his thick tip with her nubile slit. She was too focused on her lack of ability to breath to notice, until her chest shuddered with a failed gasp as he tore into her.
One fell swoop and half of his footlong member sank through her pussy, stretched wide and straining as a massive bump in her belly became evident. Freezing in both agony and lost breath, the feline could only futilely claw at the zip tie and barely kick under his weight as the scarred dragon harshly planted a hand on her spasming chest and held her still for a brutal thrust that sheathed the rest of his length. Ramming past her cervix as a few cracks sounded from a rib or two breaking, the new clear outline of cock in her middle was obviously protruding through her womb, and it had even torn through that. 
He gave a simple pleased growl as she writhed with a burst of vitality, yet it drained from every second the tie was around her neck. Her young cute eyes went terrified as they streamed tears and locked to his pleasured gaze with a pleading look as her vocals went raw, empty raspy breaths without air.
“Just relax baby, and you probably won’t have my tip burst through your belly.” He shuddered as she did the opposite, her attempts for survival only increasing the delightful contracts around his cunt-straining length. “Hoo, yeah, you’re a tight one. Good. Now keep looking at me, I want to see the light leave your eyes.”
After this the monstrous dragon pulled his shaft out, to a long cruel slurp, red covering every inch once tenting the ivory kitten’s belly. Only to shove it right back in with twice the force. The snapping noises that came as he jackhammered her little body was probably her hips breaking, but it could have been anything with how violent his bucks were. Her only worthwhile response was more tears pouring down a pathetic face, body convulsing so much that she couldn’t control anything, shivering near-limply on the bed as everything faded and the pain consumed her. The kitten’s jaw moved, yet nothing but gurgles came. Sad, desperate noises that only made Jules smile more and destroy her tiny cunt at a faster pace.
Blood spilled out around his shiny pre, easing his rapidly moving cock as it slammed through ripped folds, crimson staining the pristine white of the girl’s nethers. He could feel it, the contractions building, spasming, tightening so much it only caused more damage to her insides as her lining was battered by an uncaring man fucking the hell out of her. But soon she loosened, more than just skin tearing, everything started to go slack. Her little chest rose and fell with a quicker pace, yet less and less every time. Fingers that gave up their battle with the neck band twitched, the whole kitten’s body lurching on every sickening wet squelch as her middle tented out with the shape of dick, strained red skin under the fur.
As her muscles grew lax and her skin grew stretched, she wasn’t even able to gasp for life with the tie tight around her neck. The dragon gave nothing but carnal grunts as he watched the kitten’s soul depart her heaving, bouncing body. Teeth showed as spittle dripped, a growl overpowering the wet sounds of violent fucking. Then, limpness and a final drawn out sigh from the girl as a leg twitched for the last time and a new warm puddle formed on the sheets. He had watched her life climax in a final pointless struggle, then slip away out of her pretty sobbing face. She looks so much better with tears in her young eyes.
Her young, blank eyes. Motionless as they stared past his own. A click sounded as the io-band on the girl’s wrist unlatched due to lack of pulse. The roar he gave as the lifeless kit’s cock-distended belly swelled with seed was monumental, an almost audible gushing as the corpse’s womb bloated. The only motion she had was his throbs and spurts, carrying their motions through taut skin and limp limbs as she inflated.
Jules slumped, hands on either side of the small fragile body. His massive hips ground against her tiny frame, bulge in her dead belly shifting with his final pulses of pleasure. The clearness of his shaft’s image under her skin diminished, a creamy flow pouring from the destroyed hole of her pussy, spraying out with every little movement of the footlong cock spearing the child’s little womb to inflate it to a more balloon-like state.
“Damn.” Stated the wolf laid out beside them, half in a moan as he stroked his own knotted shaft. Watching from the sidelines, he had been treated to quite the show by his mate.
“Haaaaaahhhhh. Fuck, that was soooo good Cecil. Best anniversary ever, thanks hun.” The burly dragon pulled his drooling member out of the broken slit, its imprint on her rotund middle vanishing with it but leaving a cum-bloated roundness to her. “Watching the glass set into their eyes always gets me over the edge.” He pat the bed beside him, scarred face smiling warmly at the stroking truly wolf. “Now com on hun, meat’s still got an asshole to rip apart while it’s still warm. And I know just the knot to do it.”

