
“Samantha, I don’t want to hear it.” Angel chided, brushing back the gray stripes of her fully matured feline coat. Her soured parental expression reflected back at her in the mirror as she tilted her head to attach a beautiful pair of golden earrings. She glanced sharply at a girl of similar colors pouting behind her in a huff. 
“But moooom! Why do I have to go? I hate your ‘adult’ parties, all you do is drink and fuck.”
The nearly eighteen year-old girl met with the sharp mirrored gaze of her mother and almost shrunk back. “Samantha. Language. We drink and have sex.”
Samantha crossed her arms in her dark punk getup, starkly contrasted to the shiny pink pvc mini-dress the mother was wearing, the tube shape not rising enough to fully cover her areola. A grumble from the more modestly dressed child, “Doesn’t change that it’s what you do…”
Her ruminations were cut short by the jewelry-adorned slap of her mother strictly banging the table. “Samantha. I told you I don’t want to hear it. You are almost eighteen, you cannot skirt out of our family gatherings any longer. The entire family will be there, and you’ve only had sex with your father’s side, you need to spend some time with the rest of your family.”
“Ugh. It’s just a grill out mom, I don’t need to have a train run on me. I don’t want to get dicked by anyone tonight!”
Standing to face the rebellious girl, the older cat crossed her arms to match the punk feline. “You need to get over this phase Samantha. Not only are you preventing yourself from having an outlet to building sexual urges, you’re being really rude. Your uncle has been asking to cum in you for years now Sam, and I am not going to let you weasel out of it this year. You are coming to his 4th of July blow-bang, and that’s final. Now go put on the stars and stripes bikini I got you.”
“Ugh! That doesn’t even cover my nipples! It’s stupid!”
“It’s patriotic! Now go!”
-
The family car arrived at the suburban house without much fanfare, the group waiting before exiting, doing a final check. Samantha pouted, shivering slightly from the star-shaped cutouts in her micro-bikini that presented her perky nipples to the world, a similar cutout on the minuscule cloth at her nethers. Meanwhile, Angel pulled down the sun visor to check her makeup in the mirror. “Is that a smudge? No, it can’t be. Sweetie? Is that smudge?”
The midnight black cat in the driver seat shook his head. “Honey, you’re fine. You know the makeup is just going to be smeared the second you get on your knees anyways, don’t worry about it. Your face is still perfectly good for a hole.”
The woman kept going down her last minute fashion checklist. “How about my hair though? It was windy outside. And my nails, maybe I should have waited to cut them... Oh! My breasts! Sweetie, how are my breasts? Do they look good? I want to make sure they see that I got bigger implants.” The gray striped mother swiveled in her seat, showing off the breasts barely covered up by her pink minidress. They were certainly big too; close to double the size of her head, looking about to bust out of the shiny material only halfway up them, with some clearly fake perkiness.
The father reached his arms out to grab his wife by the shoulders. “Hon. You’re fine. Your boobs are great, I’m sure everyone will notice them.” He leaned forward to plant a kiss on her somewhat panicked face. “Relax. Don’t worry about your tits, okay? Your holes are what’s important right now. As long as you’re a good girl, what you look like doesn’t matter.”
The woman sighed, assuredly nodding to herself. “Right. You’re right, you always are. Thanks. But still, it doesn’t hurt to look sexy while having sex, right?”
He nodded back, both meeting eyes and smiling as their scantily clad daughter groaned behind them.
“Can we go now? I’d rather be at this stupid party than watch that.”
The parents hummed and chuckled, before nodding. “Yes, I do think we’ve sat around enough.” They exited the car swiftly, all nearing the big front door of the nice middle-class house. Angel with her slutty dress and mostly open tits, the daughter wearing a mostly see-thru patriotic bikini, shivering in the breeze while the father wore a nice casual button down shirt and some khakis. The bell rang, footsteps were heard, and the entryway swung open to reveal a tall male cat with the same color and pattern as the mother.
“Ah! I was wondering when my favorite bitch would show up! Good to see you sis!” He sidestepped to allow the family entrance, double taking in the presence of the daughter. “Oh my, Samantha! Long time no see! You look great, and I can already tell you’re going to be a perfect cum-dumpster! I could just knock you up on the spot! I’m so glad to see you here, trust me, these things are the bomb, just ask your mother!”
Though her outfit was lively, Samantha was not. “Uh-huh.”
Glancing back as they walked into the house, Angel smiled and shot her daughter a look. “It really is dear, never a dull moment. You’ll be worn past satisfied before the fireworks even start. Besides, these are tradition, and you’re too old to be excused from being a party’s cumdump.”
While they were talking and walking, the father shook hands with the uncle and started getting caught up. Past the smalltalk, a loud slap was heard as the uncle sent his hand to loudly grip Angel’s nearly completely exposed ass. He slid close to her, the other hand ripping her dress down her chest to lift an exposed breast and squeeze it so hard she yelped. “Woah, don’t think I wouldn’t notice these fun bags, sis. You made them bigger again, you sly whore~”
Blushing under the grimace of a soon to be bruised breast, the uncle's grip became white knuckled as her tit smushed between the fingers of his harsh grasp. “Y-Yeah. You know me, the girls could a-always- Ow!- Get bigger!” The smile she put up seemed forced, fighting over the pain as he gripped harder and began twisting her flesh. 
“They’re really fun to squeeze now, not to say they weren’t before. They feel much firmer than your last implants, they would make some great stress-balls. Heh, you always said you would have a pair of H’s before you were forty. Looks like you’re on track!”
She exhaled loudly as his steel grip finally released the large tit, a hand mark already looking to be bruised into the surface. The feline woman reached up to lift it gently, inspecting it as she winced. “W-Wow, that hurts. You really crushed it.”
There was another echoing smack as he hit her ass, making the girl jump to her toes and gasp as her brother chuckled. “Yeah, you know your tits look better black and blue though, right? Man, you remember that vice me and dad would put them in? The one that came in that tool set, I think it was the one where we got the boxcutter to cut your clit and extra labia off with. You pussy looked so much prettier after that.”
She nodded, remembering. “Yeah, I remember that vice. You guys did it way too tight the first time, I was crying all night! I think I cried more when you took my clit off, but still. Good times.”
“Ain’t that the truth.” He said, leading the family through the house. His hand never left his sister’s thick asscheek, rubbing and grabbing it while talking to her husband as they walked to the big glass door in the back of the house. The whole group made their way to the backyard, the father grabbing a beer while Samantha snagged a soda. The uncle and mother led the way, hand to ass.
As they stepped into the large and abundant fenced off yard, they saw just how many people there were. More than twenty people turned to look at the newcomers. Tunes playing, tiki torches lit, a large grill in the corner that had a lot more tech to it than most. It was unlit, large cylindrical chamber empty. Nearly everyone was chatting and holding their own refreshments in a loud atmosphere. Men and women, couples and singles, relatives, neighbors. Some married, others not.
The uncle waved with his free hand, gesturing to his scantily clad sister. “Hey guys! The cumdumps are here! Who wants first dibs?”
Commotion was ignited, though it was organized and respectful. They had all chosen before the girls arrived, caring for their female family.
“Let them pick!” Was the singular response, causing everyone to grin as the mother blushed.
“Oh gosh, there’s so many of you, I can’t just pick two! I know Carl has a good dick, but James, your cum tastes so good. Then there’s Nick, Jack, Steve, oh! I didn’t forget you John!” The mother said with growing arousal, knees bowing a bit as her hand unconsciously snaked down to play with her lips. Before she gave into her urge to rush into the crowd, she turned back to her daughter who was gazing at the large group of family and friends that she didn’t even bother remembering names for. “Who do you want to get with Samantha? You should get first pick, it’s your first time being the holes at a blowbang!”
“Pfft. I’ll pick none, thanks. They’re all old and stuff. If I’m going to have sex, it’s gonna be with hot guys, not some loser from my uncle’s grill out.”
“Samantha!” Shouted Angel, glancing up to the uncle with a look of apology. “I’m sorry, she’s going through a ‘rebel’ phase right now, we’re just going to have to work with her rudeness.”
The man waved a hand, nodding coolly. “Don’t sweat it sis. I know how kids are, especially teens. I don’t mind her complaining as long as she’ll listen in the end. If she gets too rowdy though…” Remarked the gray striped uncle, crossing his arms with a bit of a look.
The mother nodded back, before facing her daughter again. “Sweetie, I want you on your best behavior. If you can’t pick, then just go bend over at the bench and make your holes available.”
The extravagant despair of youth spread over the young feline’s face. “Uggggghhhhhhhh… Do I haaaave to?”
Angel sternly put her foot down. “Samantha, if I don’t see you getting mounted and sucking dick in the next five minutes, you are grounded young lady!”
A most expressive pout was given by the girl as she groaned, dropping her arms as her back hunched with mental anguish. She noticed her mother wave two guys over, then all four made their way to the table. It was just a normal picnic table, but that wasn’t their destination. Beside it was just a wooden bar, a simple short platform to bend over. As the group approached, the mother licked her lips and hiked her dress all the way up to reveal a jiggly ass as she promptly propped herself up on the bar. Immediately noticeable was the lack of undergarments, dripping slit on display under a soft looking asshole.
“Alright boys! My holes are open!” She shouted, glancing at Samantha who walked up to the bar’s space beside her mother with a scowl. “And so are Samantha’s!”
Another exasperated sigh came as the girl slowly copied her mother’s position while everyone watched, letting body be ogled with its patriotic garment as she grumpily bent over the bar. Her scowl deepened with a disgraced flush as the men her mother beckoned wasted no time in spit roasting the mature woman, clapping cheeks and bulging throat all Sam could hear or see of her parent.
After some debate among the partygoers, two men stepped up first. One Sam couldn’t see behind her, while the one standing before her and intensely eyeing her mouth was a tall bald eagle. The unamused feline blew air out of her nose with a nonplussed look. Of course it’d be an eagle on the 4th. He looked fairly nice though compared to others, obviously frequenting the gym, but she still did her best to avoid eye contact as he smiled down at her.
“Hey Samantha! I’m Jim, I’m your uncle’s neighbor. And I suppose a bit of a guest of honor at these blowbangs, ha! They let me have the first pick, so I’m gonna use your mouth. A young piece of hot ass like yourself is just the kind of cumdump this party needed, thanks for coming!” He nodded with a warm look. “I like your makeup by the way, I’m gonna love making that mascara run.” He twisted his back around as he undid his fly, pulling a thick uncut cock out and rudely shoving it past the young girl’s lips with no warning.
She tensed and gagged, but he didn’t falter in quickly pushing his head to the back of her mouth before relentlessly moving into her throat. His other hand undid his pants entirely with a snap as they dropped to his ankles. He was still looking behind him, not even paying attention to the girl he was choking with cockmeat. Samantha traced his gaze to a busty eagle with a martini glass wearing nothing but a red white and blue set of arm-gloves and thigh-highs, entire torso bare and getting groped by the people around her as she giggled and conversed. “Hey honey!” The man called, thrusting into Sam’s skull to make her hack and heave with the tip entering and exiting her throat. There was hardly any time passing until spitty coughs hacked out and tears formed around her eyes.
“Yeah sweetie!?” The near-nude stacked similar eagle called back, Jim’s wife, sister, and daughter. In fact, stacked, busty, didn’t even cover it. The woman could only be described as bodaciously thicc.
“Can you come here and rim me while I fuck Samantha’s throat?!” He shouted across the lawn. He could see his wife sigh before smiling sheepishly to the other people she was talking to, some laughter ringing out from the group as they took their hands off her tits and ass. Chugging the last bit of her drink down, the busty eagle made her way to the face-humping man choking Sam on every thrust. There wasn’t much acknowledgement as she knelt behind him to put her hands to his pert butt, spreading the cheeks to reveal her target. A quick lick of her beak, and she shoved in.
“Hng, fuck hun, you just go right in there don’t you?” He began breathing hard, a tight young neck snug around his dick while the beak gave his wife’s tongue direct access to his bowels. “Huff, right there honey, push your tongue harder. Ah, like that! Yessssss~” Moaned the eagle before descending to primal pleasured noises and rapid feral bucks into Sam’s struggling neck. The young feline’s face was already a sad mess of tears and makeup as she heaved around the rough movements and the huge gushes of cum being delivered to her reluctant stomach.
The man behind Samantha was enraptured by simply watching the eagle use her, hesitating all this time to start his own fucking. After seeing the man cum, he wanted his own action. Sam yelped around the wide dick in her throat as her pussy was stuffed to the womb instantly, before being viciously pounded. The whole bar shook now that she was being fucked as hard as her mom was beside her, the mother and daughter pair surrounded by sex as a line built up for the use of their holes.
The eagle came down her throat after a time, groaning and moaning from Sam’s walls convulsing around him as his ass got dutifully eaten. Quick torrents of seed blocked her neck as he spurted, body fervently lurching from the loud whapping thrusts made by the unknown man stuffing her cunt. The constant battering of her inner hole began to hurt until a final heavy buck popped a knot past her vulva, and his tip blew into her womb.
Writhing and trying to shout around the thick dick bulging her neck out, the men using her merely grunted with the new sensations of panicked and pained muscles drawing more cum into her gullet as Sam felt a fresh hot filling spread within her womb. Those who used her were polite, making sure all their cum went inside before drawing out. The eagle elicited a gasp, the man leaving her vagina a yelp with the knot ripping free.
Beyond uncomfortable, the punky teen stared daggers at her ‘guests’. “Ow! Fucking hell guys, can you not bust into my womb? That hurts- GHLK-“ No words were possible as a new cock was abruptly shoved in her face, this one likely related to her as feline barbs accentuated his downward sneer. A hard slap to her ass made her yip past the plugged throat, before fresh meat was filling her snatch. Both men quickly settled into a rampant pace, this no time or place for tenderness. They were here for a good time, and a good hole. She would give both, just without receiving anything in return.
A gasp came from beside the tear stricken teenager, her jostling body not ceasing as she tried to look beside her through blurry vision and the groin that kept blocking her sight by slamming into her snout. What little glimpses she got was of her mother happily looking up at the random husky standing before her, her hand reaching up to jerk him off as ropes of cum coated her smiling lustful face. 
“Ahhh, paint me Charles~ How are you doing Samantha? Don't these guys' dicks taste just great? I don’t think half of them washed in the last week! So much flavor! Oh! Here comes James, I’ll talk to you later sweetie- GHLMF-“ A hefty sack rhythmically collided with her face as sounds of facefucking echoed around the area, though at least the mature feline was allowing loose moans under her harsh sounds of usage.
Pulled from her sight of her mother, Sam shuddered as more molten seed was uncaringly deposited in the girl. She weakly tried to voice something as two more men replaced the previous ones. She tried to talk, but this one didn’t even let her get a breath out before filling the mouth she so graciously opened to hold his cock. The one who stepped behind her didn’t penetrate, instead setting paws and delivering long hard spanks that made her scream as she choked on a stranger’s dick.
She could tell by the form and pain that this was her father behind her, trying to correct her attitude. He didn’t know where she picked up such behaviors, it seemed every other week he had to spank her pretty butt as punishment. He had told her from day one that she was born to be fucked. After all, she was a girl. It’s what she was made for. Alas, rebellious youth always found a way to disobey. So if that meant making her mother have to put up with a modest teenager, he would have to punish her. Her mother didn’t lick bathrooms clean to help pay for a kid that wouldn’t bend over when told. Perhaps he didn’t fuck Samantha enough.
Samantha felt this anger in every horrible fiery smack to her bottom, nearly perfectly timed with the cock in her mouth bottoming out in her throat. It only took three guys to completely ruin her makeup, face a mess of spit and cum leaking from her lips and nose as she loudly gagged. The cycle went on. Her throat was pumped full of cum as a long barbed cock carefully dragged out of her bulged neck while she heaved from reflex. Barely overridden as she felt her father’s own shaft slide up her messy folds.
Messy is something she would only get more of. Pussy wide and running with white, her opening red and gaping. A pool of semen visible inside, after only an hour she was wrecked. Limply laying over the bar, the various family and friends had to hold her head up to get a good thrusting angle down her lax throat. Voice gone and quiet as she closed her reddened eyes, she endured. Samantha knew the first ones to use her well: the eagle, the similarly gray striped cat, the husky, and even a snake who went next. 
As the sun set the bustling yard ablaze, everything blurred beyond recognition. It was all just cock, strain, pain, and choking. Hard hits to her rear and insides, heavy greasy balls slapping her chin. Everything she perceived in this moment was rough uncaring sex. A small part in the back of her mind recognized when certain guys came in for seconds, the eagle returning but this time putting her mouth to work on his asshole while his sister/lover/child worshiped his dick for all to see. Feeling the all too familiar shape of her father inside her for the second time was an indication for the progression of time.
With a straining will, Samantha was tested by the men using her. As her father behind her set into a rapid uncaring rhythm, she released her anguish as a growl into the sweaty asscheeks surrounding her face, sputtering at the earthy smelling asshole instead of licking it. Though much of her noise was lost into the wrinkled pucker pushed to her lips, she knew her father had heard her venting anger.
From all the abuse being laid upon her, Sam had nearly reached her limit. Her body was aching, her fur was stained, and her frustrated grimace would've been seen from miles away were it not currently buried in the deepest depths of the burly eagle's musk-ridden hole. She gasped angrily into it as she felt her father’s cock force its way into her unprepared ass, causing the eagle to grip the back of her head with increased fervor. 
Splitting pain joined all of her other discomforts as she hissed and cussed from the agonizing tugging of her inner walls. Just as he seemed to finish, she felt a warm gushing start to erupt right inside her colon. And this time it wasn't cum. Oh hell no. About to throw a fit and having enough of this damn eagle’s shitty asshole on her mouth, Samantha roughly shoved the party’s guest of honor away, the surprised bird splashing into the nearby pool. The entire party grew silent, all the guests now staring at her as she vigorously laid a series of kicks into her father who’d dumped his waste into her.
Getting up from the spectacle, the warm fluid soaked her legs as it spilled out of her. "This is some fucking bullshit! I'm getting out of here! I can take the flurry of cocks coming at me, the rimming, and even the unlubed stuff, but PISS is where I draw the FUCKING line!" She furiously huffed, adjusting her skimpy bikini and storming out before she felt a wet hand grab her tail.
“Where do you think you’re going?” The sopping wet Eagle growled as her bruised father angrily approached her. Almost instantly, the eagle slid his hands around her head to put her in an oxygen-cutting headlock that caused them to slump to the floor. Her father then brutishly gripped her face as he stared viciously at her, providing a look that would cause even the toughest soldier to wince. "Disappointed doesn't even begin to cut it. If you can’t be a good cumdump, you’ll just have to stick to the kitchen.” The last thing she saw was her uncle shaking his head as Samantha’s mother looked with genuine distress. And then she blacked out.
-
The feline teenager woke up on the couch, jolting up as she loudly sucked in a breath. Still in her revealing patriotic micro-bikini, the black furred, gray-striped girl waited out the rise of panic, realizing there wasn’t an arm still around her neck. Reaching up to feel and make sure, she rubbed the tender spot of where the big eagle choked her out. Coughing, she looked around, noticing she was still at her uncle’s place. The muted noises of a party still blared outside, muffled by the house’s walls. Standing up and looking around, she wondered why they left her alone.
Her answer called out to her in a feminine voice, making the cat jump as her fur bristled. “Hey, you’re up! Over here Samantha!” Turning around, the teen was faced down by a truly beautiful snow white cat, Sam faintly recognizing her uncle’s wife. She was behind the island counter of a fancy kitchen, looking out to the living room Samantha woke up in. The woman was nude beside a pink apron bearing “Happy and Proud Rapeslut” written in fancy purple cursive, with a forced looking smile and eyes red from crying. It was hard to miss the purple splotches of bruises all over her body.
The pretty apron was tucked between to hefty breasts, rivaling even Samantha’s mother’s. These were just as plump, but were distinctly more natural, nipples pointed down as they succumbed to gravity. Or maybe it was the clamps on them, weights linked to her buds with short chains. Still, the teen was caught staring. Deciding to speak first, Sam approached. “Hey…? What’s… going on? You’re… Lilly, right?”
A sad nod from the woman, with an equally sad smile. “Don’t let your uncle hear that, he changed my name to Whore when we married.” She was working her hands through a bowl of ingredients, mixing and mashing them. “You made quite the scene out there, so they sent you to help me with dinner.”
Blinking, Sam took a moment to process. Well, that wasn’t too bad, she supposed. Shocking actually, considering how truly pissed they seemed. With a look of slight confusion, Sam’s striped pelt began to prickle as she slowly looked up with widening eyes. “Wait.” Frozen, a shaky chill filled her voice. “W-What’s for dinner?”
Whore only met Sam’s pleading face with sadness. “Baked ‘turkey’… and now, an extra roast out on the grill. Salads and sides as well, those will mostly be your task. Jim’s woman is the turkey, and… you’ll be the roast.” Taking a step back with shock, Sam was silent. Whore then gave the girl one of the most depressing looks, “I’m sorry, Samantha. But your actions have consequences. You’re almost eighteen, only had a year left before some security, why did you have to snap?”
“B-But-“ Blabbed the essentially nude teen, shaking her head as the gravity hit.
The woman named Whore nodded solemnly, ears permanently folded down as much as her pelt got a permanent smattering of bruises. “But now you’re meat. I’m sorry. My husband wanted to ground you, but your mother persuaded him to roast you instead.”
Nearly collapsing, the girl slumped as threatening images of a black mechanical box in her dad’s garage flashed through her mind. Many a time had she been shown the terrible gears and teeth inside to scare her straight. Not enough though, she solemnly thought to herself. “G-Ground? Thank god I’m not getting grounded, I’m only being… I’m- I… I’m just… meat.” The cat’s eyes widened as her pupils dilated, shakes setting into her body as fear and shock set in. Reality hit. “Oh god, I’m meat. I… I have to get out of here…”
Reaching over, Whore snatched the girl’s wrist with a stern look in her tired eyes, the closeup revealing makeup to hide the swelling around one. “Don’t. Please, don’t. Where will you go? What will you do? Doing that just gets us all killed. Please… stay, and at least you’ll serve your family. Don’t make it worse than it already is.”
Tears in her own eyes, Samantha regarded the woman. “T-That’s all you can say?”
Casting her gaze away, Whore spoke forlornly. “It’s all we can do, at all.”
Lip quivering, the teen wasn’t handling it well. Just next weekend she was supposed to go to a concert she waited years for. She was looking forward to prom. To graduation. She might have actually gotten a job, instead of just being a live-in set of holes. A spasm hit her chest as she suppressed a sob, falling to the counter for support as her legs gave out. “O-Oh god… I’m a meatgirl. I… I wasn’t supposed…”
Whore tried to calm her, whispering as she walked around the island. “Hey, hey… shhh. You have to smile. Even if it’s fake, even if you’ve been faking it all your life, you have to smile. They’ll go easier.” Whore looked fearfully out the big sliding doors to stare at the uncle standing around and talking, a group of guys still around Sam’s bent over mother. It looked like any regular scene, but the woman had a fear in her splotched body. “Listen, Samantha. You’re okay. Don’t think about the future, worry about right now. Enjoy every second you aren’t with them. You’re… you’re the last course, you won’t be roasted until all the others are done. You have time.”
Sniffles came from the teen, but she was already gone. As the true realization set in, she lost the battle with her mind, shutting down. Pupils distant as tears welled, the only thought running around her despondent brain was that she has become nothing but a slab of meat, further echoing and spiraling her down further. Whore matched the look of despair, though her irises shone with a terrible awareness. She hugged the striped girl, and lifted her back to her feet.
Glassy eyes were the only thing staring back, a constant trickle of crying running down her cheeks. Her makeup was already ruined from the facefucking, the already present mascara trails only being made bolder on her fur with the fresh tears. “I’m… meat…” repeated the girl, as if trying to convince herself otherwise. Instead, she was only cementing the truth. A thumb brushed her cheek, wiping away sadness and smudged liner. 
“You still have time, Samantha. It’s not even close to dark out, I’m still preparing the stuffing and sides. Do you think you can help me prep everything?”
The girl spoke with no certainty of anything anymore, dimly looking up at the bruised wife. “O-Okay…”
-
“Well, it looks like everything is prepped. Time… time to call in the turkey.” Standing straighter, Whore put up an aptly whorish posture, her fake smile clear and big. Walking to the doors, she called out. Samantha was blankly standing in the kitchen, not even hearing the words since they weren’t addressed to her. Running on minimal capacity as her mind went into shock, she distanced herself from reality. But it didn’t help the spiral, as that only reminded her how fleeting her reality was, and how little she could do to change it.
She didn’t notice Whore return, or the busty eagle beside her. Jim’s sibling, child, lover, his partner in simple terms. Her and Sam couldn’t be more polar opposites, the avian calmly striding up as her buxom body jiggled. “Whore, I just want to say how appreciative I am that you’re willing to cook me. Jim usually brings his dish over pre-cooked, but I wanted to attend the blowbang with him this year, despite it being my last. I know a whole extra roast on your plate is a lot of extra work dropped on your shoulders, but I’m so happy it’s you who’s gonna cook me. There’s no other girl in the world I’d trust with my meat. You’re a great chef, Whore.”
There was a subtle ache in Whore’s voice as she happily smiled back, lips tightening a bit. “Thanks, I’m just glad you could have fun with the blowbang before you ran out of time.”
“It’s always fun to be with friends and family, and these blowbangs are always a treat. Now it’s my turn to contribute to them.” The eagle’s softspoken joy was genuine though, in a warm mature way. Already nude, like most women at the gathering are, the avian girl was visibly relaxed as she leaned on the counter and took off her patriotic stockings. 
Whore gave an unsure look, “You’re certainly taking this pretty well.”
A slight chuckle from the big woman. “I’ve been looking forward to being Daddy’s- er, Jim’s roast since I was five. He made sure I grew nice and big to be the perfect meat girl.” Grow big and perfect she did, the avian truly stacked with assets. It was clearly the work of growth hormones, a common product for men to buy their women, especially to speed up maturity. Likely used on Whore with how big her tits were, the bird’s chest was a whole other level. While she did stand quite taller than both cats, just one of her breasts could be a pillow for them.
Flicking a glance at the broken feline teen still absently standing in the corner, watching this play out but not perceiving any of it, Whore waved the busty avian over. “Alright, well I won’t keep you then. We’ll start with injecting your breasts.” Facing the assortment of bowls, ingredients, and tools over the counter, Whore grabbed a giant syringe filled with a dark, creamy liquid.
The bird hummed pleasantly while clapping her talons together, pushing off the counter. “Well now, glad to see my tits will be even bigger before I go.” She reached down to heft the giant things, spilling out of her arms and hands. “I bet just one of these girls could feed half the party.”
The bird had seemingly accepted her fate, but Whore still took pity on the poor thing, about to happily climb into an oven to be cooked alive. “Yes, that’s quite the rack you have. But I need to follow the recipe, now if you’ll just hold them steady and point your nipples at me?” The bruised wife asked, hefting the big dull needle up to the presented chest. With a bright “of course,” from the eagle, a quick shift brought those hefty mammaries into proper stuffing position. With a bit of a sharp inhale that morphed to a moan, the baster-like syringe pushed past the snug hole in the big soft nipple. 
Once in, Whore shoved the entire thick stem through the fat bud and depressed the plunger, the liquid flowing through. As it was pushed inside the mounds of meat, the eagle’s tit grew even bigger, inflating with the new stuffing. But she was all smiles, giggling and blushing. “Wow, that’s quite a feeling.”
Both girls were captivated as the soft flesh grew, swelling to new heights. It was subtle, the rate of increase slow, but very noticeable. The bird shivered a bit, the jiggly flesh rippling with her. When it was all said and done, the breast was quite larger than its twin, both resting on the girls’s taloned arms. The feather-fur went thinner at the stuffed teat, veiny skin showing at the right angle. A quick pop and the syringe was out, before Whore put a small tube in the gaped nipple for a second.
“Just some food-glue to keep it closed.” The snowy feline said, already seeing the avian’s brow raise. It lowered once more, a calm nod being given as she tried to not draw attention to the blush on her beak. Repeating the motion, the bird was even more expressive as her other nipple was penetrated, before the cool rush began expanding the soft mound. With the bird’s other breast filled up, both nipples plugged, the girl hefted them with a new pride etched on her beak. “Kinda wish I could show these off before going in the oven.” Looking around, she spotted a bottle on the counter, grabbing it in her swift talons. “Samantha, do you think you could help apply the de-feathering salve?”
Barely rising from her stupor, the striped feline blinked up at the bombshell avian on the counter, tits even bigger than they were before, sagging with plumpness. “Apply…?” She said, almost hazy, the faintest gears in her head turning.
Still, the eagle was relaxed and patient. “You know, the gel that makes my feathers fall off while I cook. They can’t eat me with feathers, and you certainly don’t want to spend all day plucking me, right?”
Looking between the bottle in the outstretched hands, Sam looked between it and the eagle’s calm face. “R-Right…” A quick glance at Whore had her messing with the bowls she was tending when Sam first woke up, tugging gloves on. With nothing more than an unsure look with her bruised face, Whore nodded. “Go ahead Samantha, I’ll be stuffing her while you do that.”
As if in a trance, the feline followed the order, blindly doing as she was told. Obedience was likely the only thing stopping a debilitating panic attack, or worse. Grabbing the bottle in an unsure grasp, she couldn’t read the label as she began squirting it on her hands. The big avian stretched back as she sat on the counter top, fine legs extended taut as they spread, allowing prime access to a perfect pussy. Beginning without much of a plan, the striped teen brought her body close to the bird’s, rubbing the tingly blue cream over her leg.
Samantha’s mind was still in shambles, but the monotony of coating the voluptuous woman let her disassociate, forget her fate. As the shapely eagle’s feathers slowly got smoothed down with the gel, the bruise-splotched white feline pushed the woman’s legs farther, fat pussy lips spreading to give glimpse at the perfect hole resting in them. Holding a bowl of stuffing, Whore took a handful, then brought her laden fist to rest at the bird’s folds. A nod was shared, then Whore’s entire arm vanished into the spread cunt. 
Tensing with a short, shrill squawk that the woman clamped her talons over her beak to silence, she processed her body’s information of having a fist in her womb. A long wet slurp sounded as the feline’s arm retracted from the meat’s body, hand open and missing the payload now resting in the woman’s uterus. Barely getting time to catch her breath, Whore’s fist re-entered the gape-recovering vagina, depositing more filling to the womb as the bird squirmed with noises of discomfort. A repetition of wet schleps and noises of sensitivity mixed with pain came as Whore stuffed the bird’s cunt thoroughly with the mixture of bread and vegetables.
Samantha had nearly coated two thirds the eagle’s ample body when the bowl emptied and the grimacing woman sported a slight extra bump on her middle. Reaching over, the white feline crammed a wad of thick dough up the bird’s snatch, though didn’t push too deep. Letting it plug the vaginal cavity, a few more handfuls of dough sealed off the fat pussy, hole spread open around the tan substance. But while the avian had her eyes closed to recover slightly and adjust to the aching fullness in her womb, Whore grabbed the syringe used to fill her tits. Loaded up with some kind of cheese fondue, the blunt tube was pointed at the bird’s cunt. Then aligned to the small target of the urethra sitting just above the dough-gaped opening.
The squawk was much louder this time, surely heard from outside. But the job was done quickly, only the tip breaking into the pisshole. That was all it needed, plunger depressing to disperse the second filling. It retracted after the years-long thirty seconds, the bird gasping with winces as she sat on the counter. Now, Whore handed her a wooden block. “Bite this. I need to sew your labia shut.”
Quickly taking the offered implement, it was crammed to her beak and the bird braced. It wasn’t as sharp as the urethral penetration, but it was the worst thumb-tack feeling she ever had as a needle pierced the side of her fat pussy. It crossed, before making another lap, switching back progressively. A lattice of clear suture began webbing down her slit, tiny beads of red barely registering on her feathers. With a final tighten and a tie, her pussy was just a round mound with the indented zipper-pattern of the lace holding it shut.
Holding back tears, the avian stayed strong, though it was clear real pain and discomfort had set in long ago. With an appreciative pat on a thick thigh, Whore gave the signal it was over. “You’re doing great. I know it’s hard, but it’s best to get this over with quickly.” Nodding back solemnly with eyes still closed, the eagle slouched back a bit. Next, the aproned ivory cat pointed to the teen still blankly rubbing the avian with gel. “Get her front please, I need to flip her over for the anal filling.”
-
“It’s… Oh fuck, it’s so much. T-Too full…” Whimpered the bird, pudgy belly heavy with a new weight in it. Not enough to really outwardly affect her, but that would change later. For now filling most of the eagle’s large intestine was a rice-veggie combo, held inside with a thick metal buttplug that had a thermometer dial on the base. Whore pat the uncomfortable bird on the butt gently in assurance. She didn’t have words though, at least not genuine ones. Instead, she continued to truss the woman up, tying legs up and locking the bird into position. 
Hands brought behind her back, ankles tied up behind her head. The bird was big, but it betrayed her limberness. Or perhaps the position was far more aching than she let on. When done, the woman was left in a mating-press position, sealed pussy facing up as her plug’s temperature dial was visible. Huge, liquid stuff breasts sloshed off to the sides, kept contained by her own calves running up beside her form, as a somewhat round belly heaved with heavy breath. Placed on the roasting tray, she was ready to enter the oven.
Samantha wasn’t truly present for any of this, standing idly at the counter with an empty, miserable face. She didn’t notice the other feline leave, or Jim entering the kitchen. The big eagle man had dried off, semi-soft cock flopping about with leftover spit and cum on it. He merely nodded to the striped teen that had antagonized him, instead moving to the tray containing his restrained wife, sister, and daughter. He reached a hand out to her ache-hazed face, caressing down the side to get the woman to finally open her eyes again.
They brightened immediately upon seeing him, a smile etching onto the pained features of her face. “H-Hey, hon. How do I look?”
He returned her joy, “Like the perfect ‘turkey’. I just wanted to send you off, dear. Thank you for this, I appreciate all you’re doing. Eating some fat tits like yours is just another day for me, but this meal will be so special thanks to it being your meat.” He leaned down to kiss her forehead, bringing out hearts in her eyes. “You’re the best woman I could ask for, and you’ll be an amazing roast. I’ll never forget you, Jessica. May everyone else here remember your sacrifice like I will. I love you.”
“Love you too, daddy. It’s been good, thank you for making these years so perfect.” Jessica said, tears returning. “Enjoy me.”
Connecting beaks for a final kiss, Jim nodded. “I will. Find peace after the pain, you’ll be a part of all of us after this.” Farewell given, last moments spent, the two parted. The big eagle returned outside, joining the train still being run on Sam’s mom. Jessica shuddered with a sob, but found strength afterwards with a steely sigh. Looking at the apron-wearing wife, she gave a content smile. “I’m ready.”
A solemn nod from Whore, before a metal apparatus was placed in the beak Jessica held open for her, locking it open and restricting speech. Then with Samantha’s help, the tray was lifted, and placed in the oven. A timer for thirty minutes was set, and the two girls looked at the bird through the glass, illuminated by halogen orange. Whore spoke, though it was up in the air whether Sam was listening. “After the timer, the gel should have removed her feathers. They’ll filter through the grate at the bottom of the pan, so we just need to apply the first layer of glaze before putting her-“ She caught herself, tensing. “Before we put it back in for an hour and glaze it again.”
Whore watched the roast inside the tight space of the oven, the bird looking around, breathing. Closing her eyes and letting her head fall back as the heat began to set in. Turning away, the ivory cat couldn’t watch more than needed. 
-
A pleasant sounding chime brought the feline back into the kitchen, followed by her gray-furred assistant. Opening the heavy door of the oven, the two felines dragged the heavy pan out to rest on the extended grate. Samantha was no longer fully present in reality, but even she was curiously startled to see the thicc eagle now showing pink skin instead of dark feathers. The gel had done its job well, flushed skin all that covered the meat’s body. She was still conscious, looking around, humming at the cats with her locked-open beak as they began to drag a glaze-coated brush over her truly naked body.
They weren’t concerned hums, rather a muffled attempt of “how do I look?” There was still a slight smile on her beak, though it was getting more forced now that she had tasted the heat inside the appliance that would become her tomb. The bird’s skin became shined with somewhat brown sauce, extra layers placed atop the bountiful breasts and the sealed snatch. As Samantha stared at the oiled body, struggling to contain the fearful apparitions of herself in the avian’s spot, meat simply being cooked, the mature feline began sprinkling various seasonings over the glimmering flesh. Grinding pepper, dropping specks of flavorful leaves, Whore had to ask the bird to close her eyes as she drizzled the spices over her face.
Nearly sneezing, the trussed up bird spasmed in the large pan, toes curling as her body jiggled. As the two cats began to slide the meat back in, she looked around what little she could, brows curved in wavering thoughts. As the avian was pushed through the wall of heat back into the oven, Whore sadly shook her head as the door slammed shut. Newly garnished and shiny nude body swathed with the hazy oven light, the snowy feline saw the bird settle back into the metal pan as her eyes squeezed shut.
“Poor thing. Even a dedicated girl like her still gets second thoughts once it’s too late to go back.” Blowing a sad sigh out of her nose, Whore turned the dial above the oven’s handle. With the initial heating done for removing feathers and opening pores, it was now time to truly cook. Touching Samantha’s despondent shoulder, she led the younger cat away from the kitchen. Left alone in the small metal box, Jessica looked around as the hum of convection filled her senses. Unable to move besides her neck and curling her toes in, the avian started to grow uncomfortable as the temperature began to rise.
Very uncomfortable. Staring dead up, sweat slowly formed on her bared skin as she shut her eyes once more as water welled in them.
-
“Stay here, Samantha. I’ll take care of the roast.” Stated the mature wife, patting the striped girl’s shoulder. Sam dimly nodded back, sitting on the couch and staring at the wall with defeated posture. Returning to the kitchen, Whore passed the sliding doors to the outside, seeing the partygoers enjoying the event. It seemed Angel had been swapped out for another woman, Sam’s mother now resting on a lounge chair with fur painted in cum. Arriving at the oven, she lowered the thick door. Sliding the bird out, the heat was beginning to show results. 
A slight twinge to the shade of pink skin, the glaze baking on. Muscles were getting slack, the avian’s juicy body settling into the pan. The pretty face of the meat formerly known as Jessica lay in a half slack, half grimace, pain etching into a weak body. Whore didn’t want to prolong it, already applying the second coat of glaze. Jessica opened her eyes, trying to see the white feline, brows kinked in fear. “I… I can’k hee…” Whimpered the meat, beak held open.
Looking up at the bird with dismay, Whore saw the eyes, fading to grayish. “I’m sorry you can’t see. Eyes are the first to succumb to the heat. It’ll be over soon, you won’t feel anything anymore.” A long whine was all the meat could muster, merely gurgling until Whore slid Jessica back into the sweltering heat. Standing up, the feline dusted her hands with a look of distaste, staring through the window at the cooking bird weakly breathing. The woman flicked off the oven light before she left and set a timer for an hour.
-
It was a grand display, plump body laid out on various platters. Masterfully carved legs on one, genitals on another, arms on the other table, while the torso was stood upright in a central showcase. The belly had bloated quite a bit during the cooking, the rice packed into the bird’s intestine expanding enough to create a near-pregnant bulge. Enough that the perfectly hefty tits could rest upon the protruding surface of golden brown and perfectly crinkled skin, showing fine shapes and running juices. Whore looked upon the opulent table setting with the knowledge that this food was a living person just a few hours ago. But the guests arrived and began removing the traces of a body. Slicing off chunks, picking up limbs, Jim himself came to extract a large breast off the torso. Whore did notice a slight look of emotion as he gazed upon the cooked remains of the woman that was so many things to him.
The eagle nodded, then left with a loaded plate, returning to the merry crowd. When the party-goers had their first serving, the feline remorsefully made her own plate, eyeing the few deer and rabbit guests getting bowls of salads with jealousy. It was one thing to be prey, but it was somehow worse being a carnivore to the woman; needing to partake of the vicious cycle while still able to contribute to it. Just because Whore ate meat didn’t mean they couldn’t eat her. She made a second plate, smaller and more of a sampler. Taking it back inside, Whore handed the small meal to Samantha.
Upon having it pushed in front of her face, the color drained even more. Being confronted with her own fate was cruel, a terrible look as she gazed up to her aunt. The ivory cat pushed the plate further. “I know it’s bad, but you should at least eat. Honor her sacrifice.”
Taking the dish in her own hands, the gray feline shook her head. “N-No… I-I can’t…”
“A final meal is nothing to turn down.” Whore solemnly added, giving a shoulder pat before walking away. When she reached the door to the lawn, her husband was waiting for her. And Angel, and Jim, and Sam’s father. They had hard looks, shadowed by the setting sun behind them. It was almost time for the fireworks. And thus, time to start the final roast. Whore took a step back before halting, putting up her fake smile as her husband walked in.
“It’s time.” He simply stated. “Where is she?”
Lifting a shaky hand, Whore pointed. “The living room. I brought her a plate.”
Smiles spread onto the group with that, “How thoughtful, Whore.” The man leaned down to kiss her forehead, “You’re such a good aunt.”
Whore couldn’t stop him walking past, nor the group. When they arrived, Sam was frozen in fear, plate untouched as she watched them surround her. She shook on her seat, shivering with tears streaming down. Looking at the eagle as he stood before her, she begged. “I-I’m sorry! Please, I just… I made a mistake! It won’t happen again, you can do whatever you want to me!”
Jim’s expression barely changed, instead he pointed to the plate of sliced Jessica. “Finish your meal. I won’t let her go to waste.”
Sniffling, the cat took the dish and quickly ate what was there. It wasn’t much, and it was disgusting how good it tasted. In but a few minutes of frightened chewing as the group watched her eat, she was breaking down into sobs before she even fished. “I’m sorry…” She repeated, whimpering long after her last bite, flashes of the grill outside filling her mind.
Jim was unmoved. “How did she taste?”
Her uncle spoke up, shooting the eagle a look. “It. How did it taste-“
The eagle fired back a genuine glare. “She. You run your family your way, I do mine. Jessica will always be my girl, even if she’s on my plate.”
Holding up his hands, the uncle backed off with a nod. The focus shifted back to Sam then, awaiting an answer. She sniveled at the prospect, knowing she had a conversation with the very food she just ate. “G-Good. Very g-good.”
A sage nod from the masculine bird, face relaxing again. “Would you like more?”
Sam sucked up the snot in her nose as she cried. “S-Sure, but… *hic* I’m g-getting… cooked.”
Smirking, Jim finally broke the look of indifference. “Well then. It’s a good thing you’re not.”
Sam’s face remained miserable, the words not landing in the terrible reality cemented in her mind. Whore’s eyes widened though, confusion on her features. Jim reached out to clap a hand on Samantha’s shoulder as the rest of the family grinned. “Come on, Sam. You think I’m gonna stand for a pretty girl like yourself getting roasted just because I got my tail feathers a little wet?” He snorted, “Your family wanted to scare you straight a bit, stop you from doing something worth such a punishment. Seems to have worked.”
Sam was in shock. Not breathing, eyes not blinking. She looked up at the man with tears and an open mouth. “Wha-?”
Her uncle stepped in then, the man she was so scared of. Whore’s fear of him spread to her, knowing he beat his wife. But the man was all smiles. “Besides, I can’t just toss you on the grill for your first blowbang! You finally came to one, why would I make it so you would never come to another? You’ve got a lot of them to attend, especially if you want to live up to your mother as a cumdump.”
Angel came in, sitting beside the daughter still wearing the revealing bikini. Coming in to caress her face, the mother brought the sobbing girl into a hug. “Sorry for the scare, honey. But we felt it best, since you just kept going out of line. We just want the best for you, and the best is rewarding you for coming here with us finally. We know this was tough on you, so we got you those concert tickets for next month. We didn’t expect that little outburst of yours, but figured we’d make the best of it.”
Though the teen’s mind was reeling, lagging behind all this, her tears were no longer of misery and impending death. She returned her mother’s hug, truly releasing a screeching sob of emotion and relief into the mature cat’s naked breasts. Rubbing her hair, Angel comforted her daughter with gentle words and her presence as the men of the family came in for a group hug. Long moments were spent with nothing but touches of compassion, Samantha dragged back from her dark pit of despair. Whore stood beside them all, a weight off her shoulders like no else. Smiling with a genuine joy so rare from her, she conceded that keeping her out of the loop was a dirty, if not effective tactic.
When Sam’s red eyes opened once more with love and returned life to her irises, Jim clapped his hands across the room. Jerking his thumb back as they all looked at him, he boasted a wide smile. “Come on guys, the fireworks are about to start.”
Wiping tears off her fur, Sam finally smiled back. “Be right there.”

