
The huge Samoyed was getting married, and he couldn’t wait to finally see his bride.


Both sides of the aisle murmured in excited, hushed tones. The families of the betrothed were as eager as Sebastian was. Heads peered behind shoulders, looking at the screens that framed the back of the congregation. Ahead, was the canopy, altar, and of course the groom.

Sebastian and the lioness-priestess both had white fur and suits, contrasting with the blue of the artificial lake behind them and the greenery that surrounded it. It was a balmy, early spring day, with hints of wind and a cloudless, sunny sky. Sebastian and the priestess were framed by the canopy, woven with white roses and yellow roses. The most sentimental family members were already sniffling from the beautiful scene.

But some were excited in other ways… Adults and children from both families were sneaking their hands down into slacks or up skirts, often their own, sometimes not. Sebastian kept his hands to himself, but his package fought against his slacks, visible even from the backseats.


His stomach growled…


The tension among guests and groom awaited a knife to cut it, binding them all for a few more seconds. As the wedding march began to play, the crowd gasped with excitement, heads turning to the back of the aisle.  A human musician using a glass harp coaxed the almost celestial resonance out of the glasses, and Sebastian felt hypnotized as he watched the flower-cubs step out from behind the screen.


Smiling like princesses and princes, they wafted down the aisle while tossing and trickling petals behind them. The last of the cubs were a husky-girl and a fox-boy, both in black suits, each carrying velvet pillows. A white cloth hid what was on the pillows from view. But suffice to say, both precious items were ring-shaped.

At last, the bride entered the aisle. Hearts fluttered and breath became light as everyone’s eyes took in the pregnant, bulging belly. A thick-set arctic vixen stepped down the aisle, her dress long and flowing. It was fitted around her round, firm stomach, with no fabric to hide her domed tummy. Her naval bulged proudly from the rest of her. Lacings on the side of her right-thigh kept the gown together, and could be undone.


The expecting-mother walked past the sniffling, smiling guests. Her mother whispered, “I am so proud of you!” as she passed, and the expecting-vixen took her place in front of the altar. She huddled a bouquet of roses in her arms and smiled at Sebastian. He sniffed at the air, a pungent, husky smell was emanating from the vixen. Everyone else could smell it too.

The music finished and the priestess cleared her throat, lifting her arms to greet the guests.


“We are gathered here today to witness the marriage between Sebastian Augustus and Monique Thyme. Marriage is a powerful, ancient thing, preceded only by love itself. Its purpose, power, and sanctity fluctuate in time; love is adaptive, mutable, and sometimes mercurial. In our day, marriage must be the same. We are here to honor that adaptive love, and join Sebastian and Monique together for as long as fate may have it.”

Sebastian and the pregnant woman smiled at each other. He reached forward and touched her belly—it was slightly smaller now, the scent thicker. A small trickle of fluid escaped out from under the hem of her dress and crawled across the portable carpeting.


“Sebastian…” began the priestess.


He looked up, nodding.


“Do you take Monique to be your lawful spouse, to adore and enjoy, to pleasure and be pleasured by, for as long as your soul and loins shall yearn?”


“I do.”


“And Monique?”


The blushing pregnant vixen rubbed her tummy. “Just take my word for it…”


The priestess nodded. Excitement mounted as the little boy from the fox family walked toward Sebastian and offered him the velvet pillow. The pregnant vixen began to pant. She set her bouquet down on the altar and hopped up onto it, wiggling her ass along the smooth surface. She spread her legs and leaned back, the priestess helping to hold her.

Sebastian plucked the white cloth off the pillow and revealed the “wedding ring”. The ring… was a thick, glittering faux-gold condom.

Sebastian sighed with excitement and undid his slacks. Unbuttoned and pulled down, his bulging balls slipped out into plain-view, right in front of the little boy, along with a fat, bulging sheath. His cock aroused from the sheath in four, bouncing flexes, and flopped down onto the pillow. Sebastian took the condom into his fingers and slid his dick forward, toward the little fox’s muzzle.


“This is my favorite part,” someone from the dog side whispered. “Just call me old-fashioned, but this is how a real wedding should go.”

The little fox-boy folded his ears back, gulping in fear. The penis began to gulp too—gulp him. Sebastian sighed with pleasure as his cock pulled the little boy’s head right up into his huge dog-shaft, replacing the condom with the boy. Sebastian helped hold the velvet pillow up while he sucked the fox up onto it, and into his body.


“I’m so proud of my little boy!” someone from the fox family sniffled, watching their child disappear into the groom. Gulp by gulp, the guests watched that little fox-boy butt lift into the air and disappear into the Samoyed’s tapered tip. His legs and tail were slurped away far more quickly, and Sebastian’s nuts hung down low.


“That went far more smoothly than during the rehearsal,” a fox said.


“Well that’s because your little girl was two years older than my son…!”


“Tch.”


Someone shushed in the crowd, and everyone watched as Sebastian rubbed his pulsing, squeezing nuts, churning the distinct form of the little boy into semen. With each heave of his nuts, the shape became rounder.


“Oh gosh, the baby’s coming…” panted the pregnant woman. “Sebastian, you better hurry honey… my waters’ gone…” The priestess had helped unfasten the vixen’s dress, peeling it aside to show her glistening sex. Her vaginal opening glowered, framed by impressively large and ruby-red labia minora.


“Almost done…” Sebastian braced his hand on the altar to steady himself, eyes rolling in his head as his nuts became fully round. He panted as digestion finished, his cock feeling stronger and thicker from the meal, the caloric energy differential of flesh and semen having been paid out to his carnivorous cock.

“Alright Sebastian, just as we rehearsed,” the priestess asked. “Isolate the wine.”


“Yeah… the wine,” he chuckled. He pointed his cock away from the altar and jacked himself, focusing on his intent. “Isolate… not too hard, just the extras…”


Sweating, tail-wagging, Sebastian felt his loins hitch and buck, his cock bulging with sudden orgasm. “Hold some baaack~!” he moaned, and his cock began to spurt ropes of semen out onto the ground. Cameras flashed in the audience, more-so from the fox-side.


“Oh my little boy did so well, oh, here comes his suit!”


Sebastian drooled as a thick cluster bulged out of his cock, bursting from his swollen rod like a party-favor. A previously black, stained suit spilled out onto the carpet, and with the next cock-gush came the little cub’s bones, starting with his skull and ending with a rope of cum that carried all of his tail vertebrae. The steaming pile of cum-soaked bones, clothes, and trace fur rested in a spreading pool of semen as the predator collected his composure and urged his orgasm into remission. Panting, he patted his balls, feeling the four gallons of cum he’d managed to isolate wobble inside.


“Woo,” panted Sebastian.


“And now you may proceed with the ring,” encouraged the priestess.


Sebastian smiled and held up the condom, and stretched it over his cock. “With this ring, I vow to live a life of pleasure and ecstasy with Monique, in sickness and in health, in bed or in public.”

The vixen was practically drooling as she watched him—seemingly oblivious to the fact that her nephew’s bones lay discarded mere feet away. “Yes, yes, please…!” she pleaded as Sebastian waddled in front of her, balls sloshing between both their legs. His cock flopped down onto her belly.

“Thank you for agreeing to be my partner… this is like a dream come true…!” the vixen said.


“I’ve known you wanted this our whole lives. You’re the best girl-next-door ever. I’m glad you would have my child.”

“And I’m glad you would have me,” she chirped, batting her eyes at him.


His stomach growled and so did he. Licking his chops, he pulled his cock back and positioned himself with familiarity and skill. “Oh I’m going to have you alright, in every sense…”


They both tilted their heads back as Sebastian slipped into her hot depths. Her pussy grabbed him tight and pulled him deep. He pressed into her thinning cervix, causing the vixen to shiver. “That feels so nice…!”

The human musician seemed to frown at this, remembering how when his wife had delivered, it had been a day-long procedure and she’d felt like her body might tear itself apart. He hoped they appreciated how privileged they were, these animal-folk.


The vixen experienced little pain, her contractions were quick and rapid-fire and orgasmic. She tilted her head over the priestess’s shoulder, leaning into the lioness as Sebastian fucked the vixen. By a similarly abstract physiology as Sebastian’s gluttonous cock, the vixen did not discharge blood and amniotic fluid, but gushed cupfuls of femme-cum over Sebastian’s sensitive member. His cock was her epidural, and she was simply too horny to feel anything but bliss.

Sebastian slobbered over his lips and gripped the vixen’s shoulders, his stomach growling louder. “I’m gonna cum…”


“Oh gods, I love you Sebastian…”


He licked her face. “I love you too…” he panted, as his hand drifted to her domed tummy. He rubbed her firmly, eliciting a gasping squeak from his partner. “I especially love this little miracle you’ve given me…”

She nodded, her hands touching his chest. “I’m so happy, oh Sebastian! I can’t believe you’d really do this for me, for our child…! Please, do it, like I’ve always dreamt!”


He opened his mouth, tongue curling under her muzzle. Her eyes stared transfixed at the back of his throat, as that tube loomed toward her, angling so that she could see down into his body…


“Ahhh…” And then Sebastian’s head closed around the arctic vixen’s head.


The alter shook as he slammed his cock up into her womb. He felt it dart underneath the squirming bundle of joy inside. His balls lurched into his hips as his second orgasm expanded his cock with fluid once more. Hot, thick boy-cum spilled into the tip of his condom and expanded out, the condom quickly filling up the rest of the vixen’s womb. It bulged her stomach, inflating her and pushing the unambiguous silhouette of a child out from the vixen’s stomach.


“Mmmph!” the vixen squealed, clawing at his suit as the drooling dog-maw slid down her neck. It was difficult to tell if the glulp glulp glulp sounds were more Sebastian swallowing, or more the sound of his dick gushing gallons of cum into that womb.

The guests cried and cooed, marveling at the miracle of childbirth and matrimony happening all at once. The fact that Sebastian’s teeth were snatching up the vixen’s tits and swallowing them into his gullet did not prevent cameras flashing and whispers of how wonderful a day this was for something so beautiful. More than a handful of the guests also had a handful of themselves, fondling and massaging and masturbating.


With the condom displacing the baby and the mother’s supernaturally empowered labor working just as hard, the shape of the unborn child wedged down the vixen’s womb, lower, towards Momma’s boundary, toward light, toward Daddy.

“GRRRMMPPHH!” the vixen screamed, her tail pounding the table and her toes curling. Her body tensed as a great, orgasmic contraction helped push the baby down the path of least-resistance, assisted by Sebastian’s bloating condom. With a great splash of translucent, faintly milky femme-cum, Sebastian’s cock pulled out of the orgasming pussy and carried the newborn kit along, cradled partly on his penis and nestled in a dimple in the condom. Most of the condom was still inside her, filling as Sebastian unloaded.


The guests gasped. “There she is!!”


“Oh gods she’s beautiful!”


Sebastian grabbed the perfect girl-next-door by her ass and shoveled her into his mouth, gulping her away. The condom stayed taught on his cock, pulling at her womb from the inside as the beach-ball sized invasion struggled to escape. Once his teeth closed over her ass, the condom finally escaped amidst the vixen’s final push. Femme-cum sprayed through the air, catching sunlight and emitting rainbows as the glittering condom settled onto the altar, an afterbirth defined by Sebastian’s phallic conquest of her nephew.

The crowd gasped in awe as Sebastian lifted his head up and swallowed the vixen’s ass whole, quickly slurping up her legs as her face traveled down his chest and into his stomach. Once he was slurping over her knees, her hands were visible in his gut, touching around inside, exploring her lover’s interior just as he had explored hers. Then, with a slurp of her toes, Sebastian swallowed the mother of his child away, packed tight in his gut, ready to be digested just like her nephew.

Sebastian belched, lifted his newborn daughter off the filling condom, and turned to show the guests. “Everyone, I’d like you to meet my little girl…”


“The bride looks beautiful…!” the fox family crooned, even as the vixen-mother squirmed in Sebastian’s trembling, taught stomach. She whimpered inside, the detail on her form through his skin just barely sufficient to see that a hand was working hard between what must be her legs…~!


Sebastian sighed as his orgasm abated. He stroked his cock to work the last few pumps of cum out, and then worked the condom off his cock, holding it up by the opening. The priestess took the opening from him and fetched a large, crystalline goblet from beneath her altar, and began to pour the “wine”.

Sebastian tickled his crying, whimpering daughter. Soaking wet and covered in cowlicks from her experience, the cum-soaked kit grabbed at his fingers and tried to suckle them like a teat.


“Awww…!” Sebastian cooed. “You look just like your mother. Bleeech!”

He burped a piece of the mother’s dress up onto the baby, along with a rolling, stew-like exhalation of digesting-meat smell. It carried just enough of what you’d expect to catch Sebastian by surprise, but it was overpowered by a savory, appetizing smell like a slow-cooker preparing a hearty meal.


“Mmmmph!” the mother wailed from inside Sebastian’s stomach. Whether she was in ecstasy or agony, she was struggling hard inside him, yet pleasuring herself. She wouldn’t last much longer, Sebastian had a powerful stomach.


The priestess tied the condom and set it aside, holding up the “wine” filled chalice. “And now will the bride’s ring-bearer kindly produce the ring?”


The husky girl bounded up to her big cousin and presented the pillow. The guests leaned forward, eager. Sebastian’s claws plucked at the white cloth and lifted it from the velvet pillow. And there it was, the second “ring”, a tiny silk choker with a gem-studded heart-shaped clasp.


He lifted it up.


Speaking on the child’s behalf, Sebastian said, “With this ring, she vows to live a life of pleasure and ecstasy with me, Sebastian, in sickness and in health, in bed or in public.”


He winked at the guests, who snickered. He lay the mewling arctic kit on the altar, her head facing him and the guests, and attached the choker to his newborn daughter. The choker was a snug fit.


Smiling, the priestess nodded. “And now, Sebastian and Monique will drink of the wine, toasting the goddesses and gods of pleasure and consumption. Honor them as you honor your own pleasure, for they are one and the same.”


She knelt down and lifted baby Monique’s head up to the rim of the chalice. The fox barely drank any, it mostly slopped down over her. Then, the priestess handed the chalice to Sebastian, who drained the chalice of his fox-fed semen. He set it down with reverence.


“I now pronounce you married and mated. You may face-fuck the bride!”


Sebastian howled with joy! His hands reached down, one cradling Monique’s head while the other grabbed his cock and guided it to her whimpering little maw. The guests stood up and cheered, throwing hats and favors and handkerchiefs. They stomped, whistled, clapped paws, and many of them hugged each other in joy.

“I just love arranged marriages…!”


“She’s so young and lucky!”


“I’ve been waiting for this wedding ever since Jacky showed us the ultrasound!”


None were as happy as Sebastian though. Tilting his head up to the sky, he slid his happy, throbbing dog-cock up into his new wife’s esophagus, and his hungry newborn daughter gulped it down. She suckled like it was her mother Jacky’s breast, her body hungry for nutrition. “Nnf, nnf!” Sebastian could hardly handle how tight her throat was. So small, fitting his huge cock into a child barely larger than his own dick was a challenge. She couldn’t weigh more than his dick did!


Her throat bulged and bulged as he pushed his cock in, wedging his throbbing knot into her toothless mouth.


Pop! Her choker snapped. It slapped the table, sending the clasp skittering across the altar’s surface. Photos flashed.


Sebastian whined, his tail wagging as he thrust into her in lazy, slow motions. The baby gulped over his cock as if she were a 30-year experience sex-worker, a professional. “Nng, you suck dick just like your Mom…”


Sebastian patted his stomach, the gurgling, rounder mass wobbled. He belched. “You hear that Jacky? Your daughter took after you!”


He felt a weak motion inside and a hand press out from his stomach. He smiled and leaned down onto Monique, smothering her in his gurgling guts. “Say bye-bye to Mommy Monique, this is your only chance to interact with the woman who bore you for me before I finish gurgling her up for lunch.”


He felt the baby fidget underneath him… she probably hardly understood what was going on, but he felt Jacky move to nuzzle her child. Sebastian teared up a little, feeling sentimental. He remembered the first time he talked about marriage with Jacky, only for her to share her idea instead. It had been the only time he’d jizzed his pants in his entire life. He’d been a bit nervous, too, naturally. Marrying someone you haven’t even met yet is kind of frightening, but after Jacky’s belly started to show, Sebastian had known they’d made the right choice.


“Oh Jacky, you provided me a child, a wife, and an excellent lunch,” Sebastian sighed, belching the last of Jacky’s air away. He felt her go limp inside him, his stomach crushing her half-digested, weakened body up into pulp.


He pulled up, giving his baby a chance to breathe (for as much as that was worth while choking on a dick that snapped a choker). He patted his noisome gut, feeling his ex-lover’s remains swirling inside, nothing but stew and good memories now. The proof of their union lay struggling on Daddy’s dick. He placed his hands on both sides of his baby daughter and humped her maw harder. He clenched his eyes as he felt himself getting close.


“Here it comes baby-girl, here comes Daddy’s milk Monique! Open wiiide!”


He curled his back, tail wagging as orgasm took him. His balls shrank just a little bit more, pumping the cub’s own body-weight in semen into her tiny, pudgy belly. The little cub whined as her tummy swelled, spilling out over her fidgeting legs.


Gasping, he tugged his knot free of his bride’s mouth and jizzed over her with the last few of his shots, and settled into afterglow. Sighing, he lifted his lopsided, cum-inflated daughter-wife into his arms and turned to face the guests. He then knelt down and kissed Monique on the mouth, and fought his tongue down into her throat, lapping up semen out of her throat and stomach.


The guests’ fervor escalated at the kiss, and the priestess held her hands over her chest and smiled wide. “Ah… amor…”


Sebastian broke the kiss, licking his lips. He rubbed his nose against his baby’s face and smiled at the two, now united families.


“Thank you all so much for being so patient. I know all of us have been anxiously waiting for this day. I remember when we first told Jacky’s family that I wanted to marry our daughter, and we hadn’t even conceived yet! They were so excited they threatened to lock us in the cellar until a baby was made for me to marry!”


The fox-side of the family laughed with modest embarrassment, the dog family smiled at them as if they were quite sage.


“I watched my best friend grow the love of my life in her belly for 9 months… Now, my best friend is becoming assfat and muscle-mass, and the bride I’ve been whispering to through inches of flesh is in my arms… I promise you this though, you won’t have to wait long for me to consummate the marriage. I’ll fuck my new wife right into the wedding cake. Whose ready to party?!”

As if the guests couldn’t get more excited! Monique burped and whimpered in Sebastian’s arms, her stomach struggling to digest all that hot cum. Sebastian picked up the bouquet and tossed it high into the air, all the tiny little girls from both families spilled into the aisle to catch it and began to fight over it. The scuffle was so chaotic that Sebastian couldn’t keep track of it, but when a little girl emerged holding the bouquet in victory, he discovered it was his husky cousin. And that bouquet wasn’t all she had, two fox-tails were also sticking out of her lips, and she slurped them up with a burp.


The guests clapped and everyone gathered their things to head to the reception. The priestess handed the condom “ring” to Sebastian to carry to serve as more wine during the reception. Carrying his cum-bloated new wife, father and daughter walked off towards their new life as a lawful couple.


“So how long do you intend to stay married?” the priestess asked. “Humans usually say, ‘until death do we part.’”


“Oh I’m sure that will be true,” giggled Sebastian. “Isn’t that right Monique? Hee hee, someday I’m gonna eat you up just like Mommy… Hmm… I’m thinking… that she’ll never reach 1st Grade.”


The priestess sighed and shivered. “You’re definitely a man with good priorities. I wish you a pleasurable marriage.”
