Family Needs
**May It Stay In Fiction**


Slimshod and his daughter Natalia sat in a miserable silence, the car radio off. The sound of tires on pavement provided the only percussion to go along with the sound of labored breathing in their skulls. Did she know how angry he was, or was she still thinking about the fight?


He wasn’t angry about it for long—he knew kids get into fights, these things happen, and it frustrated him that he had to leave work early to come pick her up from her elementary school, it sure did, but he wanted her to feel like she can at least talk to him. So, he set aside his frustration. He took a deep breath, and asked, “Natalia, do you want to talk about what happened today?”


Natalia sniffled in the back seat, her arms crossed. Her eye was still swollen from where she was punched, but Slim heard that her claws did a number on the other kid. “No,” she said pointedly.


“Natalia…”


“Don’t call me that!”


“What?”


His eyes darted at her, watching her face in the rearview. He was a purple-furred horse, but she was a lustrous black-furred panther. In-between looks at the road, he watched her ears and face. Her hackles were raised.

“Daddy I want to change my name.”


“Why? Oh… let me guess, someone came up with a nickname for you.”


“It isn’t funny!” she shouted.


“What are they saying?” he asked.


She hesitated. “… It isn’t funny. My classmates, especially Rebecca, she, they’re… they’re calling me Nuttalia!”


Slim’s hand clenched on the wheel. Ugh, it hurt his soul… and those punks were calling his ten-year-old daughter that? “That’s crap, kiddo. Look, I’m glad you showed them you’re not a pushover, when I was a kid, that ‘just ignore them’ stuff never worked. But I can’t just ignore you getting suspended, and your Mom isn’t going to be too happy either.”


She gulped and looked at him with a sad kind of acceptance. “Oh no, what are you going to do?”


“Well as punishment, I’m thinking maybe we’ll start with, ‘no blowjobs after school’ for a week!”


She hissed. “Daddy, you’re the one that keeps saying I gotta know how!”


“Well, you do, but now—”


“And you kept telling me to!”

“Well if that is how you feel about it maybe your Mom will think of something worse to take away, like maybe your phone?”


Natalia gasped and hissed. “No! I need that to talk to my friends!”


“Maybe now you won’t take my cock for granted!” he teased. “You know, if you had sisters, they wouldn’t be as lucky as you. Your mother knows you have a future ahead of you, Natalia. But if you keep getting into fights and thrown out of school, you’ll probably have to sell yourself to a sugar-daddy as a trophy fuck-wife.”


“Like Moooom?” Natalia asked.


“Yup,” snorted Slim, as the car pulled onto their street and toward their house. Slim’s wife Brandy was already coming out to meet them…


“I got a call from the school, how is she?” asked Brandy, her huge bosom heaving. Baby-fat clung around Brandy’s belly and she had a wide, soft ass… but there was no question Brandy was athletic and powerful. She was as distinguished as she wanted to be, but coming out of the house Slim found her to be wearing nothing but a long cloth tied around her bosom and a tight g-string. She was peering into the car, and groaned as she saw Natalia’s state. “Dammit girl.”

Natalia gasped. “You’re not really going to take away my phone, are you?!”


“You know, I have half-a-mind to!” hissed Brandy. “Getting into fights… Get your panther-booty into the house, c’mon!”


Natalia hissed as she left the car, mumbling about how unfair things were. Slim followed after, locking the car, closing the front door, and hanging up his keys in one rehearsed motion. Just as rehearsed, he walked into the living room and up behind his wife as she sprawled herself over the back of the couch, her cooch hanging up for him. He unzipped and released himself, and began hot-dogging her thick, dripping labia.

Brandy leered at her daughter from the couch cushions, supported by her elbows (and perhaps her bosom). Natalia was in the love-seat opposite the table. “Slim, hon, I’m going to want that up the ass tonight. And hard.”


Natalia gulped. This was a sign that Mom was furious. Brandy had a sigh of relief as Slim slid his long horse-dick up higher and then into Brandy’s broad, powerful butt-cheeks. The pleasant sting of being penetrated helped Brandy focus her anger, and she glowered at her daughter again. “Now talk.”


Natalia gulped and went on a babbling stream about how the “school social app” had a rumor spreading on it, one about their family. Now everyone was calling her Nuttalia and making jokes about her! And the first thread was started by Rebecca, so obviously she had to pay!


“And what rumor is this?” asked Brandy. “And what app, what kind of school has an app where kids can bully each other?”


Slim opened his mouth to suggest something, when it dawned on him how utterly bad it would be if he was right. He was closing his mouth again, when his daughter made that bad idea horrifyingly real.


“MeatMeet!” answered Natalia. “Everyone at school uses it, even the teachers!”


‘That’s irresponsible,’ thought Slim, although it answered a lot of questions too.


“MeatMeet?” Brandy echoed.


“It’s where people made of meat can meet! That’s the gag!” Natalia said. “The teachers love it because they say people should meet face-to-face, so you know you’re meat, and not like, a robot?”


“What the… no, it’s an app for people to meet and either be meat or take the meat, it’s for fucking,” said Slim.


His panthers looked up at him quizzically. Slim huffed. “I used to be active on it, a few years ago. But honey that isn’t a school app…”


“Slim did Natalia’s school pick up this rumor because something you might have done on this app?” Brandy growled low as she asked, and Slim felt the heat.


He started humping harder, the clap of him pushing into her tight panther cheeks drowning them both out slightly. “Well it isn’t the kind of thing that you’d expect teachers to encourage to students, babe…”


“But whatever, right?” Natalia interrupted. “Rebecca started it!”

“Well I’ll end it,” said Brandy. “Harder Slim… hnf! Better… Natalia this app sounds like it isn’t any good for you. I want it off your phone, now hand it here.”


Natalia shook her head. “No, please, I won’t fight again, I promise!”


“No, no, if it is messing up your schooling, then you can’t afford to have it. Now hand it here.”


Natalia fished out her phone and held it hesitantly toward her mother. “Wait… can I just, give it to Daddy?”

“Why?” asked Slim.


“Yeah why not your mother?” asked Brandy.


“I dunno!” Natalia whined. “It’s just, embarrassing or something! Please don’t delete my MeatMeet, can’t you just…”


“Take it away for a week?” said Slim. ‘She’d rather keep the app and lose the phone for a week huh?’ “What do you think honey?”


He thrust hard into Brandy, making the cat curl and trill. The sudden pleasure must have helped, because after a half-minute of deliberation, Brandy shrugged and said, “Fine, Slim, confiscate her phone for a week.”


“Do I still have to suck Daddy’s cock every night?” Natalia asked while setting her phone down on the table.


“Not every night,” said Brandy. “Is that how often you’ve been doing that?”


“It’s good practice,” said Slim.


“She doesn’t need that much practice, she’s supposed to get a good job so that she only has to suck cock when she wants to!”


Slim shrugged and hunched over his wife’s ass, trading speed for sensual, deep penetration. Brandy purred. “She is your daughter though…” Slim panted.


“Can I go play now?” asked Natalia.


“No way girl, get your panther-booty up to your room and start studying. Suspended, ugh… You’re not missing out on your school-work just because you can’t go to school, you hear me?”


Natalia growled and shuffled off to her room. “Rebecca’s not doing homework right now!”

“Rebecca isn’t my daughter!” shouted Brandy. They heard the door slam, and the two parents sighed.


“Ready to have another one?” Slim joked.


Brandy snorted. “And give us both an excuse?”

Once in her room, Natalia threw her backpack and herself down onto the bed. She huffed and stared at the ceiling before opening her bag. How is she supposed to teach herself exactly? The teacher usually has them answer the questions at the end of a language arts chapter, but she really didn’t want to do that!

She missed her phone… but she knew she wouldn’t get it back if she slacked off, so, she started the next chapter of her language arts book. She flipped around, reading the mumbo-jumbo it had to say, before finding a story they were meant to analyze. “Bluebeard” stories, along with a sample of one.


She began to read.

-

Later that night, Slim was investigating his daughter’s MeetMeat account from his own—he wanted to find something suspicious before he invaded her privacy more directly, although she wasn’t a teenager yet and part of him felt she shouldn’t even have a phone.


Brandy’s head bobbed beneath the covers at Slim’s hips. She surfaced and asked, “Anything we should know about?”


“Not yet, the school has their own MeetMeat page, and I can tell some of the teachers are a bit… alternative, but so far? Nothing I really disapprove of.”


“And the students?”


“Brats, mostly. I found the threads where Natalia was being bullied—it isn’t as bad as some of the other shit, but I don’t like the idea of this getting worse…”

His brow furrowed, focusing on a strange detail on Natalia’s MeatMeet page. The bar that listed Natalia’s “carted” posts, essentially liked posts, listed a sample of them—one of them was his. “Well shit…”


“What?” gulped Brandy, slurping over his dick.


He started looking through her “MeatCart”, and more than a few of the carted posts were from Slim’s MeatMeet. One of them was from four years ago during Halloween, a video he recorded off his phone. Its accompanying text explained, “Now that my daughter’s in bed, time to enjoy my candy.” He kept the volume low and pressed play, and relived the two little tabby-cats, twins, that he’d packed away and blew out into candy-and-costume filled condoms.


His daughter liked this… well, carted it, and after he took a look through the recent notes, he realized quite a few students from her school had carted this video too.


Was this Natalia’s fault? Did she find this, or did a friend find it and realize it was Natalia’s father? He thought about what to tell Brandy about this. “Apparently some of the students at her school are following my MeatMeet account,” he said.


Brandy gulped and gagged, a rare thing for her, and surfaced again. “They’re following your account?”


“Guess that’s why they’re calling her Nuttalia if they realized her Dad has a weird hobby.”


“Has? Had, right?” Brandy growled, stroking his dick up and down with her paw. He didn’t buy the subtext and smiled at her.


“Yes, but maybe I shouldn’t tell them that.”


Brandy tilted her head. “Oh?” she asked, and twisted her thumb on the tip of his dick, slowly crawling up his body. He recognized the lust in her eyes, it wouldn’t be long before all she could think or talk about was sex.

“Yeah,” he said as she proceeded to mount him. They locked fingers as her hips caught the tip of his dick and held it still, her loins ready to swallow his rod. “I think I’ll respond to a few threads, say how anyone making fun of our daughter is welcome to investigate the truth themselves.”


“Ohhh, my beautiful hubby sure loves his cubs,” panted Brandy. She rocked her hips along the first few inches of his cock, before slamming down completely. They grunted together, and Slim pushed to meet her. “Oh Slim, you’re… you haven’t started that again? Have you?”


“No Brandy,” he said. “But they don’t need to know that.”

“Oh I get it,” she purred. “Nnng, but tell me again about all that cum that gets made when you do, that’s the part I like.”


“Oh I know you do,” he teased.


They went at it for the better part of an hour, twisting and moving about the sheets until all the bedding (and them) was on the floor. But then Slim’s ear shot up and he heard a loud creeaak from down the hall, at the stairs. Not a confident creak either.

He looked up, his wife purring beneath as he took her doggy-style—she remained focused on enjoying his cock, while he listened for the next, inevitable slow creak. ‘Why is she sneaking downstairs?’ he wondered.


If she’d gone quickly, he might have just ignored it since she was normally well-behaved. But not with recent events, and not with sneaking and creaking around. He grunted and sped up, unloading into his wife’s ass, before getting to his hooves and wiping the sweat from his brow. “Be right back babe, will you keep the oven on?”


“Uunnng I’m in melt-dooown,” she groaned, drooling onto the floor. “Hurry back, whatever it iiis.” She started fingering herself and shaking her butt, and Slim felt his loins yearn again.


“I’ll be quick,” he said. He threw on some pants and headed downstairs to see what Natalia was up to.


And Natalia wanted to see what Slim had been up to. On the way down the steps, she imagined she was like the terrified wife of Bluebeard, about to discover what horrible secret is locked in the forbidden room. There actually was such a thing… She hadn’t gone more than a day from being grounded before going stir-crazy, and she was determined to find out what was in that room. Bluebeard’s previous wives, perhaps?

She went to the kitchen to fetch the house keys, hidden away in a jar. After hours stewing in her own childish fantasies, she was halfway to thinking that maybe she was a princess or something, and maybe she’ll learn who her real parents are! But once she was in front of the locked door under the stairs, she wondered if she really wanted to know… She hesitated with the key in the lock… was she really ready to see the previous wives of Bluebeard? Heads and bodies and old dried blood?

She took a deep breath and turned the lock. Clunk.

“What are you doing kiddo?”


Natalia jumped high, hissing and frizzing at the tail, her slender muscles betraying their secret positions beneath her shiny soft fur. “Dad!!”


Slim cleared his throat. “Why are you opening Daddy’s private room?”


Natalia frowned and threw open the door. “I wanna know the truuthhff—ooaFUUUCK!”


Natalia backed away, her hands covering her mouth. She hadn’t gotten Bluebeard or red-blood, but a different color. Slim rolled his eyes and stepped behind her, kneeling down. “You happy?”


Natalia blushed and stepped into the room. The right-wall had hangers and a rack, packed with suits, old clothes, a big safe, stacks of boxes… but the left wall was shelves full of color tinted, stretched plastic bags full of pearly liquid. Each bag was so full that it threatened to spill off the shelf, and each one had a large photograph taped to it—and a name.


She recognized all the names, but they were not long-lost parents or previous wives. They’d all been young, younger than her. She stood in front of a condom that used to be a school friend of hers. In fact, it was the same friend that meant to sleep over with Natalia Halloween night, the one she “carted”.

“Lylie?” Her costume was still inside, hidden deep in the pearlescent fog of fluid.


“What did you think was in here, Natalie?” sighed Slim.


“I dunno! Like, maybe it was like Bluebeard and my real Mom was in here and—“


“Wait, real Mom? Hun, we’re your parents. Trust me, I was there when it happened.”


“I dunno!” she hissed.


He rubbed the bridge of his brow. “Like Bluebeard, jeez. Well, congrats kiddo, you know the truth, you know about my used-condom collection.”


“Yeah I do, and I know who this is too!” she said, pointing at Lylie’s condom. “I know your secret Daddy! What are you gonna do about it?”


He stared. “What.”


Natalie fidgeted, growing awkward as all her daring statements failed to have the big effect on him she hoped for.

He just yawned and turned on the closet light, and then rapped his knuckles against the big safe. “Natalie, my collection isn’t the reason you’re not allowed in here, it’s because that’s where I keep my gun safe.”


Natalie opened her mouth to comment, and then mumbled. “Uhh… Oh…”


“Natalie were you thinking I’d add you to my collection if I caught you in here?”


She shrugged and hissed, her tail curling her legs.


“Hon?”


She shrugged harder, and said, “Well, some of the kids at school are saying you’ll nut me, that’s why they’re calling me Nuttalia.”

“Natalia you have nothing to worry about, you’re already ten for crying out loud.”


“I know…”


He reached forward and took the keys from her. “I’ll be hiding these in a new place tomorrow. So is this why you’ve been acting out? Your friends found out about me on MeatMeet and now they’re saying I’m going to nut you?”


She nodded. “I thought it would be worth it if I was like, a princess and that my mom was in here.”


‘So she thinks I’m more likely to be a biological parent than Brandy?’ Given their species, he wasn’t sure if he was flattered or worried.


“Well, we’re your parents, first off, but most importantly, you have nothing to worry about.”


“I’m not worried ‘zactly!” she huffed. “I’m not a little kid!”


“Mmm hmm.”


“I just… I’m not afraid of you Daddy, I was just… I dunno, I was bored, and that story… And Rebecca!” She stomped her foot.


Slim nodded sympathetically. “Yeah I get it. I mean, I can’t accept you sneaking around, but, I get it. Don’t you worry about it though; Daddy has a way to make it all go away.”


“Is it getting eaten?” Natalia asked, her face puzzled.


“No, dang sweetheart I just said I wouldn’t eat you!”


“Well… why not?”


“Why not? What do you mean why not?”


“I dunno, maybe, am I gross or something?”


“Oh for Heaven’s sake—” he started off, when something snapped into place in his mind, and it clicked. “Oooooh. You’re… interested in what Daddy does, aren’t you?”

She blushed and hissed. “No! Not really! I mean… Maybe it is a little cool? Like maybe in a dorky science way.”


“Oh you take that back,” laughed Slim. “You’re not my daughter.”


For a moment she was horrified, her maw gaping! She hissed and pushed on him. “You just said you are my Dad!”


“Yeah but that’s like a sale in my opinion and now… I kind of want a refund.”


“Hiss!”


“I’m cancelling your subscription.”


“Daaad!”


“Alright alright. But you put that old video of what I did to little Lylie here into your MeatCart, and I want to know why. Your mother wants better for you than what Lylie got, so you don’t want that either, right?”


“Yeah!!” she said pointedly. “Of course I do! I just, I dunno, it was fun to watch, fun to look at.”


“So… you just like looking at it,” said Slim. “Right?”


Natalia nodded.


Slim sighed. “Alright, well, I think I have some ideas. First up, I’m going to keep an eye on your MeatMeet, I don’t want you talking to adults on it—just your friends, and if your mother decides to delete your account… well, you don’t need it, really.”


She sniffled, her muzzle rumpled, biting back a hiss. But she nodded.

“Good. So, you like to watch huh? Well I got something better than MeatMeet… how’d you like to watch some more grown-up vids with me sometime kiddo?”


She froze. He’d never seen her so still. “Really?” escaped her.


“Yeah,” Slim smiled. “It can be our new thing. I’ll show you all about it—but I don’t think your Mom would like to know. Oh, and if she finds out, make sure you tell her you only like to watch.”


“Oka—“


“OH,” he interrupted; they’d started walking out of the closet, Slim turning off the light. Natalia bumped into his thigh just as he turned around to speak. “And you better only like to watch, because if you get yourself cock-swallowed by anyone I’ll hunt down your used condom and pour you into your Mom’s ass.”


“Okay okay!”


“Okay, good, now… off to bed!”


She scampered up the stairs, and he locked the closet again. He felt a little worried for her, but, maybe she’s just the… feeder type, yeah, that’s a thing, right? With his genes, she’d have to have some kind of itch for it… but she’s meant to be something. He’s putting his hoof down about this.
_

Slim’s solution to the bullying problem actually worked, with mild annoying after-effects. Natalia was back in school by next week, and students both feared and were in awe of her, the daughter of the purple equine who promised to show anyone interested exactly how he made that video… Natalia was earning the scrutiny of her peers more than ever. Natalia wasn’t shy, though, and her volleyball uniform probably helped her reputation too.


Slim was waiting for her in the car, watching her as she left the gym after practice—quite a few kids not on the team followed after her with unsubtle excitement. By next year it could be even worse; Natalia’s uniform betrayed the first signs that his little girl was maturing.


It made him want to slam her on the hood of the car and enjoy her at this age while he still could… but he also wanted her to not get used to that, not get used to being a cock-sock. As she approached, he glanced at the package on the passenger seat.

“It’s fine, it’s a great loophole,” he said to himself, and his penis throbbed in agreement.


Natalia opened the car and got in. “Hi Dad!”


“Hey. Things going alright still?”


“Yeah, Rebecca is now saying that I’m a liar and that you won’t cock-vore anyone. She’s calling your bluff.”


“Wow, what a bitch,” Slim said.


“That’s okay though, other kids think I’m kind of cool and no one else is messing with me, so it’s way easier to ignore her!”


“Well let me know if she gets worse and maybe I can prove her wrong.” He turned on the engine and looked up at the rearview in time to see her scowling at him. “What.”


“Daddy, I don’t want you cock-voring any of my friends.”


“Why?”


“I dunno, it just… feels weird, it makes me feel weird, and not in that way either…”


He frowned, but his penis bulged in his pants, wanting her. “Don’t tell me it’s jealousy?”


“No!? Why would I be jealous of that? I’d die!”


“Yeah yeah,” Slim mumbled. “But if you get jealous we’ll have to stop. Remember, the deal is that you don’t want to be cock-swallowed, and as long as you don’t…?”


He lifted up the package. Her eyes lit up and she reached forward, grabbing it. She slid the Blu-rays out and saw a lewd, porny scene of adults and cubs exposed on a sandy beach and groping each other. In the center of the cover was a herm-horse woman lifeguard, cock-swallowing two cubs at once, while the porn-stars next to her rubbed a familiar white fluid into their fur like lotion.

“Oh cool they came in!” Natalia cheered. “Cum Fun in the Sun, and Cum Fun in the Sun 2!” She took a slow, even breath, and shivered.


Slim grinned at her from the rearview—he was excited too. His dick was a thick column shooting down his left pant by the time they got into the house. As soon as they were in the door, Brandy called out for Slim from the kitchen, and his nostrils caught a thick musky smell.

“Run upstairs and get my laptop, I’ll be right behind you,” Slim said. Natalia agreed and Slim slid into the kitchen, finding his wife bouncing her hips on the table while mashing her mound. She leaned up, sweating, and licked her lips as he undressed.

“There’s my favorite horse…!” she purred.


“Hey babe,” he said and slid up onto her. “Need help getting dinner ready?”


She nodded. “I just am having so much trouble with this damn oven…” She wiggled her hips. He smirked and started to slide his cock into her, the two of them crooning. Once she was satisfied, he gathered up his clothes. “I’m heading upstairs.”


“Hmm, does Natalia need more ‘help’ with her homework?” Brandy asked with a raised brow.


“Yeah, sort of. Informational videos.”


This satisfied Brandy too, she just puffed her lips and whined. “Aww, too baaad.”


He shrugged. “Yell if you need me.”

Brandy winked and licked her wrist, the panther purring and rippling her buxom body. “Mmm hmmm!”

Natalia hadn’t waited too long. She had her father’s laptop set up on her desk and the Blu-ray ready to go. She was holding her stuffed giraffe, and Slim saw her hips going. “Hi Dad!” she squeaked, as if he’d caught her doing something she shouldn’t… Reality dawned on her though, and she blushed and turned away from her naked father.

He sat next to her, the girl bouncing on her disturbed bed and falling against him. She yelped as he put an arm around her. “You wanna get naked?”


She shook her head, breathing hard. Her paw moved for the wireless mouse, the cursor hovering over the play button. “I’m good.”


“Alright,” Slim sighed, and grabbed his cock in his other hand. “Ready when you are.”


Natalia had a face that said, ‘What am I even doing?’ But she pressed play, and that was how Slim and Natalia watched their first vorno together, just father and daughter masturbating next to each other while watching actual footage of children Natalia’s age being digested… on camera!

Cum Fun in the Sun: It was like a cultural documentary with a jaunty narrator, an homage to summer, vacation, tourism, and the beach scene. What is the cool thing to do this summer?


“Fuck and eat each otheeeer!” screamed the beach crowd of mostly amateur porn-actors (perfect for vornos). It seemed the comprehensive summer experience didn’t include much else other than the actors doing just that, all while feigning that this was an everyday kind of beach visit!


Minutes in and the life-guard already had her horse-nuts stuffed with four mewling, humping cubs half Natalia’s age. Licking her lips and rubbing her nuts, she cautioned, “Always remember to wait thirty minutes before swimming after a meal.”


Her balls glorped, and they went round and still. “Oops, I meant, thirty seconds.” She winked over her sunglasses, before a cheesy star-shaped window cut out to the next scene, in which three rows of densely packed actors, including children, were waiting for the masturbating life-guard to nut all over them.


“Always remember to wear sunscreen!” the narrator chimed in as the horse orgasmed all over the other actors, who began rubbing it into their fur.


Natalia was gasping for air. Slim was casually stroking his meat while thrusting up into his fist, when he noticed his girl seemed to be struggling. “Is something wrong sweetheart?”


Natalia shook her head, hesitated, and then with a whimper, began pulling at her uniform. It was so tight on her…


‘Did she keep it on on purpose? She knows how much I love her in this damn thing…’ “Atta girl,” he encouraged, and reached to help her.


“Daddy…” She purred low as he stripped her, and as soon as her loins were exposed, she dipped her trembling paw down onto her mound and smooshed across her tiny clit. “Nnng!”


“Hang in there kiddo,” Slim grinned, and groaned as he flexed his cock in his hand, feeling pre run down his knuckles. “These vornos only get hotter!”


“No way!”


Yes way, although most of the sex and consumption ended up involving adults and stayed in ironic ‘safe waters’. The life-guard, however, had a clear preference for eating cubs, and some cubs at least ate each other in the background. In the waves, cubs and adults alike found themselves slurped and swallowed by large preds. Sex-exhausted actors were racked out over warm coals and buttered up, before hungry surrounding actors used mirrors to sun-cook the orgasming, exhausted prey until their fur mixed with the butter.

They only got half-way through the whole vorno before Slim felt himself getting close… “Oh shit!”


He grabbed Natalia and pushed her head onto his cocktip. “Dadd-MRPH!”


“Quiiick!” he panted, securing his flaring tip in her esophagus. He barely made it, as his balls began to gush down her throat. She whimpered and teared and struggled. “Sorry Hun… I almost came on your bed…”


She hissed and choked, cum running out of her nose in cute bubbles. She glared at him… but soon caught her rhythm. She started drinking with well-timed gulps.


“Atta girl,” Slim said, and swatted her butt. “No messes.”


He stood up in front of her, and pushed his full length down into her body. Her claws dug into his chiseled ass, the girl groaning in pain as her chest was invaded. He could feel himself cumming directly into her stomach now…

He tapered off just as her belly visibly bulged with jizz, and then he pulled out, catching one final squirt on her face.


“Ewww,” she fussed, licking her lips and paw and cleaning herself—but she did swallow all of it. Her tummy grumbled with appreciation.


“Wanna keep going?” he asked.


Natalia burped and coughed. “No, um… I’m… good for today. Tomorrow?”


“Nnf, yeah, you got it,” he said and patted her head. “This is fun, don’t you think?”


She blushed, her tail going flat and glossy and curling around her leg. The corner of her mouth curled, a smile trying to escape her mouth like a mouse. She kept it shut tight. “Yeah,” she said coolly.


He destroyed her cool-act and ruffled her hair. “Daaad!”


“It’s almost dinner time anyway,” said Slim.


The next day they watched the sequel; it had fewer cubs than the first one, but they were focused on more, from them getting fucked to them getting sensually gulped down. It was an all-new beach and an all-new cast, but the story was the same—this is what summer is really about.


There was an agonizing six-minute scene that left Natalia gasping and fanning herself, in which a stunning, muscular buck was receiving a lotion-massage from a small, eager harem, including his massive wang. His wang… plus one occupant. The doe-girl chest-deep in the buck’s cock must have been his daughter, they looked too much alike!

“Yeah massage her in, ladies,” he sighed and lounged, arms behind his head. He let the ladies do all the work, including masturbating his young into his nuts. The doe’s panting head was just about to be slurped, when Slim fished into his pants pocket (folded on the bed) and pulled out something that startled Natalia.


“Uuhhh Dad?!” she gasped.


“Huh?” he asked, holding the condom in one hand. It was a big one too. “Oh, this is just for clean-up, relax.”


“Clean-up?” Natalia asked, suspicious but horny. Her eyes crawled up and down his length, and she watched his balls for a moment.


“Yeah,” he said slowly. “What, you… want me to cum in your throat again?”


“Oh… oh!” She remembered yesterday, and took a laughing sigh of relief. “I thought that was… for me!”


“Of course not, remember the deal?” he smirked. He opened the condom and stretched the ring down his length, just as the doe-girl on the screen vanished from sight, recorded here for their delight! He had the condom’s rim snug near his sheath, before he resumed masturbating, groaning as he humped the air.


Natalia rolled onto her back with her butt raised and watched the screen from between her legs. Her pussy was a noisome cauldron, her fingers applying firm force on the soft folds and crevices of her sex. She watched how casual and relaxed the buck looked while the bulge of his daughter reached his nuts—and began to soften. His little girl was dying inside his body, and the weight of that fact was lost.

It was like all the dignity and gravity of her death and digestion was going right to Natalia’s pussy. “Fuuuuck!” she whimpered, then sobered suddenly, and looked at her father. “Eep!”


But he agreed with her! “Fuuuuck!” he groaned, and just as the buck began shooting off all over himself, covering his eyes with what remained of the doe-girl’s bathing suit, Slim began to shoot too, and filled the condom.


Natalia kept splitting her eyes from her father’s swelling, sagging condom, and the excitement on the screen.


The vorno was well onto something else by the time the two calmed. Neither was sure what was happening in the vorno anymore, and Natalia had crawled onto his lap without realizing it. She was nuzzling his cock and poking the full condom. “Wow Daddy, you didn’t even eat and you came so much!”


“This is nothing,” laughed Slim. “And I can’t even compare it—semen made from prey is just… smoother, richer, feels better.”


“Oh…” she said with a little bit of disappointment.


“Don’t worry, this still felt great!” Slim said.


“Hmm… Hey Daddy?”


“Yeah?” asked Slim.


“Well, does it matter if the prey is… young or not?”


“Oh, definitely.”


She tilted her head, looking at the screen—something purely sexual was going on, no one digesting just yet, so she ignored it, even as she stared longingly at the screen. “Do you think that buck… eats other kids?”


“Maybe, probably, why?”


She purred a little. “Is it better if they’re your daughter?”


Slim opened his mouth, closed it, and then opened it again, “Alright I should probably see if your Mom needs anything.”


Natalia sighed. “Oh, yeah! Um… should we finish this later then?”


“Oh you can keep going,” Slim said, putting his pants on. “But maybe not tomorrow. Let’s take a break.”


“Oh…” she said, her ears folding with disappointment. “Did I say something wrong?”

“Uhh… no sweetie, but… I think your Mom would prefer I wait until you’re older to answer those kinds of questions. Just have fun for now.”

“Mmm, okay,” she sighed. “See you at dinner Daddy?”

“Yeah.”


He’d only just gotten out of the room before he felt his dick harden in his fist, followed by a desperate need to cum. His balls groaned, feeling empty. He could practically feel the walls trying to clutch at absent prey… He was sweating as he ran for his shower, threw on the water, and started jack-hammering his dick.


His mind flashed with lewd images, from Natalia asking her dirty questions, to a condom filling up with her volleyball uniform floating inside.

“Fuuuuck, she wants it so bad,” he groaned. “She wants in me… No, she made an agreement, we made an agreement. She’s just being nosey. I got this… It’s okay to just think about it…”


Yeah, and thinking about it had him spraying against the tiles in seconds. The relief it brought, and the cool shower he took, had him feeling collected, controlled, and clean. He felt like a new horse.

Then he got downstairs and saw his daughter, and completely nude. She was talking to Brandy from the living room, hanging over the back of the couch. They were talking about dinner, but as soon as he saw his daughter’s raised butt, that lust came rushing back, and he rushed onto her and into her.

“Aaack! Daddy!!”

His cock inched down her rectum.


“Daddy not so rough!”


“God, this ass!” he groaned.


Brandy stormed in and hissed. “Slim! You horn-dog, can’t you go one day without fucking your naked daughter?”


“Yeah Dad!” hissed Natalia, her face pained with his rough intrusion. He hilted, withdrew, and thrust into her, and she coughed as if punched in the stomach.


“Slim did you hear me?” Brandy asked.


“Fuuuck!” Slim shouted, and began humping faster.


“For heaven’s sake…” Brandy sighed. “Well mister you better bring that kind of energy to our bed tonight!”


But that night, the only way he was able to get his wife screaming for mercy (and begging for more), was by imagining what he would do to his daughter if they had been a ‘vorno family’, like those deer. He kept his fantasies to himself, even as he satisfied his horny MILFy wife to unconsciousness.


He was still horny, though. As his wife slept, he looked through his phone’s tantalizing gallery. He stopped on the video that started this whole mess—Natalia’s friend Lylie… was she really jealous that her friend was the decadent cream-filling sitting in the room under the stairs? Or is she just naïve? Oh but he loves that in cubs…!

He wanted to eat, bad… With ancient habit, he went onto his MeatMeet, where he used to meet meat for his meat…


“Oh damn…” he mumbled… “That’s a lot of notifications… Oh… oh shit…”


It seemed threatening those students had ballooned his… popularity. A few were even sending private messages to him and commenting. He was used to getting solicitations from parents looking to free-up some of their house-space, never the cubs themselves…

They had no idea what this site’s actually for. Licking his lips, and encouraged by the spasms in his cock, he started filling up his “MeatCart”.

_


Pulling back on the pedal was the right choice, but it wasn’t easy and the next few weeks were tough. Slim was getting along with Natalia better than ever, and he was alone with her often. Their vorno bonding time was down to two days a week, and that alone kept his balls aching. He just wanted to give his daughter everything she wanted…

A lot.

They’d finished quite a number of vornos now, and Slim was pleased that Natalia favored the same ones he did, but it worried him—she had a clear preference for adults eating children that had a pre-existing relationship, including fathers and daughters. He pulled back on the pedal… but he didn’t let go.

His daughter was enjoying the time together, even only at twice a week it was enough to keep her off of MeatMeet… which was great for Slim, really great… Everything seemed to be going fine.

Then he picked her up from school one day and sensed something was off. Natalia avoided eye-contact and shot down small chat, and kept her arms crossed for half the drive.


He sighed. “Everything alright at school kiddo?”


“Its fine… I guess some kids went missing but, who cares, right?”


“You’re not being bullied again are you?”


“No??” she said in her distinctive, confused tone—he wasn’t surprised, and believed her—he’d been watching over her after all.


“Then what’s up?”


She just glared at him and kept her mouth shut.


He sighed and let it go—he didn’t appreciate his daughter stone-walling him, but, she was also getting older and he wanted to offer her some independence, it is why she got to keep her phone! He decided to do something about it if she didn’t cheer up soon.


He talked about it with Brandy that night while they were fucking—they tended to do a lot of anything while fucking. It boiled down to, maybe he shouldn’t worry about it. “You’re right,” he said, and made his wife into a purring ball of afterglow.


He was half-asleep, drifting off to Brandy’s slow, regular breathing and not much else. The melodic white-noise was soon interrupted, as Slim jolted to the instinct-rousing sound of something not right.


Creeeaaak…

“Oh she better not be,” he whispered. He checked that Brandy was still asleep—didn’t want to disturb her beauty rest. He’d get this sorted.


Naked apart from his hoof-fitting slippers, he went downstairs and headed for the front door. His post-coitus consciousness was ready for bed. Dreamily, he assumed his growing daughter was in the ‘break out of the house’ stage.


But the door was locked! “Right,” he mumbled to himself, ‘So where’d she get off to?’ He was about to check the kitchen, when he noticed that the door under the stairs… was ajar.


Slim was fully awake now. “… Fuuuuck.”

He marched over and threw the door open.


A shrill gasp escaped Natalia, turning around to face her father.


“How the hell did you find those keys young lady?!”


Her body and her lips trembled, but then she pursed them and furrowed her brow. With a stomp of her foot, she pointed at the shelves. His eyes followed, and over the five new additions to the collection.


“Yeah? And do you have a good reason to be out of bed Nat?”


She took a breath before it spilled out of her, “Daddy you promised you wouldn’t eat any more of my friends!! You promised!”

His brain skipped like a record, and he twitched his head as he processed this. “What? Natalia, what are you talking about, I haven’t touched your friends. And what promise?”


“I told you I didn’t, I didn’t…!” words failed her and she kind of just stomped, a subtle growl in her chest.

“Didn’t want me to, yeah, I remember… but I didn’t agree to… ugh, nevermind. Honey, I know who your friends are from MeatMeet and I was careful not to—”


She screwed up her face and pointed angrily again. Slim tilted his head, looking at the photo of the shy little blood-red vixen with the amazing butt he’d had the other day. He felt a pang of guilt, even as his dick felt a wave of warm blood and his balls gurgled at the flavor, held in memory, all that was really left of her now.


“Shit, she was a friend of yours?”


“Yeah, we were going to hang out next week… Daddy how could you…?”


He snorted and ran his fingers through his hair. He shrugged. “Well… sorry I guess? I didn’t know.”


“But Daddy… that’s not better!”


“Why does this upset you so much? What about Ruby, or Felicity, or Carrie? Why this girl?”

“It isn’t just her! Why would you watch those vornos with me and then do this Daddy? Aren’t… aren’t I… good enough?”


His face fell. ‘Oh shit,’ he thought a couple times. He unfolded a chair he kept in here for when he revisited old memories, and sat down. “Come here, sit on my lap.”


She stepped forward with a sniffle and he lifted her up onto his lap. Irritatingly, he felt his dick throb, half erect and bouncing between his legs. They were both naked, and her fur was so smooth…


“Why do you not like me cock-voring other girls?”


She sat sniffling to herself for a long time, and he could tell by her eyes that she was thinking hard. “B-because… because… I dunno!”


“How does it make you feel?”


“Bad! I dunno, it’s weird, like this hollow feeling, or like… It feels… like everyone in class got a treat but I didn’t…”


“You feel… left out?” he asked. Could that really be it?


She sniffled, hesitated… then nodded. “I feel left behind.”


“Natalia you’re lucky.”


“Then why does it feel like I’m not?” she asked. “The kids stopped bullying me, but I keep thinking how they thought it was weird that I’m still here! And I think it’s weird Daddy! Look!”


She pointed at the first four condoms on the shelf, with names like Ruby, Felicity and Carrie written on the photographs, the best tombstones girls like that could have expected… But Natalia knew and remembered who they were, Slim did too (as did his balls).


“Yeah, I get it,” he said. “You’re surrounded by cum.” 

“No you don’t, you don’t know how I feel…” she whined. “You don’t know what it is like to see everyone getting eaten but you…”


His voice raising to match hers, he growled, “Okay sweetheart, but do you want to die? You know these girls died happy but they’re still dead.”


“I know! Th-that’s not the point!” she hissed. “I just… Daddy… I just… don’t wanna be left out anymore.”


She hugged him, and he felt her tears enter his fur, stain his skin…


Then her hand went down to his balls, rubbing. “I don’t wanna be left out… I wanna be in…”


Slimshod felt the heat of his frustration leave as if he’d stepped out into the Arctic, and a slithering fear worked into his bones, while an electric excitement filled his muscles. He began to sweat; his mouth was dry… He was panting.


He licked his lips, and a complete-works of powerful, inspirational and responsible parent speeches sailed across his mind… but all that escaped his lips was, “I… oh fuck it… Get in me girl!”


The shock of hearing the first genuine threat to her life gave her a sobering jolt of reality, Natalia’s eyes widening with alarm. She… hadn’t expected to get what she wanted! She looked down at his balls, seeing them for the death-casks they really were… Then, Slim plucked her chin and fed her lips to his, and kissed deep.

“Mmph!” she squeaked, as she felt her father’s tongue invade her maw. She struggled a moment, her paws both trying to push him away, and hug him back.


He broke off, staring into her eyes… She was gasping, her tongue hanging out. He was panting harder, his cock hardening fast. Natalia made a glance at it.


“Dad…dy?”


Slim licked his lips, and he stood up. She hopped off his lap and backed away, staring up at him with a worried look. Zeroed in on her, he closed the door…


“W-wait, you’re not… not going to do it here—now, right?” she mumbled. “I-I mean, it’s gotta be special and cool, like on the cameras?”


“Naw, that’s just porn…” Slim said, and stepped toward her.


He could smell her arousal. His was unsubtle, his cock was pointed at her and over a foot long. His tip was flaring, and his cum-slit oozed pre.


“But… No Daddy, not… like this?!”


“We both want this,” Slim groaned. They reached the wall, and he put his hands on it, framing and trapping her. She huddled against the wall and slid down it, onto her butt. Her eyes flitted from his cock to his eyes. A damp spot stained her panties…


“I ch-changed my mind, I wanna but…”


“Shhh, it’s okay Natalia,” he panted. “This isn’t any different than the other girls, I promise… This is everything we want. Fuck kiddo, I never wanted to see you live past age four!”


She gulped. “Really?”


“Yeah…” He lowered his hand to his cock, circling his cockhead with his fingers, and slowly spread his slit open to let her see inside. “Natalia I just wanna give you everything you want… and… I want to have everything you are… Do you understand?”


Her lips trembled, but she nodded. She had that, holy shit, I’m gonna die look, but as he eased his hips forward, she didn’t hesitate any longer…

She breathed hard from fear, but despite it, she tilted her chin up to meet his glowering hole, ready to be meat for his meat. “I-I l-love you D-Daddy,” she cried.


“I love you too Natalia… Now… let me swallow you whole.”


Her gasp was quick as his slit slid over her muzzle, the flare pushing into her face. His hand moved to stroke her face, before curling around the back of her head… and pushed. He curled his back and groaned as the first sips of flavor were extracted from her fur.


“Oh fuck I can already tell I’m gonna nut hard!” he barked, and his hungry cock lurched to meet her head. He felt her resist him, but his hand was steady, and she didn’t resist for long. As her skull slid into his cock, he felt her give in, and push in too. With a pop, he felt his flare slide down her neck, and nibble at her collar bone.


He pressed his forehead against the wall, staring transfixed at the sight below him… He stroked the side of her head through his cock. She was whimpering and her fear had fluffed her tail, but her paw reached up to grip his fingers, showing that she still trusted him…


She trusted him to put her in his nuts and put her on the shelf.


His eyes practically rolled in his head as he humped down onto her torso, beginning the feast. Pre-cum slid down her body like a glaze, and her hands nervously twisted about themselves on her lap as the cock slid over her smooth, petite breasts—what little growing tissue there was, overwhelmed. His balls wouldn’t stop growling—it felt almost nice, like a vibrator, but he wanted to stop it at any cost.


Still, he took his time, let himself enjoy her.


She should enjoy herself too. “You’re doing great sweetie, we’re making great—ffff progress! Ahh!”


He swore as his cock stretched further, his slit sliding over her tummy… Next was her fabulous ass.


He was hunched, knees bent. His equine ass tightened, his tail bouncing left and right, betraying his stoicism with the honest joy he felt now… With a grunt, he stood, and moaned as the pressure in his cock shocked his brain.


She squealed too, her head so close now to his sheath that her voice carried down to his prostate. His huge dick only got bigger as it ate, her entire torso fitting inside snugly. His hands reached for her ass, gripping deep into her soft round cheeks. He pulled her up against his cock, thrusting down on her before slamming his hands back on the wall. With a powerful flex, his dick lifted her and he pushed her ass against the wall, and humped.

Gulp by gulp, he forced his daughter’s prodigious booty into his flared-tip, and watched the trembling, vague shape of her face disappear into his sheath, and finally his hips…


He pulled his cock up against his chest. “It’s only down from here…” he panted.


He stroked her amazing thighs and nuzzled her dainty paws, before giving a line of kisses down her shins and giving her thighs a long, sensual lick. Her toes flexed and her tail twitched and whapped him; he chuckled and felt her up and down inside his dick.


He could feel her flavor trickling down into his nuts, stimulating them… He could feel cum trickling from the walls, a strange pleasure but it reminded him of indigestion…


Even with her halfway down his cock, it took all his focus to keep from snarfing her like a cheap burger.


His cock throbbed with each inch of daughter that disappeared—he kept the gulping at a minimum, but it was like trying not to swallow a soft-chew candy before it’s completely gone. It was slow, just letting her sink, but her flavor was worth the discipline, and he felt a warm glow in his chest as he felt Natalia starting to finger herself inside there… He saw her hand working beneath the inch of flesh trapping her…


“That’s my girl.”


His teeth chattered and he moaned loud enough to feel his voice bounce in this small space—her head had reached his balls. He felt her face splash into the thick pool awaiting her, and he felt her cry into the bubbling white spunk. Her face twisted inside his nuts, and he couldn’t tell if she was trying to nuzzle his walls or if she was just scared… Yet she kept pleasuring herself.

Composure regained, he spanked her butt-bulge and chuckled. “You’re a real tight fit Natalia… Should have practiced on more of your friends, like maybe a dozen more.” He stroked her face, and that calmed her somewhat. “We’re almost done… Hey, at least you don’t have school tomorrow now, huh?”


He pressed his hands on her feet. He took a deep breath, and pushed. His knees shook and he felt a drop of sweat slide down his back, and another off his nose. Pre ran down his cock until the skin was completely slick. Push-pop like, he fed his delightful treat down into his nuts, feeling her shoulders, chest, and belly file in quickly. Her spine obeyed the curvature of his balls, so even as more and more of her spilled down in and stretched him out, his balls maintained some small semblance of their original shape.


He wished he had a mirror in here, so he could fully take in the action… He stroked her lovingly as her toes vanished through his bubbling, slurping slit, and felt her butt, thighs, and the rest of her collapse with the full force of her weight into the cauldron below…


“Gaaaah fuuuck!” he seethed, fingers digging into the walls, cock spasming as it settled into its original shape, feeling pleasure so extreme that he’d have orgasmed fourfold from it—if his well-trained balls didn’t know there was prey to be digested.


He collapsed onto the floor, cradling his balls with his legs. He rubbed at his daughter. “We did it, Natalia… you’re all mine…”


He could feel her crying inside him, sense her salty tears, but her hand met his and their fingers aligned—they pressed together hard, feeling every last moment together.


“Hhhdy…” It took a moment, but she chanted it over and over… Daddy. He smiled and used his other hand to stroke her face.


“There there. Does it hurt kiddo? It won’t for long…” He saw her other hand too—it was still occupied on her loins, and he snickered. “Or maybe you’re having the time of your short life… I love you honey… I promise I’m going to nut hard as fuck when you’re done melting. Nnnf, I love you Nat, but I’m so glad you’re dying in my sack…”


“Hh oov ou hoo Hhhdy! Hh oov ou!” He felt her whimpering in there, but he felt he understood her, understood her love. But what was happening to her, he understood better. His balls vaguely held her shape, but cum was pooling up around her, and soon she wasn’t able to talk much. His balls pulsed and roiled in his lap as meat was processed. He watched her melt away, and he practically drooled from the satisfaction it brought. His cock drooled too, dripping a thick puddle of clear pre onto the floor. He stroked and rubbed her, their hands pressed together, until her hand drifted away…


He couldn’t move for a time, not until she was well and completely digested. He just felt her up in there, feeling her mashing and melting, becoming smaller and smaller chunks… until his balls were just squishy sloshing orbs again.


“Fuuuck, fuuuck, she’s so fucking dead in there, so digested…” His beautiful, loving daughter—always a bit of a handful, and now just a handjob away from being reunited…


Panting with the effort, he dragged himself off the ground and waddled to his folding chair and sat down. He reached into one of the boxes, filled with condoms. He pulled out a wonderful one, black with little glowing speckles. Once it stretches the opacity will give way and show off all that nice white cum, but it should still match the girl the cum used to be.

Slouching and relaxing, the gasping equine ex-father held his child-devouring cock without a hint of regret, and pleasured himself. He opened the condom with his teeth and free-hand, and started pulling the condom down over his shaft. His mind raced with memories of Natalia, all the sex and nudity, but also the colds and school events and calming her after a nightmare—it all felt like porn now, every innocent little thing… because it was all his now, all his cum, his pleasure…


And now all he had to do was let it out…


“Natallliaa…!” he sighed, eyes closed, as his balls discharged. Pulling up against his hips, the sound of cum audible as it rushed out from his nuts to breach his tip, his entire malehood felt the ecstasy in waves that seemed to splash over each other. He could feel his digested daughter splashing around the same way, both in his balls, and in her new home…


Rope by rope, each as thick as Natalia’s arm had been, his orgasm pushed the condom away from his tip and carried the semen with it, filling and spilling out in front of his cock. The weight dragged his bulky dick down, the condom spilling across the carpet as it grew fat with panther-infused semen. He jackhammered himself, the motion of his hand shaping the way the cum spilled into the condom, slowly stretching the black plastic until the pigment was subtle, and the glowing speckles most obvious at the sides of the bulging condom.

This was his daughter… this was his daughter going into this condom…


He wished he could do it again…


Gasping as if he’d run a mile, his balls still heaving against his hips, Slim’s orgasm slowed to a crawl, and he felt the satisfaction of afterglow cloaking him. His nuts were normal sized, his dick leaking only dripples of semen, and the condom was plump and ready for the shelf, nothing more than a swirl of pleasure and good memories.


He unwrapped his cock and tied the condom good and tight. He stared at the condom for a moment, contemplating how, now that all the pleasure is over and he’s in his right mind again… his daughter is gone.

“Well, not all gone,” he said to himself, and hoisted the heavy load into his arms. “Actually, let’s get you to bed kiddo… I think I’ll leave you in your own room awhile. Besides, my best photo of you is in my wallet, and that’s upstairs.”


A death in the family was no reason to stop being practical.

-


“You… horny… HORNY fucking bastard.”


Brandy shook her head, leaning against the door frame. Slim was just finishing, rubbing the tape in place that will secure Natalia’s photo to her coffin.


Brandy held a glass of wine and took a deep sip, blowing stressed air out her nostrils when she was done. “I hope you are proud of yourself.”


“Yeah, actually, I made our daughter happy,” said Slim, sitting on the bed. “What else can a parent want for their kid other than that they’re happy?”


“Is that what Ruby, Carrie, or any of our other children?” asked Brandy.


“I swear they were all satisfied,” Slim said and kicked his legs up onto Natalia’s bed and hugged the condom as if it was her, well, as if she was still herself.

“How would you know?”


“Well I satisfy you don’t I? I know… Speaking of which…”


He curled his finger, inviting her.


“On her bed?” Brandy gasped. “Slim you horndog you wake me up in the middle of the night to tell me you digested our last living daughter and now you want to fuck on her bed?”


He smiled an award-winner, the dry crescent of his lips cut her down in an instant. “Oh baby I can’t stay mad at you…!”


She practically jumped on him, and he laughed as she giggled and the bed creaked and the wood splintered from their weight. The whole frame shook, and Natalia’s condom slid just enough out of the way that they wouldn’t pop it.


“I think she likes to watch,” Slim joked, feeling the condom jiggle against their working bodies. “So Brandy, wanna try this family thing again?”


She locked her lips with his and stole as much breath from him as she could. “Does that answer your question my insightful horse?”
