The Vixen leant back in her chair, closing her eyes as she yawned, stretching her arms out. The white glare of the computer monitor reflected off of the lenses of her glasses. Sitting back up in her chair she looked at the monitor again, the pages full of business text making her eyes glaze over again as she scrolled through the pages of small, densely packed text.
Her paws went back to the keyboard, her clipped nails tapping against the keys as she continued to type, more words filling the screen as the tapping of the keyboard filled the room with quiet noise.
Finally she stopped, and yawned again, stretching in her chair, her firm breasts pushing against the tight black blouse she had decided to war that day, the sensation of the fabric of her bra against her breasts jolting her back to a state of wakefulness.
Sighing, the Vixen rolled her chair back from her desk, stretching her legs out as she did so, extending her arms out behind her head, her knuckles popping as she flexed her fingers. Leaning back in her chair the Vixen closed her eyes and began to daydream.
In her mind she was on a tropical beach, far away from the gloomy, overcast afternoon that had kept her in the house, the sound of light rain against windows, replaced by the soft sigh of the waves against the golden sand. She wasn’t wrapped up in jeans and a blouse, instead wearing the skimpy little bikini that she had bought 2 years ago and hadn’t been able to wear since; the thin black fabric standing out strongly against the light cream fur that ran down the front of her chest and the insides of her legs.
At first she was alone, save for the songs of tropical birds and whisper of the sea breeze, but she became aware of a presence next to her in her dream, turning her head to look she saw another fox walking down the beach towards her, he was obviously male wearing only a pair of long, blue swimming trunks.
Catching his eye, she waved to him, motioning him come join her, and looked him over appreciatively as he walked closer, his feet crunching on the sand, the muscles in his legs and chest shifting under his fur as he walked over.
Outside of the daydream the Vixen shifted slightly as her bra-strap dug into her shoulder lightly, her breasts pushing slightly more against her blouse.
Inside the daydream, the Vixen played with one of the shoulder straps of her bikini top, pushing it slightly to the side as the Fox finished his approach, as she stood up to look him in his eyes. Reaching out and grabbing his chin, she pulled him in close, and kissed him, the expression of shock in his eyes quickly giving way to pleasure.
She pulled away from the Fox, her lips slowly breaking the kiss as she stared into his eyes, before she wrapped her paws around the back of his head, her fingers intertwining in his head-fur, before she pulled him close and kissed him again, pressing his body against hers as she pushed her tongue into his mouth, her tongue coiling around his, as her breasts pressed against his chest.
Outside of the daydream the Vixen started to shift again as her bra-strap dug into her shoulders more insistently this time, her breasts pushing against the white cotton prison that slowed their expansion.
The slow expansion of her breasts pushed the Vixen and the Fox apart, breaking the kiss, as they separated the Vixen grabbed the Fox’s paws with her own and brought them to her own, her nipples hardening through the thin fabric as the Fox ran his hands over her breasts, his hands lightly kneading them between his fingers.
As she let the Fox play with her breasts, the Vixen’s hands ran down his chest, over his stomach and onto the crotch of his trunks, feeling his cock through the fabric, her hands stroking his length through his shorts as it grew larger and harder under her ministrations.
Her breasts strained against her bikini as the vixen pulled the Fox’s trunk down his legs, exposing his erection to her, his large cock jumping up as it was freed from the confines of his swim shorts, the smooth pole rubbing against the Vixen’s slit through her bikini, as she pressed up against the Fox. Her hands undid the knot that held her bikini top together as the Fox slowly pulled the lower half of her bikini down, his paws caressing her hip and thighs as he pulled the narrow string down her curves.
The Vixen didn’t notice the buttons on her blouse popping off as her expanding breasts became too much for them to handle, revealing her breasts which were overflowing her bra, the white fur piling over the straining black fabric, her hands running over them as she panted in lust.
Back inside the daydream, the Vixen pressed up against the fox, his cock rubbing against her slit, as his hands ran across her backside and the inside of her thighs, massaging the flesh, as her pussy slid up and down the pole beneath it, leaving a glistening line of juices on the topside of it.
The Vixen raised herself as high as she could, standing on her toes, before the tip of the Fox’s cock pressed against her slit and slowly lowered herself down, letting the massive pole fill her as she sank lower and lower on it, eventually stopping with almost three fourths of the Fox’s rod inside her, the heat of it making her pant in pleasure, as the Fox breathed lightly in her ear, his hands supporting her as she moved up and down on his cock.
The vixen continued to ride the Fox, each time she moved down sinking a little bit further down his pole, the juices of their mating making each movement just a little bit easier, making him plunge a little bit further inside her his hot cock filling her more, making him groan just a little bit loader as her pussy squeezed his cock a little tighter each time.
She didn’t notice the snap of her bra, as her breasts surged forwards, growing faster as her panting intensified; a small patch of dampness spreading over her jeans from her crotch.
She slid down the Fox’s cock, his hips thrusting up against her, their combined movements growing faster and more intense as their pleasure increased, her pussy rhythmically contracting around him, milking him as she panted louder, his thrusts becoming more forceful in response, until he hilted himself inside her, his sheath pressing against her slit, the fur quickly becoming stained with the mix of pre-cum and juices that were now flowing from her.
As the Fox pulled out again the Vixen felt the beginning of a knot start to form, the bulge tugging against her clit, making her moan loudly as it was pulled out of her, then pushed back in, bigger than before.
The swelling continued as the Fox continued to thrust rapidly his long sure thrusts becoming shorter and faster as his knot grew, trapping  him inside her, the pulsing bulge pushing against the walls of her pussy which wrapped around it, milking it, as the Fox continued to thrust, his motion now short and violent as he held the Vixen of the ground, his strong arms wrapped around her hips, his paws clutching at her rump, her arms wrapped around his chest as she held herself as close as her swelling tits would allow. The large, soft balls of flesh now larger than her head, her nipples rubbing against the Fox’s chest.
She could feel her orgasm approaching as the Fox continued to thrust sharply into her, his knot pressing against her walls, his balls gurgling loudly as they pumped pre-cum into her, slowly filling her as it tried to escape past his knot which had completely sealed her entrance.
She could feel the Fox’s knot pulsing inside her as he approached his orgasm alongside her, his cock producing so much heat it felt like he would explode inside her, her pussy trembled and quivered around it, milking it, trying to get him to cum, to fill her with his seed.
His orgasm hit at the same moment as hers, both of them throwing their heads back and howling in pleasure as the other came. The vixen’s pussy clamped down around the Fox’s rod, her warm walls, tightening as he came, the hot, thick substance filling her up as he shot strand after strand into her, his knot keeping it inside her.
Panting the Vixen opened her eyes from the daydream, noticing the new weight on her chest. Looking down she saw her new breasts, stretching down to her lap, the giant orbs blocking her from seeing her legs, but see could feel the dampness in her jeans down to her knees, her warm juices starting to cool as she came down from her orgasm.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“I really ought’ta get a vacation” the Vixen muttered to herself.
