	It was early in the season, still on the tail end of the rainy months, but the waves were always there. Rain wasn’t going to let her namesake stop her, and she felt a warm glimpse of the sun upon her face as it peeked from behind the clouds just as she rode the crest of a particularly heavy wave. It was a perfect, picturesque moment, that elegant reindeer soaking wet, glistening in her light bikini, look almost frozen in time as she oversaw the whole beach from her elevated position. Unfortunately, there was almost no one to see her but for a few other brave early beach-goers,. They politely applauded as she rode her way back down to their level, though it was hardly the reception she was hoping for. 

	Stepping off the board, she waded through the cold ocean water, ready to look for the next big wave, until she noticed someone patiently waiting for service, right in front of the small surf shack she owned. He didn’t seem to realize that no one would be attending to him until she returned to work, standing there looking a little lost. It was a funny thing, seeing that big guy, that pretty solidly-built wolf lingering there in his shorts, looking a little more like a lost sheep than a noble predator at that moment. Tucking her board beneath her arm, Rain made her way over to him, slowly swinging her hips as she went, her short tail raised as she shook her thick rump from side to side. Judging by the particular jiggle to those two plump cheeks she was hefting around everywhere she went, she’d been up to some of her usual proclivities of late, feeding her increasing appetite. When she saw that big guy looking her way, she couldn’t help but lick her lips, just peering into those warm canine eyes. But he was probably just there for an equipment rental or something. That was the point of her little surfside shack after all.

	“So, looking for something? Another early bird, eh? It’s never too early to catch a few good waves, I always say. The cold just makes it more invigorating! Besides, you can always … warm up later.”

 She brushed right past him as she spoke, taking in a little breath once she was near his chest. If you didn’t count the antlers, he was taller than her, and plenty wider too, but there was something so meek about his presence, his body language that she couldn’t sense even a shred of threat like him. He kept his tail low,  his shoulders a bit slumped, and he barely even met her gaze, instead glancing from side to side as if checking for an ambush. She slipped around to the other side of the shack’s window and leaned down on her elbows, letting her breasts hanging and swing, giving him more than an eyeful of her cleavage. He couldn’t help but take the bait for at least a moment, looking at those ample tits of hers, then quickly darting his eyes away to start at the shack’s ceiling, the sand below his paws, or anything that wasn’t her.

“Well, I, uh.” His voice came out all crackled. Pressing a fist to his lips, he gruffly cleared his throat and spoke in a soft, covert tone. He had an impressively deep voice, despite his blatant nervousness. “I wasn’t looking for equipment, exactly. It’s just that I, uh. I heard from a friend I could find you here, and that you might be able to help me with a … thing.”

“Verrrry specific,” she chuckled, letting her voice drop down into a lower, sultry sound. “I usually insist people make appointments for that kind of thing, but you, honey. Just look at you. You’re practically shaking with need.”

She reached out and lightly booped him on the nose, and as gentle as the gesture was he still whimpered cutely, jolting like he’d been struck by lightning. Then he was looking right down, and then around, looking a bit frantic. She didn’t even have to lean any further over the desk to know exactly what an effect she was having on him. A little whiff of wolven musk further enticed her to make a little exception to her usual strict scheduling. Beckoning to him, she stood up straight, and nodded to a door in the back of the shack that simply read “storage.” It was hardly a conscious effort to completely change her posture and her expression, switching over in a moment as she took on a stiff, authoritarian pose that only left him submissively slumping all the deeper. 

“Well, alright. I will make an exception this time. But this will be the one and only favour I grant you this session, understand?” She lowered her extended finger just slightly, placing it beneath his chin to tilt his muzzle upwards. Whether he wanted to or not, she was going to make him meet her gaze. When he did, his shiny eyes looking so innocent and pure despite the bulk of his impressively girthy body, a smirk spread across her face. “Good boy. Consider that a free sample of what you’ll be getting.”

And in a moment, she broke from the persona to laugh and gesture more urgently at him, waving a hand for him to hurry.

“Now, don’t just stand there! Get in here before you pop out of those shorts for everyone to see!” 

Sucking in a deep breath, she pointed towards the seemingly innocent door, and put on the voice again, choosing every word precisely, delivering her command with a firm and deeply sensual warmth.

“Meet me on the other side of that door. I will be with you shortly, once I have changed.”

“Y-yes ma’am!”

He was cute, she thought, watching him shuffle through the door to her shack, staggering a bit as he tried not to rip his shorts with that big fat boner growing there beneath the stretchy fabric. She could already tell he was a big one, his hefty bulge matching with his overall bulk. Some ladies might have seen such a thing as an enticing invitation to get fucked senseless, ruined by some girthy beast. But her, she was already swimming with ideas of what to do with him, regarding his black-furred form with sharp, intensely predatory eyes, finding herself smacking and slurping her lips as she watched that wagging tail vanishing behind the disguised door. She’d met his kind before. The big guys, the ones everyone always assumed were all about being tough, the alpha males scared to ever reveal a single hint of weakness. He was going to be putty in her palms before she even followed him into her private chamber of domination, taking her sweet time to even get moving and retrieve her outfit from a hidden spot beneath the register.

She did a quick look around to make sure nobody was looking, though given how dead the beach was all day she probably didn’t have to worry. That was a good thing, because she was soon completely naked in the middle of her shack. Anyone walking in at that moment would have got a whole eyeful of reindeer tits, but she wasn’t nude for long. She exchanged her light swimsuit for some tight, hip-hugging leather, a proper outfit that lifted her breasts up and squeezed tight around her slightly pudgy figure, leaving her ass and sex completely bare. Considering that extra chub, she pinched at herself here and there, then finally just shrugged. A few good meals was more than worth the weight, and she was pretty sure no client was going to complain about there being a little more reindeer than usual. The last addition to her outfit, completing the shift in professions, was to retrieve a firm, leather riding crop from its hiding place. Snapping it against her open palm, she nodded her head, smirking to herself. 

That smile remained bright upon her face when she stepped through the innocuous door, finding him patiently waiting there for her, leaning against the wall, his fingers folded and his gaze wandering about. His shorts were discarded on the floor, giving her a full look at two ample balls beneath his plump, slowly filling sheath. That was enough to make her smile, but what really filled her with delight was seeing how much of a bulge there still was in his discarded trunks. That was one fat wallet to go along with his fat dick, probably stuffed with all sorts of nice, untraceable cash. So much better than a card, and she hadn’t even named her price yet. When she was done with him, she could probably charge right about anything she wanted. She made sure he saw her approval as she grinned at him, locking the door behind her and stepping forth. He remained where he was, giving her the chance to get right up to his chest, raising the point of her crop and pushing it right beneath his chin. She might not have been as tall as him, but she definitely had more of a presence, leaving him sinking down against the floor, nearly sitting.

“Oh, just look at you,” she huffed through clenched teeth, nearly snarling at him, or as close as a deer could come. “You look so obedient. Are you ready to be my good boy, wolfy?”

His tongue dropped from his mouth as he slipped into a fittingly doggish pant, his whole body rising and falling with his rising excitement. He nodded, flopping his tongue around somewhere. A little spat of drool went flinging off of it, landing right atop her nose. The look on his face was like that of a scorned puppy, all wide-eyed and immensely apologetic without even having to say a word. She was struggling not to laugh at how cute he looked at that, the big bad wolf all sorry for spitting on her, but she couldn’t break character now. Instead she slowly reached up, wiping that little spatted away with a sharp gesture of a single finger. He would never even know that she was amused rather than furious, given her lip-biting expression managed to remain deadly serious by appearance.

“Follow me. Hold your hands above your head. Now,” she commanded, and she didn’t give him a chance to reply before she was spinning on a hoof and swishing her way along, stepping beneath a whole intimidating mechanism of straps and bars and pulleys that looked like it might well have been some sort of deathtrap.

When she turned back to him, she was fighting the urge to laugh again, seeing him standing there with his hands straight up, looking like a bank teller being robbed. He was tall enough that his fingers touched the ceiling, and she reached up for a dangling strap, pulling the apparatus down so she could start tying him into it. She couldn't quite reach, but she didn’t even have to tell him anything before he was lowering himself down for her, obeying a command that was merely implied. He was very good. But it was too early to reward him. He hadn’t even been restrained yet. Tightly strapping those leather cuffs around his wrists, she tugged until they were taut, then pulled on one of the many controlling cords to stretch him out until he was on his toes, ever so close to being lifted right off the ground. This was a proper suspension device, and he most certainly wasn’t going to be slipping free now that he was caught in it. 

Normally there was a whole process with consent forms and waivers and all that legal bullshit, but she could already tell he didn’t care much for those either. It was a bit of a risk, but when she looked into this big, innocent wolfy eyes, she could tell he wasn’t the boring kind of guy who’d sue if she took things too far. And she most definitely was going to take things too far. She got his ankles just as tightly secured as his wrists, and then she was stepping around him, slowly swaying her hips, giving him a good look at her bare ass. That leather only covered her down as far as her waist, leaving her exposed, her growing arousal hitting his sensitive nose. She could see the spark in his eyes as she grew wetter, knowing he was inhaling everything she was putting out. His sheath was plump already, but he was only getting more impressive as he started lipsticking out a fat, red canine dick for her to decidedly neglect as she walked a full circle around his helpless body, stroking him beneath his lifted arms, leaning in to take a huff of his own scent. That wasn’t really part of the whole domination process, she just couldn’t help herself. 

He was whimpering by the time she got back in front of him, and he wasn’t just firming up anymore. She spared a glance at that thick, veiny dick all filled out to a full, throbbing state. A long stream of pre went dribbling down to the floor, the room filling with the mingled scents of horny wolf and reindeer. If she wasn’t on the job, she might have been tempted to simply wrap her lips around that meaty spire, slurping up all that flavour, giving him a good sucking until he howled for her. But that wasn’t why he came nervously to her shack, looking as guilty as if he’d just made his getaway from an elaborate jewel heist. Plenty of women had probably sucked his dick already. She was going to be the first one to completely ignore such an impressive cock, acting like it wasn’t even there, like there was nothing special about it. Instead, she tugged on a cord, and up he went, the device creaking and groaning to be hefting up so much weight at once, but even the beefy canine was no match for her elaborate, unbreakable bondage machine.

His cock went swinging along with the motion, leaving him leaking that thin juice on himself while he dangled there. She left him throbbing desperately as she stepped around to his head, reaching down to stroke his scalp, casually petting him while he whined with lust. Just hearing those whimpers, she tsk’d at him, tugging on one of his ears.

“Oh, now. Begging, already? You might not be saying anything, but I hear it. Let’s quiet you down, boy.”

Stepping over his head, she squeezed her thighs around his cheeks, slowly lowering herself down on his muzzle. She wasn’t gentle. He gave a startled ‘mmmf!’ she as quite forcefully thumped herself right into his face, smothering him from chin to nose in the wet folds of her sex. The straps held fast, keeping him suspended right in place while she rubbed herself against his lips, gliding back and forth until his whole face was soaked with her juices. They were running in streams down his features, slathering up and matting down his fur, flowing right into his nose while he all but drowned in the depths of her scent and flavour. And things were only getting more intense, her weight coming down on him while she clutched at his skull, shoving hard as if to consume him on the spot, the very tip of his muzzle slurping inside of her before she jerked him back. 

“Show me what that doggy tongue can do, and you’d better impress me, or this is where you’ll be spending the entire night.”

That probably hardly sounded like a punishment, though the urgency with which he was pulsing just behind her was motivation enough. Maybe he foolishly thought she’d return the favour. Either way, he obeyed, and what a tongue it was. She almost moaned in pleasure, suppressing it and simply breathing sharply for a moment as he started slurping, digging deep into her soaking insides, penetrating and eating her out wolfishly. The sound of him slobbery all over her soaking pussy echoed through the windowless room, mixed in with a harsh smack of her folds against his face while she rode him and rubbed against him. She was an absolute mess, a mix of wolf saliva and dripping pussy juices, grinding her clit against his upper lip while she stood proudly above him, one hand on her hip and other on his head. 

“Deeper,” she almost snarled, thumping herself against him. “Show me how much you want to serve.”

His tongue was long, thick, and deliciously slick. She was clamping down around its many inches as he wriggled them up and inside of her glossy sex. Her hooves were almost leaving the floor as she rose and fell, humping his face with such force fluids were soaring off in all directions. She was pretty sure she saw some of them splattering against the walls. That was some good distance. But she wasn’t done yet, keeping herself exactly in place, riding his muzzle like a dildo as she squelched down deeper and deeper over his features, leaving him breathing nothing but the steamy scent of her pure arousal. The temptation was there, tingling through her body, making her clench down hard enough to startle him at the mere thought. Just keep going. Don’t let him up for anything. Consume him. It would be a hell of a stretch, but she’d had big meals before. Though if she took him like this, he’d be less of a meal, and more just fuel for a truly breathtaking orgasm. Maybe the beefy supposed alpha wanted to be owned in such a way. He certainly didn’t seem to be resisting.

Lingering there for a while, coming ever so close to enveloping his entire skull, she finally pulled back with a splash. He looked a whole lot less elegant with a faceful of juices like that, sodden and smeared, all mussed in such a way that would take a whole lot of grooming to fix. He was still throbbing though. She allowed herself another glance at that big fat knotted dick of hers, watching his balls pulling up taut, pumping away. It made her wonder just how thick, how virile a load from him would be. But she had something bigger. Not naturally attached to her, maybe, but the next best thing. Stepping away from him, leaving him to swing there in his restraints, sputtering and coughing some of those deer juices from his throat, she instead went digging into a drawer on the nearby wall. That produced plenty of rustling and a bit of squeaking too, until she finally discovered what she needed with a satisfied smirk to herself. Setting to work, she didn’t let him see what it was just yet, busying herself with the various straps and fasteners, only turning back to him when she was ready for the big reveal.

Hers was bigger. That black silicone spire swung back and forth with the motions of her hips, strapped on tight and even dripping when she squeezed it. That wasn’t just lube, either, as surely his keen canine nose could sense. It was a mix of various fluids, some of them synthetic, some of them more … natural, collected and added to the musky concoction over the course of a great many sessions. As for that dick itself, It was a thick, flared equine dick, one actually modelled after one of her pony friends and clients. A smooth set of plump balls beneath bounced with her every step, and she left a trail of fluids as she went. Her own were mixing in with the rest, sliding through that shaft, giving it the appearance of preing as she neared. It took a firm grip just to heft it upwards, standing there beside him, and then she simply let it go, allowing it to harshly slap him in the face with a messy splat. Her command was a single, firm word.

“Lick.” 

It might not have been real, but it felt about as close as could get. Her body heat radiated through that girthy tool, her own arousal draining through its tip, running over his lips until he was wearing yet another glossy layer over his face. He didn’t even smell like a wolf anymore, or at least his head and shoulders didn’t. There was still a pleasantly masculine scent to the rest of him, one that had her occasionally biting her lip as those wafting lupine pheromones toyed with her urges, no small part of her wanting to just drop the whole dominatrix act in favour of just sucking his and licking his balls. She’d never let him know she was thinking that, of course. She was a professional. Plus, satisfying his most submissive needs was going to be worth a big payday - she could tend to her own needs once he’d shelled out whatever cash he kept in his shorts. Though watching him throb was having a similar effect on her whole body, her muscles flexing and relaxing, pulsing from head to hoof, savouring in having such a good, sexy client to ruin. 

He might not have been the most accurate with his big, sloppy tongue, but he made up for it by being thorough. For a moment, Rain could swear she could feel every single one of those licks as if the dick was her own. The pressure resonated all the way up to her clit, mashing against it pleasantly and getting that tube filled with even thicker juices, pouring them directly down the wolf’s throat while he worked. She didn’t even have to tell him to start sucking her off, watching with silent approval as she slowly stuffed her strapped-on horsedick between his lips, soon filling out his throat with a sizable bulge beneath the neckfur. He closed his eyes and simply enjoyed the deeply indulgent taste, that blend of feminine and masculine flavours driving his canine tastebuds wild, drooling pouring from his big maw while she thrust her hips and fucked his face. 

“Good boy. You’d suck my dick all night if I asked you to.” It wasn’t a question. “I don’t care if you choke on it. Worship that lady-dick, bitch.”

Dogs always loved being called that. She’d learned this well over the years. The moment she dropped that word, she saw his ears going back, his face scrunching into an expression of concentration, delving up and down the many inches plunging back and forth between his lips. The schlurping sounds of drooly, messy sucking echoed all through the room, bouncing from wall to wall as they painted the secret chamber down in the scent of horny wolf and reindeer. She bottomed out in his gullet, smacking those bouncing balls against his nose, letting him take a long, deep sniff. Listening to that desperate puffing, that faint glurking as he struggled to breathe properly. He might have been squirming, curling his toes, twitching, his chest rapidly rising and falling as he choked just a little on that soaking wet, custom-built cock, but he wasn’t complaining. Not a single whine escaped his throat, though maybe he just wasn’t able. 

When she finally pulled out, she sent an absolute torrent of collected mess in all directions. He was soaked all the way down to his dick in the various juices they’d squeezed out of each other by then. That shaft she was wearing was glistening, shimmering under the intense lighting while she moved around him once more, running two fingers down his chest, tracing patterns through his muscles. They almost seemed to glow with the clinging mess and the lights shining their warm light right down on him. He locked his teeth together, showing his teeth, though it was far from a snarl. It was more of a desperate, anticipatory grimace, her fingers inching towards his engorged dick, his knot swollen bigger than his fist, and harder too, his pre spurting out, his balls taut against his body as he ached for release. One tiny stroke probably would have done it, and that was precisely why she stopped just short of touching his dick in any way, skipping down to his thighs, then moving to grope his ass with her whole hand at once. She squeezed him like she was testing fruit at the market, feeling up his muscular backside while he flexed and twitched for her. The denial was finally enough to make him whimper, a noise he suppressed as soon as it was out of his mouth, but she definitely noticed.

She reached for that nearby riding crop and snapped it at him, coming just short of his chest. That would have hurt, but she wasn’t going to resort to that yet.

“What was that, wolfy? Was that a complaint I just heard from your miserable jaws?”

When he didn't answer right away, she really did whack him. It could have been worse, but he still made a great big yelp as the leather of her crop came down form on one of his tender asscheeks. Rattling those ropes around, he really put the craftsmanship to the test, not to mention the ceiling itself. The whole shack groaned, sounding like it might come down on their heads, but for the moment it held fast. One spank was enough to get him to respond, the wolf nodding at first, then shaking his head, his eyes opening back up with an utterly flustered look in them. And a hint of something else. He was so much bigger than her, and that glimpse of ferocity glowing there in his face let her know just how much trouble she might have been in if he broke loose. But he wasn’t getting anywhere, and all that pent up tension and need was just going to make toying with him all the more satisfying for them both.

“Hmm. Look at you. I bet you’d beg me for just one stroke at this point. But I know what I want.”

She got right between his restrained thighs, rubbing one open palm alike the inside of his thighs, waving her crop through the air. Then she tossed it aside, and instead took hold of his hips in both hands. In everything she did, she made absolutely sure not to touch that aching, dripping dick of his, no matter how enticing that plump knot might have looked. Instead, she focused on digging her thumps into the cheeks of his ass, kneading at that muscular behind, feeling him up in a way she was almost certain very few people ever did, female or otherwise. His response confirmed her suspicions, watching him snorting, grunting, rumbling out. He was still holding back though, maybe trying not to look aggressive, suppressing his own snarls before they could burst free.

“Are you holding back on me?” she snapped at him. “Show me how much you appreciate this. If I think you’re not giving me everything then I’ll take you down and send you home. Understand?”

This time he really did snarl, nodding his head and rocking in his bindings, flinging spit and other fluids from between his clenched teeth while he rattled and writhed. That didn’t distract her. It just meant she was going to have to try even harder to break him. Pressing that thick toy up against his ass, she got to slickly grinding, smearing a thick mess all over his rim, getting him about as lubed up as possible. The way that toy was squirting, it was like she was already cumming inside of him, her cunt absolutely gushing right down that hollow tube as she burned with lust. Just seeing that muscled brute absolutely helpless, absolutely belonging to her, that was enough to make her forget she was wearing a strap-on again, moaning as if it was her real dick plunging into that big dog’s tight ass, sinking inch after inch of well-lubed horse cock inside of him while he clenched on her and unleashed guttural growls that sounded not unlike a garbage disposal. 

She wasn’t gentle. A sturdy frame like his, she knew she didn’t have to be. The way he squeezed all around that toy, he seemed like he was trying to steal it right off of her. She wasn’t going to let that happen, gritting her teeth as if to mirror his snarl right back at him, throwing her whole body into the first brutal thrust and following up with one just like it. She was relentless, ferocious, channelling all the pent-up aggressive the wolf was showing her right back inside of him, spurting feminine juices all the way down the length of that meaty dildo, soaking his insides while she fucked him like a bitch. There was that word again, rolling through her head, and she made sure to voice it while she reached down to smack him on the ass, lowering her voice to the deepest, most bestial reaches she could find.

“You like my dick inside you, bitch?” She made sure to all but spit the word at him.

He simply whimpered again, the sound even more meek and pathetic than before. Then he opened his mouth to pant as she really got going, the fierce expression fading from his face to be replaced by a broken, pleasured grin, one increasingly dumb-looking with every harsh stroke of that horsecock inside of him, balls slapping up against his backside, his own resting atop that slicked-up shaft as she slammed it into him. She was fucking the sense right out of him, leaving him in a stunned, blurry-visioned face. The look on his face was pure lust, and more. He looked like he was achieving enlightenment, right there in the dominatrix’s surf shack, ascending to a higher plane of existence. She was grinding back and forth, throwing her whole weight into him, jiggling, smacking, spanking, squeezing, and she knew there was no stopping his orgasm when she felt him clamping down on that toy. The force of his climactic contractions sent a shockwave right up the inches of silicone, hitting her right in the clit, leaving her shuddering, her legs shaking, her hooves stomping hard on the soft, padded floor.

His howl ripped through the air, bursting through the room, echoing and deafening her. She just moaned right back, allowing herself that brief break from character to simply shout her pleasure out, knowing all that noise her was making would drown out her womanly cries. He gushed, and she squirted, filling him with her juices while he painted himself from belly to face in his own cum. She was truly impressed by the volume, making sure to keep the pressure on his prostate the whole time, milking out an obscene amount of wolf cream out of him, pasting him with a blanket of the steaming stuff while great rivers went pouring to the floor. What a mess. She looked over the puddle forming beneath him as he finally twitched his way to a close, but even then, he was still having some sort of extended orgasm. Watery spurts escaped him every now and then, making him yelp as he clamped down on that tie, testing just how securely she had it fastened. Panting only briefly, she shoved her hands against his ass as she slowly pulled back out. 

“It feels good to belong to someone, doesn’t it?” Her tone was softer, but not without a distinctly dominant sharpness. “You’re mine now, wolf. Marked down and filled up. I bet your dick would get hard all over again if I told you I wanted more, even after that.”

Reaching down for her discarded crop, she used it like a feather-duster, swishing and brushing it up and down over his slowly softening cock, especially around his knot. The hyper-sensitivity was more than enough to make him whimper and whine, but she didn’t relent. She tickled him until he was kicking in his restraints, even reaching down to wrap her fingers around his swollen bulb and give it a merciless squeeze. He was thrashing his head, his muscles flexing all over, fighting with those bindings like a frightened animal. She finally slipped back and whacked his thigh with her riding crop, putting one hand on her hip.

“Fine. You want out so badly? I’ll let you out.”

She made a show of it, as with everything else she did, reaching for a nearby cord with an elaborate flair. Wrapping her fingers around it one at a time, she dragged it out, letting him get all tense with anticipation as he dripped that creamy mess he’d made of his fur all over the floor. That was a sizable puddle beneath him, and he was about to get better acquainted with it. That strap didn’t release him gently. All at once, the shackles around his wrists and ankles alike released, dropping him straight to the ground, the cushioned floor softening the startling blow, a lewd splat the sound of impact as landed there right in his own cum. It went flinging off in all directions, but much of it soaked up into his fur. Stunned and breathless, he laid there, all sprawled out, his tongue fully extended as he panted hot steam into the air. She stepped over him, a hoof on either side of his shoulders, looming, hands on her hips.

“Such a mess. I should make you clean it up. I never did give you permission to cum, you know.” Leaning down, she got right in his face, staring into his eyes. “I think you should make it up to me.”

Before he could ask how exactly she expected him to do that, she was turning her ass around. Thicker, softer, jiggling more than usual, it was the perfect cushion for his face. She didn’t hesitate, just bringing herself down on him all at once, settling into place with his muzzle wedged up tight between her plump cheeks, his lips and nose smothered against her asshole with hardly any room to breathe. She might not have been as big as him, but she pinned him with her weight, smothering him deep beneath her ass, mashing her hole against his lips until he really had no choice but to kiss and slurp. Some deep, long whips of his tongue over her rim felt good and all, but she wasn’t going to be content with just a few licks. She pressed down harder, harder, shoving against his nose, his mouth, letting him taste her sweaty musk. It might have seen like she was getting carried away with herself, but she knew exactly what she was doing. And that was claiming him. 

A wet schlurp told him exactly what was happening. Maybe he even could have overpowered her still, summoned up the remaining strength in those beefy muscles of his, but all he did was flatten his ears and slump. He was still licking her too, digging his tongue deep into her cushy ass while he started to slip right up inside of it. How the hell he was going to fit was lost on him, but he knew it was his place, and he absolutely was going to let her try, at least. She was stretching out to an unnatural degree, expanding all around his features, and all without flinching in the slightest. Even when his muzzle vanished into her backside, she was simply shoving, huffing, giving the occasional moan, but showing no sign of straining. Business as usual, as far as she was concerned, even if slipping those broad shoulders of his inside was going to be a feat of flexibility. 

At first he simply thumped against her asscheeks, nowhere close to making any progress into her. All it took was some extra squeezing, the reindeer reaching back to squish his shoulders together as hard as he could, forcing him to rearrange himself for her. Clamping his shoulders together, he obeyed as best he could, reacting with a little twitch that ran through his whole body as she somehow managed to overtake his shoulders and his chest all at once. He was stuffed up into her intestines, bulging out her belly, stretching her to obscene levels already, but she wasn’t stopping. Shoving, grinding, bouncing that thick ass of hers, she slurped him up with clench after clench, those horny contractions only making him enter her faster with every single overpowering squeeze. Somehow, she was taking that burly wolf and turning him into a reindeer belly bulge, his face sticking out blatantly beneath her light layer of pudge, getting shoved against the slimy walls within her as she consumed him whole. 

He was throbbing against by the time she got to his middle. That was going to make things more difficult, with that pumping cock brushing against her tail, painting some pre into it as he got hard all over again. His balls were churning, his legs were twitching, and she was just going to have to fit that inside of her somehow. It was a hell of a tight squeeze, catching at his tip with the top of her rim, slowly shoving his whole dick up her backside to go along with his hips, but she let gravity be her guide. Leaning forward, she planted her hands on the cum-soaked floor, raising her ass up high, his legs protruding from it, slowly sliding down as she worked her way over his hips. There was something of a crunch, but he wasn’t freaking out, so probably nothing was broken. Or maybe he was just too numb by then, immersed in all that heat, blanking out as her ass consumed him, sagging her gut right down to the floor. He was still squirming plenty, most importantly, though she could feel him slowly down with each sloshing wiggle.

Despite how far he’d gone, he never actually reached her stomach. Instead, he was all curled up in her coiling intestines, filling them out to bloated while the flexed and tickled at him from all sides. She was grunting by then, stretching and straining to finish off the last foot of him, kneading towards his wiggling paws. Meanwhile, she was clutching at her gut, massaging that rounded expanse of wolf meat, letting him bloat her to an obscene size. She was practically a balloon, swollen and rocking back and forth on her massive middle, slowly turning over to flop onto her side once she’d finally slurped away his curling toes. All she could do was groan and sigh, tempted to simply fall flat on her face and slip into a sudden nap, but she was going to have to settle down first. Her voice was much softer than before, finally allowing herself to openly moan.

“Mmmmmm. Mine. All mine, bitch. How does it feel, knowing a herbivore consumed you? That you gave yourself up to my ass?” She tightened her muscles, upping the pressure all around him, grinning when that resulted in the squirms she was hoping for. “That’s what I thought. It feels good to get used by someone better. I’m gonna enjoy shitting you out. Some predator you were.”

She didn’t mean any of it with malice. The warmth radiating off of him inside her meant those taunts were having exactly the effect she wanted. But that was all he was getting for the moment, because it was time to relax. A few flexes all around him, and she was surprisingly comfortable. Sure, her wobbling belly was stretched out near halfway across the room with how much wolf was inside of her, and she was pretty much immobilized, but she wasn’t hurting, at least. It was all the pleasant kind of groaning coming from her mouth as she remained sprawled there, flopped on her side and slowly panting, as her body started working on him. It was going to take a while, but not as long as most people. Her body was equipped for this kind of thing, and he might have been well over 200 pounds of muscle and meat, but she was going to make use of him. She managed to stretch her arms above her head, yawn, and then she was pawing at her wolf-shaped gut, kneading in at his confined muscles, feeling them flexing, twitching, slowing down. It must have been tiring, getting all caught up in her hot and humid innards. It was going to be exhausting for her to digest him. She needed a nap.

Rubbing at him simply felt so good, and it brought out the biggest noises from her gut, too. She was churning, glorping, rumbling on the inside. A delightful warmth surged through her stretched gut, all the blood flowing to where he was, all her energy getting poured into those messy internal processes. Eventually, she allowed herself to close her eyes, to slump down, and to embrace that hazy fatigue washing through her body. She couldn’t know exactly what he thought about the treatment, given how limited his speech was in those moments, but she didn’t care. He came to her looking to belong to her for a while. What better way was there to accomplish that than to fully assimilate with her plush, dominant body, joining as one single ultra-curvy reindeer. She was going to be thick when she woke up, or so went her last thought before gradually sinking into a deep, digestive nap, soothed to sleep by the constant sloppy noises echoing out from beneath the layers of fat between her and the wolf. When she saw him again, he wasn’t going to be near as impressive looking.

The messy process of melting him down to something softer to be absorbed directly into her intestines was something so intense it even infiltrated her dreams. She saw blurry images of him, watching him through her own translucent belly, watching his features fade and shift into a sludgy mess. Such a vivid imagination her subconscious had! She saw him transforming inside her intestines into little more than nutritious sludge, and when she sucked up all the useful parts, all that was left was a great big load of reindeer shit. He’d been transformed, just like that, turned from a powerful specimen of lupine into a filthy mess to be disposed of. The dream reflected pretty closely on reality, and when she awoke in the dark hours later, she could immediately feel the changes he’d brought to her herbivorous yet predatory body.

Standing slowly, she stretched and yawned until she cricked her jaw a little. Setting it back into place, she took to rubbing up and down her body, taking in her new padding as if unwrapping a present. Every extra curve was a gift, her new padding jiggling to the touch, squishing between her fingers as she dug her digits deep into that plentiful pudge. She’d gone up a cup size or so, evidenced by the extra weight cupped in her palms as she hefted up her tits. Her belly was softer and rounded, giving a bit of a bounce when she lifted it up and let it drop. Her ass was plenty thicker, and even softer than before, allowing her to dig her hands in to those curves so deeply they almost disappeared. She had a nice shapely set of thighs on her too, still strong and nimble, but thickened out to an even more enticing, dominant pair perfect for wrapping around the head of her next customer. 

First thing was first. The wolf’s wallet was still sitting there, unattended, and she hadn’t been paid for her work yet. Swishing her way over, she bent low and picked it up, her belly big enough to press into her thighs as she did. There was plenty of cash in there to rifle through, and at first she counted out a relatively reasonable sum for her services, but a stroke of clarity reached her and she simply emptied the thing, tossing it aside. What was he going to do about it? Moving from the room, she emerged into the darkened shack, unlocking the register so she could stash all that cash with the rest. Chalk it up to a … unusually busy day of equipment rentals, despite the rain. She knew all the little tricks to make everything in the books look right. 

Peering her head out towards the beach, she saw nothing but an empty expanse of moonlit sand, devoid of any late-night wanderers or couples. It was all hers. That was a good thing, because she was finding herself increasingly in need of a stroll while she stood there, so to speak. She was still wearing her leathers, her bottom half completely bare, but she wasn’t going to bother to change. Instead, she went striding right out of her shack, her extra fat bouncing along with every swift step, pacing her way along the edge of the slow waves until she found a suitably quiet spot. That was going to have to do. This wasn’t the kind of thing ordinary bathroom facilities could deal with.

Squatting low, she sighed as she began to push him out of her body in the form of a great big load of reindeer waste. It was a truly massive shit, each piece thudding down to the damp sand below with a solid thud. There was plenty of bits and pieces leftover, great big chunks of bone stimulating her on the way out. She’d been suitably stretched by consuming him that this was hardly even a strain, though she did flinch a little here and there. It didn’t hurt, but it definitely tickled, enough to make her squirm as that ruined fur brushed against her asshole as she dumped him on the beach. The tide was coming in, slowly, and she knew that giant mound wouldn't last long out there. Soon the ocean would carry him away, she thought to herself as she squeezed out his skull, plopping it right atop the pile. It was all cracked and hollowed, most of the teeth missing or at least smoothed over, hardly the predatory visage that had lustfully snarled at her only hours ago. 

The bones told the silent tale, for anyone who might have been watching from afar. She almost hoped they were, just so they would know exactly what she’d done to such an imposing creature. That proud wolf was deer fat, and maybe he’d be back or maybe this was his fate forever. She hadn’t really bothered to ask if he’d made all the arrangements. He hadn’t even shared his name, after all. That part was up to him, and in the meantime she was going to squeeze and enjoy her new padding, slowly standing back up after shitting out a dozen pounds or so of former wolf, watching the waves overtake the skull-topped monument to her appetite before turning back towards her shack. There were preparations to make for the next day, and plenty of cleanup too. 


