The Hunt by Parablock

Contains: Non-con Ravishment fantasy, werewolf monster-fucking, knotting,
Breast expansion, ass expansion, nipple expansion, belly expansion,
cumflation, and a focus on primal play

Extreme warning: This has ravishment kink in it as a heavy focus. It also
features a lot of monster fucking. This is not a PG story, this is rated R.

If you don’t know what ravishment kink is, look it up first and decide if you
want to proceed. Specifically look up the term “ravishment kink”, you wont
find the explanation as easily with just the word ravishment. If you proceed
without heeding these warnings, its on you. | cannot flag this hard enough,
viewer discretion is advised.

Remember that different people have different kinks and we’re all here to have
a good time with some innocent fantasy.

You’re walking in the woods. There’s no one around, and your phone is dead. A
simple hike has gotten late after you made a wrong turn, slipped, and found
yourself on an unmarked trail.

The moon is bright in the sky overhead, unnaturally large and looming full as
stars twinkle between overhanging trees. In the distance, you hear a howl.

It raises the hairs on the back of your neck. A primal fear that’s only
heightened by your isolation. With nothing but a set of skin-tight leggings, a
sports bra over an old top and some hiking sneakers, you weren’t exactly
prepared for this little detour and you’ve already scored a few nicks and
scratches from the foliage around you.

Another howl rings out and a kick of adrenaline washes through you. Your
senses sharpen as your body reflexively gears for fight or flight, and the forest
seems to take on a new level of clarity as you pick up your pace. Every



ambient sound seems far too loud in your ear, pairing well with the raging beat
of your heart as it thumps in your chest.

You pick up to a light jog and hurry further down this unmarked path, trying to
figure out how to get back to something familiar. A strong smellis beginning to
hang in the air now, something violent and primal. A heavy mix of musk, wild
nature, and blood.

Ahead of you, trees part and your heart soars as you spot a clearing. Perhaps
this connects back with the main path?

It’s when you’re almost at the edge of the trees that you stop, your instincts
screaming with sudden and unexpected alarm. Under the brightness of the
moon, you can see a jagged shape of something out there. A bloody mess of
something that must have been some animal. Perhaps a deer?

Your next few steps are cautious, slowly stepping out to investigate while still
scanning the area.

The smell of blood is much stronger now, causing you to reflexively gag as you
plug your nose and step past the carcass. It was definitely a deer at some
point, but it’s been torn apart with incredibly savagery. Thankfully there’s no
sign of what attacked it here, but the blood is still fresh. Very fresh...

From here your internal map tells you that a nearby path should take you back
towards the parking lot. A way to get you out of here hopefully as quickly as
possible. You hurry towards it. Whatever was here will probably be back for its
kill, and you don’t feel like meeting a bear this late in the evening.

Another howl rings out, this one much, MUCH closer.

Instincts drive you to turn, and you immediately regret that decision.

It wasn’t a bear that took the deer.



The creature is large, at least 7ft tall, rippled with lean muscle, and in the
vague shape of a man. Itis covered in nothing but dark coarse fur, and a mane
which decorates a thick neck around its daunting, lupine head. Its eyes seem
to glow or catch the light, twin flickers of amber that gleam from where it
stalks at the edge of the clearing opposite you.

As soon as you lock eyes, it realizes you've seen it.

You can't speak to how you know this, but some ancestral instinct screams in
your head, and is confirmed a second later when it steps out of the woods,
eyes locked on you.

You turn and run! Faster than you've ever run before, you barely feel branches
as they scratch your face, or the brush that tears at your leggings. Adrenaline
fuels a mad dash, pushing your body to escape as fast as you can.

You fly past trail markings, vaguely recognizing familiar paths as you sail over a
log. Signs whip past and the trail widens, until you see a light twinkling ahead.

The parking lot, your escape!

You're so invested in that sight that you fail to notice the presence looming
behind you, as the beast pounces and tackles you to the ground.

All you have time to do is let out a yelp before the air is knocked out of you and
you both crash into the ground. You can’t find the air in your lungs to be able to
scream, but you try to as you writhe underneath the heavy weight. The taste of
dirtis in your mouth and your body aches.

Your fingers dig into the ground to...
You don’t know, drag yourself away?
Crawl?

It doesn’t work either way, you barely move aninch.



Its all you can do to struggle and fight as the creature pins you to the
woodland floor with a massive clawed hand. It’s so much bigger now that
you're close to it, its breath hot on your face as it adjusts its position to hold
you.

The wolfman’s face comes closer to yours, a low growl rumbling from deep in
its throat, before it stops and begins to sniff.

“Please please please please,” you hear bubble out of your mouth, over and
over again. You’re writhing and thrashing now, mind racing as you desperately
claw at the ground. Who knows if it will even understand what you’re saying,
but the heat of its breath on your neck leaves you desperate state and you
have nothing else.

The claw tightens and you’re pulled onto your back to face the beast. Its right
in front of you, a massive fanged maw that drips drool as it leans closer and
sniffs again. Then, it rears back.

Or rather, he rears back, as his cock is now fully visible beneath him. It’s a
massive thing, thick and veiny, seeming to twitch slightly as it becomes erect.

The air is thick with the smell of him now. A hot arousal mixing with his heady
lust, overwhelming your senses as it lingers in your sinuses. You can
practically taste his arousal, as he growls again, before his claws wrap around
your leg and dragging you off the trail

The brief vision of freedom disappears as you're roughly dragged through the
trees, into a small grove off the trail. You barely have time to take in your
surroundings before he throws you against a tree like a ragdoll, stars blinking
in your vision as you gasp in pain. They clear and you realize he's looming over
you now, his body a dark shadow against the moons glow overhead, and his
fully erect member stands dangerously close

He plants a hand on you, pushing you into the tree, before bringing his face
close and sniffing you again. He starts at your face before moving lower. Wet
nose and flecks of spit patter against you as he descends, until finally he



reaches your crotch. You can't help but feel an intoxicating mix of fear and
arousal as he growls in satisfaction.

“Oh my god is he going to do what | think he is? There is absolutely no way that
will fit inside of me.” Your pulse quickens as you look down at his bobbing
cock and the monster sniffing your growing arousal. Your body is working
against you in the worst possible moment as a light whimper creeps out of
your mouth. Your pulse quickens and you try to struggle against the hand
pushing you against the tree to no avail.

You struggle and twist, and he snarls in response. His claws dig into your flesh
threateningly as he tightens his grip, sniffing heavily and pressing his nose
against your pussy. You can feel it, breathing deeply through your leggings, as
he breaths in before he grunts in dissatisfaction. His head pulls back and he
quickly snaps forwards with his other claw, ripping your clothes off in a series
of rough tears that leave long thin lines on your skin that quickly darken to a
bloody red.

The night air is a sudden shock against your now exposed body as the long
lines of blood well up and drip down your front. He leans in again and drags his
tongue along your body, lapping up the blood before settling near your neck.

Then, you hear a voice. An impossibly deep growl, rumbling forth from the
beast as he growls out the words "You're going to be my breeding bitch"

“Please, no- I’m not- | can’t-“ You utter in between teary gasps. At the same
time though, your eyes wander, unable to stop looking down at his throbbing,
veiny cock, which looks bigger and bigger each time you blink. You can see
beads of blood coming to the surface of your skin again, although the beast’s
saliva seemed to have slowed the bleeding.

You have to shove the thought of what that tongue would feel like elsewhere
out of your depraved mind. Goosebumps pebble your pale skin; but you’re not
sure if it’s from the fear, the cold air, or the sexy timbre of his growl and voice.



Your nipples harden into tempting buds in the same instinctual response, and
you find yourself increasingly aware of your bare breasts as he rumbles out
another growl.

Taking a deep breath, you try to collect yourself, not very successfully.

“I’'m a human, not a breeding bitch! Please, I- | didn’t mean to interrupt your
meal, I’'m so sorry. Please just let me go. I’ll do anything to live.”

Your voice is a shaky squeak of terror as he pauses, as though considering
your plea. You just have enough time to note that his cock seems to thicken
noticeably as you beg, before he lunges in and clamps his teeth around your
neck.

Allyou can let out is a gasp as you realize it’s not a killing blow, but still hard
enough that his fangs draw rivulets of blood. Any resistance left in you trails
off to a whimper before you're lifted and thrown to the ground, your neck
burning with pain as he reaches down and wraps his hands around your
thighs.

It’s impossible to resist as he forces your legs open and before you can
protest, you feel his muzzle dive forwards, before feeling the exploratory lap of
his long and flexible tongue against your nethers.

It plunges into you, bending and fitting as he laps deeper inside you. The
tongue is rough, and you feel the pressure batter against your womb as it
twists, coating your pussy in his saliva and smell. At the same time, his wet
nose grinds against your clit, and you can't help but buck your legs as he
violates you.

He grows with enthusiasm as he laps your lust. The two steel bands of his grip
tighten, squeezing your thighs, and you feel a claw dig in near your ass as he
eats you out.

Your eyes roll as his pace quickens.



God, it feels so good.

Your whole body flushes and heats with arousal as the long tongue explores
your insides. The fear still resides in the back of your mind somewhere, but the
need your body feels takes over and your limbs relax, even as claws dig into
them mercilessly. Instinctively, your hips buck as you move against the
violation of his tongue and wet nose against your swollen clit, working him
deeper into your aching pussy. You let out another whimper, followed by a
pleasured moan. You can smell him everywhere and it lulls you further into
the sea of arousal.

His cock doesn’t seem so scary anymore. It’s like you need it inside of you,
stretching you, breeding you.

You loudly moan in pleasure as you desperately push your hips into him,
grinding into his nose and clenching against his invading tongue. His smellis
mixed now with a tang of precum that mixes with the air, as he increases his
pace. It lashes around, searching and cleaning your insides again and again,
lapping at the edge of your womb until he suddenly stops.

There is a look of pure predatory lust in his eyes as he picks you up again, your
pussy drooling with saliva and arousal, before pushing you onto a large rock,
faceup. There is no delicacy as he positions himself, pressing his cock against
your opening and slowly smearing your clit with his precum. Satisfied, he
leans in and growls in that impossibly low voice that vibrates your bones.

"You're mine"

And with that, he plunges his cock into you.

The thickness is unbearable. You feel your body stretching, wracked with pain
and pleasure like you've never felt as he pushes into you. You feel him batter



your womb, painfully stretch it, and push further. Its all you can do to scream
in ecstatic pain as you feel a knot in his cock, thick and pulsing, stretching you
further as it enters.

With one great clawed hand he pins you to the rock and grabs your hip with
the other. Then, the wolfman’s claws pierce your ass as he buries himself to
the hilt and begins thrusting in earnest. A burning trail of precum smears
inside you, and your insides seem to twist in response, stretching to
accommodate more of him as he claims you.

"MINE" He snarls as he plunges in again.

Your belly bulges as his knot widens inside you.

"MINE"

His cock engorges, filling with cum as his thrusting punishes your body.
”MY BREEDING BITCH!”

He roars in triumph as his cock explodes inside you! Your eyes roll back and
you cum too, clenching around his cock and squeezing as your body
instinctively milks him for every drop of semen.

Your belly begins to swell as he fills you, pumping you fuller and fuller as his
balls unload. You can feel your womb overflow with his cursed seed and you
begin to look visibly pregnant as your belly grows larger and larger. You feel
your own juices splatter your thighs as he uses you, but his knot plugs your
pussy closed as he finally stops cumming.

But he doesn't stop thrusting.

"I'M NOT DONE WITH YOU"

Your whole body is sensitive, awash with orgasm, and you gasp like a fish as
he thrusts with renewed vigour. You feel like a beached whale, being attacked
by scavenging beasts, as his knot churns your insides. You can barely see past
your own cum-swollen midsection, until he takes the hand that pinned you,
and moves it over your belly.



You feel so deliciously full and warm and owned as he rubs your swollen gut
possessively.

"NOW, YOU'RE MINE"

His hand pushes on your belly, as though trying to push all that cum back
down somewhere else.

And surprisingly, it seems to work. Your belly squishes under the pressure of
his hand, reducing downwards until you can feel his cock pushing upwards
and meeting his hand through your middle.

But it doesn’t bubble out of you. Instead, the churning tainted cum seems to
flow outwards, spreading throughout your body before a warmth settles into
your breasts, hips, ass, and pussy. Then you feel the change

Your breasts rise like bread in an oven, seeming to churn as though filling with
his seed. Your position shifts as your ass grows, pushing you upwards, and
your hips thicken in his grasp. His claws meet your swelling ass and you gasp
as you feel them stabbing into you. Something is changing, deep inside, and
as you swell you can feel it shifting to accommodate a new bodily purpose.

Driven by the sight of your swelling body, the beast grabs your waist with his
other hand and begins to fuck you so hard you feel yourself shaking violently in
his grasp. His knot is a fist-sized bulge in your lower belly, and his testicles
slam against your swelling thighs as you feel yourself reshaped into his
breeding bitch.

Each thrust drags you further into a sea of pleasure, as you feel pressure
building behind your nipples. Your breasts are larger than your head as he
leans in and bites one. It swells into his mouth, piercing against his fangs as
you feel jets of pleasure spray from your nipples.

Milk
It sprays from your unattended breast and drools from his mouth as he cums

again, your pussy clenching around his thick shaft as a new supernova of
pleasure erupts!



A new orgasm is building as your chest fills and rounds. Each breast bounces
with newfound vigor and each thrust, swelling faster and faster as he pours
cum into you. They swell bigger than beach balls, their weight dragging hard
against you as they droop like massive tear drops and distend around
fattening nipples. A rough tongue assaults one as the other begins to push
against the side of his head. As each nipple throbs, your head washes in
pleasure and he keeps pumping more and more cum. Milk covers him and
pours out of his maw as you writhe and scream.

Your belly is huge and each of your breasts are bigger than yoga balls now.
Your breath comes out in short gasps from how big and heavy they are, and
you feel like you’re growing as big as the boulder he’s fucking you on!

You really are his breeding bitch.

A massive cum dumpster, plugged full and more breast, belly, and ass than
woman-~

You belong to him. You know it and you love it.

Allyou need is the feeling of clenching your insides and squeeze his cock,
your pussy needing him to stay inside of you forever.

You’re his breeding bitch.

You love being his breeding bitch.

And you cum. Again and again as he claims you and tastes you, dominating
your body with everything that is him~.

Eventually your vision grows faint and you feel yourself begin to black out. The
beast will definitely roll your immobilized, massively bloated body back to his
lair to breed over and over and over~



Light reaches your eyes and you squint as you slowly drift back into
consciousness. You’re in the bedroom of some old house, a spacious place
somewhere with a large nearby window overlooking the woods. You try to
move but nothing seems to be quite working right, until you look down to see a
vast swell of rounded flesh in front of you. You’re perched on a bed, but mostly
resting atop an enormously bloated body. Your breasts are the size of
beanbags, and although you can’t see past them, you’re sure you can feel your
belly and ass similarly engorged.

Theres a small little part of you that’s a little disappointed that you haven’t
been dragged away to some dark little cave to be bred and used, at least until
you hear the sound of dishes and smell the faint delicate smell of buttered
pancakes.

The door across the room slides open and a man walks in. He has a well-
sculpted build, smoldering amber eyes, and carries a plate generously
stacked with pancakes as he walks into the room.

And without him saying even a single word, you instinctively know that you’ve
reached the beast’s lair. It just happens that it comes with four walls,
windows, bedding, and plenty of pancakes~

End.



