Bred by Her Father
Pinned and Raped
He’d always said that she looked like her mother but the vixen had not stayed around for all that long after Sera had been born. Sera took after her, of course, with russet red fur and a narrow, slender muzzle that spoke of her mother’s side of the family more than anything else. The only inclination or even the smallest of notes was a nod to her father’s side in the darker tip of her tail and the black tips to her fur, teasing through as if she had been dipped, every so lightly, into a pot of shiny, black paint. But Sera had not been painted and she was beautiful to a fault with her eyes glimmering with natural spirit, not caring that life was tougher with just her father as a parent and doing all she could to push on through the worst, sure that the best was ahead of her.
Her father, a spotted hyena with dark fur struck through with brown and black, however, had other ideas. And it was such the way of it that, sometimes, it was the ones closest to someone who needed them the most that harmed them the most. Sera had tried so very hard in her life, after all, and all her father, Davin, had become was a mean, old hyena with his lips seemingly fixed into a permanent snarl. She was the only one who could soften his expression, cooking for him on nights when she wasn’t busy with work or her further studies at college, near graduating and still looking higher, to see just how far she could go. She was an adult and still not yet flown the coop, although there were many reasons indeed why that was and one of them was the old hyena that she still felt she had to look after in more ways than one.
Maybe she should have run while she’d had the chance, smiling and innocent on that first day of college, stepping into adulthood with hope in her eyes. He was only going to send her into the depths of despair like what she’d never felt before.
Down and down… Davin grunted in the armchair that he’d claimed as his own in the small sitting room, although he could not have said where it had been purchased or when, exactly, it had even appeared. Sera had taken care of buying that, smiling and pleased when she’d gotten a bargain; it was just another way that she was like her mother.
Breathing shallowly and harshly through his mouth, the old hyena pushed himself up awkwardly from his chair, an empty bottle of beer on the round side table beside him. The fact that that was there did not mean, of course, that he was drunk but that was the excuse that he would make to himself after the deed had been done, what would keep his daughter there forever with her eyes just like those of Trally, her smile that had changed so much in his life for the better and then, very, very abruptly, all for the worse.
It was now or never. He dragged his hind paws, lumbering to the stairs despite the muscle rippling over his form from working outdoors, all the years of labour covering him well. He was strong, too strong, and there would be no way that she’d be able to resist him, but his hard-on led him forward and away from that line of thinking as he took the stairs two at a night, his chest bare and his lower-half soon to be too.
Darkness enveloped him but a beast like him would move through the night all the same with his yellow eyes reflecting any light that filtered its way into the small, ramshackle townhouse. It was nothing special and he grunted thickly as he left his jeans in a crumpled mess on the ground. They wouldn’t be needed anymore and he was not wearing underwear either when they only got in the way of his home activities, most of which involved lazing around and jacking off. Both of which were fair enough for a male fur who spent the majority of his day engaged in hard, physical labour but perhaps not fitting for someone who only had one thing on his mind, heart aching for the vixen that he could never have again.
But he could have another, one other. And she looked just like her – even more so with the lights out, taking one slow step after the other right up to her door. Sera awaited him in the realm of dreamland and Davin himself could not resist a throaty little chuckle of desire, cock throbbing and twitching as if too knew what was to come and was not simply acting out of a body’s physical arousal. So much could be attributed to body parts that could not think or feel as a mind could, although furries would forever be want to place significance where, otherwise, there was a simple explanation.
He liked simple explanations. He liked them even more when he swung the door open to find her right there where he wanted her to be, chest rising and falling slowly and softly, so very peacefully, in sleep. Sera slept deeply and that was just what he wanted for her as he left the door swinging open at his heels, already knowing that there was nowhere she could run to even if she did fight him.
And just why would she, his sweet vixen? He still remembered her arms around him, how sweet her fruit-scented breath had been on his muzzle as she’d laughed and giggled. She’d always loved those chewy sweets that came in all the colours of the rainbow and seemed to near enough constantly smell of them, laying down a lingering memory for when she was gone.
Fuck her.
There was no more ‘her’, only him and Sera, forever together. Without thinking, he crawled onto the bed, his went bowing the old mattress down in the middle, and the vixen there, entirely unsuspecting, stirred as sweetly as he had ever imagined her to. With a breathy moan, she stretched her arms up over her head, working out the kinks in her spine even as he loomed over her, the creature of beauty before him so unsuspecting that she may very well have given a less depraved soul pause in the heat of the moment.
“Mmm…”
She was calling his name, really, he said to himself, the line of her muzzle illuminated ever so faintly in the bedroom that was not quite pitch black. It was alright. She wanted him to do this to her.
He was that depraved. Grinding lightly up against her, Davin savoured the moment, cock teasing through the fur on her thighs, the sheets pulled back, exposing her to him. She wasn’t completely clothed and that suited him just fine: it would make it all the easier for him to take every last little thing that he wanted from her. And the list had been building up so very much too…
“What... Dad?”
She rolled over, groaning as she blinked back to wakefulness, swimming up through the depths of her subconscious, her dream slipping away. The room yawned darkly around her even as she tried to come back to some sense of reality in the middle of the night. She shouldn’t have been awake, not then, but neither did she have much of a choice in the matter as she pushed herself up against a warm, hot, much larger body.
Who was that? Wait, she knew that, him... Sera rubbed the sleep from her eyes with the back of her paw, breathing shortly and shallowly. She didn’t have her full range of motion with him pressed so close to her and her heart skipped a beat as his rough paw caressed her cheek, teasing down around the back of her neck in a soft, intimate caress that was reminiscent of the comfort that should have been there between father and daughter.
But he didn’t touch her like that, not ever. Maybe once, when her grandmother vixen had passed away on her mother’s side... But that had been a long time ago even if the sensation of it all remained, the fear that something was wrong and her father coming in close to her at the moment where she had, in fact, needed him.
Was something wrong then too? She struggled, panicking and thrusting the covers back off her half-clothed body, sleeping in her underwear and a long T-shirt. Had someone else...?
And then the pressure increased, a long, low growl tearing itself in a rumbling threat from his lips, pulling back from his teeth in the flutter of odd breath. White teeth glinted as she thrashed, breath catching even as she flung her arms around him, trembling and shaking like a leaf.
“Dad, what are you doing? Dad! Dad, will you tell me what’s wrong?!”
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Brood Hen Enslavement: Transformed from Man to be Bred

All Jerold has known for his entire life is slavery, lacking the consent of one very significant party in the relationship. Yet slaves are seen as lesser beings and property in this world and he knows nothing else, as happy with his lot in life of working hard as a man could be. It's not an easy kind of life but he can get along with it well enough, in a sense, but he knows a change is coming with his change of ownership, an adult now with the ability to offer a master or mistress far, far more than before.

But Jerold could not have anticipated just what his new master would want him for when he is introduced to the flock of gryphons in his stables and his body is transformed for the pleasure of one who only seeks to use him...
A Hippogriff’s Forced Breeding: Stealing His Little Sister’s Virginity

Waking up bound to a bed in a room she does not recognise... It should be a dream for many but, to Gracie, it is a nightmare come reality. The hippogriff is exposed and vulnerable, a strange hippogriff in the room with her who she should know and yet does not truly know at all.

For he is her very own brother, sleek and silvery and struck through with black, dominant to a fault and a rebel at heart. He doesn't know what the law is to him and doesn't care either, taking what he craves wherever and whenever he requires it. And it is his little sister, of age and ripe for the taking, that has caught his fancy, but there's no way that she is going to say yes to him.

And that is just why he has to take her by force.

Note: this contains non-consensual erotica between adult (over eighteen), fantasy characters.
Bred by Her Little Brother: A Hippogriff Taken Against Her Will

It shouldn't be so difficult for family to get along but, alas, sometimes things simply don't work out the way that one plans. It, perhaps, is going to an extreme to lash out physically at his smaller and more petite anthro sister when he's a hulking feral hippogriff, but Arjun isn't thinking all that clearly. In fact, he's not thinking of all that much at all as the dominant, lazy hippogriff lets himself get riled up, arguing back until he can't help but strike, beating her down and back, right into her place.

But that place beneath him, ah: that is the most alluring. What red-blooded male wouldn't get hard for his own sister in that situation, thick and throbbing and wanting her - to dominate her? It's time for Tamia to learn the might and wrath of her brother, shutting her beak and taking his shaft even if she doesn't want to...

All have their place in family bonds.

Please note that this story contains incestual relations between a "furry" feral hippogriff and an anthro hippogriff, along with non-consensual content in a fantasy and fictional context.
