Judy braced herself with both paws against the old sycamore in the front yard of the Hopps family farm. Teeth grit, eyes crossed when they weren't scrunched closed, belly sloshing with the cum Gideon had already shot up inside of her before they'd left for her parents' home. Behind her, Gideon gripped her by her waist as he rutted her thoroughly abused tail hole, slamming his knot into her loosened rosebud with dangerous force.

It was risky doing it this close to the house, at least if they were worried about being caught. Though at this point it should have been clear to Judy that Gideon wasn't the least bit concerned with getting caught by anyone, least of all her parents. They'd let him rape her time and again under their own roof without so much as a word to either of them. They let her rapist take her from their home and move her into his own. And then they invited her and her rapist over for dinner, like a normal couple.

And she understood, now, that that's what Gideon, the sly bastard, was. That that was what he had done to her for days on end in her depression. That that was what he had been doing to her over and over until the point where, suddenly, it wasn't that anymore. And even before she discovered that this was what she wanted, this fox using her body to satisfy his needs, she'd decided that it was certainly what she deserved. What she was good for. What all prey was good for

He wasn't raping her now. She was still his prey, she knew, she felt, but she was his willing prey. She moaned his name around a tongue that felt as though it had lost all of its strength. Every thrust sending waves through the curves she'd put on in his care. Her only concern was that if he pushed himself all the way in, knotted her good and proper, she wouldn't be able to hold his load through dinner after he pulled out.

Finally, he slammed in as hard and deep as he could manage without fully burying his bone. His balls drained another gut packing load up inside of her and her ass chugged every last drop he had to give. Her neck craned back and her pussy spilled a surge of her juices onto the ground, muddying the dirt at their feet.

She couldn't help wondering, as Gideon pulled himself from her bowels and she clenched her asshole as tight as she could in order to keep the warm ropes of fox nut he'd been so generous with inside, when it was that she'd become such a slut for anal.

With no underwear to speak of and a pussy that had only just finished juicing up for her predator paramour, Judy's earlier concerns that her parents would be able to scent their lurid activities on her body became a certainty. And as Gideon, gentleman that he was, pulled her dress back into place and offered a hand to help her stand on still wobbly legs, she couldn't say the idea really bothered her all that much anymore.

They pretended not to hear the muted breaths coming from nearby.

The couple arrived on the Hopps' doorstep looking about as put together and polite as they were likely to manage, given what they'd just been up to. Stu and Bonnie opened the door, all smiles save for a brief, terrified glance Bonnie cast in Gideon's direction before quickly wiping it away. Her joy at seeing her beloved daughter looking so well after so long was, after all, no less genuine than the abject horror she felt at seeing her hanging from the arm of their mutual rapist. Their mutual predator.

Gideon extended a hand, shaking Stu's and thanking him for inviting the two of them over. Judy wrapped both of her parents in a hug, pulling them close and feeling a surge of loving warmth as they each placed a paw on her back and spoke their love to her. There was a time, not long ago, when such a moment may have broken her free from the jaws wrapped around her neck and given her the strength to fight to save herself and her family. She desperately needed reminding of how loved she was, despite her failures. It was unfortunate, then, that that time had long passed. Judy Hopps was not simply dangling from the jaws of her predator any longer. She'd been consumed in her entirety. Well beyond saving. And while this embrace still provided her with a sense of strength and resolve, it was the resolve to see the rest of her family, the rest of Bunnyburrow, join her in the belly of that very same beast.

Stu, oblivious, grabbed his daughter by the shoulders and held her out to get a good look at her. "Well, aren't you looking healthy? It's good to see he's keeping you fed. That why you've been a such a stranger lately." He felt the dampness of the sweat that glistened on his daughter's coat and an off note met his nose, but he couldn't quite place it.

Bonnie, however, knew exactly what that odor was from very recent experience. She looked at her daughter, eyes flooded with concern, but as Judy spoke to her father there wasn't the slightest hint of any fear or sorrow in her. If anything, she looked happier than she had been in some time.

Gideon stepped away from Judy to allow her to speak with her father while Gideon greeted Bonnie. Bonnie was less than enthused, her expression darkening as she instinctively took a step back. This only served to let Gideon angle himself to stand between Bonnie and her husband. He grinned.

"Thanks for havin' us, Bonnie," he said. "Judy was real excited when I told her about tonight. Shame the rest of the girls ain't here t'see their sister. I figure that's your doin'?"

"You didn't say they had to be here." Bonnie didn't have her daughter's fight, it was true. But a mother's protectiveness still burned, if dully, within her. She was going to subject her daughters to whatever horrors she expected to see had been wrought upon Judy. It was very much to her surprise, though, that her girl looked not only happy, but, like Stu said, healthy.

Gideon caught her gaze drifting back to Judy and smirked.

"I'n told ya ain't I? I raped her 'til she loved me. I'm not about to hurt a girl adores me as much as your daughter does. I ain't that kinda monster."

"Mom," came Judy's voice. Bonnie turned her attention back and found her daughter looking at her with concern. She knew something was wrong. She had to. Bonnie had already failed her once. Maybe, just maybe, she could make up for that now.

"You're right, though," Gideon's voice interrupted her thoughts. "I didn't say you needed the other girls here. Cause, let's be honest, it don't really matter, do it? You couldn't protect Judy, you damn sure ain't gonna protect the rest and we ain't in no rush. I got years to work my way through every single cunt you don' pushed outta yers." He smiled, big and toothy, sending Bonnie's heart racing. Even scarier, even more intimidating, was the swelling in the very front of his pants. She parted her lips to answer back, but nothing came out. She'd fight him. She would! Wouldn't she...?

Her thoughts were interrupted as a hand took hers and gave her a light tug. Judy was at her side.

"Let's go freshen up for the boys some, mom," she said with a playful wink to Gideon who flashed her those dagger sharp pearly whites and placed a paw on Stu's shoulder.

"I'm sure we can find plen'y to talk about in the meanwhile. You girls go look your best.

Bonnie nodded as hope began to fill her breast as Judy walked her away from the men and down the hall. Stupid fox. This had to be a tactic. A plan so the two of them could talk alone together, maybe call for help before Gideon could notice. Something she must have learned as a police officer.

It wasn't long before they were tucked away in one of the bigger restrooms, well out of earshot of the fox, the door locked behind them. A weight seemed to fall from Judy's shoulders as they hid away.

"Thank god." Judy sighed, "some privacy."

For a moment, Bonnie thought the plan, whatever it was, was about to begin. Instead, Judy pulled a few cosmetics from her purse and began to reapply makeup that she had, unbeknownst to her parents, sweated out while fucking her predator in their front lawn.

"Judy," Bonnie began. "Judy, we need to call for help."

Leaned over the sink, fixing her makeup in the mirror, Judy didn't bother to even turn to look her mother in the eye. "Help," she asked. "Help for what, mom?"

"Gideon," her mother hissed between her teeth. "We need to get you away from him before he tries anything else."

From behind her, Bonnie could see the way Judy rolled her eyes, finishing what she was doing before turning and leaning back against the sink, the plastic tube in her paw making a sharp clatter as it impacted the quartz of the countertop."

Her ears hung behind her, her face was a cold mask of annoyance and frustration.

"You're a little late to start thinking about that, aren't you? Don't worry, mom. I'm happy, really. I'm finally starting to feel something besides guilt." Though there was plenty of that left.

"Oh, Judy..." Her mom tottered forward; arms outstretched as she placed her hands on her daughter's arms. "I'm so sorry. Your father and I, we should have protected you. We didn't know."

Judy raised her head, the facade of indifference cracking just a little as she placed a hand on her mother's face. "Oh, mom. You knew." She spoke the words lovingly and quietly. "You were just too afraid to say anything until you were the one getting your cunt stretched. How was it, by the way? I never asked Gideon. Did you cum for him? Was he better than dad?"

Bonnie's eyes went wide as panic spread across her features. She tried to pull away, but Judy caught her by her arm and wouldn't let go. Even having let herself go the way she had, Judy was still a former cop who graduated top of her class. Muscle for muscle, Bonnie was not her equal.

"Shh shh shh shh shh. It's okay, mom. It's o-kay. Okay? Don't do anything rash with Gideon all alone out there with dad. Who knows how bad things could get, right? You already know how much of a monster he can be."

Bonnie brought a hand to her mouth, shaking her head.

"I haven't seen him do anything too extreme, besides what he did to us, but I know he's a real predator. Why tempt fate?"

Judy pressed down on her mother's shoulders, forcing the older bunny to buckle her knees and lower herself to the floor, that look still etched into her features. Her eyes wide as the moon. Her hand unmoved from where it had been placed over her lips. She couldn't believe what was happening. What had been happening. What she'd allowed to happen.

Judy grasped her mother's wrist gently, moving the paw that covered her stunned expression down into her lap with the other. Judy's gaze bore a cold affection. As though she recognized the woman as her mother, and she did care, but that care was subsumed, consumed, by something else entirely. Something else that, to Judy, was far, far more important than even her close familial ties.

Her own paw then moved up, landing on the top of her mother's head, between her two ears, now lowered in some deep, despairing emotion. One side of Judy's lips quirked up into something resembling a smile before she slowly turned her back to her mother, keeping her paw in place. She reached down with the empty hand, grasping the side of her dress as she leaned forward over the sink and gave it a tug. Then another. Hiking it back up to where it had been only minutes earlier when Gideon had been filling her insides to bursting.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the bathroom mirror, seeing eyes that were no longer dull and dead. No longer drained of a desire to do anything but wallow in her own self-pity as she was used by her predator to satiate his hunger.

For the first time in a very long time, she smiled privately. Smiled to herself.

Bonnie's face, however, was only growing more horrified with each passing moment. She wanted to turn away, but Judy's hand kept her head in place. She wanted to close her eyes, but fear and morbid curiosity kept her eyes peeled nice and big.

What welcomed them was an up close and personal view of her daughter's weepy cunt, juicing itself up over what had happened earlier and everything that was soon to happen from now on. And what a sight it was. Her lowers lips were parted, her inner petals in plain view. Her clit stuck out proudly, demanding attention. Her hole twitched ever so slightly with each breath Judy took. Above it she could see a trickle of something off-white and viscous running from between those bunny buns.

Judy poked her tongue out to the side of her mouth in concentration as she released her dress, grabbed hold of one of her ass cheeks and pulled it apart from the other, giving Bonnie an unobstructed view of her daughter's asshole. While her pussy seemed to be well worn by a cock not meant for it, her back door was a disaster. Her pucker was irritated and swollen, releasing squirts of fox semen as it pulsed excitedly, straining to keep a deluge of spunk from pouring out of her body.

The mixture of scents produced by her daughter's excitement and Gideon's seed were wreaking havoc with Bonnie's head. She didn't want this, whatever this was, but she couldn't think straight submerged in this heady, lustful haze. Her jaw was slackening, her eyes blinked, slowly, one after the other. Her thoughts were on her guilt for allowing her daughter to be victimized the way she had. Her focus was on the pulsing, leaking, hole that seemed to be growing closer and closer.

Judy felt her mother's nose slide up the crack of her ass as she pressed her face between her cheeks. She pushed her hips back, driving Bonnie's partially parted lips into her protruding anal ring, letting out a groaning sigh in relief as she relaxed some. Gideon's nut beginning to spill from her backside.

Bonnie's barely there mind responded as that taste hit her tongue. She tried, weakly, to pull away only for her daughter's grip to hold firm, keeping her in place. Her only other option, then, was to begin swallowing. Noisily chugging down Gideon's still warm secondhand load from Judy's insides. Her tongue began to thoughtlessly prod at the source of her liquid dinner before poking inside properly, sending a shiver up Judy's spine and a moan from her lips. She began to buck her hips back into the older rabbit's face, being reckless with her voice as she used her own mother to get herself off.

She deserved it. They all deserved it. This was what they were good for. What they were meant for. To be used. Just cogs in a wheel turned by predator hands. It had only just begun to dawn on her just how much she enjoyed that thought. Just the notion had brought her closer to her next orgasm than her mother's tongue shoved up her ass.

She clenched her jaw, eyes rolling up as she doused Bonnie's blouse in incestuous squirt. It took every ounce of will she had not to cry out in the moment.

Once it had passed, Judy collapsed forward, basking in the afterglow of a well-earned cum. Bonnie fell away once her daughter's paw went limp on her head. Judy let out a grunt as she expelled the rest of the fox spend she'd been holding inside of herself out onto her mother's stunned form.

She wanted to just stay there. To close her eyes and fade into a nice, post orgasmic nap. But she wasn't yet done doing the task her predator had set her to. Tonight was going to be the end of the Hopps Family Farm in all but name, after all. There was still work to do.

"Gideon," she called, not bothering to lift herself from the sink, taking as much time as she needed to regain some of her expended energy. "Could you come here for a minute? Mom and I could use a hand!"

She heard two chairs pull out from the table. "Dad, you just stay right there. It'll only take a minute and Gideon'll have an easier time helping." It didn't matter if Stu came in and saw the havoc that had been wrought under his own roof.. He was helpless to do anything about it, regardless. But he might try. And they'd both rather he didn't. After all, Judy loved her father and didn't want him hurt. And things would be easier for Gideon if he accepted the way of things without much of a ruckus.

To that end, a few moments later, Judy was putting herself back together, dress feeling a little less tight now that some of the pressure in her belly had been relieved, as Gideon stepped inside.

"Shooo, darlin' what you dun to her," he asked looking at Bonnie lying in a heap, only just now beginning to pick herself up in the face of Gideon's presence.

"Just following orders," she answered.

"You real good at that, ain'tcha?" He gave her a swat on her ass while removing his jacket. "You get back out there and entertain your old man. This ain't gon' take too much longer."

Judy gave a nod, snatched up his jacket and was quickly out the door.

With her gone, Gideon knelt down and smiled wide in Bonnie's cum and sweat drenched face. She looked back at him not with anger or disgust. Just with raw, primal fear. He'd turned her own daughter against her. Enthusiastically against her. And done it so easily. Judy had always been so strong. Much stronger than her. She knew that she stood no chance here.

"I'n had my eye on y'all and your farm for years, ya know. I love my little bakery, genuinely I do, but that ain't enough for me. I got a big appetite and there are all sortsa little critters runnin' around this town. You got no idea how many of your friends and neighbors I already dun ate up, just like I dun ate up y'all's little pride and joy and made her mine."

Bonnie didn't interrupt. Nor did she so much as speak a word of resistance as he reached down and lifted her up, sitting her butterball behind on the sink counter. As he rolled her onto her back and tore her blouse wide. As he raised her dress and pulled her panties aside.

"You love your husband, Bonnie?"

She nodded, teary eyed.

"Your daughter does to. You just take a page out of her book. Sit back and enjoy the ride. Ain't nothin' bad's gonna happen to him so long as you behave yourself and do as you're told."

He popped the fly of his slacks, letting his slicked shaft push out into the fuck-stuffy air of the bathroom. He took the heel of each of Bonnie's long feet into each of his clawed hands, spreading her wide. She didn't want this and she was terrified, so she was far from soaked. But she couldn't hide every bit of lust and desire behind fear and dissent. He could see a slight sheen of her juices and, more significantly, he could scent her in the air.

"Nothin but a broken heart." He pushed into her still tight cunt, a gasp escaping from Bonnie as he filled her.

---

It wasn't too long before Gideon returned to the dining room table. His hair was mussed. His shirt was half untucked. He was grinning like the cat who'd caught the canary. He stopped by Judy's seat, gave her a peck on the cheek, then sat at the head of the table, opposite Stu.

Stu was no moron, he felt his anger beginning to boil at the implications of Gideon's appearance, but he didn't say a word. He couldn't believe his wife would do such a thing after all these years without any evidence.

Evidence was soon to follow as Bonnie stumbled back into the dining room. Her face was a matted mess and flushed red beneath her fur. Her clothes disheveled, buttons missing from her blouse and stains drying in various places. Her eyes refused to even glance at her husband.

Gideon made to raise a glass, pantomiming as though he was about to tap it and propose a toast. Instead, he held the knife out away from himself and dropped it with a clatter onto the floor.

"I'll get it," Judy chimed and dove under the table.

Bonnie gave her husband a remorseful look before saying ."L-let me help" and disappearing with her daughter down below.

The sound of a zipper being lowered. A single moan. Two. Gideon reclining in his seat as the wet sounds of tongues on flesh filled their ears. Gagging. Choking. Words of encouragement from daughter to mother.

Stu was furious. He shot up from his seat with every intention of putting a stop to this.

Then, and only then, did Gideon tap his glass.

Stu stopped, mid-stride, to turn his rage filled gaze on the fox he had, up until that point, considered a family friend.

"I think we both got pretty good notions as ta what's goin on beneath this tablecloth, Stu," Gideon began. "But do you think you should go flyin' off the handle just cause of suspicions, hm?"

Stu opened his mouth to respond, Gideon held up his hand, then bent his fingers, emphasizing his claws. "'Cause let's say you were right. What would you do about it? Fight me? You sure weren't interested in that when I was raping your daughter under your own roof. You ain't about to pull it off now. Couldn't protect her from me then, couldn't protect your wife from me earlier, you damn sure can't protect any of the rest of your family from me. So, you go on and take a swing at me, Stu. You try an' fight an' I'll show you the difference 'tween us."

The rage began to drain from Stu's visage as he listened. It wasn't replaced by fear. Not yet. Anger remained, but it was married to disgust. Disgust with himself. How could he have been so blind.

"And I don't see any good reason to go breakin' up a happy marriage over speculation either. Cause who's place she gon' go to when you kick her out? Whose' gon' help her look after the farm when you leave her? Answers the same either way. And if a predator had designs ta get his hooks, and his somethin' else, inta the women of a big ol' bunny family, seems ta me the quickest way to'em is through their mama when their daddy ain't 'round no more. And they're already real interested, I can tell ya that much. Whiffed a few of the older ones getting' their jollies earlier when I had a go at their sister."

Gideon's expression was deathly serious. No sly smile. No playfulness at all. It was cold and callous.

"Sit down, Stu. Let's let the women folk find that knife while you and I talk business. Then the nigh'll be over, I'll take your daughter home and fuck her stupid, and you'll take your wife back to y'all's bed and put aside any funny little notions ya might have that she ain't yours no more."
