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A beautiful spring day was making the otherwise quiet forest seem alive. Bugs and other species alike were coming out of the dens they had made for the long winter, and every single one of them were hungry. Their appetites were wet for meals that were lively, not the dried goods they had munched on while in the varied hibernations. One such creature was September, a tiger that was a mix of Siberian and Ngandong, the latter an extinct species that gave this female her unusually large size. Thereby, she was ten-feet tall, ten-foot-three on a good day, which according to her instincts, was shaping up to be exactly that. Considering her species, she didn’t hibernate or migrate during the cold season. In turn, her hunger was at least two fold of any animal stalking the woods for their first real meal. Her kind had adapted to the wintertime but that didn’t mean finding food was all that easier. On top of it all...she was pregnant.

Very pregnant and looking for a meal that could fill her wide, wanting belly. “...Hm? ...What was that?”

She had heard what sounded like the distant cry of another animal in distress. The high-pitched squeal sounded female and the lower voice that followed sounded husky yet female too. As she approached the direction it came from, she could hear the two unknowns speak to each other in short phrases. Coupled with the sound of soil being dragged and skinny branches breaking, she could be heading toward a fight, either territorial or someone else looking for a snack. Feeling a little stuffy and in case this turned into a struggle for herself, September undid the button on the bottom of her short-sleeved blue and purples plaid shirt. Although tempting, she kept the button above the unfastened one secured, the moderately warm weather making her slightly sweat with anticipation. Her big breasts sat comfortably in the top, the four unfastened buttons above the single fastener revealing her soft and inviting cleavage.

“Maybe I’ll bust it off here soon...” she thought aloud, voicing the risque consideration as her tummy growled in low-key thrill.

Before proceeding forward, she visually inspected the rest of her to ensure nothing, wardrobe malfunction or otherwise, would potentially foil her hunt. Wholly, September was a curvy gal. Her big head could swallow a watermelon—or bigger—whole, and the fact she was attractive didn’t help the prey she would lock her beautiful blue eyes with. A short curly mop of black hair, a creamy mane framing that cute face, and black-striped cheeks made her a pretty predator.

However, her face was most likely seen second by anyone unlucky enough to be caught in her cool and comfortable gaze, her big broad squishy belly and the broader powerful hips it sat on, usually the first thing they focused on. Barely close to the end of her first trimester, it maintained a roughly spherical shape yet the soft chub surrounding it gave the false impression that she wasn’t pregnant. Going by the rest of her curvaceous yet sensually strong physique, one could assume she simply liked to eat. The natural brawn that came with her mixed tiger genetics made her an intimidating presence, especially if they felt how firm her gut was. If they managed to cop a feel before being stuffed inside it. She was a feline power house and was stronger than the average tiger...and bear.

The latter appeared in her crosshairs as she slowly stalked in the high bushes surrounding the field of confrontation happening before her. September’s long, thick, and strong tail coiled around her belly and thighs as she ducked to remain unseen.

“Let go of my hair! It really hurts!” the higher-pitched voice begged.

Stepping a few paces closer, she could make out both of them while keeping her distance. The one that just spoke was what she recognized as an okapi, another mixed creature like herself. Otherwise known as a zebra giraffe, this pink-haired female was small, even for her species. She couldn’t be more than four feet tall, and although in the throes of danger, the stalking tiger found her frightened expression to be irresistibly cute. Dressed only in a purple apron and a lengthy black skirt, she appeared as though the bear had interrupted her in the middle of cooking. Some tiny stains on her hands reaching for the tight ponytail wrapped atop with a purple headband told her as much. September doubted someone so little was making a lot to eat but once she noticed the pregnant belly bulging the apron forth, she re-thought her approach entirely. Not knowing what to expect, the tigress was feeling both maternal and sympathetic. The bear in grasp of the okapi must’ve realized the opportunity of eating a pregnant prey, and the food they’d been making.

“I wish I could, my plump dear, but I’m starving from a long winter...and you and whatever else you’ve been cooking will make a very satisfying meal.” the lower-toned female bear taunted.

The aggressor was approximately six-foot tall and didn’t appear to be pregnant, making September’s decision-making easier. She was already planning on intervening based on the bear’s unethical choice to eat a pregnant person but her generally chubby frame sealed the deal. Sizing her up, the tigress estimated she was more than a third larger than the bear. Funny enough, they had about the same build, a squishy upper body with a bit of a saggy belly and succulently thick thighs supported by broad hips. Decked in the shortest amount of clothing out of all three of them, her blue sports bra and skimpier bottoms told the female higher on this condensed food chain that she would be a trouble-less swallow. Settled and starving, September licked her lips at the brown-haired assaulter.

“Please don’t! I’ve made enough food to feed my whole family! You can have it all if you let me go!” the okapi tried to reason.

“Ohohoho, I know you do, my delicious little snack! But why would I settle for all you have when I can have you as well!” the bear countered, yanking her prey closer and raising an arm as though she was about to deliver a blow.

At that moment, September pounced, using her robust legs to hop out from the bush and snatch the raised hand of the bear.

“...‘Ho-ho’, who do we have here?” the tigress mocked and greeted.

Blindsided by the ambush, the bear lifted her right leg to turn as much as she could to see the new superior aggressor. She first glanced at the beautifully-striped belly of September and then looked up at her hungry gaze. “Oh...?!” was all she could blurt.

In her stunned fright, the bear’s hand had loosened the hold she had on the okapi’s ponytail. The pink-headed former prey saw the opportunity this was and dashed to the safety of the bushes. In her condition, she couldn’t run far with her big belly, and also feeling tired from the brief struggle, she paused to catch her breath. The whole time, she couldn’t keep her yellow eyes off her enormous savior, her jaw slacked as much as the purple-eyed bear for how huge and formidable September appeared, twice her size and so much more.

The tigress wasn’t modest in showing that strength, lifting the bear off the ground without any strain. September leaned down, putting her free hand on her hip and looking at the bear with playful menace. “...Looks like meanie bear needs to learn some manners.”

A terse exchange of looks occurred between the two, seconds in actuality but feeling like the longest minute for the idle okapi.

“Mhmm...” September mewed. She usually liked to play with her food, adding in some taunts or prodding their bodies teasingly, but having not a single worthwhile thing to eat in what felt like months, she cut to the chase with a single, slow lick of her furry lips.

The bear had nothing to say, too overcome by the sizable foe and submission—making her silently look the predator in the eyes as she hoped for some last-second mercy. She trembled, every inch of her curvy and plump anatomy buzzing with terror.

September had nothing more that needed to be said, grabbing the other vibrating hand of the brown-furred bear. Slapping them together, the tigress let go of her grasp only to swiftly slap over the elbows of the dangling prey, and then plunged the hands folded like an unintentional prayer into her wide-opening maw. From there, she repeated the action again, letting go over her elbows and grasping her shoulders to shove the rest of her arms into wide-spreading jaws. The motion put the bear’s face squarely in the front of her mouth. For a fleeting second, there was a muffle of protest that intelligibly slipped out from the tiny space between the predator’s enclosed mouth but it was futile. The tiger moaned slightly when she slid her paws down to the soft and likely juicy belly of the bear.

“...Succulent.” September voiced almost with a slur.

Salivating and ravenous, she squeezed the bear’s belly hard with both paws, her eyes rolling back as her jaws appeared to absurdly unhinge to seamlessly slide the large quarry into her widening throat. The muffles continued to roll out, September loving the tickle of the pointless protests sent down the tight confines of her esophagus. Internally, she flexed her well-trained belly muscles and created a small suction that pulled the plump and shapely bear down her all the faster. This clearly wasn’t her first meal of this size, her hulking body seeming to shift and adapt to assimilating the corpulent meal. There was a forty percent difference in their heights but in terms of mass, the percentage was reversed. Nevertheless, the fat food was assured to stretch the tigress more than any had in a long time. She could feel her undergarments contract as she felt the first wave of pleasure release over her pumping physique.

“Ohhhhhh...” she moaned when the bear’s breasts began to cram into her jaws.

September performed the same flexing technique but with her throat this time, drawing the meaty bust of the bear into her with slight resistance at first, and then feeling the two orbs squeeze
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