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“You want a piece of me?” the orca roared, slamming her fist into her palm. 

At 9 feet tall, she stood over three feet taller than Lynette, but that didn’t stop the sabertoothed lynx from 
mouthing off. 

“Come on! Bring it, you pussy!” she snapped back. “I bet you last fifteen seconds!” 

“Get in here and put your body where your mouth is,” the orca snarled. 

She pointed her finger at Lynette menacingly. “And after I get done fucking you up, I’m gonna fuck you 
until you pop.” 

The audience roared with applause. Though Lynette had been coming to these fights for a number of 
weeks—always as a spectator—her mouth had gotten her in trouble this time when the orca standing 
several rows ahead of her overheard her making a particularly nasty anti-cetacean comment. 

“Bring it, fish-face!” Lynette snapped. 

The orca twisted her head, cracking her neck as her muscles bulged all over her body. The orca had 
been fighting for years and spent a lot of time training her body when she wasn’t in the ring. 

Lynette flexed her hands, making a dramatic motion of extending her claws. About five-foot-six with C-cup 
breasts and a curvy but athletic physique, Lynette was probably the more agile of the two, and she was 
counting on the orca never even making contact with her. 

They took their stances as the referee stood between them. 

“All right, ladies, let’s have a nice, dirty game,” he said, looking from one to the other. “Fight until one of 
you yields or gets knocked out. Remember: anything goes. Got it?” 

“Bring it,” Lynette spat, glaring over the announcer to look up at the orca that towered over her. 

“With pleasure,” the orca growled. 

The ref stepped out of the way, and the bell dinged. 

“All right, you big, fishy-smelling bitch,” Lynette said, “Come at m—” 

She gasped as she felt her feet swept out from under her. She hadn’t seen the orca’s tail as it flew around 
behind her and knocked her over. She scrambled to her feet just in time to get caught on the jaw by a fist 
the size of head. 

She flew sideways, slamming into the ropes and falling to the ground. 

“Ow, fuck,” she said, resting on her forearms as she tried to get the world to quit spinning and her ears to 
quit ringing. 

She let out a screech as the orca grabbed her and threw her down on the ground. She threw her arms out 
to catch herself, but too late. She belly-flopped onto the ground with the wind knocked out of her. She 
snarled and tried hard to catch her breath, but then the orca lifted her up by the front of her shirt. 

“You gonna yield, little pussy-cat?” the orca asked, venom in her eyes. 

Lynette couldn’t even breathe, but she still managed to mouth off, “Fuck you.” 

“Oh, no,” the orca chuckled. “No, fuck you.” 

The orca threw her to the ground again and pinned her on her back. Lynette struggled and kicked back, 
but the orca’s impossibly strong hand closed around her throat. 

“Now, you’re gonna lie there and take it like the good pussy you are,” the orca said, dropping her shorts to 
the ground and exposing a massive bulge—she was a herm! “That little miniskirt you’ve got on is cute, 
but it’s sure not gonna protect you from what’s about to happen!” 

Lynette’s eyes widened as the orca dropped her own panties to the ground, exposing a cock as long and 
big around as Lynette’s arm that slipped out of her genital slit. 

“Don’t you dare, you fucking bitch!” Lynette roared, clawing fiercely at the orca’s arm. 
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To her dismay, the orca didn’t even flinch. 

“Try and stop me, you mouthy puss-puss,” the orca laughed cruelly. Pinning Lynette under her, the orca 
leaned forward and growled in her ear, “No, please try to stop me…it will make it so much more fun!” She 
sat up and said loudly enough for everyone to hear, “Now let’s see what else that mouth can do!” 

The audience roared with applause—it was good to see the bigoted lynx getting her comeuppance. 

Pinning her in place, the orca moved around to her head, her cock already dripping precum. 

“You stick that in my mouth, and I will fucking bite it off!” Lynette snapped. 

“How about I break your jaw first, then?” the orca suggested. Her eyes narrowed, and she cocked her 
head thoughtfully. “No…I have a better idea.” 

She moved back around Lynette’s legs and pinned one foot then the other under her knees. Lynette 
snarled in pain as the heavy orca smashed her toes into the ground. But she didn’t have long to dwell on 
that. The orca’s finger flicked up under her panties and deftly moved them aside, exposing her sex to 
everybody. Lynette’s face turned bright red as she felt everyone’s eyes staring right at her private place. 
She took a swipe at the orca, who grabbed her paw with one hand and squeezed hard. Lynette cried out 
as her hand was crushed. 

But the worst was yet to come. 

From her position pinning Lynette down, the orca had no difficulty hunching over and lining her penis up 
with Lynette’s pussy. Lynette struggled in vain, feeling the hot tip of the orca’s penis spreading her lips. 

“No!” Lynette cried, “Stop!” 

“Hmm,” the orca said, ignoring her and suddenly smiling coldly. “I have an even better idea!”  

She lowered her penis just a bit, and Lynette breathed a sigh of relief as the hot, wet tip left her. She 
breathed too soon. Her eyes widened as she felt the hot prick press against her anus. 

“Fuck you! Let me go!” she snarled, but as soon as she tried to swing with her hurt hand, she immediately 
cried out and brought it to her chest, grimacing. 

The orca just grinned and then plunged inside, instantly hilting herself inside of Lynette’s ass. Lynette 
screamed like a cat in a fight, and the audience jeered at her as the orca began thrusting into and out of 
her. 

“Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!” Lynette screamed. 

“That’s about enough out of you,” the orca replied, squeezing her fingers around Lynette’s throat—not 
enough to completely strangle her, but enough to make the blood get trapped in her head. 

Lynette gasped and clawed with her good hand against the orca’s vise-like grip, but to no avail. The 
violence seemed to turn the orca on, and she rammed harder and harder into Lynette, driving the lynx’s 
body into her captive neck with each shove. 

Then the orca snarled and quit thrusting as she began to pump cum into Lynette. 

Lynette gasped and struggled, trying to get the orca to let go, but even as she fought, she could feel the 
pressure inside her ass growing and making her cramp. Just the first spurt of whale cum that shot into her 
felt like a hot jet that instantly made her stomach cramp, made her double over in pain, and made her feel 
like she desperately needed to take a crap. But with the orca’s dick buried inside of her, that wasn’t gonna 
happen. 

Another spurt shot into her, and Lynette moaned aloud, squeezing her eyes closed as her stomach 
cramped even harder. Not that she knew anatomy, but her large intestine was now completely full with 
just two spurts, and already the whale’s thick, hot cum was already trying to shove itself into her small 
intestines. 

The orca spurted again, alternately rolling her eyes back in her head in bliss and looking down at Lynette 
in sadistic glee. Lynette felt the burning liquid shoot deeper into her. It moved with such force that she 
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could feel it racing around the bends of her small intestines, up and down, left and right, forward and 
backward. She began to feel nauseous, and she strained to breathe against the orca’s still-clenching 
fingers. 

With a few more spurts, Lynette’s small intestines were completely full, and she screamed in pain as the 
pressure increased through the next couple of spurts, feeling like getting kicked in the lower chest from 
the inside as the cum tried to force itself backwards into her stomach. Spurt, spurt went the orca, and 
then the cum abruptly gained entry. Lynette coughed and retched while the audience looked on, pointing 
and laughing at her agonized plight. 

Lynette could feel her skin stretching as her intestines all swelled and jostled each other, trying to make 
room for their contents. They pressed against her quickly-filling stomach, making her feel like she would 
throw up any second. But Lynette hated throwing up, and she fought with all she had, desperately trying 
to hold it down. Her stomach distended and pooched up so big that she could see its outline over her 
breasts. She looked pregnant! 

But the orca was still cumming, and soon it was no longer a case of throwing up; it was a case of her 
body being too full to fit anything else! Another spurt completely distended her stomach. Lynette lay back, 
desperately doing anything she could to give her body as much space to spread out as possible, but she 
began to feel the most terrible heartburn as her stomach contents sought an exit. 

With one more spurt from the orca, Lynette’s body finally had had enough, and a mixture of cum and 
everything it had driven up through Lynette’s system came shooting up her throat and violently exploding 
from her mouth. Lynette’s eyes bulged as the first spurt blasted out of her, streaked with white, black, 
brown, and red. But before she could catch her breath, another spurt drove through her. This one was 
completely white. 

“Well, looky there, you still got my cum in your mouth!” the orca jeered, eliciting another round of laughter 
from the audience. 

Making a face, the orca stroked a few times inside of Lynette, prolonging her orgasm and sending 
pressure waves through Lynette’s body and driving the cum out in white, projectile spurts that shot high 
into the air, arced, and came splattering back down on Lynette’s face and breasts. She couldn’t breathe 
with all the cum in her mouth, and she began to black out. Only then did the orca finally yank her cock out 
of her. Lynette’s body clamped down instinctively, trapping all of that cum inside of her. 

She’d already thrown up in front of everybody. There was no way she was going to let it out the other 
end, too, pain be damned! She coughed and shot another arc of thick cum into the air to plaster her own 
breasts. Lynette’s face burned in embarrassment as she lay back, struggling to catch her breath and 
coughing up whale spunk as the orca got up and started walking towards the edge of the ring, clearly the 
winner. 

The orca was almost to the ropes when Lynette finally caught her breath enough to speak. 

“You bitch,” she muttered, coughing and spurting more cum onto her chest. 

The orca whirled, stomped back up to her, and pile-drove her fist into Lynette’s stomach. 

The pressure on her ass spiked instantly—so fast that Lynette couldn’t hold back. As the wind was driven 
out of her lungs, her ass lost the battle against the gallons of orca jizz inside of her and began spewing 
brown-tinged cum. She heard a rip, and her eyes snapped open in spite of her pain as she realized that 
the blast had blown a hole right through her panties. She couldn’t even think straight enough to begin to 
hold back, to arrest the flow of feces and orca jism that now spluttered into and through her underwear 
and began clumping on her skin and splattering all over the floor. Only after several seconds was she 
able to even gasp in a breath, and she began desperately trying to stop the flow. 

But with the seal broken, it was like trying to stop a garden hose turned on at full blast with nothing more 
than a thumb. She willed her ass to tighten, but the force of the orca’s cum inside of her and her own 
body’s desperate need to purge itself betrayed her and drove her quivering asshole open in spite of her 
efforts. Shit and cum spread out the sides and bottom of her panties, slathering themselves all over her 
buttocks and spraying onto the ground. All the while, the audience roared with laughter as Lynette 
squeezed her eyes closed, mortified at shitting herself in front of everybody. She felt the world closing in 
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on her, getting oppressively close, the audience’s faces, lips twisted into jeering laughs, haunting her 
through her closed eyes. 

“No! Make it stop!” she cried, and the audience’s laughter changed from jeering to hysterics as furs fell 
out of their chairs laughing at her reaction.  

It went on for so, so long. 

At long last, the horrible stream stopped, and she clamped her ass tightly. But each time she coughed, 
another spurt of liquid shit-cum splattered through her panties, reminding her over and over again how 
badly she was failing at keeping herself under control. But she was exhausted, and the coughs came on 
without any warning. Even as she tensed up in last-second preparation, she felt her panties soiled yet 
again, each time a reminder that this was real, that she was still here, surrounded by a jeering audience 
who believed she had this coming to her, reminding her that she had lost control in front of all of them, 
reminding her that she had shat herself—and was still shitting herself—right here in the ring. 

She abruptly felt someone shaking her. She gasped and opened her eyes. It was the janitor; the laughing 
spectators were all gone, and the room was dark. 

“Lady, I’m not cleaning up after you,” the old, cap-wearing otter said. “Now you just get up and start 
cleaning up this filthy mess you made!” 


