“It feels goooood.” She moaned as her face pushed forward, whiskers springing from either side of her flattening nose. Heated pants of breath spilled from her lips, the airway split by the increasing incisors that grew down from the top of her teeth, giving her a slight whistle. Her moans grew louder and her face pushed forward longer, in a kind of boxy, rodenty way. The russet red fur that flowed over her face added to the visage of squirrel that overtook her, with further changes burgeoning across the rest of her transforming body.
Her moans were met with whimpers from just above her, a slightly older brother attempting to pin down the increasingly fluffy squirming figure below him, as he wrestled with her – he didn’t know what was happening to her, only that she was bucking and thrusting under him as if in the throes of pleasure, grinding incessantly to his crotch. Her panties were soaked through, and she wouldn’t stop grinding her fluffy thighs against his crotch or trying to wrap her legs around his waist. It was his sister, dammit, why was she doing this… and why was he so damn rock hard? It felt like his balls were filling up like water balloons, expanding and sloshing so they were tight in his loins.

“C-calm down, Casey! We’ve got to get you help.” He pleaded with her, even as she arched her back and let out another chittery moan, a great mass of fluffy tail exploding out behind her, tearing a hole in her pants and flisking about from side to side. 

“Oooohhh, help me heeeeeeere, Jordan!” She pleaded instead, wriggling one arm out from his grasp and stuffing her hand – no, paw – right down into her underwear. The telltale squelching noise and corresponding squeal offered no doubt that the ‘good’ feelings she was chittering about were entirely sexual. Indeed, the stain of her juices spread all over her crotch, plenty of them spattering him as she came and came, stuffing two fingers in and out of her snatch like rapidfire.
“Stop that! You’re n-waallmf~” The brother Jordan muffled out, as his face was stuffed full of fluttering, musky squirrel tail, teasing about his jawline. Gods, he didn’t mean to inhale like that, her scent driving him crazy. His dick strained his pants all the more ferociously erect, stains spreading where spurts of precum sputtered out due to sheer pressure and production. He wanted to cum so fucking bad, just nut in everything and breed until he passed out.

Jordan knew by these lewd and squirrely thoughts that whatever was affecting his sister was affecting him as well. He just hoped he could get everything under control enough to seek help before she got out of hand, or he did. Her face was nearly unrecognizable, save for the glittering blue eyes, focusing up at him with an expression of pure lust. It was his sister, he demanded to himself – a year younger and a half-head shorter. He didn’t actually want to cram his cock down her throat and unload until he passed out. That was just… just… whatever this was talking. Not him.

Finally managing to wrench her hand free of her crotch, Jordan pinned both of her hands up above her head, panting as he straddled her with the rest of his body, nearly sitting on her. His pants were bulging incredibly lewdly, as if he’d stuffed two melons and a summer sausage into them. Those melons sat atop her belly, just below her own melons – plump, full breasts each as big as her own head, with perky pink nipples jutting out from the fur that covered her body. They were bare, as she managed to wrangle herself out of her top before he pinned her, and her bra had long since snapped, overflowing with tits. They rose and fell, bobbing with each of her quick breaths, jiggling succulently and expanding ever so slightly with time.
Time was something Jordan felt he and his sister didn’t have. Now that she was pinned, he had to get her calm – gods, if only he could at least jerk off right now, it’d be so much easier – and then call for help. Already he was feeling the bones and flesh of his face starting to nudge forward, pleasure radiating outwards from his face in every place she had peppered him with kisses earlier. Fur was sprouting, too, and his head swam.

Again, Casey gasped underneath him – in such a way that his attention was dragged downwards to her chest once more, which she did her best to arch and thrust upwards, as if presenting them. The furred globes of perfect flesh visibly swelled, plumping up before his eyes, nipples jutting up higher into the air. Stiff teats that expanded, fleshy nubs of promises, leaving her with breasts as big as soccer balls and areola like teacup plates. The look in her eyes was of nigh incomprehensible lust and desire, yearning for him to partake of her chestly treasures or at least slap his dick between them.
As Jordan looked down, he felt his face stretch dowards closer to her – his muzzle taking shape, boxy and squirrel like hers, teeth jutting down over his lip in a buck-toothed overbite. She panted up at him and he could taste and smell her breath, wanting to kiss him, and he wanted to kiss her so badly. Lick at her lips, nibble at her neck, suck on her titties…

“No!” He chitter-yelped, pulling his head up and away, earning a look of disappointment from his sister. She renewed her efforts to squirm under him and escape, only causing her breasts to bounce and bash and slap against the mountain of cloth-covered cockflesh and balls bulging in his lap. With each heave, her tits grew *bigger* and he felt, likewise, his shaft and sac swelled in sympathy. Squirrels were meant to do it and the longer they didn’t, the needier they’d get.

Dredging up every last ounce of his willpower, the boy-squirrel pushed himself off of his sister, freeing her from his clutches but also himself from her charms. He bounced back onto his feet and stumbled away, groaning, clutching his furred face in confusion and desire. He looked away from his sister, knowing if he saw her again he’d be all over her in a completely different way than before. Panting hard, he heard the cricks and snaps of the last vestiges of his humanity being pushed forth from him, leaving only squirrel, and that included his backside as his tail erupted forth and swirled about in a dance of perky fluff.

Ears twitching, Jordan heard Casey rising, and knew he’d have to get away if he wanted to keep his morality. Stumbling through the closest doorway, his new feet-paws clacking on the kitchen tile floor, Jordan knew his mistake – she was on carpet, and he was on tile, glassy and gripless. He heard her moan out his name, and new instincts tingled in the back of his skull, somehow aware of her new posture of pouncing. The fur on the back of his neck rose, and his tail poofed out bigger.

“Yes!” She cried in delayed retort, springing forward. Jordan’s hind legs kicked out to little effect, claws and pads slipping gracelessly on the kitchen floor, sending him down – and sending her sailing overhead. Adrenaline pumping, he continued to scramble, using what little friction he could muster to propel himself in any direction but forward – finally managing to scurry away to another room, one he recognized as a living room, which would lead to an entryway, and a door. Without pausing to think about why it was so difficult to recall these bits of knowledge, Jordan scampered, new paws clutching the brass knob of the door and twisting to fling the door open and escape.
Jordan sprang into the outside spring air, sun shining on his auburn fur, freedom singing in his whiskers. Being outside spoke to all of his new instincts and with a slight crick of his spine, he took off on all fours, wanting out, wanting away. The slap of his balls against his thighs and the thumping of his dick against his belly deterred him none – somehow, being so generously endowed felt natural, every jiggle and sway a perfect part of his own movements. Never mind that they tore his pants apart and left him utterly bare – clothes were confining anyway.

Bounding over a neighbor’s fence, Jordan paused and sniffed, smelling another’s presence. He turned his head and saw his neighbor, eyes wide and mouth agape, staring at him, on her knees before her garden, hat adorned and spade equipped, fresh dirt sprinkled about her gardening apron. Their eyes met, and with an ache in his balls, Jordan knew – she’d be lovely. She was already looking prettier with the cute whiskers that were springing from her face, and how snug her apron was becoming around a rising, furred chest.

He looked forward to sucking on her nipples, fondly recalling those of his sister’s, wishing she was here right now, too.
