
Looking up at the rising sun over the zoo before him, Owen couldn’t help but experience
a sense of absolute elation. He had wanted a job like this ever since he was a kid, and to be here,
starting the first day of his internship at his town’s newly opened zoo was absolute bliss. It was
more than he could have hoped to get, being in his mid-twenties and just about to start college in
the fall. It would go a long way towards getting a degree in animal care and education,
something that he had pined for ever since he learned it was a career choice.

Ever since he was young, Owen was always eager to work with animals, loving his
family pets and working summers on farms, whatever he could do to get close to the animals. He
never really minded the smells, getting dirty, or any of the otherwise more distasteful aspects of
being so close to non-human animals. Where other people would have been repulsed by cleaning
up after simple beasts, Owen relished the chance to be close to them, loving the formed bonds,
and watching animals go about their days in general. His interests carried over into the
classroom, spending endless days watching nature documentaries and looking up information on
the internet. To most people, Owen would have been considered a shoo-in for this type of job,
but he always felt he could learn more, work harder and try to achieve his goals and beyond.

The opening of the zoo last year was something that he had been waiting impatiently for
over the course of many months coming. He had tickets for the day, and although there were
relatively few animals in the newly renovated space, Owen had been elated to see the ones they
had. The animals, for the most part, seemed a little sad, though it made sense to him, given that
they were just settling into new areas. Owen made sure to study as much as he could so that he
could make the lives of the zoo animals as good as he could. And he would show off his
knowledge to all the guests that had any questions, teaching people about animals and bringing
them closer to care about species that they would otherwise never get to see.

To his delight, this attitude was likely one of the reasons that he had been given the job
right after the interview. He was delighted, naturally taking the job offer right away and offering
to start right then and there. More than happy to begin that same day, the first question he was
asked was a little sudden, and he didn’t have a direct answer.

“So, Owen, can you tell us what your favorite animal is?” The interviewer inquired, as
though he was a younger child being infantilized by an adult. Owen felt a little annoyed by that
but wasn’t about to show any dislike over the comment, not wanting to risk his new station.
Instead, he decided to answer diplomatically, figuring that it would be best to make a good
impression.

“I don’t think I have a favorite, I want to work with as many species as I can, and
whichever ones you want to train me to work with!” He said though the words were a little
practiced, as though sating them with the hope that it was what they wanted to hear.



“Well, you’ll certainly have your pick! Ever think of what it might be like to be one? It
helps get into the animal mind, to think about what life would be like so that you can work to
improve them,” the interviewer said, and Owen took a moment to think about that. It had not
escaped his subconscious to imagine being an animal, to transform his physical body into a
non-human entity. In fact, thinking about being an animal was part of his fascination in learning
more about them, a long-seated fascination with physical transformation that he kept secret from
anyone else.

This one, he decided, against perhaps better judgment to answer truthfully. “I couldn’t
pick! It would be cool to be any animal for a day,” he said, meaning the words. He had thought
to his personal pleasure about being a variety of animals, of all sizes and genera, and hoped that
part of his work would allow him fuel for his private fantasies.

The interviewer-Ryan, by the name on his tag-smiled at that, as though a child making a
wonderful insight. “Any animal? Well, we have a wide variety here, and certainly plenty of
opportunities! It would be nice to have someone so willing to see all the animals, and fit in
wherever is needed!”

That seemed to sit well with Owen and he smiled, eager to get started and to help
wherever he would gain brownie points. “That sounds perfect to me! I’m happy to help!” He
stated, and Ryan, with that, gave him a smile, walking over to a door and motioning for Owen to
enter. Owen got up excitedly and made his way through, excited to see where he would start
working. As though the man could read his mind, he replied “How about you come to meet our
resident hyenas? We have two at the moment, but we eventually hope to get a third to join them.
They seem a little eager for a third, as I’m sure you know hyenas are social. I hope that another
handler will help them get their barrings. Think that’s something you’d be up for?” Ryan said,
and Owen in his eagerness, agreed.

Owen felt himself jump at the opportunity. It was more than he was expecting to
experience on the first day of the job. It was impossible for him to fully curb his excitement over
the fact, but Owen was determined to remain professional as much as he could. It took all he had
not to show a skip in his step as he made his way behind his boss, eager to learn everything he
could and do the best job possible. It was that precarious point in the hiring process, and he
wanted to prove himself worthy of a full-time position at the establishment at some point.

Not thinking anything amiss, even the man’s lack of providing his name, Owen followed
eagerly, being taken to a locker room and given a uniform. As he did so, a prick seemed to sink
into his upper arm, as though he’d been stung with a needle. Pulling off the shirt for a few
moments, Owen was unable to find the source of the prick and figured that he was simply



imagining things. Still, there was something off from the sensation, as though a sense of ill had
fallen over him. Eager to make a good impression, however, Owen made his way out into the
zoo, the facility closed for the time being to allow new employees to be trained.

“There is certainly some precedence for communal living, especially for the more social
species. That’s one of the reasons we think we might need a third hyena, in this example.
Besides, zoos are full enough as it is. We have dozens of incoming animals over the next few
weeks and months, and even in this new facility, we are soon going to be full up!” The man
explained, seeming to prepare Owen for his eventual role. “It’s important to keep multiple of the
same species in the pens, you see, even same-sex pairs in some cases, The animals often keep
comfort in each other,” the man said, a sly gleam in his eyes that confused the young man.
“Physically, as well, much to the embarrassment of some of our guests, I can assure you!”

Owen nodded at that, not really sure what the man meant but seemed to have some idea,
no stranger to the idea of sex. As a gay man himself, the notion of taking physical comfort with
another man was not foreign to him. Animals did what they did, after all, and he took some
comfort in the fact that the animals were making the best of a hard situation. Though living in
captivity was not the best situation for all, at least they would live in comfort and safety, and
care. As he had researched, there were strict laws about care in captivity, enrichment activities,
and careful feeding necessary for the animals in their care. Besides, animals in zoos could not be
taken from the wild, species born in human care and deemed unfit to be haphazardly let loose
into the wild.

With that, he was taken to one of the main areas, a series of paths behind most of the
carnivore enclosures, something Owen was sure he would come to learn in time. Not expecting
to be taken behind so soon, his mentor opened the door, allowing Owen to step into the back
area, a variety of cleaning and supplies lining the cage and a gate separating them from the
animals. He was far too excited to do so, moving into a small office with a plastic wall showing
the inside of the enclosure, and a single door allowing caretakers to enter the back area out of the
reach of the animals, likely to enter to feed and care for them. Not that the hyenas were
particularly dangerous, sleeping in the outer area as they were separated by several layers of
fencing. Still, it was exciting to be back here in an area, something only the privileged few were
privy to.

What he was not expecting was for the inner gate to be opened as well and for Ryan to
bid him entrance. Once inside, there was nothing effectively separating them from the animals
should they wake up and be hostile. Surely it was something the workers had to do several times
a day to feed and clean up after the hyenas. Being it was Owen's first day, he thought it perhaps a
little too soon for the inexperienced young man.



“Is it safe?” Owen wondered out loud, only to immediately regret it. He didn't want to
question the zoo's policies on day one, was not sure how these things worked and not wanting to
sound like a know-it-all.

“Normally, we don't take someone back here on day one, but I think it's worth the
hands-on experience for your new job. On-the-job training, so to speak,” Ryan said, and with that
approval, Owen entered, nervous but mostly excited to be this close to the animals he held in
such reverence.

Yet, nothing could have prepared him for the sound of the door clicking closed, as though
the man had locked him in. Owen was confused for a moment, thinking he misheard the sound or
that the man might have simply stumbled. But as he turned around to open the door, the sight of
a malicious grin on his employer's face left Owen feeling a sense of dread. What the hell was
going on? A few options came to mind, and none of them were particularly good…

The more he stared, the more panicked he started to feel, to the point anger started to boil
to the surface. “What the hell?!” Owen called out, not worried about disappointing his
supervisor. He didn't want to be locked in a cage with two animals that might be dangerous, be it
for some prank or the like he did not understand.

“Oh, you're just getting to know your new pack better! You need hands-on experience to
do so, after all. Don't worry, you won't be harmed. The opposite, in fact. I'm sure our two
resident hyenas will be amicable to another of their own!” Ryan said, and with that, heat started
to play over Owen’s form, making him sweat profusely in his suit. Soaking through the clothing,
he was powerfully tempted to take them off, but couldn’t imagine doing something in front of the
man. Still, it was powerfully uncomfortable in the interim.

Yet, there was something in the man’s words that made him pause for a moment. Another
hyena? What was he on about? What did it matter when he was trapped in here all ready? Was
the man going to introduce a third one to hurt him?

“What are you talking about?” Owen thought to ask, though there was little he could do
with the heat getting worse, in tandem with an itching more intense than the prick that was
bothering him prior.

“Oh, that would be telling! My favorite part is watching my new subjects figure things
out. Why don’t you check the site of that itching I bet you're feeling? You were injected some
time ago, and I can already tell you’re feeling the effects,” Ryan said ominously, Owen feeling a
shiver run through him at that. What had been done to him…?



Almost scared to try it, Owen nonetheless reached up to rub the spot, something soft and
unexpected meeting his touch. Pulling back for a moment, he was shocked to feel a soft, rather
warm texture above the skin, as though he was growing a coat of…fur? That couldn’t be right
but there was no denying the texture, as impossible as it was. Worse, the itching that seemed to
stir from the site was moving down his arm, a swelling of the skin and muscle under his lanky
form, as though it was changing in real time.

In a panic, Owen ran toward the door, hoping that getting out would be his one chance at
reprieve. But there was to be done against the metal chains, and the aches in his arm were
starting to become incapacitating. Worse, the fur was running down toward his lower arm now,
and Owen could see it, brown with black spots in an almost familiar coat. Almost like that coat
of a…Shivers ran through his form at the implication. There was no way he could be…but then
how else could he be growing his own coat of hyena fur?

The sensation of bones cracking and joints popping made him gasp out, raising the
twitching appendage and looking on with horror. It was quivering, fingers starting to compress
and stiffen, losing their flexibility. Owen could only think that he would be no longer able to
open the door, though in reality he could not with it locked from the other side as it was. Owen
was soon left with little to do other than to stare at the loss of his hands. The fingers on his left
were compressing, stiff, immobile, and almost fused together with webbing swelling from the
base of them. The sensation of swelling soon consumed their tips as the pink flesh started to
darken toward brown. He wondered if the texture would be leathery, though did not want to risk
it spreading to his other hand, and could only surmise they were becoming thick canine paws, not
able to detect anything on the ground, useful for protection and nothing else. The same pads
subsumed his palms as well, leaving Owen to despair over the loss of their tactile abilities
forever.

“My hands!” Owen called out, nothing more to be done for it. He could do naught but
stare at the new paw he possessed, feeling the nails tingling and the skin itching as its form
became complete. The nails transitioned from their translucent pink toward something more akin
to a dirty brown, pushing from the nail bed and thickening into blunt claws. Their surface wasn’t
too sharp though he lamented their presence on his hand, a sign that he had lost his hands and
part of his way of interacting with the world.

“Hehe! You won’t need those anymore, not with your new life in the zoo!” The man said,
and Owen was frightened to feel the same changes happening to his other hand. Clenching and
unclenching the fingers was not sufficient to prevent them from shrinking into stubby paws, their
nails growing larger and matching the ones on his other hand. Within moments, Owen was left
staring at useless paws, afraid to stare at them but unable to look away.



All the while, the itching of fur grow started to spread over his other arm and down his
chest. Owen could see it running up the neck of his shirt, forming a dirty white ruff as it moved
down his chest and belly, making him want to rub it through his shirt, though not wanting to hurt
himself with his new claws. He was forced to moan, feeling his belly itching all the way to his
groin. It was more uncomfortable than anything he felt in his life, and it took everything Owen
had not to roll around the floor to try to alleviate the irritation. Therefore, he was left to whine
his discomfort to the point where he gazed at the man’s face with a pleading expression in his
own.

“Want those clothes off? Well, they will come off in due time. Animals, like you’re
becoming, don’t need clothes in the zoo, after all!” Ryan laughed, as though taking a perverse
pleasure in what was robbing Owen of his humanity and the rest of his future.

“Fuck, why…?” Owen managed to moan out, not sure why this was happening. How it
was happening to him was an aside from the thought that he did not deserve this. What had he
done? He was just applying for a new job working with animals, damn it! He didn’t want to be
one! Yet, there was no way he could stop it, no amount of willpower able to cease the changes he
could scarcely comprehend.

Worse was the pattern of the fur running over his form, familiar with the spotted hyenas
that were in the pen with him. As much as he loved the animals, he didn’t want to be one to the
point he loathed the itching of fur growth that was now running past his groin, covering his hips
and ass and moving down his legs. He wanted to cry out his panic, but as he did, the sound that
came from his lips scared him to the core. It was inhuman, like nothing he had heard, a hybrid
sound between his own voice and what could only be the cry of a hyena.

“AHHHHHEEEHHEEEHHHEEE!”

“Awww, you’re coming along so well! So sorry you’re scared, that’s how you’ll be
communicating your fear from now on!” Ryan laughed, Owen lamenting the malicious glee the
man seemed to take in his changes.

Changes that were soon to take more than just his hands and skin from him. A tingling
ache in his legs was soon to result in the loosening of his jeans, to the point they soon fell down
around his ankles, leaving him clad only in underwear. It was powerfully embarrassing that his
furry groin was on display, but there was nothing to be done for it, given the lack of hands to pull
them up once more. With a bestial whine, Owen was forced to feel them sliding off his frame,
though his underwear, at least, was still present, hiding his modesty. Though it was only a brief
reprieve given the changes coming over him, the nudity he would likely experience the rest of



his days. Thankfully, the elastic underwear band kept them up for now, but that would not be the
case for much longer as the changes relentlessly marched over his form.

The aches of change soon started to play into his spine now, wriggling their way into his
backside and forcing something to push outward, wanting to rub the growth but unable to. It
soon pushed its way into the seat of his underwear, stuck under the elastic and wriggling the
moment it developed the ability to do so. It was relatively short and stubby, but it was obvious to
the changing man what it was. He was growing a tail, something only a beast possessed, and that
was to be his fate if the changes continued.

Lost in the changes and the fear they were granting him, Owen had no awareness of the
beast at his back before a cold wet nose started sniffing his rear through his underwear, making
Owen flinch. He was immediately afraid of being close to such a beast, though it was obvious
the likely former human was amicable to him. More than amicable, given the sight of the rather
beastly erection hanging below his belly. Did that mean he wanted to….? No no no!

“Aww looks like he likes you! See, I know you would fit right in here!” The man said,
and Owen felt his blood run cold from the implication. Owen was gay, to be certain, and the
hyena had been human once, albeit one willing to be turned into an animal. But he couldn't let
himself get into that, not allowing him to be an animal and mate with one.

“Hhheeeeerrreeeee!” Owen tried to yell out, but the sounds that escaped his throat were
more bestial than anything a human could elicit. He was afraid, to be sure, but it almost sounded
like a barking laugh that came from his lips, the likely call of fear of the beast he was to be.

“What's that? I can't hear you over that cute voice of yours! You might be scared now, but
I'm sure by the time you're done you'll be welcomed right into the pack!”

Owen hardly had time to be afraid with the heavy-sounding crack that resounded through
his skull. Reaching up reflexively with paws to rub at it, he nearly forgot about the claws he
possessed and was in danger of scratching it. Still, he was able to perceive through the intense
itching that his beard was getting thicker, peppering over his face as the hyena fur moved up
toward his sideburns and managed to merge with the hair on his head, which itself was itching in
change.

The transformation seemed to move into his ears as they expanded, touching the top of
his head and making him wince. With that contact, he found he wanted to twitch them, and they
shriveled this way and that, making him even more afraid. Though with their expanding canals,
he was privy to a variety of sounds that frightened him even more, hearing not only the other



hyena but some of the other animals in cages around him. How many of them had been human
like him? All of them? It was a terrifying prospect indeed!

It was soon to get much worse as dampness played over his nose, followed by his nostrils
expanding, moving almost close enough to touch rubbery lips. Though he couldn’t quite see
them, it was likely they were tuning black as the tingling ran up to the bridge. Breathing in,
Owen was met with a plethora of scents he had not been expecting, burning into his nose and
sending conflicting feelings through his mind. There was the man, himself, the chemicals of the
lab, and his sweat and fear. But underneath that, there was the scent of the hyenas, one male and
one female, though he had no idea how he knew that. It was the male, however, that had his
attention right now, and seemed to want more than just to get to know him….

Blushing furiously, Owen quickly became aware that he was tenting in his pants, cock
coming to an odd erection. There should have been nothing in this scenario to get him aroused,
yet, there was no denying the effect the scent of the other male was having on him. He wanted
nothing more than to be stimulated, the needs in his cock coming to the forefront of his mind and
attacking him in relentless waves. It was all he could do not to pull down his underwear and
whine to be fucked, his asshole clenching with need. It certainly didn’t help that the other yeen
was still goosing his ass, enamored by the musk and hormones his newly changed anal glands
were giving off. He wanted to…no, he couldn’t! And yet…

“OOORRRROOOOWWW!” Owen called out, feeling like he was on the edge from the
contact alone. Pressure started to build in his backside, as though the mere presence of the yeen
poking at his prostate was enough to make him unload. With that, his cock went into orgasm,
spilling his seed and filling his underwear with sticky cream. So much so was unloaded that he
no longer received pleasure from the release. It was as though his entire testicular contents were
being released within his underwear, though it was likely to be making room for the hyena sperm
that would eventually come. And the worst part of it was that he liked it, as much as the pressure
had been a little intense. The hyena was at his backside all the while, licking and lapping and
keeping his cock at half-mast even though he had nothing else to give.

“Did that feel good, boy?” Ryan asked, his own cock hard as though he was just as into it.
Owen was hardly in a position to judge, however, still reeling from the intense orgasm.

In truth, if he was still able to blush through his fur, not wanting to be caught in such a
compromising situation but unable to deny that it had done it for him. It was only a drop in the
bucket for what could be coming for him if the changes were to continue. And it was hardly to be
pleasurable, given the reality he was to be nothing more than an animal living in a zoo cage!



With that, the sensation of his back cracking drew his attention, and Owen was forced
forward, realizing that if the changes continued, he would be down on all fours like the animal he
was becoming. Ower tried to get away, moving from the hyena and pushing further into the cage.
It was highly unlikely there would be an exit there, but then he might see someone that could
help him, even if the entire zoo was in on it. As dim of a chance as it was, Owen could think of
nothing else, knowing he had to get away at all costs!

Yet, it did not take more than several steps for him to realize that he was hopelessly
trapped. With the stretching of his spine and twisting of his pelvis, Owen felt himself fall over,
luckily able to catch himself with his paws but only just to reduce the impact. He was left to
struggle, feeling his spine stretch and his belly flatten, pulled taut from the pressure. It felt as
though his hips were rotating under the skin, and if he looked back he could see them moving,
much to his horror. None of the changes were particularly painful, though powerfully
uncomfortable, and he was left struggling to breathe from the efforts.

A worse discomfort came over him from his guts, as though they were shifting within
him. Intestines extending, stomach altering, lungs and heart, and everything else to transition him
from human to animal. He hardly had an idea what was going on within him, but it was clear that
he was losing more of himself to the changes, and there was still more to lose before his time as
a human was over.

“Well, you’re almost there! You’re able to live and eat with your new pack now!” Teased
the man, though, with the discomfort he felt, Owen could not even think of what life would be
like. It was beyond his fathoming to live and eat like an animal, and he didn’t want it, couldn’t
want it! No matter how good it felt, and how much the changes and the presence of the male
hyena were doing it for him…

Owen tried to call out, but only his scared laugh came out of his throat, and he quickly
shut his mouth, not wanting to hear those sounds once more. It was terrifying he couldn’t speak
any longer, at least in a way that people could understand. Perhaps the hyenas in the pen with
him could, but he had no way to know. He couldn’t interpret any of the sounds the male was
making as coherent speech, at any rate.

Itching of hair changing and growing was ever present, something he was aware of in
spades with the completion of the internal changes. He was being peppered all over with brown
and black spotted fur, and even the hair atop his head was altering to form a mohawk of sorts,
working down his neck, which was thickening somewhat to support the massive jaws that he
would eventually sport. It was getting harder for him to resist the urge to scratch, even with the
claws that he possessed. His back legs were not altered yet, either, but they likely would soon,



and he would lose his feet much in the same way as his hands went as well. They were still in his
shoes, though not a state that was likely to last long either.

A tightening in his shoes was enough for Owen to know that the next thing he was to
lose. Trying to twitch the toes one last time was in vain, their length diminished into nubs while
claws pierced the surface of his socks. Kicking at them, Owen soon learned his flattened hips
were restricted in their motion to the point he could hardly do so. Still, free of his pants, it was
easy to pull out of them with thinning heels, pushing backward to make up the space lost from
his thinning calves and flattened thighs. Struggling free from them, Owen was able to feel the
ground under his foot, though their tactile abilities were stunted by the thickening of the skin into
canine-shaped paw pads. A small bit of reprieve was felt with the notion his four-legged stance
was secure, though it was fleeting with the fear that might be his fate forever, and there was no
escape from the zoo and being turned into its newest resident.

So little remained of his humanity was left that he was barely distinguishable from the
other hyena in the enclosure with him. All that was left was his expanding jaw, taking his nose
with it as it cracked and popped almost painfully forward. The muscles with his neck and lower
jaw were almost bulging under the skin, a testament to the bite power he was moments away
from possessing. Teeth ached, and gums started bleeding from the sheering edges of new teeth
taking shape as they altered into their hyena equivalents. With a flattened tongue, panting from
the efforts of change as his face ceased tingling and its changes competed.

As much as Owen could tell, he had been altered all the way to become a hyena. Albeit
one still clothed in cum stained underwear, that was hardly the worse thing to come of it. Most
uncomfortable of all was that his cock was still erect, drying fluids sticking to his cock and
causing some degree of aches. What he was not expecting, trying to get used to his new body,
was for the other hyena to come and grip his underwear from the back, pulling with powerful
jaws and snapping the elastic somewhat painfully before throwing them to the ground with an
audible splat.

Free from the confines of his clothes, Owen could, embarrassingly, feel his anus pucker,
the urge to have it penetrated at the forefront of his thoughts. He wanted it so bad Owen couldn’t
believe the arousal his body was putting out. No stranger to taking cock, it was baffling that after
losing his humanity he would still be aroused at the notion of sex with another male. But there
was no denying how badly he needed to be fucked, and how hard his cock was at the notion.

With that. Owen hardly realized there was one more thing for him left to change. His
cock, while erect, was still in his human state, and it began to tingle, growing shorter than his
humanity, longer and pencil thin, thought red and eager as the tip pointed, the head bulbous, and
a bone seemed to form within, stiffening his rod to the point he was left to whine out his lust. His



former foreskin pulled down around his groin, a sheath that would contain his erection if it
wasn’t at its apex. Owen couldn’t imagine how it was possible to be this horny, but there was no
denying his urges, to get off and be stimulated. How he hated his body, but more so the pleasure
that it seemed to provide him. His sheath pulled down even further by a bulbous knot on the
base, something that he wanted to be implanted inside of…no, nononono!

The scent of another hyena was almost missed at this point until there was something
licking the tip of his member to the point he whined, wanting to get off as much as anything.
This time it was a female, the other hyena in the pen, no doubt. She reached out with a
rank-smelling tongue and started lapping at the tip like an ice cream treat, something that Owen
felt was amazing and terrifying in equal measure. He wanted to get off as much as possible but
didn’t want to be a hyena, didn’t want this to be the rest of his life. It was powerfully conflicting
to be in this situation, mind awash in hormones yet wanting to be anywhere else than here being
played with like a beast.

“Aww, they really like you! See, you’re going to fit in so well here!” Ryan said, with a
finality that Owen felt jarring. He didn’t want to…he didn’t…he couldn’t…

The sensation of sniffing against his rear brought him pause for a moment, as a tongue
reached out and started licking his new hyena pucker. A whine escaped his lips, the pleasure
from his hypersexual body more than he could hold a candle to. He wanted his member to go
down desperately, wanted to be free and out of her and return to his humanity. There was no way
he could have his sex in front of this man, with these changed hyenas. But with the needs in his
loins, there seemed to be little choice in the matter as he was drawn closer and closer to the end.
He couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop, and a whine escaped his lips, prostate begging to be penetrated.

Without missing a beat, the other hyena jumped up and started humping him, his own
hyena prick oozing fluids over his backside and making Owen moan all the more. Both beasts
needed it so badly that there was no resisting as the skilled hyena finally ended up pushing into
Owen’s tight pucker, almost painfully so with little regard for Owen's comfort. It mattered little,
given the intensity of the licking at his cock, making him growl with the contrasting waves of
pain and pleasure that were marking him as the beast he so badly wished to resist becoming.

Eventually, the hyena’s rapid humping started in earnest, paining his bowels somewhat
though pressing against his prostate enough to bring the changed man pleasure. The insistent
lapping against his cock was certainly a boon as well, fluid leaking from his hyena rod and
making him whine with a tone that was more pleasure than fear. He wanted to resist, he truly did.
The beasts smelled rank and their presence was disconcerting, former humans turned animals
giving into beastly pleasures and trying to indoctrinate him into their pack. But be it a side effect
of the serum used to inject him or a deep-seated lust for such things, Owen was along for the ride



as he was taken in the ass and sucked off, pleasured from both ends to the point he could think of
little else.

“There, see, it’s not so bad! Our hyenas seem to really like you!” Ryan said, using a
taunting tone that would have made Owen rage had he not been in the throes of the best sex of
his life.

Owen could feel the hyena fucking him getting close, increasing the intensity of his
thrusts to the point of no return. Yet, he certainly felt pleasure from the action, his past fear long
gone as he allowed the hyena to fuck him, giving into the beast. He wanted to call out with his
laugh of fear once more, but there was no denying the pleasure he was receiving. The hyena in
his ass started to cum, yipping and nipping down on Owen’s nape with no pain, the warm
sensation of semen rushed into his bowels. It was powerfully embarrassing, yet the force of the
orgasm was almost on its own enough to make him…Owen could hardly think he needed it so
badly…

Unable to help himself Owen felt his own hyena cock going into orgasm, blowing all
over the tongue of the female pleasuring him. It was a powerful release, as though all the seed
within him was being ejaculated at once. Part of him wondered how he was able to blow such a
load, though there was little ability to think through such things with the immense pleasure
playing through him, testicles spilling all of their load as his mind nearly whited out in orgasmic
blissed. Even the embarrassment of what he had done was not enough to quell the pleasure he
was experiencing, to the point that he did not regain awareness.

Yet, to his shame, even after coming back to his senses, Owen’s erection hadn’t waned. It
was still bobbing against his belly, longer in comparison to his human equivalent and far more
needy. The female had lapped enough of the cum from his member so he did not get dirty, and
part of him whined, hoping she would come back. But that was not to be the case, instead with
the male moved to his front and raised his tail, exposing an unclean, puckered hyena anus for his
inspection. Owen felt a little trepidation from the offering, but he couldn’t deny how much his
cock was aching to the point he would fuck anything in front of him to get odd.

“That’s it, boy! Why don’t you just give in? This will be your life now, you might as well
enjoy it!” Said Ryan, and in the heat of the moment, Owen found it hard to argue with the
sentiment. He was fully changed by this point, and without hope to return to his humanity, what
was the harm of giving in?

Still powerfully horny, Owen had no other reprieve than to sniff the rank ass before him.
Though it would have stunk to his human nose, the odor of hyena scent glands only seemed to
heighten his arousal to the point he could not resist. Even reaching out with an eager tongue to



taste his anal glands was in order, though Owen regretted it the moment he did so. Still, there
was nothing to be done about it, and Owen reluctantly prepared his mate before getting up on his
back and spearing for his rectum, needing to get off much like the animal he had become…

***


