The white wolf reclined in his seat. Dressed in his casual business wear he often wore to a shoot. It wasn’t often that Marie would chauffeur him around to meet with a client. His big hind paws on his side of the dashboard of the smaller lynx’s car. She shot him a quick scowl and swatted his feet off with a small folder that was resting in the centre consol when she had a moment free. 
“Hey! Paws off big guy!” Marie exclaimed. She didn’t want him to scuff up her car. He was a little bit bigger than the average mammal designed for this car. 

“It’s fine, it’s fine. I trust your driving.” Feliks kept his paws on the dash. He looked over to see an unhappy lynx still scowling. He figured she probably wasn’t worried about the airbags triggering in a crash like he was. It was probably something else, and so he tucked his legs in down where they were probably supposed to be. The lynx smiled. “So… Where are we going anyway?”
“I thought you said you liked surprises?” Marie teased. 

“Yeah… But the suspense is killing me!” Marie hadn’t told him much. She wasn’t wearing anything fancy; she had told him to wear something decent. So, they weren’t going anywhere too important. But Marie had that giddy air around her. It was probably another shoot. “Like, if it’s another shoot, why not our apartment?” 

“The guy said we could use his place.” Marie letting slip another detail. 

“Oh, so I’m eating a guy…” 

“Nope!” Marie corrected with a smile. “Well, not a guy…” Then she corrected herself. 

“What, multiple guys?” Feliks questioned. 

“Haha, no” He was totally wrong. “Not a guy, a boy.” 
“Ooo, a cub?” Feliks looked giddy now too. “It’s been so long…” 

“Not just one… Three” Marie clarified. “One boy, two girls.” 

“Damn… Nice work getting this together!” Feliks’ tail wagged through his seat. 

“I know! But honestly it fell into my lap, guy wanted his kids gone.” Marie kept her eyes on the road. Feliks could see the neighbourhood become nicer and nicer as they drove. 

“Did he say why?” Feliks didn’t want to be surprised at all, he wanted to know so badly. 

“Divorce~” Marie gave Felix an impish smile. Like a hyena stalking a lion’s kill or a vulture circling a weak and weary mammal. “It’s all in the folder.” She gestured to the centre console. She knew Feliks would want to know, he wasted no time in picking up the folder and flicking through. He saw a photo of each of the little cubs, racoons. A girl, around 9, a boy around 7 and a little girl around 3. All of the paperwork approved, the signature of their father signing off the cub’s right to life. No sign or mention of the mother. 
“Fuck, all three… Did the mother sign off on any of it?” He looked over the paperwork back to front.
“Nope! Just the dad. Thought he’d do it before she fought him for custody. Apparently, it’s going to be a messy one…” 

“Yeah wow… Lucky us I guess, haha!” 

“Mmm, certainly~ Although the dad did have a few requests…” 

“Oh?” 
“Yeah… Just wants them eaten, nothing too fun…” 

“Oh… So, like… No fucking the food then?” 

“Hahaha, No. Not this time at least.”

“So, it’s not a fetish thing, he actually just wants his kids gone to spite his wife.” 

“Well…” Marie gave Feliks a glance over. “He kept stressing how hot you were over emails so… Probably at least a little bit of a fetish thing.”

“Hahaha, okay. So, Dinner and a show… But no playing with the food.”

“Bingo!” Marie confirmed. Feliks got the gist of it. He’d done stuff like this before, plenty of times. Eating mammals who he didn’t get to play with. Of course, he always preferred to have fun with his meals, but there were always more options to have fun than just the sexual kind. He was already feeling giddy thinking about all the different ways he was going to have fun with these cubs, how he was going to show off to their dad as they filmed it, try to tease him and maybe the cub’s mother too while he was at it. The whole car feeling positively buzzing as the two predators thought up different ways to enjoy the shoot today. 
It didn’t take long for Marie and Feliks to arrive at the address in the satnav, pulling into the fancy cobblestone driveway. Their house large for a family of racoons, not quite a mansion, but large. Tall white picket fences lined their green hydrated lawn. The family was certainly well off. Marie and Feliks parked in the driveway and approached the big mammal sized doors. 

“This the right place?” 

“Yep! Met with him here the other week. He’s fucking loaded.” 

“Damn… He home?” 

“Nope, something about signing the divorce paperwork. She thinks she’s getting the kids.” Marie giving a slight laugh as she said that. “We’re on babysitting duty today. That’s the cover.” 

“Ah, gotchya!” 

“Now come give me a hand with this stuff big guy!” Marie was near the open car boot, pulling out a couple cases of filming equipment. Feliks easily carrying it to the front door. The pair placing the cases down before pressing the doorbell. The ding-dong sound followed by the pitter patter of little paws stomping on hardwood floors. Muffled childish chitter chatter coming from the other side of the door until finally, a short little racoon, grey fur with a black mask, pink soft pyjamas reached up and swung the door open to see the two large predators standing at the door with cases. This was clearly the eldest of the three racoons, Beatrice, but Marie knew her as Bea. Bea wasn’t alone however, she was joined by her little sister, holding onto her shirt with a tug, Amy. The young cub still in her pink pyjamas too, despite it being the afternoon. Bea gave the big predators in her doorway a dubious look before Marie spoke with a cheery tone. “Hi Bea! Remember me? I spoke with your daddy the other day. This is Feliks!” Marie gestured to the intimidating stature of the wolf. “We’re here to babysit!” 
“Oh… Hi…” Bea opened the door a little wider to let the acquaintance of her dad inside the house. Her dad had told her there would be babysitters around soon. She thought she was much too old for babysitters being 8, she could look after herself and her sister all by herself probably. Nobody really needed to look after Ethan, her brother. He just sat in his room all the time playing video games anyway. 

Marie stepped inside the lavish home while Feliks crouched through the doorway. It really was a nice home, although you’d know there were kids in the home even if they weren’t standing right Infront of them.  Clothes on the floor in the living room, tv set to some kids’ cartoon, a colourful cereal box left on the dining room table. Feliks plonked his case near the living room couch and began to unpack. Bea and Amy just stood there being unfriendly. Bea was still grumpy that they even had a babysitter, Amy was just a little afraid of the big, strange predators and kept close to her sister. The atmosphere was tense. 
“Where’s your brother?” Marie chimed. Keeping as friendly a tone as she could. She was also just a little giddy thinking about being left in charge of these cubs. 

“Down the hall, in his room.” Bea said plainly. 

“You don’t talk much do you Bea?” Feliks asked as he handed Marie a camera body and lens. Bea just shrugged, affirming his question. “What about you darling? You talk much sweetie?” Feliks gestured to the younger racoon. The young cub blushing huddling up closer to her sister. 

“She doesn’t.” Bea answered for her wordless sister. “What’s that for?” She was standoffish, but still curious. 
“It’s for… collecting evidence…” Marie thought of the best way to explain it without giving the job away. Bea tilted her head curiously. She didn’t understand what Marie meant but the lynx had said it in a playful tone. Marie smiled as she completed the assembly of her camera. “Mind if we check up on your brother?” Again, Bea just shrugged. She really wasn’t thrilled to have them here; she could look after herself. Her parents should know that. “Haha, okay. We’ll be back soon~ C’mon Feliks~” Marie had her camera all set-up now and was positively excited to check up on the other cub in the house. Leaving the other two racoons on the couch. 
Feliks and Marie snooped around the house a little as they searched for the other cub. Briefly looking around the kitchen, the study, finding the master bedroom on the way down the hall. But they didn’t get too distracted, Marie just flicked on the camera and was ready to film as they heard the gentle sounds of video game music coming from behind a door. They knew this was Ethan’s room. 

Mr Wolf opened the door, now in the spotlight of the camera. Marie happily behind the scenes watching as they both saw the boy briefly turn away from his game to see the two adults practically sneaking into his room. Before turning back to his game on the screen unphased. “Uhm… Hello?” He didn’t even look away from his screen now. 

“Hey. Ethan, right?” The cub nodded, distracted as Mr Wolf asked his question. “We’re your babysitters, just thought we’d check up on ya. How are you buddy?” 
“Uh, good.” He didn’t look away from his game at all. Marie and Mr Wolf could sense a theme with this family. None of them were very chatty. 

Marie filmed the game, walked around to the front of the boy, then filmed as Mr Wolf loomed behind the tiny cub with a devilish smile. The kid briefly looking up to see the large adult over him but returned quickly to his game as to not lose. “What ya playing?” Mr Wolf asked as he kneeled down directly behind the boy. Ruffling the cub’s fluffy ears. 

“Sprocket and Clunk” Ethan tolerating the head pats. Mr Wolf continuing to feel the warm fur on the boy’s head with each gentle pat. Marie’s camera picking up Mr Wolf’s tail wags. He was getting excited. 
“Do you like this game, Ethan?” Mr Wolf was just toying with his food. Keeping the boy distracted with questions as he got more comfortable around him. 

“Um, yeah… It’s pretty difficult, but not for me cause I’m really good at it.” The racoon boasted. Marie giggled at the boy’s confidence. 

“Oh, is that so?” Mr Wolf asked another distracting question while eyeing down the barrel of the camera. Before bringing his muzzle up the boy’s forehead, sniffing him. He smelled tasty. He felt the boy’s warmth with his nose. The living breathing unsupervised cub tantalising his senses. Feliks held the racoon’s shoulders. 

“Um… Yeah…” The boy catching on the weird behaviour from this adult. But he didn’t have any idea on what to do. Dogs were weird, they liked to sniff. But he held him so tightly that it was hard to concentrate on the game. He felt Mr Wolf lick the top of his head and ears. He knew dogs also liked to lick, but this was getting a bit out of hand. “Uhh….” The hint of concern in the boy’s voice palpable. 
“Wow, you’re tasty Ethan!” Mr Wolf proclaimed to the now shaking cub. The boy scared still; he wasn’t even playing his game now. The boy was frozen, facing forward. Mr Wolf laughed at the boy’s timid behaviour. This was going to be fun. “Can you put your chin up for me Ethan?” The racoon obeyed the adult’s request. Looking up to briefly see the white wolf’s open maw with enough light before quickly being enveloped in the rigid pink mass. Mr Wolf closing his teeth gently around the boy’s neck. Firmly placing the boy’s head in his mouth. “Mmmmmm~” He could feel the cub’s resistance; he couldn’t do anything. He just deeply enjoyed the feeling of capturing this easy meal. All captured by Marie’s camera. He savoured the boy’s struggles. He loved feeling how desperately this easy meal didn’t want to be eaten. He was half-tempted to give the boy a quick breath of fresh air before taking him completely. But he couldn’t bring himself to lighten his grip on the kid. It was just much to satisfying to feel the kid struggle. The boy tried to yell and scream but failed, finding only wolf tongue pressing and tasting his face. 
Mr Wolf was showing off the boy’s struggles for ages. He didn’t swallow but didn’t relent. He just kept the kid there, playfully growling and nibbling like a happy dog with a bone. He took very slow and very small lunges to get further and further down his meal. The kid reacting like a trapped little animal each time he felt Mr Wolf progress further down, his whole-body jolting and struggling. His screams becoming more and more muffled with each lunge. Mr Wolf was already at the kid’s waist before he held the kid up. Leaving his legs free to dangle and kick aimlessly. Marie getting a close up shot of this angle, before she helped with a free paw, holding the cub’s feet together with a single paw as Mr Wolf took another swallow. The kid’s knees tucked inside Mr Wolf’s maw. Marie pulling back to get the whole shot of the kid’s bugle wriggling down Mr Wolf’s neck. Before finally, Mr Wolf let out one final big swallow. Pulling the warm struggling cub deep down his neck and into his belly. The outline captured perfectly on video; you could really see the boy’s desperate attempts at freedom as he went down. Mr Wolf letting out a satisfied noise as he opened his mouth for the camera. There was no more cub. He was all tucked away. It was fitting that the game Ethan was playing made a sound of defeat as without a player to control the character, they ended up in a game over screen. Marie taking the opportunity to film the screen briefly before ending the recording. 
“Omg! That was flawless!” Marie placed a paw onto Feliks’ belly. Feeling the cub inside still struggling. Her tail flicked with excitement. 

“Really? I thought I might’ve rushed it. He was just so tasty!” Feliks responded. 

“Gosh no, it was perfect.” Marie began looking back through the recording while keeping a paw idly rubbing the wolf’s belly. “You have to see the look on his face when he looked up! He was terrified!” Marie and Feliks huddled around the small camera screen, watching all the details of their little meal. That look of shock and fear over his face moments before he was quickly tucked away. The little boy’s constant kicks and struggles with each gulp. It was simple yet classic. Nothing fancy but satisfying none the less. Just food tucked away expertly. “Although… I will say we probably should tease them more about it before hand. That’s what the dad asked for…” 

“Haha, right, so I did rush it.” 

“Okay, maybe a little bit. But I loved it~” Marie put a paw through the small space in between Feliks’ shirt buttons and felt the little racoon inside still struggling. She really did love it. 

“Haha, well I know you loved it.” Feliks holding Marie close. “You’re easy to please.” 

“Hahaha, I am…” They both knew it. A moment passed. If it was up to them, they’d already be enjoying this a little more… deeply. But they had a job to do. It was just a question of who was going to break away from their indulgence first. “Let’s go get you more snacks!” It was Marie who kept the ball rolling. Feliks just traced his paws along Marie’s feline figure before reluctantly pulling away. The two of them knowing they still had more to look forward to before treating themselves to a job well done. 
Marie and Feliks trotted back to the living room excitedly, whispering about all their plans for the next two unsuspecting snacks that waited on the couch. Both of them watching cartoons. Bea still clearly grumpy, Amy forgotten all about it and just enjoyed the show while in her sister’s presence. Feliks joined the two on the couch with a thump, shifting the weight on the cushion as he sat uncomfortably close to Amy. Who didn’t seem to mind all that much. Meanwhile Marie could be heard scrounging through the kitchen pantry. 
“What ya watching?” Feliks asked. 

“Cartoons…” Bea was being obviously obtuse. That was already abundantly clear. It didn’t matter much though; Feliks didn’t really care. 

 “Oh, that’s nice.” He undid his top button. 

“You girls want snacks?” Marie held a bag of chips in her paws as she looked over into the living room. Both little racoons turned their head interested. Bea hesitant to agree, Amy over the moon. 
“Ooooo Yes pwease!” They heard Amy’s sweet little voice for the first time. She clearly had a lisp. It was cute. Marie smiled as she wandered over and handed the trio on the couch a bag of chips to share between them. The little racoons getting their grubby little paws on tiny pawfuls of chips. The three of them indulging on the snacks, even Bea was starting to warm up to these babysitters. Marie felt like this was as good a time as any to setup some lighting and video equipment. The kids were a little confused but happily distracted. Marie started her recording. 

Mr Wolf gave the camera a sly look as he re-entered his public persona for the camera. The scene set with him on the couch with two young cubs. Anyone who had followed him before would know exactly where this was going. He started by unbuttoning his top button, then another, then another, until he was almost completely unbuttoned near the girls. They didn’t seem to react. They just ate their chips with him in ignorant bliss. Mr Wolf making the occasional pat of his belly just to show off the still moving mass inside. Marie loving how Feliks’ toned belly neatly concealed their sibling right next to them. These cubs’ own brother tucked neatly away while Mr Wolf indulged in some more food with them. Marie noticed how Mr Wolf’s belly tussled every time he swallowed more food. The kid inside likely drenched in chewed chips. It wasn’t until all the chips shared between the three were all gone before someone mentioned something. Amy licking her paw clean as she watched Mr Wolf feel his stomach up as he looked towards the camera. She noticed it move. 

“Why is your bewwy moving?” She asked with her cute lisp, still licking her fingers. 

Mr Wolf just chuckled; Marie giggled behind the scenes. “Hehehe, that’s Ethan~.” Mr Wolf cooed. It took Bea a moment, her head tilted as she pondered his response. 
“Hm?” Bea questioned. She wasn’t sure what Mr Wolf had just said. She didn’t really believe him. 

Mr Wolf stretched his belly flatter, showing the outline of the other cub a little better. “Your brother, Ethan. See?” Sight of pressing paws struggling against the wolf’s stomach walls unmistakable even for these young cubs. They knew this adult was telling the truth. He wasn’t lying to them. Marie just captured this all like a fly on the wall. The two cubs were incredibly frightened now. They looked at Marie, the only other adult for guidance, she just smiled as she caught it all on video. “He’s really putting up a fight in there huh?” The other racoon cubs mortified. Amy looking back to Bea for guidance on how to react. “But he was really tasty~ He probably just didn’t like me shoving all those chips on him huh?” The other cubs didn’t answer. Their peril was palpable. Mr Wolf licked his lips. 
“A-Are. Are you going to let him o-out…” Bea had some hope in her question. 
“Hm? Oh gosh no! He was so tasty! I’m definitely going to digest him like those chips we shared! Besides, throwing up is never fun right?” Mr Wolf teased Bea more. She was starting to shuffle further away from Mr Wolf on the couch. Amy was already right there next to him. She had less of an idea of the stakes, but she knew something was off and bad. 

“But Ethan’s not food! He’s a racoon!” The little Amy spoke up for her condemned brother trapped in wolf belly. 

“Awww sweetie~, to big wolves like me, little racoons are just like tasty little chips~” He teased the poor girl as he ruffled her fur, she was starting to become worried. Looking to her big sister for safety. Her big sister kept cowering. 

“But you’ll get in trouble. Mommy and daddy with come home and you’ll be in big trouble… They’ll call the police, they’ll shoot you!” Bea tried to reason with the predator who kept his clutches firmly on her sister. He just smiled. 

“Not if they’re the ones asking me to eat you…” Mr Wolf made a playful snarl, geeing a squeak out of both girls. “Daddy and mommy don’t want you anymore~ You cubs were too much work, especially for mommy. So, they gave you away, as tasty little snacks for me~” Every teasing word a harmonic growl. Tears began to well up in the cub’s eyes. Bea scrambling backwards on the couch, tugging her sister along with her. Mr Wolf gently holding onto Amy. He made no effort to overpower the young racoons. 
“You’re lying…” Bea yelped. 

Mr Wolf took his paw off of Amy to show off his belly with his two paws. Taking off his shirt and unbuckling his belt. He stood up and loomed over the terrified little morsels; they looked up at him with realisation, wolves were much much bigger than racoons. They wanted to run. He could sense they wanted to run but he wanted to chase. Marie got ready to film it all. 

Bea grabbed Amy and quickly darted off the couch. “Quick, hide Amy!” She tugged and shoved her little sister further down the hall. She expected the big white wolf to chase them immediately. But instead, he just watched their little legs carry them down the hallway. Their paws tapping to their bedrooms.  
Mr Wolf just smiled and played to the camera while the kids were away. Activating that pornstar flair as he slowly undressed, Marie following along with the camera. Her flustered giggles audible on the recording. “Pay attention now… This’ll be the last you ever see of these pathetic cubs before they join all of… this~” Mr Wolf traced his belly with a paw. It was hard to tell how much of this was for the client, knowing they had mentioned Feliks’ looks in the memo, and how much this was just for Marie. Regardless Marie didn’t mind as Feliks revealed his toned athletic body built specifically for this line of work. Getting rid of all of his clothes, he winked, before setting up on all fours for a pounce, then a leap, then a run, a growl, a chase. The girls hearing the primal beast behind them. Marie clumsily chasing the gracefully naked white wolf’s form down the hall. His athletic body made for chasing. Getting to the kid’s bedroom door before it closed, slamming onto it, knocking Bea down onto the ground. Amy in the room, running to her bed and ducking under the covers. Marie caught up to her partner. So much for setting up the lighting. 
Marie caught Bea’s wide open fearful eyes looking up at the primal white wolf above her. He had a sadistic smile; this was all just a fun game. A show for work. He did love his work. Mr Wolf just placed a paw onto Bea’s chest pinning her easily. Her eyes welled with tears as she looked up to him. It was sweetly adorable to him how scared she was. He loved letting the beast out like this on camera. It felt so right. Even if it really wasn’t a fair fight. 

“Hahaha… It’s okay…” Mr Wolf grumbled. “We have to find your sister first.” He grabbed around Bea’s chest with a single paw, almost completely wrapping around her as he picked her up. “Now I wonder where Amy could be?” Mr Wolf Feigning ignorance the way a parent might when a kid has a terrible hide and seek spot. Although the stakes were much, much higher.

“No… Please…” Bea spoke up for her sister. But it was useless. She was already caught. She had lost this game. 

“I guess I can’t find her…” Mr Wolf teased as he sat down on the girl’s bed. Right on top of the hidden mass under the blanket. Mr Wolf immediately felt the writhing and moving of the young racoon’s little protest. She couldn’t even scream; her face was pushed into the bed. 

“No, please! Don’t hurt her!” Bea pleaded valiantly from a place of defeat. 
“But how can I do that when I don’t even know where she is?” Mr Wolf continued to hold his weight on the struggling cub, feigning ignorance again. 

“She’s underneath you, please!” Bea cried out. 
“Ohhhh… haha, there she is! Thank you, Bea!” Mr Wolf sat up again briefly, just long enough to pull the sheet back to reveal the young cub under the covers. The poor racoon dazed from being squished underneath the big wolf. Bea took a moment of respite seeing her sister free from underneath the naked wolf. The two of them sharing a worried look, Bea tried her best to seem confident for her little sister, but the reality of the situation was setting in. Their reassuring eye contact broken as Mr Wolf simply returned to sitting back on top of her sister. Muffling her protests with his fluffy butt and tail, there was no blanket in between them this time. He knew exactly where her face was and didn’t miss. Bea looked at Mr Wolf with pleading disbelief, she truly could do nothing. She was defeated. She was simply prey. He was a big predator. She was tiny compared to him. She felt like she needed to say something, to convince this adult to stop. But he didn’t care, he could feel the girl begin to say something. He just silenced the racoon with his maw, much like her struggling brother. 
Mr Wolf placed his maw around the older cub and held her in his maw again. This time savouring the girl’s flavour completely. He could taste the crumbs on the salty chips on her fur and pyjamas. He had seen that defeat on her face, but she still fought in the clutches of his jaws. She panicked, kicked, struggled, kicked like a bunny rabbit. But it was all for nothing, she was barely a full meal for Mr Wolf, He’d taken down prey many times her size with much more fight in them, this girl was so easy. So, he just indulged in her. Letting her struggle and kick, tiering herself out while she hung in his maw while he took slow gulps. The girl’s energy draining at a similar rate to her sister who struggled beneath his rump. He relished in their pointless struggles. Barely a workout for him. Barely entertaining enough to be play. It was work. Marie made sure to capture it all. Bea’s weak protests in his maw, Amy weakening beneath him. He didn’t lighten his weight on her except for when he shifted around on her, feeling her stuck beneath him like this. Marie focused in on Amy’s little protests, it was hard to see her given how tiny she was, but she was definitely still there. Her little arms and legs still kicking. Mr Wolf noticed the camera’s attention and gave the girl’s face a little bounce and wiggle of his rump. The two of them stifling a laugh as the little raccoon struggled to breathe. 
Mr Wolf taking more gulps of Bea, letting the girl continue to kick as he raised his maw high, waiting a moment for Marie to catch on and capture the girl’s final protests before he swallowed, sending the girl down to her still weakly struggling brother. The protests in his belly becoming more visible to the camera. Mr Wolf letting out another satisfied noise as he showed his maw off again. His pristine canine teeth skirting the deep void of his empty gullet. The next racoon was all done. He just had one left. The best till last, the sweetest cutest one. 

He felt Amy barely moving beneath him. “Mmmm… You know, I have to hand it to you guys…” Mr Wolf spoke directly to the camera. “Your kids are delicious! And Amy makes a lovely cushion.” He teased. Marie giggled. “Ooo~ She tickles when she tries to breathe~” He again wiggled a little bit before he pushed down with all his weight. Although now the girl’s protests were clearly slowing down. “Awww… But she’s giving up…” A smile still in his voice. He waited a moment before he simply leaned to the side and pulled the girl out from under him. Her body was limp, but her chest was clearly rising and falling. She was still breathing; she had just exhausted herself under there. 

“Is she?” Marie asked. She wanted to make sure they hadn’t played too rough with the youngest yet. 

“She’s still breathing… Aww… Poor little thing, tuckered herself out.” He gave the girl’s chin a lift with a paw, she barely rested it there before he removed it. Her face flopping back onto the bed. Her eyes fluttering tired. He picked her up by her tail unceremoniously and gave the young girl a lick on her forehead. She barely reacted except with weak fluttering blinks. He licked her again, this time letting out a deep moan of satisfaction. “Mmmmpphhh… Fuck… Are you sure we can’t unwrap them?” Mr Wolf looking at the tantalizing dazed cub in his clutches. She shook her head wordlessly from behind the camera. He looked at the sweet little racoon hanging by her tail, he placed her whole body in his maw and sucked down on her, before pulling her out like a long noodle. “Mmmmfff, I guess I’ll just have to settle for the next best thing huh? Mmmmppphhhh!” He engulphed her again, holding her by her tail. A little bit of life returning to her kicks. He continued to pull her out again, making her drenched in his saliva. Her fur and pyjamas slick. She tasted amazing. Felt so warm. Had enough life in her to kick. It was indulgent. He loved feeling her weak little struggles. She was going to join her siblings too. Become the little snack she was destined to be, just like her siblings. Like all good little prey should. She didn’t have the energy to struggle. She was much too little and much too tired. She was much too weak to face this wolf. She was barely a mouthful for him. He just returned her to his mouth one last time and swallowed her whole. In one go. Her life getting cut short just for Mr Wolf’s belly.
Marie catching the bulge, slowly sliding down his neck with weak protests, before merging with her two siblings down in his tight stomach. The protesting masses in his belly conglomerating into one undistinguishable fight. He could feel them all moving. All of them terrified, all of them pleading and writhing and protesting to no avail. They were all done. He leaned back in this undersized, racoon cub bed with pink sheets, against the headboard. His large stomach on display for the camera before he lifted his chin up and belched away as much of the remaining air in his gut he had swallowed. Now the panic set in. It could both be seen and felt. Their little kicks becoming absolutely desperate. Their bodies visibly pushed together as Mr Wolf tensed his gut. Mr Wolf absolutely loving their last little death throws as he reclined in their small bed. He got to relax and enjoy the ride while they fought helplessly for their life. Their protests becoming slower and slower, reducing to little twitches and pushes. Marie couldn’t help herself but reach out a paw and massage his declining belly for the camera. Feeling their movement become indistinguishable from Feliks’ breathing and their little involuntary muscle spasms. Feliks just enjoying the belly rubs, inside and out as it all died down. 
“Happy with your snacks Mr Wolf?” Marie asked finally after feeling his stomach quiet. 

Feliks just smiled up at her knowingly. “Hahaha, Of course I did~ They were wonderful, tasty, unwanted, little treats~” Mr Wolf teasing the camera, still not moving from his reclined position on the tiny bed. “They really were pathetic little racoons, haha! Mmmmm… You made the right choice making sure they didn’t get to live full lives! Haha… The offer is always open if you might know of any… more… pathetic… little racoons… for me to eat~” Feliks ended that little message by snapping his maw towards the camera. Marie turning the camera off, then immediately kissing Feliks on the lips. She was unable to contain her excitement any longer. Her tail flicking in the air. He was already naked. She wanted to join him. “Hahaha, woah there Lynx!” Feliks making sure the camera was safely placed on the ground before returning the kiss back with equal enthusiasm. “When-do-they… Get-back…” Feliks asked in between kisses as he unbuttoned the Lynx’s blouse. He wasn’t asking if, just how quick. 
“I don’t know…” She didn’t care. 

Feliks looked to the tiny bed that barely supported him as Marie began to climb on top of him. “Here… On-this-bed?” 

She stopped kissing him and held his fluffy white face in her paws like he was an idiot. “Fuck yes on that little cub’s bed!” 

The two of them getting carried away with a job well done. The sound of the wolf’s gurgling belly the soundtrack to the encore of their fun little escapade.
