
Alekai walked out of the building with his usual gait, weighty but capable, proud yet cautious. And most of all, casual. Despite the nature of his work, his life, the ten foot sergal did a phenomenal job appearing as though his monstrous self was an everyday thing. It was impressive how at-ease the attention grabbing man was. Sergals were rare enough, but a huge ten-foot beast of a man like himself was not at all run of the mill. Eyes drew to him, an unavoidable fact. 
As he ducked under the normal sized door to exit, the usual stops and stares came. Walking away from the brightly lit entryway of “Leela’s Slave Emporium”, the massive sergal made his way through the narrow alleys and dark atmospherics. Paradise station emulated nightlife 24/7 on the primary decks, the vast majority of public space a never-ending club of sex and debauchery. 
A few moments after the sergal departed, a more common sight of a naked cheetah girl being led away came through the door. The girl only wore a collar and had clamps on her pretty nipples that linked to a leash that a mature lioness held, the cheetah visibly sobbing as she was taken away. A fresh patch of gauze was over an asscheek, evidence of fresh branding.
Alekai ignored the gazes upon him as he walked, eyes holding everything from shock to lust. Some moved farther away, some tried to rub up on him. It was understandable, sex was a universal constant, primal attraction the baseline of diplomacy. Commerce was the fuel for the Fleet, sex the recreation that kept everything ‘civil’. Alekai supposed wearing a projection suit didn’t help, a simple covering of light and patterns that clung to his muscular frame, not leaving much to imagination. What many didn’t have to imagine though, was the sheer size of the sergal’s balls. He already stood many feet taller than everyone, but having nuts the size of beach balls still garnered attention, they already looked big on him without a reference. 
They could get bigger too, Alekai having just emptied before docking. You really shouldn’t hope to see them at that size though, much of their extra potential came from being able to hold people as they were churned to cum. Many had met their end inside him. It was his job, to a degree, as a bounty hunter. It was almost amusing, the fact that he wasn’t exactly interested in vore. Yet he had a hunger, a need, dictated beyond his conscious mind. Best to put it to decent use, delegating such fates to those he believed deserved it.
His next destination was nearby, just around the corner. A typical slave holding station, he walked down the rows of people standing stiff, a thick metal pole between each of their legs. Eyes stared forward at his abs due to his height. There were many eyes though, awe, jealousy, anger, Alekai passed a variety of emotions. Until one stared up at him with a familiar giddy excitement, eyes locked to his with a devoted confidence. A dark skinned shark, lithe, fit, lacking a significant chest but making up for with overall form and a tight ass. Side-swiped hair brushed over a side of her skull, long pointed ears perking high. Naked, save for a collar and her restraints atop the public one-bar prisons.
And a wide smile full of sharp shark teeth beamed up at the massive sergal. “Heya master. Finish your errands?”
He reached around her, tapping a release button after feeding his slave-storage ticket to her frame. In an instant, the metal cuffs holding her hands behind her back clicked open, the spunky shark’s shoulders straightening forward. Next to pop were the rings around her ankles, attached to the thick metal pole running up to her ass. Stepping wider, the shark gave a foxy look as she lifted her arms to curl behind her head, arching back and showing off atop her one-bar prison. 
Finally, the hiss of the heavy-duty buttplug atop the steel mast indicated the bulb’s deflation. After a moment, the showy shark peaked on her clawed toes to audibly pop her rear off the plug. She quickly took a step off the platform as the plug-tipped pole descended, the shark spinning around with a raised tail and hands spreading her stretched ass, all as a sly look was sent back over her shoulders. “How’s my gape? Look good? They always over inflate the slave-holder plugs here, best part of Paradise in my opinion. Nothing like a full plug in my ass to keep me content.”
The huge sergal reached out a hand as big as her shoulder, landing on it. The shark wasn’t short, a few inches from six feet herself, but even then it only brought her snout to the powerful man’s belly. He looked down at her, amused, spinning her back around to face him as she giggled. His eyes lingered on her face, drifting down her collar and its simple engraving. K-173. Her name. The towering sergal smiled at his personal slave.
“K.” Alekai said in his booming casual tone, powerful but relaxed, always speaking in control no matter the situation. “You are the biggest anal slut and size queen on this side of the Fleet. Your ass always looks good.”
She stuck her tongue out as red blossomed on her shiny skin. “Oh, you flatter me master. You’re too good for such a depraved, horny, unbecoming slave such as myself.”
He shrugged with a bemused rumble, pushing her to begin walking back to his ship. “Oh, I’m not a good guy, K. I’m just not the worst.” 
She gave a lighthearted punch to his side, barely even denting his fur. “Well, how’d the sale go? The kitty fetch a good price?”
“Better than good. She was sold before I even left the building.”
“Damn, there must be a shortage of sexy cats.”
Alekai shrugged, not a subtle thing on such a large man. “Maybe. I was just lucky enough to be there right when someone was looking to buy.”
“Brothel?”
“Nah, a pet shop jumped at the chance for an exotic breeder. Cheetahs aren’t your average housecat.”
“Aww, how wonderful. The girl gets to keep her pussy after all.” K reached down to her own groin, rubbing a featureless mound where a vagina and clitoris would be. She was a labor slave, trained in tech. Her former corporate masters saw a pussy and pleasure as a distraction, and opted to null most of their specialized task slaves. All it did was make K more horny though, no longer having an outlet. And finding it extraordinarily hot to be a two-hole whore. The shaded shark continued to stare around while rubbing her smooth groin, taking in the lecherous atmosphere of the red-light station. In a moment of degenerate weakness, she froze, eyes fixated on humming neon.
Alekai’s strong hands kept her moving, despite the pleading pout on the shark’s face. The sergal shook his head, “No K, we’re not going to a vore club.”
“B-But-!”
“No. I like it my own way, while you simply have an obsession. If we go in there you might not come out.”
She crossed her arms, looking down with played up grumpiness. “You know I’d only ever give myself to you, master. When the time comes, you will get me, no-one else.”
He looked down a bit smugly, the cheeky mood returning. “Too bad that time will never come. Only bad guys go down my cock, and there’s still a requirement of at least pissing me off to go up my ass.”
“I mean, I can piss you off if I really tried, master…”
“But you won’t, you’re a good girl. Plus, I paid a ‘lotta money for you, K. You’re worth more than a meal.”
K huffed with disappointment, but the light in her eyes when she looked up at him spoke louder. He smiled right back, knowing just how to tease her as a rumble emanated from his middle. He held a hand to signal a stop, moving to the side of the populated passageway. The sergal approached the large bins lined up on the bulkhead, recycling, metal, organic. Each waste had its spot.
Looking back with a grin, Alekai moved to the organic one. “Just a sec K, gotta drop off my ex.” He watched her eyes widen, pupils dilating as his p-suit stopped projecting over his butt. Just as he grabbed the big bin’s sides and leaned back over it, his size letting his round cheeks have no trouble aiming into the bin as his tail idly curled behind him. Alekai watched his slave fidget, ordered to stay in place as he grunted and expelled his guts into the trash. It didn’t matter how dirty. To K, anything related to vore got her hot and bothered beyond measure. Even the disposal. Alekai teased her for it, but there was a definite joy in having a slave lust over every aspect of him. 
It took a minute or two to unload everything, guts holding a thick brown mass that used to be a person. Heavy logs fell right into the bin as onlookers passed and stared like it was just another day. Some hurried away in disgust, others tried to approach until a horny shark growled at them. One of the ‘downsides’ to Paradise Station; there is always someone that gets off on whatever you do. But Alekai was just grateful to finally lose the weight he’d been holding in him. Heavy pieces dropped out of his ass, the space below filling with bone-ridden shit.
A final grunt and a face of minor exertion, he capped off the brown soft serve with a brown-stained vulpine skull. Hopping off, K expended great effort not to run over to the bin, flustered and weak in the knees. She was good, and waited for her master to beckon her. Cupping her entire snout with a hand, he tilted her needy eyes up to him. “You’ve been a good bitch lately. So for your efforts, you get to lick my ass clean all the way back to the ship. How’s that for a reward?”
She was already hunching over, grabbing her master’s ass to shover her face right into his crack. “God yes! Thank you!” Cried out the shark from between his cheeks, muffled once he dropped his tail over her skull, completely smothering her. There were a lot more looks sent to him now as he strode with a shark matching pace with her head buried in his ass, but it was quite the enjoyable walk back to the hangar.
-
The final little touch was given, Alekai scribbling ‘Lauren’ on the picture. A tiny square, resembling an ancient polaroid, bearing the face of a sleeping wolfess with gorgeous snowy fur. The first victim of the last mission, printed on two photos. One he put with the countless other pictures adorning his bedroom’s wall, the other he taped to a filled condom the size of a loaded trash bag. Faded bones drifted behind the rubber in the cloudy white. The wolf was unremarkable, having been unfortunately killed before making the trip to his balls.
A surprisingly emotional huff came from the sergal, alone, bare in his ashy pelt mixed with brown. He saved her likeness for remembrance, Alekai always preferred his victims to die inside him, a kind of honor. Adhering to a natural process, instead of a bloodlust. He was sorry that she died by his cock suffocating her, rather than eating her. Next, a photo of a cute mouse joined the wolf on his wall, ‘Meera’ also put on her own smaller cum-balloon beside the wolf-filled condom. Only a skull and the largest bones lingered in that bag, the fate of smaller prey species encountering his strong balls. The sergal saved her likeness for appreciation, for submitting herself like the prey she was. Finally, a doberman joined the wall of faces and names, adorning the last bloated bag of semen and skeletal remains, clothes swimming in that one.
The man was the ‘captain’ who took some poor girl to make up for fuel costs. The ‘leader’ who tried to bargain all his crew’s lives for his own. No honor among thieves, but this dog was especially pathetic. His likeness was saved because Alekai enjoyed churning him. Truly deserving of the fate, trapped in the sergal’s sack, screaming and pounding as he melted. The ten foot man smiled as he looked at the picture, the canine’s terrified face front and center as Alekai’s cock swallowed him, only the head remaining outside the ravenous urethra. It paid to have his helmet record everything, it was a great angle right before the man was slurped up his dick.
With a smirk and a low chuckle, the ashen sergal left his room. Each step within the small ship’s tiny halls rang out as powerful claws struck the deck, but even then the loud meaty slaps of his half-hard two foot cock swaying about rose above all other noise. He found K doing some cleaning of the cockpit, looking up at him with expectation as she saw the growing erection he packed. Her smile reached the sky when his simple command of ‘bend over’ came, and she followed with a giddiness matched only by her lust. Nulled crotch bared, her lovely asshole pulsed for him, drawing him in as her finned tail flagged. 
-
Alekai forced K’s limp jaws open, her eyes distant and lidded in a pleasure few could fathom. Wet gurgles echoed from her mouth, unable to voice coherent sounds beyond the bliss of getting a tree-trunk shoved up her ass. The romp had progressed through his entire craft, ending in the bedroom as Alekai sat atop his oversized bed, holding K in his lap. The big sergal clutched his slave close as he impaled her bottom on his pointed shaft that bulged out her middle, his oversized arms wrapped around her small perky chest, possessively holding her to his own. Her back arched against his abs, moans muffled as he shoved a dildo-gag down her throat and latched it to her face.
The shark writhed in the way he knew so well, all her buttons pushed as her belly bore the imprint of his massive shaft, skin taut around his outline. Every thrust up into her showed on her middle, every flex he gave when hilted was visible on her dark skin. The slave tried to hump her hips atop him, push deeper and stimulate more, but her mind was gone to the violent ecstasy of her organs being rearranged. Well perhaps not this time, having spent so long with Alekai deep inside her. If anything, her guts were perfectly formed to be his cocksleeve, a fact that filled her with greater joy and pride.
Her cheeks rested on his knot, but his brutal bucks into his fucktoy were slowing down. Alekai felt it brewing, and K knew that the gag meant one thing. Meal time, heavy cream about to be pumped right to her stomach from the other end, the thick dildo in her neck stopping her liquid food from coming up. With an eager roar and a delighted cry, Alekai forced the knot past her worn asshole, the tent of his entire shaft inching up towards her ribs as her null groin bumped out from a melon’s width of knot inflating inside her.
His powerful body curled around her, going tight with explosive sensation. K’s dick-distended belly showed the powerful flex of the shaft within her, a loud muffled squirt sounding from her depths. The shark’s middle began to expand immediately under the onslaught of cum filling her, a steady growth stretching her. On top of this constant filling, every throb from Alekai moved through her entire body, another wet squish coming as her belly rapidly doubled, settling back to the gentle inflation between Alekai’s huge loads.
She felt him tense along with his cock, his heartbeat pounding her chest just as his jet of seed impacted her insides. The shark’s pregnant looking belly jiggled on every jizz-spewing flex, growing taught and squishy around her master’s length. Through this her eyes rolled up, and the shark would have been chanting ‘yes!’ and ‘oh fuck!’ if her throat wasn’t full of a silicone dick, the only thing keeping cum from spewing from her face. Every pulse from the two feet of meat wobbled her belly as it grew further, every throb stretching her hole momentarily and setting alight every nerve within her. Still, white bubbles foamed out of her nose, creamy trails dripping down the edge of her smiling mouth.
Alekai ground their hips together, pushed her down, kept her rear sealed to crotch. Her body was small compared to him, but her capacity was well-proven, taking the full load of his oversized balls like a true whore. She was beyond stuffed, but gladly took her master’s cum with a lust-hazed mind and gagged moans. K’s middle continued to grow and jiggle with every hearty lance of cum as her voice grew louder despite the gag, wracked with an unending climax synchronized to her master’s.
The sergal’s angular snout was displaying a fierce grimace of orgasm, balls draining everything they had to his personal cumdump. He was still in the early phases of a prime rut, balls primed to breed with already copious seed production maximized. Compared to the shark, he regained himself quickly. Large body loosening, growling turned to satisfied panting, the tight face of bliss fading to pleased relaxation. K was out of it for a bit, feeling herself swell with a god’s cum, bloated and full with molten gold.
Her belly would jiggle periodically as Alekai’s prodigious length gave little pulses within her, though her skin no longer grew, his balls fully drained to her guts. He remained silent, content to feel his fucktoy twitch and moan against and around him. One hand kept her locked down, even though the knot visible on her nulled mound did a good enough job, while his other appendage roamed her body. The digits dwarfed her, yet her overdue looking belly of jizz dwarfed his fingers as they tenderly rubbed the strained skin, red and angry with veins somewhat visible at her navel.
K spoke the second she could. Well, mumbled, which made Alekai take the throat-deep gag off her, bringing a sloppy sputtering of seed. “Buh-glhk… Huh… holy shit master. Fuck, I’m so full…”
He rumbled happily, angled head dropping atop her skull, blanketing her snout in his shadow and soft fur. “And that’s only, what? Three hours since I last came?”
“Mhmmm. You’re a perfect stud, master. A prime beast to ruin my ass and stuff my guts.”
“You know, I’ve been thinking about naming my cock the ‘gut-puncher’.”
She giggled with her ever-present lusty breaths as he remained inside her, plugging her entire digestive tract. “A good name, but I think ‘swallower of knaves’ works better.”
A short huff of amusement before he puffed air past his lips. “Pfft. Always vore with you, K.”
“Which one of us exclusively cock-vores people and jizzes their bones into a condom to collect the bounty?”
“I take people in my ass too.” Alekai said with a mock tone of hurt.
“Yeah, but that’s mainly to eat. Any bounty that ends up in there just means your balls were full already.”
“Hey, I shoved my last girlfriend up there for being a shallow bitch. I had already eaten during the date she blew off.”
“And how hard did that make you?”
“Didn’t cum, that’s what matters.” Alekai said with a matter-of-fact tone.
K shot a sly look up at him as she felt his dick grow more active in her intestines again. “You like vore, don’t you master?”
“I never said I didn’t. I just don’t obsess over it like you. I wouldn’t make it my whole M.O. if I didn’t get something from it.”
A victorious hum sounded from the shaded shark held in his arms, feeling him around and inside. “Say… what did you do before you were a hunter?”
The sergal became shockingly still. “Nothing. Just… worked odd jobs.”
“What made you start?”
Alekai’s body tightened. “My dad.”
“Oh. He a hunter too?” Came the unsure but innocent question from the null-slave.
“No. He was a monster.”
K grew quiet, understanding that this was not a good post-coitus discussion. “Ah… Let’s uh… change topics?”
“Please.”
The shark took a moment to think, the sergal’s voice the coldest she ever heard right there. “Where were you born?”
The slightest itch of a smile went to Alekai’s long muzzle. “Conquest Station.”
K nodded understandably under his chin. “Heh, yeah I guess there isn’t anywhere else such a prime specimen of male power is born.” Conquest Station revolved around one word. Breeding. Initially founded to keep the Fleet’s population stable and growing, they soon became the largest colonist producers for the rare times the Fleet passed an unclaimed world. Prime genetics were fought over, strong men and fertile women the populace’s true conquest. Alekai was clearly the result of careful breeding, being the shockingly massive sergal he was.
A shiver ran through both as Alekai released his grip, letting his bitch-breaking knot lock them together as the newly freed hand moved to rest atop K’s sealed cunt, only the tiny depression of her urethra remaining. K let out a slow breath as the formerly sensitive place was felt, smooth and featureless where he was so used to finding slits and nubs. His words were whispered, only adding to the tingles along K’s spine.
“Do you ever miss it?”
“Of course not, master. I’ve explained this to you, and to the cheetah now.”
“The pussy, sure. Chastity is a thing and I wouldn’t be surprised if you were extremely into it like vore. But your clit?”
Beginning to rub her own heavily swollen belly with two hands that barely compared to Alekai’s that already caressed it, K gave a gentle sigh. “It doesn’t just remove my ability to feel pleasure or cum, you know. You should know, since I just cummed my brains out a moment ago. It’s like going blind, it’s a big deal, yes. But your body adapts, other senses rise to the challenge. You may not see anything, but your hearing gets purer. That is what I feel. The undiluted gift of touch you give my body, and in return, I have no distractions in my servitude.” She capped it off with a quick lick of the underside of his muzzle, almost purring. “Being a two hole slave is hot. And looking in the mirror to see myself null is fucking hot.”
“You are a kinky little bitch, aren’t you?”
“I’m your kinky little bitch.”
A pleased growl rumbled through him, both reminded of his possession of the shark slave. “Indeed. Now, enough sitting around. I’m getting hungry, and you know all the vore forums. Find some lunch for my ass?”
The shaded shark’s absolute squeal of delight could likely have been heard from the vacuum of space. “Absolutely master! C-Can I help push them in?”
“Of course.”
“EEEEE! Can I rim you too?”
“Sure.”
“And sniff the-“
Alekai cut her off with a chuckle. “Shush. You’re already back there, I can’t stop you. But you don’t have to talk about it. I like them going in, but unsurprisingly, I don’t care much for them going out.”
“But I do, master.”
“And you’re fuckin’ weird.” Said the massive sergal, moving to get up. K was still locked to him, two feet of cock sheathed in her ass. Her feet were off the ground as his knot locked their hips and a hand held her chest to his. She looked like a shark-shaped body pillow. If the pillow’s belly was double the size of a pumpkin from all the cum bloating her, wobbling and jiggling as he walked to the cockpit’s secondary terminal. 
It was hard for the slave to work with his dick flexing through her guts, her body literally suspended by his shaft, gravity only adding to her twitches and quivers. A perpetual lip-bite and a voice that spoke in moans, she picked up the tablet she left there. Struggling to hold it when her limbs went weak with every little movement compounding inside her, she managed to find her top forum. A quick open call post for Paradise station was made, inviting one lucky volunteer to a one way trip up a sergal’s tailhole. 
Before Alekai could even sit down and get the shark-shaped fleshlight situated in his lap, her voice called up to him. “How’s a lizard boy sound?”
-
A ding sounded on the comm console, Alekai’s long ears perking just as K’s did. A loud schlorp of suction as the shark’s newly cum painted face rose from between Alekai’s sizable legs, the pointed shaft of two feet of steel bouncing up to slap her chin with no small amount of force. It brought a giggle as she wiped white smears onto her forearms, and a spank to her branded rear as she passed him. She was always somewhat upset when her work got interrupted, either the high-technical aspect of disabling rouge ships, or her more common and more cherished task: keeping Alekai’s balls drained. Her truest calling.
She wore the evidence of her most holy task in the long ropes of cum adorning her dark skin, and the insanely overdue pregnant looking belly she toted while strutting through the ship. It swayed with her gait, but she wore it with pride. Was there no better way to say she so gloriously served her master than bloated guts of cum? A simple button push, and the floor before her descended. A hiss and hum, ending with a clank, the boarding ramp fully lowered and open. Alekai heard her steps fade, going to the hangar entrance to escort the food.
She would return, indiscernible giddy voices nearing before halting and going quiet. From the main seat in the cockpit, Alekai heard only one pair of feet grow near, the soft plaps of K’s bare soles on the deck. Comparatively tiny hands came to rest on his shoulders, before K nuzzled her face to his neck. “Heya master. Lunch is ready. Your butt won’t go hungry for much longer.”
He rose, easily towering past the shark. “Aight. Anything I should know?”
“He’s super into the whole ‘superior pred’ thing. Play up that you’re the god of this realm, he was made to feed you, all that stuff.”
Alekai, groaned, massive form wilting a touch. “God, always something with these vore freaks. Can’t just eat them in peace.”
K crossed her arms and cocked her hips, smugly smiling. “Well the guy’s offering to give his life just so you can skip dinner tonight. He wants this.”
Rolling his head, Alekai’s strong posture resumed. “Yeah, yeah. I know. I don’t mind showing willing prey a good time before they go.” He waved at the pregnant looking shark, striding down the hall. “Come on, let’s get moving.” A quick tap and the heavy airlock door opened, the big sergal having to look down at his guest, like usual. The boy resembled a kobold, purplish scales and a cute, lithe shape. With a little extra thickness. He looked up in a slow motion of awe, essentially staring at the ceiling after tracing the strong sergal’s form.
A pile of clothes were already in the corner, the boy naked. It gave Alekai a clear view of the instant boner on the little lizard, matching a sweeping blush as he regaled in the towering sergal’s aura. Alekai stepped back, inviting his meal in. Some glances were added, followed by a sage nod. “You’ll do. Might still need dinner tonight, but you’ll be a nice snack.” He wouldn’t, but the sergal knew these types. He had plenty of free meals thanks to K’s online kink connections.
The reptile barely moved, visibly smitten even more than K. “W-Wow. You’re… so big and handsome, sir.”
Alekai crossed his arms over his own nude ashen pelt, the lizard’s gaze breaking away from his face to land at the massive sheath and balls, cock longer than a feral horse hanging down between his legs. The sergal jerked his head. “Uh-huh, get in here already. The sooner you’re in my ass the better.”
Quivering as a bead of pre dripped to the steel plates, he wrung his hands together. “O-Oh~ Of course sir.” He stepped in, not taking his eyes off the mountain of man that is Alekai as the door slammed shut behind him.
A moment of seriousness broke through, Alekai’s face losing the smug and uncaring look. “Last chance to back out. This want you want?”
A fervent nod. “Y-Yeah! I… never thought I’d be able to experience this.”
A brow raised on the sergal’s face. “And you know it’ll be the last thing you experience?”
With a long inhale, the boy remained resolute under his anxious eagerness. “Y-Yup!”
The sergal nodded. “Last requests? What do you want out of this?”
“I-It’s alright s-sir, I’m just f-food! Don’t worry about me… H-Here, I brought my s-savings. Prey like me don’t need anything-“
Alekai’s voice cut through the excited stammering. “What. Do. You. Want.”
Eyes widening, the lizard was silent before relaxing with a small smile. “I… I told your slave my preferred dynamic already.”
Sighing, the oversized sergal leaned on the wall. “That means so little. I know how to treat you, but not how to treat you. This is off the books right now kid, no characters. I’m gonna shove you into my ass and digest you. Tell me how to make it better for you.”
The scalie’s blush only grew. “Oh, uhm, okay…” He rubbed the back of his head. “Jeez, I dunno… I just want to get vored. As long as I’m a good source of nutrients, I’m alright.”
Alekai pinched his muzzle, “Christ, kid.” A hand was gestured out flatly. “Head first? You wanna jerk off inside me? Want me to do it fast or slow? Add a digestion booster so you don’t suffer long? Work with me here.”
Standing straighter, the lizard grew a bit embarrassed. “Gosh sir, you’re going a bit out of your way for some food. Y-You’re a big strong predator, do what you want to me~”
The sergal held his hands to his face as a long groan of exasperation came. “Kid-“
“I’m twenty seven.”
An eye shot open on the sergal’s wedged face, staring dead at him. “Kid. I swear to fucking god. Keep this up, and you’re not gonna have a good time.”
His face brightened. “Oh! That’d be great!”
A steaming huff and Alekai walked away. Tilting his head, the boy looked at K, whom was struggling not to laugh. “Did I overdo it?”
She had to catch her breath. “No, no, you’re good. Master is just shit at role-play. Seriously though, gimme your finer preferences if you have any. I don’t know if you were just egging him on to get a desired ‘real’ encounter, but we do want to make sure you enjoy this.”
“Heh, that obvious?”
“You’re not bad, but I can tell.”
A shrug from the purple hued lizard. “Well my preference is being at a predator’s mercy. With, uh, no mercy. But I guess for disclosure, yeah I’ll go feet first, and slowly so I can jack off. No digestion booster though, I want everything to be slow.”
Even K gave the smallest look. “You sure? It, uh… kinda sucks to be digested alive.”
The reptile’s open boner twitched. “Au contraire. It’s my dream.”
Stepping forwards, the cum bloated shark gave the boy a little hug. “We would have made such good friends.”
The smile on the reptile’s face was unmistakable. “Too bad I’m gonna make a great lunch. And wow, you said he was big, but damn. You weren’t kidding, he deserves my body.”
Taking his hand, K eagerly giggled and led him to the bedroom. “I know right? I could hardly believe it when he bought me. Now come on, master needs to eat.”
It was always oddly casual, these ‘meals’. Alekai was waiting for them, K filled him in, and the lizard shifted around excitedly. “Sir, would you like me to climb into you? No beast as grand as you should have to take me yourself.”
Alekai, shot a glance back before flopping down on the large bed. He landed with a confident pose, both alluring and commanding, yet still exuding a smug ‘hurry up’ attitude. “Of course you’re climbing in. Wouldn’t be very worthy of sustaining me if you couldn’t even feed yourself to my asshole.”
“R-right!” Blurted out the purple hued lizard. Straightening from K’s hand on his back, he looked around the wide room as he neared the bed and majesty of a man atop it. He saw the photos plastered around, names scribbled, faces all around. “I see you record your past sacrifices. I would be honored to join them, my name is Kar-“
Alekai grunted. “Sorry, but I don’t usually get attached to lunch. Don’t waste my time talking, you should have been in my guts ten minutes ago.” To signal the finality, he flipped around, laying face down and spreading his legs.
A tense shiver coursed through the lizard before he climbed atop the bed, approaching the large sergal. Just Alekai’s legs were almost as long as the boy was, the sergal’s nice ass a juicy target. Lifting his tail, Alekai bared the boy’s tomb, a nestled hole deep within cheeks bigger than the reptile’s head. It was a grand sight, everything between the sergal’s legs on display, a fine ass and a worship-deserving hole resting above a grandiose sack of furry balls splayed out on the sheets.
The lizard boy felt himself moving on autopilot, the only thought in his mind to get closer to the wrinkled portal staring at him. K climbed up in tandem, moving beside the smitten boy with encouragement. She whispered, keeping her tone sensual and joyous. “I cleaned him this morning, so you don’t need to worry about anything when going in.”
A touch more sheepish as he processed, the boy nodded a silent thanks to her. There were always some aspects of a fantasy that one doesn’t consider the reality for. The few feet of distance he crawled was a mile, until finally his purple scaled hands fell upon the sergal’s beautiful asscheeks. With all the care and anticipation in the world, he gently pushed the big butt apart, fully revealing his destiny. It was an asshole alright, but it was glorious. Big and round, wrinkled dark flesh standing out amid a pelt of gray and brown. There was a subtle steam radiating from it, an aura he leaned closer to, taking deep breaths.
Alekai’s voice cut through the boy’s overjoyed tension, the sergal’s almost bored face peering at his backside. “Don’t get cold feet now. This is what you were born for. You should be thanking me.”
Rapid nodding, “Y-Yes sir! Thank you so much for this honor!”
The sergal’s smile inched wider when K gave thumbs up behind him upon seeing the boy’s dick throb. “Then get a move on.” 
Squiggled lips of overflowing butterflies, shaky hands from a dream made true. The rich hued reptile moved deliberately, thinking every motion through. Keeping his hands on Alekai’s godlike ass, the hole remained presented as the boy brought his feet up, switching from kneeling to sitting, hunched over his knees slightly. The second his clawed paws rested on the rim that was barely larger than both his soles, he felt the heat, the power of the muscle winking under his toes. A single strong clench tickled his toes, and the boy already understood it was trying to eat him.
It was his destiny, after all. Terse breaths were the only sound that came from the boy, steadily applying pressure to push his digits through the soft tailhole. Alekai relaxed his backdoor, while also pushing out, the hole extending out to take a bite of the lizard’s feet. As the dark rim clenched down again, it was snugly holding his ankles, paws vanished into the ass before him. Sucking in a huge breath, the boy exhaled it as a small moan. “O-Oh wow… it’s so warm…” Wiggling his toes against the slick insides of the predator was sending signals to his brain he couldn’t fathom.
He shuddered as a hand wrapped around his sky-high member, K snuggling her cum-swollen belly behind him. “Keep pushing now, master only got you started.”
Awash with the sensation and delight, the boy continued to squirm his toes in Alekai’s anus. He giggled, before pushing his legs deeper in. It was better than he could have ever imagined, feeling the large tunnel part for him, hugging his skin with the fleshy insides. The sergal’s voice spoke with his effort, encouraging it. “That’s it. Get deeper so you can start digesting. You were born as food for my ass.”
Mind already hazy, the boy replied with kinked brows and bedroom eyes. “Y-Yes, sir…” It felt like his consciousness was being sucked into the tailhole with his body, every inch being embraced by the living walls of Alekai’s rectum draining his capacity for thought as his truest wish was fulfilled. Shallow gasps and little moans came as he sank deeper, the wrinkled hole swallowing him. All as K gently stroked him, adding the heat of his own pleasure to the lusty furnace his mind became.
Alekai barely registered the reptile’s paws inside him, but the big sergal soon found his ass more receptive as it got to his knees. Then thighs, feet squirming against his walls, tickling and pushing. He could feel the boy’s enjoyment in his flesh, the little exploratory motions of the colon he was being swallowed by. Then he could really feel his prey’s happiness once his hole began working on the lizard’s hips, the tell-tale poking of a penis hitting his insides. By this point Alekai’s middle began to bulge somewhat, visible dual lumps of feet if one looked close enough. Half of the boy’s height now rested in his gut, torso stretching his slick hole open, but the ten foot sergal had plenty more room.
“Haah… Ahn… Ah…” Puffed out the lizard, bucking his swallowed hips, grinding his shaft to the ashen sergal’s hot walls, writhing all around the boy. With a sharp breath and a pitched moan, the boy gave a few fervent thrusts before going limp, face slack in a fresh orgasm. “S-So wet… so tight…” He was powerless against this pleasure, everything getting hotter and tighter as he sank deeper. What turned from a novelty of dipping his toes in, became an unprecedented immersion. His entire lower body was gripped and pulled, the walls around him a slick, living blanket with an ecstatic pressure.
Alekai felt the body wiggling up his butt cease moving entirely, only faint twitches of afterglow tickling his guts. A played up sigh from the massive sergal, “Can’t even crawl down my ass properly. Don’t worry butt-food, I’ll take it from here.” A new noise rose over K’s excited breathing and the luxurious panting from the lizard, causing both to cease. A wet rolling squelch as Alekai gave a mighty tug with his anus, the reptile being dragged down a handful more. 
The prey looked with awed amazement as his hips were gradually sucked down the pulsing asshole, feeling his legs curl through fleshy tubes as the snug squishy surface contracted around him. “It… It’s swallowing me… Fuuuuck~” moaned the boy as his shaft became fully enveloped, surrounded in squirming hot velvet. Alekai kept a chuckle to himself as he felt his lunch return to the lusty wiggles inside him, tickling those hard to reach places. Though hidden underneath him and pressed to the bed, Alekai was yet again hard as steel.
Overwhelmed truly now, the reptile had no words as he slowly sank with every focused grunt and clench the sergal gave. Merely twisting and turning, seeking out every sensation this experience could give. By the time his middle was being slurped by Alekai’s onyx rim, he had flipped around face down inside the sergal’s guts. With all the movement and prodding inside him, Alekai made no effort to hide the gruff huffs of pleasure he let out as his rear was filled with an active toy. The boy willingly had placed his hands on his belly, arms sinking down with the rest of him.
The sergal grunted loudly, hips bucking as wet clench brought the boy deeper still. Alekai rumbled with bliss, the vibrations permeating the lizard’s entire body trapped within him. This was all caused by Alekai’s weakness, the tantamount sensation of someone jacking off inside his guts. Like a full tour vibrator, it imparted nearly as much ecstasy to him as it did the boy, hence these guilty pleasure meals. With the reptile fapping and squirming in the tight sleeve of Alekai’s intestines, K had to chuckle at her master losing most of the big powerful predator aspect as he fully flumped to the bed with faint twitches while his ass continued to tug the boy down.
K stepped up, placing her hands on the reptile’s shoulders as his blissful face stared down at the sheets with a slack jaw and lolling tongue. She neared him, bringing her face close to his, nuzzling the breathy, moaning prey as his head inched closer to the tugging asshole stretched around his shoulders. The shaded shark looked at his hazy eyes with the look of genuine truth. “You’re so lucky.” Bringing her muzzle in rest on his forehead, she sighed while applying her own pressure to sink him into Alekai’s rear faster. “So fucking lucky. To go all the way, to meet your end nourishing such a grand man.”
Pulling away to dreamily stare at the lizard’s blushing face while it neared huge asscheeks, Alekai’s rim already pulsing around his neck, K’s hands were tugged inside him as the meal went deeper. She slipped her digits out from her master’s warm insides, a quick kiss was given to the boy’s head spreading the sergal’s cheeks. Still cloudy with pure serotonin and endorphins, the prey was lost in ecstasy, but still heard the words the lithe shark spoke. “But this is it. What you were born for, what you need to do. It’s for your own good, passing your mass along to a creature better suited to survive- no, dominate this world.”
The image before her always changes so fast once prey sinks to their torso. Her master’s big ass spread wide around a person wedged up his tailhole, to now only the boy’s head lingering to barely displace the sergal’s thick cheeks. Steamy breath and bodies hot and heavy, tongue out, the deformation of Alekai’s ass shrunk as ears flattened to the boy’s skull, terse clenches and the sergal’s powerful rear pulling the skull through his anus. The climax was here, truly, only a snout poking from a creased dark hole, anus the size of a basketball having no trouble swallowing anybody.
Divine, was the single thought running through the boy’s mind. Body being warmed all around by snug flesh, pleasure all around as every inch of his skin met the slick insides swallowing him as his hand worked along his shaft. Long slow breaths gave a sensual tempo as he looked out upon the world for a last time, seeing the dark encroach around his vision, watching himself be tugged away from the shark. The words helped, the ideas, arousing, the fantasy truly reality. All as a powerful heartbeat pulsed around his entire form, a signal that calmed him. His time was done, it was time to join a better being. 
He was wracked with one final orgasm, hand flying over his member inside the winding guts of the sergal. Vision failed him, the hole to the outside world closed and light forever gone. He closed his eyes with a final terse grunt of pleasure, before relaxing limp in the afterglow, allowing the undulating walls to guide him deeper with their tight embrace. Alekai however, began a rapid series of clenches as his face clenched sweetly beyond the lizard’s sight. No matter, the boy felt the prostrate convulse against his throat, heard the heavy muscles shift around him, felt the growl vibrate his entire body. The sergal came, firing right between his body and the sheets, jets flooding out from under him. A final smile was on the boy’s face, glad to be more than just a meal, even if the idea was hot.
A little slurp closed the asshole, no longer spread around a satisfied face. It winked at the shark with a slight gape, shifting as it kept working to pull the offering deeper, tiny flickers of light shining on a receding face. Though hidden by the bed, Alekai bore the bulge of his prey, body sliding and twisting, ending at the final spot of a fetal position within the sergal’s big guts. No rapid protrusions of fists futility pushing his walls, no imprints of terrified faces pushed to his skin. Just the shape of a living being curled up within his gut, at peace in filling Alekai’s insides.
K now had her own look of pure delight, eyes lidded and body loose. “There you go, right where you belong.” She didn’t waste a beat to bring her face to the soft canyon of Alekai’s butt, smushing her snout to the dark hole as she began licking and sucking. Alekai could only let out a brisk grunt as the anal stimulation added to the living dildo settled within him, renewing the blasts of seed under him. As K’s ass-eatings skills shone, Alekai was sent to the tense reverie of orgasm, continued stimulation, and the sating of his primal hunger.
He wouldn’t speak much, content to lay there atop his full belly, now his turn to glaze over with satisfaction. A smaller lunch than usual, but a damn fine experience. He drifted away from heavy huffs, slowing to gentle breathing as he regained himself. The wet slurps of the shark treating his ass to a godlike worship were heard in tandem as gurgles filled the room. The vaguely person-shaped bulge in his middle shifted, wiggled, but it was not struggling. Alekai had to grunt again as the boy inside him jacked off again while he still could, the sergal’s cock not even given a chance to soften before he climbed the peak again.
-
Time passes quicker than the sergal would like sometimes. Calmly standing up, he looked at K clutching his thigh and stealing licks of his ass. Freshly showered, thick fur groomed and pristine, Alekai held his middle as the now-featureless lump continued to fade away inside him with heavy churning rumbles. Wedged visage bearing a smile, he lifted his gaze to the new photo on the wall. A pretty purple lizard, ‘Karmine’ scribbled under it. The grand sergal tapped his slave’s shoulder, K audibly popping her lips off his asshole. 
“Yes, master?”
“He’s still wiggling a bit, you wanna massage my gut for the rest?”
The shark’s eyes turned to headlights, glimmering with joy. “Yes!”
Alekai returned to the bed, holding his arms open. Time for a little fuck-pillow post-lunch relaxation time. With K as the pillow. Having no other plans, the huge sergal figured he’d enjoy his time and savor his meal, and let his slave enjoy her greatest kink.

