Early one afternoon, Elliott lay on his couch and dreamt.

He was in a club, and he had his arm around someone’s body, squeezing hard on the thin waist of the man that he held in his grip. Elliott was smiling; the young man he embraced – an orange tabby cat – was nervous. He stared into those wide emerald eyes, gazing into them with longing as they tried their hardest to avoid staring back into the black pools of his own eyes, the neon blue of his irises shining in the darkness like stars. The swell of bass pounded in his skull. The quickening beat of the dance tune soon reach its climax, hammering as hard and as fast as the throbbing in his heart and in his cock. Their snouts drew closer, now inches away: he could feel the feline’s breath, hot and heavy and anxious, brush against his face; his own breath, slow and sultry and thick with lust, washed over the cat, ruffling the orange and white fur around his little pink nose. His black lips parted, and then he leaned in. The cat pulled back, the sound of cheap upholstery squeaked like rubber in Elliott’s ears as his date fought against their seat and the wide, feminine thighs that trapped him there. He loved it when they squirmed, and this one was lively. He felt his prey thrash, the sharp claws on the cat’s fingers digging deeper and deeper into his flesh in desperation, clawing and sinking into the meat of his supple legs, hoping to incite pain and bring release. What little pain he felt made him tighten his hold on his reluctant lover and brought him only more pleasure. His long, wide thighs squeezed harder; he felt the feline’s breath being crushed from his lungs, his heartbeat quickening, and his own hammering faster in kind, his long blue tongue lolling out of the side of his mouth as a moan escaped his lips. The tips of the cat’s fingers disappeared within depths his thighs, then his hands began to sink as well, as the flesh of Elliott’s legs began to rise around his victim’s arms, as if to devour them. He looked down and grinned a predatory grin: the cat looked so much smaller in his eyes now: weak, vulnerable, and so very, very delicious. Elliot looked up, and in the darkness, he could feel everyone’s eyes upon him, staring at him, glaring at him in a whole host of emotions. He welcomed it. It only made him bolder. More dominant.
The throbbing of his cock grew harder with their outraged looks, fighting against the stretching fiber of his too tight denim shorts. Elliott’s grin grew wider, his fangs flashing at them like daggers. It would not be much longer before they would feel his loving, sensual, embrace. They, too, would pleasure him. But for how, he would settle for his morsel of a man before things got… difficult. The cat, trapped and sinking between the plush walls of Elliott’s thighs, whimpered. The sound of frayed fishnet stockings snapped in his ears as those legs widened around him, fattening up, squeezing him harder and strangling the last of the air from his lungs, while the bulge of the cock before him grew bigger and thicker, inching towards his eyes. Elliott shuddered, then leaned down, his sharp blue eyes widening, his soft lips opening as he dove in for the kill.
Ringing filled Elliott’s ears suddenly, a harsh blaring that drilled into his skull. His eyes shot open, and he was back home, his cellphone ringing on the table next to him. He put a hand to his face, caramel fingers rubbing the bridge of his caramel and creamy brown colored snout, groaning. He tried desperately to remember what he was dreaming about, grasping at bits and pieces of the fragments as they slipped through his fingers like sand, forever lost to his memory. He wanted to remember it so badly. Sighing, he reached for his phone to see who had called him, then his mood brightened considerably when he saw who it was. 
“Hey, Dylan,” said Elliott cheerfully, his voice silken in his own ears.

“Um, h-hey, Ell,” Dylan stuttered over the other end.

“Elliott,” he corrected him, smiling. Elliott, still in his underwear, rolled onto his stomach, kicking his long, curvy, fishnet clad legs into the air behind him, the black fiber of his stockings straining with their movement.

“Elliott. S-Sorry. I’m just calling to see if we’re still on for tonight.”

“You know I’m on for tonight,” he said, putting a hand to his plump rear end, squeezing each of his bare and juicy cheeks within his palm. “I can’t wait to meet you.” A pleasing sigh seeped through the speaker that made Dylan whimper. Elliott grinned and lowered his voice, now low and lustful. “I hope you want me as bad as I want you.
“You know I want it,” Dylan stammered, then corrected himself, “I-I mean you!”

The black pools of Elliott’s eyes widened, the neon blues of his irises brightening as he bit his lip and felt the flesh his eager rump nibbling at his fingers, wobbling at the slightest touch, before he pulled them away. “I’m glad to hear it, big boy. Seven sharp.” He puckered his black lips together and kissed the speaker, then hung up.

Elliott the velix – the kind of creature you might come up with if a canine and a cat had a threesome with a kangaroo, and their resulting offspring still somehow looked more kangaroo than canine or cat – sat up on the couch, and ran a hand through shoulder length fiery red hair. He looked down at his legs, long, luxurious, and caramel furred, staring at the sizable bulge of his crotch as it strained against his boxers; though given the size of his fat thighs, womanly hips and filling rump, it looked more like a thong than anything else. A hand wandered low and groped his package, taking hold of a swollen, creamy white, softball sized testicle, and cupped it gently in his palm, giving it a soft squeeze before caressing the other in much the same way. He felt them churning at his touch, throbbing and pent up with seed, pushing out against his underwear and hand and out the sides of his boxers as his flaccid, leaking dick fattened up and lengthened. His fingers touched his leg, slipping under the waistline of his shorts, eager to pleasure himself, only to stop as he smiled.
“Ah, ah,” whispered the velix as his hand slipped away. His bloated sack could only groan with what could be interpreted as disappointment. His smile widened, and he pat his junk. “Not today, my sweet. I’m saving up for a special occasion.” He stood up and stretched his arms, then put a hand on his flat stomach as he turned to look at himself in the mirror.
The length his legs dominated the view, demanding his attention as he poured them over with hungry eyes, tracing the gentle curves of each limb with delicate fingers. He squeezed his thighs, sighing happily as he felt fur, fat and muscle give way to his hands, his doughy flesh eager to swallow them within their mass. The long, curved ears that sat on the sides of his head twitched as he shifted his hips and stared at the reflection his own ass – an ass that put women to shame with its sheer size – as they met with his juicy legs, each one wider around than his own torso. He smiled sweetly at his own reflection, his dark lips puckering up into a kiss. The soft flesh of his rump wobbled with the sway of his full hips. A hand slapped his bare ass; flesh rippled like water as his eyes rolled up and a moan slipped through his lips, his face twisted in feigned orgasm.
“You want me, Dylan, but you can’t handle me.” A long blue tongue snaked from between his lips, six inches of wet meat lolling to one side as his hand sank into the swelling flesh of his ass. “You wouldn’t know where to begin.” His jealous crotch began to throb again; he faced the mirror and watched as it churned and bloated and begged for relief. Elliot laughed and looked away from the mirror, grabbing his clothes from off the bed. “Naughty. I’m saving up, remember? I want you nice and full for my sweet Dylan.” He put on his shirt and looked gazed into his own reflection once more. “Let’s go shopping. I need to look nice for him.”
Dylan was the kind of cat who many would say was out of his league – a quiet, nervous and slightly feminine feline – the kind that that somehow managed to hook up with a man like Elliott. He had met the velix on a weekend stroll through the city, when he had decided, on a whim, to go to the music store. He had always passed it by, never giving it a second’s thought: it might have had to do with the grungy exterior, the numerous posters plastered on the windows, advertising various metal and techno bands of new and old, or said music blaring from the outdoor speakers. Classical was more his taste, but he went inside anyways, hoping they would have something for the unfortunate few that had been dragged in by their friends, despite having no interest in the selection. Picking through their meager offerings, he had stepped to one side and bumped into someone. He had turned to apologize, and ended up staring in admiration of the velix’s ass. He remembered how Elliot, who is so much taller than him, turned to face him, smiled his sweet smile, and bent down to kiss him on the lips, only to walk off afterwards. Dylan came back, week after week, smitten, watching Elliott from an aisle or two away in embarrassed secrecy, sneaking peeks at him and his fat rear end when he hoped the velix wasn’t looking. The enticing sway and wobble he caught glimpses of seemed to suggest otherwise.
Dylan was to go on a date with Elliott tonight. And Dylan was panicking.

The cat was outside the club, pacing about the entrance, the jewelry on his wrists and ears jingling loudly as he looked down at his watch, gazing anxiously at each agonizing second that ticked away – 4:58:51 pm… 4:58:55 pm… 4:59:00 pm… He groaned. The date wasn’t for another few hours, but he had insisted on being there early, just in case anything went wrong. The orange tabby tugged at his red top, one a few sizes too big for him, as it draped over his small shoulders. It made his bare midriff look like a stick. Sharp green eyes looked down at the watch again, then to the vacant streets. His fingers fidgeted again, adjusting the cloth straps on his arms and the jeans that hugged the slight curve of his hips. He gazed at his watch again, and sighed again, not knowing that Elliott was just a block away.
----------------------------------------------------------------
Elliott was at the clothing store, leaning over counter, idly running his fingers along the fabric of the clothes he wished to try on. The strained shorts he wore hugged his bulging ass, the hungry crack of his rump swallowing the fabric as his wide hips swayed in time with his soft humming. He had been debating the merits of his choices, when he heard the quiet patter of footsteps heading his way. The velix’s ears perked, and he turned to face an employee, a small brown rabbit, whose head – long ears included – only reached the bottom of his own chin.
“Do you have a fitting room available?” Elliott asked, holding the two pairs of clothing up for the worker to see.

The two outfits, upon the rabbit’s casual observation, seemed rather revealing on the seven foot velix; he had also noticed that the clothing came from the women’s section, and that this customer had a thing for fishnet, leather, and chains. He just pursed his lips grumbled. Who was he to argue with a customer or company policy?

“Right this way, sir,” grumbled the rabbit. He began to walk. Elliott followed, far too close for the employee’s liking. He could feel those huge legs brushing up against his backside, and the occasional finger sliding along his shoulder, or down his back, as they walked. He suppressed a shudder and walked faster; the velix had little issue keeping up. They came to a stop in front of the empty dressing rooms. The employee jammed his key into the door and unlocked it, then began to walk away, eager to be free of his burden.
“Here you –” A hand reached out and snatched the rabbit before he could finish his sentence, whisking him through the air and into the dressing room along with the velix.

The clerk looked up, frightened, staring at a towering Elliott and those neon blue eyes that seemed to glow in the dim light of the fitting room. They stared back, hungrily, their owner’s lips twisting into a devious grin. The hand that gripped his shoulder squeezed harder. “Wh-What are you –” 

Elliott put a finger to the rabbit’s lips and shushed him, as a mother would a child. Then his body came closer, forcing the unfortunate employee towards the wall. The bench in the back forced the rabbit to sit, giving him an eye level view of the great bulge in Elliott’s shorts; those eyes bulged from their sockets when the velix’s pants slid down, granting the clerk an all too intimate glimpse of his swollen anatomy.
“I want you to dress me,” Elliott’s sweet voice sang from above, “then I want you to tell me how good I look. I have an important date, and I need to look my best.” His crotch pressed itself against the terrified rabbit’s face, enveloping his head with its throbbing warmth as the velix cooed, “And don’t worry: I don’t bite. I smother.”

The femboy pulled away and placed one heavy paw into the employee’s lap. Then he bent forward, and slowly pulled his red shorts down further, struggling as he tried to pry them off the thickness of his legs, one juicy limb at a time, sighing with genuine relief when they dropped to his ankles. They fell to the ground, and the velix stood there, one leg on the bench, his exposed and overfull genitals dangling between his legs. The employee could not help but stare: those testicles were big, nearly as big as his own head, and the veiny slab of meat that was Elliott’s dick was as long as his own forearm. And it was flaccid. How did he pack all of that in –
“I know I’m gorgeous,” Elliott’s voice cut off the rabbit’s train of thought, “but it’s not polite to stare.” The velix waved the first pair of pants in the clerk’s astonished face, then dropped them on the ground. Elliott backed off. As the rabbit stood, the velix turned around and gave him a face full of wobbling ass.

“One leg at a time,” the femboy said to the worker in a cheery sing-song voice. Elliott bent his legs; his ass thrust out, pinning the rabbit’s head between the wall and the cushioned, caramel furred rump of the velix. “Be gentle,” he whispered with a giggle, hesitating as he felt the rabbit squirm under his weight, much to his delight, before pulling away.
Embarrassed and thoroughly humiliated, the employee got onto his knees and held out the shorts, waiting for Elliott’s wide paws to fit themselves through the narrow openings. Triple XL, the rabbit thought to himself, gawking at the tag, trying and failing to comprehend how utterly huge those thighs truly were. He knew he was small, but each one was bigger around than he himself was wide: he could hug one and not get his hands around it fully – even if he could, that huge ass would just get in the way. The gap between the shorts and the velix’s fur rapidly shrank, dwindling as thigh and ass met with his fingers, which sank into caramel flesh. Elliott moaned and shook his ass in the worker’s face, grinning wide as his blue tongue hung out. His butt wobbled like jell-o, one tremor following another, never quite ending, never quite settling, even as the rabbit’s hands struggled with his rear end, groping flesh, trying and failing to jam it all into those poor shorts, the velix’s exaggerating panting and giggling taking things far beyond the realm of awkward.  

“Business before pleasure,” moaned Elliott, feeling the shorts as they finally gorged themselves on the peak of his ass. “If I wasn’t on a date, I’d let you touch me all you want. But you’re already doing a fine job of that, aren’t you? So, how do I look?”
The employee smiled as forced a smile as was ever seen. “You look good,” the rabbit muttered through tightly clenched teeth. “Drop dead sexy. The girls won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”
“Men,” the velix corrected him, caressing the rabbit’s cheek with the back a long finger, a gesture of affection and possession. “Little men, much like yourself.”

“I’m happily engaged to my loving fiancée,” the worker said.

Elliott frowned, and cupped a hand to his own cheek. “Pity. You’re missing out. I bet she isn’t as sexy as I am.” Before the clerk could protest, his face was smothered in ass, flesh enveloping and spreading over him and onto the wall. “I bet your fiancée would kill to have all of this. And I bet she’d kill you if she saw you with me.” Elliott laughed and cupped a hand to his own crotch, toying with his engorged genitals. “Your dirty thoughts are safe with me.”


He thrust again, his ass wobbling harder, stuffing the rabbit’s head deeper. “Are you sure this looks good on me? I want to make sure it matches this cute red and white top I’ve had my eye on. Your accessories are to die for – my compliments to your store’s selection…”
As Elliott spoke, the employee’s lungs were burning. He needed air, but he was drowning in ass and sinking deeper into the folds of that endless flesh. His little fists pounded on the sides of the velix’s hips, tugging and pulling, urging his customer to release him. Each hit made Elliott blush, and forced a soft moan from his cute lips. “So eager to love me, are you?” He bent down, sliding his butt along the wall, forcing the rabbit down with it. “Sorry, but I’m saving myself for Dylan. He would be sorely disappointed if he caught me with you.” His ass slid up, carrying the rabbit with it into the air. “Not like he could do anything about it. Not like you my dear… uh, what was your name again?”

More muffled groans and ineffectual pounding met his question. Elliott shrugged. “I’ll call you James. That’s a lovely name.”

The velix squirmed, and felt his rump swell under ‘James’’ desperate ministrations, each strike becoming more frantic than the last, silenced by the thickening plush of his rear end. Elliott ran a hand through fiery red hair, pounding his ass into the small body of ‘James’ panting, “My sweet James – pining for me instead of your fiancée, while I’m dressing for my man. How naughty.” The stretched fiber of his shorts began to buckle under the stress, caramel fur and flesh spilt over the sides and top like rising dough. Each hit grew weaker as the velix’s excitement built up, an erection forming as his bulge shredded through the prison that failed to contain his massive thighs, rump, and cock. When he heard the tearing, Elliott looked shocked.
He looked down, and pouted. “Oh dear, I did it again.”

The velix’s hips slid along the narrow walls as his butt dragged itself away. Ragged breath and twitching was heard and felt from the other side of his rear. Hands reached out, groping blindly, more interested in caressing his own flesh than trying to free the poor little thing stuck to it. Elliott took hold and finally peeled the brown rabbit free by the ears, pulled him around to the front and kissed him on the lips. He pulled a slip of paper and a pen from the worker’s vest, wrote his own phone number, then tucked it back into the rabbit’s pocket. “Call me,” he whispered, setting him down on the floor afterwards.

He turned his attention back to the door in front of him, giving it a gentle rap, hoping someone was there on the other side. When someone responded, he said, “Would you be a dear and fetch me some more shorts? The ones I brought in here with me don’t seem to fit anymore.”
----------------------------------------------------------------

Seven o’clock finally arrived, and so did Elliott. The clink of metal announced his arrival to the club; chain bobbed on the leather collar around his neck, and the leather bands of his wrists and the spiked collars on his ankles, long before the appearance of the red and black striped stockings that covered his legs. Blue denim shorts hugged his juicy butt and bulge, swaying with his wobbling steps. He tugged at the straps of his red and white tank top, then adjusted the black cloth that ran the length of his arm, down to the middle fingers. Then he scanned the crowd, his blue eyes searching, until he spotted the little orange cat.
Dylan fidgeted, wondering if Elliott had gotten himself lost. He did not seem the type, the feline figured, but it was 7:03 and he was nowhere to be seen. “Where could he be?” he muttered, unaware that the velix had been sneaking up behind him.

A hand grabbed his shoulder, and a yelp came out of his lips as he felt himself being spun around, his head buried in Elliott’s chest, the rest of his squirming form brushing up against a very noticeable bulge.

“Hey, Dylan,” said Elliott, stroking the little cat’s cheek.

The feline looked up, blinked, and then blushed. “Oh! H-Hi, Ell.”
“Elliott,” he corrected his date, before leaning down to kiss him on the lips. His blue tongue forced itself between Dylan’s lips and into his mouth, invading his privacy with such an intimate gesture of affection. Before the feline could return the favor, the velix’s tongue slid away before the rest of him pulled back to his full height. Elliott took in Dylan and his red outfit, undressing him with his eyes. “You look cute.”
Dylan blushed, his white cheeks turning a shade pink as he looked his date over. “Th-Thanks. You… You look good, too.” He looked real good. The cat was unsure if it was just his body, or the clothing he wore that may have accentuated them, but certain parts of Elliott appeared to be far larger than he remembered them being. Dylan bit his tongue and blushed harder. He chose not to bring that up.
“’Hot’ is also acceptable,” said the velix. He took hold of the feline’s hand, squeezed it tight in his, and led him into the club. “But thank you. I had a bit of help with the selection.”
The music inside blared, throbbing in time with the rapid strobe of light and the kaleidoscope of color soaking into the sea of dancing masses. The floor beneath their feet quaked; the air smelled of sweat and liquor and other fluids Dylan found unpleasant, himself covering his ears at the deafening sound, while Elliott seemed completely unfazed. They sat at the lounge, a distance from the action (at Elliott’s request), where they would not be disturbed by the noise or the other guests. The feline sat at one end of a semi-circle couch, the velix at the other, staring at each other, Elliott’s bold blue and Dylan’s timid emerald. Elliott leered at his date in silence while he listened to the drivel that was the cat’s personal life, his choice of clothing and the struggle to find said clothing, and other banal topics he had no interest in. The personal lives of others mattered little to Elliott – the vain, selfish and self-obsessed creature he was – when they did not revolve around the one thing that mattered most to him: the way they loved him. He preferred smaller men, submissive men, men who he deemed were out of their league for trying to date him, but be deemed himself a fair judge of lovers, as he recalled the many that had met his tender embrace over the years, his body shivering at the recollection of the taste and touch of the many lips and dicks and tongues that caressed his body. And Dylan would be next. He was such an adorable little thing, he mused, watching those cute little lips moving, talking about nothing, a small man with just the cutest hips. He would love to get more intimate with them, and him; and he would love to see what Dylan would try and do with him. Under the table, his thick thighs rubbed together, squeezing his cock and balls against the soft walls of his legs as he zoned out, staring at the feline.
The gaze unsettled Dylan, who had begun to wonder if he had said something wrong. He knew he was the type to go on and on, derailing his own train of thought for random tangents if nobody was sensible enough to stop him. So he kept on talking, hoping that Elliott was interested, or at least was pretending to be interested, in what he had to say.

But this time, the feline stopped himself. “Uh… Am I boring you?” he asked over the music, looking rather worried.

Elliott said nothing; he pulled himself closer, and then leaned in for another kiss. His crotch throbbed with the twisting of his tongue in Dylan’s mouth, strands of his saliva mingling with his date. The grinding of his legs grew more intense – he was tired of foreplay, despite doing little of any: he wanted to skip it entirely, he wanted to be loved right now. The velix pulled himself closer still, his much larger body brushing up against the feline’s slim frame as his thick legs tried to wrap themselves around his prey. Dylan slid back, uneasy; Elliott advanced, amorous.  
The cat put a hand on Elliott’s leg to stop him, but watched in shock as his fingers sank into the fishnet covering his caramel furred thighs. “God, they’re huge,” he muttered.
Elliott’s ears perked at this, and he pulled away, smiling. “How big am I?” he asked.

“Bigger than me. Way bigger than me.”

The velix breathed harder, and lowered his voice, his heart pounding in his skull. “I can make them bigger.” And as if on cue, his thighs thickened; stocking stretched, trapped, and swallowed the cat’s hand within the growing holes in the fibers and the muscle and the fat of his leg. “And bigger…” His legs pushed on, devouring the feline’s wrists, pushing at the bottom of the table, causing it to creak under the mounting stress. “And bigger…” They gobbled up his forearms, his doughy mass spilling through the holes of his ripped stockings, spreading over Dylan’s lap. Elliott’s shorts could only widen at their sudden advance, looking more like a torn denim thong that sensually cupped the bulge of his crotch. “And bigger…” A hand grabbed the back of the cat’s head and shoved it into his groin, and felt the feline squirm as his sack churned and pushed back against his head, filling out larger and heavier by the second, threatening to burst from its confines. Elliott leaned in, his voice honey in Dylan’s ears. “And it’s all just for you.” 
Dylan was utterly overwhelmed. The notion of people growing themselves bigger, or parts of themselves bigger, was an alien concept to him, but now that his head was buried deep in his date’s enormous crotch, he was a firm believer. Out the corner of a wide and panicked eye, he could see his arm vanishing before his eyes, sucked deep into the plumping thigh of his date, thoroughly stuck. And that doughy flesh was still rising, still widening, thickening and swelling without end. Elliott was rising all around him now, every part of the femboy was getting bigger, smothering him, and, judging by the leaking of pre, the churning and the trembling of the bulge his face was pressed against, he was enjoying every second of it.
“Open it,” the velix pleaded, pushing the feline’s head deeper into his swollen junk, all of which was stuffed under the table. “I saved it all just for you, and I’m ready to burst. Feed me.”
The cat blinked at that last part. His muffled voice spoke over the mouth full of Elliott’s crotch. “Wh-What?”

“Feed me,” he repeated. His body shuddered violently, the neon blue of his eyes rolling back into the black depths of his eyes, fingers clawing feebly at the zipper and his date’s head, as if unable to bear the mounting load in his groin. His crotch bloated, soaking the fraying fibers and the feline’s orange fur in pre, tearing his shorts to the seams, trapping the cat between the thighs of his spasming lover ad his overgrown genitals. “Love me.”
Dylan had little choice. His fingers trembled as they reached up for the zipper that still somehow held back the tide of Elliott’s expanding loins. He took hold, and pulled down slowly.
Zzzipp

And like a broken dam, velix dick and balls spilled from the breach, into the empty space under the table. The cat’s eyes widened, astounded by how overly well-endowed Elliott truly was: fuzzy, creamy white balls were as big around as melons and still swelling; a blue, veiny and knotted dick longer than the feline’s arm and bigger around, was still growing, rising to half-mast and thumping against the bottom of the table.
A look of genuine relief crossed Elliott’s face as his spasming lessened, yet in his mounting lust, he grabbed Dylan’s head in both hands and pulled it over the table, then kissed him hard. He breathed in deep, taking in nothing but the taste of the cat and the sheen of sweat on his orange fur. Dylan retuned the gesture in kind, digging his trapped claws into the flesh of his legs, kneading what little he could. The throbbing grew to a swell as the velix’s ass widened, as if feeding on the lust of his lover, packing it all into his bloating rump. The tip of his rod, not wanting to be outdone, finally slipped free from the underside of the table, exposed to the electric air of the club and leaking a trail of pre in its wake, before its girth began to slap against the bottom, causing the bolted down furniture to groan under the assault. The wet, meaty banging was enough to turn the nearby heads of the curious, who saw, and screamed, at the lewd spectacle before them. More heads turned, more eyes widened, countless dozens staring straight at him. It made his heart beat even faster in the excitement, and he kissed Dylan harder. The velix stared at them: he wanted them all to see him – he wanted to feel their disgust for him wash over him, their rage, their pent-up jealousies seep into him, their carnal desire for him, their envy and lust; all of it would feed him. He wanted them all to gorge him so badly. It had been so long since he had tasted so many all at once. As sorely tempted as he was, he would get to them later. For now, he wanted to focus on Dylan, his sweet little morsel.
With one final groan, the table was finally ripped from the floor, falling over to one side as Elliott’s erection reached its peak. The velix kicked it aside and spread his legs, then one of his paws clasped the side of his meat, his soft toes rubbing the span of his throbbing four foot cock, giving it a gentle squeeze along its imposing length. But with all the ample space it now possessed, it saw fit to fill it all in. His eyes rolled back in sheer ecstasy as his dick grew, five feet, six feet, seven, eight, cum leaking from the tip as the blue tower widened and obscured Elliott and his little man, growing even thicker at its knotted base.
“All of this came from my little Dylan,” he lied to the crowd without a hint of shame in his voice as leered in their direction. “All of you put together are nothing to him.” That did it. He could feel their disparate emotions focusing, congealing, seeping into him, forcing the whole of his body to rip though his clothing and take in every ounce.

Dylan disappeared in the shadow of Elliott’s towering cock, now twelve feet tall and as wide around as one of his swollen thighs. The couch buckled under the weight of his enormous ass as it spread over the cushions, warping and distorting the metal frame within the folds of his wobbling hips and rump, even as his sixteen foot frame tried to stand over the crowd that still remained, too shocked and appalled to run, too mesmerized by Elliott to follow the fight or flight urge in their heads and their legs. He sat the cat on his fat cock, letting him straddle the wide base, before he put his hands on his wide hips and turned around to present his ass, flaunting his jiggling rump to the crowd. His eyes rolled up, his body tingling with a million pinpricks, as he felt his thighs and hips and butt fill out even more, expanding under their influence, thicker and heavier than ever, as those ridiculous hips swayed and wobbled.
“My ass is amazing,” sang Elliott at the tops of his lungs over the throbbing music. “I can feel all of you making me bigger.” Wide fingers touched the top of Dylan’s head, before moving they groped his own rear. “And he’ll be the one to enjoy it, bouncing on my butt like a bed and sleeping on it afterwards. It’s better than any you’ve ever dreamt of, my sweets.”
He turned back around and lumbered towards them, climbing in height, the tip of his dick and his head brushing against the ceiling, before he knelt down and wrapped his enormous legs around a couch. Then he began humping it, urging the crowd to watch. Flared, feminine hips thrust, slapping and slamming into the soaked fibers of the seat, his lower half a quivering bowl of jell-o, his length quivering, spreading, drooling puddles of cum as his swollen balls churned and bloated.

“Just think, Dylan…,” he breathed to the cat, who’s small body was flatted between the velix’s chest and that thick, throbbing rod. “This could be you, someday.”

Dylan blushed hard, covered in a sheen of his and Elliott’s sweat and cum as his lover humped what was left of that soaked seat, still growing, still feeding on the few that still remained as he reached his breaking point. In one violent spasm, he thrust hard and an explosive torrent of hot seed burst from his quivering cock in huge gouts that filled the floor of the club, cum lit up in all manner of colors by the flashing tiles of the dance floor. When he finally came to his senses, Elliott had noticed that everyone, save for Dylan, had left.

“Aww,” he said, with a look of disappointment, his body still weak, his balls still emptying their load. “They always leave when I get warmed up.” He stood up as far as he could, his neck craning as his head bumped the twenty five foot high ceiling in the open area of the club.
“I wonder what it’d be like to gorge myself,” he wondered aloud to no one in particular, as he licked his cum off his fingertips. “Mmm… An entire city looking at me like they did. Oh, the fun I could have.” He looked down at Dylan, who was clinging to the velix’s stomach, positively drenched in seed, poking him on the head. “Too bad you’ll have to settle for this size, hm? Unless you’re up for another round.”


The feline nodded and smiled wide, “I-I… Yes!”


Elliott smiled, and touched the cat’s button nose. “I’m a big boy and I need love. Lots of it. You’ll do nicely.”

He walked forward, stepping through puddles of his own cum, swatting aside couches and tables with the stride of his very wide hips as they made their way to the front door. When they reached the entrance, which was now far too small for him, he turned around, bent low, and thrust his ass into the wall, causing it to crack, buckle and break under the sheer force of his fat rump, as it collapsed and made for him a more suitable exit. Standing outside and twenty five feet high, he breathed in the cool midnight air and ran a hand though his red hair. Not bad, Elliott thought to himself; he was satisfied, given how little he had to work with. That wobbling ass quaked with his awkward steps, thighs rippling like water with his every movement, as the lovers made their way to his place. They would have a fun night indeed.

