Dylan lay face down, buried in the left cheek of Elliot’s ass. His naked body sank into the pleasant swell of his lover’s rump, a wobbling caramel colored hill that rose over the velix lying on the ground beneath him, the orange and white of his tabby coat bleeding into the brown softness surrounding him, himself little more than a blemish on the backside of his enormous twenty foot lover. Limbs stretched, toes and fingers splayed wide; the cat’s claws gripped Elliott’s backside, digging into his creamy fur, the pinprick of needles sinking into soft flesh beneath. Yet the living bed that was Elliott’s swollen ass didn’t flinch even as those claws closed around his yielding skin. The velix was resilient in his doughy softness – as Dylan tightened his grip, as more of his paws disappeared, swallowed by the sheer abundance of jiggling rump, they couldn’t puncture the rubber-like surface. The flesh simply gave way, molding itself around his hands, his feet, his body, pulling them in as if to swallow him whole.

The cat reared back and arched his spine when he felt Elliott surging beneath him, his rigid member exposed to the sultry air of the penthouse as he lifted his tail high in a languid stretch. He pulled his limbs free, one by one, grunting. And his digits moved instinctively, kneading the hill that was Elliott’s buttock, lifting the skin of his lover on the hooks of sharp claws as he clenched his hands and toes, flesh snapping free and wobbling into place, unharmed, when he let go. Then he lowered himself, snout first, where his aroused purring would be lost in the velix’s plumpness, where pink lips met caramel rump, softness on softness, one kiss after another enveloped in warmth. Then his hips were the next to graze the surface. Arms outstretched, hugging as much of that squeezable ass against himself as he could hold, pleasure rode his spine when his prick began thrusting into Elliott’s soft rump. Dylan’s grip tightened, claws sinking deeper, teeth biting hard on the velix’s skin. That pink snout burrowed deeper, fur and flesh flooding his salivating mouth, muffling a feral growl as lust carried his momentum – the rocking of hips slapping against quivering ass, the pounding of his heart hammering in his head as the mound of Elliott’s backside jiggled around him and his aching tip, enveloping every inch his drooling cathood in unimaginable softness. Panting, convulsing, his green eyes rolling upward, pleasure overwhelming him when he crested, his whole being a spasming beast when he hit his peak and erupted. His mind went blank the instant his loins blasted his seed, the feline falling with a wet plop as he emptied, gasping. His trembling arms draped over the sides of Elliott’s cheek, one hand unable to embrace the wideness of his lover’s thigh, the other deep so far from the cleavage of his rump. So he just lay there, panting, content with the effort of lovemaking, hoping that Elliott enjoyed it as much as he did.
Elliott was straddling his own bloated shaft, utterly bored out of his mind when he felt himself beginning to lose some of his hardness. He could see his fleshy length softening in the distance, his leaking tip deflating, shrinking away from the high rise windows at the far end of the room, still a good twelve feet away from him. He hugged his softening girth in his arms, the thrumming of blood slowing under the frustrated fingers stroking his veined meat, hoping to coax some of his former firmness to return through the ebbing waves of self-gratification. Thick thighs squeezed the sides of his receding shaft, his knees meeting the floor for the first time in hours. His long toes splayed and clenched, supple paws massaging the beach ball orbs of his sack, anything to keep his flagging mast high, but to no avail. His plush black lips suppressed a frustrated sigh, not wanting to offend Dylan as he came down from the peak of sexual bliss. Little Dylan was hungry for ass – his in particular. At least someone was enjoying himself. But how could he blame him, or anyone, really? It was only natural for everyone to be smitten with his most generous asset. Dylan was only one feline, and sadly, one anything could never fully indulge him. Elliott leaned in, pressing as much of himself against his flaccid pillar as he could, and kissed it.
He sighed then, wishing that he were still there.
And there lay the problem: he longed for the club, the strobe of flashing lights, the deafening throb of bass, and all the people that were trapped inside with him, feeding him the attention he craved – all the fear, shock, and anger, and repressed lust he could handle, gorging on all the different looks each and every one of them offered him just by his being there. His dick began to shudder beneath him; pent-up testes groaning behind him, shoving his red couch further away from himself, all of him pulsing anew with his idle thoughts, fattening on fresh blood, all of him aching for sweet release. Elliott frowned, growing irritated. If only he had ditched Dylan and went by himself, if he had taken some club goers home with him, he could’ve had some real fun. The sinking of cat claws on his backside slowed Elliott’s thoughts, and then the velix slowed his own hands.
‘It’s not you,’ he thought. One little kitten, as cute as he was, just couldn’t compete with all those people. The nightclub was a buffet; all those eyes staring at him, all the looks of outrage, their reactions, the flared emotions, all the attention… Poor Dylan just paled in comparison – scraps to a feast. And he didn’t have the chance to take it all in, either. That was the worst part. How could he be satisfied with him after the feeding he was denied? He pursed his lips. He shouldn’t have taken him there. Rather, he should have indulged himself first, and saved Dylan as an after meal dessert. His ineffectual love tasted the sweetest.
His curved ears twitched at the faint snoring that spilled over the hills of his buttocks. He allowed himself a weak smile, and then his ass became wobbling mounds of jelly as he tipped himself ever so slightly towards the couch. Dylan, his slumbering indent, rolled off and fell to the red cushions, only to be smothered under the utter denseness of all that warm flesh, consumed by the velix’s flared rump before it pulled away. The cat lay there, still fast asleep. Then Elliott rolled the other way, leveraging momentum in an awkward attempt to lift himself off the ground. He struggled to stand on his own, fighting the unwieldy mass of erection in front of him that threatening to scrape the ceiling; the bloated testes beneath him, dragging along the floor; the cumbersome ass, hips, and thighs behind him that made up the rest of his absurdly proportioned lower half. He caught the nearest wall, pulling himself up the black marble with one hand, holding his massive girth against himself with the other, until he managed to right himself, little by little, the tips of his long ears brushing the high ceiling when he stood his full height.

Dawn greeted Elliott when he looked through the windows, the sun illuminating his own reflection. Its light drew him into his feminine features, highlighting the soft curves of his face, his silken caramel fur, the lighter dabs of mocha brown around his eyes and mouth. A hand ran through shoulder length hair, fiery red in the early morning glow, pushing it away from his dark eyes. He took in the glitter of blue iris in black sclera, blue pools burning in the void like glittering stars, dimming as daybreak breached low lying clouds. He puckered his black lips, and blew himself a kiss, his fading reflection doing the same before he turned his attention to the city and its sea of dying lights below. His half-hard dick throbbed in his arm then, stiffening and trying to pull itself free from him as his thoughts returned to the matter at hand. He came to realized then, that the club had awakened something within him – something all at once so unfamiliar and keenly intimate: hunger. Hunger for more than the scraps he wanted to pick clean hours ago, hunger that even the club could not have satisfied. But why focus on them, when there were so many more out there waking from their dreams? There we thousands, millions, living their pointless, velixless lives, unaware of Elliott and his wants, his needs, his existence… He would have to make them more than aware of his presence somehow, so that everyone can know him, touch him, so he could gorge himself on every last one of them. The squeal of nail on glass, and a spurt of hot pre hitting his chin, startled Elliott out of his thoughts. Tearing his eyes from the world below, he looked back at Dylan, who was now a loosely curled ball on the couch, his hands, knees, and tail tucked cutely into his chest. He then looked to the city again, torn. It pained him to deny himself his urges, his instincts, his own sustenance, but he couldn’t lose himself in it – not if it meant the loss of his sweet Dylan.
Now Elliott was snickering at himself, surprised by the sudden concern for his latest fling. Why did he care so much about this one, he began to think, when he discarded so many others just like him as afterthoughts, all of them spent like used condoms? Perhaps a part of him, deep down, wanted to keep Dylan around, if only to have a reliable snack now and then. Perhaps another part of him wanted to string the little cat along and get his hopes up, before he crushed them. He couldn’t decide which he liked better. He turned away from the window, each step setting off little tremors that sent his whole body wobbling, past the couch where Dylan slept, then towards the steps leading from the second floor down to the main area of his penthouse.
To say that his pad was large and luxurious was an understatement. It would have been larger were it not for the towering velix dominating the bulk of the second floor, tip-toeing from one end of the lavish chamber to the other, trying to keep his swaying hips from crushing priceless décor. Polished hardwood groaned beneath him, bending under the strain of his careful steps. The dips in the floor were enough to attract smaller pieces of furniture to him, sliding into the slopes of the bending wood to bump into his toes. His feet brushed aside whatever he couldn’t see over the swell of his wide crotch, anything too small to knock away was merely crunched underfoot. The velix didn’t seem to care either way, being so focused on movement, finally reaching the steps. His wide hips took up the span of the stairway as he descended, excess flesh spreading over black marble wall on one side, and pouring over the side of the metal banister on the other, caramel bulk shoving aside the groaning, warping steel that tried and failed to contain his wobbling mass. Thick paws touched each step gently, mindful of the immense weight that every bending stair had to carry. He had to remember to keep his feet on separate steps at this size, and not place two on the same one, least the whole stairwell collapse from under him. As he slowly made his way down, the velix looked up; twelve sets of bright blue eyes stared back at him affectionately from above, and his sides, from the mirrored walls and ceiling, all of them ogling his voluptuous form from a dozen angles, silent voyeurs admiring the kaleidoscopic sway of his gorgeous body. When he tore himself free from the stairs, hips sliding out of the distorted banister, Elliott settled for his nearest twin: a mirrored column.
Blood flushed his cheeks, the pounding in his heart and his groin quickening when he saw his flawless image approach him. Elliott was drawn to their sultry gaze, the blue of their eyes staring back, poring over him, studying him with obsessive detail. He lost himself in his stunning reflection, drawn to the puckering of those luscious black lips, the seductive sway of his twin’s wide hips as his swung in time, the pair moaning in unison when their throbbing pillars touched each other, bloating into view and blocking each other from their sights. Elliott’s tongue wet his lips as he wrapped an arm around his throbbing girth, and pushed it to one side, just in time to see his twin emerging from the other side, inches now from the velix’s lips. Then they embraced, his lips against cold glass, a hand sliding down the back of the mirrored pillar, as he kissed himself. The knot of his enormous shaft pressed into the glass, the rest of his aching mass pulsing as it rose upwards once more, rivaling his legs in sheer thickness.
“What should I do, beautiful?” he whispered to himself, panting when he kissed his reflection on the lips a second time, hot breath fogging up his image. A blue forked tongue licked himself clean. “You know me better than anyone, and I love you more than anything.”
The scraping of claw on mirror sent his ears twitching as he groped the glass for an ass that didn’t exist. His half-lidded gaze was enraptured with himself, his tongue on smoothness, his bucking hips utterly absorbed in the act of love making. The grate of nails clawing hard glass, scratching away at the clearing sky, did nothing to pull Elliott away from himself. “Dylan loves me as much as I love you, even if I don’t love him quite the same way. I want so much more than him.” He stroked the chin of his twin, kissing him again with greater passion. “I want everyone to love me like I love me.”
Wide legs thicker than the column hugged the mirrored pillar, cracking the glass under the pressure of massive gelatin thighs as he began humping his own glamorous self. Pre smeared the glass, the shudder and slap of fat ass, and the thrusting of full-figured hips against his veined pillar forced spurts onto the faces of his twin and himself, drenching them in ropes of off-white ejaculate. He leaned in, and licked his image clean, hot liquid dribbling down his lips and throat, only for the girth of his growing cock to block him as he went in for another helping. He settled for his towering shaft instead, kissing that glorious pillar of meat as it pressed into the cracked ceiling, knowing that his twin, smothered under all that quivering cock, was worshipping him with equal reverence, reveling in the egotistic bliss only he could provide himself. The bulging sacks beneath him groaned with pent up seed, fueled by his narcissistic lovemaking, swelling around his feet; the prick of broken glass prodded his sensitive loins, shooting electric up his spine, his nerves a ceaseless discharge of a thousand sparks jolting his head. At the height of ecstasy, he threw his head back to scream, his jaws locked in orgasmic bliss as his cock erupted its ample load into the ceiling in thick gouts. His seed fell as rain, pouring from the ceiling onto his head and his body, coating the ground and his feet in its warmth when he collapsed against his discharging dick a convulsing, swaying mess for the minute it took to empty himself.
Relieved of its load, Elliott’s sack began to recede, along with the rest of the swollen form sliding down the shattered column. Glass squealed in his ears as friction and broken mirror tugged at the skin, both holding him in the embrace of his shattered twin before he let go, crunching glass under his feet and his backside when he hit the ground with a wet thud. Soon his absurd proportions shrank. That monstrous slab of dick and the bloated balls under them were the first to soften and deflate, their girth shriveling back to their well-endowed selves; his flared hips and wobbling backside shed their enormous mass, becoming womanly curves once more; and the height he gained, he lost, inches at a time, bringing the giant femboy back to his seven foot self. And as he lay there, in the fresh puddle of his own ejaculate, the beginnings of a plan formed in his head.

“A lovely idea,” he whispered to himself, leaning in to kiss his broken image. Jagged fragments dug into his flesh, unable to cut the skin of his lips. He shivered at the prick of his twin’s thorny kiss, licking the glass, and then his lips afterwards. “You’ve never steered me wrong.”

He staggered to his feet, and began walking, one foot after another wading through the spreading pool of seed, slop, slop, slop, as he headed to the bathroom to prepare himself a hot shower. Upstairs, Dylan wrinkled his nose, yawned, and turned over. The gentle hum of running water beneath him was soothing. Its sound was the lapping of waves in his dream.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
As daylight and people poured into the city streets, Elliott’s hunger had found him again. It seemed like a long time since he had felt this ravenous, this hollow, but after last night, it was like it never left. Craving wrenched his stomach, pained his aching loins with the kind of pain that couldn’t be solved with food or a lay, though a fuck would have eased both. But his hunger sought attention, demanding it in all its varied stripes. Attention fueled him the same way food fueled anyone else. Just like it did at the club. He drank in their envy, tasted their lust, their joy, their disgust, as flavors buzzing his head and tongue with the same intensity as food to the mouths of others. One alone was not enough to satisfy him, of course, but everyone contributed to his diet, one way or the other. Any other day, all these wandering eyes would have been more than enough to appease his appetite, but today, his hunger was craving for more than crumbs.

Now his mouth was watering as he prowled the streets in the thick of the rush hour crowd, the stride of his step silent in the crash of feet pounding pavement, the intermittent blare of horns, and the steady rumble of vehicles. Black and red fishnet hugged the meat of his long legs as he walked, the striped elastic fabric stretching wider at the top, trying to contain the bulk of his heavy thighs. Above them, blue denim shorts clung to the generous slopes of his womanly hips, the material moving with the pleasant bulges of his rump with his groin prominently displayed, as if his shorts were a size too small. They, his red and white striped tank top, and his spiked anklets, the leather collar around his neck, and his black arm gloves, helped him to stand out within the gray black wall of conservative corporate, and the dreary flecks of casual clothing riddled among them. He didn’t feel at all out of place standing among them, bleeding color where there was none to be found. He thrived on being his own red-headed island in that dull gray sea. Being fed demanded it. But these streets were so different during the day, so orderly, dull. He was used to seeing others like him, dressed in garish clothing and make-up, their bodies loosened up, eager to hit the clubs, not the stiffness of responsibility that comes with a suit and tie. Maybe they were in there somewhere, under those suits, ready to shed their skin when the sun came down.
He came to a stop at an intersection, licking his lips hungrily as he stared at the people surrounding him. Elliott was a wolf among sheep, sizing up prey, regarding everyone less as individuals, and more as potential meals. His heart raced as he played the role of predator, hiding in plain sight, encircled by unaware fare. A gloved finger tugged at the black collar around his neck, wiping away the film of sweat that built up, only for the back of that hand to wipe his moist lips afterward. He was drooling. Hunger pangs crept back in, running rampant through his mind, driving his instincts, urging him to give in and feed…
He wondered what they tasted like.

‘What do you think of me?’ he thought, leering at the well-dressed leopard across the street, who happened to be looking his way. It took only moments for their eyes to focus, lock. Elliott wet his lips, and savored the taste trickling through them, buzzing his tongue. Curiosity was the first to be sampled, a fickle flavor – sweet one second, bitter the next. His shorts were tightening as they stared at each other, the flavor on his tongue shifting as the bulge in the front contended with his hips and ass for what little space remained, only for the sensation to cease entirely when the leopard looked down at his watch, flustered. The velix’s face soured, and then his eyes searched for another.
‘How about you?’ he wondered, when he turned to the slender woman next to him. His hands came to a rest on the curve of his hips, fingertips digging into his shorts, as he puckered his lips and blew her a kiss. The woman, a shark, noticed him, and her ruby eyes narrowed to dagger slits when the sway of his crotch caught her attention, her mouth gave way to bared fang when the velix began groping himself in front of her. He just smiled back, reveling in her disgust. A sensation as strong a punch to the nerves as coffee, hit him, rushing from the spine to the prostate, tingling long after she turned away, her bitterness giving way at last to sour envy. “Poor thing,” he mouthed to himself in the middle of undressing himself with his mind’s eye, becoming aroused with what he saw as compared himself to her. “All that baggy clothing. You must be ashamed to hide what little you have from me.” Elliott bit his lip, his body shuddering as he squeezed harder on his groin, only for it to push back against his fingers. “Too bad you don’t have half of what I’ve got. Maybe then you’d appreciate fine goods.”
He looked away, grinning, as the crowd began to move.

It was then that he saw them, two men heading his way from the other side of the street. One was a blue jay, tall and slim, dressed in tan cargo pants and a loose fitting purple t-shirt, the bright feathers of his arms and head swept upwards in elegant strokes of blue, white, and black. The other was an iguana, older, stockier and broad shouldered, sturdily built beneath the gray business suit framing his body, the visible scales of his hands and head a vibrant blue-green under the sun.
Elliott’s loins began throbbing at the sight of them. The warmth spread to his knees, urging him to move. “You two,” he heard himself say, his grin growing wider. “You’ll do.”
He pushed his way through the incoming throng to meet the unaware pair halfway, reaching for their shoulders when they were about to pass him. He couldn’t remember what had happened then, or what he had told them, when he leaned in and whispered into their ears. All he remembered was the overwhelming lust – hot, sticky, sickly sweet – burning his throat and their bodies, the rubbing of their legs against him, the touch of warm lips and tongues. It was so sudden and so slow all at once, how the world around them seemed to melt, its colors and sounds bleeding and blurring into a muddy swirl, the bodies of the crowd melding into one another, running fast-forward while the two of them were frozen in his embrace. Their warm breath on his neck, the rise and fall of their chests against his their only signs of movement. He shivered, his hands running up the small of their backs, the zipper on his pants straining against the bulge pushing against it, all of it ending suddenly, as Elliott loosened his grip on them. When the velix let go, he watched them fade into the blur together, heading in the direction of his penthouse, the blue embers of his eyes glowing bright as the world and its sights and sounds him returned to normal, himself still standing in the middle of the emptying road. He wanted them so badly, still aching for the attention they had just given him, but his hunger knew they would not do. He was never content with just two. He wanted more. He wanted to gorge himself on everyone, and feast upon the masses that provoked the animal need to feed. But he shivered and swallowed, following them, suppressing the urge. For now, he’ll settle for less, though not for Dylan’s sake – he didn’t want to lose himself in the throes of gluttony. Not yet. A half step in, his blue eyes shifted to sight of a familiar storefront. The velix smiled, and changed direction, heading towards it.

Perhaps one more couldn’t hurt…
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------
A little bell rang above Elliott’s head when he pushed open the door to the clothing store. He crossed the threshold, moving without hesitation as he grabbed a plastic hand basket, which quickly slid into the crook of his arm. And then he went shopping – skulking row after row of the women’s section, running his hands along the varied textures of so many fabrics, skirts, and stockings, his eyes shifting from colors to shoppers, employees to fabrics, stuffing the ones that pleased his fingers into the basket while he sought the perfect entrée for his coming meal. But he did not come here for the spoiled meat that had nothing better to do than mill about the stuffy aisles of an overpriced store, letting what little life they had left in them to rot. He found their presence offensive to his senses. Anywhere else the reflexive act of feeding would have been beneficial, appetizing; just looking at the repulsive fare here made his stomach turn. He had to keep his head down after a time, and follow the movement of his feet or focus on the color of the fabrics to his sides. Any other direction, and he would be consuming the rotten filth that passed for flavor should they so much as glance back at him. The unforgivable sin of existing in the same space as him, breathing his air, was almost enough to drive him away from his impulsive hunt. But Elliott could not relent, not when he was so close to finding him. These sad sacks could never satisfy him. Not like he could…
There – in the back of the store: an open door, a pair of long ears slipping out into the open, brown furred turfs bobbing over the aisles. At last! Elliott’s mouth watered. He picked up the pace, biting down hard on his lower lip, eyes wide and wild with tense anticipation as he pushed his way through loitering shoppers to corner him.
James had no time to react. Flight instinct kicked in when the rabbit looked down and saw the shadow spreading on the dull gray carpet, swallowing his own. The animal part of his brain screamed at him, begging him to flee from the unseen predator. Before he could register the thought, before his muscles could commit to the act, Elliott rushed in from behind, shoving the rabbit against the nearest wall. His startled scream was muffled by the wall and the weight on top of him. The employee couldn’t struggle, or fight back. He just froze up, shivering and afraid. Elliott’s heavy frame pressed down on top of him, smothering in his doughy embrace, forcing the air out of his lungs. Now the pulse of his stalker’s heartbeat was pounding faster and faster in his ears, thrumming against the back of his skull, while something lower began twitching, rising against his back.
The velix pulled his body back some and spun James around, keeping his hands on the rabbit’s tense shoulders. James looked up, utterly frightened; he saw hunger in those cold blue eyes staring back at him, glowing bright in the shadow his body cast. The he saw those black lips parting, curling into a crooked, white toothed grin.
“Hello, James,” crooned Elliott in his silken voice, running a black clothed finger up the shoulder of his terrified prey. He closed his eyes and shivered at the softness of James’ fur, the outline of his small wriggling form against his stomach and loins, hot air pouring onto the face of the rabbit. Then the same hand moved higher, grazing the roundness of the employee’s trembling chin, his thin lips, his round fuzzy cheeks. Nothing else felt so soft, so tender. So vulnerable. Elliott opened his eyes, and let his mouth hang open. He was salivating. “I’ve been having urges lately. Strong urges. You’ll help me sate them, won’t you?” James winced and looked away; fingers jerked his head back into place, tilting it higher, forcing him to look into the velix’s ravenous eyes.
Those plush lips spread into a widening smile. He could taste the rabbit’s fear, raw, chaotic, unrelenting sensation, pangs of anger and surprise flaring up within the churning storm of emotions. Strong flavors, but flavors he didn’t desire at the time. He craved something more succulent, buried deeper within his sniveling sweetheart. And he wanted it now. The velix bent lower, his open mouth inching closer to the rabbit’s trembling lips, his own parting, the hot panting of air grazing James’ fur. A breath away from the rabbit’s mouth, Elliott froze when a stern cough from the side interrupted him.

He shot an irritated glance to the person next to him, only to be repelled by the dumpy face of a middle-aged toad half his height glaring up at him. Large warts marred her leathery mud brown skin, her wide face in particular, like a bad case of acne. The glowering of her beady black eyes, the combination of the putridness oozing into his mouth when he dared another glance her way, the flavor of her disgust not unlike like rotting meat, forced him to look away, before those hateful slits regarded James with equal disdain. Between her thin lips, a cigarette smoldered as red as her contempt; the wrinkled, wart pocked flap of skin that was her throat puffed up as she took a drag. The sack deflated when she blew smoke into Elliott’s face, gray fumes pouring from her flared nostrils like industrial smog. Elliott coughed, his irritated eyes and nose watering up as he waved the noxious cloud away with a hand. ‘MARGARET’ was etched onto her name tag, he saw afterwards, ‘MANAGER’ below it in red stencil. Next to the words was a worn-out smiley sticker, a drawn frown put in place of its lost smile. 

“Can I help you?” Margaret grumbled. She took another long drag, belching smoke from her mouth and nose.
The velix suppressed a shudder. “Yes…” he began with reluctance, shifting his stinging eyes to focus on the far more appealing features of James’ face. “I needed to use the dressing room, but it seems your employee forgot his keys. Mind if he borrowed yours?”
“Wha-?” was all James could blurt, before a gloved palm clasped over his mouth.

The frumpy toad turned her scornful eyes to the rabbit, who winced when the etched lines of her mouth bent into an ever deepening scowl. Then on to Elliott’s hand basket, eyeing his curious selection: three pairs of panties – one purple, two pink; a black skirt – XXL, she saw on the tag; a blonde wig taken from a mannequin; tweezers; a nail file; the length of elastic cord that was roping off aisle six; and several garter belts. Elliott shrugged, offering her a half-hearted grin. She just scowled harder. He frowned, and wondered if she came out of the egg looking like that, or if scowling was the only emotion this repulsive thing was capable of expressing. A leathery hand dove into the pouch of her red vest, retrieving a large ring of keys, which she shoved into the velix’s hands. He flinched at the weight of metal and the grimy touch of her stubby fingers against his.
“A minute off your lunch for every minute this isn’t in my hands.” Her eyes ripped themselves from the pair when she lumbered past them, back towards the open break room door. She began to disappear into the smoky darkness, only for her to stop halfway to tap her warty wrist with an impatient finger, before slamming the door shut behind her.
With her gone, Elliott deflated, visibly relaxed. Then he turned his attention back to the employee, who was still cowering in his shadow. He forced the heavy keys into his chest, and leaned in to whisper “Well, we best get to work, hm?”
He didn’t wait for the rabbit to answer: Elliott snatched his wrist and began walking, dragging James behind him through the aisles, shoving aside the confused shoppers that stood between him and the dressing rooms at the other end of the store. His long legs kept their leisurely stride, despite James’ attempts at resisting him. Digging those bare bunny heels into the rough carpet, or jerking his wrist around in that iron grip, did nothing to slow the velix. Elliott was just too large, too strong, to fight against. With the gentle flick of his hand, Elliott picked James up off the floor and flung him against the wooden door, stomach first, upon their arrival. Then he pinned the employee’s body under the weight of his larger frame, before the rabbit could move.
Terrified and smothered under the doughy torso that threatened to engulf him, James fought lock and key, cursing himself under his breath whenever his shaky fingers slipped and missed the lock, only for the wrong key to jam halfway when he managed to stick one in. All while Elliott pressed more of his bloated crotch against his backside, ramming that bulge between those squeezable buns. Now James felt hands reaching out, grazing the slopes of his girlish shoulders before they slid even lower around his chest and stomach. The worker squirmed in the velix’s grip, struggling to free himself from those hands, which only excited his harasser. He felt a growing weight on his backside, shoving, the grind of fabric on fabric, and a spreading dampness. The swollen bulk of Elliott’s crotch nestled in the gentle curve of his buttocks, becoming larger, heavier with each frustrated thrust, the velix lowering himself to his ear, moaning things he did not want to or need to hear from another grown man. Click – the tumble of locks when the right key finally slid inside; James turned the knob, and the door flew open, the weight of Elliott sending the rabbit falling forwards, sprawled out on the floor. Elliott, with his basket in hand, stepped inside, looming above the rabbit as he trapped him in that little room.
“I missed you,” the velix growled as he kicked the door shut behind him. He dropped the basket, then those wide hips of his began to sway, as if rocking to silent music, bumping against the walls of the tiny fitting room. His hands touched his chest, fingers sliding down the red and white striped shirt to stroke the bare midriff of his stomach. Elliott shivered at the touch of his own hand against his body, another moan gurgling in his throat as those hands crept lower, skirting the hem of his sagging and bulging shorts.
The lumps in those jeans visibly shuddered before James’ eyes, pushing at their denim cage as two round masses grew in size beneath the larger mound, a dark splotch and strong musk spreading from Elliott’s crotch as they inflated. Now on hands and knees and panicking, the rabbit backed away, huddling against the seat in the back of the room, trapped with his aroused prowler. He could not run. The door was shut, and the space between the femboy’s swaying hips and the walls were quickly narrowing. He just watched those wide legs bloating even wider, caramel fur pouring out of the holes in the fishnet leggings, the constant stretch and tear of fraying fabric and denim loud in his twitching ears. Elliott’s thighs were thicker than his narrow bunny frame to begin with, now they rivaled and exceeded the velix’s torso in width and kept fattening with all the attention was James unknowingly feeding them, spreading along the creaking walls to the point where he jiggled instead of swaying. The velix’s moist shorts had torn, turning more into a lewd thong that proudly displayed the shape of his growing package. James reconsidered running: between the legs could have worked a minute ago, but he dare not take that risk now. He knew how flexible his stalker was, what would happen to him, if he were caught. Murmuring tore his eyes from the swelling sack, to the glowing orbs of Elliott’s blue eyes.

“You never called me,” said the velix, frowning. “Even after I gave you my number. You’re still with that fiancée of yours, aren’t you?” A step forward. His bloated flanks rippled, sliding along the narrow walls as he inched forward, the overstuffed lump of his damp and musky crotch hanging a foot away from James’ face when he paused. Elliott need not listen for the rabbit’s answer – he could taste it. In the brief moment, before it tore itself from the velix’ lips, Elliott tasted something welling up inside of James, stronger than the hatred and the disgust he had fed upon. It was intense, a flair of saccharine goodness that pushed away the bitterness, then melded with it, tasting as cinnamon, before was once more in resentment. The realization made Elliott’s frown turn into a scowl.
It was love for her, not him.

Then the velix’s hard features softened, his smile returning. The sudden shift in expressions caught James off guard. “She must be a sweet girl if you’re thinking about her instead of me.” A hand went low, toying with the cold metal tab of his zipper. His throbbing groin churned loudly with his teasing; eager for release, it pushed against the ripping denim, splotches of blue cock spreading closer to the rabbit’s face. It sounded more like a growl in James’ ears, a guttural rumble, how a stomach churned when it was starving. “But you’re a sweet man, James. And I just love my sweets…”

More of the velix lurched forward, more of his wobbling girth bumped into and spread against James’ face, forcing the rabbit onto the bench behind him, wiping a damp patch of pre from his cheek. Now he was looking up at Elliott’s face, trying his hardest to not stare at the twitching crotch on his lap and the hand that tugged at its leash, least he ogle the rising thing trying to smother him. From above, those black lips puckered, his voice lowered to a soothing whisper. “So why love her, when you could be loving me instead?”
Then the zipper came down, so very painfully slowly… Zzzziippp. 
And from the gap, a foot of blue dick spilled out of his pants, overwhelming James’ senses with the warmth and sex it radiated. Free of its stifling confines, his soft cock quivered on the rabbit’s chest, the velix shivering as fresh blood quickly inflated it to full mast, past James’ head, where it began to gorge itself, seeking to fill the dwindling space with its bloating mass. His sloshing balls were the next to bloat, pushing their way out of his pants and onto James’ legs as they filled with seed, spurred on by the need to feed and erupt. Elliott groaned in relief, fluttering his blue eyes as he braced himself, his smile and cock widening when he saw the terrified look on James’ face. The narrow walls of the dressing room creaked under the pressure; the velix glanced away from the rabbit, to the growing lines in the warping wood, noticing that his ass and thighs were beginning to swell again, competing against his cock and balls for James’ attention, frustrated by the confines of the tiny room. Elliott’s hands slid down the walls and hugged his fattening hips, lowering still to cup the swell of his cheeks in open palms. He spoke with soft, motherly sternness, as if calming an impatient child. “I know there’s no room and you want to grow,” he whispered to his ass, kneading the heavy flesh between his fingers, “but we need to focus – this is about James, not you.”

James kneed a ballooning testicle spreading over his leg, causing the velix to erupt into spastic moaning. Every part of Elliott’s wobbling body convulsed with the painful sensation that crossed the threshold into pure arousal, pushing every part of the velix to swell even faster. The rabbit squirmed, his back against the wall, the only area still untouched by any part of Elliott. ‘Are you insane?’ he wanted to shout. Embarrassment kept his voice to a whisper; the last thing he needed was unwanted attention from outside. “Why do you keep doing this to me? And… a-aren’t you with someone else?”

Elliott shivered and nodded, turning part of his attention back to James. The rest of it was focused on his hands, which occupied themselves with groping his voluptuous mass. “My Dylan loves me to bits, but I need so much more than him… I want your love. And I want it now.” As if on cue, his groin surged, both testicles rising around the bench and the rabbit, his fattening cock throbbing against his face.
“What do you see in that little girl of yours?” Elliott asked the rabbit, his bright eyes rolling back into his skull, blue irises giving way to black sclera. “Especially when there’s so much more of me to love?” Pleasured moans spilled from his drooling lips, muffled grunts to the gathering shoppers on the other side of the door. Curious to see what was happening inside, one of them mustered the courage to reach for the knob; the wooden door buckled and snapped outwards before they could touch it, driving them away as the fitting room walls cracked and bent, struggling to contain the growing velix within.
“Can you use her ass as a bed, James? Can you lie your whole body on one cheek and let its softness devour you?” Eager to prove his point, his fat ass slid along the back walls, both of his wobbling cheeks shoving themselves against the door, the slightest movements causing it to warp under the engorged mass. Still the lock and hinges held it all in, even as bits of caramel fur poured out of the gaps. As his form rose around James, the barrage of questions continued. “Can she smother your head between her thighs and make you beg for air? Can she make your ribs crack from the pressure? Something in you tells me she can’t…” The velix laughed as he drank it all in, the humiliation James was suffering at his hands. “Poor James, stuck with someone so… inadequate.” Elliott took hold of the drooling tower that was his shaft with one hand, grasping as much of his throbbing meat as he could carry. The veined mass pulsed in his palm, pushing against it in quickening waves as blood coursed through him. “And I bet she doesn’t have this under her skirt!”
He was stuck there, swelling, the tip of his cock rising over the walls of the fitting room, a blue trunk breaching the panels of the roof, his balls and his ass dominating the front and back, his hips warping the crumbling sides. And James was being buried under it all, smothered under in the flesh of his bloated sack, under the mounting weight and lust of the velix, his little fists and feet pounding against his thickening flesh for dear life. Elliott fed upon the myriad emotions surging through James, the attention he was being given. His mind pushed aside the flavors that he had already sampled: the anger, the confusion, the surprise, the stubborn, repulsive love for that fiancée… He hungered for something more, for something buried deeper – that glimmer of lust he felt from him the day before.
“I know you love me, James,” the velix cooed, licking his black lips. “I can taste it – it’s as sweet as you.” It flared in Elliott’s head, bursting like a firework; the other emotions swirled in the storm, trying to bury it. “Don’t fight me,” the hunger within urged. “Embrace me.”
In darkness beneath Elliott’s crotch, James was soaked in the femboy’s sweat and musk, both clinging to his clothes and his fur, the heat and raw sex overwhelming his aching lungs. Though he was surrounded by the living walls of groaning, doughy velix, he could still hear the his voice seeping into his ears, his mind, clear as day, provoking the wild sway in emotions his stalker gorged on. “I can give you so much more than she ever could,” Elliott whispered, throwing his head back, tongue lolling to one side as debris from the roof dusted his face. “Just let me love you. Like I love me.”

A hand wiped away bits of ceiling from his snout while the other went hunting for the squirming rabbit lost somewhere beneath him, carefully sifting around the heft of his sack to do so. As nice as it was to have little James wriggling around down there, all of that loving wouldn’t do him any good if bunny boy suffocated in the middle of his feeding, especially when he had so much more to give. Somewhere within the yielding thickness of flesh, a small pushed back on him, and a hand found his fingers. Elliott tugged on them, only for his body to erupt into spastic shudders of erotic bliss as James’s was pulled free. His rescue was slow, deliberate, Elliott reveling in his predicament, moaning as every part of the employee slid and bumped against his oversensitive testes along the way out.
The Light from the dressing room ceiling struck the rabbit’s eyes, forcing him to wince as he was dragged out into the open air, and set on the base of Elliott’s monstrous shaft. James leaned into him, gasping, both arms wrapped around his stalker, needing something, anything, to brace against. Caramel limbs pushed the sweat soaked employee into his chest, locking him into a tender embrace. Even with both hands occupied, the twenty foot pillar edged ever upward with a will of its own, grinding against the widening hole in the roof. He felt himself beginning to rise with it, swelling around James’ chest, his heart pounding harder against the rabbit’s slim frame. 
His blue eyes fixed on the rabbit, staring at him with longing. “I love you, James. Don’t you love me?”
And up James went, Elliott’s hands pushing him higher, towards his mouth. The velix’s lips parted, James’ a heartbeat away from doing the same. He was lost and drawn in all at once, unable to look upon nor look away from the unblinking gaze of Elliott. He tried to fight it, he tried to look away, but all he saw was blue seeping into the back of his mind, pushing away all those bothersome, intrusive thoughts and fears, tugging on the very thing he tried to bury deep. No. He couldn’t give in. What about my fiancée? Our future? This person, no matter how hot as he was, couldn’t just take him away from that. He shook his head, confused. Why did I just think he was hot? He tried rationalizing. Okay, so he was taller than her, had a gorgeous face for a guy, and those plump black lips were so very inviting, just begging to be kissed. He bit his lip, unconvinced by his runaway thoughts. Big deal. But… dear gods, those hips, and that ass. One of those legs were wider than her, wider than him. He gulped. Maybe… Maybe it would be okay. To just kiss him. Just this once.

Elliott’s finger touched James’ chin, raising it higher. And the rabbit kissed him, before he could made his move. The velix’s proportions began to recede as he grew intimate with the employee, as if his body was sated by the attention the rabbit was giving him. 
 “Now,” the velix whispered, before kissing the rabbit again, once more tasting his lips, his desire. “I want you to indulge me tonight.” His tongue dove into James’ mouth, his saliva joining his. He tasted so sweet. “After that, you can go back to your little girl. I won’t hold it against you if you choose to stay with her. But if you stay with me, I’ll make you the happiest bunny alive.”
Now James was hesitant, unsure of himself. “Y-You won’t tell anyone?” he ventured, pulling himself away to breathe.

“Not a soul.”

“And… if I stay? What then?” His hands moved lower, groping the swell of Elliott’s ass. “What’ll I do? I’m gonna be fired for this.”

“I’ll take good care of you.” Fingers slid down the back of the rabbit’s pants, cupping the curve of his tight rump. “All I ask for in return is your love.” Another kiss. He felt James’ stiff prick in his pants. Elliott’s fingers were slipping into the front when a loud pounding at the door made the rabbit jump. Elliott ignored it, James panicked. The employee pulled his head back; a gloved finger met his lips, cutting him off before he could shout.

The velix held up a finger against his own lips. He pulled his down slowly, then mouthed “Follow my lead.”
He pulled both of his fingers away, and his lips met James’, blue tongue slipping into his mouth, before James could protest. Elliott pulled back, and set him down on the damp ground. “Dress me,” he said to the rabbit, cocking his head to the basket behind him. “These old things won’t do anymore.”
James did as he was told, sloshing through warm cum to reach the clothing still inside. A little damp, smelling of his seed, but they’ll have to do. The purple panties went on first, one thick leg at a time, fitting snugly over the pronounced bulge of his aching junk, getting stuck on the juicy thickness of his backside. Then the skirt went on next, hugging his wide hips, the hem just long enough to hide the length of his crotch. Even though he was a man, Elliott pulled off the feminine look very well – too well for James’ liking, he realized, when he glanced up at the girlish face of velix, his blue eyes staring back from behind shoulder length red hair, thick black lips tugging back into an impish grin. He looked like a flat chested woman with a whole lot of ass. A good thing for the both of them, because the door flew open to reveal Margaret at the other end, smelling of smoke.
“Where are my keys?” she bellowed. “It’s been forty nine minutes!”
Elliott turned to look at her, pouting his lips cutely. “Oh… I’m so sorry,” he said to her, his voice calm and as pleasing as ever. “He was helping me try on some clothing, and I guess we just… lost track of time?”
James poked his head out from the other side of Elliott’s hips, waving the heavy metal ball unsteadily in one hand, before chucking it to the ground. “Here’s your goddamned keys.” It felt great to say that, to see it landing in front of her with a wet plop and splashing onto her. He ripped his name tag off, and tossed it to the floor. “You can keep that too. I’m done here.”

“He was a good employee,” said the velix, smiling. 

The toad blinked, confusion overriding her anger for a moment. “What? His name isn’t James, its—”

“James,” the velix interrupted her, bending down to kiss the rabbit on the cheek. “We should get going. The others are waiting for us.”
Others? He never mentioned others... A sharp jab from Elliott’s elbow brought him back. “Y-Yes, we should!” 

Elliott held his hand, giving it a hard squeeze as he led James out of the dressing room, swaying his womanly hips in that black skirt as he walked out of the store.
Now Margaret stood there, sniffing the air. Her face twisted, nauseated at the sight of the broken little room all coated in a thick film of white, spunk still dribbling down the walls. She bent down, and grabbed the dripping ball of keys in one hand, his name tag in the other. She flipped the tag over, wiping ropes of cum off of it with her apron – his name was covered up entirely by stickers. Putting both in her apron, she shot her head up suddenly when warmth trickled onto her hair, more white dripping from the ceiling. The toad looked up, wide eyed, when she saw the hole in the roof and strands of cum falling from the edges. She could see the sun.

----------------------------------------------------------------------

The blue jay and the iguana were there to greet Elliott when he returned to the penthouse, holding the hand of his latest acquisition. Elliott wasn’t sure how the pair managed to find his place without him telling them how to get there, but the longing he saw in their eyes when he caught a glimpse of their hands caressing the raised bulges running down their legs, and the lack of shame on their faces when they noticed him, convinced him to cast aside this pointless thought. James squeezed his hand. He felt the rabbit’s other hand slipping under the hem of the skirt, slowly grazing his long leg, the fullness of his ass, with those little brown fingers. But a sudden shift in weight, and the brush of James’ body against the side, made Elliott pause mid-step. He looked down, watching James as he moved closer, trying to rub his narrow hips against the femboy’s wide thigh with all the awkwardness of a teenager trying to not get caught in the act. Black lips spread in amusement; James’ head shot up mid-thrust, when he heard Elliott’s knowing chuckle. Wide eyed, cheeks burning, James jerked his head and body away, thoroughly embarrassed, a trembling fist squeezing Elliott’s hand even harder. He could taste the shame seeping in, a pungent flavor, not unlike spoiled food.

“That look doesn’t suit you, James,” says Elliott, bending down to kiss his forehead. And just like that, there it was again – a weak smile from James, and the bitter sweetness he craved. It must have been torture, he thought, to love someone other than the one you were supposed to love. When James goes home – if he goes home – he would have no outlet now except himself as he lay with a woman he no longer cares for. Release would bring no relief either: no internet, no women, no substitutes would suffice; only Elliott would satisfy him.

Poor girl, the velix mused, thinking about her. That made his grin even wider.
Being left out of his affectionate embrace forced the others to approach him. The broad arm of the lizard slid around his waist, while the bird’s delicate fingers touched his chest, his other hand disappearing down the front of the skirt. They touched, embraced, exchanging saliva with the velix as intimately as lovers, though they were complete strangers all. The velix’s dick began to throb with the attention, the stroking, the edge of his skirt rising. He gasped, and bit his lip hard. It took all of his willpower just to brush the blue jay’s hands away from his groin, to push them away from him. He needed to feed so badly, to have them sate him then and there, out. Not yet. Just a little longer. It just wouldn’t be the same without his little Dylan getting in on the fun…
Having been downstairs, clearing the mess Elliott made earlier, Dylan had heard the commotion from the other end of the door. He warily approached the large oak frame, standing on the tips of his toes. Even then, couldn’t reach of the peephole, which was couple feet above his head, too high to try and jump for, or the monitor system which was just as out of reach. So he reached up for the doorknob anyway, to let Elliott inside. His emerald eyes went wide when the door swung open, and he saw the stiffening protrusion under the velix’s skirt entering first, followed by Elliott, and then the three strangers, all of them groping his boyfriend’s body, while Elliott’s hands pushed them away from him.    

“They just can’t keep their hands off of me!” Elliott said to his boyfriend in a playful, exasperated tone, giggling to himself as he exchanged apologetic glances with his amorous entourage. “One minute I stepped out to get some things, and the next they were all over me. They insisted that I take them home. But I just can’t say no to strangers like these…”

The velix kicked the door shut behind him, the iguana and the blue jay slung in his arms, while the rabbit clung tightly to a skirt clad leg. The four of them walked past Dylan, paying no mind to the small and confused orange and white feline trying to catch up to their long strides. Then the cat stopped, furrowed his brow. What were they doing with Elliott? They didn’t look or act like strangers, not with the way they were grinding against him, making him moan and squirm. The obvious swell rising under the skirt told him all he needed to know, the velix was clearly enjoying all of this. They slowed down, and Dylan caught up. Now he watched his boyfriend leaning in close to whisper something into each of their ears. He couldn’t catch what he was saying, even with his keen hearing. And all at once, their arms slipped from Elliott’s body.
“Make yourselves at home,” Elliott said out loud to the trio. He touched the chins of the bird and the lizard, directing their heads and eyes to the small, annoyed looking cat standing cross armed in front of them. “Emil, Sean, meet Dylan. He’s as cute as a button, isn’t he?”
The strangers blinked in surprise, protesting in unison “But my name isn’t…”
A finger to their lips cut both of them off. Elliott’s voice kept its sweetness, the words behind them less so. “You will be whatever I want you to be. Today, I want you to be courteous to me and Dylan. Understood?”

‘Emil’ and ‘Sean’ glanced at each other helplessly, then nodded dumbly in resignation. Elliott smiled, and pulled his fingers from their mouths. Then he glanced down, and saw his boyfriend’s not so amused frown. His own smile receded. The tall femboy turned around and nudged the three forward, towards the steps. “Keep James some company upstairs. I’ll get the three of you when we’re ready.”
The velix faced the feline again, and Dylan felt himself being nudged forward with a hand, until left cheek was being pressed against the side of Elliott’s throbbing erection. He felt himself blushing despite his anger, radiant heat burning his reddening face, feeling the slick skin Elliott’s blue member as it began to stretch, stiffen lifting the hem of his black dress. 

“Do you like my new skirt, Dylan?” Elliott asked him as he stroked his lover’s head. “I thought of you when I bought it.”

Irritation gave way to discomfort, then eroded into embarrassment, when the cat’s tall boyfriend sent his ear twitching with a finger. The stiff rod felt so hot against his cheek, throbbing with eagerness, as if responding to his embarrassment. 
“I-I do,” Dylan stammered. Now he heard the painful groan of overfull testicles from somewhere under that skirt, accompanied by the stretch and tearing of underwear. He tried to focus on his anger, the source of his frustration. “But why are they here?”
“It was a spur of the moment idea,” Elliott answered, “more for me than you.” He couldn’t lie – this was entirely for himself. Anyone else’s enjoyment would be incidental. It took all of his dwindling self-control to keep the number of participants so low; were he not so concerned with losing himself to gluttony, he could have rounded up so many more willing souls. At very least, Dylan could have been more accepting of his needs. ‘That what I get for thinking about others, for once,’ his hunger almost made him mutter.
“They’ll be gone when I’m done,” he assured Dylan, lowering his voice to a soothing whisper. The finger moved below the cat’s ear, to the back of his head, holding his face against the warmth of blue shaft. “It’ll be you and me again after that.”
His boyfriend didn’t answer him. The velix let go, sighing as he tugged at the hem of his skirt with both hands, walking up the stairs, away from Dylan and the awkward silence. He wanted to slap himself on the head. He shouldn’t have brought them here – he knew Dylan would complain, he knew should have been more discreet, taken them someplace else… but his hunger was getting to him, it was difficult think straight anymore. Elliott took a breath, a moment to regain his composure. Too late for regrets. He hoped Dylan would come around and see things his way before the fun started.
James sat on the loveseat upstairs, pinned between the bodies of the lizard and the bird, looking up at both, exchanging cautions glances with each of them. They looked back at him with hunger in their eyes, with the same predatory gleam he saw in Elliott’s eyes, as their hands touched his neck and shoulders, rubbing his fur in their fingers, the softness of feather, the coarseness of scale. Their shoulders were pressing against the sides of his head now, when they leaned in. They were so much taller than him, the bird at least six feet tall, the lizard’s head only reached the blue jay’s shoulders, but the broadness of his muscled frame made James wince. He had to look away, whichever way, so he looked down to the bird’s lap, where he saw the fattening cock of the blue jay creeping down a pant leg, halfway to the knee, and still swelling. In panic, the rabbit’s eyes shifted to the legs of the lizard, where he saw the reptile’s obscene girth already leaking at the knee. With nowhere else to look, he looked straight up, gulping loudly when he saw himself staring back into his own wide, panicked eyes, and the pair’s mouths grazing his ears. He felt their warmth, their rubbing, their breath. But he could only stare at himself. Why does Elliott have so many mirrors? was his only thought then, despite everything happening to him now.
“S-So, uhm…” James ventured, hoping to distract them somehow. He lowered his head slowly, keeping it level with the window ahead of him. His hands were occupied with beating back their encroaching fingers. “Are you… are you friends of Elliott?”

“Nope,” said ‘Emil’ the bird, as he stroked the length of the rabbit’s long ear.

“Hell, we don’t even know each other,” added ‘Sean’, leaning in to caress the other ear with a clawed finger. “But I’m sure we’ll get to know each other very well, hmm?”
James shifted, stammering, trying to rise from the couch. “I-I’m sure you two are swell men, b-but I shouldn’t… I can’t. Not like this.”

Emil touched James’ chest, and pushed him back onto the couch. His blue eyes studied the rabbit’s face, the edges of his black beak breaking into a smile. “You know, I’ve never been with a rabbit before.” The blue eyes turned to Sean. “You?”

The iguana shook his head, grinning. “Me neither. But I hear they’re quite nice.” He took hold of James’ ear with his thumb and index finger, pinching the tip between his digits; a chuckle escaped his lips when he saw the rabbit clench his teeth hard, trying and failing to suppress a moan that made his brown cheeks redden. “So bunny boy, which do you like more, lizards or birds?”
James panted, shuddering, blushing even harder when he saw their grinning faces above, wincing in mixed pain and pleasure as their fingers teased his sensitive tips. Gods, how quickly they found his weakness… “I-I don’t know… I think both are nice?” 
The blue jay rolled his eyes, and lay a hand on James’ pants, where he felt the warm stiffness of the rabbit’s member, six inches of meat, pressing back against his palm. “Oh come on, you can’t pick the safe option.” Then his smile widened. He unzipped his own pants with the other hand, winking at the iguana. “Unless you want us to make you choose.”
“Maybe he likes watching people fight over him,” said Sean, following suit. “He is pretty cute.”

“Maybe he gets off on it.” Emil pried his swollen birdhood from his pants, leaning back as two feet of swollen pink flesh sprang free and slapped the bird’s chest with a meaty plop, leaving a dollop of pre on his white feathers before a hand managed wrapped to wrap itself around his girth and began beating it. The musk from the bird’s nether regions hit his snout, and made James cringe at the overpowering scent. Yet he couldn’t bring himself to look away as Emil’s throbbing, leaking shaft continued bloating before his eyes, engorged flesh inching past the blue jay’s neck, his chin, before finally stopping just under the beak. The bird relaxed, satisfied, offering a smug grin to the iguana, before he kissed James on his head. “I get bigger every week,” Emil said with pride, “I don’t think lizards like him can keep up with all this virility.”
Sean shrugged, neither impressed nor displeased with the blue jay’s size. “Not bad,” he said, too casually for Emil’s liking, while he freed the monster clinging to the side of his thigh. The iguana couldn’t get his fingers around the base of his wide girth, the whole thing a throbbing pillar thicker than the rabbit’s arm. Now it too, began to gorge itself while Sean leaned back, tensing, moaning, eyes rolling into his skull as his length raced to meet Emil’s. But his was not satisfied with matching him for length; his kept growing, inflating in time with his breathing as the inches piled on to a three and a half foot behemoth, before Sean’s breathing grew erratic. The iguana gave out, and he came forward against it, panting hard. “So do I, bird,” he managed to gasp, sticking his tongue out at the stung look on the bird’s face.
“So, cutie,” Sean whispered between breaths, winking at James. “Which of us do you like more now?”
They didn’t hear the footsteps behind them, or see the shadow creeping over them, until the enormous slab of knotted blue cock slid between their heads, between James’ ears, jutting over the seat of the couch and then some. “It’s so nice seeing you three getting cozy with each other,” Elliott said. He looked at Emil, and then Sean, their wide eyes, their throbbing members, and then his own engorged trunk. “Oh, were we comparing?” The velix laughed, and gave his wide shaft a leisurely stroke with a finger. “I’m sorry to say that I have you boys beat.”
His other hand ran through his long red hair. “We’re almost ready – just getting a few loose ends tied up. I came by because I want to establish some ground rules with you three, before we begin.” He leaned in and touched the heads of the bird and the lizard, gently pushing both against his dick. They gasped at the heat grazing their cheeks, the rush of blood, its sheer size, the fact that it seemed to still be growing before their very eyes. But the absence of pleasantness in Elliott’s voice drew their eyes back to him. “Rule one: you’re here to love me – nobody else. Rule two: if you feel like getting frisky with each other, don’t bother. I come first. Always. Understand?”
“Y-Yes, sir,” the pair said, before their wavering eyes returned to the familiar sight of the velix’s cock. His flesh pulsated against their lips, raw and aching. They kissed it, and the whole thing shuddered, stretching further from the attention, pushing their heads and James’ ears further apart. A dollop of pre oozed, dripping onto the floor nearly a foot away from the couch.

Elliott grasped their heads, shuddering. “Now, now,” he chided, the playfulness returning to his voice. “Save your energy. It won’t be much longer, I promise.”
His hand reached down, and touched James on the shoulder. The rabbit jumped, bumping his head into the fleshy underside of Elliott’s member. “This is your first time, I take it?” He pat his rounded shoulder reassuringly, then pulled away. “Don’t worry. You’ll get the easy part tonight.”
Then both of his hands reached for Emil and Sean’s upturned chins, urging them to ride. They did, and Elliott kissed Sean first. The familiar sweetness flared, pangs of hunger and lust burning his loins and tongue as he pulled away, and kissed Emil, feeling their hands, their bodies, their groins prodding his yielding frame. It took all of his dwindling willpower to push them away from him.  It greatly pained him to do this. It was like turning down a meal while on the verge of starvation. No. Not yet. One more. The velix smiled, and lifted his crotch away from them, holding it in his arms before turning towards the stairs. “Three minutes. Freshen up.”
Downstairs again, he found Dylan hunched over in the chair, still sulking. Elliott snorted in irritation. “I’m about to have myself some fun, and you’re here moping,” he muttered. He wondered why he bothered with this sad sack – all he wanted to do was stuff himself on their love, and this miserable cat was the only thing standing in his way. Elliott shut his eyes. Another sigh, and then a forced smile. The sooner Dylan got with the program, or shoved off, the sooner he could feed.
The velix approached Dylan from behind, stopping only when his groin pressed up against the chair. He let go, and a hand scooped the cat out of the seat, the rest of his arm pulling him up onto the width of his cock. “I suppose I should have told you what I was up to,” Elliott said, as an obtuse form of apology.
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
The tall femboy rolled his eyes. ‘Why? So you can complain more?’ he wanted to snap. “I should have,” he said instead, hugging him, “but it was a spur of the moment idea. I thought you’d love it.”

Again, Dylan didn’t respond. Elliott grit his teeth, annoyed with his silence. It would have been easier to head upstairs without him. It would have been better for him, in the long run, to ditch Dylan for one of them. Holding Dylan closer to him, he began weighing his options. Emil was the obvious choice, a tall exotic cutie who was eager to please him – he’d make for a better replacement. But Sean would be a first for him in many interesting ways: he had never allowed older men to indulge him before, and lizards would be a new experience for him, too. Elliott shivered with delight, his skin tingling with the thought of all the ways the iguana could please him. On the other hand, he always had a soft spot for short awkward men like James, the kind of men who think themselves unable to score with a gorgeous stud like him. And they’d be right, of course. But he’d find them, and he’d take them out for a while anyways, just to let them heap their horny attentions upon him. The desperate always made for the best fare… Or maybe he should keep all three. His lips tugged back, and his loins quivered; now there was a thought! Why should three lovely men fight have to over him when they all loved him so?
The hunger pangs came rushing back, the pain wrenching him from his thoughts. He couldn’t wait on Dylan any longer. Time to lay it on thick. “I love you Dylan, but… just indulge me this one time. You’ll understand why I have to do this.”
Dylan huffed, his body still tense. Elliott turned towards the stairs, gritting his teeth as he walked, holding his cock with both hands while Dylan clung to his chest. His voice was impatient now, his face straining to keep up the façade of kindness. “It’s okay if you haven’t done this before. I know you’re used one on one.”

The cat’s fingers tightened their grip on Elliott’s waist. “It’s not that, just…” he began, hesitant. “I get it. You’re used to having lots of partners. Maybe all of them at once. If you have to do it, do it. I… I just don’t want them touching me. Just you.”
Elliott smiled, and poked Dylan’s pink nose with his black snout. Better than nothing. “Don’t worry. They won’t touch you. I’ll make sure of it.”

“Promise?”
“I promise.”

The velix carried the cat up the steps to meet up with the other three. Sean and Emil were now naked, standing before a still clothed and cowering James as he pulled his legs up onto the couch to cover his stomach. His long ears were stiff with animal fright while the blue jay and the iguana loomed over him, beating their slick shafts with pre stained hands. The pair’s cocks were thicker, Emil’s especially, as if his member were in competition with the iguana’s girth. He struggled to get his feathery fingers around his meat, when he was able to do so earlier.
“C’mon, bunny boy,” murmured the blue jay, panting with each word. His narrow hips were buckling now, swollen testes slapping against his thighs. “You know you’re loving this. And me.” His head bent forward, beak opening wide enough for him to swallow the tip of his cock. Which he did with relish, moaning as he sucked on himself. His semen flecked mouth pulled back after a time, strands of white on his black tongue as it ran along the rim of his lower beak. “So go ahead and say that birds are better.”
Elliott heard Sean’s scoffing and the beginnings of a retort he didn’t care to listen to. He was eyeing both of them hungrily instead, a genuine smile forming on his black lips while he appraised their pleasing forms. The velix walked up behind them, and all three heads turned to him, the beating of Sean and Emil’s hands stopping, when his long shadow crept over the couch. “Sorry to keep you three waiting. The fun can begin now that the guest of honor has arrived.” Bright blue eyes searched the pair, and looked past them, to the red couch, where he saw James still trembling. “Your first time won’t as scary as you think it might be. It’ll be fun.” James peered up at the velix and the feline he held in his arms, those emerald eyes stared back at him, as tense and uneasy as his own.  He didn’t see the shifting of the bird or the lizard’s feet as they moved behind Elliott, their eyes drinking in the swell of backside beneath that black skirt. A scaled hand reached out and hiked up the skirt, and Elliott’s eyes widened when he felt Sean’s hands groping his right cheek. A feathered chest grazed the left cheek, and now the pair were squeezing his ass, lost in unimaginable softness while the femboy laughed, amused with their forwardness. He did nothing to stop their roaming fingers, instead offering them a teasing sway of his hips that set off waves of caramel flesh that crested over their fingers, both cheeks smacking into each other with a wobbling slap. But their hands weren’t enough for the velix; he thrust his hips into them, buttocks bumping into their bloated groins. Strained grunts filled Elliott’s ears, the quivering of their aching rods and the trembling of their hands made his impish grin grow even wider. He could taste their pleasure trickling in, but still he craved more. Flexing his thighs sent his ass rippling, flesh swallowing their sinking hands and shafts, the pair’s lustful moaning goading him on. James pulled his legs off the couch, mouth agape, staring at the two strangers humping Elliott’s cheeks, their absurd lengths rising and falling, ropes of off white dribbling onto the velix’s back. The rabbit’s face burned as he watched them grope the velix, his brow furrowing hard. He felt a sudden pang of anger flare up, one that made his face burn and his cheeks redden.
Elliott could taste it, that sudden heat that grew hot, sweltered, and died out in an instant. He licked the lingering taste from his lips, wincing a little as the flavor burned his tongue and throat. Was his little James envious of them? Did he truly lust for him after all? The velix’s lips parted, drool dribbling from his open mouth and onto Dylan’s head; the cat wiped it off of his coat and looked up into the half-lidded daze of his boyfriend’s eyes, his tongue lolling off to one side, his chest rising and falling, panting like a dog in heat. Elliott’s body was trembling, filling up on all the attention they were feeding him; he suppressed the urge to expand, to take in even more of their love, and just let their fingers and cocks dig deeper into his giving rump, the pair to get lost his flesh and fur while another bitter pang flared up within James. You’re cute when you’re angry, the velix mused, biting down on his lower lip in blissful elation. What would happen if I did this? Elliott looked down, and blew James a kiss. He could feel his mouth burning again, hotter this time, as if he had swallowed peppers. Poor bunny… His buttocks were slick and wobbling with the pair’s excited thrusting, his cheeks bloating from the all attention they were giving him, the sweetness of their pleasure overpowering the heat of James’ jealousy. You want me that badly, I may have to oblige... A step forward, and Elliott tore himself away from the hands and cocks of Sean and Emil, leaving the two pent up men behind while he looked down at James with a knowing smile, giggling to himself as he loomed over the rabbit. 
“I won’t leave you out of the fun. You’ll get the best seat in the house.” The femboy turned around and bent forward, exposing his wide cum stained ass to the rabbit before he lowered himself onto the couch. James shuddered as that doughy expanse fell and spread his small body flat, smothering his lap, his chest, arms, head, crushing all of him under the massive weight of the velix while more of Elliott’s rear spilled over the couch. James slipped into the darkness underneath, settling into the cleavage as each cheek rest on top of him and the creaking couch. He knew Elliott was big, but being caught under him, all of him pressing down on top of his little body, crushing the air from his aching lungs, drove that point home. His free hands and feet flailed from underneath Elliott’s ass, the desperate slapping his thighs and kicking of his testicles only made the velix groan pleasurably. A hand took hold of his, gripping it firmly and holding it to the silky smoothness of his leg.
“Relax,” Elliott cooed, shifting his wide hips some. “There’s going to be plenty of me to enjoy in a bit, so don’t blow your load so soon.” He squeezed the rabbit’s hand and held it to his thigh, coaxing his little fingers to knead the giving flesh along with his own. When Elliott let go, he felt that hand and the other moving as he showed them, massaging his massive thighs as best the smothered bunny could manage. Elliott set Dylan on his lap, nudging the cat’s snout into his chest with the tip of his finger. Then he turned his attention back to Sean and Emil, crooking a finger towards himself. “Alright, you two. Come love me.”

Sean and Emil took a leg each, and tugged the skirt off of Elliott, freeing the velix’s erect member. Their eyes widened with awe when it rose above them, glistening in the light. Emil straddled Elliott’s leg, pulling himself up to take hold the blue bulging trunk, his wide fingers unable to wrap around the velix’s girth. They roamed the veined landscape, the beak dipping low to kiss Elliott’s fat cock. Sean disappeared under Elliott’s shaft, taking hold of his panty clad testes in both hands, squeezing each in his fingers, marveling at their fullness, their size. He put his lips against that fuzzy sack and kissed both, letting his forked tongue slither along the fur. Up top, Elliott kissed Dylan passionately, squeezing his lithe little body in his hands, slipping his fingers under the bottom of his shirt to grope at the orange white fur. Those small hands touched with his fiery red locks of hair. Hesitant, they brushed them aside to gaze into the glow his cool blue eyes. Elliott breathed deeply upon him, the warm breath from his nostrils washing over the cat’s face, ruffling his short fur like a warm breeze. Elliott cupped Dylan’s buttocks, squeezing him in his hands as he set him higher, on top of his chest, his tongue sliding deeper into his mouth, tasting all the love he could offer him. It was there, buried under a thin and crumbling layer of unease that broke apart under his touch, its sweetness within his grasp.
Elliott’s member throbbed in Emil’s hands and beak, becoming thicker and spreading his fingers apart with every second. A sputter of warm seed from the velix’s tip dribbled down onto his hands; he spread it around the bulbous knotted base, working his way dexterously up the shaft, carefully tracing along the throbbing veins and the enormity of its length. Emil couldn’t believe how big this guy was, and how his monster of a dick just seemed to grow and grow with the attention, swelling upwards and outwards, as he was and getting bigger. As generously-endowed as he was, and as big as he claimed to be growing, the blue jay knew there was no way he, or Sean, could ever hope to match a portion of his ever expanding size. 

The velix sack groaned under the touch of Sean’s tongue and lips, churning with seed and pushing back against his mouth. They grew heavy in his hands, spilling over the edges of the purple panties and his fingers, and over James’ legs. Lucky bunny. Sensing an opportunity, a scaled hand slipped under the weight of his crotch and undid the rabbit’s belt. In the dark, James began to squirm again, groaning and panting for air, shifting under the mounting weight of Elliott in protest of the scaled hand fondling his junk. He felt something else, warm and wet, grazing his sole, his toes, the dribbling of saliva, and the sharp nip of teeth, the roof of a mouth over his paw. Elliott’s body shuddered, spreading over his crotch and forced the scaly hand away as another spurt of growth took hold of the velix. The couch and the rabbit buckled as that ass plumped up around him. The unpleasant popping of joints in James’s ears made him moan as he was trapped in Elliott’s loving embrace, between the cushions and his swelling cheeks as the latter threatened to break him.
Elliott tingled all over, awash in pleasure as each of them worshipped his body, each of them feeding him the attention he so desperately craved. Larger and larger every part of him became, swelling on the need to consume and expand, to force them to work ever harder to please him, to cover every inch of him with their attentions. Dylan seemed so much smaller now in his hands, his lips harder to fit around his tongue, his own tongue finding it harder to fit inside the feline’s mouth. Fingertips caressed the gentle slope of his back and buttocks and leg, all the way down to the knee, where he found, and snatched Emil’s hand.
Emil winced as Elliott’s grip twisted his fingers in his fist. Elliott snarled and pulled himself away from Dylan, baring sharp rows of white teeth at the bird like flashing daggers. A guttural growl filled the room, directed at him. Everyone froze at the sudden shift in Elliott’s demeanor; even James ceased his squirming, sensing that something was amiss. The velix’s blue eyes were brighter, intense. Burning.
“This one is mine,” he snapped. “Don’t touch him again.”
The bird flinched, nodding dumbly; and as quickly as he turned on Emil, Elliott went back to kissing and groping Dylan, as if that tense exchange had ever occurred. It was unsettling to say the least, to see someone so sweet lash out, and then go back to that an instant.
Elliott’s body swelled around them all, pushing Emil and Sean further away from the couch and the flattening the poor rabbit stuck beneath him, crushing the little air from his lungs that he had, as well as his body, quickly pushing both to the breaking point. It was fortunate that Elliott’s ass was so unbelievably soft; any firmer and more than just his joints would have been popping. Stuck down there, in the sweltering darkness, his snout fumbled blindly in the direction he hoped led him to the light, to precious air, but he found more of the velix molding and pushing himself around his snout, as if his flesh possessed its own animal consciousness. His fingers were tiring from kneading so long, only to find more of those enormous thighs pushing outwards over his hands and the buckling couch, burying both under his ass. Just how much of him was there? was the thought on James’ delirious mind as dizziness set in. He kicked out with what little of him wasn’t buried under Elliott, the tips of his toes striking the underside of the bloated sack lying on the floor, sending their engorged owner into a wobbling and rapturous moaning that only served to fuel his growth.

The pair looked like children compared to the velix as his bottom heavy frame pushed upward, tearing free of his clothing and collars, his long legs and paws knocking aside furniture as they advanced, shoving it up against the window as his lower took up the now vacant space, his already generous legs and hips bloating to ever greater proportions. Overfull beanbags forced his legs to spread as his pent-up sack churned and ballooned, spilling around Sean as the iguana embraced those quivering testes, fighting to keep himself upright as they pushed his feet backwards along the hardwood floor against his will, praying that he doesn’t get caught and slip underneath. Emil crawled along the length of Elliott’s thigh on his hands and knees, his well-endowed prick and feet sinking into the ample flesh like it was dough as he worked his way towards the base of the blue shaft. It visibly pulsed when he put his hand on the veined pillar, hot and hard against his palm. Carefully making the small hop, he landed, and stood carefully on Elliott’s sack, his clawed toes digging into the fur as he wrapped his arms around the bottom of the towering member, struggling to hold himself upright as the knotted base only grew wider. Never before had he felt so utterly emasculated, so small in more ways than one. He had always prided himself on the size of his birdhood, but when his lover’s cock was more than twice as long as he was tall, his little prick may as well not exist. He didn’t mind – in fact, he loved it. Bigger was always better in his book, and this meant only more of him to love. He put his beak to it and licked the sweat and pre from his cock, nipping the rock hard flesh with his mouth as cum trickled down his throat. Gods, he tasted so good. Elliott’s dick seemed to agree, thrusting further into the air with the little bird’s treatment, forcing his arms further and further apart.
The velix himself slid off the couch, a long arm hugging his shaft against his chest, pinning Dylan against the softness of Elliott and the hardness of dick as he kissed the moist tip and let his blue tongue slither around the white beaded opening. One hand joined Emil in working his monster of a tower, the other reached down and plucked Sean from beneath his sack and set him on the other side of his aching pillar while he serviced himself. His neck craned forward, his mouth widening, forcing as much of his tip into his maw as he could. Past his sharp teeth it went, cramming itself his mouth, stretching his jaws to their limits and beyond as the wide and leaking tip grew wider still, forcing him to pop it out of his sperm drenched mouth. All of him quivered, begging for release. The velix wouldn’t allow it, not yet, not while he still had a hunger to feed.
Dylan slipped from his chest and tumbled into Elliott’s lap when the massive velix bent low and snatched the pair from the base of his knotted cock and carried them high. Elliott was salivating as he felt them squirming in his hand like small, helpless bugs. That long blue tongue of his snaked from his lips and licked his fingers and every inch of their bodies, coating them in his flavor, and wrapping around their members with dexterous grace. The velix’s blue eyes rolled back into his skull, leaving little more than cold black orbs in their wake as he lifted them higher, and placed them onto the tip of his dick. His slit opened on instinct, as if waiting for this moment to pass. The opening caught Sean’s foot, contraction of muscle pulling the panicking lizard into itself. More and more of his morsel disappeared, sinking into the widening gash as it swelled to overwhelm its captive. That same scaled hand held Emil in a death grip, wide desperate eyes pleading for him to pull with all his might and for Elliott to let him go. His pleas fell on deaf ears, and his flight instinct only doomed the avian to the same fate, as he too began to slip inside. Their legs, then torsos, chests, necks and a final feeble cry from their throats before being consumed by the shaft, before clawing hands disappeared. Under the stress, the couch loudly snapped into two, and out James fell from the space between Elliott’s ass and the cushions, and lay on the ground, gasping for air. In his oxygen deprived delirium, he swore he saw the pair’s slow descent down the shaft, the bulges and bumps rising and being fading; telltale shapes of hands and heads and legs pushing and kicking futilely towards the bottom of the long shaft. Elliott’s dick seemed to undulate before his eyes, working in time with the velix’s fingers to push them down, and down, to their final destination. One to a testicle they descended, with a labored groan from Elliott and a damp slosh from inside his sack. James watched from the pair struggling against their prison, the outlines of hands and faces pushing out against the bloated testes, his off-white sack spreading on the hardwood with a long, satisfying groan when their movements finally ceased, and Elliott erupted. Ropes of hot jism rained down on him Dylan, and James in great spurts, splattering all over the ceiling, the floor, walls and the windows, defiling his whole home in white as the blue pillar exploded in its unending eruption, his hands furious in their jerking while his seed rose around James and Dylan, and rained down on them both, before Elliott emptied at last. The velix fell backwards, and crashed to the floor with a splash, collapsing in a pool of his own jizz, thoroughly satisfied.

----------------------------------------------------------------------

Semen leaked from the windows of the penthouse, long ropes of slick white drooling in the sun from the sides of the building as it bled from the nooks and crannies. Elliott, still bloated and rock hard, toyed with his iron trunk. The blue of his eyes returned; the turbulence of his glow now calm once more. His free hand reached out for Dylan and James, who still lay on one half of a couch as it floated helplessly in the puddle of seed. He plucked them from the seat and set them on his chest. Spunk from the ceiling was still drizzling on him, and them, as he nudged them closer to his head.
“Thank you so much, you two,” Elliott breathed, sounding relieved. Though he looked to be in bliss, he sounded exhausted. “You have no idea how good that was for me…”

A large finger stroked Dylan’s back, gentle in its movements along the ridge of his spine. ”I put you darlings through a lot. All the attention was getting to me, I couldn’t think straight anymore.” He closed his eyes, sighing happily, content. “I’ll be fine now. I promise.”

Dylan didn’t answer. The sound of purring filled Elliott’s ears, which made him smile weakly. He then turned his attention to James.

The rabbit’s back pushed against the heavy finger, himself wide eyed and flabbergasted. “B-But those two, they’re still…”

Elliott shook his head and touched the rabbit’s head. “It’s best not to ask.” He changed the subject. “You did well, James.” The velix pursed his lips, opening his eyes halfway to look at him. “You’re free to run along now. Though you may want to freshen up before you go.”

James smacked his forehead. In the midst of everything, after brought here by his stalker turned lover, he had forgotten about her entirely. He was so utterly focused on trying to stay alive under there, trying to satisfy Elliott, the rush of it all had overtaken him. His ears drooped, and he got nervous. What would he do if she found out? How would he tell her? What would he tell her? 
“U-Ummm…” He was breathing hard, embarrassed with himself. “I, uh, I might just lay low for a while before I go back. Here, if you… if you two don’t mind. I-I mean I could, but It’s a long walk from here, and I’m drenched and…”
A playful chuckle from the velix cut him off. “I understand. You won’t be disappointed.”

Cum soaked fingers twirled around his long red locks as he stared up at himself in the mirrored ceiling, ogling his own body, mirroring his image, reflecting. It was a productive day, truth be told. In the beginning it was uncertain, but Dylan seemed to come around in the end, and he even managed to snag sweet James from his fiancée. The groan of testes distracted him from his idle thoughts. He touched one, and the quivering subsided. Pity about Emil and Sean. They were nice men, tasty too; he probably should have warned them about that. Oh well. Retaining two out of four wasn’t so bad, and there were plenty others to be had, should the need arise.

“I love you,” he heard Dylan quietly mumble in the middle of slumber.

Entranced by own reflection on the dripping ceiling, Elliott answered “I love you, too.” He blew himself a kiss, closed his eyes, and then drift off to sleep.
