Role Model

By Akela the White

Daze sat at the kitchen table with a blank stare. Swirling his thumbs around, he seemed to gaze into nothingness, lost in thought. He sighed as he picked up a piece of paper lying on the table. Giving it another read, he snarled and bared his teeth, seemingly upset at whatever was written in the letter. He threw the piece of paper back onto the table as he stood up and walked upstairs to his room.  He flumped onto the bed and sighed again as he stared up at his white ceiling. He had been fired from the Wave. His job as a bouncer at the club had often gotten him into trouble, seeing he tended to make annoying guests “disappear”. Grabbing a newspaper from the cabinet next to him, he started to read the job descriptions in it. Scanning them quickly, he rolled his eyes as he put the newspaper away. None of the jobs had caught his interest. 

He got up and sat about on his bead, his stomach growling as always as he headed downstairs again to fix himself a little snack. As he was preparing a sandwich, his eyes noticed the little red magazine lying on one of the kitchen chairs. Tilting his head and frowning at it, he recalled that it was in fact one of Chase’s VRP publications. Chase worked as a photographer for them, and Daze occasionally requested to read one of the articles that contained Chase’s pictures. He opened it and started to turn the pages at a steady page, scanning the articles and interviews contained within. He smirked as he instantly recognized Chase’s pictures. They often contained stomach shots and very artistic poses. Suddenly, the wolf’s eyes fell on a particular note on the side, saying: “Job openings at VRP”. Frowning and scanning the page, Daze gasped as he dashed towards the door and got into his black Ford, the tires screeching as he drove off. 

Chase tapped his foot as he stared at his watch. He had been waiting for over half an hour for his partner to come. Chase had gotten a new job to take some ‘special shots’, and his contact person was supposed to be a white male fox. From the looks of his picture, the guy looked rather blunt and strong. Chase sighed, it was that type of person that got him into trouble all the time. He perched his ears as he heard a sharp whistle behind him, turning his head to see the white fox of the picture walking towards him. “Sorry I’m late, I was caught in a little traffic jam.” The fox explained, but Chase rolled his eyes. He wasn’t in the best of moods today. The magazine, as well as his other freelance job had been giving him a rather stressful time. “It’s alright, let’s get started shall we?” the smaller gray wolf replied bluntly. “Let’s.” the fox replied with a sly grin as he licked his lips. “The magazine has asked me to take some inside shots of your stomach, nothing more, nothing less. You swallow me, I take the pictures, and we both get our payment.” Chase continued in the same monotone voice. Nodding, the fox put his thumbs up. “Sounds great.” He replied. “Now, before we begin, could you just stand there for one second? Yeah, like that? Perfect.” He said as he pressed the magical button on his camera. The fox blinked as the flash went off, seemingly taken aback by the picture that had just been taken. 

“This’ll do nicely for a first picture.” Chase said while nodding, putting the pic in his jacket as he walked up to the fox. “Right then, I suggest we get this over with. I’m ready when you are.” Chase said, trying to hide the bored tone in his voice. “Oh I’m all ready, you’ll make a fine fast meal.” The fox said as he licked his lips and wringed his hands. Picking Chase up with his arms, he pinned Chase’s to his side as he opened his maw wide and let his tongue drool all over Chase’s face. The wolf didn’t mind, he had been in this situation for countless of times. He did admit that he preferred doing it with people he knew, like a certain other wolf, but he didn’t really care all that much. He heard the throat muscles around him gulp and guide him down, towards the fox’s belly. Purring loudly, the fox continued to work his meal down into his body, the bulges in his throat wriggling and squirming their way  down to his awaiting stomach. His tongue kept on twisting and turning around Chase’s body as more of it slipped into his maw and vanished into his gullet. Chase sighed a bit as he felt his nose press through the fox’s stomach ring. His camera was still intact, and he made sure that the throat muscles around him didn’t damage it. He felt the purrs around him and smiled weakly, it always made him feel good if he was appreciated. 

Outside, Chase’s legs hung out of the fox’s maw, his tail flicking about. Tilting his white furred head back, the fox proceeded to gulp them down, putting a paw on his belly as he felt the small and tasty wolf fill out deep within him. He went to sit down on a nearby bench as he worked on his meal, occasionally stroking or patting his swelling belly as more of Chase’s body entered his. The wolf started to curl up inside his working space, as he felt the warmth of the fox’s body envelop his legs and paws, and ultimately his tail. When all of him settled within the belly of the fox, he shifted about, trying to get in a better position and turning on his camera. 

The fox belched loudly as he contently patted his swollen and shifting belly. “Do give my compliments to VRP magazine, they have excellent and tasty photographers.” The fox said with a grin as he closed his eyes and let Chase do his job inside of him. He heard the faint noise of flashes as he felt Chase turn about within him, trying to get different angles for his pictures. Purring constantly, the fox felt as if he had swallowed the best meal in the world. Willing, tasty and filling – it didn’t get any better than that. After a while, Chase stopped taking pictures and settled within. The pink walls that held him seemed to churn softly around him. Putting away his camera, he stared back at the stomach ring above him, calling out to his captor. “Alright, I’m done here. Let me out please and we can go over your payment.” the wolf stated. But all he got was light moans and strokes of his form. “I don’t think I really want to. It seems you’re in the perfect place right now. I think I’ll keep you in here just a while longer.” The rumbling voice of the fox called out to him. 

Chase rolled his eyes as he felt the fox chuckle at his meal’s dismay. “Whoever laughs last…” Chase muttered as he took the first picture out of his jacket. “Last warning, if you don’t let me out, I’ll make you spit me up.” He said with a serious tone. He felt the stomach walls that held him shake again as the fox giggled. “Oh really? I’d like to see you try.” The fox taunted. And without another word, Chase took another stare at the picture before him and ripped it up.

The glass doors slid open with a gentle motion as the tall brown and black furred wolf walked towards them. He smiled as he took a glance around the reception of the building. The walls were painted white, but were adorned with hundreds of photos, articles, posters and interviews. Various prizes and awards beamed against the walls as well. Letting his gaze return back to the reception before him, he spotted the cute, golden furred and long-haired Husky female that was sitting behind the counter. He walked over to her and leaned his elbow on the desk. She didn’t look up, too occupied with the papers that lay before her, her pen writing at blinding speeds. Daze let out a little cough, hoping to get the Husky’s attention. After a few moments, she laid down her pencil and smiled up at him. “Good day. Sorry about that. Welcome to VRP HQ, how may I be of service?” she said in a sweet and formal voice. Biting back a dry and rather blunt answer, Daze smirked as he pulled the advert out of his bag. Handing it over to her, his lower voice met hers. “I was interested in this little advert here, is there any chance that position hasn’t been filled yet?” he asked her in the same gentle way. She took a read and nodded slightly; waving her finger in front of him to make clear she was about to phone. The wolf nodded and waited as she dialed. 

“Yes, Mister Hennings? I have an applicant for the job advert in the magazine.” She began as the other and muffled voice replied.

“Yes. Yes. That’s right. A wolf. Tall enough. Why…. Yes, I do think so.” She said with a blush as she looked at Daze from top to bottom, the wolf fighting back a smug. 

“I understand. Alright. I’ll send him over.” She concluded as she ended her phone call. “Well then, Mr. Salokin, would you care to proceed down to the hall, second door on the right.” She said as she smiled at him. Daze peered down the hallway and nodded. “Sure thing. And maybe when you’re done here, we should go and grab a drink sometime.” He said with a mild wink as the Husky blushed.

Chase cursed, his clothes soaked and his mood dripping with frustration. “Damned predators…” he grumbled to himself as he looked back behind him, the white fox knelt on the floor, rubbing his stomach in pain. Chase gave a little grunt as he raised his nose up in the air, making his way towards his car. “Well, at least I got the pictures…” he muttered to himself as he shut the door and started the engine. “Maybe I should go and see Daze when I’m done…” he thought to himself. He knew his friend had been quite frustrated and saddened by the loss of his job. Nodding to himself, Chase decided that he’d go and pay a little visit to his lupine friend after he had delivered his photographs. He flicked the radio on and hummed the tune of his favorite trance song as he cheerfully drove his way up to the VRP HQ – building.  “Let’s end this denial….  You, feel you…. On me….. us fading…..” he sang along as he drove up to the parking.

He parked the car in front of the glass doors and got out, whistling the tune as he stepped in. ‘Afternoon, Jessica.” He said in a happy tone as the Husky behind the counter blew him a kiss. “Had a bad encounter again, Chase?” she giggled. “Be glad you’re behind a desk.” Chase replied bluntly with a wink as he made his way down into the hallway. As he passed the second door on the right, he spotted a large black and bushy tail tip disappear into the room. Frowning, he continued to make his way up to his boss’s desk.

“Here you go, Mr. Hennings.” The smaller grey wolf said as he dropped the packet of pictures onto the oak desk. The large lion picked it up and quickly flicked through the pictures and gave them an approving nod. “Well done, Nocturne, well done. Didn’t have too much trouble, I hope?” he inquired as he looked at Chase’s outfit. “Well, actually…” he said as he pointed at his soaked clothes. Mister Hennings groaned and sighed, shaking his head. “That won’t do, that won’t do. I apologize Chase.” He said as he handed the wolf his payment. “Here, have an extra 100 for your trouble.” He said as he handed Chase the extra money. Reluctantly, Chase accepted and nodded. “Thanks, it’s not like it’s your fault though.” He assured the lion, who smiled. “Well, guess I’ll see you on your next assignment then. Take care, kid.” The lion said as he waved the wolf goodbye. Nodding, Chase turned to leave, walking out of the desk and into the hallway again, before he heard Hennings make a fuss over the phone.

“Hello?” Daze said in a low tone as he opened the door and stared into the room. It was a studio, with a large pace filled with white panels and dozens of lamps. White squares were placed among the central area, and all cameras were fixed onto the center. “Whew, Chase would love to see this.” Daze thought with a giggle as he walked in, his tail brushing the door before it slammed shut. Slowly, he made his way into the room, still glancing around to see if there was any sign of life. As if out of nowhere, a tiger appeared with a big smile. “Why hello there! You must be our new model!” he said as he patted Daze rather hard on the back. “Ugh! Well, yeah.. I guess.” He said as he gave the tiger the same big toothy grin. “Good, good! Well let’s get started shall we? We’ll do some testing pictures to see if you’re fit for the job.” The tiger explained as he let forth a sharp whistle. Daze perched his ears as the sound echoed throughout the black room. A few more people appeared, dressed in the same uniform as the tiger. “Oh, how rude of me. I’m Mr. Sanders, the chief photographer here.” He said as he shook the wolf’s hand. “Nice to meet you.” Daze replied as Sanders walked away from him, motioning for him to follow. “This is your room, you can come in here before and after a shoot, or if you want to take a break.” He explained as he opened the door. 

In the center of the dazzling and amazingly clean room sat a smaller vixen. “Oh Mathilda, you’re already here. Great, then we can get started right away. Daze, meet Mathilda, she’s going to be your prey for today’s shoot.” Sanders explained as the vixen walked over to him, her dark blonde hairs stroking his shoulders as she rubbed her head against the wolf’s chest. She giggles at Daze’s surprised look, running a paw over his chest and stomach. “My, my. We have ourselves a cutie here, and look at that belly.” She said with a gasp. “Err…. Thanks?” Daze replied with an awkward look. “Right, right, right. Mathilda, go to your dressing room and give our boy a little space eh?” he suggested as the vixen nodded. Walking out of the room, she glanced back one more time. “See you in a few Daze, I’m looking forward to it.” She said as she winked, before disappearing into the hall. 

Flabbergasted and slightly amused, Daze stood there as Sanders gave him a light chuckle. “Right, I’ll leave you to it. Take off your clothes and then just meet us at the central room where the crew and Mathilda will be waiting.” The tiger said as he walked out of the room. “Woah, what? You want me to pose naked?” Daze yelped. Halting in his steps and frowning at the wolf, Sanders nodded. “Well of course, why hide what your mother gave you? Hmm?” he said with a laugh as he closed the door behind him. Daze didn’t say a thing and looked at himself in the mirror. Sighing he proceeded to strip himself of his shirt and pants.

“What do you mean?! I need those pictures today, you hear me? To – day!” the lion shouted into the phone before him. Chase’ lowered his ears as he stood there, nailed to the floor. He was always slightly intimidated when Hennings shouted like that, and he knew that wasn’t a good thing. “Fine! You’re fired! I won’t take anymore of your screw-ups, you hear me?! You’re out! For good!” the lion roared as he smashed the phone back into place. Panting slightly, he scanned the room, noticing Chase was still standing there. “Oi, Chase I need your help. Fast.” He began, and Chase gulped. “Well, get over here!” he roared again. Staggering to his feet, Chase made his way back to his desk. “Listen, you did a wonderful job on those shots today, but I’m afraid there aren’t enough. You see, there was another freelancer. He had to go out and take pics of a stomach as well.” He began explaining as Chase nodded in silence. “Problem is, the pred seemed to like him a bit much and he ended up digested and reformed, without his camera. Furthermore, the idiot was supposed to interview a prey inside said predator’s stomach. He screwed up badly, so I had to fire him.” Hennings continued before letting his gaze drop on Chase. “That’s where you come in;” he said with a smile.

Chase frowned as the lion talked, he could already sniff the trouble he was going to get into. “We need that interview and those pictures, Chase! If not then we can’t publish tomorrow!” the lion pressed. “But, I… I was hoping to – “ Chase began with a stutter, but Hennings cut his sentence short. “My dear Chase, I do hope I don’t need to press the dire situation we’re in here. I’d hate to fire two photographers in one day.” The lion continued. Gulping again, Chase sighed and nodded. “Of course sir, I’ll get them done…” he said with a light mutter.  Hennings nodded with a firm face and waved his hand. Sighing and turning his back, Chase left the desk once more, his head hanging.

The door to Daze’s room unlocked and the wolf stepped out. He was nervous, but he knew it wouldn’t be all that bad. Although he was quite comfortable with wearing no clothes at all, actually showing other people was quite a different situation. He stepped into the larger room, his tail brushing behind him, the gigantic lamps shining down on his furry chest and stomach. Mathilda was already sitting on one of the white blocks, naked as well. Daze gulped as he took the whole scene in. He smiled for a moment; funny how something so natural for him could turn into something different when other people were involved. “Oh good, there you are!” Sanders called out to the wolf as he patted him on the back again. “Looking good, looking good!” he said with a chuckle as he escorted Daze to the large center, placing him next to Mathilda.

“Now, Daze, have you ever done this before?”  Sanders inquired. “Well.. being naked around a girl, sure. Swallowing a girl whole, sure. Both of those in front of a camera or twelve… not really.” He responded with a slight and nervous giggle. Sanders laughed and gave him another pat. “Relax, boy. It’s not hard. All you have to do is swallow lil’ Mathilda here before the camera, and after that we’ll get a couple of belly pictures as well.” Sanders explained as both Daze and his prey partner nodded. Daze frowned and tilted his head again. “So why are we naked. I mean… is this some kind of… erotic photo shoot?” Daze asked the tiger before him. Chuckling, Sanders shook his head. “It’s a bit of both, really. We don’t mind how you look or what you do, as long as the prey goes in and your belly outlines come out!” he said enthusiastically. 

Nodding with a smile, Daze agreed. “Alright, sounds good enough.” He said as he eyed Mathilda. “Shall we give it a go?” he asked her. The vixen crawled up to him and licked his chest before she spoke. “I’m all yours, cutie.”

Chase grumbled and muttered softly as he made his way back towards the reception. “Damn it… now I can’t visit Daze. Who knows how frustrated he is … for all I know he could’ve eaten 3 innocent people by now.” He thought to himself as he passed the second door again. He stood still as he gave his camera an inspective look again. Twisting and turning it, he slapped his forehead with the palm of his hand. “Damn it, I forgot to put a film in!” he cursed under his breath. Looking at the door next to him, he gasped. “Oh, this is the photo shoot room, these guys have abundant films to spare.” The grey wolf thought as he slipped inside.

Kneeling and his arms supporting him, Daze slowly opened his maw wide in front of the vixen’s own muzzle. The camera’ began to flash next to him, but he paid them no mind. All that mattered now was making a good first impression and try to control himself. Slowly the vixen gave his larger tongue a tiny lick as she stuck her head in with a soft whimper, Daze’s lower voice murring softly in return as his tongue felt her head. He gently caressed her chin and throat as they slid past his fangs and into his throat. With a first gulp, her head, ears and neck all vanished within Daze’s brown and furry throat.  He moaned softly as he tasted her, his tongue exploring the fur on her orange-golden body as it drew her in deeper. He could feel her lick his throat muscles inside as she slid deeper into his larger body. Her purring made his tongue and maw vibrate as they filled up with her chest. Blushing for a moment beneath his fur as his tongue gently touched the outlines of her breasts, he gently tossed them onto his tongue and into his maw, licking at them tenderly before gulping them down. 

Series after series of clicks and flashes raced past him, but he didn’t even notice anymore. He was in his own state now, his favorite state, his dominant and predatory state. Her belly was now being cradled by his tongue, and he licked about her bellybutton eagerly as he murred loudly, before taking it in. The purrs coming from within his throat made him salivate even more as he gulped her waist down.

Inside of the wolf, Mathilda felt her nose press against a ring of flesh. Moments later, it slowly opened up to reveal Daze’s stomach. She marveled at the pink and fleshy chamber that was about to hold and churn about her. Giggling, she gave the nearest wall a lick. “Well what do you know, cute on the inside as well.” She muttered as she continued to purr loudly, feeling her predator moan louder outside, the cool air of the studio vanishing more and more as her body started to empty out on the soft and squishy floor beneath her. 

Daze closed his eyes in bliss as he felt the weight in his belly, the cute vixen already starting t settle inside his stomach. His tail brushed the swelling outlines of the brown and furry bulge with gentle strokes as he continued to gulp her down. His saliva coated her slim and gentle legs as they wriggled their way into his throat, and he gulped them down at a steady and enjoying pace. The bulges in his throat were growing larger, and it made him feel all the more relaxed and amused. He constantly bent his mind on his belly and waist, determined not to let himself get too carried away. His belly continued to swell up as the outlines of the vixen became visible beneath the flesh, and he used one of his free hands to stroke it gently. 

“You’re doing great, Daze! Keep it up, the cameras love you!” Sanders spoke up. Grinning, Daze proceeded to sit up on his knees, cradling his swollen belly with his both hands as he tilted his head upwards, gulping down Mathilda’s legs and tail. He felt little struggles inside of his large stomach as Mathilda’s muffled voice spoke up. “Hey! What about me? I’m making the cameras love him!” she said with a giggle, and the wolf had to do his best not to laugh.  He continued to let his tongue lick over the soles of her feet, before pulling them in and closing his maw behind them. His cheeks were bulging with vixen, but he let his tongue have its way with her feet first.  Tossing and turning them around, he could feel and hear her giggles deep inside of him, and he smirked. At last, he gave them one big gulp, feeling the bulge move down his throat, into his chest. Mathilda felt her legs, feet and tail pop through the tight ring as she curled up inside the larger wolf’s stomach, purring happily as she stroked the stomach walls around her for a bit, licking at them occasionally as her tail took care of the walls behind her. She continued to shift and turn about gently to make herself comfortable. 

Daze belched loudly as he stroked his shifting belly, looking down at it with a tender smile and licking his lips, panting slightly. The cameras were still flashing about, aimed at his face and belly, and he didn’t move for quite a while until a familiar voice broke him out of his trance. 

“Daze?”

 Chase opened the door that led to the large photo shoot room. He perched his ears, already hearing the faint noise of cameras clicking and lights flashing. “Hmm, strange… I didn’t knew the guys were shooting today…” he muttered to himself as he made his way over to the central room. He halted in his steps and was thankful that his camera hung around his neck. If it hadn’t been, it would’ve hit the floor. Chase stood there, flabbergasted as his eyes took in the image of his best friend sitting there, fully naked, moaning and with a heavy belly. He kept looking from the cameras to Daze and back before he was finally able to make a sound. “Daze?” he called out. The larger wolf seemed to snap out of a trance as he opened his eyes and spotted his grey furred friend. “Chase? Oh, my! Chase! Ummmm… !” he yelped as he got up clumsily, covering his crotch with both of his hands as he stumbled over the blocks, grabbing a bathrobe. “What are – what are you doing here?” Daze inquired as he walked up to Chase, ignoring the cameras and Mathilda completely. “I work here, remember?” Chase said rather bluntly. Scratching his head and blushing beneath his fur, Daze turned his attention towards the crew. “Umm,  I need a tiny break guys, five minutes alright?” he called out to them, and they nodded. 

He gently grabbed Chase by the shoulders and led him to his dressing room, patting his belly as he went. “I’m sorry Mathilda, we’ll continue in a second.” Daze said to her, and he could feel her nod. “Whose Mathilda?” Chase asked, and Daze rolled his eyes. “Your clothes are soaked, what happened to you?” the larger wolf asked as he closed the door behind them. “You don’t wanna know, I had a bad day…” Chase said as he sat down in one of the chairs. “That sucks, anything I can do?” he said as he gave Chase’s cheek a little caring stroke. The smaller wolf smiled and shook his head. “I’m afraid not. I need to get going after I ask a film from the guys here, though I don’t really feel like going on another stomach trip.” He said with a sigh.  “What’re you on about?” Daze inquired, his eyes staring down at Chase’s beneath his black hair. Chase sighed again and explained the situation as Daze sat down in front of him, occasionally patting his belly when Mathilda shifted about again. 

“My word, Chase. Why didn’t you come to me sooner?” Daze said as he got up and stroked Chase’s head. “Well, I wanted to, but I got a little tied up I guess. I’m glad they accepted you as a model, though.” He added as he took a look at the shifting bulge again. “Well, not yet they haven’t.” Daze began as he paced around the room. “This photo shoot is a sort of ‘test’. If I do this right, I may just get the job.” He concluded. Chase nodded and smiled. “I’m sure you’ll do well. I have to go though, I have to go and find myself a predator and prey.” He said as he hopped off the chair and walked towards the door.  “Wait. Close the door, I have a plan.” Daze said and Chase obliged. “What if I were to swallow you, and you have a wee interview with Mathilda in there?” Daze suggested as he could already feel Mathilda fully approving the idea. Chase lowered his ears and tilted his head. “Oh, erm.. I don’t know… you seem pretty full and busy already. And I’m not sure if VRP staff is a valid source of interviewing…” Chase said with a hesitant tone, but Daze placed his hand on one of his shoulders and smiled.

“They’ll never have to know that it was I that ate you, and you can change Mathilda’s name if you really have to. She won’t tell, right Mathilda?” Daze asked his bulging belly, and he giggled as the weight inside of him nodded. “See? It’s perfect, please let me help you.” Daze urged him. Chase nodded and sighed. “Sure, OK. Thanks Daze… I – err, I appreciate your help. I hope they take you as a model, you’re really perfect for it.” He added with a blush as the larger wolf smiled. “Hehe, thanks Chase. I reckon the bigger my belly, the happier they are. No one has to know where you went. As long as you keep the interview for after the shoot.” Daze assured him as he gripped his bathrobe around his belly. Chase chuckled as he pulled the robe off with a smirk. “No need for that. I’m sorry if I freaked out a bit earlier, but if I think about it… it’s normal to see you like this. We’re best friends after all, and I reckon I’ll be seeing this side much more in the future. Don’t hide what your mother gave you.” He added jokingly, knowing it was Sanders’s favorite motto. 

Daze blinked as Chase cast the bathrobe aside and stood there, camera ready with a loving smile on his face. “Well, I’m ready.” He said as he looked up at Daze’s dark green eyes. “Alright then, make way Mathilda.” Daze said with a smirk as he felt the weight inside him shift a bit. He slowly grasped Chase by his sides, pinning his arms against them.  Slowly he raised the grey wolf from the ground, yawning wide as he engulfed his head, his tongue pressing against Chase’s muzzle. Chase gave it a few licks as he brushed his head against the roof of Daze’s maw, wriggling himself into the wolf’s throat. He heard his friend moan slightly and giggles as he buried his head into Daze’s throat, diving down towards his stomach. Daze held Chase closely to his chest, gently pushing him into his maw as he gulped steadily. Saliva coated Chase’s clothes for the second time that day, and he smirked. The grey fur that surrounded Chase’s hands as they clutched the camera vanished inside of Daze’s cheeks as well. He gave it all a big swallow, and Chase’s shoulders, chest and belly disappeared into the bulging throat. 

Daze paused for a moment, catching his breath as he gently lifted his nose up in the air, Chase’s legs gently dangling outside of his drooling maw. With a loud murr of satisfaction, he let go of Chase, instead using his large tongue to keep his friend in place as it pulled more of him in. Already he could feel Chase wriggle his way further down, stroking his head and body against the slick throat muscles that gently pushed him down into Daze’s already occupied stomach. Chase smiled as he felt himself being pushed deeper into Daze’s body, and he felt at peace for the first time that day. Slowly, his head pressed through the tight stomach ring and he found himself emptying out into the wolf’s swollen stomach. He gave Mathilda a grin as he spotted her, pushed against a stomach wall. “How do you do? Name’s Chase.” He said with a chuckle.

Daze’s lips worked their way around Chase’s thighs and legs as they vanished into his eager maw as well. His tongue licking about, he could already feel his belly expanding even more as his second guest was being tucked away inside of him. He enjoyed the feeling of the weight within shifting about immensely, and he closed his eyes in bliss again as he took his sweet time gulping the last of Chase down.  His tongue slowly pulled Chase’s feet in, and Daze closed his maw behind them, licking his lips with a slight giggle. 

“Daze? You in there? Ready to continue?” the muffled voice of Sanders called out to him from behind the door. Gulping Chase down and opening his maw to breathe again, Daze replied. “Yeah, I’ll be there in a minute!” 

He heard Sanders leaving as he watched the bulge in his throat vanish into his bare chest, making his belly swell up so that it pressed against his sides and legs a bit. Feeling every moment of the two held inside of him, he belched softly again as he wagged his tail, marveling at how good he looked with two preys inside of his stomach. “Alright you two, make sure to keep still. I’ll let you both out when we’re done.” He said as he opened the door again, walking towards the center room again to resume the shoot.

Sanders gave him an odd look as the wolf walked towards him. “Has your belly grown even larger?” he asked with a frown. Daze nodded and smirked. “Yeah, I told Mathilda she didn’t have to curl up like that, I’m more stretchy than I look.” He explained with a giggle. “Ah, right. Good thinking, readers love large bellies.” Sanders said with an approving nod. Daze took his place again as he sat on one of the boxes, smiling at the camera as Sanders gave him instructions on how to pose. His belly started to touch the ground as he got on his knees again. “Alright, now reach down towards it and kiss the bulge.” Sanders called out, and Daze obliged. “You two alright in there?” he asked under his breath as the camera flashed. “Yeah we’re fine. Go on.” Chase’s muffled voice replied to him. He smiled and continued the rest of the shoot.

Fifteen minutes later Sanders had decided they got more then enough footage and called it a day. “Congratulations, son. You got the job, and you’ve earned it. We haven’t seen such a model in years.” Sanders complimented him. “Oh, really? Well, thanks!” Daze exclaimed as he shook hands with the tiger. “Congratulations, hottie.” Mathilda’s muffled voice added from within. Daze chuckled as he nodded. “Well, if you don’t mind – I’ll go and let her out now. I’ll meet you back here in a while, I guess.” Daze said as he turned his back and walked towards his dressing room. “Sure thing.” He heard Sanders confirm behind him.

Closing the door of his room again, he walked over to the pile of pillows in the corner and knelt down before it, cradling his massive belly with both arms before focusing. Soon, he started to initiate his gagging reflex, and he felt a large lump of weight leave his belly again. Wondering who would be the first to come out, Daze felt his throat open up as one of his guests was being pushed back out and into his maw. Opening his jaws again, he could feel the long hairs of Mathilda slide over his tongue once more as he emptied her out into the pillows. Some moments later, a soaked and happy Mathilda was already kneeling in front of him, stroking the wolf’s belly and chest with that same interested look she had when they’d first met. “You know… that was a rather fun experience. We should do it again sometime.” She whispered in his ear as she proceeded to lick the wolf’s eartip. “Hehe, sure Mathilda. Why don’t you meet me later at the reception hall and we’ll swap some numbers.” Daze said as he gave her nose a lick, winking at her. She nodded and gave his belly one more pat before walking off to her own room. “Nice chatting with you, Chase.” She added before she closed the door behind her. Daze chuckled as he felt Chase stir a bit inside his now smaller belly. 

“Had a good interview with her then? I thought I had told you guys to wait with it, you’re lucky they weren’t onto us.” Daze said with a sigh as he stared at his belly. “Well, your belly walls are more soundproof than you think, I’m actually shouting now.” Chase’s voice said with a chuckle. “Well… I guess you’re right, no harm done anyway.” He replied as he nuzzled the bulge Chase made inside of him. “So, ready to come out?” Daze inquired as he positioned himself to regurgitate Chase. “Not quite yet.” The smaller wolf answered from within him. “Let’s go over to my place first, I need a new pair of clothes anyway. I still have six hours left for my deadline, and I have the feeling I got more than enough material.” He added with a giggle. 

Daze smiled and stroked his belly as he got up. “Well, if you say so, I’ll drive over to your place first and drop you of here again.” The wolf suggested, and he felt the internal nodding. He got dressed again and pulled his shirt over his belly, laughing at how silly it looked. As he made his way towards the hall, he called out to Chase again. “You do know why I wanted this job so bad right?” 

“As in ‘So bad that you’d even go naked for it?’ ” Chase repeated. “Yeah.” Daze said with a smile. “I don’t, why?” Chase inquired as he shifted about within, enjoying the rhythm in which Daze’s stomach swayed him from left to right.  “It’s simple. So I could spend more time with you.” The brown wolf said as he made his way towards the reception, feeling as if all the peace and happiness in the world was stored right there, inside his now blushing belly.

The end

