Warning:

Contains most of the following:

Off screen vore, cat people, scantily clad people, delivery boys and caves. 

Special Deliveries
Morning was cracking, and Steven was glad to crawl out of the night. Night in the new area was dangerous. In the dawn, all the creepy crawlies slithered and slinked away into their hidey-holes until dusk’s cloak fell again. Until then, it was all the monsters that hid in plain sight. That was why he got a job; he was the delivery man.

The sounds of morning started to awake from the slumber. The morning birds started chirping, the little woodland creatures started to stir, and snakes of monstrous size swooned out of their caves. And Little Steven, age fourteen, was making the deliveries. And, he was surprised at how fun it really was.
As his old vehicle, a beat up mail delivery truck that had been repainted and repaired to where it could move. The last owner, a slightly pudgy mail man, had been attacked by a swarm of cat girls. That didn’t bother Steven. What bothered him was the fact that the upholstery had been torn to shreds.

“Freaking cats…” He muttered as the old truck puttered down the road. His first delivery, fortunately, was in the urban part of the community. His first door had a note on the door, written on some gentle stationary. 

“One sub., cat f.”, he read quietly. It was easy enough, this one was always the same. He looked back at the rather gloomy house he had taken the message from. It was average enough, but with a massive doggie door, and claw marks all over. He knew this house. It was a relatively safe place, as long as he didn’t look like a cat, or linger too terribly long.

With a spring in his step, Steven hopped back in the van, and opened the door to the back. There were people, or deviations thereof, hanging from hooks attached to the ceiling. Near the back, hung three or four with little cat ears on their heads, claws and cute little tails. Duct tape wrapped around the mouth and wrists prevented screams or clawing, which Steven’s arms appreciated.
The order called for one submissive female cat… and he picked the nice scared one, with cute purple hair. “Such a cutey…” With a stiff punch to the stomach, the cat lost its breath and flinched away. Steven slung the form over his shoulder, and dumped it at the dog door, and rang the bell.

The sound of jingling collars and paws scrapping floor could be heard, louder and louder as Steven started up the truck. When he pulled away, he heard barks and the cat try and screech, and the dog door flap swing shut.
The next house was farther down the road, another large complex with fancy décor and a radiant front yard.  Steven held out his clipboard and compared addresses to the one on the street. This one had ordered by phone, and they wanted one man, this one a struggler. The delivery boy hopped out of the van and into the back, to the hanging food supply. Near the back, mingling with the scents of sweat and fear was the special order.

It was an Adonis of a man, with tone muscles, bronze skin and ruffled blonde hair. He was in a pair of cheap gym shorts, and was passed out from some kind of tranquilizer. Checking the chart again, Steven marked on his clipboard. This one would be more dangerous…

With the man-hunk slung over his shoulder, Steven knocked twice on the door. When there was no answer, he left the man at the door just as he began to groan and regain consciousness. The door then opened, and a woman was there. Maybe, Steven thought, woman was the wrong term. Goddess seemed more appropriate. Her skin was fine pale, like a thin cream, while her glistening auburn hair hung down to her waist. Her hazel eyes seemed to stare into Steven’s brain, and pierced him as they moved lower along his body. She was flawless, it seemed, with rosy lips and gentle muscle, not fat just visible under her skin, as all she had on was her bathrobe. She let it fall naturally, not bothering to fix it as her chest poked out, as some redness appeared on Steven. The robe slipped more, and left nothing to the imagination.
As she approached, Steven reacted. In the blink of an eye, his knife was out. It was a hunting one, no glamour here, just ten inches of ugly but effective steel. “Back off…” he said, as the woman slunked over to the half awake man, now beginning to stir. 

Steven let out a breath when he was in the van, to his surprise. He hadn’t realized he was holding his breath. Sure, he was a man… well, boy, and he was into the ladies. But that was no lady, no goddess. It was a predator, who lured men in. 

His thoughts were confirmed as the delivery was screaming, a chorus followed by the woman’s laughter. However the man was being devoured, it wasn’t with the mouth. Steven shook his head, forcing his mind from wandering too far on that topic.

The next delivery was in cave, miles from this neighborhood, in the jungle district. The delivery boy added his machete holder, adding an older brother to his knife. He would defiantly need the extra steel. A small platoon of victims was set up to be delivered to the cave, home to some kind of snake beast. 

This was his special little job, these special deliveries. They never failed to disappoint. Steven whistled as the sun sat comfortably above the horizon, watching as Steven rode on. 
“It’s all in a day’s work…”

