The Feaster Bunny

By: Ragnar Wolfcoon

(Vorefright Zone Episode 1)

((Author’s Note: This story was inspired by Race’s drawing of the same title. It can be found here http://aryion.com/modules.php?name=2&g2_itemId=37436 Wrote it the week before Easter. Contains child vore between a furry pred and human prey. ~ April 11, 2006. Also, my idea for the Vorefright Zone series came after I posted this story to Big Gulp, thus I’ve revised it with an introduction and ending hosted by moi. ~ June 1, 2006))
(Opening host segment after title credits and theme. The host, Ragnar Wolfcoon dressed in a black suit, stands before a table decorated with Easter baskets, colored Easter eggs, jellybeans, chocolate bunnies, and marshmallow Peeps.  Current music is “Here Comes Peter Cottontail in the background as Mr. Wolfcoon starts his intro)

Rags: The joyful sounds of children in sugar highs from Easter candy chasing each other and searching for hidden Easter eggs fill the air every year on that special Sunday in spring. The day when reality is suspended and chocolate bunnies lay crème filled eggs. A day when adults can recall their childhood and remember what is was like believing in something extraordinary. A time before responsibilities, jobs, and… taxes. (Rags munches on a pawful of jellybeans.) When do we stop believing? When does a youngster decide enough is enough of this craziness of giant rabbits delivering eggs and candies and toys… and in a single night? This is a story of two brothers, Sam and Alistair. For 14-year-old Sam, the time has been too long in the making to give up this “baby stuff” as he refers to it. Little brother, Ali, finds nothing wrong with it and enjoys the holiday. They’re about to learn that the line between reality and unreality can be blurred. (Picks up a chocolate bunny and holds it before his face as the camera zooms in to it) Maybe it’s wise to still believe… in The Vorefright Zone.
*     *     *

(Dissolves into the story from chocolate bunny CU to a CU of a plate of carrots and celery in a kitchen)
Alistair laid out the carrots and celery on the dining table, while his little sister, Amanda, placed a white lily in a small vase along side the plate of veggies. His mom set down a glass of milk. The Andersons had raised all three of their children with this night-before-Easter tradition. Alistair’s older brother, Sam, no longer believed in the Easter Bunny.
     “You babies are so stupid,” Sam said, through a mouthful of the end of his hamburger. He washed it down with a gulp of Coke.

     His mom scolded him, “Samuel, please, don’t call your brother and sister stupid.” Sam placed his dishes in the sink and turned to the family room to watch television. “And it’s your turn to load the dish washer.”

     “Ah, come on, mom.” He could see the smug look on Alistair and Amanda’s faces.
“Don’t ‘ah, come on, mom’ me. It’s your night. Now do it. And is all your homework done. Your father informed me that chemistry is giving you a difficult time. If you need any help, I could…”
     Sam filtered out his mother’s string of comments and nagging, interrupting her as he reluctantly loaded the dish washer. “It’s Easter vacation we don’t have homework.”
     “Well, then this would be a good time to study and be ahead of the others when you go back…” Sam easily tuned out his mom. This was how he got by while at home. Most of the time he spent it in his room. Dishwasher loaded, the teenager headed for the family room to do what teenagers do best next to eating. Pressing the button on the remote, he flopped onto the couch and turned to ESPN.

     Amanda cried out, “Mommy, Sammy’s not letting us watch Snoopy.” Mrs. Anderson entered the room. “Sam, you knew at dinner that they were going to watch the Easter specials.”
     Sam sat up on the couch and whined, “But mooooom. You know I have to watch the Thrashers. Tonight they’re playing Boston.”
     “You watch hockey all the time. Tonight’s the only night for the Charlie Brown Easter Special. You can tape the game and watch it later.”

     “But mom it’s the end of the season. This game is important. Why don’t you tape those crummy kid shows?”

     “Because I said so. And every Thrashers game is life or death to you.” Sam growled and jumped up to set the DVR for the game, then stomped up the stairs to his bedroom. A few moments later, his younger brother entered the room they shared.

     “What do you want, squirt?” Sam grabbed his wallet and slapped his baseball cap on his head.

     “I wanted to tell you that I wanted to watch the Thrashers with you, but Mandy wanted to watch…”

     “Don’t be such a liar. You wanted to watch your precious Easter Bunny shows. Let me inform you, runt.” Sam stood before his brother and leaned in to stress each word. “There is no Easter Bunny.”

     “Yes, there is. Who else brings…”

     “Mom and Dad buy all those stupid toys and eggs and candy and hide them. You’re so gullible and dumb.” Sam heads towards the window.
    “I am not dumb. You’re 14. Jimmy says that when you get older you stop believing in the Easter Bunny.”

     Sam rolled his eyes and lifted the blinds. “Jimmy’s an idiot. I’m almost an adult. I stopped believing in baby things years ago. You’re 10, Ali. Grow up.”

     “Where are you going?” his brother approached the window.

     “I’m going out with Steve. You go do your kiddy Easter thing with Mandy. Tell mom and dad I’m out, and you’re dead.” Sam lifted a fist and climbed out the window onto the roof. A cap-clad head popped back into the room. “Oh, one more thing, baby. Santa Claus ain’t real either!” Sam saw Alistair’s face drop as he ducked into the night.

*     *     *

     It was close to one in the morning when Sam climbed back in the bedroom window. Clutching a plush blue bunny he received for Easter last year, Alistair slept peacefully in the bed nearest the window. “Baby,” whispered Sam, undressing into his blue sleep pants and a white t-shirt. His stomach growled, so he decided to get a snack. He opened the door to the hall. His foot touched down on the hardwood causing the floor to creak loudly.
     “Damn,” he growled hopping back into the carpeted bedroom. His eyes darted and landed upon the pair of pink bunny slippers “The Easter Bunny” AKA his parents gave him two years ago. Sam rolled his eyes and slipped them on. Since they made good sound absorbers, the teen only wore them for sneaking around late at tonight. 
     He walked the hall and descended the stairs, quietly making his way into the darkened kitchen. The fridge light lit his face as he removed a can of Coke and an apple. Closing the door, he suddenly heard crunching. As he tiptoed along the linoleum towards the origin, the crunching and munching grew louder.

     Shit, dad must be eating those stupid carrots Ali left out, thought Sam. He held onto the wall and craned his neck around to check. There sitting at the dining room table was a large, cotton-white bunny. Its nose twitched and wiggled as it stuffed another carrot into its mouth. Sam blinked and stood there dumbfounded. This cannot be real. I must have fallen asleep upstairs. I was really tired. A huge front paw picked up the glass and slurped the milk. I bet it’s dad. He must have thought Ali or Mandy was going to come down and check on the food. The seven-foot tall rabbit stood. He wore a purple plaid vest and yellow polka dot bowtie. Picking up a basket of goodies, he hopped into the living room to hide his gifts. Sam chuckled and slowly turned around to get his butt to bed before his father caught him. As he turned to leave, a pair of eyes blinked at him near the corner of the room. Sam gasped, and his heart missed a beat. The teen jumped back against the wall, banging his elbow.
     “Dammit,” he yelled softly.

     “It’s bad to use naughty words,” said a high-pitched voice. A figure stepped out of the shadows. It was another bunny. This one was about the same size, but covered with chocolate-brown fur and wearing only green sweatpants. It too crunched upon a carrot.
     Mom? Must be mom. Man, they really went out of their way this year. Those costumes must have cost a lot. They better not decrease my allowance due to this.
     “Okay, mom, you caught me. I’ll go to bed now. By the way, really cool outfits. Almost look real,” the boy chuckled and walked through the kitchen and towards the stairs. A loud thump followed him.
     “Good boys and girls are asleep,” the creepy voice announced. The rabbit hopped forward again with a thump. Sam laughed nervously.
     “I’m going back to bed now.”

     “Too late for that now, Sammy,” the Mickey Mouse voice snapped. Sam became frightened. This was no nice bunny.
     “Good night, mom.” He left the kitchen and ascended the stairs. A blur of white bounced in the family room as the white rabbit proceeded to hide candy-filled baskets. “Good night, dad.” He said to the white bunny who looked up to smile and wave. Sam felt frightened. He was certain that the phony smile morphed into a demonic grin. The waving paw only scared him more as he increased his speed, running up the stairs and down the hall.
    Closing the door to his room, he breathed a long sigh of relief. He had to remember in the morning to tell his folks to get less frightening costumes next time. His heart still beat rapidly as he leaned against the door.
     Thump. Thump. Thump.
     Sam’s heart sped up. It can’t be. But he knew it was, and knew what he would see before he saw it. Peeking through the slit of open doorway, he saw the brown rabbit’s long ears come into view. With each thump, the ears lengthened. It was hopping up the stairs.

     Sam slammed the door. This was one of those times he knew that a lock on his door would have been useful, if only his parents had allowed it. “Ali shares that room too, and you’re not going to lock him out” was his parents answer. The thumping was right outside the door. The doorknob began to turn. Sam grabbed it and fought it while slamming himself against the door.
     “Ali! Ali! Help me!,” Sam shouted to his snoring brother, who sprang awake.

    Ali, rubbed his eyes and said, “What’s wrong, Sam? Who’s at the door?”

    “Shut up, and push the dresser in front of the door,” Sam commanded his brother who sleepily obeyed without anymore questions. Straining and grunting, he slowly pushed the heavy dresser towards the door. Sam leapt and aided Alistair in shoving it against the door, he then placed the footlocker between it and the desk. The door was barricaded quite well and the shaking at the door stopped.
     “What’s going on, Sam?” The older brother sat on the bed, shaking and panting, wiping sweat from his brow.

     Embarrassed, Sam merely said, “Nothing. It’s nothing. I think it went away.” Sam went to check by listening near the dresser.
     “Didn’t sound like nothing,” started Ali, as something materialized in the center of the room. Sam yelped and leaped onto his bed; his brother followed him. The form of the brown rabbit finished phasing into existence.

     “The Easter Bunny?” said Ali softly staring at the strange creature.

      In that same Mickey Mouse voice, it said, “No, Ali. I am the Easter Bunny’s brother.” Confused, the boys blinked.

     Ali said, “I never heard of an Easter Bunny’s brother.” The brown rabbit’s ears twitched, and he wiggled his nose.

     “That’s because I’m not as well-known as my little brother. He visits every home, while I make my way only to a very select few.” The creature explained, staring at the boys and reaching up to scratch an itch on his right ear.

     Feeling less afraid, Alistair stepped towards the brown rabbit. “Wow, the Easter Bunny’s brother. This is so amazing. I can’t wait to tell Jimmy. Why did you pick our home?”

     “I’ll tell you, Ali.” He flashed a gregarious grin. “But first could you get this itch?” The rabbit lowered his head for Ali to scritch the bothersome ear. The boy scratched it; the rabbit smiling and thumping his left foot in sweet relief.”
     “Now, tell, please,” Ali said.

     “Well, he’s on the list,” the rabbit looked at Sam.

     “Huh?” Sam got off the bed. “What do you mean? What list?”

     “The non-believing, bad little kid list.”
     “I’m no little kid. I’m…”

     “Fourteen. Yeah, we know everything about all kids. It’s a mutual arrangement with Santa. We eat the carrots and other veggies, and he gets all the cookies he wants at Christmas. Guess the fatman enjoys his sweets.” The rabbit grinned down at Ali and wiggled his nose. Ali laughed and petted the furry arm. “Isn’t Sammy a bad boy, Ali?”

     Alistair looked down, rubbing over the bruise he received yesterday afternoon for using his brother’s Gameboy without asking first. “Um…”

     “Don’t worry, Ali. It was a rhetorical. We both know Sammy’s been quite bad. His number one offense: not believing in my brother.” The rabbit’s mouth twisted into a grimace and snarled like a wolf. Sam took a quick step back and watched the rabbit sit down on Alistair’s bed. 

      “What’s your name, mister?” asked Ali as the rabbit lifted him to his lap.

     “Glad you asked, Ali. My name is as ancient as time itself, but I’m known by children who’ve observed my actions as The Feaster Bunny, the vengeful, older brother to Easter.” Ali trembled some.

     “This is nuts,” said Sam.

     “Oh, it gets better, Sammy.” To Ali, he spoke softly, “I’m here to take care of your brother for your sake and the sake of my own little brother.”

     “Wh-what are you going to do?” asked the young boy.
     Sam responded, “Ali, come on, none of this is real. We’re probably having some kind of double dream.”

    The rabbit stood up, lowering Ali to the floor and approaching Sam. “That’s enough chitchat. I’m hungry and got a schedule to keep.” His hands reached out and grabbed Sam.

     “What are you going to do to him?” asked Ali.

     The rabbit licked his lips over his protruding incisors. “Why, eat him of course. I -am- the Feaster Bunny.” The rabbit giggled eerily and raised Sam’s head to his mouth while Ali looked on.

     Sam squirmed and struggled. He punched at the rabbit’s shoulders as his head was shoved quickly into the dark maw. Terrified at the thought of getting eaten alive, he kicked his pink slippers against the 7-foot tall rabbit’s belly and chest.
     Awestruck, Ali sat on the bed and stared. The rabbit had his mouth stretched over Sam’s shoulders moving down the chest; he waved and wiggled his ears at the young boy watching him devour his older brother.

     This isn’t happening. It can’t be. I’m not being swallowed by an overgrown rabbit. Sam saw nothing in the blackness, but he heard gulping and slurping as well as a deep rumbling from below from the rabbit’s hungry stomach. Sam trembled and felt teeth scrape over his belly and back. His head and chest became constricted by the throat. The moist flesh against this face was disgusting, but it could not compare to the smell of gastric acids and the extreme pain. The rabbit pushed him in further. The boy’s flaying legs accomplished nothing. Suddenly, Same felt his legs gripped tightly by one of the paws. He knew the end was near. A few more gulps, and he’d be bunny food. At this point, he only thought one thing. I don’t believe. I don’t believe this. Not real. Ain’t happening. No such thing as the Easter Bunny or a Feaster Bunny. Nope, don’t believe this.
     Occurring outside the Feaster Bunny’s gullet, Ali sniffled and wiped teary eyes. Sam was almost completely gone, and the rabbit looked and began to wave cutely at him. Looking at the brown furry paw, Ali thought it flickered in the air. Blinking and rubbing his sleepy eyes, he focused and watched it occur again. The shimmering intensified and moved from the hand along the arm and to the shoulder. It branched out over the entire lapine body.
     What was going on? he thought. He could see his brother now as the bunny turned translucent. Sam was twisted in an upside-down, bent backward position. He could see how the esophagus and stomach constricted his brother’s body, but they themselves, or any part of the rabbit has disappeared. The rabbit returned for a moment and vanished again. Ali could hear Sam repeating a phrase, and it grew louder.
     I don’t believe. I don’t “believe. I don’t believe. I don’t believe,” Sam was shouting. He could see his brother upon the bed. “Ali, it’s working. I don’t believe. This can’t be happening because I don’t believe in the Easter Bunny.”
     Ali jumped up and stood beside where the rabbit should be. Sam hung there in midair but fell a few inches every so often, as if he was still being swallowed. His head and chest turned upward as his legs turned vertical. The pink, fuzzy, bunny slippers dangled high above his head.
     “See, Ali, I told you there’s no such thing as a stupid Easter Bunny. You’re such a baby for believing in such stupid things. Such, baby things that… Hey, what’s happening?” A large brown image briefly was in view. It flickered and waved. “It can’t be happening. I don’t believe it! I don’t believe in the stupid Easter Bunny!” Sam found himself forced into a more cramped position as his entire torso squeezed into the stomach. Ali approached the area and yanked off the bunny slippers. Sam watched growing more frightened as darkness blocked his view for milliseconds at a time but lengthening. “What are you doing, Ali?”
     His younger brother reached up. “I’ll take these. You don’t believe in the Easter Bunny, but I do. And I’m not a baby!” Ali smirked and put on the slippers, seeing Sam’s face in utter shock. He could see it a few moments longer as the Feaster Bunny flashed between existence and non-existence, the rabbit tipping his head back to slurp in the bare feet. The beast swallowed. Ali followed Sam’s feet as they slid down the throat and arrived in the stomach to force his brother into a cramped tight ball. Ali waved good-bye. He saw Sam shout in terror and winked out of sight as a fat, brown belly appeared.  The Feaster Rabbit became grounded in reality by a young boy’s belief more powerful than the disbeliever’s.
     “Was he good? Cause he was always bad to me,” Ali patted the rabbit’s bulging tummy.

     The Feaster Rabbit burped and wiggled his nose. “Bad boys are the most delicious.” Ali nodded.
     “Remember to believe, Ali. Wouldn’t want to return. Hee hee. Happy Easter.” Then the full rabbit waved cheerily and vanished.
*     *     *

     A few streets over.

     “Steve, wake up. The Easter Bunny is in our room,” a young boy said.

Steve opened his eyes to see the towering rabbit at the foot of his bed. “What?! You’re not real. You’re not real.”

     “I’m the Feaster Bunny and you’re on my list, Stevie.” The brown rabbit giggled in the same high-pitched voice. Since he was only an imaginary being formed by the constructs of the human mind, Feaster showed no evidence from the previous meal.
     Steve trembled as his foot was yanked from under the covers. “I don’t believe this. I don’t believe this.”

     Steve looked over at his brother, “Jimmy?”

     Jimmy only replied, “But I do.”
*     *     *

(Dissolves from story to ending host segment. Setting: a little boy’s bedroom.)

Rags: A little boy’s power of belief, stronger than his older brother’s power of disbelief. One should never underestimate the power of faith. You never know when it may come in handy, especially… in The Vorefright Zone (pulls out the chocolate bunny from the start of the show from his coat pocket)

I believe too, Ali. (Bites of the chocolate bunny’s ears) Mmm… (Places the earless candy bunny atop the dresser. CU: earless candy bunny as the theme song comes up. Fade to back. End Credits and theme.)
