Jackson felt the cage thump to a stop, after what felt like an eternity of bouncing and swaying as it was carried along by his breeder.  Although he couldn't see anything through the black curtain that was draped over the cage, he could hear voices from outside, talking about him and his fellow humans.  It was the same sort of thing he had heard many many times before; how to care for them, what to feed them, how best to get pleasure out of them.

Jackson sighed a little.  He supposed it was about time that he was chosen to be purchased as a lot of humans, but it was still a bit distressing that it was finally his time.  True, he had seen many many humans be plucked out of the large aquariums that they were bred in, but he had never fully accepted that this same thing would happen to him.

He sighed again, wondering what was going to happen now, who his breeder, Kessana, had sold them all to.  Suddenly, his ears perked up a little.

“...my favorite nephew! Heh heh, I remember how much fun I had during my first experience with a human.  True, he wasn't mine, and I only got to play with him for a short bit, but it was just so much fun!  You know, it's actually why I got into the business of breeding these things.”

After a short pause, during which Jackson could only assume the nephew was nodding, came the reply.  “Of course Kess, you've told me the story lots of times.  I'm, just not sure of what I can do with these things.  I mean, I am barely comfortable with Wols, on those rare occasions where I HAVE to eat one or two....”

Kessana chuckled, “Oh, don't worry Trist, these things will grow on you, and you will realize they are ten times more fun then ANY Wol could ever be.  Anyway, take these as my pre-birthday gift, alright?”
Trist sighed softly, “Alright Kess, I will take them.  Thank you very much for this wonderful gift, I am sure I will enjoy these guys a lot!”
Though Jackson couldn't see it, Kessana grinned hugely, “I am glad to hear that, just do me one favor, choose a human to be your 'special' friend, alright? You don't even have to do anything to him if you don't want, just, I dunno, talk with him, share things with him.  I am sure that by doing that, the humans will grow on you.”
“Alright, I'll do that Kessana, I promise.  But, I really have to be going now, I have homework you know....”
“Ah, of course, sorry to keep you from it.  Enjoy your new present, see you soon Trist!”

Jackson felt the cage jerk a little as his new owner turned around, presumably going back inside.  Then, a short moment or two later, he heard the door slam shut behind him.  He shivered, realizing he was fully in the home of their new owner.  He glanced around at his fellow humans, and realized that most all of them were curled up into little balls, shaking with horror at what was probably to come.  He was the only one sitting in a calm manner, not really showing his fear.

Suddenly, blinding light came into the cage, making Jackson close his eyes a moment while they tried to adjust.  When he was able to see again, he slowly opened his eyes, and found himself staring up at a towering, huge blue creature.  It stood before the cage, which was set onto the kitchen countertop, wearing only a pair of flannel pants.  It looked a good decade or two younger then Kessana for sure, though Jackson never was good at telling the age of these creatures.  It frowned a little as it stared down at the humans.

Jackson started as he suddenly realized that there was, absolutely no malice or ill-will in those eyes.  It didn't have the look of a Bajiiran who wanted to do, things, to a human.  If anything, it looked a bit perplexed as to what he should do with them now.

As Jackson watched, Trist sighed, and leaned closer, resting his elbow on the countertop, staring down at the humans.  “Well, I guess you little guys are mine now.  Though what I am going to do with you I have no idea.  But, I suppose I should choose one of you to be that 'special' companion I promised to select” He sighed again, looking kind of bored, as his eyes roved over the shivering humans.  Finally, his eyes rested on Jackson.

Reaching down, Trist gently undid the door on top of the cheap wire cage, and reached down inside.  With surprising gentleness, which allowed Jackson to feel the warm, soft fur of his new owner's paw and fingers, he was gripped and pulled out of the cage.  Trist dangled him in front of his face.  “Well, I suppose you will be it, since you look the least terrified.  Come on little one, lets go relax.”

Trist closed the cage door, and turned around, walking down the hall to his room.  True, he still lived with his parents, but they were ALWAYS away on business, so this place was as good as his.  He was able to do as he wanted, more or less, which he liked.

Trist got to his room, not even bothering to close the door.  He sighed as he set Jackson down on the nightstand, then reached down, and shirked his flannel pants, revealing that he was fully naked underneath.  He had probably only put them on to look decent in front of his uncle.  Jackson had a good few moments to admire the male creatures form.  His body was lean, but well built, with evident muscles in his biceps, his chest, and his legs.  His fur was a lightish blue, just a couple shades lighter then Navy Blue, and was short all over.  On the whole though, his fur looked soft, if a little wiry.  Behind him, he had a three and a half foot long panther-like tail, which swished and moved around of it's own accord.

The fur on Trist's genitals looked to be the softest.  It looked very fuzzy, and like it would be extremely pleasant to touch, or be rubbed against.  Jackson supposed that was a good thing for whoever this creature decided to get, intimate with.  He couldn't help but admire Trist's genitals, which were very well shaped.  His sheath was fairly long, and looked deliciously plump.  His blue furred sac hung down a good bajiiran inch from his body, looking fully relaxed, and swaying a little with his body movements.  They looked to be about three quarters the size of a golf ball, and like they were heavy with seed.

Trist sighed, not seeming to notice the human staring at his body, and turned around, plopping onto the bed in boredom.  He lay there a few moments, his tail sticking between his legs, twitching here and there lazily.  His legs were spread, not in a lewd fashion, just relaxed, as if he didn't have a care in the world.

Trist looked over to his human, then reached up, and gently picked him up once more.  He moved his new pet closer to his body, and deposited him onto his broad, furry, warm chest.

Jackson blinked, surprised to find himself resting on the strong, warm, and surprisingly cozy chest of his new master.  He stared up at the huge face that loomed over him, and watched as a smile slowly grew on the Bajiiran's lips.

“Well, it looks like you are going to be with me a while now, little one.  Tell me, what is your name?”
Jackson shivered, not at all used to being talked to as if he were something close to an equal by one of these creatures.  He couldn't help but stare a few moments, then slowly spoke up, “Um, my name is Jackson, my lord...”

Trist raised a curious eyebrow, “Lord? Heh heh, no, you don't need to call me lord, little one.” Though Jackson knew the creature meant it, he noticed something in it's eyes that told him it somehow liked being called lord, perhaps it gave it a feeling of power.

Jackson smiled softly, and nodded, “as you wish.... Um, if you don't mind my asking, what are you going to do with us?”

Trist shrugged, “I am not sure really, I've never thought much about what I would do if I ever got my own humans.  And as I am sure you heard, I have never been one to do things to other living creatures....”

Jackson nodded, “I am pleased to hear that sir, but, well, we are still yours.  And, while I am not fully afraid of you, I don't think the others will ever really be able to get over their fears”

Trist shrugged, as if this was none of his concern, “Well, we'll see what happens.  But, for right now, I have to decide what exactly to do with you, don't I?”

Jackson smiled softly, sensing an opportunity here.  “Well, I suppose, you could make me your little pet or something?  I would be honored to stay with you most, if not all the time, sir, and share experiences with you...”

Trist chuckled, “oh, I am sure about that.  You would love to be with me, when I go have dinner in an hour, when I go to use the toilet after that, and when I use the shower after that, wouldn't you?” He smiled, obviously expecting this to change the human's mind.

But this did nothing of the sort.  If anything, Jackson shivered slightly, feeling a strange, kind of excitement knowing he could witness, and be near such happenings without fear of what might happen to him.  He smiled up at Trist, thinking carefully.  He knew that sooner or later, Trist's natural desires would come into play, and that he would indeed want to start doing things with his new pets.  He could see that desire, if just faintly, in Trist's eyes when he called him lord.  But, Jackson was sure he would be able to make things happen to make sure that he would be relatively safe, and, might even get an interesting existence that few humans could ever hope for.  He nodded eagerly to Trist's questions, “In fact, I would be honored to, sir, I would be very happy to share such things with you.  If I don't, if I am not willing to enjoy being with you, then I am not much of a pet, am I? Heh, actually, I could teach you new things to do when you are bored, if you want....”

Trist raised a curious eyebrow, not having expected this from the little human.  But he shrugged, hiding his inner excitement at having something small near him when he enjoyed himself, having something he could talk to and play with, without fear of being embarrassed.  After all, if he did become embarrassed, he could always make the human disappear.... “Well, we'll see little one, for now, I am going to watch tv.” Trist reached down, and picked up the remote.  He turned on the tv, and lay there, watching it, ignoring the human that rested on his chest.  Although he seemed to be watching TV, Trist was actually turning things over in his mind.  True, he had never much enjoyed Wols, and sometimes felt bad when they were eaten.  But, now, he was feeling strangely different.  He was able to hold a conversation with this little thing, do things with it no Wol would ever be able to do.  And, what's more, there were a bunch of other humans that he could, experiment with, try new things out on.  He smiled, feeling excitement grow inside of himself, wanting to experiment with things he knew that all other Bajiirans very much enjoyed getting to do!  He chuckled, deciding he might as well start with them tonight!

Jackson sighed to himself as he rested on the warm, furry chest. He could feel the powerful heartbeat of his new master underneath him, and could feel the chest rising and falling with his breath. He could just, feel, the power of his master below his own small little body. He knew full well that his life was entirely in this blue creature's paws, and that it could do whatever it desired with him. But, he didn't feel any fear, just excitement that he was sitting such a huge male body, and that he would be able to, do things with it that he had only dreamed about.

Suddenly, Jackson felt a pair of eyes on him. He shivered, then slowly turned his head and looked upwards, staring up at the huge face of the Bajiiran looming over him. He swallowed nervously, but waited, smiling a little. Trist smirked a little, “Well, why don't you explore my body a little? You seem to enjoy sitting on my chest like that little one.” Trist seems to think for a moment, “Well, you ARE my little pet now. So, I suppose, you can have free reign of my body. Explore it all you like little one, but, try not to get yourself hurt ok? I don't know how to heal humans....”

Jackson shivered a little, he knew that if he got hurt, he very well might get disposed of. Human life is so cheap around here after all. He shrugged a little, and slowly get up, and started making his way down towards Trist's stomach. He shivered as he felt the powerful ribs give way to the gentle, soft, but not fat, rolling flesh of his stomach. He kept making his way further south, until he got to Trist's belly button. He shivered, then looked down into the deep hole, looking at the swirl of flesh at the bottom. It looked like a soft, warm little cave in this wall of stomach flesh. As he stared down into it, he felt a deep rumbling gurgle rise from within. He shivered to himself, realizing that he was feeling Trist's hunger, and that his big master was going to want some dinner soon. He looked up from that bely button, figuring he had better continue his explorations before it got too close to dinner time.

As he looked up, Jackson could see the tip of the large, plump, blue sheath up ahead. He moaned quietly to himself, and kept crawling forwards towards it. He stared intently as he crested the stomach's gentle slope, and started to move towards the crotch. He stared along the long pillar of furry flesh that was Trist's sheath. It looked, about as big as Jackson was, probably a fair bit bigger! As he crawled closer, he started to get a whiff of the powerful, surrounding, male musk that emanated from this area.  But just as he started to get close to Trist's pubes, he felt a powerful paw suddenly surround him, and lift him skywards. As Jackson watched, Trist's powerful stomach folded on itself as he sat up. He watched as the sheath jiggled and bounced a little with Trist's movements. And as his big master started walking, Jackson could see those large, pendulous balls swinging back and forth between those two massive, powerful legs of his.

Jackson suddenly hears a deep chuckle from up above, and turns around, to stare up at Trist's face. The huge kitty smiles down at him, looking amused. “I know that you were enjoying your explorations, human, but I need to eat right now. My stomach is empty, and demanding food.  I am sure you heard it earlier. So, I am sure you won't mind coming with me as I eat.” 

Jackson smiled, and shook his head, “Oh no lord, it would be my pleasure to remain with you!”

Trist kept smiling as he made his way back to the kitchen. He paused a moment, staring at the good sized cage that contained his humans. He looked at them with a new expression in his eyes. He frowned to himself, obviously trying to decide what to do with them. He shrugged to himself, then set Jackson down on the countertop next to the cage. He turned around, and started rummaging around, getting out the stuff he needed for his meal.  He opened the freezer, and pulled out what looked like a truly massive, frozen chicken pot pie. It looked like, if the top were removed, it could serve as a very nice sized hot tub for the humans. Trist took it over to the microwave, and set it inside, starting the cooking process.

As all of this happened, Jackson couldn't help but stare. He had the perfect view of Trist's ass right now. It was the most perfect bubble butt one could ever hope for. It was round, firm, and powerful. It flexed beautifully as he walked, showing the power contained in his rear alone. Jackson shivered to himself, realizing that his entire body didn't contain even a part of the power of any one of Trist's muscles. Humans truly were helpless against these large creatures.

Suddenly, Jackson moaned to himself, as he realized what was contained inside of that rump. He stared intently, trying to imagine what Trist's tailhole would look like, what it would be like deeper inside of it, what it would be like to, truly serve this creature, and bring it pleasure.

“Ah, my dinner is finally all ready to eat.”

Jackson started as he realized that Trist was speaking, he had just zoned out those few minutes it took for Trist to nuke his meal. He stared as Trist held up a plate, and emptied the pot pie out of it's cardboard container. Trist moved over to the countertop, and set his plate down in front of the cage. He took a huge fork, and started to pull the pot pie apart, separating it into good bite sized sections.  He leaned down, and sniffed the scent of his meal, and signed happily. He smiled to himself, then glanced at Jackson, and grinned. “Well my little one, what to do with you... Hmmmm, how about this.” With that, Trist reached down and took a hold of Jackson, drawing him up, and placing him on his shoulder. He held his paw there for a few moments, to make sure that his little pet had a good grip. Then, he pulled away, and reached down to take a hold of his fork again, and scoop up a good sized bite of his dinner.

Jackson grunted to himself, as he took a hold of the fur on his master's shoulder. Once he was secure, he looked up, and saw that he had an almost perfect view of Trist's jaws, and throat. He watched intently as Trist drew his fork closer and closer, then, opened his mouth wide to push the bite inside. When Trist did that, Jackson saw the many large, powerful fangs inside of that maw, all looking so dangerous, sharp, and powerful, Any one would be more then enough to crush the life out of a human. He shivered to himself, and cringed a little as Trist closed those jaws, and started to chew. He watched intently as the powerful jaw worked itself up and down, tearing into the food, masticating it, and generally preparing it for it's final trip. With a sigh, Trist swallowed, making a noticeable gulping sound as a small bulge slid down his throat, and disappeared into his powerful chest.

Trist sighed softly to himself, and licked his lips. Chicken pot pie was one of his favorite meals, and it always felt good for that warm food to be warming up his insides. He sighed again, resting a moment as he let the warmth of his hot food spread through his stomach. Then, his eye suddenly caught the cage again. The humans inside seemed to be staring up at him with fear in their eyes.  They looked truly afraid of them, even though he hadn't done a thing to them. Suddenly, he felt a powerful urge inside of him to do something with those terrified humans. Slowly, he made a smile, and reached out, and opened the cage again. He reached inside, trying to grab onto one of them. He fumbled around a moment, then grinned, as he took a hold of one, and slowly took it out, making sure to secure the cage behind it so that the others couldn't flee.

Brian screamed in fear as he felt himself being hauled out of the cage. He had been grabbed by this powerful, naked, male Bajiiran, and he was just entirely sure that his doom was approaching, and that there was nothing he could do about it! He whimpered, as he stared up at the huge, imposing face of the blue creature that was looming over him. He could only watch as he was drawn up in front of the face, being held between two powerful, strong fingers, staring along that strong muzzle into his big, green eyes.  Slowly, Trist smiled at him. “Hello little human, tell me, why are you so afraid?”

Brian swallowed nervously, “Um, I'm afraid, because you Bajiirans are always using us for your own pleasures, and you don't care if it costs us our life for it or not...”

Trist chuckled, and leaned back in his chair a little, relaxing as he smiled at the obviously terrified human. “Oh? But what makes you think that I will do that to you? And, honestly, shouldn't humans feel, well, honored, to be feeding bigger creatures?” Trist kept smiling, wondering where he got this kind of attitude from, how he could treat this human like, something so worthless. And yet, at the same time, it gave him such a sense of power. He had this small human in his paw, he could talk to it, converse with it, listen to it's fears, and then, just use it for himself whenever he wished....

Brian shivered softly, not sure if he liked where this conversation was going. “N-no! We're our own creatures, we shouldn't just be devoured or killed just so you Bajiirans can get off... Please, put me back in the cage, and let us all go. You don't want to do anything with us...”

But as Brian watched, Trist just smiled at him again, a new, malevolent look in his eyes. “Awwww, but how can you little humans just leave me, without at least letting me see if I like you guys? I've never tried one after all. Come here little human, let me try you. If I don't like you, I'll let your friends go. But if I do, well, then you'll have company.” As Brian watched, Trist drew him closer, and slowly opened his maw nice and wide, exposing those sharp, white, powerful fang inside, the pinkish red flesh surrounding his maw, that quivering red tongue at the bottom, covered with bits and flecks of that bite Trist just finished. And, in the back, that wide open maw, pulsing, and just waiting for another morsel.

Brian screamed in terror, and thrashed around quite desperately, doing his best to get free, not wanting to get eaten! “Noooooo! Please, don't do this to me! Why do you want to try me? And, what good will it do me if you don't like me? I'll still have died as a very small part of your meal! Please, stop this, don't do this to me....”

But, Trist just murrrred, and Brian was forced to watch as he was drawn closer to that hungry maw, and, carelessly dropped inside. He felt himself land with a soft, wet plop on that powerful tongue. It wriggled under him, and he could feel the powerful breath coming from deep inside of Trist's throat. It carried with it the smell of that bite of Chicken Pot Pie. As he looked around, he could see bits of food stuck between those fangs, lodged there from when these powerful jaws destroyed that bite of food.  Brian whimpered, then turned away from that throat, trying to start desperately clawing his way towards the open maw. He tried his best to get there, but, as he watched, in increasing horror, those toothy jaws slowly descended before him, growing closer and closer. It was as if everything was moving slower, he could see the light of the outside world slowly disappearing between those fangs, he could see his chance for escape slipping away from him.

Finally, with a resounding clop, the jaws sealed tight, sealing Brian within that moist, ever hungry maw. Before he could start screaming his frustration and horror, Brian felt the powerful tongue starting to writhe under him, pushing him around, here and there, rubbing over his naked human flesh, rubbing those taste buds against his body, tasting him, savoring him, coating him in the thick Bajiiran drool that coated everything. He got disoriented, lost, he couldn't tell where he was anymore. This continued, until, at last, he found himself laying on that warm, slick tongue, staring at that pulsating, large, open throat that led deep into Trist's body. He screamed, and tried to back peddle away from it, trying to escape his impending death. But, with a powerful shove, the tongue swallowed, pushing him past the tonsils, and into that deep, powerful, rippling throat. Immediately, it gripped his body, and started squeezing him downwards, pushing him deeper and deeper. It rippled and massaged around his body, feeling warm, slimy, and slick. If it wasn't trying to push him towards a waiting stomach, this would, feel good!

All too soon, Brian left the powerful throat of the huge creature, and found himself plummeting through the air. He landed with a squelching plop, and found himself resting on a pile of chewed up chicken pot pie. He was laying inside of a huge, roundish chamber. There was a little light filtering in through the flesh around him. It gave everything a reddish, ominous glow. It growled and gurgled around him, eager for more food, and, very eager to digest the pot pie, and him, into the much bigger, more powerful, and needy, male body that surrounded him, and would be more then happy to use what little nutrients his small body could offer for it's use, and it's pleasure.

With a soft whimper, Brian sat up in the soft, chewed up mush that was under him. He could feel it squishing and giving way slightly to his weight. As he sat there, he started to look around himself, taking in his new surroundings. All around him, the rippling, dark pink, quivering flesh of Trist’s stomach was visible. It was covered in a kind of slime, which didn’t give Brian much hope that he could try to climb his way out, and he knew that his feeble hands were far too weak and small to be effective if he tried to claw at the stomach flesh. He whimpered again, then gave a small start as another hunk of chewed up chicken pot pie plopped in with him, almost landing on him. He looked at it, and shivered softly to himself, fearing what was going to be happening within this dangerous chamber very soon. It troubled him now Trist just continued to eat after swallowing him, as if he was just a mere little snack.  But, of course he was, he wasn’t big enough to be a very filling little treat, and human life had never really been valued around here.  As he was thinking this, the stomach quivered around him even more as he heard a resounding thump thump thump from outside, where Trist was patting his stomach. From all around him, a powerful voice boomed, like the voice of a god. “Come on little guy, move around in there would you? I can’t feel you in there at all, it’s like you’re not even in there. How am I supposed to know if I like feeling you inside of me if you refuse to move and show me what it’s really like? Come on little human, it’s not like it will be making much difference to you in the end anyway….”

Brian let out a stifled sob of fear, and brought his hand up to his mouth in a gesture of his deep worry. He continued to look around himself, and could only watch as more food plopped in around him, more then one bite landing on him, and forcing him to dig his way up to the top so that he wouldn’t suffocate under a mass of eaten food. But all too soon, even as Trist was still eating his meal, the stomach gurgled around him, sensing the presence of digestibles within it’s chamber. It quivered, then started to secrete a thick, yellowish looking fluid. Brian watched in fascination as the fluid started to pool around the bottom of the stomach, contacting with the bits of chicken pot pie on the bottom of the stomach. As he watched, the crust and softer parts of the pot pie started to disintegrate bit by bit, like bread that was left to soak in water too long.  As he watched this, the stomach gave a sudden, powerful lurching motion, and he could feel a rush of air blasting it’s way up Trist’s throat, and he could hear the hearty, deep belch from outside. He shivered to himself once more, then moaned in despair, realizing what it truly meant to be inside of such a large creature, to be sitting in it’s stomach, just another small morsel.  As he thought this, a bit of the juices suddenly seeped it’s way up to his resting spot, and he yelped; jumping up in surprise as he felt that powerful tingle on his exposed flesh. He moaned in fear, terrified of what was going to be happening to him.

All too soon, not so long after Trist had finished eating, Brian was screaming in pure agony, the crust and gravy having melted away, the rest of the food getting dispersed through the powerful motions of the humongous stomach that was all around him. He had nothing that was big enough for him to try and float on, though it would only prolong his existence within this stomach even if he did. As he screamed, Brian was desperately trying to claw at the stomach flesh that surrounded him, trying futily to find a way to climb his way up those large, powerful folds of flesh and escape this torture chamber. But all that it succeeded in doing was getting those powerful, thick, strong smelling digestive fluids to get under his fingernails, and start their work digesting him there as well, not to mention exposing him to the more potent of the acids present in the stomach.
Brian spent the next fifteen or twenty minutes screaming, thrashing, struggling, and generally suffering within Trist’s stomach. And it didn’t help his pain or misery any to hear the purrs of pleasure from the large feline that surrounded him, knowing that his death struggles, and even his death itself, was bringing pleasure to this large creature.

Trist moaned to himself softly, rubbing his stomach as he leaned back, relaxing from his meal. He chuckled to himself, “mmmmm, that little human was actually pretty good. He had a nice taste and, it feels so good to feel him moving in my stomach!” He gave Jackson a bone chilling grin, then looked down at his flat, and somewhat muscular looking furry stomach as it made it’s quiet gurgles, working on his dinner, giving no sign as to what was happening within, or to how much one unfortunate human was suffering at that exact moment. “Mmm, thank you my little friend. Thank you for listening to me and starting to struggle and wriggle to show me how much I truly do enjoy having you inside of me like this! You know, I think I do like little humans like you. So don’t worry little guy, you should be getting company in there again soon enough, though I kind of doubt you’ll be alive to greet them!” He chuckled, then let out another contented belch.
Jackson, who was still resting on Trist’s shoulder, shivered to himself as he listened to that belch, and watched Trist relaxing, listening to his purrrrs of pleasure, and the gurgling of his young stomach working on yet another meal. He panted to himself, wondering why he found this so exciting and erotic, when clearly he should be afraid for his life, and be feeling bad for the human that was suffering inside of this feline. And yet, he couldn’t bring himself to feel that way, he just, found it exciting to know that there was someone actually inside of this large creature, and that it was bringing him some very intense pleasure!
He looked down Trist’s body, and shivered a little as an idea came to him, not sure if he should dare try. It carried some risks, and if he were to get hurt, he might be visiting that human within Trist’s stomach rather then visiting with him from out here. He made a deep sigh, knowing that he couldn’t resist this urge and impulse that he had to do this. He slowly, carefully moved to the edge of Trist’s shoulder, then started to carefully slide himself over the side. He grunted with effort as he suddenly felt himself sliding along the well defined, furry, strong chest of his huge owner. He groaned, and tumbled a little during his slide, struggling to maintain control, and not slip or slide off to one side or the other, which would almost assuredly mean hurting himself. He grunted, as quite suddenly, he fell a small distance, and came to an abrupt halt within Trist’s belly button. He moaned a little, the landing not having been quite as gentle and nice as he had hoped. He sighed a little, then snuggled into the warm, comfortable, and surprisingly gentle cave, knowing that he could probably stay here with relative comfort for at least a while. He gave a deep shudder as he heard a growling gurgle from the fleshy wall behind him. He looked between his legs, and stared down at the swirl of flesh at the bottom of the navel, staring at it intently, trying to imagine what was happening within Trist’s stomach this very moment, what it was like inside of him as his digestive tract busily worked on it’s latest meal, digesting it, dissolving it alive into his big, powerful, hungry male body.
Trist chuckled to himself, making Jackson look up, to see a playful looking grin on his master’s face, the powerful stomach flexing and shaking around him with his master’s mirth. “Well my little pet, I suppose you feel more comfortable there then you did on my shoulder? Or, perhaps you were eager to get closer to my new guest without having to go inside of me and join him?”
Jackson smiled up at his large master, and chuckled a little himself as he bent down, rubbing his small hands against the much larger, stronger, warm stomach under him. He purrrred, and shivered as he listened to the noises going on inside of him. He panted a little, still feeling rock hard between his legs, feeling amazingly turned on by what he knew was happening just inside of this stomach. He purrrred, and turned to smile up at his large master, nodding. “Yeah, I wanted to share this with you and enjoy it, without having to endure what he's enduring within you right now.”
Trist gave him a naughty grin, and cocked his head to the side. “Oh, you say that as if it's a horrible thing to be inside of my stomach little one!”
Jackson blinked, then gulped in fear, wondering if he just said something that angered his master?
Trist continued to grin at his little pet. Then he chuckled, and reached down to rub his head softly, pressing it against that strong, furry, gurgling stomach. “Oh don't worry little one. I was only teasing you! You need to calm down and trust me some more.” He chuckled again, and smiled at the little human, purrrrring softly to himself. He closed his eyes, and smiled, gently as he continued to purrrrrrr happily, feeling the vain, feeble struggles of that human within his stomach. He panted, and groaned to himself, his member growing hard; sliding out of his blue, furry sheath. It grew taller and taller, until it throbbed and pulsed at full attention. It quivered between his legs, bobbing in front of his busy, gurgling stomach.
Jackson turned around, and shivered as he saw that large, throbbing pillar of maleness that pulsed over him. It gave him a very firm understanding of just how much Trist was enjoying himself right now with that human in his stomach, slowly melting away. He groaned, then snuggled a bit more in Trist's belly button, listening to those powerful gurgles under him. He jumped slightly when Trist let out another relatively small belch.
Trist purrrrred happily, then looked thoughtful as he rubbed his stomach with two fingers. He grinned a little, then looked at the remaining humans, thinking of what he could do with them, what fun they could be for him now. 

Later, after his meal had disappeared into the other mush contained within his belly, Trist sighed, and slowly sat up. He took care to reach down, and gently pluck Jackson out of his navel. He smiled down at the little human, still somewhat surprised that he got such, pleasure, out of seeing a large creature like himself devour other humans as if they were nothing. Of course, Trist had just started doing that. He hadn't done much of it yet.
But for right now, he had other things in mind for what he wanted to do with these little creatures. He murrred to himself, and chuckled as he looked down at the cage still full of humans, their numbers not much affected by the loss of Brian. He grinned down at them, exposing his large, white, shiny teeth to them. He felt his heart flutter as he witnessed the trembling and shaking this caused in the bones of his little captives. Trist carefully set Jackson down on his shoulder, then reached down and picked up the cage in his palm. He held it to his chest, both to make it easier for him to carry them, but also to allow them to hear the power of his heart and lungs just on the other side of that furry wall. Then, still fully naked, he started walking. He smiled to himself, knowing he was going to enjoy himself very much in a few moments with his little toys.
As he walked, his cock bobbed up and down, bouncing with his every step, swaying from side to side with his body motions.
Then, quite suddenly, he skidded to a halt. He did this because right in front of him, appearing as if from thin air, stood a younger, smaller blue Bajiiran. 
The obviously younger creature glared unhappily up at Trist, and grumped. “I am still here you know, dad told you I wasn't allowed to go to my friend's tonight because of my grades, and to take care of me!” He put his hands on his hips, showing every sign of an impending fit or argument. “You ate dinner already, didn't you? You didn't even THINK of me! You, selfish Wol-headed moron!”
Trist sighed to himself, not seeming to at all mind standing in front of his little brother butt-naked. He walked around like this from time to time, and it's not as if they hadn't seen each other naked other times. And besides that, Bajiirans by and large, weren't too hung up about whether or not one wore clothing; so long as they wore it when they were among many other people. He looked down at his little brother, realizing he truly had forgotten all about him; and that he would have quite happily let his brother sit and starve the entire night. This of course, would lead to some trouble for him later with their father. He frowned to himself unhappily. He WAS supposed to take care of his little brother, whose name was Threm; but, the truth was, he was just TOO eager to get back to enjoying his little captives.
He looked down forlornly at his cage full of them. Then, suddenly Trist's eyes lit up as he got an idea. He gave Threm a huge grin, “heh, sorry about that. I guess I got, caught up in things, and forgot about you. But, tell you what. You forget all about this, take care of yourself tonight, and I will give you a pair of humans, all to yourself. How does that sound?”
Threm stood there, still glaring at Trist, looking displeased. His eyes slowly drifted down to the cage, taking in the sight of all those little, scared creatures in there staring out at him. In his mind, Threm turned over this possibility. Traditionally, most Bajiirans didn't get to play with humans until they came of age. This was just as much to the adult's a feeling of privilege, as it was to help ensure that the human population remained high enough to allow mass consumption. Slowly, his face broke into a huge, sinister looking grin that caused all the humans in the cage to shiver and whimper in fear.
Threm looked up at his older brother, who stood a good three feet taller then himself, and frowned slightly. “So, I can choose any two humans I want?”
Trist nodded, “yes, except for the one on my shoulder, I am reserving him for myself, and ONLY myself!”
Threm nodded softly, knowing he wouldn't be able to assuage his older brother from this decision. Then he looked at the cage, and smirked, stepping up closer to it, pressing his young, wolfish looking face up to the bars. He carefully examined the humans contained within it, disregarding their quivers of fear or their whimpers as he decided which ones he wanted.
Suddenly, he jabbed with his finger. “I want that one with the red top, and the yellow topped one that is trying not to act afraid of me.”
Trist smiled, and nodded as he opened the top of the cage, reaching in to pull out a relatively muscular looking red-headed guy; who was wearing only a pair of ragged looking shorts. Then he pulled out a blonde, twinkish guy who was not wearing a thing on his body; and doing his very best to not look afraid of what was going on around him, or how easily he was being handed over like this.
Threm grinned, and reached out, greedily snatching those two humans from his older brother. Then he turned, and dashed into his room, closing the door behind himself with a hearty slam; signalling that their agreement was now wholly agreed upon.

Trist chuckled to himself, and smiled, sure his little brother was going to have a fun time with his new little acquisitions. Though what exactly he was going to do he could only try to imagine. He shrugged his shoulders, deciding that it didn't too much matter to him what happened to those humans; they were his brother's now. He grinned down at his remaining humans, which were still numbering at least a couple dozen, and started to eagerly walk on to his previous destination.
Turning a corner, Trist walked into the bathroom, taking care to close the door behind himself. He set the cage down on the tank of the toilet, and Jackson on the edge of the tub, then he bent over, and turned on the water to let it warm up. He smiled a little down at Jackson, his large, powerful, muscular, furry body looming overhead. He chuckled some as he waited for the water to become warm. “I have decided you guys are going to help me wash my body, and, help me see just how fun a bath can truly be!”
Jackson smiled, nodding, still feeling grateful that Trist had said he was reserved only for himself. Then he turned his head, and took in the bathtub. It seemed to be a fairly large model, with enough room for Trist to lay in the tub and fully extend his neck and legs in the water, and still have a few inches to spare. What's more, he would be able to move around in the tub with relative freedom, and do as he wished. It looked as if the tub had been designed to easily accommodate two bajiirans in it. Or, if one didn't mind very close quarters, it could potentially squeeze three bajiirans into it, with two sitting and one laying on his side on one side of them. Of course, washing would be very possible in such a situation. But for one bajiiran, there was plenty of room for one to relax however he wished.
Finally, Trist purrrred to himself as he plugged up the drain, and turned the water to a desireably warm temperature. Then, as the tub started filling up, he turned around, and crawled over to the cupboard under the sink. He opened it, and started rooting around underneath.
As he did so, Jackson got a very wonderful view of his rump. He could see those two large, globular, muscular, furry rump cheeks. They looked so round, warm, powerful, and snug. He could just imagine how pleasurable it would feel to be pressed against them, or, between them. Sadly, he was unable to see any hint of Trist's anus just yet. His tail was pressed down over his crack, hiding any hint that one might have expected, or hoped, to see.
After a couple of minutes, Trist leaned up, kneeling on the ground, with his rump resting gently on the heels of his feet. He grinned to himself, holding something in his paws. Turning himself around, still resting on his knees, he faced Jackson and, still grinning, held up some water toys. Two of them looked to be toy boats, one a relatively small canoe, and the other a miniature yacht. The other toys were other assorted little toys that one could have floating around on the water, or resting on the bottom of the tub so he could send toy divers down after them.
Trist chuckled to himself, and looked down at the toys fondly. “Heh, I used to play with these when I was a kit. I haven't touched these in a long while though, because it gets boring to play by yourself.” He murrrrrrred excitedly, his still hard cock giving a twitch. “But now, I have several little guys to play with, don't I?” He looked at Jackson again, his grin changing to a more lewd, eager looking one. He moved over to the tub on his knees, then gently set the toys into the water. Then, he stood himself up, and carefully stepped over Jackson, starting to get into the water.
As he did so, Jackson got a very good view of his large, round, pondulous balls swaying back and forth in their sack over his head. They looked so round, furry, and snug. He felt a very strong desire to press himself into them, and to give each of those testicles a warm, loving squeeze... But as quickly as this view came, it left, as Trist brought his other foot into the tub, and turned slightly, slowly sitting himself into the water.
Trist sighed contently, feeling the warm water surrounding his body. The tub was deep enough that when filled with water, it could come up to just under his chest. He murrrred again, and reached his arms into the water, smiling at how good it felt to have the warm water surrounding his body; and also looking forward to the nice, long, relaxing, pleasuring bath he knew he was to have with himself, his little pet, and his little captives.... 

With a soft chuckle, Trist reached over, and plucked up the water toys that he had collected. He carefully set the boats into the water around himself, taking care to make sure that they wouldn't submerge, and would be in perfect shape for when he transferred his little captives into them. The other assorted toys he carelessly threw about within the tub, several of them sinking into the deep water, and settling on the bottom around his body, and starting to spread around by the soft undercurrents caused by Trist's body moving around.

Then, with a wolfish grin, Trist reached down to the cage containing captives. He undid the top, and reached inside, drawing out a half dozen or so of the scared little humans. He chuckled, and placed four of them on the yacht, one into the canoe, and the final one he just plopped unceremoniously into the water. Trist turned and smiled down at Jackson, who was shivering excitedly on the edge of the tub.  With another soft chuckle, he gently reached down, and picked him up. He brought him around, and gently placed him down in the canoe with the other human, who was whimpering quietly.

Jackson ignored his companion, and turned his attention solely onto Trist. He smiled widely, and looked his body over. He watched the fur that was submerged waving back and forth carelessly in the warm, lightly steaming water, making Trist look even more furry then he did out of the water.  His gaze wandered up his furry chest, past the waterline, to his smiling face. He murrrrred, and smiled up at his owner, looking forward to what he had in mind for his bath.

Trist grinned lewdly down at his pet, and little captives, licking his lips excitedly.    “Now then my little guys, you are to help me enjoy my bath.  If you do well, you might survive, if not, then you will surely meet your end one way or another.” He thought for a moment or so, trying to decide exactly how to play with his little toys. Then he smirked as an idea came to him. He looked them over carefully, “heh heh, here's what is going to happen. I want you all to try and work together to try and retrieve all those small toys I've strewn about the tub.  The ones who get the most will win, and get a chance to see to their own survival with me later.”  He gave Jackson a playful smirk, and just leaned back a little, sighing as he relaxed in the water, spreading his legs a little as he enjoyed himself, giving no hint whatsoever as to whether or not he expected Jackson to take part in this little competition or not.

Almost right away, those who were on the yacht started struggling to find a way to make their little craft start moving through the water, trying to get to those several objects which were floating in the water around them.  They struggled with this for a couple of minutes, until they figured out a way for all of them to bend down, and use their arms in unison to propel themselves through the water.  This method was most certainly slow, and imperfect, but it worked.  They slowly approached one toy that was floating and bobbing in the water near Trist's barely submerged upper stomach, which angled downwards deep into the water.  One of the captives leaned over the side of the boat, and with some effort, managed to drag the first toy aboard.  They were starting to realize how difficult this was going to be for them.

Meanwhile, Jackson and his compatriot were propelling themselves through the water with much greater ease. Their canoe was almost perfect for two people of their size to maneuver.  In the time it took the others to get their first toy in the boat, they had managed to get three of the dozen or so such objects.  Jackson smiled, thinking that this would be simple, and that he would be the clear victor. But, then what? Would he have to compete with this other human to remain as Trist's pet? Or, would Trist simply keep them both?

The effort to collect all of the toys seemed to take forever.  Those on the yacht were all aching and groaning from the exertion as they slowly pulled up another toy.  They sighed to themselves, looking at the some five toys that they had collected.  They looked over to Jackson, who with his partner, were floating nearby on their little canoe.  They had collected as many toys as they could, their little boat overflowing with them.  They had struggled quite a bit, not just to collect the toys, but to also find ones that wouldn't be too large for them to keep.  Right now they had probably six or seven of them piled up in the boat and over themselves in a very delicate kind of structure.  One powerful enough wave or rocking motion, and the whole pile probably would fall apart and send the toys back into the water again.

The people on the yacht sighed, knowing that they hadn't done quite well enough to earn their survival.  They all sat down, trying to recuperate from their long ordeal as they searched the tub for some more toys.

Up above, Trist just smirked playfully, chuckling as he relaxed there, slowly running his fingers over his smooth, broad chest and the sides of his stomach.  Resting near his navel is that human he had so carelessly dropped into the tub itself.  The human was sitting on one side of Trist's belly button, with his legs dangling inside, swishing around in the small, warm pool of water there.  He looked around, sighing to himself, knowing he wasn't part of any of those groups that had toys to their name; and as such, probably wouldn't survive for long after this game was up.  But for now, he relaxed on that strong, taunt belly.  He rubbed over the warm, furry flesh under himself; and couldn't help but smile as he enjoyed the surprisingly gentle texture of the fur there.  He just tried to relax a little, forget about what might happen to him later, and enjoy himself a while...

On the yacht, the humans were still looking around for at least one more toy that they could use.  They were starting to get frantic now, desperate to find another toy that would hopefully ensure their survival.  After a while more, one of them called out to the others, making them all come over to one side of the yacht.  Of course, they had to do this carefully, since if they put too much weight on one side of the boat it would tip over.  They all looked into the water, in the direction their comrade was pointing.  At first, they couldn't see anything that looked like a toy... Then they spotted it, and all let out a collective moan of despair.

Down in the water, nestled between Trist's tail and ass, was another brightly colored water toy.  It seemed to have wedged itself there sometime during it's descent.  Or, perhaps Trist had purposefully put it there.  Either way, they knew that Trist would never GIVE it to them.  So they had to decide what to do.

At first, no one spoke, and most everyone just stared down at their feet in despair.  Then, after a little bit, someone spoke up.  “Who can hold their breath a long time?”

Very slowly, a couple of hands came up, their owners too scared to say anything.

“Ok, who is a strong swimmer as well?”

One of the hands went down, either out of honesty, or fear for his life, leaving just one man with his hand raised.   He looked around, and sighed softly, “Well, I suppose I should go get it then...”

No one said anything, not really sure if he would be coming back, if he would be successful or not.

The man slowly stepped up to the side of the boat, and peaked over, looking down into the warm, gently flowing water.  He watched as Trist's tailbase flexed a little, pushing the toy a little deeper between his rump cheeks, a little more firmly against his tailhole.  Trist seemed to make a very soft, low moan of pleasure as he enjoyed the pressure against his anus.

The human shivered, but sighed again, before taking a couple of very deep breaths.  He huffed a little, then held as much air as his little lungs possibly could.  He charged the side of the boat, then leaped over the side and into the deep water.  Instantly, he found himself underwater, and as soon as his mind processed this, he started to very quickly and efficiently swim down towards Trist's ass.

It was an almost mystical swim for him.  Almost everything was quiet, and up ahead, he was staring at one of the largest, blue furred asses he had ever seen in his life.  As he watched, the tailbase twitched again, gently pressing the toy against Trist's tailhole.  The man's eyes wandered along Trist's tail, following it as it wound off into the water, very slowly, and lazily floating around in the water.  It seemed to be curled up on itself a little in the water, since there wasn't quite enough room to allow it to stretch out fully.

He almost forgot how dangerous things were, until he came up next to Trist's tailbase.  He reached down, gently putting a hand on Trist's tailbase, near where it joins his ass, to try and steady himself.  He looked around himself, at the two round, globular, muscular, tight, and well formed rump cheeks; between which the toy is nestled.  He looked at the powerful tailbase that is holding that toy so securely in it's place.  And finally, he looked at Trist's tailhole.  He can see that it is a kind of bluish pink, with brown streaks and stains here and there.  He shivers, trying not to think too much about that potentially deadly tailhole.  He swallows nervously, then reaches down, putting his hands on either side of the toy, and gives it a tug.  Nothing happens, except him making the toy wiggle in it's place a little.

He hears a deep, low rumbling moan in the water around himself, signalling what must be Trist's moan of pleasure from this.

The man, who is named Devin, shivers a little from hearing this.  He gulps a little, feeling his lungs starting to burn; signalling that his time underwater is nearing it's end.  He grunts, as he reaches down, and pulls on the toy as powerfully as he can.  He clenches his eyes shut, and his jaw as well, as he growls, trying to pull it free.  Finally, it seems to just pop out, making Devin spin in place for a couple of moments; until he is able to use his feet to steady himself.  He sighs in relief, then blinks, and frowns curiously as he sees Trist's tailhole flexing, and quivering a little.

Suddenly, it winks at him, and opens a little, as it lets out a deep, rumbling sound.  At the same moment, a large cloud of bubbles come blasting out of his anus, starting to rise up towards the surface of the tub.  As it does this, it creates a powerful, confused current of water around Trist's ass.

Devin cries out in surprise and fear, his mouth spewing bubbles as he finds himself swirling away in the water; unable to tell where he is, how deep he is, and what's worse, where the surface is.  He grunts, as he curls up around the toy protectively, his eyes wide in horror, as he feels his lungs beginning to burn very badly.  He grunts, and starts to kick desperately, trying his best to try and get to the surface, not wanting to drown in this monster's tub; all because he had to fart.

Up on the surface, the other humans on the small yacht grunt, and hold their noses as Trist's fart bubbles come to the surface, and start to pop.  They cough a little, as they smell the putrid stench that is the inside of Trist's ass.  They keep holding their noises, ignoring Trist's laughs of amusement, as they try to look around and see where their comrade went to.

They don't see him anywhere for several long, painful moments; he had obviously been blasted away from where he was by the force of those fart bubbles. When they start to wonder if he might not have been pulled into Trist's ass, one of them cries out, pointing desperately down into the water.  They all turn, and look to see Devin swimming desperately in the water.  They can see him kicking as hard as his legs can do; clutching the toy desperately to himself.  They see a couple of air bubbles come from his mouth, and can see his mouth moving as he starts having to fight his instinctive urge to gasp for air while underwater.

Everyone grips the side of the boat in terror, wondering if they are about to watch Devin's last moments underwater; watch him drown all so they could retrieve that toy for Trist's game...

At last, Devin's head bursts up above water, and he begins coughing and sputtering quite powerfully.  He moans a little, and weakly swims over to the side of the boat.  He is too weak to even lift up the toy, so all he can do is hold onto it, and wait, until his comrades reach down to drag it aboard.

After they do that, he floats there, coughing still, and taking deep gasping breaths of air as he tries to refill his lungs.  Everyone on the yacht reaches down, and drags him up onto the boat.  He sighs in relief, as he lays on the cool plastic floor, and relaxes, trying to let his poor, tortured body recover from it's long ordeal underwater.

Trist let out a small chuckle, and smirked down at the little humans in their little boats.  He purrrred quietly to himself, then slowly reached down and carefully drew the boats closer to himself; until they were about on level with his pecs.  He smiled down at them, still laying back in the water and relaxing as he enjoyed watching them toil and struggle all because he told them to do so.  

Carefully, he slowly leaned a bit closer and examined the contents of the boats.  His eyes passed carelessly over the little people in the boats as he made a silent count of the number of toys they each got.  It might have been Jackson's imagination, but it looked to him almost as if Trist gave him a small wink as his gaze passed over him.

Finally, Trist smirked a little. “Heh heh, well, looks to me like you guys in the big boat only got seven toys, while my little pet and his friend in their little canoe got eight.

Jackson frowned slightly, and glanced towards the yacht.  He knew for a fact that they had only gathered seven toys; though with the way they were piled up it would be easy to pass them off as eight.  However, he didn't get the feeling that Trist had made this kind of error. Still, he was not about to complain; after all, he was getting a reprieve from possible danger.  He turned, and glanced to his comrade, who merely nodded, having come to the same conclusion.

The guys in the yacht all let out a collective groan of despair, starting to worry about what would become of them soon enough.

But Trist just continued smirking in answer.  He sighed, and slowly leaned back into the water.  He closed his eyes softly, and murrrrred while relaxing.  He reached over, and grabbed a plastic bottle of shampoo.  He squirted a liberal amount into his palm, and then started soaping his skull.

The people in the boats all let out cries of fear, as they began clutching whatever they could to stay in the boat.  Trist's washing was upsetting the water and setting it sloshing all over the place; making it hard not only to stay in the boats, but to keep them from flipping over.

The human down on Trist's stomach also let out a yelp of fear, as he turned around, and buried his face into the warm, gentle fur of Trist's abdomen.  He gripped fearfully at his fur, as he felt waves of warm water splashing over him and threatening to dislodge him.  He coughed, trying to keep his airway clear of water with every labored breath.

Up above, Trist just continued washing, heedless of the difficulties the humans were suffering.  He mmmmmed, as he reached down, and began rubbing his strong paws into his broad, powerful, furry chest.  He smiled to himself, enjoying the sensation of washing himself; getting his body all nice and clean.  He reached down further, and soaped up his belly, carefully moving his paws around the human that was clutching to him.  He didn't want to forcefully dislodge the human just yet.  He kind of enjoyed knowing that there was a human desperately trying to hold onto his fur; to keep from drowning in his warm, relaxing bath.

Then, with a smirk, Trist gently put his shoulders down onto the bottom of the tub, and lifted his rear out of the water.

Jackson's mouth opened slightly as he watched this most impressive sight.  He could only stare onwards, watching as what looked like a large, blue landmass pulled itself out of the water.  He watched as those powerful hips lifted upwards, going higher and higher into the air.  Then, slowly, Trist's powerful rump lifted out of the water.  It was as if his tush was a long lost wreck the way it surfaced.  Water cascaded down the sides of his rump cheeks, and dripped from within his tight crack.  Trist murrred in pleasure, as he finally stopped lifting; leaving his rump hovering in the air almost majestically, but certainly quite impressively.

Gently, the teenaged Bajiiran lifted his tail a little, revealing more of his bluish pink tailhole and the warm, dark crack of his ass.  He sighed, as he reached down, and started to gently, slowly soap his ass.  He murrrred happily, as he used his large fingers to gently massage his tush, rubbing the soap into his fur.  He did this to both of his rump cheeks, seeming to take his time and quite enjoy himself as he did so.  Then, he slowly took his fingers, and slid them in between his rump cheeks; starting to rub them back and forth, groaning to himself as he enjoyed the sensation of having his fingers rubbing in one of his most private of regions.  He had so little stimulation there that it was quite a sensitive area; which made it all the more pleasurable to rub like this now and again.

He kept this up for what seemed like several minutes, getting his rear all good and clean.  Then, he slowly took his paw away, before slowly, gently, and almost seductively, lowering his rear back into the water; making it slowly become obscured by the warm, and now soapy bath water.

Jackson, and more then a few of the others, stared on in awe as all of this happened.  It was not a sight that they got to see often at all, and the way that Trist performed all of this, was very exhilarating to simply watch; and must have felt even better for Trist to actually do.

Just before his rump was set down on the bottom of the tub, Trist stopped it's descent.  He was keeping his crotch out of the water for a few moments more.  He smiled, and snickered to himself, as he reached down with his free, soapy hand, and gently nudged the two boats under his lifted knee, and in between his legs.  He murrrred, and grinned toothsomely down at them; as he allowed them to have a full on look of his impressive, well-endowed crotch.  His large, pondulous balls were hanging nice and low in his loose, furry sac.  His long, thick, plump, and quite sexy sheath lay against his lower abdomen; looking as if it was quite comfortable and relaxed there.

Trist mmmmed to himself once again, actually quite enjoying this simple bath.  He found it exhilarating to show off to these much smaller, much less impressive little humans like this.  He chuckled to himself, as he reached down, and plucked up the human that was still clutching to his stomach.  It took a tiny bit of work to make him release his stomach fur.  He murrrred a little, and then took a hold of his shampoo bottle again.  He squirted it into his palm, and over the little human.  Then, ignoring the human's cries of protest, and discomfort from having some of the soap get into his eyes, he reached down and began to use the human to help soap up his crotch.

The little man, whose name was Kevin, yelped in surprise, as he felt a loose, warm, furry fold of flesh rubbing against his body.  He struggled a little, trying to work himself free of Trist's strong grasp.  In his struggles, he quite nearly almost kicked one of Trist's balls.  Now, while he wasn't anywhere near strong enough to hurt Trist very much even if he had kicked him full on, it still sent a small spasm of pain up his spine as he felt his impressively full and sensitive orbs get tweaked like that.  He growled a little, and squeezed around the human a little, warning him not to do that again.

Kevin shivered, and relented, sighing to himself as he let Trist continue to rub him over those large, round, heavy balls.  He wasn't much enjoying himself, and would have loved to get free of this grip.  But he didn't dare struggle any further for fear of hurting Trist's balls, and incurring his wrath.  No doubt the kind of pain that Trist could inflict on him would be much more terrible then whatever small bit of pain he would be able to inflict upon Trist's balls.  Perhaps foolishly, Kevin still had some small hope that he wouldn't be hurt or killed by this large, impressive male Bajiiran specimen; as such, he didn't want to tempt fate by trying to struggle or hurt him too much.

Trist moaned in pleasure, tilting his head back in pleasure as he enjoyed the sensation of having Kevin rubbed up and down his ballsac like this.  He murrrrred to himself, shivering quite happily as he continued to pleasure himself like this; feeling the small, weak little human's body against his much more impressive, heavy ballsac.  He smiled, as he reached down further, and began rubbing Kevin under his balls; in that space between his balls and his ass.  He sighed, as he felt the human getting rubbed into his thickly furred flesh.  He had no doubts that it was quite musky down there, and that it always remained so, no matter how much he washed or soaped it up.  He let out a very soft, deep throated purrrrr of pleasure as he kept soaping himself up like this.  Slowly, he drew the human up to his sheath, rubbing him up and down the furry flesh where his member was housed and protected.  “Ahhh.... this feels goooood...”

Kevin gasped softly, starting to almost sob as he felt the humiliation of being rubbed and stroked all around this giant male creature's crotch like this.  The sensation of being so slowly and pleasurably rubbed over this teen's crotch like this, being used for this creature's pleasure and washing, was almost too much for him to stand.  He let out a despairing cry, praying that it would end soon.

Then, suddenly, his wish was granted, as Trist sighed in pleasure, and released Kevin from his grasp.  He purrrred, and smirked down at him.  “Mmmmm, heh heh, that felt, very good my little human. You did a good job of helping me wash!” Once again, he grinned quite toothsomely, before he slowly settled down into the tub, letting his firm tush gently land on the bottom of his bathtub, ignoring Kevin as he was washed off of his crotch in the warm tide of the bath.

Carelessly, Trist began splashing water over himself, rinsing his body off so that he wouldn't be all soapy anymore.  He murrrred softly, as he did this for a couple of minutes; until, at last, he was all done.

He grinned down at the humans, and snickered some.  “Alright my little guys, I am all done washing now.  So, let us see what to do with you all...” He purrred, as he reached down with his foot, and tripped the lever that opened the drain; beginning to drain out all of the water in the tub.  Of course, Kevin was still loose in the bath water, so he cried out in fear, and began to try swimming back towards Trist, who was beginning to lift himself out of the tub to dry himself off.  Kevin sobbed in fear, wondering if he would be able to get to Trist, or one of the boats, before Trist lifted them all out of the tub, or if he would be able to escape that deadly vortex of water that was forming behind him as the water drained away into the sewers; where Trist planned for most, if not all, of his humans to end up sooner or later, after he had given many of them a tour of his fine male body, from the inside....

