Sashimi Party - Part 4

"Not yet, Caleve," Gala growled. He licked his finger tip, and pointed to each of the friends who
remained unmolested and intact, slumped as they were around the table. "Jason is next, and
after him, we'll deal with that tawdry little slut, Max. But first, lest we skip him due to the..
inconsequentialness of his endowments, | want to ensure that Priam gets his just desserts."

Lazarus groaned in excitement, curling onto his side and resting his chin in his palm. "Oh, and
what are his just desserts to be?"

"Priam really doesn't have all that much to give, honestly. After we looked over all of the parts
we would need, for Colin's replacement, we didn't actually need anything."

Gala stepped behind Priam's chair. He chuckled, bringing a finger to stroke a tear away from the
fox's chin. He licked at the salt, smiling wider as he grabbed the fox by the ears, using the grips
to make the fox's head swing to the left and the right.

"Oh, but Gala, | only had a nibble! It's not my fault everyone else snacked and gobbled up your
cheating boyfriend's junk, I'm innocent! Above reproach!" Gala said, mockingly imitating the
fox's voice. "You know, | don't recall you saying that Colin was innocent. In fact, as | recall, you
were fairly adamant that we should dig in. You knew that he was innocent, but you didn't care,
because you were just that hungry to sink your fangs into my boyfriend's big, succulent cock.
Was it worth it, Priam?"

Gala nodded the fox's head up and down, roughly yanking it up then down. "Oooooh, yesss, it
was made even tastier knowing that we tricked you into letting us do it! | loooooved that part
most of all!"

"I'm sure you did. You always were a petty little bitch. Guess what, though, Priam, from one fox
to another, I'm just as petty."

Gala circled around Priam's chair, and nestled onto his knees between the fox's limp thighs. He
pushed his knees apart, and slid his palms playfully up through the soft red fur of the fox's inner
thigh, until his fingers curled pleasantly and gently around the fox's scrotum. The white furred
balls were quite plump, large and round and heavy, and they pleasantly filled Gala's paws as he
kneaded them together.

"Hey, Caleve? I'm having a hard time remembering what exactly we were going to take from
Priam. Do you have that little list handy?"

"l can get it, boss!" Caleve chirped. Gala stared up into Priam's eyes, watching the fox's lips
tremble, his eyes 0ozing more sad tears. "Here it is. Yeah, it says-"



"Oh, don't tell me, | would much rather prefer to guess," Gala said. His smile darkened even
more, his claws raking slowly, painfully against the flesh of the other fox's pouch. "He has such a
nice, furry, fluffy scrotum, so | am guessing that | know what it was. | bet Priam's really, really
proud of it."

Gala's left hand's fingers pinched into the underside of the fox's scrotum, gripping the furry flesh
and yanking it tightly, firmly downwards. The rounded eggs inside were crushed against each
other, and Gala wrapped his right hand around the two of them, squeezing them tightly.

"Oh, they're quite soft and juicy. Such plump fox balls. It's a shame they're being obscured by
this soft furry pelt. | think... yes, I'm sure that Priam would be proud to show his big balls off,
don't you?"

Gala sank his thumb claw into the middle of the white pelted scrotum, and dragged it down.
There was a soft tearing sound, and the fox's ears twitched - but only slightly. Gala pulled down
with his claw, until it tore through the underside of the scrotum, a deep gash cutting right through
the protective holster and revealing hints of the glistening testicles within.

"Oops." Gala said, as he reached up with both hands, taking the sliced open flaps of either side.
"Caleve, it wasn't Priam's scrotum that's being donated, right?"

Caleve checked the list, then shook his head. "Nope! Not his scrotum."
"Okay, okay. Well, let's simplify things."

Gala pulled his hands down and away from each other, fingers hooked firmly into the malleable
furry musky scrotum skin. It stretched as far as it could, but the sound of skin being torn, ripping
apart from itself, was a delicious crackling sound to accompany Lazarus' soft moan and
Caleve's giggle of appreciation.

The fat balls were pushed up, out of the scrotum, and Gala used his left paw to gather them up
by their pudgy gleaming cords. The bundle of both balls were slapped up and against the
underside of the fox's sheath, while Gala used his right paw to gather and twist the now empty
scrotum between his fingers. It was soft enough, loose and stretchy enough for him to wrap his
ring and pinkie into it, twisting it around and curling them against his palm in order to make sure
that he had a nice, tight grip. Then, he pulled that hand away from Priam's groin, stretching the
root of the empty scrotum taut.

The ripping sound returned, but it was slowly, accompanied by the soft wet sound of skin being
peeled away from the fat and tissue underneath. Gala was merciless, stripping the scrotum
away from Priam's groin, the soft flesh tearing free from the red fox's groin. Well, mostly free. A
single strip about a quarter inch wide peeled loose and away from the fox's lower groin, all the
way down to the fox's taint, before it finally snapped loose.



Gala smirked in smug satisfaction as he relaxed his grip, shifting to hold the dangling loose furry
sack, now marred and torn and blood, in front of the fox's eyes.

"We don't need this, Priam, so | went to the effort to remove it. After all, there's no need to keep
it around, right? | suppose | could have asked you, first. That's on me. Here, let me give you this
back, as my way of apologizing."

Gala used two fingers to tuck the soft white pouch up into the fox's maw, threading it between
the short, soft teeth and onto the fox's tongue. He pulled his fingers back out of Priam's maw,
only to pinch and tuck a dangling strip of skin up into it. "There we go. Now you can enjoy your
own flavor. When's the last time you got to suckle on your own ball-sack? Oh, there's no need to
thank me. You just sit there and enjoy yourself."

Gala gave a little tug on the long strand of dangling scrotum still hanging like a bit of drool from
the fox's maw. "Cute." Then he crouched back down, and re-examined the fox's groin.

"Not the scrotum.. Well, clearly, it MUST be these huge fox nuts. I'm sure Priam is proud of
these fat eggs, right? Maybe it's these that we're going to be taking from him."

Gala paused, for a second, and then clenched his hands down with a savage intensity. His
fingers dug into the flesh, forcing it to bulge around it as fingertips dove deeply into the soft flesh
of the fox's big balls. Gala crushed, tighter and harder, his teeth bared in a savage grin as he
clenched with all of the strength in his forearms.

The left one yielded. The bulging, gray and yellow flesh popped, one of the tight ridges
rupturing. With the internal pressure now capable of finding a way out, the vulnerable, sensitive
innards of Priam's left testicle violently and massively ejected itself, splattering out from within
the testicle in a wet and gorey spattering spray.

"Oops," Gala growled, but he didn't let go of either of the balls. "I guess | should have taken my
ring off first." He paused, taking a deep breath, and then crushed down with all of his strength
on the right testicle.

The nut bulged more tightly, and Gala's snarling grimace got tighter as he struggled to rupture
the huge nut.

"You gonna do it? You gonna keep your nut?" He grasped the nut with his other hand, crushing
his palms together. The meaty nugget distended, flattening between his palms as he crushed
them together.

"Come on, stud, you can handle a little playful squeezing, right? Am | squeezing too hard? Just
say 'stop' if you've had enough!" The fox taunted. His palms were nearly touching now, the flesh
bulging out with thin blue lines where the capillaries were being crushed into the outer
membrane by the softening, squelching tissues inside. "Just-"



Priam's remaining testicle didn't yield, as much as it exploded. The inside burst out between
Gala's fingers in thick blobby guts, clinging stickily to his wrists and forearms. Gala was sure
that he heard the faintest wheeze of complaint from the drugged fox staring down at him from
above. Was he trying to say 'stop'? Aww. The thing was, even if Priam could have said anything,
Gala wouldn't have listened. He stood up, and frowned down at the greasy, slimy mess of nut
goop on his hands. He held them out in front of them, frowning disapprovingly as he walked
over to Caleve.

"Clean this up," he said, and the gryphon grabbed Gala's elbows, and began to lick and groom
the ruined nut butter out of the fox's soft fur on his forearms. The big guy's tongue was pleasant,
soothing even, as he happily lapped up the remnants of Priam's virility.

"So, Lazarus," Gala said as he was being cleaned. "We didn't need his sack, or his balls.. so
obviously we must need his dick, right?"

"Well, not really. It's not much of a dick, you have to admit. The tip of it, especially, while cute,
well... we couldn't really think of anything we could do with it."

"The sheath, then?" Gala asked, pulling his right hand away. It was spotless, not even damp,
the gryphon's nimble tongue having lapped and licked and cleaned every trace of the ruined
testicle from it.

"We could do the sheath, sure. | mean, we have enough sheath to go around already, but we
could add it to like... the end or something. Who doesn't like a little extra sheath to chew on?"
Lazarus said.

"Perfect, perfect." Gala said. He rubbed Caleve along his brow, thanking him for the efficient
cleaning service, and went back over to the castrated fox. On the way, he picked up the steak
knife laying in front of the slumping vulpine, and then reclaimed his space between the fox's
thighs. "Now, where were we? Oh, that's right. Your tiny, useless dick. We want your sheath, so
we might as well take that off right now."

Gala pinched the fox's sheath in his hand, forcing the tip of the peeking pink shaft back down
into Priam's groin. He positioned the steak knife against the side of the fox's sheath, and pulled
the pinched skin outwards, as far as possible. Then, he started sawing.

The serrated blade sliced into the soft, creamy furred sheath easily, splitting it away from the
fox's groin and revealing the end of the fox's cock. Gala didn't bother cutting around the shaft,
and the length that was still exposed was tightly enough gripped by the pinched sheath that it
couldn't bend or flop out of the teeth of the sawing blade. Gala merrily sliced through it, along
with the sheath, pausing only when he felt the scrape of metal against bone.



"Oops," he mumbled, squinting his eyes as he contemplated whether he should cut around the
baculum. Then, shrugging, he continued to saw through it. After all, he wanted a nice, clean
edge to his sheath.

The knife's edge splintered its way through the baculum, truncating off the last quarter inch or
so, and then sliced through the last bit of penis and sheath. There was a hint of give, as it came
free in his hand, the tip of the penis sliding out of the now removed sheath and bouncing off of
Gala's thigh. He didn't bother to figure out where the conical bit of flesh bounced or rolled off to,
he just reached up over his head and dropped the sheath onto the clean plate on the table
behind him.

Then, he paused. He studied Priam's wounded groin. By pulling the sheath so tight, he had
technically sawed off more than just the sheath - about a quarter inch of skin around where the
sheath had been was now denuded, showing the fox's naked flesh underneath. More than that,
though...

When he had pinched the sheath between his fingers, apparently it had pushed the trapped
penis inside down into the fox's groin. Now that there was nothing to hold it down inside, and
without its protective sheath to coat it, the fox's penis was slowly lip-sticking out into the open.

It was truncated, an angry red flat nub with a splintered, cracked baculum peeking out just
above where he had been slicing, but it wasn't the penis itself that caught Gala's eye. As he
watched, the vulpine's sleek knot pushed out into the open as well, the slim bulbs still dormant
and uninflated. They were cute, though.

"Hey, Lazarus, how about some knot bulbs, you think we could fit some more of THOSE in the
amalgam?"

"Well, | don't see why not. Maybe we could put some up near the tip, since those are so small?
They could act as textural ridges. Penile enrichment, as it were."

"Perfect," Gala said. He reached down, and caught the slippery bulb between his fingers,
squeezing it snugly. It tried to squirm away, but he merely tugged it again, dragging it back out
fully into the open.

Cutting through the baculum was easier, the second time around. The wounded shaft was
perfectly excised, the sawed off nub vanishing back inside the fox's groin as Gala stood up with
the twin grapes held between his fingers. He dropped the knot (and the extra inch or so of tip
that hadn't been removed with the first excision) onto the plate with the fox's sheath, and then
pushed the whole thing across the table.



"There ya go," Gala said. "Go ahead and clean it up and add it to the rest of the gang's
donations," Then, he grasped Priam's ear, and used it as a napkin, stroking the blood and such
from the blade of the steak knife. He tousled Priam's headfur, crouching down to give a little
smooch against the fox's cheek. "Maybe next time, you won't be quite so eager to capitalize on
someone else's misunderstanding, hmm? What a great teachable moment, this is, for you."

"Enough with the proselytizing," Caleve groaned. "l want MEAT in my belly!" He looked
meaningfully over to Jason, the massive black and purple dragon sitting indian style on the floor.
"Do him next! | know you've been enjoying taunting me by leaving all that flesh just laying there,
plump and heavy and demanding to be devoured!"

"Mmm, yes," Gala said. He circled around the dragon, grinning at the glassy eyes, the slight
twitches of the big beast as he slumped slightly to the side. "Jason, Jason, Jason. Had no
problem wasting through a massive chunk of my boyfriend's equipment, ripping out the juicy
middle and discarding the skin. Maybe you didn't know any better; maybe you just saw a free
meal and took it. | could almost forgive that.. but you had to be wasteful. Tossing chunks you
didn't want to eat to the floor. Tossing pieces of my boyfriend's cock on the ground."

Gala took a moment to compose himself, and grasped the big dragon by the shoulders. Hulking
and muscular, he was nonetheless as much in thrall as the others as he was dragged slowly to
flop onto his back. Doing so caused the full length of his cock to flop with a momentous meaty
thwack against his belly. It was a deliciously heavy cock, with a plumpness and a smooth patina
that craved the pressure of sharp fangs and serrated blades. Gala had both, but in this situation,
only the knife would be used.

"Here we go, Jason," the fox said, to the glassy eyed dragon. "I hope you're enjoying your
dream. It is only a shame that you won't get to say goodbye to your cock, as | section off pieces
of it."

The sun made Jason's head (ool funny K bright blue sky surrounded by bright blue water was Yoo much on the
dragon's unadjusted eyes. The orange ner tube he was holding on to kept him aloat. 1t was miee. He was so tired,
and the water and warm sun were rocking him 1 and out of conseloushess. His body was hedvy, Yoo heavy for him
Yo move. Not that he wanted o try and swim, Jason was enjoying the aren n his solitude. The water was warm,
and the current felt good As it traled between hs H{\ﬂhe, Hol‘ling ﬂﬂmm{' his huge. wmp cock and his massive
balls.

Kk splash caught his atrention, dm%'mg him out of his stupor. He glanced Around, but he was n the wmiddle of the
big blue veean, with V\o{'hing, ot even 4 buoy, Around to make any other molses. His squinted eyes only give him 50
much Vision, but once he stopped looking at the surtace of the water, he noticed them.



Two blurved shapes circled underneath the surkace of the water, their borms nearly as long A< his own were. He
whasn't sure & ik was Just his imagination, or 1€ iF was veal Then he kelt the brush ot one of the big blurry bulges
As t slid Across the tp of his tal Perhaps dason twikched n response, wuscles jerking at the sudden awareness
that he wasn't alone, and perhaps that was why the two trianquiar muz-z-les broke through the surkace of the
(’oﬂw«inﬂ veeAh water. There was no fur on them, Just the smooth skin of dolphins, whales.. and sharks. One was a
blush gray, And ohe wAs A darker ﬂm\{\eh brown, their eyes small and inl’&lliﬂ&n{' 45 they siz-ed {ason up.

The ﬁm\{léh ohe smied widely at the dragon, liH'iV\ﬂ ohe hand up out of the water to giv& A e wave. He was
defnitely A shark. His mouth was lined with vows upon rows of rough, l'rinnﬂulnr fangs,

"Damn, Orusher, he's A hﬂ ohe, ¢h?" The ﬂmx{leh ohe 5Ald, +huW\Vw\5 under the water between the dragon's legs.
dason Lelt a4 sense of Alarm as the blue one nodded, 4 wide tonque |iol4n5 Along Huck dull teeth.

“ou Ant kidding, B-ipper,’ The blue one Agreed. M saw A boat pass through earlier, | think they lett this quy here
bor us, a5 A present

The smile on B-ipper's faoe curved even wider. "Oh good. CharnGo Cruises Alwdys knows how Yo Yake care of us. |
wAs wohdering ik we were qoing Yo have to board and pillage... agan

"Maybe we will anyways, akter we fnsh with this big hunk' Orusher sad "Look, he's even into 1. He's pudqing up,
thinking about our teeth sinking wto his kat, meaty cock"

ason grunted, keeling hot. Was he drugged? How had he qotten here? it ddnt matter. He couldn't move, his
massive krame wedged hightly through the hole of the wnertube. He couldnt see past the rim ok the wnertube,
oould not see his big, dangling, vulnerable dick just Hoating m the water with his aching balls. He couldn't see i, but
he could kool . Bven though the water was cool it dd nothing o sahisty the heat of his loins. He was getting
hard, and he didnt know 1k it was becuse of the big sexy shark studs i front ok him or & 1t was some drug he
had been sipped edrlier. Gither way, he could keel his thick, juiey cock firming up, stwmulated purely by the caress of
water against his skin

The sharks swam closer, o\iyping under the water, and smooth webbed hands curled around the underside of his big
cock. They resurfdced, three or g0 teet away and the broad, purple head of his cock broke the surtace with them.

"Look At how that weaty ol Hqing stands! V' like a QW\{' dragen rudder" Orusher shickered, and Jason could feel
the shark's hands gripping and pulling along his erection. 'iv's gotta be what.. tve teet long?'



shark's hands stroked and squeezed along the other s\de, warkinﬂ n tandewm with the gray shark's paws fo
stroke that biﬂ feshy dark Goreskin over the ﬂlominﬂ op. Procum bubbled from the shit, the poor dragon's
evection r&nching maximum shikness and fotal Heshiness with an &mlmrm;sinﬂl‘{ small amount of that wanual
shimulation.

"We should let him cum, dont you think?" ipper Asked, rubbinﬂ his palm Along the head ot the dragon's cock. He
Yraced hs thumb Along the broad, sensthive cum slit, 4'm|<'m5 the thick W\gors ko the warm besh and uémg it o
hold the cock still. He pulled 1t down, 41’(&%@\6\»\5 the dick out away trom Jason's body, the solid column of draqen
meat Jurhing out between the two hungry sharks.

"Nah. i¥'s wore fun Yo eat the cum betore 1t leaves the body | don't want +o get ko a Fwding fronzy, H\{mg bo
slurp up all his cum' Orusher sad. He winked up to the doclle draqen. "Sorry dude, but your last chance to use
those huge cum tanks saled with that boat that dropped you ofd"

"Wre you gonna eat thewm?' ipper Asked, As he Absently stroked and squerz-ed Agqanst the dragon's fat shakt.
"Becuse & you eat them, | will eat all ot his dick wyselt-"

"No chance W hell" Orusher said ou know the drill" He grabbed the dragon's cock hedd, sinking fwo ot his own
fngers o the piss slit along P-ipper's own, and pulling t towards himsele and away from B-ipper. He pushed A
nger hip agamst the top of the cock, just above the sliit, and began to drag it backwards, drawing an waginary
lne. "We split this dick, nght down the widdle, fikky by

"What, lekt sde ght side? Why oan't | have the brst hale and you have the second halk?" B-ipper countered, sliding
the edge ok his palm along the fop of the dragen's cock, resting i loosely n the widdle. ou know how much | love
b\g Juiey cockhends.."

"Bectuse | love bg Juiey cockhends, Yoo Orusher sad. "And you Always orget’ how wuch halk 15, once you stark

MHM!“

ason was almost able o groan, his huge and powerkul dick boing handled 5o casually, l?&ing tugged and rubbed over
by the two sharks as they Mﬂohnba\ with each other. Ho Celt a tal fn slap ngninsi' the underside of his massive
oum ¥anks, the huge eqqs (’IoM’iV\g w&ithme n the waker and b&ing pushed back between his Hqighs.

"Fine, well split it I&ng{'hwisa But | don't want to Accidentaly Kiss you or sow«o{’hing, while we're 6W\Yi¥\ﬂ ths 45
cock. So how About this, you stark at the base ot his dick, and 1l stark at the head" P-ipper sugqested



"How About you get A taste ok him Grst betore you start A&WMM\V\@ Yastes first. Eemember Hhat guy About A
month Age? The stalion with the weird {'ﬂehnﬂ cum? You dont want +o go to all the trouble of I?ihnﬂ okt A quy's
cock And then not even eat it YigH’? We ended up erowing that huge horse diek Away"

"Well, technieally P-ipper sa1d, winking up At Jason, "We used t As orab bak. But | get your point. Fine, 1l Haste
hm frst!

Ason stared, wpotently, unable to push or swim or do Anything but wakch as the two sharks ducked back under
the water. He Lelt the wide, cool, rough tonque of one shark licking along the lekt side ot his cock, and then
Another, slightly rougher Yonque seraping slowly up along the rght side. The two sharks were enjoying his Havor,
Yonques lapping over straning Hesh and thick vens. There was Just one thing something that bothered Jason. He
could keel the tip ok A claw, dragging down Along the edge ok his shakt, between where the tonques were lapping
D4 sharks even have claws?

Gala traced the tip of the steak knife down the length of the shark's erection, to around the
middle. The dragon had gotten hard in a ridiculously quick time, that huge shlong burgeoning
out with hot blood as if it was excited to be chopped to pieces. The fox glanced over to Caleve,
the tip of the blade just pushing into the flesh, just in the middle. He lazily twisted the knife
around under his fingertip, the tip pushing deeper and deeper into the resilient brown dragon
dick meat. "Whatcha think, this about right?"

Caleve nodded excitedly. "From there to the base? Sure. Go for it. Sounds great."

Jason Hinched as he Celt a Yooth puncture who the Hesh of his cock, Just around the middle, on the bottom side. 1t
whs Just A pinch, but t+ was enough Yo pull him out of the pleasant reverie of being fongue bathed by fwo sharks.

The two sharks surkiced Around him, and something was different about them. They eyed edch other warly, the
dragon's cock now being gripped by both hands. Their teeth were showng, but they were smiing at each other.

"My turn, brother. Let me suck him otk while you wateh, and then you can have a4 furn' Orusher sad, pulling the
cock Yowards himsele wore adamantly

"No, | nsist, brother, MP kirst," P-ipper countered He grabbed the dragon's Heshy cockhend, wrenching it out ok
Orusher's grip. He raised + up out of the way the huge purplish dome hard and aching A spurt ok precum shooting
from the hp like A blowkole as & breached the water's surtdce. The shark opened his wouth, rows upon rows of
Yooth bared, that Yongue slapping aganst the underside of the trenum as he quded + fowards his wouth
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"NO! MB" Grusher shouted, and lunged forward, Jason qasped, as he watched, and kelt the second shark's maw clamp
down on the side of his shatt, Yiﬂhl’ where the pinch he had felt earlier was. The serrated fangs sank up wto the
underside ot his cock, eawmg upwards as the shark bt down hard. He was Iivinﬂ up to his name, uqinﬂ his jaws to
erush Yhe blades of his kangs up ko the draqen's evection.

Ason wanted to beq them to wait, fo not bite, to just giv& him one wore winute, he was so close. He wakched
Pipper's nostrils Hare as a bloom of ved squirted who the water around Orusher's jaws, the shark olnmyihg his own
mouth down shut around the head ot the dragon's penis. Jason couldn't even feel B-ipper's Yeeth, just the teasing
pleasure ot the otherwise slick and firm maws slamming together around his cock

Orusher pulled back, A seotion ok Jason's cock Just wissing krom the mddle. & it section, maybe A koot wide, shorn
completely froe of his dick He stared at his wounded shath, blanching at being able Yo see the inside ot i, the
whole: straming length of + disappearing into the second shark's mouth

Fwump.

A foot of sectioned-off dragon cock slapped onto the table, as thick and juicy as a strip steak.
The other diner's stared at it in shock, as Gala peered over the edge.

"What do you think? That gonna be enough?"

Caleve's eyes narrowed, his beaked and grinning muzzle shaking slowly from side to side. "No,
incorrect size. | think you're going to need to take another section. Maybe up near the top."

Gala pressed the edge of the knife against the underside of the shark's cockhead, one hand
resting on the still erect, still throbbing cockhead. Precum pooled through the visible urethra that
he could see in the partially-vivisected penis, in the middle of Jason's shaft, and a couple
seconds later, it oozed out against his fingers.

"Fine, but, I'll have to remove this, too. You'll still be able to reassemble things afterwards, even
if | slice them apart here, right Lazarus?"

"Of course," Lazarus said, watching with slitted eyes as Gala pressed the blade into the flesh of
the shark's cock, just under the cap. "l would suggest using sections of both ends of the shaft, |
can shrink and sculpt and smooth over the size differences to make it look good. As for the parts
in the middle..." Lazarus grinned over at Caleve. "I think | know someone who can handle the
excess."

Caleve leaned back, chortling and rubbing his belly. "I think | can come up with something to do
with the excess meat, yeah."
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ason thought v would hurt, having his dick being torn apart. it didnt, though t+ was visceral - tugaing, ripping,
1ﬂnl¢ihﬂ, orushihg, As the sharks began to chow down on his Hesh but it wasn't as pantul as he expected o be.
He watched 1 despair as his beauhibul cockhend disappeared, rows of feeth %i%oYiV\g together and 6h&nrinﬂ his
lesh tree like A plug ot Fobacco

The shark quiped it down, JAws pnrhnﬂ nﬂﬂin Yo reveal a block of dark Hesh 6“H‘1&Yihﬂ down the back ot his throat,
Yhen he bt down ﬂﬂnin. The other shark dd as well, the fwo of them ench v\{mﬂ to gt the wost Hesh between
their jaws betore biring and wrenching

The V\ﬂ stud's prized cock was b&W_\ truncated, pece by glorioue plece, As ngs wrenched mouthuls of Hesh free
trom lason's ﬂro"m He groned, All he could do A5 he 1Az-64 i his wnertube. Occasionally he would be yanked or
twisted n one direction, and then back the other way as the sharks ripped his cock Yo pieces.

I the midst of all of this, the dragon's balls lurched and hightened up agamst his grom. They were eager to unload
and the way that the sharks power holding and fighting over his cock, the way they were manically consuming as
much for themselves As possible, even the sensation of them biting nto his Hesh with such wild and rampant
abandon, all ot those things were only driving JAson closer to the edge.

"Aense." he whimpered, though he didn't know what he was asking for. With A wet np ot shredding Hesh, P-pper
Yore A long ribbon ot meat (ree, skin stretohing and snapping as he qulped the shill connected lesh down his
throat. Wt ripped free, the cool vcoan water stinging aganst the dragen's exposed Hesh To his right, Orusher
chomped Another mouthul kree, the Hesh rupturing under the pressure with 4 wet, audble burst mside the shark's
mouth.

Sip ket became four €ar Yoo quickly, which became two and A halk and then one and a halk The sharks showed no
s\gn ok slowing down, their appetites as mamed As their boeding ronzy Orusher pushed Bpper away o hite
down on the end of the shakt wrselk chomping kree a4 qood eight nches. ks he pulled back, the nsde stretched
and fore, leaving Jason with a4 conical meaty ‘stump' Jutrting krom his grom. His dick was now wider than it was long,
Yhe row«ninimg fesh so kat, g0 thick and Juey that F couldn't GF entively between the sharks' jaws.

That ddn't stop them though, a5 they chewed " and through soft Hesh, o\i%ing At the wound of runed sex meat,
ywling ofk s{'ring\{ ribbons and gouging hard chunks of dick for themselves.

And then, all at once, i+ was binished, The sharks pulled Jason's hips to the surkace, so that he could see what was
lekt ok what used Yo be the higgest fucking dick  the country
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Wt was gone. There was not even A skump, ot even serdps lekt. There was A caviky, A conoave hole . his grom, 4
shallow divot whete there once was twenty cubie feet ot beautitul sensitive, and apparently fasty dragon went.
JAson knew that there was mo possible way that the sharks could have actually eaken 4ll ot it, and that was when

he saw them.
Chunks.

Large, bobbing dark hunks of his dick meat, Yorn free and then borgotten, pieces ok meat that were higger than

the average wan's Gl erection callousy forgotten about fo Hoat n the waker around the meapacitated dragon. He
whined, deep n his throat, wishing kor the willpower fo wove his hand, to reach out, Yo qrab at even 4 single one
ok the dark hunks ot his bormer penis. 1t could be reattached. maybe..

Pan swarmed up through his groin, then, as his serotum was abracked No, not attacked, sawed through, as the
sharks pried his massive balls free of his body Jason's mind bolled with shock, and anger. WHY? They didnt even ent
his entire cock, why Are they taking his balls, +oo??

The two sharks surbaced, but Gurther away trom him, and padding further. There was something in the water
between them, A balloon shaped shadow that was as large as eibher of them The sting of ocean waker hissed
aganst the slash beneath his grom, where the draqon's heavy orbs had once dangled. Nothing brushed agamst his
thighs, now, nothing was pulling down at his abdominal wuscles with the sheer wass of their existence. He was
denuded Those were his balls that they were Yaking away and they weren't even explaning why

Caleve's chest was slick and stained with the runoff of the fat, juicy hunks of meat he was being
fed. He, amazingly, was always able to find something wrong with each piece, as Gala sawed
his sharp, saw-tooth serrated knife through the dormant dragon's massive penis. It's not like he
didn't have length to spare; the huge dragon's dick alone weighed more than three of the other
party attendees' entire bodies, put together. He'd be fine.

Caleve loved dick meat, especially getting to catch it out of the air. Perhaps he had a bit of gull
in his heritage, for there was something so dynamically exciting about snapping jaws around a
piece of warm, fresh dragon meat. Dragons were basically fish, anyways, right? Fish with legs
and wings?

The gryphon leaned back, his stomach satisfied for the first time in a while, as Gala sawed
jabbed the knife down into the base of the dragon's cock, sawing around as if he were removing
the top from a pumpkin. The shaft was flesh was lifted up, as wide as a wheel of cheese, and
thumped down on the table with just as heavy of a whumph.

"How about that?" The fox asked, sounding exhausted. He had hacked more pieces of meat

apart from the dragon he had expected to. He had not planned on leaving Jason with anything,
but he didn't think he would be dismantling it, foot by foot.
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"Perfect," Caleve said, with a dick eating grin. "Can't see a single thing wrong with that piece.
Excellent work, fox."

Gala narrowed his eyes. His brain whirred. He observed the gryphons bulging midsection,
bloated with dragon meat.

"You could have used any part of it, couldn't you," he said, eyes turning to Lazarus. The sheep
shrugged, grinning as well.

"Yeah. | could. But, you seemed to be having so much fun, and Caleve deserved a treat!" The
sheep angel said.

Gala groaned, and looked back down, at the dragon's huge scrotum. "Fine. Do we need these?
For anything?" He asked, as he began sawing through the neck, taking out his frustrations on
the leathery scrotum.

"We don't," Caleve said. He watched as the vulpine clawed those two huge hunks of meat free.

"Fine," Gala said. He stood back up, the neck of the dragon's scrotum, freshly severed, caught
between his paws. He lifted it up, biceps flexing under his pelt as he dragged the big soft
stretchy flesh bag up and into the air. The severed testicles, still plump with unspent seed,
remained on the floor. "Since you don't need it... please take these to the kitchen. Give them to
the tiger chef. It is our, ahem, 'payment’ for his cooperation. Then come back here, we still have
Max's equipment to use."

"Not really," Lazarus said, as Caleve groaned and climbed to his feet. "Max really doesn't have
anything to offer, which is kind of a problem, to be honest."

"How? Why?" Gala said, handing the bag off to Caleve. The gryphon fussed at the weight, the
enormity of the massive scrotum, but began trudging towards the kitchen doors. The leathery
sac dragged on the ground behind him, the humongous orbs squeaking along the floor with the
sheer heft of their combined mass.

"Well, for the spell to work, we need to include part of everyone who participated in the original
story," Lazarus said. Gala snorted, as he crouched down behind Max, resting his chin on the
folf's shoulder.

"This little fucker barely has anything left. | mean, first of all, he's so horny to be emasculated,
that he lost his own balls while he was eating my boyfriend's." Gala reached down, cupping one
arm around Max' chest in a 'friendly' hug, as the other palmed up between the white folf's thighs
and against the blank space where balls once hung. "He wasn't even on the menu, he just
couldn't help himself."
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"Some guys get caught up in the excitement," Lazarus agreed. "He doesn't have his balls, but
we can still use his cock. Maybe the tip? We could use it as a barb or something."

"l don't even think | want Max's flesh to be part of my boyfriend's big beautiful cock, though,"
Gala mused. "It would be like dumping vinegar into a barrel of fine wine." He stroked a fingertip
along the scar, the seam where the scrotum had once hung. "This pathetic little nub can't
possibly add anything. Maybe we should make an exception, just for him."

"We can't," Lazarus said, gently. "You will need to find a way to 'accept' part of Max, since he
accepted part of your boyfriend originally. It's the only way it will work."

"His cock is too small to be of any use," Gala continued. "l| dunno, maybe we can use the knot
bulbs, and add them in, as like, stuffing, for the other knot pieces. Could you do that? Put them
above and between the others, to add like, some pleasant bumps to the cock?"

"Of course | can. No matter how you arrange it, I'll fuse it all together, it will be beautiful."

"Great," Gala said. He manipulated the folf's small pink penis between his fingers, squeezing
and twisting the rubbery flesh, pulling along it to drag it fully out of his sheath. "l don't even
thinkin I'm going to need a steak knife, to be honest," he mused. "He's so eager and willing, | bet
if | just squeeze down behind the knot and pull up, it'll shuck the knot right off."

"Don't be mean," Lazarus chided. "He can hear you, even if he's paralyzed, you know."

"Oh, he's hallucinating, I'm sure. He has no idea that his pathetic little dick is being so graciously
taken from him, and rather than being dumped down the garbage disposal, it's being added to a
better cock, one that could actually be appreciated, one that would actually have a purpose."

Gala pinched down with his finger tips, working them into the folf's sheath and bearing down on
the narrow root of Max's cock. He pulled, feeling the solid bone of the baculum shift slightly
under his tough, the skin and flesh that enrobed it resistant to his twisting, squeezing.

"Come on, little folf, just pretend you're a big, tough top. Yeah, that's right, lemme see you get all
knotted up as you plunge your big, thick, veiny bone into some whimpering pup. Come on, let's
get nice and hard," Gala said, whispering cruelly in the white furred sub's ear, nuzzling his snout
affectionately up along the fluffy cheek. "You can do it, right? You can get hard, if you want to?"

Max could not, in fact, get hard. The fold's spindly pink cock, pretty in its own right, remained
stubbornly soft and plastic in the larger fox's paw. Gala twirled his finger around the soft flesh,
curling it up like a tress of hair, and then squeezed his fingers down. Gripping it tightly, he pulled,
tugging insistently on the soft flesh.
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Somehow, despite being as soft and flexible as possible, the fox was able to pry the stubborn
gem of flesh free of Max's body. There was a bit of resistance at first, the folf's body trying to
retain what little genitalia it still had, but in the end, Gala's fingers, and claws, overcame the folf's
paltry resistance.

The pink length of folf cock slithered free of the baculum that it had clung to for so many years,
pulling loose of it like a half melted popsicle sliding off its stick. Gala had the whole piece of it in
his hand, four or five inches of folf cock, almost entirely intact other than a torn base and a hole
going up through the middle of it. He tossed the whole thing to Lazarus.

"There's really not much of a knot on it. Maybe we could just integrate the whole thing, as, |
dunno, maybe one of those ridges that dragon's have on them? That would work, right?"

Lazarus caught it, holding the cute pink appendage in his palm, and petting two fingertips along
the edge of it. "Of course, that would work. We can even mold it so that it is a 'silent partner’, just

a patch of pink to indicate it's there at all."

"Great. Put it on the underside, near the knot, a little pink 'birthmark' - all that will tell the world
that Max ever even had a cock."
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