
The morning had come and gone, just like any other. The sun was high in the sky and with it, the temperature had risen to sweltering levels - for a fluff-blessed Kitsune like Ayami, it was torturous. Alas, the warmer months and days couldn’t simply be willed away simply because one pink fox found herself longing for warmer months, especially when she’d been invited outside of her home city to a fancy beach resort under the company of her sister and a certain bird. . . she simply had to endure. Yet, even so,

“This suuuuucks. . .” Ayami whined, as she blocked the sun out of her eyes with a hand. It was too bright. Too hot. It sucked. “C’mon, Aya, it’s not that bad. We haven’t got beaches or summer getaways like this back home, so try to enjoy it a lil’.” ✨Her sister - Mira - chimed in. Despite the differences in their heights, and. . other areas, it was clear enough that the two were closely related, even if the taller of the two was vastly older given the lifespans of Kitsune. Where Ayami wore a frilly, pink two-piece swimsuit better designed for looking cutesy and to keep as little skin covered in favour of generating less heat, Mira’s attire was more along the lines of a thicker, lacy white fabric that hugged her figure and showed off where the main key difference between the two lurked - the chest. All whilst wavy, two-toned hair between pink and dark grey flowed behind her figure in two long, knee-length twintails.

A jealous stare from the smaller of the two foxes was soon interrupted. “And you’ve got us with you. That’s enough to not worry about the heat for a few days, right?” A third voice chimed in, with its owner taking one of Ayami’s hands into her own. Bright and cheery, Celysis brought some much needed optimism to the pink fox - who was busy trying not to outright melt under the heated sun. Clad in a borderline fluorescent green bikini, it was easily the most eye-catching of the three swimsuits - especially when compared to the dark blues that made up her hair and feathers. “Yeah. . I suppose. . . .” Good company or not, it was hard to ignore the heat when they were walking through the resort’s outdoor pool area - right under the sun. 

The trio came to a stop at a table - beneath the shade of a towering beach umbrella, it provided some much needed reprieve from the heat, if only a little. Ayami was more than happy to sink into one of the several pillowed chairs that sat around the low wooden table, as her head hung backwards. Celysis sat nearby, where she leaned forwards to place both elbows upon the table, “I’m going to find something cool to drink so she doesn’t die on us - try to keep her distracted, in the meantime.-“ It was the most she could do for her sister given the circumstances, and an icy drink did sound quite nice given the heat. “I dunno, you might wanna hurry back. . . else you’ll probably come back to a melted puddle of pink fox.” The harpy softly giggled, even with Ayami opening one closed eye and frowning at her. If only she could take a dip into the pool, or even the ocean, that might have helped. . alas, she didn’t spend an exorbitant amount of time maintaining and cleaning her tail just to ruin it by getting it all soaked in chemical-filled pool water or the salty ocean. It’d be a total disaster for her fur! “Say, is that. . . .” Azure head-feathers twitched and perked up, as a familiar figure sauntered into view from within the resort— oh dear. Celysis glanced between them and Ayami, knowing full well how a clash between the two of them could end. . . . it was imperative to keep them separated, but the curvaceous feline that sparked up these worries in the first place was walking towards them ! 

All the while. . Cheyann was enjoying an idle stroll. Following a morning of lazing around in the pristine comfort of an air conditioned bedroom within the resort and working off what or, who was eaten for breakfast, she’d eventually built up enough of a drive to venture back outside - naturally, the pool was the perfect destination when the sun’s rays were bearing down so intensely. She’d had the good fortune of ‘procuring’ a wide-brimmed sunhat earlier in the day, which did an excellent job at keeping the sun off of her body. Even so, she was as recognisable as ever - long, curly hair and an even longer, fluffy feline tail all hued a deep green gave away who it was from quite a distance away. . let alone the meagre dozen or so metres that stood between her and the nearby duo. Amber eyes were slowly scanning across the poolside, to either take in the sights or size up any visitors nearby. Chey may have had herself a far more filling breakfast than usual, but even so - her hunger could only be suppressed for so long. “Mm, mm. . . plenty of people around, today,” The feline woman mumbled to herself as she continued to walk until, at last, her gaze was locked straight ahead - upon the ever so slightly worried harpy nervously peering in her direction. 

Celysis, in turn, muttered under her breath and stood herself up. If she could convince Cheyann to stroll and hunt somewhere else, that would be ideal - should Ayami recover enough to be a nuisance, there was only one way it could possibly end— and there was every chance the bird herself was caught in the crossfire. A hand was raised in a wave as the pair slowed to a halt once the distance was closed, with them standing perfectly at eye level with one another. “Cheyann! Didn’t think I’d see you around here. . ah, hello!” It didn’t take a genius to note that Celysis was visibly nervous about something, though it was disregarded for the moment. She waved back with a slow, lazy sway of her hand, “Hello there, Celysis.~ Is it not normal to pay a visit to the pool, on a warm day like this?” Those piercing eyes slowly scanned up and down the blue-feathered bird’s figure in appreciation for both her figure, and how delicious her scantily clad figure appeared. It didn’t go unnoticed - an even more nervous giggle was voiced, and she shrugged. “Suppose so, yeah. . . if you’re looking to cool off, though, why not relax over in the shade? I’d welcome you to join us, but the seats will all be taken once Ayami’s sister gets back.-” Totally. There was a fourth seat, but– she needed the feline woman gone - and soon! “Ayami. . . ?” There was a name she’d not heard before. Cheyann casually leaned to one side in order to peer past the bird, only for her to shift to the side to continue to obstruct the feline’s view, “No one you need to worry about! She’s a friend - her sister invited us both here. You two probably wouldn’t get along, so you can just be on your way! Please……” Celysis was practically sweating buckets, and not just because of the heat. Even so, the cat was stubborn.

She continued to lean from side to side, only for the harpy to mirror her movements and never allow so much as a glimpse towards whoever she was hiding. Were they that incompatible, that Cely would truly go to such lengths just to keep them from interacting? If anything, that fact alone merely piqued Chey’s interest even further. “I’ll be ‘on my way’ soon. . c’mere, you.” Having had enough of the bird’s constant blocking, deft hands simply reached outwards to grab her by the waist and lift her up - which led to a rather surprised gasp, “Hey! Wait - !!” Uh oh. Not good! But, when those curious, amber hues were finally able to scan over the table and chairs the bluenette was trying so hard to ‘guard’, only confusion followed. “. . . . there’s no one there.” Unless they were absolutely tiny, invisible, or really good at hiding, all Cheyann saw was four empty pool chairs surrounding a table. “Eh?! Where did she - . .” It wasn’t like Ayami to just vanish for no good reason, especially not in the state she was in - though with the extra elevation afforded to her from Chey lifting her into the air, the harpy was able to answer her own question in the middle of speaking it. Unbeknownst to either of them, the pink fox had managed to slink around them both - and came to squat down close to the feline’s bushy, fluffy tail. Golden eyes were scanning across its magnitude of fluffy goodness, before- “Ayami! Don’t - stop!!” Alas, Celysis’ warning came too late. Chey’s ears twitched and perked up at the same time a pair of uninvited hands were felt upon her pride and joy; she turned her head backwards and focused her gaze upon a girl similarly diminutive in size to the bird she was holding, save for the absolute abundance of fluff that made up her own tail. “Tsk. . .” A rumbling growl echoed out, from the depths of the feline’s throat. “Well, shit.” To Ayami, she was merely making the most of an opportunity to get all handsy with a distracted feline’s tail - to Celysis, she’d practically just doomed them both– if the fox thought it was hot outside, wait until she wound up at her next ‘destination’. . .

“Fluffy. . mm?” For better or worse, the fox herself was all too ignorant of what she’d done - the opportunity to be mischievous had allowed her to momentarily ignore the heat, nothing more. Only Cely’s panicked warning seemed to drag her attention back to reality, as her gaze was shifted from Cheyann’s tail up, up, up. . to stare her in the eyes. She, ah, didn’t look too happy. “Hey there! Nice tail you’ve got, here.” Even so, Ayami remained as casual and cheery as ever. The harpy began to squirm and wriggle, to little avail - she was only released when Chey herself dropped her back down, with a stern “Stay there.” muttered under her breath. . as much as Celysis would have rathered to turn tail and run, it guaranteed a gurgly demise the next time she ran into the feline - as opposed to remaining in place, and at least trying to talk her way out of what was bound to come. A dextrous whip of that green tail sent it right out of the fox’s hands as the taller woman turned to properly face her. . arms were crossed, eyes were narrowed, and her lips were tugged downwards in a rather distinct frown. Although Ayami typically got by with just about anything due to her natural charms and heritage, the latter didn’t mean anything when outside of her home city - and the former didn’t matter much either, to the owner of the tail she’d grabbed. “I’m guessing you’re Ayami. . . hands off the tail.” Chey’s tone remained stern - cranky, even, as she leaned downwards. The feline’s swimsuit-straining chest hung low before the fox’s eyes, having been fattened up by gods knew how many people in recent memory. Ayami even had half a mind to reach out and touch those, before their owner’s hands nabbed her first. Chey’s hands grabbed the fox’s upper arms and pinned them inwards with enough force to elicit a soft whine from the smaller girl’s maw - it wasn’t long before she was dangling in the air, held up in a similar fashion to what Celysis was. “Ouchouchouch- be gentle! I’m a delicate fox!!” Either she wasn’t quite comprehending what was going on, or was acting willfully ignorant - no one would eat her in this heat, right?! All of that extra meat and the heat generated by digestion simply wouldn’t be worth it. . . and she was too cute to cram into a sweltering, acidic deathtrap. Right?!

. . . . . . . . . . yeah, right. “You. . are the one who touched my tail, nya. No one is allowed to touch, without permission.” A simple nod was given. It made perfect sense - asking before touching was common courtesy! Plus, she still hadn’t eaten lunch - a woefully empty grrrbblllrrr…… echoed out from below the fox, before any confidence still present within those golden eyes withered away. A rumbling purr emanated from Chey’s throat before her maw opened wide; a clear view into the damp, cavernous abyss within was afforded - pearly white teeth, a flat tongue oozing with saliva, powerful inner walls that were capable of overpowering even stronger individuals. . . everything about the gaping cavern mere inches away from the stunned fox’s face screamed predator. She felt the feline’s warm breath upon her skin, and how the extreme proximity led to rivulettes of condensation to both form on and trickle down her face. “Ah- I. . - Hey! Hold on a second! It was only a quick touch - barely a few seconds!! That can’t be worth ea-mmpgh?!?” Towards the end of Ayami’s stammered plea, the feline had enough of listening to her prattle on. . thus, her entire head was stuffed into her greedy maw within an instant. Lips stretched and Chey’s jaw widened to accommodate the unnaturally wide morsel, as Ayami’s arms and legs began to thrash - she wasn’t going to go down easy! Is what she’d liked to have claimed, were she physically powerful enough to contend with the cat. Given her smaller stature, there wasn’t much she could have done in such a poor position, even if she wasn’t being held in a grip so tight it felt like her arms were being bruised.

“Mmpgh?! You-!! Mnnghh - !!” Ayami’s cries and groans were dull, and largely overshadowed by the gurgling GRRLLPP!!’s that brought Cheyann’s lips all the way down to her squirming meal’s shoulders. Despite the general lack of light surrounding her head, the fox’s vision wasn’t too inhibited - those golden eyes could see in the dark well enough, although in that moment– she almost wished they couldn’t. After all, all she did see was the entrance to the cat’s gullet flexing and tensing in preparation to be stretched out by food. . . that was all she was regarded as, now. Chey shuffled her hands south to grip the fox by the hips, whilst another “H-hey! Let me- mmngh– go, please!!” round of faint pleas echoed out. Pleas that were, naturally, ignored. GRRRLLP - GRLLLKK!  SHRRLLLKK– All Celysis could do was watch as, with only a small handful of powerful contractions of the feline’s throat muscles, over half of her friend’s entire body vanished past her soft lips. Any vision Ayami still had was promptly robbed due to the sheer tightness of the wet, slimy passage she was crammed into - night vision or no, it wasn’t as if she could open her eyes with the clenching walls of Chey’s throat pressing against every last inch of her face all at once. . . it was hellish! She couldn’t even breathe, nor could she make herself enough room to even try in the first place with both arms so firmly pinned to the sides of her body. Having been devoured all the way down to the hips, a sudden shift in gravity brought a sharp “MMNNHHH-?!” From somewhere inside of the feasting cat’s midsection - she’d lifted the fox’s lower half into the air and tilted her head backwards, in order to allow gravity to aid her in devouring the pint-sized Kitsune. 

She didn’t need to, by any means, but the sight of those legs kicking and flailing with all their might was too entertaining to pass up. . it also put on quite the show, for any poolside observers. Ayami was trying to fight back. Trying to push herself back out, trying to free herself from the confining embrace of Chey’s oral insides - unfortunately, she simply didn’t have the strength. Even if she did, not being able to breathe made it even harder to fight back - it wasn’t too long before her face began to push against a tighter, tenser ring of muscle that, as pressure amounted and more of her body was fed into the cat, had no choice but to yield. And, no more than thirty seconds after those lips descended around her head, Ayami found herself being pushed into their owner’s stomach. Fortunately, its spacious nature meant that the fox could finally give her lungs some much, much needed air. On the other. . the ‘air’ inside of the gurgling chamber was so eye-wateringly acrid she almost wished she couldn’t breathe. “Urrp- you’re kidding me……” The scent of frothing stomach acids and raw, digested meat hit the girl’s sensitive nose hard enough to make her gag - it took all the strength she had just to pull one arm forwards and out of Chey’s gullet and into the inches-high pool of flesh-eating acids below in order to stop her from dunking into it all head-first. “You’ve made your p- point, okay?! I- eugh– won’t touch y- your tail! S- Spit me out -!!” Her tone was even more panicked and afraid than it was when just her head was ‘eaten’, unsurprisingly. With her vision, despite tears inadvertently clouding her vision, Ayami could still see - and feel, with her hand - what could only be the remnants of bones at the very base of the cat’s gut. Even they weren’t safe from the gastric onslaught that occurred within. . . it was all too obvious that this was not going to be pleasant. Even so, Chey simply swallowed again.

GLLLLLPPP– Teeth began to bite and press against the fox’s fatty thighs as they slowly sunk deeper, deeper, and deeper - at the same time, Ayami was forced to slowly curl up inside of the churning cauldron she was slowly being pushed into. She was able to position herself to have only her back inside of the caustic brew beneath her, though it really wasn’t going to do her a lot of good. . . within only another half a minute or so, one hand tugged off the pink sandals the smaller girl wore, and Chey’s teeth clacked shut. glllp. grrlllp. ssgglllk! brrrllbllrr. . . A volley of moist suckling and ravenous gulping resulted in every last inch of the fox’s body vanishing into the very depths of her stomach - where only a half-distinct outline of a girl fighting for her life was visible. . only the occasional punch or kick managed to form any truly recognisable shapes, as the trembling mass churned with the telltale sounds of a well-fed, eager catgut. “Damn it– it’s too hot in here!” Only then did Chey’s amber gaze finally return to the bird still close at hand. She slowly, meticulously licked “Spit me OUT!!” her lips and scanned up ‘n down Celysis’s figure, before beckoning her closer, “Nyow that’s done. . come here, Cely.” She perked up, almost immediately - her gaze “Why me……” went from idly watching the feline’s swelled gut with bubbling intrigue, to looking her right in the eyes. “I, ah. Yes, Chey. . . ?” Surely she could talk her way out of this and scurry off to safety, right? But at the same time, she couldn’t “Cely! HELP ME!!” help herself from fantasising about what was going on inside of there. She warily stepped forwards, as was requested, until only a foot or two of distance remained between the bird herself, and the taller girl’s swelled stomach. Ayami was inside of it. . . . at that distance, she could even hear the fox’s constant yells and cries - she sounded about as angry as she did afraid. 

“Mrrr. . make this easy for us, okay?” Cely didn’t have to wonder what the cat meant, for too long. Not when Chey leaned forwards and opened her mouth right back up - it gave the bird the same sight that Ayami had before she was devoured, only now. . visibly steamy puffs of hot breath puffed over the bird’s face, which carried the rather familiar scent of Ayami. “But. . . .” Although Celysis was the one to start that protest, she was also the one to end it. There were two voices battling inside of her head - one of self preservation, and one that was encouraging her to go and join Ayami. She couldn’t, could she?! She wasn’t food, wasn’t supposed to be eaten just because someone alluded to it - Chey didn’t even say that was what she wanted, the cat just opened her mouth and lolled out her tongue!

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . it didn’t take more than ten seconds after Cheyann opened her mouth for Celysis to lift up one of her hands, and slide it into the cat’s cavernous maw. Digits glided against her barbed tongue and grazed against pearly teeth in slow, inquisitive motions. That was all this was - curiosity. She wasn’t going to let the cat eat her, or anything. . . Cely just wanted to feel the inside of her mouth firsthand for– research purposes. “Do you even have any room left-? I’d be pretty filling, you know. . .” She couldn’t help herself from asking. Ayami was, after all, still struggling and thrashing below - surely an entire person was enough to sate the feline’s appetite…… Chey didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. Her eyes fluttered with mischievous intent as she merely pushed her head a few inches forwards, until Celysis’ entire hand was crammed into her gullet. Wholly out of sight, it was even hotter and wetter inside of the cat’s throat than it was within her mouth - the bird recoiled at first, though stopped in her tracks when it felt like her hand was going to come free. Cheyann– wasn’t trying to swallow her. Not yet, at least. She had the choice to either pull her hand out and run, or to push herself even further forwards. . the choice was obvious! She lifted her second hand, tentatively stretched the cat’s lips in order to fit it into her mouth alongside the other, and shoved it down that greedy gullet. “You’d best be grateful to me, for this…” She couldn’t help herself. At the end of the day, Cely was a bird - and Chey was a cat. It was a natural, wholly normal predator and prey dynamic; one that the latter simply couldn’t resist. 

An appreciative purr echoed from the depths of the feline’s core, and she reached out to grab her second meal by the waist. Cely wasn’t going to be wrong about being filling, at least - when combined with the other lump of meat squirming within her. Two girls ought to have sated her hunger perfectly fine…… right? Not that either was thinking about such trivial things. Cheyann cared for little more than tracing her tongue across the bird’s skin and ingraining the flavour in her memory, and Celysis was bordering on a state of excitement. No swallowing was needed, for the moment - not with the bird pushing and cramming inch after inch of her arms into the one-way-trip that was Chey’s oesophagus, until she had no choice but to stop at her head. A final look into the cat’s eyes was taken, then a glance at the stomach she was about to be pushed into, “I’ll. . see you soon, Ayami. . .” Any worries or fear Cely may have felt were being wholly overwhelmed by her prey-drive; she wanted to be eaten. To be crammed into the feline’s depths and reduced to fat and nutrients to fuel her body - a whole body shiver of eagerness raced down her spine when the feline opened her maw even wider, and, n o m p h . her head was gone. Cely’s face was compressed and mashed against the active ‘n squirming tongue that began to slather her features in enough saliva to soak her hair and splatter past the lips surrounding her neck - she wasn’t swallowed a fraction of an inch deeper, for the time being. The one mistake that had been made became vastly apparent when the bird realised both of her hands were stuck inside of the cat and neither could be pushed between her legs. . the only option left was to needily grind against the bulge of Ayami’s figure, whilst Chey gave her a tasting dozens of times deeper and more extensive than what was necessary. “The hell is going on out there. . . Cely?! Help me get out, already!!”  The fox was woefully unaware of what was going on in the outside world. Her panic-stricken brain had rationalised that Celysis had run off to find help in order to somewhat calm herself down, but– the pressing, grinding force pressing against her from the outside world certainly didn’t feel like help! 

“Please, Chey. . . -” Eventually, the pressure, neediness, and excitement grew too great to contain. Cely couldn’t stop herself from forcing out a few words whenever the cat’s tongue wasn’t smearing over her face - though the two she uttered were the only ones necessary. A plea to be eaten wasn’t something Cheyann could just ignore, after all, and given that she did spend almost two entire minutes teasing and tasting the bird, GLLLUK! SLRRRRP– GGRLLLLPP!! She began to swallow. Considering her current meal wasn’t too much larger than her first, Chey barely had to put much effort into the process of devouring Cely - each powerful, constricting clench of throat muscles pulled immense amounts of the bird’s body towards her grave without a care in the world. . . to Ayami, it wasn’t the most comforting sequence of sounds to hear. She’d been forced to curl into a ball, ‘sat’ atop her tail with her head close to the sphincter it had been pushed through earlier. She could hardly believe her eyes, when a pair of hands pushed through a few moments later. Doubly so, given their owner was blatantly apparent due to the feathers sprouting from their wrists, “You’re kidding me. . you too??”  Ayami’s first instinct was to grab hold of the bird’s hands and push - an attempt to force Cely back up the way she came. . it was a charitable move. Unfortunately, her aid was misplaced– the fox was stunned once again when Cely grabbed her own arms and tugged! If she was diving inside head-first to pull Ayami out it was a noble enough strategy, but no. Of course not. The bird was trying to cram herself deeper using her friend as leverage, not satisfied with the already staggering pace with which she was being utterly devoured despite Chey wasting barely any time at all.

Seconds continued to pass by - only eight had passed, between Cely’s hands and head entering her predator’s stomach. A satisfied “Fuahh. . .” was voiced as she entered - even the undeniably terrible scent present inside of her new, temporary home wasn’t enough to knock the bird back to her senses. She was still strung up on the idea of being caught, eaten, digested……… the neon-green swimsuit she wore was totally displaced and no longer covered the harpy’s chest as more ‘n more of her was crammed inside, “Sorry, Ayami. . I couldn’t say no to her.-” There was a giddy smile across Cely’s face - one the fox certainly hadn’t seen before– did she hit her head, or something?! “Don’t worry about it. . I’m pretty sure I can still push you out, right?! That way you can go get help!!” It was blatantly obvious that she couldn’t escape alone. That much Ayami had accepted. “Nuh uh. . I need to get deeper. There’s no point trying to fight her, y’know.” After all - food didn’t get to say no to being eaten, did it? Of course not. “Whuh– what are you on about?! For crying out loud, Cely. . .” Any hope the fox used to feel was fading, fast. If Cely was eaten too, who else was going to save them?! Wait– Mira was still outside. She could do something, when she got back! She was the older of the two siblings, after all - far more sensible and capable than Ayami, by all means. . . if anyone could save the pair, it was bound to be her. The fact that no one else was trying meant that everyone else around the pool wasn’t interested in helping, so Mira truly was their only hope– SLRRRP. GGLLLUK. All the while, Chey was still swallowing. GRRRLLPP! GGRRBBLLLRRKK!!!  It was becoming very cramped inside of her stomach, very quickly. It was spacious enough for Ayami to somewhat ‘comfortably’ fit inside of, but with an entire extra person taking up a bunch of extra space? They were quickly lacking room. Hips, thighs, knees, calves, feet - they all passed Cheyann’s lips with genuine ease despite the swelling and stretching occurring around her midsection. . she wasn’t too unfamiliar with stomaching large meals, after all. She wasn’t particularly used to morsels like Celysis trying to force themselves deeper, however.- The bird was still trying to wriggle deeper, even when only her legs were still stuck in the cat’s oesophagus - she was that eager that she wound up dunking herself face-first into the steadily rising tide of acid that was bubbling at the bottom of Chey’s gut - it took both her own efforts and Ayami’s aid to get straightened out, and by then– her entire body was inside. The two were pressed and cramped together - Ayami’s back was facing the cat, and Cely’s was facing the outside world, with an entanglement of arms, legs, a fluffy tail and feathers occupying the space between them. Not to mention the acids, having risen all the way up to roughly a quarter of their cramped space. “You’re hopeless.” “You’re the one who touched her tail!” “And you could have gone off and gotten help. .” “And leave you to have all the fun?!”  “Again - hopeless.” 

As the two bickered with their gurgling prison, Chey herself was busy pulling a feather out of her throat. They were always the one big annoyance when it came to eating birds - it was a pain. Not that foxes and their absurdly fluffy tails were any better, given how much hair wound up stuck in her teeth. . “Much, much better. Hopefully there’ll be nyo more tail touching from you, fox.~” Not that Ayami could touch anyone’s tail other than her own, given where she was! Neither she nor Cely were able to properly hear what she was saying, in the first place - the constant sloshing, gurgling audio of pooling acids around their bodies and the rhythmic thumping of Chey’s heartbeat meant that hearing just about anything in the outside world was terribly difficult - even for Ayami, and her sensitive hearing. Arms were stretched up, above the cat’s head as her spine arched, head tilted back, and maw opened in a yawn - which, in combination with the fox’s efforts to open up the bottom of Chey’s throat, allowed faint rays of sunlight to reach all the way into the cramped chamber. . and allowed her prey one last opportunity to properly see around their bodies before darkness returned in full, permanent force. The cat may have lazed around all morning, but downing two meals back to back was still plenty tiring! And made for an excellent excuse to take a seat in one of the pool-chairs around the table the girls were sitting at earlier. The poor thing creaked and strained under the sheer weight it was forced to endure, though it managed to hold together for the time being. . if either of the two within her were much heavier, she’d have likely fallen straight onto the ground on top of a crumpled chair. A hand pulled the wide-brimmed sunhat atop her head downwards to cover her face and the other shifted to slowly stroke and pat across her stomach, as those slitted eyes calmly closed. Although Chey didn’t need to nap by any means, it was still nice to sit back and relax after a full meal - and that was exactly what she was doing. 

Within her stomach, neither occupant was proving capable enough to escape. Ayami’s strength was already largely exhausted, and it wasn’t as if Celysis had any desire to get out - the most the fox could manage was getting a hand up and into the passage they’d both been pushed through, before a reflexive clench pushed it right back inside. Given they were both drenched in a mixture of saliva and stomach acids, there wasn’t any way she could position herself to push both arms or her head into the tunnel. . any attempts were met with a whole lotta slipping and splashing of the rising acids nipping at their skin. It wasn’t an awful feeling, at the very least - Ayami’s skin that had been in contact with it since she was first eaten had gone mostly numb, and Celysis’ was slowly losing sensation as well. Not that it was much, with most of their bodies still above the tide. 
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Cheyann’s heartbeat was like a metronome, and filled any silences with its constant, dull thumping. Not that there was much silence - any movement made by her meals caused no shortage of wet sloshes, and there were deafening gurgles and churns that erupted around them every now and then. . . it was hard to even think straight, in there. Alas, the feline’s reprieve was fated to be cut short when the final part of the trio returned with a platter of summery, iced drinks in her hands. A platter Mira almost dropped on the spot, after turning a corner and seeing what - who - had happened to her companions. It was pretty obvious! Ayami and Celysis were nowhere to be seen, and a cat with a plus-sized gut was lazing in the exact same seat her sister was sitting on when she left– she’d been gone for barely ten minutes, what in the world happened?! She was, fortunately, significantly more level-headed than her younger sister; Mira didn’t make the mistake of crying out or yelling at the predator - she simply stepped up to the beach table and thumped the platter of drinks down upon it with an abundance of ice clattering against glass sounding out. “Ahem.” Mira cleared her throat, in an attempt to garner the feline’s attention, “What do you think you are doing?! You’d do well to spit my sister and her friend up, right this instant.” She spoke bluntly, positioned with one of the table’s corners between herself and Cheyann. Just in case. One of the cat’s eyes was opened up in a casual, borderline lazy motion, to slowly scan across the figure of whoever it was that had approached her. 

‘Sister and her friend’, huh? It made sense. This fox may have been a great deal larger than the one packed away with her gut, but she was still similar in enough regards to suggest familial ties. That said, Chey only shrugged. “I don’t think so, nyo. It was her own manners that led to this result. .” Ayami was the one who went and touched her tail without permission, after all - a mistake she had to pay for. “You must understand not wanting your tail touched without warning, yourself.” Tails, even, given Mira had two pink, fluffy tails sprouting out from above her rear. She couldn’t help but sigh, and shake her head, “I do, however that is no reason to eat someone! A slap on the wrist or minor punishment, maybe, but not…… this!!” Hands gestured towards the cat’s enormous stomach, which was still groaning and sloshing with all of its weight. If anything, though, the size was a good thing - it meant that Ayami and Celysis were still solid inside of there. . she’d encountered and seen predators that could reduce entire people to bleached skeletons in no time flat; she could breathe a sigh of relief that it appeared that Cheyann’s digestive speed wasn’t so brutally swift. The predatory feline slowly shook her head side to side and slowly brushed a hand across her stomach - as full as she already felt, if this fox tried her patience as well. . . . . . “She is lunch, and that’s that. Cely too - she’d probably just beg to dive back in, if I spat her up.” She wasn’t budging, by any means. Meanwhile, Mira was wondering how, exactly, she could fix the situation. . it wasn’t going to be easy. If Chey was that unflinching on her belief, could she even change her mind in the first place?! “Look, I’m sure she’s learnt her lesson by now. . it isn’t going to happen again now she knows what the consequences are, right?” Knowing Ayami, that may have been the one way to actually have her learn her lesson. If she was instead mulched down, digested, and forced to reform? Odds were, she’d just go out of her way to touch the cat’s tail again out of spite…… and probably fail in her resulting attempt to flee. “Meow said nyo, and that is that. You’re becoming an annoyance, nyow.” All Chey wanted was to sit back and relax as her digestive process worked its magic, and now she was being harassed and complained at by another fox. . . maybe she did have a little more room left. All the while, Mira was growing increasingly more flustered - and annoyed. 

A hand was loudly thumped onto the table and caused the platter of drinks to clatter in place, as Mira stepped a foot closer. No longer guarded by the extra safety of having the table standing between them, she was close enough to be able to touch Chey’s stomach. . and wholly confirm who was wriggling around inside, if the shapes and outlines were anything to go off of. “I don’t want to hear a thing about being annoying, after what you’ve done. You’ll release them both at once, if you know what’s good for you!” She switched from bargaining and reasoning to downright threatening; whilst Mira herself didn’t exactly know what she’d do if the cat refused to comply, she knew that she had to do something - else she’d be stuck spending the afternoon at the pool all by herself. She leaned even closer. “If need be, “Else we may just have to find out if your precious tail is foxfire-proof.” That was a good enough threat, right? Cheyann seemed to be quite fussy over her tail, after all - and for a Kitsune like Mira, scorching it with a flash of foxfire wasn’t a difficult task by any means. . she just needed the space to actually cast a spell, in the first place. That said– whilst threatening the feline’s tail was certainly effective at eliciting a reaction from the woman, it was by no means what the fox intended. “Nyat’s it. . come here.” Unfortunately for Mira, she had made one severe miscalculation in her approach - whilst Chey was by no means as agile as usual with so much extra weight bagging her down, she wasn’t slow by any stretch of the imagination. There was less than half a second between those words hitting the fox’s ears before a pair of hands hit her shoulders! The sudden shove sent her immediately off balance, and she tumbled to the paved ground below with a shrill “Eep–!!” only to land with a dull thud. . . 

Long before she had the chance to recover and recollect herself, an enormous mass of weight pressed down upon Mira’s lower body. Cheyann’s fox ‘n bird filled gut, of course. Her world was spinning, ears were ringing, and body ached where the brunt of the impact was absorbed - issues that were, of course, the least of her worries. Especially with Chey pinning her to the ground via tummymass, and gripping her by the shoulders firmly enough to leave dull, red marks. “If you’re so desperate to see these two released. . . see if you can save them yourself.” The cat spoke with a frown, her upper body was blocking out the sun and covered Mira in an ominous shade as her squirms and struggles did precious little to free her from this new predicament. Even so, she could hazard a guess as to what the woman atop her meant by what she said– and it wasn’t good. “Eh?! It was a joke - I’m joking! I wouldn’t dare, promise -!!” Immediately on the back foot, Mira’s sole hope was to find some way to garner mercy from the predatory feline. Easier said than done. If she had the space to perform the necessary movements and hand gestures required of her to activate her magic it would be a totally different story - instead, she was trapped as trapped as could be. A grumbling grrrblllrrrr…… echoed from the meat-filled chamber keeping Mira pinned in place, and Cheyann rolled her eyes with a huff. She’d been through the same song and dance time and time again and, if she was being frank, it was a touch tiring. . especially when all she wanted was to cut back, relax, and work off a hearty meal. Instead of a verbal response, Mira was instead answered with the very last thing she wanted to see; the cat’s open maw rapidly approaching her face. Her eyes went wide and hands shot upwards in an effort to push back against the looming deathtrap, though Chey’s own caught them by the wrists and pinned them down to the floor while she panicked, “W-Wait a moment! I said it was a joke! C’mon! Don’t you d-MMPGH–!!” Alas, the time for chatting and arguing had passed. Now? It was time for a predator to consume its prey, nothing more. Steamy wetness rapidly engulfed Mira’s head in the middle of her protests, with the feline uncaring and unflinching towards her unwillingness - chokes and gags followed from within as her tongue slathered and slobbered over the pretty fox’s visage to give her a proper taste. . . a tinge of annoyance formed inside of Chey’s mind, due to any natural flavours being altered by the presence of makeup products and various other skincare lotions, powders, and the like - where the others were subject to rather lengthy processes of being swallowed, tasted, and swallowed some more, Mira’s journey was far more hasty.

The first GRRRRRLLLP!!! that reverberated from within the feline’s throat saw her swallowing enough of the squirming girl’s figure that she had to start curling forwards due to their position. . they were going to have to move. With Mira gobbled up all the way past the shoulders, Chey figured the easiest course of action was to simply pull the fox further upwards - it saved her having to move around any more than she already was, save for the shimmying motions she made in order to tug more and more of Mira’s body out from beneath the entrapment of her stomach. Regardless of the kicks, punches, shoves and squirms the fox was giving, the pace didn’t slow down - at the rate they were going, she’d be gone within the minute– deep within Cheyann’s gullet, her head was passing the source of the thunderous heartbeat thumping all around her as she sunk even deeper into the abyssal pit - how the cat still had the physical room left to eat a third person was beyond Mira. . it didn’t make sense! She’d assumed she’d have been fine due to her own speed and reaction times, and the fact that Chey was full, if all else failed……… she was wrong, on both fronts. Alas, hindsight wasn’t of any use to her, given its inability to remove her from the damn cat’s throat. Try as she might, the squirming Mira was fighting back with was doing little more than shuffling her even further down the one-way trip of the predator’s throat, drawing her closer to an inevitable, gastric doom despite her best efforts to prevent such a thing. It wasn’t long before even her hips were gobbled up and, much like her sister, she was sent face-first into the acrid chamber already so woefully deprived of any room. 

Another trait shared with Ayami was her slight degree of night-vision; it allowed Mira to see both Celysis and her sister after her head was pushed past that final sphincter. The smaller fox stifled a sigh as she closed her eyes and leaned her head back against a stomach wall, and the bird raised a hand in greeting, “There goes our one way out.” “Welcome to the party, Mira!” Their reactions couldn’t have been more different, and told Mira all she needed to know about how the pair were feeling about their newfound, personal ‘spa’. . the latter’s prey-drive was still raring, and the former was just about out of ideas on how to escape - if even her sister failed, there wasn’t anyone else around to come and save her. “Well, uh. . hello, everyone.-” She’d have waved back to Cely, had both of her hands not still been stuck halfway down Chey’s throat. Her body was being slathered in sticky, slimy saliva the entire way down, and only the older fox’s legs were left in the outside world when the final, small series of ravenous gulps that eventually caused every last inch of Mira, fluffy tails and all, to vanish out of sight. She didn’t have a whole lot of space to work with, either - being cramped and stuffed between the others, they at least helped the fox out a little when she was eventually dunked face-first into the hungering acids that were already filling an entire third of the gastrous chamber. . she, like Celysis, made sure to have her back facing a wall in order to see inwards - not that there was much to see, save for a mess of tangled limbs and their bodies compressed against each other. Uncomfortable didn’t even begin to describe it; not only was their skin so slippery with saliva and stomach acids that any attempts to move just resulted in an abundance of slipping and sliding in place, the sheer heat that came from an active stomach was so overwhelming it felt like they were being smothered. Even Ayami, who had spent the most time within the terrible tomb, hadn’t grown used to it. . let alone the sinus-scorching scent that wafted all around them. “So much for ‘relaxing and cooling down by the pool’, sis.” A long, awkward silence between the trio was broken when Ayami spoke up. “Don’t act like this is my fault. . I know what you did!” Mira replied, with a huff. “It’s no big deal, right? Just sit back and enjoy yourselves, mmhm.” It was all they could do, really - at least one of them was having a good time. “Little hard to, when I’m being digested alive. . .” Stomach acid was already sloshing up and past their hips, even with Mira being added inside and stretching the cat’s gut even more. . Ayami couldn’t help but worry they’d drown, before being digested. 

Meanwhile, in the outside world? Chey wiped her chin clean of oozing saliva once again, and slowly began to stand herself up. Despite the enormous amount of food weighing her down, she managed to get to her feet all the same - it was a good thing they weren’t struggling in there, any more. Cely never did in the first place, Ayami had exhausted herself, and Mira was so cramped she outright couldn’t - it made her life a whole lot easier. “Nyow. . where to sit.” The previous chair was out of the question, given it barely held together when she was weighted down by only two meals, which left her with scarcely any options– save for the floor. There was an almost hypnotic sway to her stomach, as she walked. Step after step, the swelled mass jiggled side to side with every motion Chey made, with one of the drinks Mira had originally brought for her group in one hand. A sweet, orange flavoured boba. . perfect to sip on, while lazing around the pool. An elated sigh was voiced as she lowered onto her knees, after coming to a stop; an abandoned towel with a slobbery swimsuit-top discarded upon its surface. Whoever it belonged to, they certainly didn’t need it anymore. “Hahh. . . nyat’s more like it.~” The cat was, at last, able to sit herself down and properly relax. There was no way anyone else around the poolside was going to test her patience, after seeing what she’d just done - or after seeing just how full her stomach was. Anyone with half a brain wouldn’t give her a reason to test if her capacity stretched even further. Sitting on her knees, with her gut sagging over the tiled poolside and dipping into the water, Cheyann was as content as could be. After the annoyances that came with the two foxes, and the eagerness from the bird, a good rest was much deserved! Her stomach agreed, too - its gurbles, garbles and gurgles were growing steadily louder with each passing second, as if it was finally getting serious about smelting down its contents. 

“Ugh. . . I never should have come to this stupid resort.” Ayami was leaning her head against the stomach wall behind her, despite the fact that doing so was soaking her hair in slimy acids. It wasn’t as if it was going to matter, in the grand scheme of things - the acid level had already risen all the way back up and past the first third of Chey’s stomach, and it showed no sign of stopping. “C’mon, Ayami! It isn’t that bad, right? It’s a whole lot more pleasant, if you just let yourself enjoy it.~” Celysis chimed in and pushed a foot against the fox’s stomach, beneath the tide of acidic ooze. “I have to agree with your friend here, sis. If there’s nothing we can do, ah. . we might as well enjoy it. Right. . . ?” Based on her tone, Mira was trying to convince herself as much as she was trying to convince Ayami - she may have been alive for a long while, but she’d seldom found herself becoming another creature’s lunch. And it was never particularly pleasant! “Lemme enjoy dying inside of a stupid cat’s gut, uuhuh. . . tch.” Her mood was certainly sour. Thanks in large part due to the lengthy exposure to acids her lower half had been enduring - it was starting to hurt. The fox’s skin had gone beyond the point of a sore, scratchy redness and was starting to feel like a severe case of pins and needles across the affected area, which only grew worse and worse over time. Layers of skin were being peeled, eaten, and flayed away to reveal the flesh and muscle kept beneath - it was only in small, select areas for the time being. . but even that had Ayami wriggling around in discomfort. On the opposite end of the spectrum, was Mira. Having only recently been devoured, she was in a significantly better state than the other two. For now. Celysis was right in the middle - the prickling sensations of nerves being singed by aggressive acids was starting to spread across her skin, and she also began to wriggle around in turn, albeit not out of uncomfortability - but enjoyment. 

GRRRRBBLLLLRRRRR. RRRMMMMMBBLLL– SQRLLCH. BRRRLLLLRRR. . . 

It was a wonder they could actually hear each other speak, in the first place. With each second that ticked by, Cheyann’s smouldering stomach was growing steadily more aggressive. It was done playing around and its owner was no longer trying to hold back the natural process of digestion, now she was comfortably full. . . the rhythmic thumping of her heartbeat had become an almost comforting constant for the trio, and even it was entirely drowned out by the sounds of digestion - Ayami, being closest to Chey’s core, could only barely hear it every once in a while, whenever the churning quietened down for a brief moment. Any movement caused no shortage of sloshing, as well. The abundance of dark, green-hued slurry was audible all around them; from the rising puddle they sat in, to the sizeable ropes and gooey strands that seeped from the stomach walls all around them, the wet, sticky audio wasn’t going anywhere. “I must say, I’m impressed. .” The eldest fox spoke under her breath as she pushed one hand against a springy, sticky wall - only to find the next clench pushed it right back. Fighting against Chey’s stomach was visibly futile, and left her digits wholly slathered in thick, digestive slop she didn’t have anything to wipe it off with. 

Not that she could see it, too easily. There wasn’t a scrap of light appearing from the entrance they’d all passed through - the only thing that did pass through was the occasional mouthful of chilly, orange-flavoured boba that splashed into the pooling acid around them. That was the drink she bought, for herself!! Neither Mira nor Ayami’s natural vision allowed for more than a few feet of dim sight - they could barely see each other, barely see their surroundings, and couldn’t see more than an inch below the murky tide of acids. . which was, granted, more due to the murky thickness and density of the skin-biting tide. “She sure isn’t playing nice, today……” Celysis was also muttering to herself, musing over just how hard the feline’s gut was working to annihilate the three of them with an almost alarming pace. It hadn’t been five minutes since Chey sat down to relax, and the pressure surrounding them had almost doubled in intensity - whenever those walls clamped down, the next time they relaxed was to a lesser degree. It was only marginal, but. . it added up. On top of that, the heat was becoming unbearable. Between the warmth of summer outside, the closeness of their bodies, and the drastically rising internal temperature of the feline’s gut, it truly was becoming a sauna. An acidic, deadly sauna featuring squishy gutwalls that continued to press and clamp inwards with every gurgle and churn - a lack of chewing on Chey’s part meant that her stomach itself had to make up for the lack of mechanical digestion, naturally. 

By the time an entire ten minutes had passed, Ayami’s discomfort was far more apparent. She was still wriggling and squirming, yet the increased tightness of the cat’s stomach meant she had even less space to move around in - and for her, it had been closer to thirty minutes, as opposed to the ten her sister had joined her for. “It’s- hahh. . starting to really hurt, here. . . -” Her grumbled whine was entirely overwhelmed by a thunderous GRRRRLLLLBBBBBLLRRRRR–  that shook the entire chamber, and compressed the trio’s lower bodies tightly enough that something in the fox damn near broke - to no surprise, considering that she’d lost more than just skin. Acid-formed holes were appearing in the flesh below her waist, which only served to accelerate the digestive process even further thanks to an increase in surface area. . the lowest of the bunch had already dug all the way down to the bone. “Right? It won’t be long, now. . . !” In stark contrast, Celysis’ voice carried pure eagerness and twisted pleasure. Her body wasn’t fairing any better; the harpy’s skin was flaying, her flesh was vanishing, and whilst they hadn’t yet been exposed, her bones were creaking. Where Ayami and Mira’s bones were as solid and firm as one would expect from an average adult, Cely’s were akin to those of a bird - hollow. She still had one leg stretched to press its foot against the smaller fox’s stomach, but the other? It was still pressed against the very bottom of their gurgling grave. It wasn’t the safest place for it to be, by any means – 

BBBRRRRBBBLLL- crrrkk– S N A P !!! –LLLLLRRRRKKKK. . .

The sound of brittle bone being pushed to its limit and subsequently buckling under the pressure of the next clench was audible to even Cheyann herself, who perked up with a curious hum. They’d already reached that part, had they? A sharp, stifled “MMMNGGHH–!!” erupted from Celysis’ throat, as her left leg’s tibia and fibula both shattered. . . shards of splintered bone sliced through flesh, muscle and skin to form one hell of a compound fracture. Her femur barely fared any better and was left with several cracks and hairline fractures across its surface that had been developing for quite a while. With the avian’s blood now mixing into the ruinous sludge, it grew even darker and murkier than ever - not that either of the three was allowed for more than a few moments to realise what had just happened, before another GRRRLLL– CRNCH- SNAP!!! –LBBLLL–  saw to it that Cely’s femur surviving the first clench wasn’t anything more than a fluke. It was broken in two, right at the middle - the fractured bone was like a knife through butter, for the bird’s poor flesh. There wasn’t a word spoken, that time - only a wide-eyed, open-mouthed shriek of overwhelming pain spliced with brain-hammering pleasure leapt out of her lips. “That didn’t sound good. . . -” Speaking the obvious, Mira was a touch thankful that her bones weren’t hollow and brittle - though the constant pressure was already causing minor fractures and splinters to form across her own skeleton. Ayami was in the same boat, to a greater degree. One more compression like that, and– GLLLKKK - “H- Hey! Cut it ou–” CRNNCH. “AAHHNN-?!?!” - KKKRRR. . . The pressure proved to be too much - the next to give out was Ayami’s hips - she’d been sitting with her rear against the bottom of Chey’s stomach for far too long, and the consequences were finally made apparent. The enormous bone had been bearing the brunt of the pressure for quite a while - a sickening crunch was audible when it finally gave out. . Cheyann’s ears twitched and perked up, when she heard the shrill cry of a wounded fox sound out from within her gut. . if nothing else, that was impressive! Not enough to warrant freedom, or dull the pain Ayami felt, by any means - tears welled up in her eyes and the squirming came to a dead stop due to the overwhelming discomfort that came with moving around– not that it was going to do her any good. From the outside, the feline’s free hand came down upon her stomach to gently stroke across its surface in slow, comforting rubs. Given her gentler temperament during the day, she hadn’t intended for the experience to be all too awful - she even began to hum a soft, soothing tune intended to calm the trio down a touch. . . . whether or not they actually heard her over the sounds of gastric digestion, pained whines, and crunching bones was another matter entirely. 

To anyone listening from outside, there was somewhat of a consistent pattern to be heard. Once every second or third grumbling clench that came from Cheyann’s stomach, the unmistakable sound of a bone splintering under the pressure filled the gurgling. If her stomach was hellish before, now? There wasn’t a word to explain it. Broken bones and tighter clenches meant the three were forced even closer together, into increasingly unnatural positions - Mira was suddenly pushed downwards with a startled “Uah-?!” whilst Ayami was pushed upwards, the former of whom was promptly dunked into the thickening stomach acids that were already filling almost three quarters of their remaining space. . Mira didn’t manage to get back above the tide. Despite being the last to be devoured, the older of the two foxes was the first to be snuffed out by the cat’s gut; it didn’t matter how good a shape her body was in when she was forcibly crammed all the way to the bottom of the brutal, fleshy coffin - where fractured shards of flesh-stripped bones and unforgiving walls worked in tandem to slice up the Kitsune with brutal efficiency. Despite doing her absolute best to push herself back the way she came and prolong her existence for just a few extra minutes, there simply wasn’t enough space left for her to have any hope of success. Mira didn’t even have enough time to drown, when a combination of inadvertent butchering, organ-crushing pressure, and wound-filling acids meant that her struggling was put to a permanent stop shortly after the twenty-minute mark was reached. Little by little, Chey’s stomach was shrinking. Softening. Once semi-defined outlines of three individual bodies were rounding out and compressing - over the next few minutes Ayami and Celysis were squashed together, chest-to-chest, as the tide of acid just kept rising. . . any time the walls surrounding them pressed inwards for another clench, they were completely submerged in absurdly thick ooze until the pressure subsided anywhere from three to thirty seconds later. 

It was a wonder either of the two were actually alive, truly - neither the fox nor the bird’s legs were still intact in any form, and their arms hadn’t lasted too much longer. . bearing more broken ribs than those still intact, severances in their spines that grew worse and more abundant by the minute, and acid burns so severe they were chewing increasingly deeper holes into their bodies, even the most potent of healing magic couldn’t hope to repair their utterly mangled bodies - they were as good as dead. Granted, they had been since they were first swallowed up– regardless. Chey’s stomach had lessened up on the brutal clenching, at the very least - wholly satisfied that the job was done, its defeated morsels were left in a wordless embrace. . . it was difficult to speak when your lungs had collapsed and were punctured by your own ribs, after all. It was arduous enough to breathe whenever the tide of bubbling acidity wasn’t filling every corner of the awful chamber, denied a sudden or sooner death via compression, they were left to slowly acidify and bleed out - delirium was in full effect, crumpled spines and fried nervous systems did, as the tiniest mercy, mean that precious little of anything - let alone pain - was still being felt. The tide, just. . kept on rising. 

At some point, the frothing slurry bubbled above their heads - and didn’t descend. Whether or not either of the pair still had a beating heart by then was impossible to tell - it took a total of thirty two minutes and sixteen seconds for any sign of life within the feline’s interior to completely vanish, and left her with nothing but melting meat within her swelled stomach. Killing its contents was one thing, but actually digesting that much food. . . ? It was going to be an all-night kind of deal. Not that Chey herself seemed to mind - she was still sipping away at her drink as she hummed her tune, wholly uncaring as to the massacre that just occurred within her own body. It was a frequent enough event that it warranted little concern, even if other pool-goers and passer-bys couldn’t help but ogle at her visibly bone-filled tummy. .

Ayami had to have learnt her lesson, after that. . . . . right?!
