“Would you, just, stop squirming already…!”  💢

Barely audible grumbles, whines and groans were escaping from one of Ratsath’s many less than ’safe’ alleyways; Ayami stood, half hunched over, with one shoulder against a wall… and a visible distension in the fuzzy orbs between her legs. They were normally large, sure, but never to the point of coming close to the ground - or visibly churning around a vaguely humanoid shape. With the afternoon sun just barely peeking through the cracks between the buildings Ayami stood between, the chances of anyone coming across the two - soon to be one - was becoming narrower by the minute. . . thank the gods for that. 

“Hurry up ‘n, nngh-” The fox faltered for a moment; golden eyes strained shut as she turned to face the wall for support, only to clench her knees inwards. “Melt!” All huffy and grumpy, Ayami was acting like it was all little more than an inconvenience to her, not the person being crushed and boiled inside of her sac– not that there was much of them left that could be called a ‘person’, anymore. That last push of her knees and tensing of her sac was enough to elicit a whole orchestra of gooey squelches and snaps, and finally shrunk those gurgling orbs just barely down to a size small enough for a brief incantation to be spoken, magic to be woven, and pink fuzz to vanish from sight! For a Kitsune, of all creatures, illusions and physical changes were hardly all that difficult - even for a total novice like Ayami, she’d made sure to at least develop a rather impressive grasp over more… acute illusions. 

After all, one spell was all it took to make the runt look like she didn’t just melt someone into foxslop only minutes prior! “Took you, hahh… long enough…” Although the simple invisibility spell didn’t remove any of the sensations coming from the affected area, it was at least enough for Ayami to stand herself upright and be on her way, without arising much in the way of suspicion from anyone that saw her stumbling on home. At least, that was the plan - until her whole world suddenly went dark. It was as if someone had switched off the sun; darkness shrouded all around the fox like a suffocating blanket. . . before she had much of a chance to say, do, or even think much of anything, a voice rang out. “My, oh my… making trouble, are we?~” It was a voice Ayami didn’t recognise. Warm, gentle, if not outright motherly - though wasn’t enough to stave away the worries and shock suddenly racing across her mind! “Who are……” As her eyes slowly adjusted to the darkness, her surroundings became progressively more evident. It helped that there was still trace amounts of light creeping in around her feet, where she could also see a pair of… hooves?! Eyes went wide, and flicked upwards as realisation set in - she hadn’t just been surrounded by a random plume of darkness, obviously. She was under someone’s dress. “I, uh. Have no clue what you mean. . .” Lying her way to safety was the first option that sprang to Ayami’s mind considering that, whoever this was, they probably weren’t here for a leisurely chat! Else she’d not have been trapped underneath a centaur’s dress and white-hued undercarriage. She was a short girl, sure, but even so - just how tall was this horse?!

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. Lies don’t suit a young lady like yourself, don’t you think?” The other’s voice was muffled and distant - to be expected, considering the fact that they were separated by several feet of distance and a thick barrier of fabric. A hand reached forwards to experimentally touch against the ‘wall’ before her, only to find it was pretty damn heavy. Geez. “It’s the truth, just look at me!! Let me outta here, would you…” Unfortunately, that opportunity had long since passed. 

From the outside world, nothing seemed all too out of the ordinary. It wasn’t particularly normal for a massive creature like a centaur to traverse alleyways, but… they were wide enough for one in particular - Ava - to be standing practically sideways in one. Now her hands were resting against the same wall Ayami’s once were, whilst she listened to the panicking fox’s denial and requests. It was positively adorable. . . . though not enough to spare the smaller girl from the centaur’s plans. A shake of her head had blonde locks tied into one, over-the-shoulder ponytail swaying side to side, alongside a pair of dazzling blue eyes softly closing - not that Ayami could actually see any of it. Her entire world had been reduced to the underside of the horse’s stomach, in a confined space that felt to be growing warmer, and heavier with a distinct scent. 

“Keep ignoring me, then. Tch…” There had to be some way out, right? Surely. The fox took a step backwards to bring herself a little further away from those hooves, only to back head head up against something hard, wet, and hot. Uh oh. “Calm down, mm? I only mean to chat. And… indulge, a little.~” All sorts of thoughts were racing through Ayami’s mind - mostly those of panic, and grim acceptance of how screwed she was. It didn’t take a genius to realise she’d just pressed the back of her head into an equine flare, based off of the heat radiating off of it, alongside the distinct wetness that was oozing out against her hair, and down her neck. “Then indulge somewhere else! I need to get home, alre- AHN-!!” Whatever the shorter girl was trying to say was cut off by a sudden buck of Ava’s hips; they surged forwards and threatened to wrap that flare around her head, and certainly would have, had she not all but thrown herself to the ground to avoid it. The woman atop her let out a gentle hum mixed with disappointment and entertainment, only to rear back and try again. This time with a slight angle to her undercarriage, to point the bestial, equine log of dick swinging underneath it a little further down. . in a way, Ayami had some degree of an advantage down there. Ava couldn’t see what was going on, and she could - all she had to do was dodge, squirm, roll, and make enough of a fuss down there that someone heard and rushed to her aid– something that she should, really, have already known was not going to happen.

Who was going to stick their neck out for a stranger at this time of day, and risk meeting the exact same fate……? “HEY! Would you STOP I-” SHRRRLLLLKKK!! Tragically for Ayami, her little advantage didn’t mean a whole lot when her ‘competition’ had already gone through this same scenario far, far too many times to be worth counting. Mid sentence once again, the fox was cut off - this time, by that flare making direct contact with her upturned ass during the midst of her next attempted dodge. All Ava really had to do was try again, and again, and again… it was bound to work, eventually. And it did! The fox was practically face-down ass-up, when a surge of tight, wet warmth rapidly expanded across her body. She’d been caught. 

“Shit- shit! H- hey!!” There was no escape, now. ‘Stuck’ didn’t begin to describe Ayami’s newfound position - she was being swallowed right up, and folded in half for good measure; plush thighs were pressed and compressed up against her stomach, until her knees were just about touching her shoulders. It was a good thing foxes were so damn stretchy, given it was still putting an awful amount of strain on her body. A long, sultry groan of relief rumbled deep in Ava’s chest, meanwhile. The stretching, the sensation of fullness, the vain struggles of prey not yet acceptant of its fate, was all positively heavenly to the equine woman - she wouldn’t have had it any other way. She’d caught the small girl in a slightly awkward position, though; even the powerful, experienced inner muscles of her cock were having a fair amount of trouble dragging the brat deeper. . . so, she mounted the wall before her. Nothing too fancy; a half jump had forelegs pressing up against it as hindlegs shuffled forwards and settled into position. Ayami was afforded the first proper sight of sunlight in far too long, given she was hefted several feet into the air by Ava’s tensing, throbbing slab of predatory horsemeat intent on making her its next snack - she reached down to push and shove against the flare itself, considered any kicking that came from her legs wasn’t going to do much of anything… not that her hands did any more. 

She was stuck, plain and simple. Trapped in horsemeat that had managed to ‘devour’ her all the way up to the stomach - and halfway up her thighs, as a result. “Would you just liste-MNNGH-!!” A thrust of Ava’s hips sent the fox face-first against the wall in front of her. She turned her head to at least not bust her nose, considering her hands were caught up with their desperate pushing down below, but… the pushing didn’t stop. Ayami was being squished from both sides; flattened against the wall, and forced down a passage just a little too narrow to comfortably accommodate her in that position. “A noisy little fox, aren’t you? Believe me - I’m listening.~” Just, not stopping. Even IF the centaur wanted to stop at that point, there wasn’t a whole lot she could have done. Another, stronger buck of her hips sent inches of turgid horsemeat up and across the brat’s back, sides, thighs, until its flare stopped just shy of her chest. It wasn’t getting any less dreadfully uncomfortable; the fox’s hands had given up their pushing and instead pressed against the wall with what little strength they had left. Her head was compressed down against her knees, her tail ran flat up against her back, her legs were squeezed together. . . . . “You’re going to regret this, you know! You’d let me out right now, if you knew what’s good for y-MMNNHH!!” Once again, her words were cut off by a thrust of Ava’s hips. Empty threats and complaints from a girl that was going to be churned into horsenut in twenty minutes weren’t really worth considering, let alone listening to.

The heat was growing increasingly more intense - as was the sloppy wetness of the tunnel the smaller girl was descending, thanks to a slowly increasing flow of pearly horsepre that gushed and pumped up and against her figure with each bone-straining flex of the mast surrounding her. Was this really how she was going to die, this time!? The thought should have made the pink fox even angrier than she already was, yet her reaction was borderline the exact opposite! She didn’t have the energy to be upset about it, anymore. Not as another thrust came, several more inches of her figure vanished from sight, and the distant gurgling of leathery horsenuts preparing to welcome their newest guest began to fill her ears - there was no point in fighting back against the inevitable, right? And inevitable Ava was; over the span of only a few minutes, the only remaining traces of Ayami in the outside world were her hands just barely sticking digits out of the horse’s pre-oozing flare which, like all the rest of her, vanished with a sticky SLLPP!! of muscles and flesh claiming their prize. 

For better or worse, the coming ‘journey’ didn’t take too long. Ava was able to calmly lower herself down from the wall and brush her dress off, as the fox beneath - inside - of her was suckled, tugged, and forced ever deeper… it may have taken an extra minute or two than if she were laying down, but the end result was all the same; eventually, Ayami felt her orientation begin to shift. From horizontal to vertical, as if she was on the slowest backwards water-coaster of all time. Instead of plunging into water at the end of the track, however, she was being dunked into something else entirely. Maybe it was a good thing that the centaur’s dress hid away everything going on between her legs - no one had to see the fox’s distinct outline slowly vanish from the horsemeat that had gulped her up, only to start to stretch, bulge, and distend Ava’s hanging sac. The right side of it, at least. That orb had proven itself luckier - or hungrier - than its twin, and was granted the right to clench its charge into nonexistence. . . . who, unsurprisingly, wasn’t all too enthused despite the fact that she’d largely tired herself out after all of that struggling. Ayami pressed against the sides of her prison with both hands and feet, still semi-stuck in the position she’d been devoured in, thanks to the rather cramped nature of the testicle she’d been plunged into. “Stupid- mnnh– horse…” A choking heat mixed with pure, equine pheromones swirled all around her head and took up all of what little air was actually present - which, frankly, wasn’t a lot. The amount was rapidly shrinking as fresh, gooey horsespunk continued to fill the chamber, whilst it also soaked, smeared, and slathered all across her squirming figure. 

Ayami’s descent had taken a while - maybe it was a good thing that the next step was not going to. It barely took a handful of seconds for the fox to notice budding lethargy in her actions and motions. Her pressing, pushing, squirming, and wriggling almost immediately slowed right down, due to litres upon litres of thick, densely-packed ‘taur-swimmers all clampering around her every pore. She was, in a word, melting right then and there. A deafening GRRRRBBLLL– erupted inside of the chamber at the same time Ava’s entire sac tensed and clenched closer to her body - the sound alone made the fox’s head spin… it was already dangerously loud inside of the orb, but that was way too much! The end of the clench saw both orbs drop back down to their neutral, dangling state - albeit with one still far fuller, far heavier, than its twin. “You’re s- so gonna– regret… th- this……” Her threats were as empty as ever. Even after Ayami manages to reform, there was no telling if she’d manage to track down Ava, or recognise her in the first place! It wasn’t as if she’d “seen” any of the equine woman’s distinguishing features, save for what lurked underneath her dress.

It was getting… hotter. Steamier. Like a sauna dialed up to 11, in the rapidly lessening amount of air the small fox still had to work with. Time continued to march on and with it, the tide of frothing, bubbling horsespunk all around her figure rose steadily higher in a blatant countdown to her eradication. Both her weakened struggles and mind were slowing; her entire body was becoming softer, malleable, and gooey at a frightening rate that only grew worse the longer Ava’s hungering seed devoured every last part of foreign material it found - there was no telling how much of the seed Ayami was practically boiling in was natural, and how much was once her own body. . . . not that she had to worry about any of that, for too much longer. The clenching of those orbs was as relentless as the equine swimmers inside, considering that it took only three, four more to almost entirely snuff out any remnants of its latest meal. Ayami’s head sank under the tide as almost the entire chamber filled with liquid ivory. She might have been able to squeeze in a few extra seconds of life if her body was actually solid enough to keep herself a little higher, but at that point– she was more horsenut than fox.

One final, powerful CRLLLLCH - GRRLLLTCH - CHRRRNNN– series of clenches and fox-mulching surges of sloshing seed later, and there was barely a bone left floating around in the caustic brew within Ava’s sac. They weren’t going to last much longer, either, considering the sheer efficiency of her biology - nary a trace nor hint of any pink haired brats were left, when the centaur stepped back out onto the street she’d dipped into the alley from. Albeit with cheeks flushed a gentle shade of red, now - with a palm raised up, against her own cheek. “My, oh my…” There was a definite weight between her hind legs, after that. For such a small fox, Ayami had still “produced” a remarkable amount of ball-bloating batter. True to the nature of a magically-rich Kitsune, all of that power had to go somewhere! And the only somewhere it could go after all of that was straight into the very keg that turned her from fox to horsespunk. “She certainly filled me up,” Not that Ava was complaining, by any stretch of the imagination. Such a sensation of fullness was positively divine, if not a teensy bit burdensome. Her gaze flicked between passersby as she walked, still idly speaking to herself. “I’ll have to find Chris, once I’m home. . . she’ll be happy to help, mmhm.~” Happy might have been a stretch, but– well, there wasn’t anyone around to correct her on the matter, save for the rampant gurgles and bubbling churns of an impending load eager to be released audibly rumbling from beneath her dress. 
