A young woman finds out her childhood best friend- a fox plushy named Fluffy- is actually a kitsune that has been watching over her her whole life, but will that trust now be used against her?

Fluffy

I pushed the stray hair out of my eyes and reached for the next box.  Mom was right: there was a lot of our old stuff in here.  Pictures from Ms Johnson’s fourth grade class when we went on that field trip to the chicken farm and from my sleep over at… oh what was her name?  Well at least I looked all snuggly in my fox suit pajamas.

“Jessica, did you find them alright?” Mom called from the other side of the house. 

I ran my hands reverently over the picture of me in my Fluffy ‘fox’ PJ’s before yelling back, “Ya, mom.”  I sometimes still slept in a fur suit- albeit a far tighter, slinkier one these days.
“I need to go into town, dear, you need anything?” Mom’s voice got further away as I faintly heard the familiar squeak of the front door hinges.

“Nah, I’m fine mom.  Just found that old picture of me in my Fluffy PJ’s…” Fluffy had been my pretend and best friend as a kid.  She had been a fox plushy and some other fox accessories, like the fox body suit in this picture.  Memory after memory came flooding back.

Snap shot glimpses of: snuggled up within my felt down Fluffy sleeping bag; sitting, watching TV with plushy Fluffy sitting next to me as I fed us candy; clutching Fluffy tightly to me during that massive storm that shook the house with thunder over and over again until I thought the house would collapse atop me.

I shook my head and looked around.  I could clearly remember how this room had looked all those years ago.  Turning around until my back was towards the corner the door was in- the TV used to be just over there on my left; along the wall opposite me where the boxes were now stacked up to the ceiling, my blue and white child play desk used to stand; in the middle of the room mom used to have that blue-grey couch so we could watch TV or I could nap on; and behind the couch had been her computer and desk.  This used to be our living room before dad had added the other two rooms onto the house and added my new bedroom and bathroom over the garage so I was closer to their own bedroom upstairs.
“Hey mom…” I called out, but then remembered her saying she was going out to… something about the store.  “Damn mom, so much has changed since back then,” I absently whispered as fond memories continued to stir.

Piles and piles of boxes were now all that greeted me in the dim light from the one remaining piece of furniture: the old torch lamp against the wall to my right.  I looked down and remembered when Fluffy and I used to sit at its base and play with our legos.  Now it was just another stack of boxes.
Stepping over to that stack, I peered into the upper most box, and on top was a reddish-brown felt miniature fox woman plushy.  She had two thick, fluffy tails and a silly smile stitched into her muzzle.  “Fluffy!” Tears of joy immediately welled up as I scoped up my old plushy dolly. “Mom said you’d ended up somewhere in here, sweetie.”

I pulled her close and snuggled her reverently. “How ya been old friend?”  I looked her over, turning her slowly over and over in my hands; it was amazing how good of condition Fluffy was still in.  I knew she was at least eighteen years old, since Dad had gotten her for me the day I was born.
“Well I think I’m gonna have to take you with me to college, how about that sweetest?” I couldn’t really remember when I had stopped carrying her around with me everywhere, but it had been years ago.  I know I had still slept with her until at least eighth grade, but why had mom put her away?  I just couldn’t remember anymore.  I tucked her under my left arm and went back to looking through boxes.
Of course I used to get some major odd looks from my friends when they saw me dressed up as a neko girl- I used to run around with a set of cat ears and sometimes even a tail- with a foxwoman as my best friend.  Everyone used to tease me, “But fox demons eat kitty girls!”  And I would just squeeze my beloved Fluffy to my face and sooth her hurt feelings as they rolled their eyes at me.  My answer was always the same: “Fluffy would never eat me- she loves me!”

Ironically I had spent a lot of nights sleeping inside of Fluffy.  I could even remember the zipper of her downy sleeping bag in her chest.  It opened her all the way to her… hmmm, I couldn’t remember to where.  Well that had been a long time ago.  I hadn’t slept in my Fluffy sleeping bag or fur suit since… elementary school, second grade?  But I could remember how warm and safe I had always felt inside of her.
I wonder if mom had kept all those accessories somewhere?  "Hey, mom..." I called out, but then muttered, "Oh yeah, store."
Looking around at all the remaining stacks I shook my head, “There is no way I’m hunting through all of this.  I’ll just ask mom about it later.”

A picture caught my eye and I smiled fondly.  On another stack of boxes next to where Fluffy had been was the only picture mom had ever taken of me and Foxy.  My kitten ears were standing all perky amongst my brownish red wavy hair- which these days was down to my shoulders- and Foxy snuggled cheek to cheek with me, both of us grinning like little fools for mom.  We were seven and I was in the second grade in Ms… hmmmm, I’d have to ask mom later about who my teacher was that year.

I didn’t have a lot of memories of foxy, we only knew each other for a few weeks, maybe a couple months before… I don’t really remember what had happened to her.  But I had missed her afterward.
She used to love to run around in this cute fox costume thing at the same time as I was running around like a little kitty girl with my cat ears always atop my head.  Her downy fur was the same reddish brown as Fluffy’s, with a similar belly fur of silvery white.  She had those beautiful pointed, black tipped ears on the sides of her head too because her costume went all the way up to and covered her head.
I stiffened and looked at Fluffy under my arm and back again at the picture; Foxy looked a lot like Fluffy just without the fox muzzle or tails.  I wondered if that was why we were such good friends: she looked just like my pretend friend.

A mischievous grin curled the corners of my mouth as I remembered how Foxy used to chase me through the house calling after me:  “Run little Neko girl run or I’ll eat you up!  I’m gonna get you!”  And I’d run squealing… well like a little girl.  Whenever she caught me she’d tickle me senseless or until I surrendered to her.  Once or twice I got her, but Foxy was typically doing the one pinning.  I had missed her.  No- I still missed her.  But I wasn’t sure… why.

The memories still made me smile.  Pity Foxy had gone away.

Looking down at Fluffy against my side, pinned there by my left arm, I could feel how soft and snuggly she was.  Just holding her again was making me damp.  I smiled as I remembered when I had gotten just past my first period I had gotten this wild idea into my head and ground myself against dear Fluffy.  It had been my first orgasm.  I could have sworn Fluffy was grinning up at me afterward too.  Every since then I would get a tingle from plushy felt or fur when it rubbed against my skin.

I think it was mom catching me humping my brains out while clutching Fluffy to my chest that got mom to take her away from me.  Mom’s keep sake and sentimental reasoning had prevailed and Fluffy had been put away.  Yeah, that was it, I remembered now!  Mom hadn’t wanted me to accidentally tear Fluffy.  Mind you the dozen or so other plushies I had mom had no problems with me “being around”.

Of course my nipples were now poking through my T shirt and my panties were getting extra snug under my bicycle shorts.  I was grinning sheepishly as I pushed my hair out of my eyes again.  Taking Fluffy with my right hand I smiled fondly at her, remembering well how she had made me tingle in my early teen years.  Yeah my nipples were standing on end, and yeah I was feeling that familiar tingle in my belly, but that would just have to wait until later.

An old memory boiled to the surface at that moment: the little spell I used to use to “summon” Fluffy to me when I needed a friend to play with.
Ohhhh that had been so long ago, what were the words again?  “Fluffy, Fluffy, I want to play with my bestest friend…” No that wasn’t it, didn’t sound right. “Now what was it?” I muttered.

“I don’t suppose you remember do ya?” I asked, smirking at the plushy in my hands.  

Then it hit me, “Fluffy, Fluffy, kitty Jessica wants to play with her sweetest ever bestest friend.”

It was the only time I had ever used my full name, even as a kid.  Only mom called me Jessica…

“My, haven’t you grown, Jessie.” The lips of the plushy in my hands had moved with the words.  The voice was the same one I always heard in my head when I thought of Fluffy.  But all I could do was stare as the plushy’s golden eyes blinked up at me and her muzzle cracked into what could only be called a smirk.

“Cat got your tongue, Jessie?” Fluffy giggled.

Without thinking, “That’s not funny… Fluffy.” It was her.  I knew it in my bones.  It was Fluffy. “But, h…how?”

“I bet you got some questions, hmmm?” The plushy flexed in my grip, not trying to escape but like… like she was stretching from a long nap. “Could you put me down?  I’d transform in your hands, but I think you’re freaked enough as it is.”

Without hesitating I knelt down, sat plushy Fluffy on the ground, and stepped back.  It all came back in a rush; I remembered now how this used to be.  “You’d to come like this, becoming my living plushy, and no one knew about it.  You’d sit there next to me talking up a storm with me, as long as no one was around…”

The plushy got to her feet and shook out her tails.  She looked over her shoulder with a look I could only describe as disapproving then looked back up at me. “I’ve had some upgrades since last you summoned me…”  With a hard shake of her tails three new fluffy tails emerged from amongst them.  “That’s better.  All now accounted for.”

She got back to our conversation. “Oh, I talked when your mom was around,” she looked up at me, now more miniature foxwoman than plushy. “Because she already knew the truth.”

“Mom knew you were real?” I was incredulous.  Mom had known the whole time and not said a word to me, even once I had gotten older?

The fox woman plushy shimmered and began to grow.  Only her muzzle diminished, and in seconds she was… she was Foxy.  My eyes snapped to that picture of us all those years ago and back again: they were the same, except she had those tails now. “Oh, My god.  Foxy?”

Foxy’s human lips curled up into a smirk as she put her hands on her hips and shook out her tails again.  “As you grew I had to adapt.  But your mom didn’t like our little ‘chase the kitty’ game and eventually asked me to stop coming in this form.”

Fluffy, Foxy, whatever her name was continued. "Even though she knew what our relationship would one day become, your mom was uncomfortable with my conditioning you to be my prey by playing that innocent grab and tickle game."

“Coming?” I asked, not sure what to think now.  My entire childhood was… was… was something.

“Dear, I had hoped to delay this conversation until you were a bit… wait, how old are you, Jessie dear?” Her golden fox eyes were looking critically over my. “I’ve been distracted and… lost track.” She seemed honestly bothered by this, but I really didn’t know how to take it or its implications.

“I just turned eighteen last week and mom asked me to go through storage for anything I might want to take with me to college… and I found you.” It came out in a rush, but when I finished I had a sneaking suspicion mom hadn’t so innocently sent me in here.

Foxy nodded, her golden eyes never leaving mine. “So you are a woman at last.  Then it is time.  And it seems she kept her word after all.”

Foxy/Fluffy shimmered again and aged before my eyes.  From a seven, eight year old girl up through her preteen years, including developing boobs, and then through the teenage years.  Waist narrowed, chest swelled, hips flared, and thighs grew shapely.  Until in mere moments Fluffy stood before me as an adult woman.  She was taller then me, fuller in the bust then me, slinky in all the right places and…

“You’re beautiful, Fluffy.” For some reason that tingling in my belly was back.  Might have been the silky fur coat she was covered in from the top of her head down to her bare feet.

“Awwww, you’re only saying that.”  Smiling sweetly at me she tilted her head to the side and her smile grew even wider. “And you have filled out most nicely yourself, Jessie.  You’re a lovely young woman.  Has it really been eighteen years already?”

I squirmed under her gaze, my nipples stiffening into little dents in my T shirt.

“I see you are still not comfortable with attention and,” Her smile broadened suggestively. “I see you still have your love of fur.”  She shivered, closing her eyes and squeezed herself with her arms. “I still remember the day my little Jessie had her first stirrings of being a woman.”

I blushed so hard that I began to sweat.  I found myself staring at my tennis shoes, squirming.  Then I saw her feet step right up to mine; I didn’t look up, but I could feel her warmth she was so close.
“Look at me, Jessie.  Please.” I looked up at her.  She was so close, her chest was almost touching mine and she was so sexy. “Have you figured out yet what I am, dear?”

Like if something in my head was released a word jumped into my mind, “A kitsune.”

She reached down and took each of my hands with her own.  Wrapping her soft fingers around my hands, holding them firmly but gently, “Yes, I am a spirit fox.  I have waited for this day since before you were even born.” With troubled eyes she looked deep into mine. “When you were little, I came to love you, Jessie, as if you were my own.  Then we became friends as only little girls could be.  That was back when I was still young and only had two tails.”

I didn’t know what to say.  My childhood pretend friend was a shape changer, and a predator.  I felt it with all my being as I stood before her small and powerless. “I’m scared, Fluffy.”

“So am I, kitty Jessica.”  She squeezed my hands and released them.  She ran her hands up my arms until they sat atop my shoulders.  “When your mother and I were young, not long after I had been first transformed into a spirit fox…” she searched my eyes, something warring deep within her. “Your mother was my first prey, Jessie.  And you, as her first born- you were mine at birth.”

“Ohhhh?  Like my own mother left the house because she was too much of a coward to listen to me being eaten alive, under her OWN ROOF?”  I locked eyes with her, glaring hard at her as tears began to run down my cheeks. “I loved you, Fluffy.  Hell!  Is that even your damned name?”

“Inamara.  That is my name.”  There was such a pained look in her golden eyes; I almost feel sorry for her, for what she was going to do next.

“That’s a lovely name.” I whispered, looking away- defeated.

She cupped my cheek with a soft hand, her voice husky with emotion as she softly continued, “I love you too dear.”

I looked at her confused. “But…”

“I said you were mine, not that anything horrible was going to happen to you, dear.” Inamara smiled mischievously. “Since I got my other tails my tastes and abilities have grown up.”

I was even more confused now, but her hand felt so good against my cheek.  I was suddenly reminded of all the times I slept within Fluffy- within a kitsune’s body- and how safe I had felt within her.

“Jessie, when I was younger all I wanted to do was scarf down your cute mother and feel her wriggling in my belly, digesting.  I did it to her so many times.  But then you came around… you changed me.”  The look in her golden eyes was… love. “Oh yes, I still desire to eat you, I have waited for over eighteen years for you to finally be old enough to digest, but in case you didn’t know: we kitsunes can choose how we digest our prey.”  Her mischievous smirk widened.

“I don’t want to die… but for you… Fluffy…” I didn’t know what else to say, but I knew in my heart I’d gladly give myself to her- to my beloved Fluffy.

“Dear, dear Jessie, you aren’t going to die.” She reached her arms around me and embraced me in her warm, furry chest. “I love you far too much to ever hurt you, much less kill sweet, adorable you!”

She stepped back from me and held me at arms length; a sadness haunted the edges of her face. “You fed me your love, you played with me, you talked to me, and you were my first true friend.”  Her eyes began to dance with happiness. “Yes, I fed on you all those times you slept within me.  Though I couldn’t digest you, I enjoyed your love for me.  Night after night for years you shared it with me.  It wasn’t until my mama gave me my new tails that I had to leave you, I had just changed too much, but I still came and checked up on you, even after you stopped summoning me.”

“If only I had known, I would have kept calling you…” Her fingers silenced me even as I started to cry.

“Shhhhh, you grew up and you couldn’t know what I really was, because I wanted you to stay an innocent little girl.” She leaned in and softly kissed me on the lips.

The heat of her, the feel of her silky, soft fur, and the emotions swirling within me- I kissed her back without hesitation.

When she pulled back I opened my eyes again, sighing contently.  My panties were sopped now as the tingle in my belly had spread through-out me, my nipples were throbbing for attention, and it was difficult to catch my breath.

“I’m not sure what’s about to happen… Inamara.” I searched her face, looking for any doubts or reason to fear my Fluffy. “But I’m yours.”

She leaned in, wrapping her arms around me again, and kissed me passionately.  Time just lost meaning in her arms; I was floating in her warmth, softness, and love.  I didn’t want it to end; I had my Fluffy back.

Eventually she broke our kiss.  Leaning in closer she nuzzled my cheek and sniffed my hair as she whispered into my ear, “Dear, I’d rather not digest you in a dingy storage room.  How about we move this up to your room?” Her playful grin returned as she leaned back to look me in the face. “Anyways, I haven’t been formally introduced to it yet.”

I nodded reluctantly, butterflies blooming in my stomach at just the word “digest.”  Stepping back from me, she took my hand, and led me out of the storage/extra room.

She kept looking back at me, her smile encouraging, and her five tails dancing before me, sometimes tickling my face or tummy.  Over her should Inamara playfully admonished her tails, “Now girls, Jessie is not for playing with, this is her first time- be nice.”

“But they are so much more… fluffy, than when we were small.” I reached out my free hand and ran my fingers through the fur of one.  It was easily the softest thing I had ever felt, and it was a feeling I remembered too. “You used to wrap me in your tails when I was little, didn’t you?”

“It was one of the most enjoyable things I ever did with you: sleeping with you curled up amongst my tails.” Flashing a positively predatory grin over her shoulder, “you were the first to not get absorbed into fluff for getting into my tails.”

Watching as first one tail then another coiled around my arm, as if holding my hand to help lead me along, I couldn’t help myself but giggle, “it doesn’t seem such a bad way to go.”

“Mmmmm, then I’ll have to introduce you to my girls.” She may not have said “after your digestion”, but I knew what she meant.

We reached the stairs and she stopped. Inamara pulled me into a loose hug, her tails releasing my forearm.

“I’m nervous, Fluffy.” I squeezed my lower lip between my teeth.

“Shhhhh, I promise you, there is no reason to fear.  I just love to say digestion, because it makes my prey squirm.  You aren’t going to digest in acids or scalding hell, trust me, okay?”  She took my face between her hands and held my eyes until I nodded. “Good girl. Oh wait.” Her face lit up with a smile. “Young woman!”

Inamara looked up the starts and back at me. “Show me your room, dear.” Her tails danced behind her excitedly as she took my right hand in her left.  I nodded and slowly headed upstairs. The butterflies were dancing eagerly in my belly as that tingle played along my nipples now.

It was a brief hike up the wide stairs to the upper floor.  Turning to the right when we reached the landing that separated my rooms from my parents, I took us up the carpeted, short hall to my room.  My eyes glanced over at the outer door of my bathroom as we passed it.  And then we stood at the open doorway of my room.
Most of my stuff was boxed up and ready for moving out to college with me, but my made bed was still there in the center of the room with my three favorite plushies up at the headboard.  Only my purse on the desk to the right and my make-up case on the dresser to the left were left unpacked.  I was supposed to leave tomorrow for the dorms…

“It’s a good thing I caught you before you left.” She stopped me just inside my bedroom and turned me around to face her. “And now that you have invited me in, you’re mine.” The playful grin tugging at the corners of her mouth eased the foreboding of her words, but not the butterflies in my stomach.
Taking me by the arms she slowly backed me towards my bed, her eyes burning into my own.  “Undress, Jessie.”

I sat on the end of my bed as her tails pushed the door closed.  The finality of that soft click made me jump.  But her hands and tails were quick to hug and comfort me.  Then Inamara reached down and helped me lift my shirt over my head.  Next she undid my cycling shorts.  I had never been undressed by another before so my hands went to my chest as my shirt came off.  I could feel the burning of my own blush as I watched her deftly strip me.

Her tails were prehensile and made quick work of pushing open my shorts before her hands slipped them off my hips.  I leaned back on my hands and lifted my rump as she knelt before me and guided them down my legs.  I sat up again and covered my modest chest with my hands; I keenly aware they were nothing like her alluring mounds.  She next slipped off one tennis shoe then the other.  A moment later my shorts were gone, and it was only then that I realized she had taken my panties with them.  An instant later I dropped a hand to cover myself…

“No need for that dear.” Inamara took my hand and gently pulled it away.  Taking my other hand, she took it from my chest. “We are about to get to know each other more intimately then you could imagine.”

I closed my eyes as I begin to shiver and it wasn’t from being cold.  The butterflies had now spread and the finality of what was happening…

“Look at me, Jessie.  Please?”  She coaxed.

Reluctantly I opened my eyes and looked down at her.  She was right on level with my stomach, smiling.  The look in her eyes was yearning, and… mischievous.

“There is nothing I can say until you have passed through digestion that will ease all of your fears, but soon you’ll be mine, and I will take very good care of you.  I promise.”  Holding my hands she stood and came around to sit next to me, her eyes never leaving mine.  And surprisingly that made me feel better.

“Inamara?” I asked, hoarse with swirling emotions.
“Yes, dear?” Her tails reached around me, their warmth wrapped around my waist, chest, and ran up along my back, caressing and holding me gently.  And suddenly I didn’t feel so exposed.

“I trust you.” It was all I could say, my teeth were starting to chatter, even with the warmth of her tails.

Her face shivered and the muzzle I grew up seeing on her plushy face grew up out of her womanly face.  It wasn’t an animalistic, scary muzzle with teeth showing here and there around blackened gums.  Instead she had human lips and her teeth were just like those at the front of her human mouth, just more of them.

“Kiss me.” She whispered huskily.

I closed my eyes, leaned in, and I was pleasantly surprised when my lips met hers.  But her lips spread against mine, and soon her warm breath enveloped my face, bringing just a hint of a cinnamon scent.  She placed my hands in my lap and gently held them there with one hand.  Her other hand slipped behind my neck and began to softly caress me.  Slowly her hand worked its way up the back of neck, into my hair, and began to guide my face and then head into her waiting muzzle…

I yelped in fear, squeezing my eyes shut as her muzzle spread sideways over my face.  Her tongue tickled my cheek, and her jaws worked themselves around my head.  My hands jerked against hers, but she held them firmly to my lap.  Her tails wrapped about me, restraining me arms to my sides.  I felt her rise up off the bed, and come up over me so her jaws could spread down over me.

My heart was racing, but I trusted her.  Fluffy would never hurt me.  There was a good reason for this, and if she said I wouldn’t be hurt, then I trusted her to not hurt me.  But my heart was still hammering in my chest as I felt her tongue flick over my upper chest. And then my head passed into the tightness of her throat.
“GULP.” A powerful suction pulled my head deep into the tube of her throat and my eyes flew open in shock.  All I could see was dark pink, but it was soft and stretched velvety over my face.  I could feel her muzzle work its way over my shoulders.  It had to be some sort of kitsune magic for someone my own size to be able to devour me like this.  Perhaps her magic was shrinking me as I was being swallowed?

“GULP.” I felt my head pass deep into her now, things were dark and getting a bit scary, so I closed my eyes again.  My arms were mostly pinned to my sides now as her muzzle had worked its way down to my chest.  Her tongue was teasing my breasts- particularly between them.

“Inamara…” I whimpered from my fleshy prison, profoundly embarrassed.  But she relented and took my hands with both of hers, and put each to a thigh.  Another powerful gulp and I disappeared down to my bared midriff; my tender breasts slid over her tongue to the back of her muzzle.

With her jaws carefully around my waist- not a single tooth grazed my tender flesh- she tightened her throat muscles about me and she leaned back pulling me along with her.  Inamara’s soft throat flesh firmly squeezed me and held me securely as she continued to lean backwards.  By how my weight was pushing against my shoulders, driving me expertly down her throat, and I knew she had lifted me over her head.

“GULP.”  And my hips slipped into her muzzle. Suddenly her agile tongue licked me between my thighs- right over my tingling clit.

“Aaaahhhh!”  My hips jerked at the sudden stimulation.  I arched my head back and cried out.  Her tongue continued while I writhed helplessly in blossoming arousal.  Half way down her throat and now this!
In moments my thighs clench around her muzzle and my world exploded.  My body arched and I shuddered.  But she didn’t stop!  Continuing, she lapped my humping crotch for all it was worth, and I was powerless to do anything but mewl and experience orgasm after wonderful orgasm.

Slowly I sunk into a haze of bliss.  My world drifted off as the muscles that had been holding me relaxed and the top of my head pressed against something firm but soft- like a good pillow.  A moment later whatever it opened; I was only barely aware of slithering head first through that opening and sinking into something velvety, warm, just a bit damp, and undulating about my head.

The fleshy walls stretched as my head reached bottom and slid along the bottom and up the other wall.  I felt Fluffy’s muzzle envelop my thighs in warmth, and then my calves and feet in quick order as my hips snaked down her throat.  I was only vaguely aware of her saliva coating my body since there was no cool air to chill it.  It helped my passage down her tight throat as next my thighs and then calves slithered down into her waiting stomach.  As my head was forced up the other wall of her stomach, my hips and rump now worked their way down the first velvety wall, I felt my feet slide off her tongue and it was over: Fluffy had devoured me.

My head was foggy with bliss and exhaustion.  I was only vaguely aware of being curled up in a snuggly fetal position as the soft walls massaged over me.   Those walls worked relaxing warmth into my back, legs, rump, head, and arms.  It felt so good.  It was unlike anything I had ever felt before, and if these were to be my final moments- Fluffy had made me happy beyond words.  My core tingled, my mind was hazy with afterglow, and I was held tightly in softness and love.

“You were delicious, kitty.” Something pressed against the outside of the flesh stretched against my back and rubbed gently over my shoulders and back of my head. “When you’re done digesting we’ll just have to snuggle.” Warm, oily fluid began to gather around my butt, and as it began to rise around my hips, “Just sleep now, I’ve got you.  You’re all mine, and I promise to take excellent care of you, kitty Jessie.”

I drifted off with more of the soothing liquid beginning to ooze down over me from all sides and a hazy lassitude washed over me. It was too much and I surrendered finally to joyous sleep…

***

A soft, motherly voice intruded upon my blissful sleep. “Wakey, wakey sleepy head.”

It was so cozy; it was hard to wake up.  I have never felt this content before.  It was like that hazy moment when you first wake up under the warm covers and you don’t want to move and ruin it.

“Come on sleepy head.”  I was kissed on the nose, and I felt silky fur- which seemed to cocoon me- shiver about me.

“Just five more minutes mom…” I mumbled sleepily.

“Watch it kitty, or I will make you my daughter, and then you’ll wake up to fur every day.” There was this happy giggle that sounded familiar and my mind began to pull itself up out of the haze.

“It just feels so good, please?” I wiggled around trying to get back to the bliss of sleep, but in moving I felt the fur about me move and snuggle into me here and there.  My eyes finally cracked open, and after a couple blinks, Inamara’s loving face greeted me.
“Sleepy head.” She kissed the tip of my nose again. “I told you you’d enjoy being digested.”

“Di..gested?”  My eyes snapped open and I could see a halo of reddish brown fur all around her face. “Oh my god.” I stared at her incredulous as my mind also realized the fur surrounded me, not her. “You eat and digested me, but…” I tried to look around, but my body was still lethargic and something was loosely holding me in place. “Where am I?”

Inamara’s golden eyes are so beautiful at this distance.  I could see the flecks of color around her irises. “My tails dear,” she wistfully answered me.

“Your tails?” My foggy mind couldn’t make sense of her meaning. “I can’t be in your tails and talking to you silly.”  I chided her groggily.

She giggled again and it was the most wonderful thing I had ever heard. “Its about time to shake you loose, but you are just so adorable in post digestion bliss.”  I felt something run down my back through the fur. “I’m going to let you snooze just a bit more because of how cute you are.”

I wriggled in my cocoon, snuggling into the warm fur all about me. “Thank you.” Tenderly something stroked over my shoulders, back, and back of my legs; all through that divinely fluffy fur.  It kept me from drifting back off, but it felt heavenly.

“I tried something new with you, dear.” Inamara whispered.
“Mmmm?” Was all I could muster as I did start to drift off.

That silky fur was rubbed over my back in slow strokes. “I’ve never entertained my prey like… umm…” she paused to slowly lick her lips. “I did you.” 

My eyes crept back open as my cheeks began to burn.  We briefly made eye contact before I burrowed back into her fluffy tails trying to hide my face and the stupid grin plastered across my face.

“I’ll remember that look for next time.” I could hear the grin on her face.
Dumbfounded, I looked up, “next time?”

Inamara giggled and reached a couple fingers in to caress along my cheek. “You’re mine, Jessie, and I plan on enjoying you for a long time yet.”

I playfully slurped her fingers into my mouth and suckled them.  I knew the look burning in my eyes because I’ve seen guys’ reaction to it before, and she doesn’t disappointment me.

“I love you, Jessie.” She whispered huskily.  I just suckled even harder. “I think its time I showed you what being the pet of an all power kitsune is good for.” Again that wonderful, husky giggle of hers…

***

