Unconventional Methods

Chapter 7

by Vuin

Hans fell to his knees.  The fox could only blankly stare forwards as his heightened senses felt as if they were a curse to him at that moment.  He could hear Lurif sloshing about in Mala's stomach, the old shepherd groaning and roiling for a way out.  He could also hear the nameless, faceless others that had been consumed by those left standing in the room, friends and colleagues, anyone who had opposed Oaw's vision.

The false eyes of Oaw seemed as if they came to rest upon the fox as he went momentarily catatonic from failure.  None of her brain washed minions moved in for the kill, the room seemed still for a moment.  Hans finally looked up at Oaw and the rest.

“Just finish it all ready...”  He said as he lowered his head, looking at the ground and awaiting whoever was going to be his devourer to consume him.  He clenched at his knees, gritting his teeth.

The bluish tint of Oaw's gelatinous body knelt down in front of him, getting on his level.

“There are humans still hiding in Armertil, you have the talents to find them.  That is the only reason you have made it this far, the only reason.  In fact I'm relieved to still find you unintoxicated by my formula, it has some minor side effects on the senses that may have made you useless to me.”

Hans remained quiet, just looking at his hands in his lap.

“Come on Hansy, it'll be fun!  I am your captain after all, and I order you to help us!”  Mala said playfully, shooting the fox a wide smile.  Hans looked up at Mala's gleaming face, he had wanted to see her again so badly, but now she just looked like a demon to him.

“You... want me to help you find the humans in Armertil... why?”

Oaw was silent for a moment.

“I thought I'd told you multiple times my reasoning.  You've heard all you need to.  If you refuse to help we will still be able to find them, I only want your assistance to speed up the process and to lower the chance of some of them escaping once they sense trouble.”

The next few seconds felt like hours to the fox as he contemplated his choices, none of which were anything by horrific.  He looked over at Ooma, who had been eyeing him the whole time as if she was just waiting for the signal to do something terrible to him.  That salamander always sent a chill down his spine.  Ooma grinned and licked her lips, noticing Hans looking at her.

“Mmm, I can't wait to sssuck you down into my ballsss~”  The salamander said lewdly as she flaunted her massive member, the mouth of her cock yawning hungrily and drooling with fat amounts of pre.  Hans didn't have the fortitude to knowingly doom himself to that fate.

He looked up at Mala once more, who was smiling down at him while rubbing the sickeningly engorged belly that contained Lurif, still struggling.  Something seemed odd in the back of Hans' mind, looking past the panda at Sabrina and Lanni, who had been completely silent this whole time.  His thoughts were interrupted though as Oaw stood up.

“Finish him, Ooma.”  Oaw said coldly, the salamander churred with delight as she stepped forwards, the sloshing of her endowments drawing closer almost driving Hans mad as he shouted out.

“Wait!  I'll help... I'll help you find the humans.”  The fox's eyes somewhat misty, Ooma picked him up by the scruff of his neck and he began to plead.

“Stop, please!  I said I'd help!”  Hans struggled as he felt Ooma's tongue slide over his face.

“I didn't hear the bosssss say-”  Ooma started when Oaw interrupted.

“Let him go, Ooma, he will not resist any more.”

Hans was dropped to the ground, the salamander hissing with disappointment as she stepped back.

“Good choice!”  Mala cheered.  Hans said nothing.  Oaw looked down at the despondent fox.

“You will accompany Ooma to the Diplomat Hotel, in downtown Armertil.  Many humans come to Armertil for very short trips to conduct business in disguise, never revealing themselves and operating through proxies.  They would be the most likely to escape should trouble arise, so while you're doing that I will be sending others to block all roadways leading into and out of Armertil.”

Oaw looked back to Mala, Sabrina, and Lanni.

“I've arranged for dozens of new recruits to join us, they should be amassing at the gulp den above our base.  Join with them and seal off the city, there is no longer any law enforcement to get in your way.”

“Gotchya!”  Mala said as she exited the HQ with the other two.  Oaw looked to Hans as he stood up to his feet, staring at the tile floor of the police headquarters.  The fox was still nude and dirty, but it didn't seem like decency was an option anymore, not with what he was about to do.

“You'll thank me.”  Oaw said shortly before  her malleable body appeared to melt, the blue, viscous fluid emptying into a nearby drain, leaving only him and Ooma in the room now.  

The salamander chuckled, looking over the fox as he stood there with a torrent of conflicting emotions playing across his expression.  She saw to it that fear became the most apparent when the outrageously endowed herm towered over him, fists pressed arrogantly into her wide, wide hips.  Hans was thinner than half of one of Ooma's shapely thighs, he looked so small in comparison in multiple ways.

“Heh~  Let'ss go.”  Ooma churred as the two left the police station and began heading down the sidewalk, not even bothering to be more subtle in their movement.  Armertil had grown deathly quiet, in the short time that Oaw had appeared at the police station it felt like she had all ready taken over the city.  Hans saw no one else around.

The fox felt sick, he hated being around Ooma for a plethora of reasons.  The herm gave him such a horrible feeling in his gut, a chill in his spine, but perhaps the thing he hated most was how her figure aroused him.  He could only hope it was some sort of aroma or mind trick out of his control, and that deep down he didn't secretly lust after the salamander.

They reached the towering hotel soon enough, cars filled the parking lot and for the most part everything was tidy, but there was still the silence of absent pedestrians.  Ooma barged in through the double doors, a single attendant at the table with a smile as if nothing was wrong.

“Welcome to the Diplomat!  How may we serve you?”  The lapine asked in a very friendly manner, but it seemed they were ignoring her.  Ooma looked over her glistening shoulder to Hans, he could only stare at the ground.

“Ssooo, can you smell humansss?”  

Hans was quiet, still conflicted about what he was being forced to do.  For a moment he almost decided to go back on his agreement.

This is wrong...!

The fox was brought back to reality when he felt himself suddenly constricted and voided of his breath, Ooma's large tail wrapped tightly around his small frame and he could feel as a few bones began to slip free of their intended places.

“I won't asssk again.”

Hans coughed and groaned loudly, the attendant at the counter still smiling so obliviously.

“Y-Yes...!  Yes!  There are several here...!”  Hans was dropped, taking in several desperate gasps as Ooma hovered over him.

“Ssshow me.”

Reluctantly the fox stood, leading Ooma up the first flight of stairs as he inspected each door they came to with greater detail, listening and smelling for what was inside.  The salamander followed close behind, the sloshing of her huge body almost deafening to the fox as she was always in the back of his mind now.  He wondered when they would be done with him, and when Ooma would just make him another meal.

He thought about how voluptuous she had gotten after eating Dredge, he only gulped at how hellish it must have be being a part of that body.  He felt himself pushed forwards a bit, his pace forcibly quickened.

“Quit ssstalling, are there humans on thiss floor?”

Hans paused, looking at a particular door.  He could hear several people inside it discussing.  They were human, there was no hiding it from Hans.

“Something ain't right, seems over the past couple hours the city suddenly hushed up.”

“I know, right?  I've got a bad feeling about all this, let's hurry and get our bags packed and out of this place.”

“Right, almost finished.”

Ooma could see on Hans' heavily frowning face that they had found their first room.  With a strike of her tail the door was slammed in, two of its hinges even removed from the wall as well as the lock being ripped free of the door.

“What the hell?!”  One of the surprised human businessmen exclaimed, there were three of them, all seemingly getting ready for a quick departure.  They looked so small to Hans, especially with Ooma swaying herself into the room.

“Now... I normally like to savor my meals but I've got a lot of ground to cover... ssso you'll excussse me.”  She said with a chuckle as Hans only stood in the corner, looking away as the first one, a rather heavy set human made a dash to get around Ooma only to be tripped by her tail and fall on his face.

“S-Stop!  Security!”  He shouted gruffly, all ready out of breath with fear before being yanked up into the air by his ankle, the tip of Ooma's tail wrapped tightly around it.  The contents of his pockets fell to the floor as the other two humans huddled back into a corner, Ooma stomped up to them.

“Get back!  I'm warning you!”  One of them shouted desperately, then suddenly Ooma grasped them both by the head with both of her hands, thrusting their fearful faces into her massive nipple ducts, Ooma's enormous breasts seemingly beginning to pull the small  humans into them effortlessly as they kicked and squirmed.  

“Please, stop!”  Said the upside down human, before Ooma's tail positioned him up against her super sized caboose, then with a thrust squeezed him in between her huge cheeks, a muffled squelch heard as her thick pucker suckled up over him, and in moments all three were stowed away in her body.  Hans was doomed with listening to them fight, even longer after you could see any part of them on the outside.

Ooma turned, satisfied, only to look over Hans as he tried to look away.  She spotted the meager erection his petite member was sporting, Hans definitely wasn't large in that department even when compared to the average, the salamander finding it amusing.

“Ha~  Getting aroussed watching me eat?  So naughty~”  Ooma churred as she stepped up to Hans, who only tried to look away as he suddenly felt a slimy hand on his junk, Ooma's palm grasping around and covering his shaft as she pushed one of her engorged nipples up to his face.

“Take a sssuck, you know you want to~”  She chuckled as Hans looked terrified, Ooma's huge balls bounced against his legs as he felt her flaccid shaft rubbing across his abdomen.  The fox desperately tried to turn his face, both resisting Ooma's forcefulness and his own growing doubt.  

“We've got work to do, we don't have time for this...!”

Ooma seemed to pause, then only chuckled, letting the fox go before exiting back out into the hallway.  Hans took a deep breath, digging his nails into his palms as he could still hear the humans groaning in Ooma's body.

The next room was several floors up, another businessman who seemed distracted by a lengthy phone call.

“Yeah, this place is ripe for all sorts of dirty business.  If we can ever get around all the cultural issues with humans in this town I'm sure we'd make a killing!”

BANG, another door slammed in.  Hans waited outside, his frown growing longer and his eyes becoming more weary.  He heard others in the various rooms they passed, non-humans, and they didn't seem too concerned regardless of the loud racket Ooma was making.  It was curious, but he just assumed Oaw was involved somehow.

“What the?  Hey, get out of here, I didn't order any room service!”  The man tried to return to his phone call, only having given Ooma a passing glance.  He was sitting on his bed with his back turned to the salamander.

“Rude freaks... now where were we...”  He was very intent on returning to business.

Ooma swayed up to the comparably small human, placing her hands on his shoulders causing him to jostle, startled.

“Hey, what did I just--...!”

The fat tip of Ooma's cock squelched over his head, the human dropping his cell phone as she pushed his upper arms to his body, her massive member having no problem sliding in its meal.  Her gaping cumslit was larger in diameter several times over than the human's body, he was easily glided up into her shaft as he was only able to get out a few defiant kicks and screams before becoming locked in the salamander's long shaft.

Ooma rubbed her huge nuts, the almost unnoticeable distension under her shaft traveling swiftly to her sac, and with a slosh and splash Hans heard through the musky flesh the man spitting and sputtering, drowning in Ooma's seed.

More floors, more humans, it was a large building and the only hotel that openly served humans in Armertil without backlash.  Hans lead Ooma to several more rooms leading upwards, each time it wasn't even a struggle, the voracious salamander made her meals last as long as she wanted, or got them over quickly.  She was getting stuffed with human meals, and Hans could hear them all.

They were on the top floor now, Ooma licked her lips in a satisfied manner as she churred in delight from all the squirms of her victims, stowed away in various orifices and areas of her body.

“Any more...~?”  The salamander grinned at Hans, who wasn't frowning as hard anymore.  The fox just looked like the life had been drained from him, like he was damning his actions himself.  Hans could hear something.

“When are we going home daddy, I don't like this place!  Everyone is so scary!”

“Don't worry, we'll be heading home soon, daddy couldn't find a babysitter on time so he just had to bring you on this short trip.  It'll be over soon, I promise.”

Hans paused, his face unflinching.  For a moment he felt like her had an inkling of a chance for redemption, he'd lead Ooma away, at least he could help spare one human family amidst the frenzy.  He began to look to the salamander, ready to inform her that there were no more humans in the hotel that she had not consumed.

“I'm going to go to the vending machine and get a soda!  Okay?”

“Sure thing, just be careful.”

Hans' heart sunk, he heard the door near the end of the hallway from them turning and clicking, the human child's face peeking out into the hall.  Ooma spotted them.

The two left the hotel, the salamander appeared ecstatic while Hans seemed as if his heart had been ripped from his chest, he felt so guilty.  Ooma had eaten every last human in the Diplomat, and it showed in her bulging, engorged body as it digested, absorbed, and arranged its new meals.

“Deliciousss~”



