1:57:32 : Faenviel arrives just in time to offer a wave to the departing dragon.
11:58:13 Sikhoten Tiger: *the tiger wakes up just in time to pounce the arriving kitsune*
12:00:11 : Faenviel collapses beneath the tiger from the pounce. She chuckles and reaches up a paw to scritch beneath his chin.
12:02:10 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger smiles and just lays down on top of her smooshing her under his furry self and purring, leaving just her head and shoulders to pop out beneath his muzzle.*
12:04:07 : Faenviel merfs when the bulk of the feline settles atop of her, Faenviel wriggling to get just a bit more comfy beneath the weight and warmth before smirking. "And hello to you as well, kitty."
12:36:54 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger smiles and nods slurping Faen's cheek wetly before responding* "How are you doing this breakfast time?"
12:41:54 : Faenviel squints as she is licked, smiling. She reaches up a paw to wipe a bit at her dampened cheekfur, while the other paw reaches out to rub at Bitsa's. "Doing quite well, kitty. And how about you?"
12:44:26 Sikhoten Tiger: "Well..... breakfast" *The tiger says with a hungry stare for a moment, licking his chops wetly* "But otherwise I'm quite well"
12:49:48 Faenviel: *Her ears twitch a bit when her eyes catch that hungry glint in the tigers eyes. With her head and shoulders being the only part of her body that wasn't pinned beneath the bulk of the tiger, it was all that she could do anyway. Faenviel awws.* No luck in the hunt for breakfast, I take it?
12:53:22 Sikhoten Tiger: "Oh I don't know about that, I've got you don't I?" *The tiger says smiling broadly a big of saliva dripping down from his lips as he purrs pleasently in anticipation.*
12:59:46 Faenviel: *With the way Bitsa lay atop of her, when the tiger drooled, she was right beneath the path, the rivulet plinking onto her facefur and soaking in quite quickly. She murfs, blinking up at the smiling muzzle above* "Hrm? Well... I suppose you do, but how'll we have a pleasent conversation with your mouth full?" *She grins*
13:04:11 Sikhoten Tiger: "I'll just have to show you, won't I" *The tiger said before bringing his black, wrinkled lips to her muzzle stretching his long broad tongue through his lips, slicking under her chin wrapping around her narrow muzzle and then pulling inwards parting those lips wide to reveal the maw of the tiger. The slow wave of the pallet above, saliva draining back towards the slick smooth entrance to the throat. Beneath her the tiger's soft, sultry tongue warm and wet pulling her inwards towards the darkness that lied in his throat.*
13:10:53 : Faenviel was just beginning to reply, before she abruptly cuts off mid-word as the tiger atop of her loomed in close. Faenviel's ears pull back, her eyes widening along with the parting lips, but when the warmth of a broad tongue swathes beneath her chin, she visually relaxes. This was a tiger she knew, after all, and though unnerved a bit by the situation she knew she would not be harmed by the teeth that framed the jaws. Humidity collects on her facefur as it is drawn into Bitsa's hungry maw.
13:17:03 Sikhoten Tiger: *the tiger purrred lightly drool washing down the tongue to meet her chin as it moved up towards the throat squishing into the soft flesh there audiably only to have her head stuffed past the jaws, the soft wet movements of the throat embrasing the whole of her head now as the tongue worked over her neck and just enjoying the soft round mounds that made her bosom*
13:23:09 Faenviel: *While she was able to, her paws stroked over the fur and whiskers of Bitsa's muzzle, the okamisune giggling when her fingers ventured a bit too close to the rubbery black corners of his lips and collected a dollop of saliva. She was happy that her taste coaxed such a reaction... the flavor which melted out over the explorative tongue was a mixture of both clover and rosemary, with the natural flavoring of vulpine accentuating it. She winces a bit as her chin squelches beyond the back of the muzzle and into the gullet, but as the warmth entombs all of her head and she opens her eyes to the darkness of the undulating tunnel, she smiles, but meeps seconds later as the tongue below travels over her chest. Her toes clench and unclench, the tails of the kitsune swaying quickly behind her*
13:32:49 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger was torn now, he did love having his meal in progress strokes along the side of his muzzle in a most pleasent manner, however it would end in moments once her arms were pinned to her sides in the tight confines of his gullet. So the tiger, sensible as always reached a comprimise swallowing a bit and pushing her in so that her neck was shoved into the throat moving the bulge that was her head just past the deep ruff of fur around his face. Pawing at her hands a bit the tiger guided them towards that bulge so that they would feel the shape she was making inside him pleasent as it was to the tiger. His tongue now had time to pay special attention to her soft bosom flesh lapping and slurping over them drenching them with drool and the smooth slicking motions of the tongue, it's sound echoing that from the tiger's throat.*
13:42:47 Faenviel: *Literally neck-deep in tiger at the moment, the sounds of the outside world were muffled by inches of muscle, sinew, and fur. Those sounds on the -inside- however, normally muffled, were now crystal clear. Reverberations of Bitsa's murrs echoed through both her senses and body, though they barely registered to the distracted Okamisune. It was an odd feeling, to feel oneself beneath the neckpelt of a predator, but when guided to the bulge she made, Faenviel massages it curiously, feeling the movements of her own paws around her head. Faenviel gasps in what little air there was in the heated interiors of the gulletwalls at the continued teasing of the tiger tongue below, the paws along the neckfur of Bitsa now gripping from the sensations the tiger was allowing her.*
13:53:04 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger pushes his head down a bit and slides her deeper her shoulders starting to be pressed together as the cheeks gathered them in still allowing her arms to stay at his neck as her head moved deeper under her hands, the bulge moving past, slowly. Inside the tiger's throat the walls slowly parted before her smooth slimy skin pressing around her head as she slid deeper. The tiger's tongue continued to pay close attention to her bosom tongue curving and flowing around her soft flesh making it drip with saliva as she was slowly taken in. Finnally the tiger showed her how he could speak by -sending- to her telepathically* "You like it in there?"
14:03:44 Faenviel: *Her continued movement inward was announced by the squelching of adjusting membrane around her. Still inside the tigers maw, her shoulders press up against the throat flaps at the back, though her arms and still angled just right in order to be able to still scritch their way over both the bulge she made in the soft fur of Bitsa's neck, and the stretched cheekfur and whiskers further up. Though partway buried in the beginnings of a tigers digestive track, when the -thought- of the question enters her mind without the use of actually words, though startled a bit... she smiles. Interrupted by the muscular constrictions of the walls around her muzzle every few words, she does manage to get out a full sentance. "You make it a likable experience, kitty, and I'm happy to be your breakfast." The legs of the vulpine wriggle as the tongues explorations over her chest catch her breath, which is followed shortly by a soft giggling.*
14:16:12 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger simply smiles, but his pleasure in this answer is both obvious and evident in the sudden picking up of the purring surrounding her and moving through her body. Now as her shoulders were worked towards the jaw bones the tiger sighed inwardly and made a hard swallow and a push down quickly working her shoulders past and into the gullet which massaged her form with smooth stroking motions of the slick flesh. The tongue finnally abandoning the breasts to the throat it was quickly approaching slithered down her belly wet and warm on her fur reaching further and further towards her hips and then to her sex slathering over her pussy with his wet, saliva-covered tongue. Inside she would feel the walls of the gullet press down around her and pull her in with her shoulders demonstrating the power that lay in those fleshy walls softly pulling her in, but leaving her no choice at all in the matter as she quickly found the tops of her arms pinned to her sides as the great tiger took her.*
14:27:40 Faenviel: *She had never really felt the purring of a feline from the inside... and resented the fact that it had taken this long. In the darkness of the rippling contractions of Bitsa's throat, Faenviel could feel the rubbery lining of the lips inching lower each second, more and more of her body lost to the outside world. It was not as if she minded the fact she was feeding the tiger... just ahead of her lay a chamber designed to break her down into the smallest of molecules yet there was no fear in the way her body wriggled from all the attentions of the tongue further up… and how she writhed, when the tongue found a particular place of her body. It was a blush that would go unseen except for the veins in the gulletwalls surrounding her, but the vulpine flushed a deep red, her legs sandwiching in around the tongue to attempt to hold it off. But it was the tiger she belong to now… no need to be modest. Her legs relax and further along the embrace of the throatwalls, Faenviel gasps and her toes clench… She enjoyed every second.*
14:44:05 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger started to purr louder as she squashed his tongue between his legs driving it in the wrong direction thanks to some slippery manipulation as it would plunge into her sex lapping around inside as the tongue pulled and the throat rippled around her pushing her further down the throat towards the belly, who's grumbles could be heard echoing up the throat demanding her presence. The gulp managed to take her in just above her waist big white teeth pressing down on her carefully as the tiger let out a contented growl lifting his muzzle towards the sky and then letting go letting her fall inwards the tongue pushing into her sex the whole way down as her moved from just partway in the tiger to more then halfway in her hips pressing into the back of the jaws the tiger's cheeks over her butt-cheeks wet warmth slowly taking her into the throat. The throat in question now started to clench down tightly around her making for a very tight, but comfortable pressure on every bit of her body that was inside, still moving through that bulging neck of his not yet having reached the chest.*
14:56:40 Faenviel: *She tried her best to resist, but as she felt an elongated, slimy warmth slipping –inside- of her, she could no longer. Through the rumbles of purring, the squelching of wet flesh, and the sounds of the protesting belly below, Faenviel moans audibly into the surrounding darkness. A new flavoring began to seep into the taste buds of the tiger, rewarding his explorations with a spicy mingling of both rosemary and clover, hidden deep in the okamisune’s nethers. The walls of her sex shudder much like the walls of the throat surrounding her do, pulling and pushing all at the same time. Bitsa could see just what his attentions were doing to the vulpine… the tips of her tails wriggling around frantically just outside of his lips, while the bottom of her legs kick gently up and down. Faenviel felt the world around her shift and tilt upward as the tiger looked skyward, and she knew her trip inside was soon nearing its end, especially as her hearing picks up the rumbling of the waiting belly somewhere in the darkness ahead of her. With a shudder, the warmth of the okamisune reaching her peak spills out around the intruding tongue and into the surrounding mawflesh, wave after wave causing the legs in front of the tigers muzzle still on the outside world to twitch frantically, then rest exhaustedly moments later when her orgasm subsides.*
15:16:03 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger, almost as satistfied as she was by her quick rise to orgasm slithers his tongue around inside her a bit more before pulling out with a rasp sending a farewell lick to her pussy as the tiger gulps down hard again passing her through his jaws... she wouldn't stop again until she was curled up in his belly. The tight movements of the throat around her pushed her deeper through the embrase of the tiger's throat, the bulge in the neck meeting with the chest now and vanishing inside, not yet attaining the belly. At the cat's jaws one would find them closed tightly around her tails and legs, letting them slide through his lips passing over the tongue as it quickly worked to drench all that fur in saliva, a tricky prostect considering the speed of her descent, now unrestricted by any thickness in her she slipped freely towards the tiger's growling gut as the tiger purred around her. Upon reaching the chest she would hear the deeper thrumming of the tiger's great heart replace the rushes of air that sneaked around her turning her descent as she moved from throat to oesophagus, a short trip that took her under the lungs to meet the sphincter her head pressing it against it and working it open as she finnally reached the end of her journey. Further gulps would take in her legs and tail the tiger's teeth snapping shut with a click at the end followed by a big wet gulp, no small amount of saliva following her down as she was squished through the tiger's digestive tract and curled up in the tiger's hungry gut. Inside there she would find it filled with thick slime and almost unbearibly hot, not unlike a sauna, and she was being curled up inside by the tiger's insistent swallows pushing and packing her in as the belly swelled out under the thick white fur.*
15:31:36 Faenviel: *Every movement the tongue made inside of her caused the legs sticking from the muzzle of the tiger to twitch, and further inside of Bitsa, Faenviel giggled softly. At that moment however, the kitsune felt sad. It was almost over, which was hinted at the last slathering, lingering lap over the lips of her nethers. Those feels would be entombed within the happiness which followed, though. She was going to be a nice filling meal for the tiger… it was the least she could do to help him start the day off right with a good breakfast. The throat around her tightened more and more, and undulated strongly, her passage inside of Bitas beginning anew and in full. The warmth of the tigers lips slid further and further down her thighs at around the same time the thrumming heartbeat of the strong tiger reverberated through the membrane around her and into her form. With a mixture of powerful waves of muscular contractions, and the natural pull of gravity, it was only a matter of moments before she feels the tip of her muzzle press against a sphinctered blockage in the slippery passage. It would iris forcibly and relax at the same time, her muzzle and head gliding inside and into the slightly open chamber beyond. In another few swallows and the feeling of a tongue over her calves and footpaws, however, and the wrinkled sac of the stomach filled quickly with her body. The weight of the okamisune settled in the pit of the belly at the bottom just as high above, Faenviel hears the clacking of sharp teeth and just like that, she no longer felt the air of the outside world. Her new home was inside of the belly of Bitsa, the predator tiger to whom she now belonged to as a meal and friend. Though she found it hard to breathe in the heated interiors, she still enjoyed it as best as she could, reaching out her paws to rub at the surrounding wallflesh and slime. In the darkness, she whispers.* I hope I made a good meal for you, kitty.”
16:03:21 Sikhoten Tiger: *The tiger gulped a few more times to push her feet in afterwards, sphincter closing up tightly around her sealing her inside his gut and then... it was indeed over, for a moment all the busy moving about stopped and Faen was just still within his gut surrounded by the soft slippery walls of the belly radiating heat towards her from every direction. Eventually the tiger grumbled a little as his meal settled into his stomach and he curled up around it saying* "You most certainly are, but it's not over yet" *The tiger quietly burped out what air there was in his gut with her, belly walls coming crashing down around her toe embrace her snugly conforming to her every curve and squishing her somewhat and definitely making no small amount of noise. Then the tiger's gut would slowly start to press and move around her sliding her through the thick slime of the tiger's gut smooth belly walls sliding over her fur in a most pleasant manner squishing in one place always squeezing her out into another area of the expansive gut. More and more vigorous with would become until it started to toss and turn her about flipper her this way and that making things very disorienting, especially with the loss of fresh air which would soon claim her life. As things became more and more hazy for her in there her world begun to shrink away becoming a blur of slick wet movements from all sides, no direction or purpose discernable just continuous movement from all side. The tiger around her was quite pleased with all of this and started to purr even louder then before his bone-buzzing rumble possibly making it through to Faen's oxygen deprived brain. Resting his great head on his swollen gut as it’s movements were slowly constricted to a smaller and smaller area, the pressure around her smaller body increasing the tiger rubbed his chin in a bit, flicking his ears at the sounds from within as he got comfortable. The tiger’s tail whose swishing and swaying had accompanied her devouring started to slow down now as the life was drained out by the increasingly stale air around her. Just a few moments before the tail came to a stop the tiger’s gut started to flow with digestive juices tingling around her and eating away at her fur. Once this initial wave of sensation covered her body she breathed her last breath at the tail stilled behind the tiger laying itself down in front of the tiger’s paws as he was curled up, comfortably digesting his meal.*
