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Bernadette walked up to Thomas and let out a long sigh as she felt the heat start to rise through her 

ears. “Hey, Thomas, can I, um… talk to you about something really quick?” 

The little human dropped the bag of fertilizer he was carrying onto the cart and looked up at 

her. He was going to toss a snide comment of some kind her way, as she’d developed a habit of 

bothering him during the day. But his brow furrowed in confusion when he noticed how 

embarrassed and awkward she looked. 

She had never been this way around him before. Usually, it was him that felt out of place 

and somewhat nervous around the massive Clydesdale. Especially as the randy mare kept catching 

him whenever he’d been alone or not very busy and having a bit of fun with him. Which he didn’t 

mind all that much but had started to get a little annoying.  

“Uh, sure… what is it?” he replied with a glance around him to ensure there were plenty 

witnesses around. 

As mid-day had already gotten rather close and, knowing her, it was likely just another rouse 

to get him into her stomach, as a free lunch. 

“Well,” she said while eyeing the others around them as they continued their work, “Can we 

talk in private for a moment.” 

Now he was sure she just wanted to eat him, although, he didn’t understand what all the 

secrecy was about. All she had to do was order him off somewhere out of sight long enough to strip 

and eat him. It wasn’t as thought the few who had seen her usher him off didn’t know what was 

going on, despite Adeline’s threats to the contrary. 

His hand moved up and he fingered the bright-red, protective collar around his neck. It had 

become the one he usually wore around the place. He didn’t really need the protections it provided, 

but it served as a good reminder to those who might want to mess with him of the consequences. 

Not that Bernadette had cared about that, in fact, she’d procured a spare key from somewhere and 

had gotten quite adept as getting it off him in a hurry. 

The protective collar was more of a way to keep humans from being casually eaten, which 

was often only partially effective. As it would just make his consumer so sick that he or she wished 

they were dead. Thanks to a couple small capsules of neuro-toxin embedded into the locking 

mechanism that would deploy when coated in digestive enzymes. Far too late to save the 

unfortunate person wearing the thing, but he could die knowing that the bastard who ate him was 

about to have the worst day of their life. 

That said, while it made him feel like a prized house-pet, it was a small comfort to know he 

didn’t have to worry about any of his ‘co-workers’ eating him for lunch. Despite the fact that he 

could probably rip the arms off most of them if they tried. Except for Bernadette, whom he 

tolerated due to her being Adeline’s best friend… among other things. 



“Bernadette,” he said with an exasperated sigh and rubbed his forehead, “If this is about you 

forgetting lunch… again, and you just wanting me to help out. Then, I’m a little busy at the moment.” 

She shot him a dirty look. “No, its just…” she said, then lowered her voice to a barely 

audible whisper and almost mouthed, “…It’s a personal matter.” 

He eyed dubiously her for a moment, then sighed and gestured towards the large door 

behind her. “Alright, lets go to the barn.”  

They walked the short distance to the large, red barn that served as a general store-room and 

small workshop for farm. Which the little human had turned into his own unofficial headquarters. 

When the entered, Bernadette paced the space to guarantee they were alone, then walked over and 

closed the large double-doors. 

He tensed, sensing that she was up to something and about to pounce on him. But stopped 

when he noticed the pained expression on her face and that she stood a little bent over.  

“Are you alright?” he said with genuine concern as he looked her over. 

“That’s what I need to talk to you about,” she said as another blush lit up her ears with an 

adorable shade of pink. 

“Why do I have a bad feeling about this?” 

“Shut up,” she snapped with a scowl, “You’re the only person I know that can help… or 

would be willing anyway.” She frowned and shook her head while mumbling, “If only Adeline 

would hire a couple of rodents, like I’ve been telling her to.” 

The comment didn’t make him feel any better about what she was planning. “Ok, now I 

really do have a bad feeling about this. What is it you need me to do?” he uttered with a resigned 

sigh. 

As there really wasn’t any other option but to do as she asked. The alternative would’ve been 

pissing her off and having to deal with the fallout from that. Then, of course, the inevitable 

punishment that Adeline was likely to do to him for not doing as he was told. 

“There’s something stuck in there, and it hurts… really bad,” she said while giving the lower 

half of her stomach a gentle rub, “Not sure where though. I need you to find it and, um… get it 

out… somehow.” 

He gawked at her for several, long seconds as he processed what she had just said to him. 

“Bernadette… I’m not a fucking wizard. What did you think I was going to do, reach in and pluck it 

out with my boundless, magical powers?” 



Her nostrils flared and she started to give him an angry reply, but paused as her brow 

furrowed while trying to process something he’d said. “Wait… what’s a wazy-nard, and how do you 

may-jak something?” she asked while slowly rolling the strange words around her mouth.  

He pinched the bridge of his nose, remembering that ‘wizards’ weren’t really a thing 

anymore. At least, not in the way she would have understood, as the words didn’t even translate all 

that well into Lythian common. So, most Lythians wouldn’t know about them or their magical 

powers. It was really frustrating being several thousand years old sometimes. 

“Never mind,” he sighed with a wave of his hands, “It’s… a human thing, you probably 

wouldn’t understand.” 

“Fine… whatever, just do what you have to and get this thing out of me,” she said in a 

rather gruff tone that indicated she was done putting up with him. “And be quick about it.”  

His demeanor shifted to the obedient manner expected of him as he nodded and walked 

over to eye her inquisitively. The first obstacle he needed overcome would be their size difference, 

which was extensive. She stood just over thirteen-spans tall and with his demure size only coming in 

at a little under four-spans, he barley rose above her knees. 

Another problem was figuring out exactly what he needed to do. He had a sneaking 

suspicion that she intended him to crawl inside and rummage around her feted innards for it. And 

while that might be as fun, and quite gross, as that sounded, it didn’t seem like a very good plan. 

If there had been a bit more time, he could’ve gotten a scanner of some kind together. 

Perhaps even refit a data-pad and linked it to the optical sensors on his goggles. But the impatient 

look on Bernadette’s face meant that he was going to have to find the problem the low-tech way… 

by poking around with his hands. 

“OK…” Thomas began in the most calm and steady voice he could manage, “…This is 

going to sound a little weird… and I wouldn’t ask unless I absolutely had to. But, I need you to strip 

and lay down on your back, so I can, um… examine the area.” 

He took a step back, expecting an explosion of anger and the angry retort that was sure to 

follow. However, she looked down at him with a stern, inquisitorial glare as she stood there in 

silence. 

“I bet that’s what you’d like me to do, you pervy little bastard.” 

Despite the comment, she sighed, then kicked off her boots and socks before working to 

undo the buttons of her large, blue overalls. They were soon dropped onto growing pile of clothing, 

to be followed by the plain, white crew-neck t-shirt. Which left her standing in nothing but her 

underwear and bra.  



She went to unhook the clasp on the bra but stopped short and flashed him a dirty look. “I 

think you can do whatever you need to without me taking anything else off.” 

He shrugged, a little disappointed at missing out on the view. But there wasn’t much else he 

could have done, as there hadn’t been a realistic argument that warranted her further disrobing… 

yet. 

“Alright, then just, um… lay down on your back,” he said and searched the area for a 

moment. Then pointed over to a pile of burlap sacks, “You can stretch out there if you want. It 

should keep you clean and is a bit more comfortable than the bare floor would be.” 

Bernadette grunted with mild displeasure at his choice of workspace, but still moved over to 

the pile without further comment. Where she took a moment to shift it around into a more suitable 

bed. Before laying down and getting as comfortable as possible, then nodded to Thomas so that he 

could get started. 

She watched him troop over to her and take a moment to ensure she was as comfortable as 

possible. Although vexed at having to strip and be ordered around by him, his casual concern for 

her comfort eased her anxiety. She could sometimes see why Adeline put up with him and kept the 

little pest around. 

“Alright,” he continued with as much assurance he could muster once she’d gotten in place, 

while his mind raced on just how he was going to solve the problem. “Show me where the pain is, 

I’m going palpate area and see if I can feel what’s in there. Once I know where it is, then, well… I 

can try to figure out how the hell I’m going to remove it.” 

She shot him an agitated look. “I think you know just what you’re going to have to do,” she 

said with a scowl. “Which is why I came to you in the first place.” 

“You know…,” he said with as much exasperation as he dared while his hands tentatively 

pressed against her belly, “…They have these professionals called ‘doctors’ who’d be a lot better at 

this.” 

“Of course, but that would involve an expense I can’t really afford right now,” she said. 

“Not to mention the unbearable amount of embarrassment that would result from such a thing.” 

Thomas shrugged. “I suppose you have a good point, but I’m sure it’s a far better option 

than having me rummage around inside your ass,” he said with a slight chuckle. 

“Yes… but you don’t have to sound so excited about it,” she spat at him with a sudden 

scowl. 

Thomas blinked at her for a moment, wondering if she understood what ‘excited’ actually 

meant, especially in that context. “I can stop anytime you want,” he replied with a sigh, “There’s a 

doctor in town that would be more than happy to help you with this. Since, apparently, I’m far too 



enthusiastic about this. And I would know, as he spent some time poking around my various… 

orifices.” 

She glared at him for a moment as her nostrils flared again, and she opened her mouth to say 

something in reply. But he threw his hands in the air and took a step away from her while giving the 

mare an exasperated look. 

“But I guess you’re right,” he continued in a dark tone with a small shrug. “After all, who 

wouldn’t look forward to crawling inside your stinking asshole to enjoy a fun-filled scavenger hunt 

through the dark confines of your fetid guts.” 

He turned to leave, but she called after him before he’d gone more than a couple of steps. 

“Wait… stop,” she said as her face screwed up with the effort of biting out something she clearly 

didn’t want to say, “I’m… I’m sorry…, Please… just do what you can to help.” 

Thomas turned back and looked at her for an uncomfortable moment, where he could see 

she truly meant it, and just how much she didn’t like saying it. “Alright, just relax,” he sighed as he 

returned to her side. 

Once back in place next to where she lay on the makeshift bed, he gestured for her to 

indicate where the pain was. She pointed at the spot where the pain was the most sever. And, as the 

heat from her massive body soaked into him, he began to press into the soft, pliant flesh around her 

belly. 

His small hands were surprisingly well-suited for the task, as he was able to find and 

differentiate the various organs and other structures within her cavernous torso. He started at her 

lower ribs, for a reference point, then worked his way down around the outer edge of where she’d 

gestured to. Where, through a moderate layer of pudge, he found and thoroughly checked her small 

intestine. And, to his great relief, it wasn’t located within them, as dislocating it from there would 

have been next to impossible. 

Bernadette watched him work as best she could from her prone position. The gentle 

tenderness of his touch had surprised her. She had expected him to probe around her stomach like 

someone tenderizing meat or rooting around in the mud for a lost object. It surprised her so much 

that when the repute she had ready on her tongue died away, it took most of the apprehension and 

anger with it. 

She lay there as he carefully probed around, while she found herself starting to enjoy the soft 

massage. With a little effort, she twisted her head a bit to watch him as best she could as he worked. 

Where his focus and attention to the task was apparent as he turned his head one way, then another, 

as he gently tested various places along her belly. All while concentrating on what he felt and being 

as thorough as possible before moving to the next spot with similar caution. 



Despite her feelings for him, the sight was a little endearing. Something about seeing the 

little human show that much care and effort into her wellbeing stirred the mildest of affection for 

him. Of course, if he hadn’t, she would’ve twisted certain… very-sensitive parts of him off with sadistic 

glee. But still, it helped to further soften the already relaxed attitude she had toward him. Perhaps 

even to where… 

Bernadette stared at the barns ceiling as she shook herself mentally. She’d never been one 

for doing those kinds of things with humans, not even before meals. Not that she wouldn’t have 

enjoyed such a thing, it was just that few humans could ever properly satisfy her. It was always just 

easier to sate her hunger, then see to the matter herself afterwards. Besides, she didn’t think Adeline 

would want to share her favorite toy with anyone. 

Thomas felt her body lurch under his hands as he pressed lightly into a spot midway up her 

side, and he withdrew his fingers with a sigh. “I think I may know where it is,” he said with a 

grimace, “However, I need to poke around that spot a little more. I’m sorry… but I need to make 

sure it’s where… and what I think it is.” 

She grinned her teeth and nodded as she braced herself. “Fine, just hurry up and get it over 

with.” 

A couple minutes later, after he softly explored the region as best as possible without causing 

too much pain, he stepped back and frowned. “Well,” he began with a resigned expression, “I’m 

pretty sure I know where it is. But I still can’t quite tell what it is, it feels like something long and 

relatively thin. I know horses like there greens and all, but you didn’t eat a tree or something like 

that… did you?”” 

She glared at him for a moment while considering if he could still help her after she’d broken 

his legs. But decided to let the comment slide without incident, after all, there would be plenty of 

time to deal with him afterwards. 

“Can you get it out?” she asked with a small sigh, sounding both hopeful and somewhat 

apprehensive about it. 

He looked at her furry belly for a second or two in thought, then shrugged. “I think so,” he 

said while giving his chin a thoughtful scratch, “It’s lodged somewhere in your lower intestinal track. 

Luckily, for both of us, whatever it is isn’t too far in so I should be able to get in there and grab it. 

Unless I get stuck and asphyxiate along the way…” 

“Fine,” she muttered while standing up with a wince, “Whatever, just hurry up and get it 

done.” 

Thomas grunted in resignation. “You got it, just… let me think about this for a minute.” 

He regarded her for a moment, then walked to the back of the barn. Where, despite her 

apprehensions about it, Adeline had let him build a small workshop of his own. Inside the somewhat 



cramped room, which had once been his living quarters for a couple nights when he’d first arrived, 

contained a wide array of machinery and odd devices. Many of which had been designed and built 

by him or modified to suit a special purpose. 

On a low shelf, and for reasons known only to him, was a tube of lubricant he’d “acquired” 

from a drawer in Adeline’s nightstand. He grabbed the container then left the room, and when got 

back to Bernadette, he found she was still sitting on the burlap sacks, waiting for him.  

He waved his hand at her midsection expressively. “Well, if you want to go ahead and get 

this over with, then I need to get in there. And as I won’t survive the trip down your gullet, I need to 

use the servant’s entrance… as it were.” 

She shifted awkwardly as she gazed back at him while her ears lay back and slowly turned 

scarlet. “Oh… right, of course.”  

She stood up and gave him a of couple dirty looks to ensure the little bastard wasn’t enjoying 

himself too much. Which she knew he must have been, judging from the way he kept trying to hide 

the look on his face. Then, with only a hint of reluctance, she undid the tail-snap on her panties and 

let them drop to the ground to be kicked onto the rest of her clothing. 

Thomas had yet to see her naked at that point, so he tried not to gawk at the wonderous 

sight that presented itself before him as her undergarment hit the floor. As her now mostly naked 

form towered above him, while the soft light from the barn’s lamps danced across her grey and 

white-speckled fur. But what drew his immediate attention, for a variety of reasons, was her recently 

uncovered pubic area. Where a dense thicket of dark hair grew around, and nearly managed to 

conceal, her large glovebox. Which seemed to have somehow acquired a curiously damp sheen to it 

already.  

He turned away when he realized that he’d been staring at it, despite his best efforts not to. 

However, the image of her shimmering bush wouldn’t leave his mind as he moved a short distance 

away from her to begin undressing himself. It occurred to him that she must be one of the very few 

Lythians who still carried the dominant, and mostly human, genes for it. And as he removed his 

own, modest clothing to place them on a metal container of industrial solvent, he wondered if she 

understood the significance of it herself. 

Most lythians would likely see it as a simple genetic anomaly and pay it no mind, perhaps 

even as something that made them special. Or perhaps a strange deformity that made them weird, at 

worst, if their parents or siblings had been particularly unpleasant. But he didn’t know her well 

enough to make any conclusions about how she might feel about it, one way or another. Nor did he 

think that was a good time to ask broach the subject either. Perhaps later, if he somehow managed 

to get a couple drinks in her, he could pose an innocent question or two. 

He stacked the last of his clothing in a neat pile. then turned to walk back, but stopped as an 

afterthought came to him, and went back to his clothing. From one of his shoes, he pulled a long, 



thin metal probe from a hidden pocket in the sole. Then, after he’d examined it for a moment to 

ensure it wasn’t damaged or deformed, he placed it into a small space between the two halves of his 

collar’s locking mechanism. And with a click and a soft, electronic tone, the collar unlocked, then fell 

into his hand, where it was then deposited amongst his other clothing. 

Thomas picked up the lube and walked back over to the now smirking mare. 

“I always wondered how your kind managed to slip out of those so easily,” she said with a 

shake of her head. “I bet Adeline would love to know about that little trick… it might help keep you 

out of trouble in the long run.” 

“You mean… keep me in line?” he replied, with a wry look. 

“Same thing,” she said with a wave of her hand as he stopped to stand before her again. 

“Of course,” he continued with a shrug,” You’ve never had too much trouble getting it of 

me as I’m being directing into your gullet.” 

“That’s besides the point,” she snapped at him. Then looked him over with a rather 

apprehensive expression before asking, “So, um… how should we do this? I suppose having you 

stand still while I just squatting down onto you wouldn’t work.” She paused for a second to give him 

a harsh look, “Besides, I think you’d probably enjoy that way too much anyway.” 

He thought about the proposal for a moment, despite her clearly not being all that serious 

about it, then shrugged. “Well, we could always give it a try…” he said while trying not to sound too 

hopeful about it. 

Bernadette was quite right; he enjoyed the idea far more than she cared for. And it would 

likely have gone very badly for him if she found out. 

After a second or two, a low, thoughtful sound emanated from her throat. “I suppose that 

would make it easier, now that I think about it… Alright then, stand over there, on that stool,” she 

said with a gesture towards a small chair that rested near the wall. “Let’s hurry up and get you in 

there so that I can be done with this.” 

Thomas nodded and walked over to the old, wooden seat they often used to get stuff off the 

various shelves within the barn. He climbed up onto a small stool, then turned back around to see 

the massive Clydesdale was already there and starting to turn around herself. It was a startling sight, 

make worse by the fact that her tail slapped him in the side of the head with enough force to almost 

knock him senseless. 

As it was, it took him a moment to steady himself after nearly tumbling off the chair. And by 

the time he regained his balance, it was just in time to see her massive buttocks hovering above him. 

“Close your eyes!” She growled back at him, “I don’t want you staring at my ass… or 

anything else for that matter.” 



The little human let out a long sigh of barely contained exasperation. “It’s not as though I 

really have a choice at this point,” he muttered up at the ceiling of quivering horseflesh.  

He tried to comply, he really did, but as the oppressive heat of her underside started to 

radiate down onto him, he just couldn’t help it. His eyes cracked open for a quick peek of what lay 

in store above him. And, despite his somewhat extensive experience with lythian anatomy over the 

years, he nearly let out a small gasp  

As the two halves of her colossal rump had already parted to reveal a winking pucker that 

was over a span in diameter. Which made it easily as wide as he was, if not more. He’d always 

thought Adeline had a rather big donut, especially due to how close he often got to it. But hers paled 

in comparison to the one above him, which was about to easily swallow him whole with little effort. 

The looming portal to her dark dimension began to descend in earnest towards him. He 

braced himself for coming onslaught as the heat and scent from it intensified to oppressive levels. 

However, after only a short distance she let out a small cry of pain and stopped. 

“So much for that idea,” she said with a wince and she lurched back to a standing position 

while rubbing her belly. She looked back at him with an agitated grimace and continued, “I figured 

that wouldn’t work. Can’t you think of a better way to get in there and get this out?” 

He gave her a frustrated look. “Very well, it’s going to be the hard way then, I’ll just have to 

do most of the work,” he said as he hopped off the stool. “So, get on your hands and knees… over 

there… then lean all the way back and relax while I try to work my way inside. And I’m quite serious 

about the relaxing part, the last thing I want is for you to cough and accidentally cut me in half with 

that monster asshole of yours.” 

She glared at him for a moment, not pleased at him having clearly gawked at her butthole. 

Then, with an annoyed grunt, she walked over to the makeshift bed again and did as he asked. 

As Thomas made his way over to her, he realized that the lube was still in his hand. Having 

somehow forgotten about it during all the excitement when his mind had gotten a little distracted. 

“Oh, I forgot all about the lube,” he said with an embarrassed chuckle. “It’s a good thing 

you stopped or that might have been a bit… difficult, to say the least.” 

“I’m glad you’re having a such a good time back there,” she muttered as she finished getting 

into position and lowering her ass enough for him access. “Seriously? Can you focus on the fucking 

task at hand long enough to get this over with… please?” 

He took a couple of steps toward the mountainous rump before him, its heat once again 

starting to blaze against his bare skin. All while the sweet, overpowering scent of her musk danced in 

his nostrils as it bounced ever so slightly while resting on her feet. And yet, it also carried a strong 

mixture of the other sharper and ominously acrid scents often associated with that part of her body. 



Her giant pucker seemed to wink at him expectantly as he came to a stop just before it, so 

close that it managed to eclipse his entire view. He reached out and patted her soft, downy-furred 

right buttock, almost absent mindedly as she waited with increasingly strained patience for him to 

proceed. 

“Can you just do it already? I don’t have all day!” she called back to him with enough strain 

to make her sphincter flex dangerously out towards him. 

He frowned at her ass, which was the only part of her he could see just then. “You know, 

I’m not looking forward to this all that much myself. So, if you wouldn’t mind not rushing me too 

much, or anything like that, I’d really appreciate it.” 

Bernadette grumbled, then looked around the barn to ensure that they were still alone and 

that the door was secure. “Thomas,” she began in a dangerously soft tone, then continued in a loud 

growl, “For the love of Frey`la hurry the fuck up! Asking you to do this was embarrassing enough as 

it is, the last thing I need is you standing there admiring my backside.” 

Thomas sighed, which he immediately regretted, as the action almost made him cough from 

the strong fumes wafting around him. He knew he should’ve just shut his mouth and done as she’d 

asked, but her couldn’t help himself. As the ever-present urge for independence and to rebel against 

his lythian masters, while being a snarky fuck about it, was just too strong sometimes. 

“You know Bern…” He began, going so far as to use the nickname that only Adeline had 

ever been allowed to use with her. “…After this, I think we’re going to be pretty good friends. 

Especially considering I’m about to get intimately acquainted with you.” 

Her ass tensed with suppressed rage. Which caused her to jump from the pain and him to 

take a reflexive step back. Where, for a heartbeat, he expected her to wheel around and commit 

some act of vengeful and sadistic violence against him. 

“I swear to all the Gods I know of, and all the ones I don’t that may be listening. I will bite 

your fucking hands and feet off, then force you to pick up salt-blocks and carry them across the 

floor after I cover it in fresh Thistle-Berry oil if you don’t shut the fuck up right now!” 

“Sorry, Bernadette…” he said, his tone as honestly apologetic as he could make it, “I 

couldn’t help myself.” 

“Just get the fuck in there, find it, and slither your useless ass back out! One more word and 

I won’t let you out for the rest of the day when you’re done… And that’s if I’m feeling generous! 

Either way, I think it’s time I had a long conversation with Adeline about your attitude and how lax 

she is about it.” 

He was quite tempted to offer a quip about how he thought such a conversation might go. 

Of course, while Adeline would probably shrug off the idea of treating him more like a human 



should be. The discussion she would have with him afterward, and what it would then lead to, kept 

his mouth firmly shut. 

He nodded, more out of reflex as there was no need since she couldn’t see him. Then 

squirted a healthy amount of the thick lube from the bottle onto his hand and carefully spread over 

her expansive pucker. The sudden cold against the sensitive region made her jerk a little in surprise, 

which nearly caused her ass to suck up his forearm. And while she but didn’t say anything about it, 

as he assumed it was because she just wanted him to hurry up, he would probably still get an earful 

about it later. 

With her anus covered with enough of the slippery gel to ease his passage into her, he 

pushed his hands against it with steady, gentle pressure. The colossal ring of wrinkled flesh flexed 

and resisted him for a moment before letting his hands slip in. As he pushed himself further into 

her, he could feel the ring of muscle continue to relax as his arms followed and quickly disappeared. 

Her sphincter stretched open ever further with ease to allow his small body access to her 

fetid bowels. Until it reached his elbows and the oppressive heat from her insides brushed against 

the top of his head. Then, with one last, deep breath of the relatively fresh air outside of her, his 

head and shoulders slipped into her with a small, wet slurp. 

As he did so, Bernadette let out a soft moan of unexpected pleasure at the delightful way it 

felt, despite her opinions about the person causing it. There were few stallions around big enough to 

properly please a mare of her size, few Lythians of any race, in fact. But the annoying human’s small 

body happened to be just the right size for her, and the way he wiggled around while forcing himself 

deeper had made it that much better. 

She bit her lip as he smoothly glid ever further into her dark nether-regions. Frustrated and 

having to fight between agitation and elation at him providing the right amount of stimulation, but 

at the absolute wrong time. That, combined with how she felt during his tender massage earlier, 

worked in diabolical unison to start a small build-up of heat between her legs. 

The more it built, the more she wanted to grab his legs and work him back and forth for a 

little while. She figured he owed her that much, at least, for all the grief he’d been giving her so far 

that morning. However, with great effort on her part, she managed to let the urge pass without using 

the human as a living dildo. 

Although, she did make a mental note to ask Adeline if it would be alright to borrow him for 

a couple of days at some point. Perhaps, if he played along, then some good might come out of that 

horrible experience after all… 

He pushed his waist slid through her flexing donut with a grunt, which had grown 

uncomfortably tight as she clenched it repetitively for some reason. After which, he needed top to 

reposition his arms in such a way that gave him the leverage to pull himself all the way in. A feat that 



was far harder to accomplish than one would think in the tight space as it convulsed space around 

him. 

With a fair amount of effort, he managed to get his arms down to his sides and apply 

enough leverage for his feet to slip in past the now steadily pulsing ring of flesh. It required him to 

rotate and twist quite a bit as he did so, which generated a deep rumble from her as she let out a 

soft, low moan. All while her ass shifted and rocked around him. 

Great, he thought with a long, mental sigh as the slimy walls of her rectum squeezed against 

him, I think she’s actually starting to enjoy this. Now I guess she’s going to want to do something like this again soon, 

but I suppose it could be worse… 

He reached up to his forehead and realized with a shock that he’d forgotten to grab the small 

headlamp from his workbench. It sent a small wave of panic through him, as he would have to try 

and navigate the pitch-blackness of her putrid innards by feel alone. While there was only one 

direction he could go, so, getting lost was next to impossible. But being able to see where he was 

going and what was around him would’ve made it a bit easier at the very least. 

The second pressing issue, aside from the convulsing flesh trying to crush him, was the air. 

As both its quantity and quality were notably poor, which again made him feel as though he hadn’t 

quite put enough thought into his actions. And while suffocating or being crushed to death wasn’t a 

serious concern, having to deal with Bernadette’s displeasure at his stupidity definitely would be. 

Seeing that he had no other option, he came up with a quick fix to solve the latter issue while 

simply making do with the lack of light. He thrust his legs down and squeezed his feet out, then 

twisted them in a way that let a quick burst of fresh air in. Her rectum greedily accepted it and once 

there was enough to let him breathe properly, he pulled his feet back inside. 

It wouldn’t last long, as her ass would soon convulse and expel it. But if he acted fast 

enough, then plenty would follow him up through her guts to at least keep him alive. Which, if he 

was lucky, would give him enough time to find and remove whatever was lodged in her intestinal 

tract. 

He scrambled forward as best he could over the slick, undulating flesh. It helped that her 

body was positioned in such a way that there was a slight, downward slope to everything. Which 

allowed him to get just deep enough to avoid being caught up by the involuntary contraction that 

followed. 

A couple of seconds afterwards, her body vibrated as a low, deep tone reverberated through 

the flesh around him. It certainly had been one hell of a fart, and anyone near the barn probably 

heard it. The image was a little amusing, which he welcomed as a good distraction from the 

depressing situation he’d gotten sucked into. 



He started to work his way forward again as best he could while the various sounds of her 

body closed in to thunder in his ears. But the pace was arduously slow due to him still being covered 

in lube and the walls secreting their own lubricating mucus. Which was punctuated, here and there, 

by small lumps of mushy waste that he kept planting his hands into. And tried very hard not to 

focus on them too much. 

Knowing Bernadette’s appetite and preference of food there was a chance they contained the 

remains of an unfortunate human. A Poor soul who had only just a day or two ago been going about 

their own lives. And were now reduced to nothing more than small piles or smears of fowl-smelling 

feces, about to be callously expelled by the massive, ravenous mare. 

The question that had always been at the back of his mind, was where she kept finding any 

of them. Its not as though the valley was overflowing with them or were even all that easy to get 

ahold off. Well, other than Thomas, of course, but the way Bernadette talked about it, one would 

think she gulped down two or three at every meal. 

He continued forward as best he could, but it was hard to tell how far he’d gotten into the 

tight confines of her colon without a good reference. He wished there had been both the time and 

supplies to have set up some kind of external scanner beforehand. That way, he could’ve seen the 

object and had a general understanding of his location in relation to it. But as it was, it could be 

almost anywhere up ahead of him in her lower intestines, based on what he could tell from the 

outside. 

A loud, ominous groan rumbled out from somewhere ahead of him, which transitioned into 

a convulsing wave of flesh soon after. Where a large mass of material emerged into the small pocket 

of air around him as her lower gut continued its usual tasks without any care for his. The only 

warning or indication he got was the sudden, wet noise it made just before it oozed over him. 

It enveloped him in a cocoon of fetid mush that he practically had to swim through while 

trying to keep the continually shrinking bubble of air around him as well. Once he’d gotten past it, 

he found that the air quality had diminished with rapid and alarming speed. Meaning the likelihood 

of him suffocating was almost certain if he ran into another proto turd. 

He already felt rather lightheaded, and not just because of the noxious fumes around him 

either. While adding more urgency to his actions, it also made them clumsy and unfocused. Then, by 

some strange feet of luck, during one of his vigorous scrambles his hand brushed against something 

hard. 

A sigh of relief washed over his as his fingers closed around the offending object. Whatever 

it was, it had somehow gotten lodged against the wall of her intestine. Which, from the feel of the 

tender flesh around it, and the way her body twitched when he’d grabbed it, the thing had been 

causing a fair amount of distress. 



He worked at the damn thing for several, increasingly frustrating minutes. All while trying to 

not pull or twist at it too much, as he didn’t want to harm her… or piss her off. Until it finally 

loosened enough for him to slip free from the inflamed flesh of her intestinal wall. 

The moment it did, Bernadette’s body gave a sudden twitch, then vibrated as she let out a 

long, deep sigh. He could almost feel the relief the flowed through her himself as it was that 

palpable. 

He ran his hands over the offending object for a moment to try and figure out what it might 

be. Where, to his mild horror and confusion, it was a mostly intact bone, a human femur from the 

feel of it. But how it managed to survive the Lythian digestive process, one engineered specifically to 

dispose of the entire human body, was beyond him. 

His concentration was disrupted suddenly as the world made a violent shift when she stood 

back up, followed by a steady shaking that followed. Which meant she was probably walking 

somewhere. Although, as she was all but naked, this meant just within inside of the barn, so, she 

may only be moving around the space to see how successful he’d been. 

Not long after, he felt her press lightly against the spot he was. Along with several further 

vibrations and sounds that alluded to her saying something, which he couldn’t quite make it out. 

Although, the stern mumbles seemed to have a pleased and general gist of being “Thank you but get 

the fuck out of me right now” to them, so he began to work his way back down. 

Going back was a lot easier than his arduous trip inside, as her body seemed to want him 

gone just as much as he wanted out. It squeezed and pressed him along with increasing force until 

he soon found himself deposited back into her rectum. Which, of course, had gotten somewhat 

crowded since his last visit, as his activities had stirred things up quite a bit. 

So much so, that her gut continued to reflexively move everything along until a large, 

steaming mass of manure dropped onto him. The sudden influx of putrid waste only made the 

already uncomfortably tight space that much worse. While also displacing most of the precious air 

he needed to breathe, as she’d pooted a good portion of it out just then. 

Her movements became noticeably more pronounced just the, which indicated that she was 

likely getting dressed again. Afterwards, she starts to walk somewhere at a rather brisk pace. Which 

soon increased as time passed. Likely due to everything around him expressing the desire to once 

again be back in the world, which he had to agree with. 

The quick, wide swinging of her hips lasted for several, nauseating minutes as she hastened 

along, hopefully to find some place to relieve herself. Had it not been for him fighting to keep from 

drowning in the mare’s excrement, or the ever tighter embrace of soft flesh, it might’ve almost been 

a bit relaxing. But as it was, the constant motion and crushing pressure soon had him feeling more 

miserable than anything else.  



After another minute or two, when the swaying at last stopped, there was a moment of 

small, jilted movements. Followed by a sudden one that rammed his stomach up into his throat 

when she squatted down. And he braced himself for the inevitable indignity that was soon to come. 

But despite everything she’d but his through, it had thus far been an enlightening ordeal to 

go through what his previous bodies experienced. After his consciousness left them and they had 

been fully processed, that is.  

A low grunt rumbled around him as her rectum convulsed with a sudden, immense pressure. 

At first, nothing happened, but a moment later, everything surged downward as her ass disgorge its 

filthy contents. He flowed along with it and was compressed into the center of the viscous mass as it 

funneled through her twitching anus. 

With a short sensation of falling, the rank substance around him hit the ground with a wet 

plop and he worked to free himself. And his head broke the surface just in time to see Bernadette 

putting her coveralls back in place, as a rather contented look spread across her face.  

She glanced down with cold indifference at her fresh creation, and noticed Thomas 

extricating himself from it. “Good to see that you’re capable of remembering your proper place,” 

she said with a chuckle. “Although, most humans, once they’ve been excreted, tend to stay there…” 

He gave her an expressive look and grunted. As opening his mouth before he had a chance 

to thoroughly clean it was a pretty bad idea. But she seemed to have gotten the gist of what he 

meant. 

“Well, the pond is right over there,” she replied with a casual gesture to her right, “Feel free 

to clean yourself up. But I’d be a little careful on your way back. Someone might take advantage of a 

naked, and freshly scrubbed human wandering around, especially without a collar.”  

He shot her another bitter look, then added a gesture to indicate his rising exasperation with 

her. Particularly at the way she’d licked her lips at the end. Although, considering what he was 

covered in just then, it made him wonder if she had really meant it or was trying to get under his 

skin. 

Bernadette shook her head and scoffed at him. “Don’t be mad at me,” she uttered with 

mock indignation as she placed her hand upon her very ample and expansive bosom. “I could have 

dropped you off in the compost toilet if I wanted to… After all, it was a lot closer and I really to go.” 

A rather wicked smile drifted across her face as she considered what such an act would have 

been like for him idea for a moment. She then added, “It’s a pretty long drop into the bin, and I bet 

being in there when the auger kicks in wouldn’t be all that healthy for you either. So stop 

complaining and just be grateful that I may… begrudgingly… care about your wellbeing, for some 

reason”  



He stared at her for moment as the realization of Bernadette having actually started to like 

him sunk in. And while the idea made him feel a little better, it didn’t make up for what she’d just 

put him through. So, he made another, far more expressive, gesture to indicate his continued 

displeasure. 

“There’s no need to be rude,” she said with a little smile, no longer able to suppress her 

amusement. 

She liked the little fellow as much as everyone else did at the farm. After what he’d done for 

Adeline and Kelly, who wouldn’t. But she still couldn’t help torturing him whenever the chance 

arose for it, she was still a Lythian in the end. Perhaps it was just her special way of showing affection 

for the little pest.  

Thomas replied with a flat look, grunted once again, then offered her a similar gesture before 

turning to walk towards the small pond. 

Bernadette watched him as the mirthful smile lingered on her lips. She was, of course, 

grateful for what he had done, and would find some way to repay for it later. Maybe something they 

both might enjoy. However, she wouldn’t hesitate to kill him in a variety of horrible and extremely 

drawn out ways if he ever told anyone about it. 

She shook her head and turned to go, but noticed something sticking out the still somewhat 

steaming pile. Despite her disgust, the object piqued her interest as it was likely whatever had been 

lodged in her gut. So, she pinched her nose and bent down a little bit to examine the thing. 

It appeared to be the partially digested remains of a large bone of some kind. A human 

femur to be precise, if she was any judge. Which lay, half buried, in disgusting goo but had still been 

exposed enough for her to easily recognize what it was.  

She nodded, seeing that it certainly must have been the object that caused all the trouble. 

However, as she stood back up, something then dawned on her. That she hadn’t had the chance to 

eat a human a human for some time, for one reason or another. But there had been one, just a 

couple of days ago… 

She spun around to glare at the receding figure as he waded out into the dark water of the 

pond. “Thomas! What the fuck, is this… your leg?” 
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