
The Fox's Queen

Though their journey took mere minutes, the shrunken and captured lords felt as if it lasted for months and months on end. The little creatures were, after all, incredibly spoiled. They’d had a luxurious lifetime of spacious banquet halls, well-aired rooms, and fine floral perfumes…

… and now, all tiny and trapped in a silk sack that was being held betwixt the teeth of a Thievul much, much bigger than them all… well, they were facing the opposite of that. It was pitch black blind, not a ray of light in sight, all of them clumped together at the bottom of the bag in a manner most claustrophobic. They were being jostled and shaken by every tremendous step the fox took, forced to bump shoulders and share each other's personal space. Their environment was hot and odorous, humid and pungent with fox breath. All the men were sweating hard, both in fear and in physical exertion, and while that did contribute to the intense heat in the silk sack what really made the prison a swelter was the Thievul’s breath. With every step the giant took, he panted excitedly into the bag held in his maw, blowing in fox breath that was hot and humid enough to make the pit they were in steamy.

Combine all of the above and you have - for a lord or anyone, really - a hellish experience so absolutely foul and utterly humiliating that most would break down into a screaming and overwhelmed mess… and that was exactly what happened to all but one man. Said man’s name was Huxley, and unlike every other screaming male that was being jostled around like marbles all around him, he wasn’t a lord. He was a servant of one of the men - a man who had not long been offed by the Thievul they were being carried by - and, in his servitude of him, Huxley had been somehow been through much worse than this.

“Everyone, please, try to calm down,” Huxley yelled as best he could in the middle of a writhing gang of miserable lords. But his voice didn’t stand a chance of making it through all of the wailing. His vain attempt at assurance fell upon precisely zero ears. In the middle of what was essentially a mosh pit at this point - one full of fit, sweaty lords - the brave servant drew a breath to try again…

… but before Huxley could, the Thievul carrying him and everyone else bounded over a particularly large pebble, making the silk sack swing ferociously inside of his maw. As a result, quite naturally, every man was thrown to the wall. The silk lining of the bag made for a comfortable landing for Huxley - but what wasn’t comfortable at all was the weight of more than a dozen lords smashing into him. Knocked off his feet - just like everyone else - the servant fell down. Unable to move his legs or his arms - for they were tangled up with everyone else - the servant simply released an incredibly tired-sounding groan as he felt whiplash start to wrack his body.

As did everyone else. The one upside to the sudden shake-up - at least, in Huxley’s opinion - was it had knocked the wind out of everyone. No screaming now, just groaning and wheezing as more than a score of tiny men clumsily attempted to pull themselves free of each other in the bottom of a silk sack. “Oh fuck,” one lord managed to whimper as the sack started to sway gently again. “What are we going to do?”

“We need to escape,” a tiny lord suddenly cried out. “We need to get the fuck out of here!”

“No we don’t!” another lord bellowed argumentatively. “We need to do whatever the hell they say! We’re shrunk, you idiot!”

“No!” someone yelled back. “Rubbing that beasts paw was the most humiliating thing I’ve done in my entire life! I won’t be doing it again!”

“Ha! Go for it,” a lord chuckled back hoarsely. “You’ll get sat on or stepped on or… who even knows what!”

“Which is exactly why we should be trying to escape!”

“Oh for fuck sake you imbecile! Trying to escape means getting crushed on! We need to play along!”

Huxley wheezed as he finally managed to pull himself free of the tangle of men. Grunting, he wobbled against the side of the silk bag, arm propped against it, doing his best to stand despite the constant swaying. “What we really need to do is calm down,” the servant tried to tell everyone. “We need to get our bearings and put our heads together. We need to think of a plan…”

But Huxley’s speech drew to a sudden close as his mouth slowly slid shut. Nobody was listening to him. Everyone was just screaming at each other again. Aghast, the servant covered his face and took a deep breath…

… or at least, Huxley tried to. The sack tilted violently again before he could. This time, though, it was no pebble that caused it. The Thievul had arrived, and the silk sack was being emptied out. A whirl of motion, another collision of bodies, and then, with tiny inaudible whumphs, the servant and all the lords crashed down into the dirt like lowly bugs. 

More screaming and whimpering as cold air flooded over the men, making them realize that they were now exposed and out in the moonlight. More writhing and thrashing as all of them tried to orient themselves and get into a position that wasn’t belly or back down. More self-loathing and disgust as all the lords once again realized how low they were, how they’d been reduced to flopping and screaming in the mud, barely visible but utterly wretched regardless…

… and then, as they finally managed to pull their faces from the dirt, as they wiped mud from their eyes and looked upward, they all saw the huge and beautiful beast that the Thievul had brought them to. Some were expecting to be afraid. Some were expecting to be disgusted. Some were expecting an unpleasant combination of both.

None of them expected love at first sight. But as they laid their eyes on the magnificent creature towering above them that was all the little lords could feel. She was a Ninetales. A perfect example of one. She was beauty, she was grace, she was everything sweet and wonderful. She was… an absolutely perfect example of a creature of her kind.

The screaming ceased immediately. The lords all bowed their heads as they all chose the same thing immediately. Total adoration… and absolute submission.

* * *

“Oh my,” the Ninetales rumbled elegantly as all of her new little servants took a bow all the way down in the mud. So polite… but so tiny too! If it weren’t for the fact that her chocolate-colored eyes were so keen then she might not have been able to see them at all. “What a graceful and handsome group you’ve found for me, my handsome darling,” she said to her Thievul mate. “Look at how well mannered they all are.”

The Thievul’s utterly enamored heart skipped several beats as his mistress dearly complimented his efforts. Though he was a little shocked. They’d been absolute louts around him, but with his love, they'd obediently dropped to their knees at first sight. Then again, the Thievul quickly realized that he shouldn't have been surprised… he knew all too well that his lover's charms were endless. "Only the best for you, my lady," he murmured toward the vixen politely.

The Ninetales lidded her eyes at all of her little charges as all nine of her tails began to gently sway behind her back in a manner most pleased. “They’ll do anything I ask?” she asked. “Anything at all?”

The obvious answer was to say yes, of course, my lady… but at the same time, the Thievul was clever enough to know not to promise too much. “In time, yes,” he murmured, deciding to guide her rather than simply lie. “As someone who has been captured yourself… well, consider it like your like your relationship with your former trainer. The more she interacted with you, the more you trusted her, and, as a result, you were willing to do more for her.”

The Ninetales ears bounced as she listened to her darling carefully, but… her eyes didn’t budge so much as a centimeter away from her little charges. “I see,” she said after a moment of consideration. “I’m to train them, then. Like they’re pets.”

The Thievul nodded his head as he took a deep and unsure breath through his leathery nose. “That won’t be an issue, will it?” he asked nervously.

With her eyes still locked lovingly on her collection of tiny lords, the Ninetales gently shook her head. “Oh no,” she said adoringly. “No, that won’t be an issue at all. In fact, I dare say that I’m rather looking forward to it.”

The male breathed a sigh of relief and nodded at his lady. Then, curious, he tilted his eyes down toward the specks kneeling not so far from his hind leg. It was rather tempting to kick his paw out and send them all scattering, but… they were his mates now. “You ought to try giving them a simple order,” he suggested. “See what happens.”

All nine of the vixen’s tails began to wag a little more suggestively behind her. “Rise,” she said to the army beneath her. Her command was firm but fair. Regal and well-spoken, fitting for a creature as fine as her.

The lords rose immediately and obediently. All of their heads were bowed toward the ground as if they dare not behold the huge and majestic creature in front of them without explicit permission. “Excellent,” the Ninetales murmured all impressed. “Now, kneel again.”

There was not a moment of hesitation. The men fell back down onto one knee.

“Rise,” the Ninetales commanded.

The men rose to a quick and obedient stand.

“Kneel,” the Ninetales almost giggled, clearly amused at this point.

The men fell back down to one knee.

Finally - with a long and clear moment of hesitation - the Ninetales managed to tear her gaze away from her new charges to look at her darling proper. With how wonderful of a gift he’d brought for her, it was only polite to look him in the eyes as she thanked him. “That’s incredibly amusing already,” she chuckled. “You know, when you promised me my dream - an army of little man servants - I thought you were full of rubbish. Nothing but a charmer. But I have to say… you haven’t disappointed me in the least.”

“I am a charmer, it’s true,” the Thievul said as his fluffy white chest swelled with pride. “But I’m also reliable. I’ve learned over the years that it’s best not to make promises that I can’t keep. Especially not around someone like you.”

“Someone like me?”

The Thievul nodded his head and smiled broadly. "If it weren't for our nightly meetings in this glade, then I wouldn't even know what to do with myself. You're one of a kind," he said smoothly. "I wouldn't want to do anything that might upset you and make you run from me. So… no broken promises. If I say I'll do something, then I'll do it." The male lifted his hind paw, baring lord-crushing toes and beans to the micros at this side. The lords all flinched as they envisioned being stomped into the ground… but all the Thievul did was wave his paw in their direction loosely. “Tiny servants included.”

“Oh you,” the Ninetales murmured huskily as she fluttered her eyelashes at her mate, oh-so-clearly impressed with his choice of words. “You always know exactly what to say.”

“Ha. Well, we did agree that I’m a charmer.”

The Ninetales smiled. “We did,” she sighed as she fanned her tails out behind her. “Quite true. You’re my charmer.” 

The Thievul was tempted to probe for a few more sweet compliments from his lovely lady, but… the thought of her bossing the little lords around was hot on his mind, and he was very eager to see his vixen toy more with her tiny men. “You should try picking one of them up,” the male suggested smoothly.

An excited shudder rolled through the vixen's body at her mate's suggestion… though it was obvious to her that the lords down on the ground weren't as eager for the idea as she was. After the Thievul's suggestion, all of the shrunken men had huddled together closer on the ground. Their little eyes were fixed on what were house-sized paws to them, staring at both sets with distrust and terror as every fiber of their bodies trembled. It was the only thing that stopped the Ninetales from grabbing one immediately. "I'm not so sure, my sweet," she said to her lover pensively. "They're so small… so fragile… won't I hurt them?"

No matter how terrified they might have been, a few of the little lords couldn't help but scoff indignantly as the Ninetales' called them small and fragile. It was an instinctual reaction. Even in their current state, the stuck-up men sadly couldn’t help it. To be thought of as small and fragile when they were used to being so big and powerful… it was just so ridiculous to them!

But every lord who scoffed immediately regretted it when the Thievul spoke up right afterward. "Did you just hear that?" the male chuckled as he flicked his tail in the lord's general direction. "Seems you're more afraid than they are. If I were you, I wouldn't worry about it too much. They can handle a little excitement."

The once-bold lords shook their heads furiously at the Thievul’s declaration… but it was a little too late for that. The scoff didn’t annoy the Ninetales. The opposite, in fact. She found those arrogant noble scoffs to be oh-so-adorably endearing. "I didn't realize my boys were so brave," she giggled at them as she raised one of her forepaws. With nothing more than a flick of her wrist and a bat of her long eyelashes, she swept a couple of fingers down toward the crowd of shrunken lords. With a pair of digits that were surprisingly dexterous, the Ninetales' grabbed herself a tiny lord. A tiny lord was brought up into the air rapidly, screaming as he went, his limbs flailing and his eyes almost popping out of his skull as he was taken on the fastest and most sudden journey of his life.

A journey that ended as abruptly as it started. With his head spinning, with every muscle in his body aching from whiplash, with his world quite literally upside down, the little lord was suddenly dangling directly above the Ninetales’ leathery pad of a snout. A couple of inches above her runway of a fluffy white muzzle… and only a few inches more away from her loving gaze. From huge chocolaty eyes that were wide with adoration and curiosity.

Perhaps if the circumstances were a little less painful and uncomfortable - or if the charming Ninetales looking at him wasn’t about a hundred stories high - the little lord’s anger might have faded upon seeing that gaze. But as it was, shrunk, held by the seat of his pants by nothing but claw… that ‘you’re so cute’ look enranged the lord. There was nothing respectful about it. She was looking at him like he was some kind of stray puppy! “Put me down now!” the lord bawled angrily. “You… you have no right to do this to me!”

The Thievul flinched ever so slightly, expecting his mistress to be none too pleased with the lord’s pitiful attempt at fury. To his surprise, however, his vixen’s face lit up in absolute delight… to the point where she looked like she was going to cry from an overload of cuteness. “There’s no way you can be this adorable!” she yelled just inches away from the little lord’s face, not even thinking about how badly it might make his ears ring. “I just wanna put you in a pie and eat you!”

The tiny betwixt the Ninetales’ claws was absolutely stunned by the shockwave of noise that had hit his little body like a sledgehammer… but that didn’t mean that the little nobles down on the ground didn’t have something to say about it. Like the lord who’d just been bellowed at, they were no longer enamored with the creature in front of them. They might have liked her more than her boyfriend, but given that her boyfriend had crushed several of their friends underneath his feet and ass that wasn’t really saying anything. “You need to put him down now!” one of the lords yelled down below.

“Yeah!” another cried out. “This… this is too far! We’re not just things that you can pick up and manhandle!” A roar of agreement rang out from all of the little lords. Angry and enflamed, they began to pump their fists in the air and scream…

… at least, until the Thievul stomped his paw on the ground. A paw that was right by the nobles… and a stomp that was so fierce that the shockwave produced knocked every lord over like a bowling pin. “For Arceus sake. You’re lords in front of a fine lady,” the huge male rumbled ominously. “Not bawling children. Pull yourselves together.”

The Ninetales - who had just dropped the lord that she was holding onto into her palm - frowned at her lover as the shrunken nobility beneath them fell back into submission. It was impressive - as well as a little arousing - to see him knock over a dozen little men with nothing more than a mere flex of his hind paw. But she didn’t want her new pets to be motivated by fear. For a few seconds, she looked at the tiny lordling in sat in the center of her hand. A tiny lordling who was oh-so-clearly terrified. Tense and shivering. Whimpering and whining. His face in his hands, like he couldn’t even bear to look at her…

… the Ninetales huffed as she turned her head toward the handsome Thievul at her side. “I think they’re a little overwhelmed with the two of us being here,” she said, clearly not understanding exactly why the little lords were as scared as they were. “Do you think that I might be able to…”

The Thievul tilted his head at his lover as her sentence trailed off. “Are you trying to tell me that you’d like some alone time with them?” he asked smoothly and patiently, knowing his lover and her desires quite well.

The vixen smirked bashfully and nodded her head. “Yes,” she admitted reluctantly. “If that’s quite alright.”

"Of course it is. Completely understandable," the male said as he glanced down at the still-shivering lords a few inches away from his thigh. "I think it would be best that you trained them alone, even. At least at first."

Utterly in love with her mate and thrilled at just how understanding and sweet he was, the Ninetales lunged her muzzle toward the Thievul’s mouth. A loud wet smack filled the glade as their lips collided in a fierce and sudden kiss. At first, the male’s eyes were wide and surprised, his body stiff with shock… but after a couple of seconds of feeling his love’s hot mouth against his own, he lidded his eyes and sighed, leaning into that smooch fully. Down on the ground, the nobles watched the kiss with a strange mix of fear, resentment, and jealousy…

… while the tiny lord still on the Ninetales' palm got a front-row seat to the action. Able to see those massive lord-swallowing maws locked tightly, their cheeks swelling and swirling as enormous tongues made battle within. Able to hear their lips smacking fiercely and saliva sloshing ferociously as they practically ate at each other’s mouths. Able to feel the Ninetales' aroused rumble reverberating through every fiber of his tiny body, its tempo and ferocity raising rapidly as she became more and more aroused.

Until, with a reluctant moan, the Ninetales broke the kiss. The Thievul - who was clearly quite horny himself - licked at his lips softly as he considered going back on that whole leaving thing. His mate smelled exceptional right now. Maybe he could just rut her in front of these lords, really put them in their place, and show them who was on top. But… after a long moment of consideration… he took a deep breath and reminded himself that this was his lady’s moment. “Sure you don’t want me to stick around?” he asked helplessly.

“I’d love for you to stick around,” the Ninetales sighed, clearly as reluctant as her mate when it came to him departing. “But I think it’d be best to be cautious around the little ones for now. You know, until they get used to things.”

The Thievul grumbled and nodded his head. “I suppose I’ll see you tomorrow then, yes?” he asked hopefully.

“Of course you will. I still have to thank you properly for my gift,” the Ninetales said with a wink. 

At that, the Thievul’s body bristled with excitement. Then, with a wiggle of his butt, the male bounced into the bushes around the edge of the glade, rustling within them before seemingly disappearing into the night. 

The Ninetales watched her lover depart. For a moment, it looked as if she might even call him back… but she told herself that she needed to be strong. Focused. With a sigh, she looked over toward the lord that she held in her hand. He was completely and utterly quiet still. His hands over his eyes. Not daring to look at the palm he was in nor its owner out of pure fright. It was a pathetic display - truly, truly pathetic, the sight of a man who was beaten, terrified, helpless - but the sight of it served to motivate the Ninetales. She told herself that by the end of the night this little man - and all of his friends - would be looking at her with pure unadulterated love.

“Okay,” the nine-tailed vixen said as she finally set the tiny lord back down on the ground, “let’s start by setting some ground rules.”

* * *

The two foxes were right. The Thievul leaving the glade did make the lords relax. Just a little. Being free of that giant brute of a beast meant that there was one less threat in the glade after all…

… but with the Ninetales around, they could hardly relax properly. She was a whole different kind of threat. Less malicious and more careless. The shaken lord that she'd just deposited upon the ground was proof of that. He wasn't hurt - well, aside from the whiplash, anyways - but he was shaken up and humiliated beyond belief. A couple of the more empathetic nobles attempted to approach him to offer reassurance, but… after being belittled and coddled he simply shoved them away angrily. He’d been ‘cared for’ enough for one day.

Soon - even though the Ninetales had just mentioned establishing some ground rules - the lord's attention was upon themselves again. The beast was there, present, hanging over them like a shadow, and they were all keenly aware of it… but they elected to ignore her for the sake of starting yet another debate amongst themselves. Perhaps they elected to do this because they knew that they didn’t stand a chance at arguing with her… or perhaps it was just because they were self-obsessed lordlings. Whatever it was, the tinies were screaming at each other again.

Well… except for one. Which was Huxley. He, after all, wasn’t a lord. He was just a mere servant, and he was tired of trying to shove himself between a bunch of nobles who couldn’t care less for his opinion anyway. So he stood silent and well-mannered at the back of the group, his head down, numbly awaiting whatever his fate would be.

But the servant’s silence earned him attention from the giant vixen. Everyone else was yelling, everyone else was furious, everyone else was clearly unhappy to be here, and yet here this man was, cool, calm, collected. “You there,” she called down to him all helplessly curious. “The quiet one. Step forward.”

It took Huxley a moment to lift his head. After all, why would the Ninetales want to speak to him? But, realizing that he was, indeed, the quiet one, the servant looked up at the Ninetales to see her huge eyes regarding him closely. He spared a glance to the lords - who had barely even noticed the Ninetales calling out to him - and then, gathering his courage, he stepped forward past them all until he was about three inches away from her paws…

… which meant that he was well in range of the fire type's natural warmth. Over by the lords it had simply felt a little warm, but now that he was just a few inches away from her it felt like he was standing close to a fire. A comfortable one, one that was meant to be enjoyed, a fireplace or a campfire or something like that, something that made you want to reach out and warm your hands over it. At first, the servant had been tense, but, basking in her warmth, he was quickly feeling himself starting to relax… even if he was standing well in the range of paws big enough to be fluffy white hills. 

“Introduce yourself,” the Ninetales said all of a sudden. Her voice was sweet and kind - deliberately so, it was clear to the servant that she was trying oh-so-hard to be nice - but Huxley couldn’t help but flinch regardless. “Oh, please, don’t be like that,” she whimpered after him afterward like she was on the verge of tears. Her tails stiffened behind her as she started to tremble. “I know I’m very big, but… if you’re all so scared of me then you’ll hardly be able to do what I want you to do.”

Huxley took a deep breath and tried to push back his fear… if only for the sake of the vixen. Hearing her sweet voice start to break down into misery was utterly heartbreaking. A giant she might have been, but… at that moment, the servant wanted nothing more than to treat her like a dainty and vulnerable little thing. "I'm very sorry," he said to her earnestly. "It's just this is very new to me. I'm not used to being around… such a big and beautiful Ninetales?"

The servant wasn't sure if his compliment would work, but… to his surprise and delight, a soft smile fell onto the Ninetales' muzzle. The tremble turned into a gentle shiver and her once-raised tails started to sag back down. "Oh," she said to him, "that's… that's very sweet of you. What's your name?"

Huxley tried to give the Ninetales a reassuring smile even if he wasn’t sure that the vixen could even see his expression from all the way up there. “I’m Huxley, madame.” 

“Oh, Huxley,” the Ninetales hummed happily. “What a nice name.”

Huxley smiled bashfully as a blush crept onto his cheeks. He wasn’t used to being complimented at all. “Thank you. You’ll, ah… you’ll have the forgive the lords behind me,” he said, quickly changing the topic. “They’re… very stressed right now.”

“I can see that,” the Ninetales said with a bob of her pretty head. “That’s actually why I called you over. You seemed much calmer than everyone else.”

“Ah. That’s because I’m used to being down in the dirt like this, ma’am,” Huxley explained courteously. “The lords on the other hand are more used to a large life. Not just in terms of stature but in terms of, well… everything, I suppose.”

“Hm,” the vixen murmured curiously. “You’re not a lord?”

“No, madame,” Huxley said regretfully. “I do hope that this isn’t a disappointment you, but unlike the rest of the men here I am only a humble servant.”

The Ninetales smile grew significantly as her body and tails relaxed even more. It was clear that Huxley’s position was, in fact, a very good and reassuring thing. “Far from a disappointment, my dear Huxley,” the Ninetales said reassuringly. “As a matter of fact, you’re exactly what I need.”

Huxley frowned and resisted the urge to laugh at himself. Curious as to if the lords were paying any attention, the servant looked over his shoulder… but not a single head was turned toward him or the Ninetales. They were all still absorbed in themselves. Yelling. Screaming. It’d probably start coming to blows soon. “I… take it that you’d like advice on how to calm them down, madame?” he asked as he turned back around.

“Why yes, Huxley,” the Ninetales cooed as she nodded her head. “Precisely that.”

The servant nodded his head and scratched at his little chin for a moment as he gathered his words. His gaze was locked onto the Ninetales muzzle. It was an intimidating sight, but… it was also much further away than the rest of her. If he started looking down, if he started looking toward her paws, or her rear, then… well, he’d start thinking about unfortunate and deadly things that he didn’t want to think about. “May I speak openly, madame?” he eventually asked.

“Of course, Huxley. I insist, even.”

“You’re a fine and beautiful lady whose desire is to be served. And as… selfish and egotistical as the men behind me can be… there’s nothing they like doing more than doing all they can for a beautiful woman,” Huxley pointed out knowingly. It was the only thing that the lords could do to pass the time, really. They had no real worries or issues to handle, so… their focus was on ballrooms and sex for the most part. “So… simply let it be known that you’re seeking their attention. Firmly but sweetly. Be authoritative, but… not threatening.”

The Ninetales thought over Huxley’s words for a few seconds, considering how best to put them into action… and then, nodding, she turned her gaze toward the still-arguing men. “Excuse me?” she called over to them. “Are you boys going to just keep arguing with each other, or are you actually going to start paying attention to the lovely lady whose been far too patient with you all already?”

The lords kept on arguing about what they needed to do to get the hell out of here. They heard the Ninetales loud and clear - it was impossible not to with how loud she was - but they couldn’t care less. At least…

… they didn’t until the Ninetales raised one of her humongous house-sized paws and waggled her beans in their general direction. At that point, fearful for their lives, they started to turn their heads toward her. “Look,” a particularly boisterous noble yelled, “if you’re going to kill us, then just get on with it like your fucking boyfriend did! No reason to act nice!”

Seemingly unoffended by the lord’s coarse attitude, the Ninetales chuckled. “Kill you?” she scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous! I don’t know what my Thievul did to you, but my intention is to make the lot of you serve me peacefully.”

“Serve you peacefully how?” one lord asked indignantly.

“You’ll be pampering every inch of me. From the bottoms of my paws to the inside of my maw,” she informed them all very smoothly. “Every single day.”

A couple of the lords didn’t seem so offended by the idea, but… most of them were shaking their heads or otherwise showing their disapproval. “No,” one particularly bold man said. “I won’t clean the underside of a beast’s paw ever again.”

Nervous that the Ninetales might be put down again, Huxley turned from the men and looked up at her… but what the servant saw was no upset fox. She looked cool. Calm. Confident. “That’s a shame,” she sighed down at the lords. “When I was looking at you all earlier, I could have sworn that you were real men. I must have been mistaken.”

A few of the lords laughed nervously at that. “Real men?” one of them said. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well, a real man wouldn’t complain about having to do some hard work, would he?” the Ninetales said as she shook her head disapprovingly. “A real man wouldn’t insult someone by calling them a beast. A real man wouldn’t back down at the opportunity to serve a beautiful lady in her time of need.”

The men all grumbled quietly at that. This time, nobody spoke up. The men just looked at each other instead, a hint of shame and a lot of humiliation upon their faces. The vixen had just struck the arrogant lords exactly where it hurt the most… their manhoods. “It’s funny, you know,” she sighed as she glanced down at Huxley. “This little servant here has proved himself to be more of a man than any of you. I think I’ll keep him and give the rest of you back to my boyfriend.”

“Wait a minute,” one of the lords said suddenly, “it’s… no. No, we can do this.”

The vixen raised her brows and resisted the urge to smile. “Oh?” she murmured with a hint of disbelief. “Can you?”

“Yes! Yes we can! Can’t we, everyone?”

 There was a murmur of discontent amongst the group as the lord decided to speak up for everyone, but… in the end, everyone started to nod their heads. The idea of going back to the Thievul was truly awful, but… what really prickled them was the idea of being beneath Huxley of all people. The servant. The whipping boy. The lowest of the low.

They were all in agreement. They had to do this. “Give us another chance,” one of the lords almost pleaded.

“Yeah! We can do this!”

“We’ll pamper you better than anyone!”

The Ninetales faked a reluctant sigh. “Oh,” she said as if she really had to think about it, “very well, then. Since you lot are so damn cute, I’ll give you a second chance.”

Like they weren’t arguing with the Ninetales a few seconds ago, all of the men nodded their heads at the vixen with the utmost eagerness. “Where do we start?” one of them asked.

A smirk fell onto the Ninetales face. "Oh, that's easy," she chuckled as she curled her toes upon the ground. Then, with a flick of her tails, she flopped down onto her side slowly and carefully, being sure to neither crush her pets nor shake the ground beneath them too hard. "We'll start at the bottom," she announced sweetly as she rolled over onto her back. She laid two of her tails down in front of the lords, fashioning them into something that almost resembled a ramp, something that would be easy to climb so that there wouldn't be too much of a struggle to make it up onto her giant frame. “With my paws.”

* * *

None of the lords had been very eager to hear that they'd be forced to tend to yet another pair of giant Pokemon paws tonight, but… none of them had been eager to complain either. So, after a long moment of nervous silence, the little men took to climbing tails so that they could make their way up to the Ninetales' hind paws. She'd tucked them in close to her body, meaning that the men need not climb them. All they had to walk up her body… though, given that they were small enough that her fur was up to their necks, that was quite a challenge in itself.

Still, though…  as difficult as it might have been, trudging through the vixen’s dense fur wasn’t an unpleasant challenge in the least. Even by the standards of lords who were used to silk sheets and fine clothes, her coat felt oh-so wonderfully soft and delightful against their suit-covered bodies… 

…and it smelled even better somehow. A woodland creature the Ninetales might have been, but she didn’t smell like some dirty animal. She smelled like a lady. In her free time, the vixen quite often liked to prance through the wildflowers, rubbing their pleasant scent upon her pelt like she was spritzing herself with perfume.

But that wasn’t the best part. That was how warm the Ninetales was. Being a fire-type, her body naturally radiated heat, and that was ebbing into all of the little lords. It wasn’t an overwhelming swelter, it wasn’t even enough to make them sweat, it was just right, perfect, enough to make the muscles relax and the body comfortable.

The little lords were feeling quite cozy by the time they reached the peak of the Ninetales' hind paws. Sure, it was a little intimidating being stood on pink pads and beans large enough for the micros to build a whole house upon, but… that softness, that scent, that warmth… all combined with the vixen's natural beauty… the fear was worth it.

There were ten lords on each of her hind paws - or, from the Ninetales’ perspective, a small gathering of little black specks that she could barely see upon both of her bright pink pads and all of her plump toe beans. As for Huxley? The Ninetales had picked him up and placed him upon the crest of her shoulder in something of an advisory position… which, even if it meant sitting on a rather scary place, Huxley was more than happy to take. “Start with something simple,” he advised when he had made himself comfortable in a bed of warm fluff. “Like rubbing.”

“Will I even feel that?” the Ninetales murmured quietly as she eyed the little men down on her paws dubiously. She tried to keep her voice quiet but… well, she was a giant creature in comparison to them. Even a whisper would’ve been audible. Luckily, the men were too comfortable to feel any kind of shame from her doubt. “They’re so small.”

 “Ah, well,” Huxley chuckled, “your… lover certainly did.”

“Hmm. Well, worth a shot, I suppose,” the vixen said. Then, gently turning her snout - to not disturb her dear advisor - she faced the lords down on her paws proper. “My little loves,” she called down to them, “go ahead and give my paws a good rub. All over. Don’t be shy!”

The little lords looked down at the paw that they were standing on and took a deep breath to try and prepare themselves for the task ahead of them. There was so much flesh, so much fluff, so much paw that they understood the Ninetales’ doubts quite well.

That moment of hesitation didn’t last for long. Completely under the Ninetales’ spell, the little lords were desperate to touch her, and, one by one, they fell to their knees and did so. Some men grabbed handfuls of her pad and kneaded it between their fingers. Some rubbed their palms around in soft circles, covering as much surface area as possible. Some took to the fur between her toes, to untangle it, to groom it with their fingers delicately…

… and, despite her expectations, the Ninetales’ felt their touch well. Enough that she let out a brief little moan as she resisted the urge to curl her toes and throw all the lords off. That sound of pleasure emboldened the lords, causing them to work harder, to really put their backs into it so that they could earn more of those sweet noises. 

Soon the Ninetales eyes were lidding in contentment as a satisfied growl rose from her throat. “I take it that you can feel them working,” Huxley said knowingly as he felt the Ninetales’ rumble happily underneath him like a massage seat.

“Yes. Yes I can, dear advisor.”

“How about some words of encouragement?”

A smirk crept onto the Ninetales’ face. “I think I can do a little better than that,” she said to Huxley confidently before looking down toward the loving lords. “The lord who works the hardest will receive some very special and very personal attention,” she cooed down toward her paws.

Of course, the shrunken nobles were receptive to this. Every single one of them was deeply competitive, after all. Especially when the right prize - like a lady’s attention - was on offer. So, to work they went, the work of their tiny hands becoming more confident and bold…

… though, if the Ninetales were being honest with herself, she couldn't really feel much of a difference. Sure, she could see their tiny forms shivering away in work a little harder than they were before, but now that the thrill of their first touch was starting to wear off their hands were starting to feel a little dull. In other words, the vixen was hungry for more. Their hands were just an appetizer, really, and she was eager to dig into the feast that was the rest of their bodies. "You know, you don't have to just use your hands,” she pointed out. “You’re more than welcome to use your mouths too.”

The lord's hands went still, pausing as they looked down at the dusty surface of her hind paws and contemplated her words. “What’s wrong?” the Ninetales cooed gently, sensing their hesitation. “Don’t be shy. You can speak up.”

"It's just…" one brave lord eventually yelled up. "Our mouths are very dry." Which was true. Some of them were feeling a little delirious, in fact… which probably contributed a little to their somewhat mindless worship.

"Oh, you should have said something sooner," the Ninetales said as she reached behind herself carefully. Into each of her forepaws she scooped a bright blue berry - one that was ripe, fat, and juicy. "Hold on tight, darlings. It's about to rain something delicious."

All of the lords looked up the Ninetales swung the pair of enormous berries over their heads, each of them more than large enough to blot out the moon and the starry sky overhead. Some of the more cowardly men were hesitant and considering diving to the floor while braver and perhaps more hungry men were cupping their hands and holding them to the sky, eager to dine on juice. Regardless of how they felt, though, they were given very little time to prepare before the vixen juiced the berries with a firm squeeze.

The vixen had said it was going to be like rain, but, really, with the sheer amount of viscous berry juice that splashed onto the men, it was more like being hit by a speeding water balloon. Most of the men were knocked flat down onto their bellies by it, but none of them cared at all about the impact because… well, it was extremely delicious. So delicious, in fact, that they immediately set to licking…

… which, of course, made the Ninetales let out another flustered moan, one that was louder than the last. This time, she couldn’t help but flex her paw. Luckily, the sticky berry juice meant that the men were nice and glued, meaning that her toes clenching and curling didn’t dislodge them in the least… and honestly, they were too busy licking to really care about the world moving around them. “Very good my loves,” she called down to her little pets after her toes relaxed, “very, very good indeed.”

Like a queen upon a throne of dirt, the Ninetales raised the pulped berries to her maw and slipped them inside one after the other. She took no time to chew them at all. Her tongue simply guided them to the back of her maw where they were swallowed whole. On her shoulder, with a little awe and a lot of envy, Huxley watched as a big bulge smoothly slid down her throat before disappearing. He swore that he could hear whatever juice was left within the fruit sizzling like her belly was a roaring furnace…

… but the servant was soon distracted by that thought as a huge juice-lathered finger slid in toward him like a wet furry log. “You should have some, dear advisor,” the Ninetales murmured lovingly as she felt a ticklish sensation start to spread over her paws. “I need you to be nice and strong as well.”

 Huxley hesitated. Supping berry juice from the Ninetales’ finger pad was a strange and rather terrifying idea, but… like the lords far, far below him, the servant’s body was crying out for nutrition. So, after taking just a moment to be in awe of the huge juicy finger in front of him, he craned his head forward and pressed his lips against the very tip of her digit nervously.

The servant's hesitation faded as an explosion of fruity flavor burst over his lips. Soon he was opening his mouth wide to drink deep of the delicious nectar, and after a good slurp, he was going at her finger like a greedy fly mindlessly sucking up sweet honey. As too was the case for the lords on her paw. If anything, they were being even more voracious and shameless in their hunger. Licking over and over across coarse fox beans, slurping mouthful after mouthful, moaning out loud as it filled their bellies. Indulging utterly and completely…

… which the Ninetales didn't mind one bit. After all, the lord's indulgence was her pleasure. Their tongues felt a lot better than their hands, especially with how much squirming they were doing down there. More than anything, though, the vixen simply enjoyed how crazed they’d become for her. It made her hot, it made her horny, it made her need more. “So good,” she half-whimpered half-panted. “I think it’s time to give a couple of you a treat.”

Deep in sucking juices from their toes, the little lords didn’t even notice the Ninetales speak… though two of them certainly noticed being picked up by her. They let out a disappointed wail as they were torn away from their meal, screamed in surprise as they were lifted into the air, and then, as they were dropped into the center of her palm… well, they just went oof. 

Sticky and stunned, the two lords didn’t even have time to pick themselves up before the Ninetales’ brought her palm - and them - to the front of her face. “Don’t panic,” the big vixen cooed at her two worried little charges. “You’re here for a… mmm… a very special treat.”

The two lords relaxed immediately at the Ninetales’ words. For one, her voice was oh-so-gentle and sweet… and for another, the warm breath that she was now blowing over them smelled absolutely divine. Like hot berry pie, steaming and fresh, a scent that made them lift their noses up high into the air to inhale deep. Then - after they had breathed that in - they finally realized that their giant lady had mentioned a treat. The two lords looked at each other excitedly. They opened their mouth to ask questions, but…

… before they could squeak out even a syllable, the sticky fingers of the Ninetales' other hand was pulling at his juice-soaked clothes to undress him! Being that she was undressing something not much bigger than an insect, though, the process was rather rough. Their blazers were ripped right off, their shirts torn away effortlessly, their pants shredded to pieces. 

In a couple of breaths, their clothes were removed, ruined, in shreds around them. Their bodies were completely naked, exposed, dicks naked and as stiff as rods between their legs… which was a detail that the Ninetales could only see if she squinted. But squint she did, harder than she ever had before, in fact, because she wanted to see all of them. Every detail. Especially their arousal, because… seeing their excitement only stoked her own. “Ah!” she giggled all delighted. “Such cute little bodies!”

The two men blushed. The Ninetales' hard stare… the fact that they were as naked as the day they were born… the way she'd just called them little… it was all compliment, but it was also a bit of a blow to their egos. After all, shrunk or not, these two men were used to women being the eye candy. To take their own clothes off in front of a lady. To being called handsome rather than cute. They weren’t sure how to respond, and that much showed from their bashful expressions. 

Though said expressions were a little too tiny for the Ninetales’ to read… and even if they weren’t, she would have been too excited to be put off by them anyway. “But,” the vixen sighed playfully, “there is a problem. You two are all… sticky.”

The lords had flinched when they’d heard the word problem… though they quickly relaxed when the Ninetales’ gentle tone of voice sank in. “W-well,” one of them eventually murmured, “that’s not our fault.”

The other smirked and nodded his head, feeling relaxed enough to banter a little with the huge beast. “Right. You’re the one who got us all sticky, gorgeous.”

The Ninetales giggled softly at their reaction… and at the sensation tingling up her spine from the little lords who were still licking ferociously at her hind paws. "You're not wrong," the Ninetales murmured. "Would you like me to fix that?"

The vixen stroked the tip of her tongue across her lips tantalizingly before blowing a needy pant of a breath down to her two boys in her palm. As a strong and heated breeze blew over their naked bodies, the two men looked at each other with a mixture of apprehension and excitement. That flick of her tongue, her lips glistening, her mouth ever so slightly parted… was she going to… “D-do you mean,” one of the lords began to murmur nervously, “putting us in…”

“My maw,” the Ninetales hotly whispered. “It’d be so warm in there. Like a steam bath. And my tongue…” The Ninetales parted her mouth a couple of inches and slowly stroked said tongue over the back of her teeth, basting her fangs in a coat of saliva. “Could you imagine how it’d feel scrubbing your little bodies all over?”

The two lords knew deep down that they should have said no. After all, entering a giant beast's maw was a dangerous and deadly thing to do no matter how gentle the beast might have been. But at the same time, they were drunk on the Ninetales' charm, horny beyond belief, and, well… uncomfortably sticky. On top of all of that, it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. How could they say no?

In the end, though, the two lords didn’t manage to say anything at all. As always, of course, their giant lady was too eager to let them speak. They were tossed into her mouth like grapes, thrown into the air to briefly sail before coming to a wet and steamy landing upon the Ninetales’ waiting and partially extended tongue. Landing belly down, one on the left, the other on the right, they both immediately felt the slippery, smooth, and hot surface of the Ninetales’ canine tongue pressing against their throbbing lengths. The two men opened their mouths to moan, lifting their heads away from saliva and muscle so they could do so freely…

… and, in the process, they got a glimpse of the outside world disappearing as the Ninetales’ hungrily yanked her tongue inside of her maw. As they were pulled into a world of bright pink flesh and sloshing saliva the temperature rose immediately… and as her teeth snapped close, as lips sealed, as the moonlight disappeared for the men and they became completely entrapped in the humid organic dark, it became hotter still.

"Wait!" one of the men squeaked as he spat a mouthful of berry-flavored fox saliva from his mouth. The unstable and slippery tongue underneath him that was shivering with the vixen's excitement. The sharp fangs sealed him inside all around. Heavy breath washed over him from a throat that felt as if it led to a huge roiling furnace. All of this and more was making him have second thoughts. “Don’t do this!”

The other lord seemed to feel the exact same way… or at least, that's what his terrified scream seemed to imply. "Please!" he cried as he clung to her tongue firmly. "Let us out!"

Though the Ninetales heard her little pets cry through her fluffy cheeks - barely - she paid no attention to them. She, after all, was their mistress, and she knew what was best for them.

The lord’s desperate cries were silenced as the Ninetales’ tongue swiftly curled around them in a full-bodied wrap. Surrounding them in a slick swelter of tastebud, and intensifying the heat even more. Now it really was like being in a steam bath… only the water was sticky viscous, and rather than having room to spread out and relax they were pressed together firmly and bound together in what was essentially a hot sack. Trapped and panicking, the two men began to squirm in terror…

… which made them push their still-hard dicks firmly into the heated flesh surrounding them. At that point, everything changed. As their lengths were bathed in the warmth and wetness of their lady's buds, as their little bodies exploded with pleasure unlike anything they'd ever felt, all thoughts of escape fled their mind in an instant.

The two lords still squirmed fitfully. But only so that they could push themselves further into those oozing buds. Only so that they hump themselves wantonly against the huge organ surrounding them. Only so that they could immerse themselves completely in all and everything that surrounded them.

The Ninetales smirked around her mouthful as she felt muffled squeaks and needy little humps reverberate against her tongue. As she'd thought just a few minutes ago… she knew what was best for them. Oh-so-lazily - knowing that she didn't need to put in a whole lot of effort - she began to roll her tongue around the two of them, rocking her buds back into their humps, tasting and indulging in them in much the same way they indulged in her.

Huxley - who had been watching the entire display while licking berry juices from his fingers and face - couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. Such intimate attention from such a beautiful creature. The thought of being in her mouth was absolutely terrifying, yes… but alluring all the same. As the servant paid a glance down to the vixen’s distant paws, he saw that some of the lords down there were also feeling jealous. Eager to impress her by going that extra mile - and wanting to head to a more intimate place - a couple of them had climbed down her paws and were drifting toward her rear end.

The servant lifted his head and looked toward the Ninetales, opening his mouth to inform her that a few of her ‘pets’ were getting unruly and beginning to wander… but he saw that she was already looking down toward them approvingly. Indeed, she looked as pleased as punch. The only thing that stopped her from cooing down at them were the two delicate little things in her mouth.

Speaking of… those two tongue-hugged little lords were shivering fitfully against the vixen’s buds now. It had taken only seconds, but they were already close to loosing their loads. Desperate to taste their orgasm, to feel them cum, the Ninetales closed her eyes and clenched her dextrous tongue around the tiny men in a firm and sensual roll that would make any man - much less a speck - orgasm in an instant.

And orgasm the two lords did. For them, it was an explosion, wave after wave of raw bliss rolling through their bodies as they pumped rope after rope. For the Ninetales… well, it was really more of a whimper. No matter how hard the men might have been draining their balls, all she got - aside from their bodies shivering madly - was a vague taste of their cum. Something musky, something salty, something that she could barely taste. She needed more. So much more.

The men might have been expecting a break, some time to gather their breath, a period of respite. But as the Ninetales' felt the tiny hands of former lords pushing into the fur around her tush to give her ample rear some well-deserved attention, she could only focus on her own want. The two men weren't even done emptying their balls before the Ninetales' tongue was back at them again, squirming, undulating, stroking them from the front and the back at every conceivable angle and then some.

Naturally, the two noble specks were powerless to resist it. Spent and in need of a break the two of them might have been, but their cocks were quickly coaxed back into being rock-hard. Soon they were squirming and humping once again, pushing past the ache and the need to rest. With how good it felt… well, it wasn’t too difficult for the pair.

But soon - by the time the lords at her rear had started to stroke at her cheeks in firm circular motions - the men were orgasming again… and despite the lords and the Ninetales’ desire, their puny bodies produced far less seed than the first time.

Which meant that there was far less taste. Far less for the Ninetales to indulge in.

Which just made her far more hungry.

Frustrated with the little men - and perhaps misunderstanding how much cum the average speck could produce - the Ninetales started to roll her tongue around her pets harder than ever before, hoping to coax even more from them. Swishing them around her mouth like candy, clenching her buds over their groins, and oozing even more saliva into them in the hopes that it would lead to a better output.

It did not. By the time the nobles came for a third time, they had very little to give. A few drops, barely even a squirt. Not even enough for the Ninetales to be able to taste.

What happened next was entirely accidental. Now crazed for a proper taste, the Ninetales rolled the men across her tongue to take them closer to her throat, to the intense heat that rose from it, hoping, for whatever reason, that it might make them produce more. Unfortunately, in her eagerness, she flicked her tongue a little too roughly and the two specks were careening toward the back of her maw. The two lords managed to thrust their arms and legs out in time to lodge themselves in the opening of her gullet, but…

… when something - or someone - was that close to your throat, scratching, scrabbling, and scraping… well, the natural instinct was to swallow. So, thoughtlessly, the Ninetales did just that, gulping two whole nobles and washing them down with a mawful of saliva.

Like the berry the vixen had eaten not so long ago, the men were roasted as they went down her throat. The roiling walls of her esophagus squeezed at them tightly, pressing into them just like her tongue did… except, unlike her tongue, the walls were scalding enough to make their flesh cook. They did not survive the trip to her stomach. By the time they made it to that volcanic place, they had been completely crisped.

With two of her pets lost - and a nice warm feeling in her tummy - the Ninetales considered exactly how she felt about what just happened. On one hand, swallowing down the men - even on accident - felt far, far more satisfying than their loads had. But on the other, the men were in a somewhat limited supply… or, were they? The Ninetales’ lover could always get her more, couldn’t he? The Thievul was very resourceful after all, and always eager to please. So what were a few ‘eggs’, really? Especially when the ‘omelet’ tasted so good?

Though… there was one other downside to the Ninetales’ swallow. The lords on her paws and at her rear - who had either witnessed or heard the Ninetales casually gulp down a couple of men - had stopped worshipping her body to stare up at her instead. Licking her lips hungrily, the vixen looked down at the stunned specks with raised brows. “Something the matter?” she asked them politely.

“You just… you just swallowed two people!” one particularly boisterous noble managed to yell in reply. “What do you think is the matter?”

“Oh, that,” the Ninetales sighed lazily. “I don’t see why it’s a big deal.”

Speechless, the men simply stared up at her in shock, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Firstly,” the Ninetales began to explain in a sweet voice, “swallowing them made me feel good. Very good.  Secondly, I’m sure the two of them would have been very grateful to make a contribution to my body. Even… hehe… a very small one.”

The lords should have been prickled by the Ninetales’ words - especially that part where she humorously pointed out their size - but because of her sweet voice, her wonderful scent, and the fact that she was just so damn warm and pretty and big…

The Ninetales smiled as her pets began to relax. “Plus, it was an accident,” she said as she innocently batted her eyelashes. “And I do promise to be more careful in future. So… you’ll forgive me, won’t you? Pretty please? I am so very sorry.”

The men couldn’t resist the Ninetales’ apologetic croon… though, really, she could have said anything. They were drawn too deep into her charms to stay mad at her for long. “I-it’s okay!” called up the man who had yelled at her just a few moments ago. “It was just an accident!”

“We forgive you!” yelled another noble on her paw. As if to prove it, he dropped back to his knees and began to smooch at the surface of her pad. “Don’t worry!”

Not all of the men were quite as agreeable as their two vocal peers. The more clever ones with the better-trained survival instincts were certainly looking over their shoulders and considering running into the forest around them. But that forest was cold and hostile… while the creature in front of them was incredibly warm and friendly. Even if she had just swallowed two whole people in what she was calling an ‘accident’. So, like the rest, they were soon back to worshipping.

All the way up on the Ninetales' shoulder, Huxley was stunned still. The way that she'd been able to brush the men's very valid concerns off with little more than a coo and a bat of her eyelashes… well, it was something to behold. All in all the head servant didn't know whether to be terrified of the vixen or in awe of her. What he knew for sure, though, is that he didn't want to go anywhere near her maw. “That was, ah, very well done my lady,” he suddenly piped up, deciding that it was time for a compliment.

“I really didn’t mean to swallow them, you know,” the Ninetales murmured down toward the speck on her shoulder. “You believe me, don’t you, my love?”

Huxley swallowed and nodded his head. He didn’t doubt the vixen one bit, but… the fact that she’d done such a thing on accident was, perhaps, the most terrifying thing of all. “Ah… I know, my lady,” he called back to her awkwardly. “Accidents happen.”

“Especially when you’re all so… little and fragile and I’m so… big and glorious.” the Ninetales said with more than a hint of pride.

Huxley gave a quick look to the heated field of pleasantly scented white fur all around him and nodded his head. Big and glorious indeed. “Yes,” he said after taking her expansive form in, “quite.”

The Ninetales licked across the back of her teeth thoughtfully. A gentle and pleased rumble rolled up her throat, though… it was clear from the vixen’s eager gaze that she was far, far from satisfied. “I don’t want to keep… breaking you and your friends,” she sighed after a long moment of mulling everything over. “But you all make me so excited. Do you have any advice for me, my lovely head servant?”

Huxley blushed as bright as a beet. Excited. He knew exactly what that meant. It was clear from the vixen’s voice, body language, and prior actions that she was incredibly horny. “I… well, ah…”

“It’s okay, darling,” the Ninetales amorously whispered down at her very flustered pet. “Speak your mind.”

The male’s blush intensified as the huge vixen’s hot whisper blew over his tiny little body. “Perhaps it would be best to redirect the lords… ah, rather, your pets… perhaps it would be best to redirect their attention elsewhere?” he proposed nervously, trying to say it without actually saying it. “To more… sensitive areas. To give you the… satisfaction that you seek.”

“Oh?” the Ninetales asked all curious and sweet. She knew what Huxley was getting at, of course, but his fluster was oh-so-cute. “There are a lot of sensitive areas on my body, sweet thing. Which ones?”

Huxley buried his burning face in his hands and let out a helpless, loud, and very nervous squeak. “A-ah… well… y-your nipples and… mmm… your privates, my lady,” he eventually - and barely - managed to suggest.

The Ninetales narrowed her eyes dangerously at her little head servant. “Goodness,” she said as if she were highly offended, “what a dreadfully scandalous suggestion!”

“O-oh,” whimpered Huxley as he slowly withdrew his face from his palms. “I’m sorry, I’m very sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

The Ninetales clicked her tongue sharply and smirked. “I love it,” she giggled. “Me and you - right now, this second - let’s make it happen.”

* * *

It hadn’t taken too long for the Ninetales and her head servant to get everything in order. After all, the nobles were very eager to get their hands on their lady's more sexual areas. To their tiny little love-drunk minds, in fact, it was the ultimate objective! So, fueled by berry juice and guided by burning lust, the vixen's pets quickly got themselves into their preferred positions. Those who were less bold - and perhaps more wise - went for her nipples, while the bravest and boldest of the lords made their way between the vixen's thighs to a place hot, sticky, and dangerous.

While the other nobles got themselves into position, a trio of nervous-looking men had trailed all the way up the Ninetales' chest to stand on her collarbone. At first, the vixen thought they had made the long journey to voice some concerns or make a complaint, but… they quickly made it apparent that they were looking for something far more pleasurable. "We want to go inside of your mouth," one of the men yelled up to her.

“Please!” another one of the little thrill seekers cried. “We know it’s dangerous, but… we just can’t resist!”

The trio didn't really need to beg. The Ninetales had already been considering filling her mouth with noble again - it had felt quite good, after all - so their request fell upon very eager ears. Still, though. She had to play a little hard to get. "Are you sure?" she asked so sweetly as if she were actually concerned. "Even though your sweet lady can be terribly clumsy sometimes?"

“I… I don’t care about the risk,” said one lord thoughtlessly.

“Me either. If an accident happens, t-then… like you said, it’d be an honor to be a part of you.”

“Though if you could try not to swallow us…”

The Ninetales smirked. “Of course,” she said to her brave little pets, “I’ll do my very best. Why don’t you rest for now, though, mm? I want everyone to be in position before I, well… have myself a little snack.”

The three men nodded their heads and sat down in the Ninetales’ fluff. “You’ll need all the rest you can get,” she went on to them gently. “If the other men were still here then they’d tell you that it was quite intense… though… I hope you make more of a load than they did. I could barely taste it last time.”

As the three lords wondered if they'd made the right decision by offering themselves up for snack duty, down below, around the vixen's belly, Huxley was getting everyone into position on her nipples. To try and avoid any more… accidents… the head servant wanted everyone to be perfectly in line.

It was strange for Huxley to order around his former superiors. It was a little uncomfortable, but also oddly satisfying. None of the nobles seemed to take issue with him being in charge. In fact, Huxley was confident that they were all a little too drunk on the big beast they were all standing on to even remember who he had been… well, before all this. 

Before long, the surprisingly obedient lords were all in position, as perked up and eager as the stiff pink nipples they were stood oh-so-close to… though none of them were nowhere near as tall or girthy as the stiff not-so-little buds. Indeed, even with three men standing at each one, there was still more intimate fox flesh on display than man. "Everyone is ready on your chest, my lady," Huxley called up to her.

“Wonderful my lovely,” cooed the Ninetales as she looked at her belly and surveyed Huxley’s work. What she saw looked quite enticing indeed. “Now, get between my legs and sort my darlings down there, would you?” she murmured impatiently. “I can’t feel a thing down there yet.”

Huxley felt another heavy blush explode onto his cheeks. “Y-yes, my lady,” he said as he started to walk down her belly quickly, telling himself that it was an order from his lady rather than focusing on how intimate he was about to get with her.

“Oh, and Huxley?” the Ninetales called out to her favorite speck as she watched him scurry through the fur on her belly. “I figure that you have the best hands - given all of your years of servitude - so I’ve decided that you’ll be the one to give attention to my clit.”

Huxley almost fell over as he felt his legs become very weak. In all of his years as a servant… even with the most boisterous and lewd lady… he’d never received an order quite like that. Still, though, he was nothing if not a consummate professional. After taking but a moment to catch his breath and stop his head from spinning just a little, the servant continued his journey downward.

A minute or two later - after circumnavigating an enormous vixen's belly - the little head servant arrived at the very top of the vixen's crotch. It was here that the lords had gathered, though… they just stood there, completely still. Even though they had been brave before they were now stunned into total silence. Which made sense, because…

… what was in front of them, what they could see, what they could smell, what they could feel… well, it was one of the most overwhelming tasks that they had ever been put in front of. A blushed pink slit that was large enough to swallow up one of their smaller holiday homes… and they had to satisfy it somehow.

“I… I don’t know if I can do this,” one of the men eventually managed to mumble. “It’s so hot down here.”

A lord tugged at the collar of his shirt and nodded his head. “Her scent, too, it’s…” Pleasant, undeniably pleasant, so pleasant, in fact, that his body was tingling all over. But that was the problem. “I feel like I’m in heat.”

“Look at how wet she is too,” one of the men panted as he gazed at a landscape of dripping slit and sticky thighs. “And we’re not even down there yet.”

The head servant quickly realized that he had quite the task ahead of him… both in managing the lords and in stimulating his giant vixen of a lady. But he also knew that with every second that passed she became more and more impatient, and the more impatient she became, the more chance there’d be of another ‘accident’.

Huxley threw off his blazer. “First things first,” he said to the lords as he began to unbutton his shirt. “This will be a lot easier if we’re naked.”

Surprised that someone was actually taking charge, the lords all turned to look at Huxley. The head servant briefly hesitated in his stripping as so many dubious eyes landed on him… but, once more remembering that impatient thing, he quickly took off his shirt and moved on to dealing with his trousers. “Being naked isn’t going to make this any less dangerous, you idiot,” one of the lords pointed out.

“Of course not,” Huxley sighed as he stepped out of his trousers. “But… what you don’t realize is that if we don’t get on with this then our lady is going to make us tend to her… needs. At that point, it’s going to get a lot more dangerous than it already is.”

To that, the lords had no rebuttal. As Huxley stepped out of his underwear and threw them to the wind, they all began to strip themselves, knowing that they were choiceless in the matter. "Besides," Huxley pointed out as he tried his best to get used to being both naked and erect in front of his former betters. "You all wanted to make our lady feel good, didn’t you? To impress her? Because you’re not going to do that stood still.”

A mumble that vaguely resembled agreement grumbled out from all of the men as they started to pick up the pace with their stripping. Before long, all of their clothes were discarded. Despite what Huxley said, being naked didn’t help in the least. In fact, it simply made everything worse. With no insulation covering them, the intense heat radiating from the vixen’s loins now struck them at full force… and with their dicks bare, erect, and throbbing in that swelter, the heat inside of their own bodies went from simmering to boiling.

But it was that arousal that ultimately guided them forward. Now as naked and as sweaty as they wished to be in any beautiful lady’s bedroom, the men began to trot down to the Ninetales’ blushed seam almost mindlessly. From behind, Huxley barked orders. Instructing the men to clamber down her crotch so that they could get as close to her lips as possible and even encouraging a couple of the hardier men to go past those and head toward her opening…

… a place where - just like her maw - a temperature most intense awaited. The brave few lords who had gotten close to there were now basking in a heat strong enough to make them dumb and delirious. Indeed, from Huxley’s position - just inches away from the throbbing bud of a clitoris that he was soon to tend to - he could see that those closest to her opening looked as if they were close to passing out. It was dangerous indeed, but… the head servant figured that if he didn’t put them there, then the Ninetales might shove them there.

“Is everyone in position yet?” the Ninetales called down impatiently, hungrily, eagerly. “I am so ready to experience a proper pampering from my little pets.”

Realizing that he was the only one who wasn’t ready, Huxley scurried forward a few steps to put himself in reach of the Ninetales’ swollen clitoris. Then - after taking a breath, after preparing himself as much as he could in what little time he had - he reached forward and delicately wrapped both of his arms around the big tender bundle of beating nerves in front of him. It was more than large enough for him to embrace.

The Ninetales’ entire body gently shuddered in bliss as the head servant made his first contact. “Oh,” the vixen moaned, “oh, yes, yes, I can feel that everyone is in position. Go on then, my little pets! Rub!”

With the least intimidating task before them, the men who stood around her nipples were the first to start their attention. Some decided to start simply, rubbing with their hands in curious and tender motions. The rest of them… well, they went at her teats wantonly. Throwing their bodies against them, wrapping their arms around them in a firm embrace, and even pressing their lips down upon its sweet-tasting surface. Regardless of how they went at it, they all had one thing in common… which was that they loved what they were doing. The vixen's nipples felt good against their hands, bodies, and mouths. Silky soft, perfectly warm, and the way that it beat against their bodies with the soft throb of their lady’s arousal… well, it was utterly arousing in every single way.

The men around the edges of her folds were the next to start touching. Like those around her nipple, some were more tentative - simply brushing their fingers over the outer edges of her sex, hoping it would be enough - while others were a touch bold in their terror and chose to apply their lips against her pinkness in gentle but loving kisses. The men at her opening… an opening that was now really starting to ooze… well, they had the hardest job of all. Which was keeping their head above the almost boiling flood that was starting to pour from the Ninetales.

Huxley was the last to start. Not out of fear - though he felt plenty of that - but because he felt like he had to make sure that everyone was in their proper positions. That they were doing the right thing. Though… it was rather hard for him to do that when he was belly-down and most of his vision was taken up by the Ninetales’ swollen clit. In the end, though, it was that button beating away heavily in front of him that told the head servant that the nobles were doing their duties and all was going well. Well… that and the ground quivering underneath him… and the Ninetales moans off in the distance.

But all of that was beside the point. It was time, finally, for Huxley to stop worrying about everyone else's role and to start focusing on his own… which was, by far, the most arousing and bizarre thing that he'd ever been ordered to do as a servant. Having no real idea how to go about it, he simply began to rub his fingers against its slippery and sensitive surface oh-so-gently, feeling it throb hotly underneath his fingertips…

… which - combined with all of the other lusty worship - made the Ninetales' body tense sharply underneath all of her pets. This was followed by a full-bodied shudder of bliss…. which felt like a violent earthquake to all the nobles. Not wanting to fall over or, worse, be thrown off of her, the men all clutched onto the various sensitive areas tightly. This, of course, simply heightened the Ninetales’ pleasure. All of those bodies clinging onto her for dear life! It felt divine.

Were it not for the fact that the Ninetales genuinely adored her pets then she might have lost all of her self-control on the spot. But, showing that she could at least restrain herself a little, she did her best to relax rather than buck her hips and cast some unlucky men into oblivion. 

The nobles soon felt the huge vixen's body sagging underneath them as her muscles relaxed and her immense form lost its tension. "Sorry, my little loves," the Ninetales called down to her pets as they all caught their breath. "You all just… mmm… feel so good. It’s hard to control myself!”

A quiet chuckle rang out from all of the lords gathered upon her chest. They seemed quite proud of themselves. Those on her crotch… well, they were a little too overwhelmed by their ‘duty’ to even process her words, much less respond. No doubt, though, they’d be happy to know their hard and wet work wasn’t for nothing. Regardless, everyone was soon back to their duties.

The three men on her collarbone - those who had offered themselves to her maw - gazed up at their lady's huge and not-so-distant face as they listened to the restrained but beautiful moans that escaped her clenched teeth. "Are you in need of a distraction, my lady?" one of them asked.

Another one of the trio smirked. “You know, sucking on something always helps me concentrate,” he teased eagerly. “Perhaps that ought to do the trick.”

The Ninetales turned her eager eyes toward the three men. Her huge tongue licked against the back of her clenched teeth as she tried to come up with a reply, producing a noisy slurp that made the trio shiver in excitement. In the end, though, with all the hands rubbing her, with all the need burning inside of her, the vixen decided that she was far, far too excited for small talk. The three nobles were scooped up into her palm in a near instant and very swiftly taken up to her maw.

There wasn’t a hint of hesitation from any of them. As the vixen’s jaw unhinged and the hot pink interior of her maw opened up like a steaming cavern slimy with saliva, they only felt excitement.

The vixen panted a breath over her snack's little bodies as she briefly showed her maw off to them. As that humid hot breath hit them like a gale, as they smelled something like sweet berry pie, as they felt just what her maw was capable of… well, their excitement grew to bursting point.

Luckily for the little lords, their lady was too needy to tease them any longer. With a flick of her wrist, she tossed them into her maw like the snacks that they were so desperate to be. They landed belly down. As intense heat surrounded them, as saliva began to coat their bodies, as teeth snapped close and their world become nothing but steamy fire-type insides…

… well, the men didn't have any time to really take in how they felt about their new environment before the Ninetales' tongue was wrapped around them tight. The slathering muscle was a little more snug around them all than it had been with two lords thanks to the addition of a third, but… that just made it feel better for them all, really.

As the vixen began to suck on her snacks… as she felt them writhe against her tongue and scream in absolute bliss… the pets strewn across her body began to feel just how heated their lady became for having a few snacks in her mouth. Those at her nipples felt those buds throbbing all the harder underneath their hands… as well as the floor shaking more and more beneath their feet as the vixen’s breath became quicker and quicker with her excitement. This, of course, meant that they had to nestle into her nipple tighter… grab onto it firmly, full-bodied, in a motion not unlike a hump… which, of course, just made the vixen even more excited.

Still, though… quaking ground was absolutely nothing in comparison to what the lords between the vixen's soft n' sticky thighs were having to deal with. The heat and wetness down there were rising as rapidly as the vixen's arousal. Even those rubbing around the edges of her folds were wet and sticky with the vixen's cream… and as for those between them, close to her opening…

… to say that they were drowning would have been something of an understatement. At first, the lords there really had been doing their very best to please her, but now they were just doing everything that they could to stay alive. Thrashing amongst her juices just to keep their heads above it all while also doing their best to not be taken into a tunnel far too steamy for a human to survive within…

… though, luckily, none of the men had been slurped inside just yet. Though that wasn’t to say there hadn’t been a few close calls. A few legs trapped between folds, a couple of arms thrust in the wrong direction… and that was without going into the constant squeeze of her silken walls. Though they had nothing to clutch upon - yet - the vixen’s drooling interior was squeezing in a fast rhythm regardless, creating a suction that the little lords had to constantly fight against. Combine that with the brain-frying heat and the juices gushing everywhere… well. It was only a matter of time before another ‘accident’ happened.

Huxley was far, far away from that mess… though he was still much closer to the ‘fire’ than he’d have liked to have been. His relatively safe position aside, though, the head servant had, perhaps, the most stressful job of all. The juicy clitoris that he was still stimulating was in line for being one of the most sensitive places on the vixen’s body. This meant that if he touched it too hard then the Ninetales might have bucked her hips and sent everyone flying… but at the same time, if he were too gentle, she might get bored and decide to rub herself off, which meant that he’d end up getting crushed beneath paw.

Going off how the Ninetales were reacting to Huxley and the rest of her pet's worship, though… well, the head servant must have been doing a good job. Though her moans were muffled thanks to the lords that she was swirling around her mouth like candy, they were still very audible as they rumbled through her immense throat. On top of that, the body that her pets were all standing upon was getting tenser and tenser by the second, the ground becoming firmer and firmer underneath them as she drew closer and closer to her peak…

… but, moans and tension aside, all you really had to do was look at the vixen to see that she was extremely satisfied at this moment in time. Her expression was absolute bliss. It was clear that she no longer craved more… that she was, at this moment, getting everything that she needed.

The intense sexual pheromones pouring from her body in this blissful moment were enough to make the men's blood truly boil too. The men on her chest had all abandoned their clothing, torn it off, and thrown it aside to never be worn again. With their bodies completely bare, they had all grasped onto the vixen’s nipple as tightly as they could to… well, enjoy it as much as possible Their hips pumped madly as they stroked their cocks across the simmering surface of her massive nipple, indulging in her as much as she indulged in them.

As for those around her folds? Terrified and overwhelmed they had been before, but… the heat, the scent, the desire, it had all gotten to them now. No longer were they shying away from their duties for the sake of survival, instead, they were throwing themselves at them with reckless abandon. Though the vixen’s folds were quivering - though her shivering thighs might clench together at any moment - they worshipped those folds with everything they had. Not just with their hands, but with their mouths. Rubbing, kissing, slurping up her juices more voraciously than they had the berrys.

Those between her lips… those who had been fighting so hard against so much… well, now they had to fight against their own instincts, too. Though their brains knew that the vixen's tunnel was a wet one-way trip, their overheated little bodies couldn't give a damn. Their loins were screaming for them to make the sacrifice, to give in and be taken inside, to be squeezed dry and then some. As the heat continued to rise and as pheromone grew thicker in the air…

… one by one, they all gave in. Tired of fighting something that they wanted, they all willingly allowed themselves to be sucked inside to a place where, really, they would stimulate their lady better. Indeed, as those tiny men disappeared inside, the vixen’s lips opened wide, finally unable to resist letting out an unrestrained moan…

… which meant that the now well-milked men in her maw slipped to the back of her throat. Once again, the vixen swallowed them down… only this time, it was no 'accident'. The gulped men, in her mind, were practically offering themselves up to be eaten anyway… and on top of that, she needed to clear her maw so that she could tell her darlings how well they were all doing. "I'm s-so close," she called out, "please, just a little more!"

The rest of the nobles working on her either didn't notice or care that she'd just disposed of two whole lords like they were candy from a bowl. They worked on her as hard as they could - those that remained, anyway - pushing their sore and overwhelmed little bodies as hard as they could for the final push. They tossed their heads into the air and cried out their passion for her. Everything from sweet remarks as to how much they loved her to… much more lewd things about how much they wanted to see her cream from them all.

The only one that wasn’t yelling was Huxley… because he was focusing on taking the Ninetales’ over the edge. Her clitoris was thundering against his hands now, throbbing against them with such force that he had no choice but to grab onto the slippery bud tight to even keep it in his hands. There, on his belly, panting and wheezing, he squeezed as tightly as he could… 

… and with that, the Ninetales finally came. With her brain exploding with pleasure and her body pulsing with joy, the huge beast slammed her thighs together, trapping those there between them at best or crushing them to paste at worst. It was only Huxley that managed to scurry away from that area in time, but…

… he and the men around her nipples weren’t safe as the Ninetales’ spine arched and her body bucked upward. Every speck left standing on her body was cast off like fleas and sent scattering toward the dirt… which, luckily for all of them, made for a fairly soft landing.

The clearing was filled with the sound of panting. Mostly the Ninetales - as she’d proven many, many times over, she was the largest, after all - but if one were to pay close attention, they would also hear the many wheezes of many tiny men.

The lords had to admit… as they lay there in the mud, the few survivors of what had been a very eventful night… well, they all couldn’t help but be very proud of themselves. Thrumming with satisfaction - but utterly spent in every single way - the men started to pick their sore bodies up off the ground, wondering if their new lady might let them cuddle up on her warm body and sleep…

… but the Ninetales - still shivering with post-orgasmic bliss - seemed to have other ideas. “Oh, you’re all getting up,” she half-whimpered half-chuckled at what was left of her pets. “Guess that means that you’re ready for another round, mmm?”

The utterly exhausted former nobles - and the one true servant - all looked between each other as they tried to come up with something that might get them out of this… but in the end, there was nothing. Their lady desired them, and they didn’t stand a chance at resisting her anyway.

