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Little Fox Big Castle
By Sageis Del Gyrnos

	Renard the once-knight lay upon his back, arms stretched out to his side, lower body encased in silver filigree, his wrists bound tightly by vines, once animate now stiff restraints. Though the pose was uncomfortable, what he laid upon was quite soft. The miniaturized fox hung splayed upon the bare breasts of the Witch of the Whispering Woods. She had been wearing him for a week now as a pendant, and his limbs were aching from their positioning. 
	Aria, the Witch of the Whispering Woods, slept naked save the cowl of feathers that crossed her shoulders and ran along the length of her arms. Her bare breasts, generous in size, rose and fell with her breathing as she slept. Long naked limbs twined in cool sheets of fine silk and satin. She stirred slowly, languidly raising from her rest with a slight arch of her back, stretching her limbs and stroking them lightly, a hand slipping to her neckline to check her prize.
	Ren yipped and snapped as the fingers touched him; he had said nothing and nipped at her whenever he had the chance. Aria frowned in displeasure, growing tired of the nipping. Her fingers looping about the necklace and lifting it from her breast. Sending the small fox spinning as he soared though the air, a little grin on the witches face flashing though his field of vision as he swung through the air.
Aria’s hand gripped the fox’s body, just a little larger than the length of her palm, one leg lifting up out of the sheets, causing them to cascade away from her body, revealing soft pink folds crowned by a soft cluster of downy feathers. Ren growled and nipped at her fingers more but the tiny teeth had no real force behind them, not even really dimpling the witch's hand.
	Aria’s smiled, stroking the encapsulated fox across her folds, her free hand coming up to grope one of her breasts, kneading the soft globe with her fingertips. Ren finally broke his silence, cursing at her profanely, but helpless to do anything but watch as his feet were stroked along her folds. He could feel the slippery juices start to coat them, the Owl Witch’s breath starting to come a little faster as she teased herself.
The Owl Witch shuddered, her hips lifting a bit, the impromptu toy slipping into her folds, tightening around Ren’s legs, her slick insides coating his lower body. The Owl's heat and moisture from her sex wrapping tightly around the bound fox. Aria’s body rocking slightly as she thrusts the protesting fox into her nethers, a soft shudder running along her nude body, causing her to arch and writhe. Her soft insides clenching (clenched) hard and tight around Ren as she cums with the impromptu toys help. 
With a contented sigh, Aria drew the bound fox from her body, carrying Ren by the necklace, leaving the bound fox swinging wildly as she goes. The Owl carrying him to a nearby table, setting him upon his back on it. A little whispered word falls from her mouth, the bindings start to loosen and fall apart, the fox’s limbs flexing and jerking free once they are loose. “Finally! Now turn me back.” yelped the miniature knight.
A little croon comes from Aria, the witch pinning the fox with a fingertip, electing a yelp from him, a little laugh in her voice as she rolls him over onto his belly while responding. “Oh no, not yet...” Drawing a steely looking rod from thin air, she licks at its tip, slicking the rod. “Mhmm now don’t squirm too much, you could hurt yourself.” 
Ren squirmed around, pinned by the witch’s finger, limbs and legs trashing, cursing all over again at the witch that had captured him. Though all his verbal abuse fell silent as he felt that thin steel rod prod under his tail, electing instead a yelp of protest, the steel slick with Aria’s saliva finding the fox’s entrance, pushing in slowly.
	Aria made a soft coo, turning the thin rod and whispering mystic words to it as she pressed it deeper into her captive. The owl witch smiling as the metal softened and started to flow down, the metal sliding over the fox’s rump in a smooth glistening sheet. The metal spread slowly over the fox’s rear, and then it started down his legs and inner thighs, at his hips and knees articulations formed.
	Ren stretched his legs out, flexing toes and squirming around as the metal slid down his legs and then up over his back, a slight gasp from his lips as the cold, liquid metal slid over his sheath in a solid plate, forming tightly to his most sensitive bits. He sat up on metal coated knees, arching his back as it snaked its way up his spine in a cold river, spreading out over his chest and ribs, sliding down his arms, where ever he had a joint, articulation formed; he could still move, though not easily. The metal slipped up the back of his head and along his jaw. He could barely turn his neck as the metal formed up a muzzle over his snout, a small slit in the front for him to breathe through and that food could be passed though. Up over his eyes, blinded for a moment before the metal over his eyes developed holes, becoming less solid and more like a screen. Finally to the top of his head where it joined with the rest to become a solid suit of armor over his shrunken form.
	Aria stood to admire her work; the fox clad in a seamless armor of metal, glowing softly with mystic runes that slowly burned themselves into the surface of the metal, even the fox’s tail had developed a protective plate over the top of it. She scooped up the diminutive fox and held him tightly in her hand as the world began to bend and waver. It was all Ren could do to struggle and yelp a little as the world faded away.
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