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Senn drops by Nicola’s apartment once again to kill a couple minutes on the way to a meeting and check up on if the vulpine learned anything from her last time dropping by to give her something of a purpose to her existence. Of course, far as Senn sees it, anything Nicola says that isn’t simpering subservience proving that she knows she’s nothing more than dirt beneath her hoof is more of a personal insult, and while she isn’t exactly conscious of why her mere existence gets under her skin quite so much… There’s other ways to kill time than just taunting someone.

Unluckily for Nicola, the ‘other way’ involves treating her already ruined cock like a glove.
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“So, she noticed yet?”

Nicola’s ears twitched, and her lips pressed together into a thin line, the tired, grey fur forming faux-bags under her eyes for once expressing her exhaustion perfectly. The fox was sitting on her couch in her living room, palms clasped in her lap and her paw thumping nervously against the rug over polished floorboards, attached to a bouncing leg of nerves. The fact that she was naked didn’t help – she wasn’t exactly expecting guests, and she hadn’t had the wherewithal to remember to dress before investigating the sound of someone thumping around in her kitchen. 
Bare as can be, her pristine, snow-white fur almost glittering under the fluorescent lamps of her living room. Her paws clasped over her crotch to hide her modesty, but it didn’t do much to hide the rest of her plump frame as her forearms squished into the chub of her belly, squeezed her ample bosom together. All before an unwanted visitor – at the very least it was a visitor that had seen her like this, much to her displeasure. No, she and her visitor knew each other, far too well for her comfort. 
“Oi. Hole. I can see that you can hear me.”
A noisy slurp from a mug a couple feet away was the source of her nerves – narrowed eyes framed by markings like white winged eyelines burrowing into the back of her skull. More than the slurp, her deep, rumbling tone sent more shivers up her spine than anything else. The monochrome shire horse loomed with idle menace, her weight resting on her dining table, creaking with protest from having to support a heavy, almost eight-foot frame on top of it, wearing a belted white dress and a navy-blue blazer a little more suited for formalwear than her usual attire. 
“U-uh… I- No- I, um…”

“… Fucks sake, speak clearly,” Senn’s sigh rolled out of her throat with an underlying sharpness, and the clack of an impatient, tapping hoof only sent her heart racing with unspoken threats. As she continued, she could hear her voice grow coarser, more annoyed with every moment she spent fumbling for words, “Or, what? You want me to ruin somewhere else on your useless fuckin’ body? Thought I was bein’ nice, choosin’ somewhere you can hide, but how about we find if your eyeso-“

“No! She- She hasn’t. I don’t think. We don’t- I don’t do much, with that, so-“

“Fucks sake, I don’t want to know about your sex life, you loose goddamn cockrag,” Senn’s tongue clicked with annoyance even at her compliance, forcing her nervous rambling to die on her tongue with a soft whine. “But, sure, good job in not managing to resist advertising yourself as a completely open set of holes. I’m sure you had to try real hard.”
“I- What? But you- You asked- UGH- Why do you even care?” Before she could force it back down, the reflexive frustration bubbled out of her throat – too late for the hand clasping to her mouth to stop it. The equine’s eyes narrowed, and the corners of her lips curled downward with the tinges of her growing annoyance. If she whimpered with simpering subservience, it pissed her off. If she snapped back, it pissed her off further. Sure, if she managed to keep herself from fighting back, let herself be brow-beaten into a nervous breakdown, she’d usually just let her off with just that – sometimes. But – fuck it. She’d already slipped up, she may as well let the sadistic, fucked up horse have it for once, “What, getting your dick wet with every hussy you find in an alleyway isn’t enough? You get turned down so you’ve gotta take it out on me? Why the fuck are you LIKE this-“
“I wouldn’t get carried away, you know,” The response came unusually – unsettlingly – soft. Little more than a murmur, really. Yet, for some reason, that killed her fury deader than any anger the equine ever focused her way. “Let’s say that I’ll be… nice, and pretend I didn’t hear all that. You should be happy, anyway. I finally found a single use for that useless little thing you call a cock, didn’t I? You should be glad I’m nice enough to give your body a-“
“You- NICE? That’s you being NICE?! Senn, I’ve had to have a dildo stuffed in my sheath for the past two weeks if I don’t want to ruin all my clothes, just because I don’t like to fuck doesn’t mean I wanted-“

Senn’s snort jolted her right back out of the rising fury bubbling in her throat, and out of the corner of her eye, the horse’s expression was…

She couldn’t read it.

She had a cigarette between her lips, now, the stink of smoke stinging her oversensitive nose even more. Senn’s eyes fixated on her, looking her up, down – as if wordlessly appraising her. Usually, if she had a motive or if she’d slipped up and snapped at her wrong, there’d be a slight narrow of her eyes, a downturn of her lips… but this time, nothing but a cold, expressionless gaze.
She knew she went too far, and she was expecting… something, but if this was her response, maybe she was just… wasting her breath.

Nicola placed a hand on her chest, closed her eyes, inhaled… then turned her body to face the creature that she was unfortunate enough to have as a step-sister.

“Are you just crashing my apartment just to piss me off because Lilians at work, or do you actually need something?”

“… Mmm.”
It was just her passing time, then. And she letting her get under her skin.
“… Do you REALLY have nothing better to do?”

Senn reached a hand up to trace the curve of one of her hoop earrings, her breaths restrained, controlled, nostrils flaring the only indication of the anger, bubbling in her chest. No matter what she did, no matter how much she ruined or abused the stupid vulpine, she kept talking back. As if she could possibly be an equal, as if she was anything other than dirt. Really, she dropped by to kill 30 minutes and make sure the dumb fucking sow had learned something from her lessons. 
Of course she hadn’t, though. 

“You know, I do, actually.”

“Oh, fucking- FINALLY, I’ll show you to the door,” Nicola’s breath spilled in a relieved flood of words, shoving to her feet like a bolt and striding past the looming equine. “I’d say ‘don’t let the door hit you on the way out’, but, well. I’m su-“

Again, interrupted, with a sharp yelp as her body found itself yanked back by her wrist. Senn’s hand wrapped around it tightly, wrenching it up – painfully, forcing the vulpine onto tiptoes as she found herself walked back, shoved against the wall and pinned in an all too familiar manner.

“What- NO! NOT AGAIN- Let GO, you’re such a fucking ARSEHOLE-“

“Shut your goddamned mouth, you waste of fucking air,” Senn snarled, using her free arm to ram her forearm over Nicola’s throat, flattening her throat against her neck and crushing the lippy, overconfident little cockrag against the wall.. She could feel claws on her jacket, raking the designer leather draped over the sheer, silk dress beneath. The fox kept herself manicured enough it wasn’t going to damage it, but even still, that bubbling fury just kept rising. She was so well-behaved last time, in comparison. Almost as if she’d learned her place. But of course not. Why would she?

With a low, threatening bray, she yanked on her wrist, lifted her forearm, dragging the fox up the wall by both her arm and throat. It was all to easy to abuse the height difference and her strength compared to the chubby, lazy vulpine. All too easy to watch her legs scrabble at the walls, her free hand clutching her wrist, trying to yank her away – uselessly, of course. All while spluttering, choking and drooling over her forearm. Pushing out strained whines between laboured, croaking wheezes, barely able to drag in more than a whisper of air. Like it should be.

And yet, it didn’t soothe one crumb of the hate she felt towards the bundle of white fur.

“… I wasn’t goin’ to do a damn thing when I dropped by, I was just gonna make sure you learned anything. But you know what, Nic?”
She was more speaking past her now – muttering past her teeth while her gaze flicked up to her wristwatch where she had Nicola’s pinned. Not enough time to get her rocks off – at least, not enough to do so and be clean for her meeting. And that aside, it’s not like she could show up to it with a cock fatter than her own thigh… again. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t give the dumb cunt a lesson.
“What kind of sister would I be if I didn’t correct the behaviour your poor mother couldn’t work out of your malfunction of a fucking brain,” Senn crowed into Nicola’s ear, dropping her wrist to grab and shove and prod at the fox’s lower half. Until her hand found it’s target; the stuffed, bulging tube of fluffy flesh the fox called a sheath. She was expecting to find it loose and ruined, but instead it was taut, firm – straining around something. By the feel of it… a knot? Her fingers probed roughly, fingertips digging in and kneading the pliable flesh around the silicone buried in it, ignoring the strained whimpers and twitchy chokes it coaxed out of Nicola’s pinned form. “Fuckin’- This is what you did? You’re going to play this off as if you had no choice? ‘Oh, I totally didn’t miss having my sisters fat flare squelching into my fucking dick, I just HAD to find the fattest knot I owned and stuff it down my-‘”
“Glk- Did- Didn’t- Have- Anything- Else-“

Senn snorted derisively, but pulled the pressure away from the fox’s neck. Her lips curled upwards in silent disgust as she watched her hack, cough and splutter for greedy gulps of air, doing her best to ignore the revulsion that burbled in her stomach, and focus instead on probing. It was easy to ignore the trembling hands that pushed at her wrists, probe, stroke up and down, but no matter how much she ‘teased’, she wasn’t getting hard. But, given the feeling of that bulge straining her tip…
Her grip tightened, dragged down, making Nicola’s hips jerk and her voice squeal an octave higher while the overstuffed, tightened flesh of her sheath found itself forced to drag over the bulbous swell. She could feel the flesh of her sheath stretch taut, apparently not quite as ruined as the rest of her cockflesh, then pop free with a slight spray of fluid – from the damp, warm confines of her sheath into the rough manhandling of Senn’s palm. That got her to the point of ‘hard’ – but plugged as she was, she could feel how it struggled to stiffen, pulses of arousal fighting about the inflexible rod of fake-cockmeat making a mockery of the previously canid-shaped member, now a knot at the base and a ‘knot’ at the tip. All pressed against the flared base stopping it from disappearing into her body.
The click of the equine’s tongue didn’t immediately register as a warning, her eyes drifting up to meet hers and taking in that annoyed sneer… and realising her intent.
“Please, be gent –“

That whispered plea turned into a warbling scream as Senn’s fingertips coiled around the base and wrenched at it. All at once, rough and uncaring, wresting that knot free with a pop. Followed by a wet, gross slurping sound as a foot and a half of glistening silicone dragged through the loose, semi-hard flesh. The contents of her bladder slopped around it while it dragged free, spilling over herself, over Senn’s hand, her cock having been too loo loose and ruined to actually have anything but the knot plug her up properly. Her thighs twitched, pressed together, the vulpine’s pants laboured and halted, tempered only by tender whimpers, groans and moans that despite the disgust at herself burning in her chest, she just couldn’t stop herself from spilling.

Her cheeks flushed beet, her eyes looked anywhere but at herself or Senn. Desperately, hopelessly, trying her best to ignore the feeling of the contents of her bladder flooding out of the gaped mess she called her dick as the final inch pulled free – dropping to the carpet with a thud. She felt her flesh slap down against the inside of her thighs, pouring from the gaping mess of her bladder. Running in rivulets through her fur, steadily soaking and matting the pristine white fur – and dying it amber down the back of her legs, knees, calves, over her paws, down into the carpet. Her chubbiness hid just how much she kept inside her and thanks to the other week’s abuse, she hadn’t been able to feel that pressure, every drop a shock to even her.
Senn, for her part, watched with in silence, shuffling her hooves just an inch further away and grimacing as even still, she felt the damp spread underneath them.
“… Disgusting little freak,” stabbed into Nicola’s ears, making her jolt, then shiver, her lips pressing together with burning embarrassment despite her knowing she had no choice in any of this.

“The fuck- You did this to me, why are you calling me-“

“Shut it. You think I can’t tell you get off to this shit? Too much of a pussy to tell your girlfriend that the only thing you’re good for is being loose fuckin’ flesh to break,” any words she spilled now was an invitation for more insults to burrow into her skull, the horse’s voice dripping with venomous loathing. With a grimace, Senn’s fingertips gingerly probed the now… ‘hard’ fox’s shaft, though it was difficult to really call it that. Loose flesh throbbing and pulsing, twitching around open air and dripping down onto the floor, easy to dig her grip into and squeeze shut between her fingers, only to spread back open when her hand drifted up to trace the shape instead. It was a little longer than last time, stretched out just an inch or two in length in addition to being turned into a hollow, gaping mess. It wasn’t stretched as much as when she had her grossly swollen cock buried down it the other week; her unnatural elasticity and her body’s ability to repair a degree of damage meant she could still walk. Unfortunately. 
But there was an idea. Ruin her enough that to make sure if she didn’t want to be a leaking mess, she’d need to make a choice. Something large enough shoved between her hips, splitting her pelvis, grinding between her legs – trapping her with a choice. Being able to walk, or existing with no choice but to leave a trail of filth everything she went.
Still, with how loose she was, in comparison to her forearm…

“L-look- I don’t kn-know what you’re trying to do- But isn’t- Isn’t this enough?”

“Huh?” Senn’s brow furrowed. She was still talking? 
“You- You just want to see proof of what you did to me, right? So-“

Senn’s sigh cut her off, along with the pressure of her forearm digging back into her throat, constricting her words to a strained squeak. Nicola’s eyes darted back to meet Senn’s gaze, searching with a trembling, fearful confusion, trying to search for a hint of the equine’s inclinations. All while she continued to manhandle and abuse the sore, twitching flesh hanging between her legs. But the shire horse’s gaze was distant – oddly dispassionate and without any of that loathing that had been glowering over her form. As if she was thinking about something else while idly abusing her body. If she’s thinking about other stuff, maybe she’d be getting off lightly with just being used as a stress toy? Was the thought of consolation hanging in the back of her mind. A delusion, since deep down, she knew –
Another jolt sent up her spine, prompting her to dart her gaze back down. Two fingertips had hooked into the loose flesh of her member. Then three. Then four. The thumb. Spreading. Stretching. Testing her elasticity. Tender whimpers spilled from her lips. Her body twitched, jerked, every millimetre splayed apart sending jolts up her spine and through her shuddering frame. Sparks of pain and pleasure burning her crotch as the tip of her ruined member stretched further. As those fingertips trailed deeper into the damp tunnel, impressing the shape of her digits in her flesh, until her dick hugged taut to a hand with fingers pressed together.

They splayed a little wider, made her squeal. Fingernails impressed their shape in her twitching flesh, her thumb circling back and forth, playing with her like rubber. Tender, breathily whimpering rubber, but rubber nonetheless.

And then they curled. Still inside her, coiling around the thumb, shaping into a fist while nudging the bumps of her knuckles into the snug opening and nestling so nicely, so imperfectly ‘inside’ with the swell of her fist so clearly being just a couple inches wider than she was hollow.
She shuddered.

“D-do-n’t- Pl- plea- sssee-” Nicola’s struggled to squeeze the hoarse whisper past the weight of Senn’s well-groomed, fluffy forearm, her fur now matted to her skin with the mess of drool spilling over Nicola’s agape lips. She couldn’t really crane her neck down to see the state of what she was feeling, the soft fur atop the bridges of Senn’s fingers rubbing back and forth against the hollow flesh of her tip. But, she had a good view of what was threatening her lower half; the other arm was pressed so comfortably into her neck, after all. 
Thick, trained muscle, a boxer’s frame masked beneath a layer of soft chub. Long, silky, white fur covering the forearm from her elbow all the way down over the back of her hands and fingers, even if the length shrank from the wrist to her fingertips. It was a similar story around her calves, but that wasn’t what she was having to confront right now. No, she was staring at a forearm as thick as a two-litre soda bottle and feeling the pressure of a fist wider than even that re-stretching tender, gaping flesh, still sore from having a largest, non-hyper dildo she had nestled all the way into her bladder and painfully digging into the walls with every step she took that day.
And it wasn’t stopping.
“S-Seee-nn-“
That last, strained plea quickly warped into a desperate, overstimulated wail. With what little air could escape her, though, it died in her throat as little more than a whining croak. All owing to Senn plunging her forearm into the vulpine’s hollowed out urethra, stretching her plumbing all the way down to pound her fist into the walls of her gaping bladder. Nicola’s body jerked involuntarily – having your body battered from the inside by some sort of appendage certainly wasn’t new to her, but having her guts punched from inside certainly was. 

The damp, glistening flesh hugged Senn’s fist like a silken glove, squeezing down and clinging to her knuckles. Constricting, pushing reflexively, trying to expel the foreign intruder that suddenly made her body remember the burning need to vacate her bladder. Of course, given instead of liquid it was a furred, twitching fist, each contraction made her crotch burn with the wrongness of the situation. The ruined sphincter gripped her wrist, clinging and trying to push outward with each flex of her bladder, torturing the fox’s body with the sensation of having her bladder so painfully full along with the desperate instinct to vacate that pressure… but of course, unable.
“I bet you want it all the way to the shoulder, huh?” Senn grunted into Nicola’s ear, meeting her wide-eyed, trembling gaze with a smile dripping with barely restrained loathing. With her twitching so helplessly, feeling the taxed muscle and flesh straining around her, those urges were finally being… satisfied, knowing just how powerless the worthless fox was beneath her. The feeling of her hands gripping her bicep, pulling and wrenching with her pathetic strength, so uselessly struggling… Just for her to be able to grind her fist forward, twisting it inside her and forcing just an inch more of her wrist past that twitching sphincter, stretching it further with the fox’s tip swallowing around her elbow. Robbing every last morsel of resistance from the perverted little thing. She twisted back and forth, grinded, rubbing the dampened fur alongside the fox’s tender tubing, each movement making her trembling fingers jerk against her bicep, making her legs twitch against the wall, “Fuckin’ disgusting – so quick to give up, too. What, that the way sluts like you say yes?”
Nicola tried to respond, of course – ears burning with twisted shame and embarrassment at knowing in a way, deep down, Senn was right. In the way that, as she mouthed ‘no’ to a pair of eyes all too happy to pretend they didn’t see a thing; a shiver of thrill ran up her spine. Right in that the feeling of those fingers spreading apart oh so painfully, planting the imprint of an unfurling hand pressing the plump flesh of her belly out; somehow sent sparks of pleasure in equal measure to her mind.

And Senn, for her half, spread her legs to make sure she didn’t make a mess of her own thighs. Her half-hard shaft peeked beneath the hem of her dress, lifting the sheer fabric and drooling over the carpet between them, narrowly avoiding dripping down her legs. Her arm lifted, lessened the pressure on Nic’s throat just a touch – all so she could enjoy the haggard tortured gasps, and the warbling little squeaks and squeals of her hand-puppet’s trembling throat responding to each twitch and flex of her digits. Her eyes slid down.
The imprint of her fingers were well and truly visible pressing out underneath the fox’s bellybutton, now. The vulpine’s thighs trembled and seized with every tiny movement, obviously oh so tortured by something so tender, so small being toyed with. Her forearm sunk deeper, milking a tiny, warbled cry from the fox, compressing her already tortured dick down to fit. Her body pressed closer, dick grinding into snow white fur, smearing slimy pre into the dense fur of her thighs. All in pursuit of feeling her fingertips brush her belly through a layer of fur, fat and skin, caressing the swell of her stomach and letting a satisfied bray fill Nicola’s ear.
Pleasure and pain melded with equal intensity for Nicola, with the way her twitching, gasping maw spilled streams of absent-minded drool from the corners of her lips. Gurgling on fumbled words and incomplete pleas, eyes rolled back into her skull, so tortured that anything she tried to rasp out simply warbled into an indecipherable mess on the tip of her tongue.

Yet all she had to do to achieve that result was simply… splay her fingers a little wider. ‘Explore’ her bladder just a little bit further.
More croaking whines filled the air as she twisted her palm around, letting the bulge recede inside her while instead pushing on the fox’s innards with increasing pressure. Instead of bulging her, letting her feel the unique sensation of having her guts increasingly flattened while her palm and fingers dug in and flattened her back to the wall. Even as thick fingertips traced the swell of her spine against the wall, her modifications ensured she could take the abuse – agonised, of course, twitching like a marionette, but nonetheless, she could endure it. Endure the feeling of having a spread hand treating the tiny, ‘fragile’ sac of her bladder like rubber, making sure the body that didn’t understand that she could take it contracted, convulsed and writhed in opposition to the foreign invader.
Given she didn’t really have to worry about the dumb slut, it was all too easy to get a little… carried away. Eyes narrowing, she leaned her weight in, sinking in inch by inch while trying to reach… ‘deeper. Rearranging her innards, stretching the imprint of her palm back out the fox’s belly as she twisted and wriggled it further in. Basking in her dominance, her ability to make the eyes she stared down at spin, the increasingly hoarse, breathless sobs and whimpers filling her ears. Thighs trembling either side of her forearm, barely holding her own weight thanks to being held by held up by her neck.
Until she wasn’t anymore.

She gasped for air – able to breathe freely, hacking and coughing for a mere moment before her vision blurred pure white.

Weight sinking onto her trembling legs, unprepared, they held for a second – then buckled. Every ounce of weight in her body transferred down to the only other point of contact the two had, and stretched. Nicola screamed breathlessly – wailed as her hands clung to Senn’s body, her feet jerking and trying to shove back up as her useless legs refused to bear her own weight. The first, sudden drop wrenched her so agonisingly hollow, and now she was simply slowly sinking downwards against the wall, so painfully unable to slip off the horse’s forearm with her legs fighting desperately to slow her descend. Inch by inch having the twitching flesh pulled open like taffy, while panicked, desperate words spilled from her lips in increasing intensity. Higher and higher pitched, running out of air to speak.
“Se-Senn- Ple- God- Gh- Please- Stopstopstopstop- Help- Helpmepleasepleaseoh-“
Senn couldn’t help but let a soft groan spill under her breath – unknown to herself, and it’s not like Nicola could keep her sanity enough to pick up on it, given what was being done to her. Still, after a few seconds, the shire horse obliged. Her free arm curled under the flagging fox’s underarm, yanking her back up the wall without too much issue and pinning her – still painfully – by her shoulder. Really, she was considering letting her sink all the way down to her knees, let the slut break and feel her bladder gape enough to fit a fire hydrant in her, but, well.
She wanted to get at least one more use out of her broken cock, after all. All this was just to make sure she’d be able to get her cock inside if she went on a proper binge.
“Fuckin’ pathetic,” Senn crooned into her ear while coiling her fingers back into a full fist. Her voice was low, gloating, drowning out the hoarse, airy whimpers the slow retraction of her fist coaxed out of her. The balled fist made sure that stretched, loose sphincter had something to squeeze and struggle around, stretching it backward, pulling her cockmeat out with it one inch, two – then, pop, as her body’s resistance ran out. Knuckles grinding into the tender, twitching tunnel of her cumvein, all the way to the very tip. 
And back, squelching back into the damp hole.
“Ngh – Gross little fucking slut. Think I can’t feel you twitching? Making a fuckin’ mess of my goddamn forearm –“ She brayed directly into the fox’s ears, building a slow, deliberate rhythm of fist-fucking her dick all the way down to her bladder, every time popping and squelching her wrist past the tender sphincter. Each time she did, it grew looser, slackening around her knuckles and making it easier to punch into her guts. A rhythm of muffled squelches on a thrust, and gross slurps on her hand pulling back, emanating from her lower half. The sounds were terrible, and knowing where they emanated from would twist the stomach of any observer. But to her, those sounds were power. “Fuckin’ masochist. I’d leave you be if you knew what a waste of space you are, but here I am – again, because you can’t help yourself. Like you want this.”
Nicola could only respond with hoarse, breathy whines and whimpers, her thighs trembling and jerking with every rock of Senn’s fist. Her claws raked the wall, leaving little marks with her blunted claws, though she couldn’t summon an inch of strength to do more. Every squelch into her insides, every punch against her guts sapped her body. ‘Fisting’ in this case was more like having the insides of her bladder used as a punching bag. Compared to the strength the horse could summon, she was being ‘gentle’, but that didn’t mean that having her guts bruised from the inside was a pleasant experience.
Well, it wouldn’t be if there wasn’t a shred of truth to the taunts that wormed into her ears.

She could feel the muscles of her urethral sphincter gradually slackening around the relentless invader. Trembling, twitching, trying in furtility to squeeze, to stop that ‘something’ from shoving in where it shouldn’t be. Uselessly.
The truth was in those feelings. The stabbing aches that radiated from her insides, the way her already slack and ruined cock tried uselessly to hug to the damp, silky fur of Senn’s forearm. The way each time she pulled back she could feel that ring of muscle squeeze around Senn’s wrist, the swell of her curled fist yanking on the flesh of her crotch and just briefly stretching that outward in a way that made her claws twitch against the wall.
Some part of her loved it. 
Precum flowed through the loose channel, betraying her reluctant arousal, most of it soaking into the horse’s dense fur – something that by the slight grimace and the narrowing eyes, she could tell she would pay for with yet more brutality.

The slight curl of the horse’s fingertips making sure they caught on the twitching, abused sphincter of her urethra, tugging on the flesh of her crotch before popping through. The way she curled her wrist upwards, forcing her bladder to stretch up into herself, rearranging the rest of her guts around a fist more interested in seeing how much definition she could see her knuckles in through the skin and fur of her stomach than her own comfort. How she grinded her fist in and lingered a little too long each time just to see her twitch and jerk in pain.
“S-Senn- Please- I ca-can’t evenn-“ In spite of herself, the words flowed over her tongue, a hoarse please of a different kind.
“Can’t cum? Yeah, no shit, that’s the point, cockbrains,” Senn snorted, spreading her fingers wide inside her bladder and giving another intentional tug. Harder, this time. Nicola squealed, tongue lolling over her lips in a mindless pant, feeling her try to wrench on her bladder as if trying to pull her inside out – words failing on her tongue to spill into a desperate, agonised scream. “’Sides, even if I yank out of you, how’re you gonna get off with that?”

All of a sudden, Nicola just felt empty. With her fingers squeezed back together, it was as simple as just… pulling free. Her fingers didn’t even brush the ruined, twitching muscle that was supposed to ‘protect her bladder from – Well. What she’d just had done to her. Instead, the ruined mess simply caved in on itself, hanging between her legs and brushing against her plump, quivering thighs. Drooling, dripping, the floppy catastrophe of ‘engorged’ flesh swaying between her hips as they jerked and twitched. Instinctually, trying to get off with all that built up stimulation, all that torture. Yet, all she could do was drool. From her lips, and her hips.
She couldn’t stop her hands, either – muscles trembling like a leaf, she reached down, grabbed on to the loose, sagging flesh. Felt it throbbing, twitching, pulsing beneath her fingertips while she squeezed, hoarse whines spilling from her throat in an aimless plea. Flesh rolling between her fingers, squeezing and folding over itself as she bundled it in a squeezing pair of fists. All, useless. Serving as nothing more than further torture to her lust-blind mind. And blind to the sneer of the horse in front of her holding her up. Until she wasn’t anymore.
She sunk to her knees immediately, legs spreading either side as she continued her desperate attempts to alleviate the burning need flaring out from her loins, fogging her mind. Panting, chin resting on her chest, dripping warm drool into the matted fur of her chest, feverishly jerking, yanking, stroking. Coarse laughter burned her ears, stabbed hot shame deep into her chest and mind, yet she just couldn’t stop.
“Holy shit. Fuck, hold on –“ The braying cackles lowered to a low snicker, hooves briefly leaving the periphery of her vision before returning – followed by the digital clacks of camera shutters. Her gaze darted up, followed the horse crouching down to her, holding a phone in front of her and visibly recording her up and down. More shame burned in her chest, but she just… couldn’t stop, even looking at the curled lips of a sadist’s grin and the glinting of a camera lens focusing in on her twisted display, “Fuckin’ hell, I didn’t think it’d get you down this bad. But, hey. Maybe I’ll send this off to your girlfriend sometime, huh? Would the threat of that get you to- You’re not even hearing me, huh?”

Her tongue clicked against the roof of her maw, phone tossed through the air to land back in her bag on the table. She stood back up, rubbed her jaw, nudging the mess of engorged, throbbing flesh with her hoof as the fox continued to dig her claws into it with unfettered need.
“Fucks sake, if I leave you like this your whore of a girlfriend is gonna walk in on this, too… Fuck it, I almost feel a little bad, so here. Let me ‘help’.”
‘Help? Yes- Help- Need help-‘ Were all the scraps of thought Nicola could summon to her mind, so clouded with that pained lust. Not a thought of doubt, a thought of resistance, simply turning her gaze up to her ‘benefactor’ to find her resting an elbow against the wall and lifting a hoof. How that was going to ‘help’ her, she couldn’t figure out. But she said she was going to help, so it’d help, right?
Those thoughts found themselves squashed out of her mind to accompany the wet, gross squelch her body made with the swell of the horse’s hoof stretching and sinking into her sloppy, gaping member. Claws scratched at her calf as she forced enough of the rim in to lift it up against Nicola’s member, dug in as she sunk her weight down, compressing the loose flesh down just to fit the thick, polished rim of her hoof inside. 

In a way, she was helping her. In the fact that the pain of smooth, polished keratin wrapping her flesh taut around it brought her back from the lust-addled fever into stark, sharp consciousness.  Like smooth, warm stone grinding against the already loose, exhausted muscles of her bladder, wider than the hole had been pushed. Sinking it inwards, twisting, pushing, trying to gain purchase. Sharper still was the feeling of more and more of the weight of another person pressing onto – or in this case, into – her body. Her hands lifted, wrapped around the calf pressing into her. Yanked, pushed, her lips spilling hoarse, airy pleas for her to stop.
And to her surprise, she did.

Precariously perched on one hoof, she stopped. With the front of her hoof hooked past the convulsing ring of muscle. Her cock stretched around her ankle, slowly sliding up the fur of her calf as it returned to its’ ‘natural’ length.

And their eyes met.

Narrow slits, framed by white fur markings like winged eyeliner, burrowing into hers with a callous, predatory intensity. A slight cock of her head, no smirk, no expression but one that told her of the power they both knew she held. A question that they both knew the answer to – a why that she had no answer that would satisfy, that she could simply stomp down and make the fox pass out from the brutality of the abuse.

“… Please, not hard enough to break bones,”
All she got was a derisive snort, and the waiting weight sinking into her bladder – the bones of her pelvis spreading apart agonisingly as Senn… ‘gently’ planted more and more of her weight onto her left hoof. And she watched. Observing the fox shudder in place. Her legs quivering, her toes curling, her thighs pressing together – involuntarily, a reflex that made it all the more agonising as bone pinched flesh around the swell of her calf. The wide-eyed, trembling stare, the mouth open in a soundless scream, with all that spilled free being ragged, shuddering gasps as if her body couldn’t even process the air she dragged in.

And Nicola, her muscles strained taut as a bowstring in her torture, clutched tight. To the point Senn hissed and winced as she felt one of those blunted claws draw blood, beading into the dense fur of her calves. So, she twisted, wrenching her rigid grip free of her fur and skin, and in the process grinding her hoof down, crushing the poor fox’s guts as if working grapes for wine. She could feel the way she was compressing her innards, the drooling, gasping vulpine squealing hoarsely while her bladder swallowed up more of Senn’s thick, muscular calf.

“There, no bones broken. Fucks sake, I’m gonna have to find a way to hide that – maybe I should have aimed to snap your damn spine,” Senn muttered, in the same way one would talk after breaking a plate. Nicola’s ears twitched, barely able to focus on what was being said while her body jerked like a puppet, feeling the equine ‘test’ her insides like you would testing the bounciness of a trampoline, “Ugh… Can’t imagine why sluts like you want to mod yourselves so you can take shit like this. Means I always have a warm hole, I suppose, but shit.”
While the equine prattled on, Nicola could only see white – every twitch of her leg sending jolts through her entire body, every twist, every bit of extra pressure like firecrackers up her spine. When she grinded, she swore she could feel the tip of her hoof against her spine, even.
“Fuckin’… Gross. Doesn’t even feel good, I thought it’d kinda feel nice ‘cause you were at least a good hole, but…” Her tongue clicked, hoof twisting and coaxing another airy squeal. “Shoulda known better to think you could do anythin’ more than be a warm cocksock, I suppose. So damn slimy…”
Why did she have to be a draft horse? Why couldn’t Cass have adopted a goddamn pony?
By the time her vision came back from seeing white, Senn was tapping away at her phone. Still idly twisting and grinding back and forth, of course, making the silky fur drag along her insides and the smooth keratin stretch and toy with the taut sac of her bladder. Each movement made her jerk stiffly, made her synapses scream with pain, but she wasn’t burning anymore.
And she didn’t even need to beg to get her to pull out, this time.
Her hips lifted off the floor with the hoof stuck inside it, making Senn grunt and glance down from her phone, feeling the way Nicola’s pelvis squeezed in either side of her calf. She grimaced, twisted her hoof back and forth, lifted her up a couple inches further, muscles straining to lift the mass of tubby vulpine and letting gravity do the rest of the work.

It was slow, gradual – faint, sloppy suctioning sounds as her hoof pulled a vacuum in the space it left behind, caving the fox’s ruined bladder in on itself as she slid back down to the ground, sliding over her ankle, hoof slurping through the cavernous sphincter and then schlorping free into the open air, letting Nicola finally go limp. Hands dropping to her lap, muscles twitching and trembling as she simply sat there, panting, slumped up against the wall.

“… Ugh, fuckin… Gross. Didn’t think you’d get me this slimy-“ Words seeped into her air, but it wasn’t like she was talking to her. The hoof pressed back against her, wiping off against her bellyfur and ‘cleaning’ the thin layer of glistening moisture from the surface. She felt her tail lifted, used to wipe off the horse’s sticky hand and forearm, before dropping it back on her and trotting away. She sat like that for a few minutes, hearing the running of liquid, presumably Senn cleaning off properly, before the thump of hooves approached her again, and dropped… something with a thud.
Her eyes flicked up. It was a… jug? One of her large, couple gallon bottles of water.

“Don’t know what’s gonna fit in you now, maybe you’ve got another dildo you’ve been aching to stuff in yourself – but clean yourself up before someone finds you, slut,” Senn answered the unspoken question, giving her thigh another nudge. On seeing a complete lack of reaction, she let out a snort before stepping away, the rustling of a bag picked off the counter and the creak of a door letting Nicola know she was free. “Oh yeah, don’t forget your meeting with R&D later, by the way. Wouldn’t want you to let your pet project fall behind further, huh?”
With that sneering remark, the door clicked shut, leaving her a twitching mess in the ‘privacy’ of her apartment once again.
