Reserved Seating
A Story by Phrenics
https://www.furaffinity.net/user/phrenics/
https://phrenics.sofurry.com/
https://inkbunny.net/Phrenics
Characters
May Harper – any pronouns – nonbinary & femme, 17’ purple and cream furred hyena-dragon hybrid
Nicola Welch – she/her – transfeminine, chubby white-furred arctic fox
Lilian Moore – she/her – transfeminine, hyper black-furred rat
Elizabeth – they/them – nonbinary, androgynous curvy grey elephant
This piece takes strong inspiration from a commissioned piece of art from Makar-ro, which you can find here: https://www.furaffinity.net/view/61799095/

If you’re taking a spa holiday, it’s common sense to avail yourself of all the amenities. A morning steam in the sauna to work out all the aches and pains of your joints and make your fur all nice and silky is one of the best bonuses, at least in Nicola’s opinion. Lilian isn’t quite of the same mind, and May… Well, she has other motivations to be there. Lots of eyecandy, plenty of choices to flirt with.

Unfortunately, she can never seem to get herself up early enough to get herself a space before it fills up. Other people might wait, or set an alarm… But given she has someone that does manage to make it in time for a morning sauna visit, why not make use of that ‘reservation’?
CONTENT WARNINGS
Dubious consent, anal vore, public exhibitionism, heavy musk, slime, size differences, stomach bulging, internal descriptions.


Nicola let out a long, satisfied sigh as she entered the sauna; deeply and happily inhaling the warm, steamy air. She’d come at a pretty active time of the morning, but with a quick glance around… She wasn’t too late to grab a spot that wasn’t squeezed up against someone else. Sure, the bench was too tall for her, intended for the larger clientele, but the smaller benches were taken and it wasn’t like there were any signs prohibiting the use of them. She could hop up just fine.
Even though she intended for Lilian and May to join her on her morning sauna trips for some bonding, she couldn’t quite convince them. Lilian was apologetic; she would love to make use of them after her morning workout, but apparently it wreaked havoc on her fur. And May, well… She said sure, but when she tried to wake her up today, she just grunted and rolled over and almost squished her arms beneath her massive body.

There was plenty of time to make use of the holiday she’d brought them along on still, anyway. And it wasn’t like them not joining in meant she couldn’t make use of the spa’s facilities to the fullest!
Happily, she’d set her paws on the bench and give a soft ‘hup’ as she hopped up to plant her soft, damp rump down on the slats of wood. Steam working through her fur, wicking and dripping down… Sure, it was extra work to care for her fur with saunas, involving a sauna, a shower, and another sauna. But it always left her fur feeling so silky, fluffy and utterly divine. Leaning back on her palms, she’d bask in the warm steam radiating around her and close her eyes.
Back in their shared room, however, May stirred at the clack of a door closing and paws trotting along the carpet. She took a little while to stir herself past that, but when she opened her eyes, she’d catch the sight of Lilian with her back to her at the desk to the other side of the room, carefully grooming herself. Apparently, she’d just returned from her morning workout and shower.
“Mmmmm… Morning,” May yawned, rolling onto her side and propping her head up to watch. For a little, she considered a morning proposition… But she did promise Nic she’d restrain herself. Better not, “You know where Nic’s gotten off to, Lili?”
“Oh, I know what she’s gotten off to plenty,” Lilian remarked with a wry smile, glancing over before shrugging and turning her head back to the mirror. Swivelling her head back and forth, studying, craning forward further to check the application of her eyeshadow, “… Maybe that’s a little too crude. Anyway, you don’t remember? She said she was going to do the sauna as her morning routine. I didn’t join because it’s terrible for my fur. You want to do breakfast in a bit?”
“Mmm… Nah, you go ahead, I could do with a sauna trip myself.”
“… Huh. I figured you were skipping… well, enjoy, I suppose you both do have pretty long fur. She did say that it gets pretty busy, though, so you might be a little late – feel free to come find me in the cafeteria if you can’t find a space!” Lilian would flash another smile towards the hybrid, stretching out and slipping back into her cropped hoodie and checking herself in the mirror as she stood. Workout pants, crop top and cropped hoodie, grey contrasting the short black layer of fur. And disappearing back out the hallway, quick as she’d popped in.
The massive hybrid would take a couple more minutes to heave herself out of bed. Shaggy, unkempt purple and cream fur sticking out in tufts, her mane-like, dark magenta hair cascading down her back. The unfamiliar bed had made sure it’d become even more of a wild, untameable mop than usual. And, of course, thanks to the draconic half of her lineage, her body heat was a sauna unto itself, making her sheets a damp, sticky mess. She knew Nicola didn’t mind the haze of musk the room would turn in to with her in it – even with the windows wide open – but Lilian not being bothered either was a welcome surprise.

The rat was a welcome surprise in general, really. Almost made her want to try and steal her.

Letting her mind wander to filth, the hunched she-beast would drag a robe down from the wall and wrap it around her massive frame. She’d at least make a passing attempt at smothering some of the hazy, savoury musk seeping out of her body and fur. A sauna, then a shower… and an extra sauna session; that sounded like a good morning routine for today. Couldn’t be that busy.

After collecting a couple sundries, the hyena-dragon mixed-mutt would make her way down the halls towards the bathing wing. Cutting edge, purpose built new facilities, catering to both large and small, simultaneously. Mixed use, instead of separate. No more having to split on your mates. Just hang up your robe, choose the facility for your morning, head in, and…
Hm.

May’s eyes would swivel as the door clicked shut behind her, scanning the benches. The ones towards the front were for the smaller folk. No good. She didn’t see Nicola on them, though. Guess she’d already finished up. Her eyes turned further back. Lots of nice eyecandy at least, especially on the benches lining the back with a couple figures more her size; she’d have to keep an eye out for the shapely elephant around the spa while she was here. But, not any space, except –

On the very corner, Nicola’s legs swayed freely over the edge of the bench, taking up the very last spot in the larger section. Her little toe-claws didn’t even brush the damp flagstones of the floor.

She could easily squeeze in next to her, given the polite berth she’d been given by the-

“… Hm,” May would snort to herself under her breath, eyes glinting with the formation of a small idea. Either way, how nice of Nicola to reserve her a seat.

At that point, Nicola was well in her morning daydreams and thoughts. Planning a little itinerary of ideas and suggestions to bring up to the other two that they could do tomorrow. It was mostly on her to come up with that sorta thing, but for once, she didn’t really mind the role; it was fun to do the research in bed before turning in, and she got to plot and plan ways to get the other two to bond better. She thought she was doing pretty well, too. Maybe it was because she’d already told May all sorts of things about Lili, but… Her nose twitched.
A powerful aroma filled her sinuses, somehow familiar, even though she couldn’t quite place it. It was getting stronger, too. Oddly, she felt something drip on her nose too, her hair, her ears. It was a sauna, maybe condensation on the roof? It was strange it was so suddenly coming down all at once – 

May let out a restrained, throaty groan as her friend’s pudgy frame sunk into the sweaty confines of her rump-cheeks… And into hot, slimy yeen-drake ass. To help her in, at least to start, she’d start twisting her hips back and forth, helping stretch the tight, unprepared folds and muscles of her insides. She was larger, sure, but she wasn’t large enough that she could just swallow up an almost six-foot-tall fox in her guts without a care. That wasn’t to say it was uncomfortable or unpleasant; she could feel her startled frame squirm and push out against the sticky walls of her intestines on the way in. The way her muffled yelp reverberated into the walls of her guts. The way she immediately held her breath, desperate not to breathe in her scent.
Such a good stretch too. Her hand gently rested on the steadily growing bulge of her cream belly-fur atop Nicola’s head, clenching her hot, doughy hole down around her arms and squeezing the squirming appendages in against her chubby, damp body. Her head wriggled inside her colon, fat tits squeezing through the comparatively spacious cavity of her rectum in with it, and by the time her spread ass landed itself either side of the twitching, jerking hips of the fox, she couldn’t help but give herself a tiny indulgence.

The instinct her body had was to fight back and try to push out such a massive intrusion, after all. That was enough fox to make a nice, full bulge in her. So her thighs pressed together, the powerful muscles of her core contracting and squeezing while the slimy, ribbed walls of her intestines closed in, working and pushing on her, trying to shove her down. Down against a solid bench that wouldn’t let her just be squeezed back out, of course. So, instead, all that happened was powerful, rhythmic, kneading contractions of her inner muscles, smothering the fox’s face in musky slime and clutching tight enough to make her bones creak.
“Heyyy… Uh…” A soft, hesitant voice raised from a bench along the wall to her left. May’s gaze slid over. A shark woman, maybe 11 foot? Nice body. “I think there was someone sitting th–“

“- Yeah, and?” May would snort, cutting off the intruding voice as she cocked a brow. She could hear a faint ‘mmph’ push through the flesh of her stomach, and she rested her hand back to squeeze and settle down the twisting, wriggling head. “None of your business, ain’t it?”

The slight annoyance clear in her voice cut the intrusion off entirely. The shark’s eyes eyes widened – glanced at the two legs clearly kicking, thumping and squirming between May’s. Glanced up at her face. As if considering if it was worth continuing to insert herself in that situation. Given the confidence May oozed and the lack of hesitance, maybe she did know the… was it a fox sitting there? She couldn’t quite remember.
“I’ve seen them around, they know each other,” Another voice interjected from her other side. The elephant. “Nice of her to hold a seat for you like that. You know if she’d be into holding one for others too? My girls sleep in sometimes.”

Seeing a placating smile and an apologetic shrug from the shark, May turned her attention elsewhere. She didn’t miss the opportunity to twist her hips in the process though, rotating back and forth to get herself comfier atop the wriggly vulpine. Grinding Nicola further into the hot, constricting folds of her guts and settling herself in with a sigh. The fox even manged to make herself a convenient icebreaker. It’d be easy enough to get her to agree to wingman for her, probably. Why not tell her she’d be happy to? Fuck, she felt good squirming in there. Too good, in fact. She could feel her sheath stirring… but she could probably restrain herself long enough for Nic to tire herself out.
Nicola’s experience on the other hand was… very different. All of a sudden, the scent she couldn’t quite place was being smeared into every inch of her face by silken, slimy flesh. Sinking in, stretching around her and swallowing up more of her with every passing second. The weight of a massive body pinned her, and before she could even process the presence in front of her, instead she had that presence around her. Someone’s slick, sweaty asshole was sliding over her shoulders and squelching her tits into their guts. There was no way whoever was sitting down did not realise they were stuffing her into them unless they were really, really used to anal.
So, she squirmed. She didn’t want to panic, make a bunch of noise, empty her lungs, and then have to breathe in the stewed air from a stranger’s guts. She could hold her breath for a really long time, but that was if she had the chance to take one. Her head twisted back and forth, her arms pushed apart, elbows jabbing into damp, squishy folds, spreading and stretching and sliding her damp fur back and forth. Surely they could tell. But she was just sinking in deeper. Slime oozed into her nose, rubbing and sinking into her dense fur, in enough quantity that she felt much more than just ‘damp’. Her head squelched past another sphincter, being squeezed deeper into her guts, swallowed up to her shoulders not just in someone’s rectum, but further into their colon.
Deep enough, even, that she felt her muzzle squelch into the much looser cavity of the first curving bend in their large intestine, while her ears filled with hot gut-slime. Whoever it was, their slimy ring finally settled around her hips. Lungs starting to strain with discomfort, she found herself with her head surrounded by the sounds of churning guts, pulsing blood and steady, rumbling breaths. For a couple seconds, she even had all of those slimy guts trying to crush her down, to the point she couldn’t even move. Even if she wanted to, she couldn’t breathe, either; the folds of those slippery, gooey walls smothering in a tight seal over her muzzle. It was intentional?!
Nicola gave a restrained squeal of alarm. Loud enough, she felt, that it’d alert people around her to her situation. Surely someone would notice. That was the ‘mmph’ that got the hand on her face. Squeezing in, rubbing flesh into her lips, claws pushing just slightly into her nostrils and between her lips. She shuddered. Whined. She could hear muffled sounds like there was conversation, but the layer of flesh and the symphony of a living person’s insides all around her made sure she had no chance of making it out. Her lungs continued to ache and burn further, pleading with her to take a breath whilst around her, the muscles relaxed and loosened, granting her space. As if inviting her to drink deep of the musk that already burned inside her nose and oozed down the back of her throat in a slick trail of slime.
Whoever it was, their insides were hot, too. It felt like a sauna itself; hotter even. Even more humid, slicker and all encompassing. Only, she definitely would come out smelling and feeling very different than a simple bask in a sauna. Her squirming grew more panicked, more insistent. Her paws pushed and pressed inside the shifting, constricting walls of their rectum, slurping in and out of the twitching ring, rubbing that gut-slime into the fur of her jailer’s sweaty, powerful rump, growing rougher in her desperation.
“Mmph- Fuck, sorry, I need a second, she’s gonna, ngh-“ May held a finger up to ask for a pause in the lovely conversation she was having, as Nicola’s paws begun a deliciously desperate prostate massage. Her thighs squeezed together around hers, her ass clenched to hold her still, and she could feel the musk of more than just her body seeping out of her. The elephant tilted their head, trunk lifting… And with a slight widen of their eyes and a giggle, showed they’d grasped the intricacies of her situation. May flashed a wry smile, before leaning down and pressing her lips to the bulge in her guts, making sure to speak to her gut-plug in a way she’d be able to hear.

“Nic, mmph… Stop squirming so much, dude. We’re in a public sauna. I don’t think asking a new squeeze five minutes after you meet them to sit on your lap and hide your cock for you is normal,” May murmured. And let out a relieved sigh, as the squirming immediately stopped, choosing to shudder and twitch instead. Nicola, too, had her racing heart settled by the knowledge that, no, it wasn’t a stranger somehow not noticing her, and she wasn’t going to find herself abducted by someone’s guts. 
Unfortunately for her, in the process of letting her racing mind settle with relief, she’d let out a sigh of relief, and now with empty, burning lungs, before she could think otherwise … Filled them with the concentrated, oxygen starved soup of hazy, mind-addling musk May’s innards offered to replace it. May bit on her lip at that feeling, squeezed her thighs together hard enough she could feel Nicola’s hipbones creaking, before turning her attention back to Elizabeth. “Sorry about that, where were we?”
The ‘air’ she greedily and desperately drank in felt like liquid in her lungs, sending her mind into a addled spin. The already distant, muffled voices grew even harder to understand, and more and more she felt the sounds of yeen-drake insides become her world. Steady, powerful throbs and pulses of blood rushing around her, veins throbbing all around her. Slime seeped deep enough into her fur she could feel it trickling down her skin, dripping over her thighs and seeping into her legs. With her mouth open to try and make the most of the oxygen starved environment, the furnace of May’s guts oozed slime into those open lips, rolling over her paralyzed tongue. 

Occasionally, she’d move in a way that’d cause May to grunt under her breath and involuntarily contract. As if her guts had suddenly remembered that she was far too full, wanting to get that intrusion out as fast as possible and squeezing in rhythmic, undulating squeezes, her guts rippling over the fox’s shivering frame. Mashing the satin-like folds of her flesh into her agape lips and squeezing her muzzle shut with those powerful contractions… And every time she did, the fox seemed to be too musk-drunk to remember to stop trying to breathe. Almost seeming to suck on her guts, with how her lungs tried to drag her walls into her lips.
And whenever she wasn’t, she had the numb sensation of Nicola’s face caressing the bumps of her almost ribbed depths, the texture of her guts changing past the bend her muzzle nestled inside and stretched upward. The second time, Elizabeth glanced down while talking and paused. Leaned in slightly, their eyes studying the subtle movements underneath her flesh. The way May’s damp fur and skin lifted slightly, seemed to be dragged upwards slightly then fall back to place.

“… Is she licking your guts?” They quizzed, idle curiousity hanging on their lips.. May glanced down. She was doing something, for certain. But, it was hard to tell exactly what she was doing, stuffed as deep as she was, but… Her hand lifted, waited for the feeling, and pressed in on the bulge, easily pinning the fox’s tongue to her lips mid lap.

“Yup,”

“Wow.”

May released her tongue, but kept her hand over the bulge. The fox immediately returned to the rhythm without pause, the bulge subtly moving and shifting against her palm. Maybe she’d ask if Lilian wanted to head back to their room for a bit, first. Nic definitely wasn’t going anywhere in a hurry after this, after all. They had time.
Basking in the feeling and the warmth of the sauna, she returned to her conversation, leaving the fox to let her mind slip further and further away. The minutes rolled by, with the heat of May’s insides cooking her brain worse than any sauna. Sweat wicked down her already soaked fur, making the slick, slimy feeling even worse. Well, if she could even think to hate it at that point, it would be. Her concept of time melted out of her ears and the memory of where she was left her, and she settled into the rhythm of slurping, panting, licking, gasping. Every so often May’s body twisted or shifted around her, sliding flesh over her face or clenching hard enough to temporarily asphyxiate her. The only reason she couldn’t slip deeper, was the hyena-drake hybrid’s legs pinning her own to the bench.
At some point, she heard May churr, all around her. Deep, rumbling, flesh vibrating and reverberating through her skull. She didn’t know why, but soon after, she felt the clenching ring tug on her body, soft insides dragging her upward as gravity pulled her down. With how long she was stuck in her, her fur was more than slimy enough to let her slip back out. But not without the faint noise of squishy squirming and squelching, just loud enough to get a couple sets of nearby eyes on the pair… And as she emerged into stark, steamy light again, her foggy, blurry gaze could just make out a couple wide-eyed faces out of the corner of her eye.

Not that she could think much of it, her brain much more hypnotised by the gaping, dripping cavern she vacated. May’s ass stayed in front of her, tail lifted and draped over her head and back, still holding a conversation with a grey elephant, even taller than she was. Her insides closed up slowly, dim and dark, but with enough light for her to see up into the ribbed, twitching walls three or so feet up inside her. Narrowing with the shape of her body that’d imprinted inside her, of course, but glistening, slime dripping on to her thigh.

“Oh, there they are now! Hey, girls!” They spoke loudly enough it jolted Nicola out of her stupor, watching a full-blooded, brown and tan hyena and a equally sizeable but much, much more curvaceous panda stride up. She still couldn’t make out the conversation properly, but she wasn’t really trying, either. The heady scent of May’s guts still lingered heavy in her nose and suffused through her maw, making her head spin even now. Or was it the heat? Her fur dripped onto the bench with clear, translucent slime pooling around her feet, steaming off of both.

“Hey. Hey, you in there?”

Nicola blinked foggily, lifted her gaze to see May turned around and speaking to her while the group caught up.
“Mmmuh?”

“So, I’m gonna head back with Liz here, but I said she and her friends could, y’know, use you as a seat reservation,” May murmured, nose twitching as she caught just how much the fox radiated hybrid-musk now. She couldn’t help but churr in a sense of twisted pride, her tail slapping the bench next to Nic with a reflexive, thrilled twitch. “So, be a good girl for me and just enjoy your time too, yeah? I’ll tell Lili you’re gonna be late to breakfast on the way.”

Nicola’s head spun, blinking slowly. Seat reservation? What did that mean? Where was she again? She didn’t want to keep her waiting too long for a response, though… So she just whined and nodded her head.
May’s hand patted her cheek and flashed her a toothy grin.

“Good girl. Don’t stay in too long and give yourself heatstroke, yeah?”

With that, she watched the familiar purple giantess pull back and turn back to the elephant, laughing softly and groping her supple, bountiful ass, rubbing inwards over the sweat-drenched flesh. And retracted, walking away with her.

That presence was replaced by another pair of thighs standing in front of her. Black and white, soft and jiggly. Her brow furrowed, her gaze turned up, to catch sight of an adorable tuft of a white furred tail above bountiful, jiggly mounds of flesh. One of her massive paws reached back, dimpling in the flesh and dragging to expose the soft folds of her hole, answering the question of why she was standing in front of her.
“Thanks for agreeing, gonna be so much nicer to not have to worry about sleeping in,” The bear spoke in a chipper but drowsy tone, sweat already dripping off of them thanks to the sauna.
She opened her mouth to respond, to try and warn her off, but all she could manage was a timid squeak.
