
 

Raiko had attended some of the costume themed nights at The Painted Wolf before, as a 

guest, and when the ram-fox had seen the latest ad, claiming a shortage of performers in the 

roles and stating that costumes would be provided, he decided to give it a shot! 

That had led to a meeting with Gemini, the wolf manager of the club, who, despite the 

generous offer, was still running auditions. He didn’t want the service to be lacking by letting in 

some ill-mannered person who was just there for the cosplay angle, and seeing a chance for 

some entertainment, he’d also set it up as a tournament of sorts. Auditions for certain roles 

would face each other.  

Raiko was sure he’d had the advantage. Using a slightly oversized wig to hide his horns, 

he’d even got assistance from the costume department, using temporary blue dyes and dressing 

him up as a certain blue vixen from popular culture. He’d had some musing, back and forth, 

between the skimpy, fur showing classic outfit that the character known as Krystal wore, and her 

alternate appearance in a tight bodysuit, and he’d chosen the latter, if just because a single 

adverse slip would have shown the bra to be padded.  

His fellow auditioner had gone a step further, wearing an entire rubber suit! The head 

was oversized, the proportions modelled perfectly, and even though Raiko did his best to look 

alluring and yet servile, he felt from the lingering looks that the panel of judges cast, that he was 

going to lose… 

He’d been right, walking back to the dressing room deflated. But he took some small 

consolation, if he came as part of the audience on the night, he would have a hot vixen to look 

forward to. Just when he was getting cleaned up and preparing to head off, Gemini himself, 

flanked by some staff waltzed into the room.  

He praised them all, while stating his regrets that some of them lost their challenges, but 

he mentioned having a few more suits to fill out. Anyone interested would be assigned for them, 

and need only wait around rather than go home.  

Raiko had done so, and the last thing the ram-fox recalled was his turn coming up to be 

admitted into the backstage room… 

 

He woke up in pitch darkness. When he tried to move any limb, it was like they were 

encased in something firm and resilient that squished only a token amount in any direction. His 

cheeks ached, and on trying to call out he discovered why, a heavily inflated gag filled them.  

Despite the panic and possible peril he was facing, his body still reacted in an allured 

way, telling himself it was just morning wood, but even that was stifled, compressed somehow. 

Not in a cage or something rigid, but something that stopped him firming all the way and teased 

each motion back with odd displacement. The throbbing of his blood pumping was only making 

it worse.  



 

Several minutes passed before he heard vibrations all around him and then light started 

to appear from the corners. A heavy metal plate was lifted from on top of him, with a person 

sized silhouette… it was a mold! He was in a mold of some kind?! He could tell something was 

over his face, thanks to the clear lenses over his eyes and the yellowy, pointed snout that was 

neither his natural colour, nor the blue paint he’d been wearing.  

He tried to get up but his first attempt told him his centre of gravity was off. He reached 

an arm out to stabilise himself for the next attempt and balked at seeing the three fat fingers 

sporting a purple arm glove.  

His breath sped up, and he jutted out his yellow and white leg out, shaped very 

differently than before, the yellow stopped at the knee, but his thighs had been thickened. His 

own paw ended a few inches above the costume’s foot, but due to the construction he knew 

already that he would be forced to balance on his tip-toes!  

“Rise and shine, Renamon.” A chirpy voice said, confirming what Raiko had suspected 

on seeing the last few accents in his view. He’d been encased inside a thick, molded rubber 

outfit. He tried to shout in reply only able to give a token muffled sound through the gag. “Uh uh 

uh, no backtalk, while you’re in that costume you’re my digimon and I am your tamer, got it?” 

The voice replied, belonging to a cat woman who peeked into view, she waved a remote control, 

stylised like a device from the show Renamon came from and she squeezed two buttons. 

 The first blew the gag in Raiko’s mouth up even more but the second was more 

intrusive! The malleable mass around Rai’s length sprung to buzzy teasing action for a few 

seconds. “I’ve got all the measures to keep you tame, right here in my hand. So don’t act up now. 

Gemini said you might be unruly, which is why you’re the ‘mon and I’m the master!”  

The cat had proceeded to explain the rules, as the performance night was preparing to 

open. Raiko and the cat would be a joint act, the rubber-renamon coated fox would have to heed 

her instructions, and then things would go smoothly. And, despite the welded on, smooth and 

permanent feeling of Raiko’s predicament, he was told Gemini had access to a device that would 

painlessly remove him from inside when it was all over. 

Raiko whined and followed along, he had no choice, and everything he did that even 

looked rebellious- whether slouching, looking away, or fussing at the outer layer- was met with 

another of the many punishments the device could produce.  

He’d been the one forced to perform most, and naturally his ‘tamer’ took the time off, 

mostly joining in with the guests when she could tease the poor fellow further.  

 

Her tamer had neglected to mention the rules for release. All performers would be paid a 

flat sum, bolstered by any tips they gained in the club, and their keys, or extractions, would be 

given to them once the club had recuperated the costs. The tamer’s own outfit and accessories 



 

had been locked on too, but when the shift ended and the many costumed performers gathered 

around to either go home or start paying off their fees, the cat took all the tips she and Raiko had 

earned and spent them on herself! 

The first third went into buying her key and the remaining two went straight into her 

pocket! Raiko tried to protest, but a quick press of buttons caused the fox to drop to his knees 

and feel the gag bulge to a silencing thickness.  

By the time the vibrations subsided enough that he could get onto his feet, though it still 

left him cruelly teased, the cat had gone, leaving the remote on the table. Raiko leapt for it, but 

another shock came, the cat had inflated the Renamon’s hands to the point that the fingers 

couldn’t grasp or grip, instead they sent it skittering off the table edge!  

Before it hit the floor, a white hand snatched it out of the air, holding it up for the 

possessor to read the display. “My word, darling, you didn’t pay off a single digit of the debt?” 

The voice of Gemini trickled across, of course it was him, but then, maybe that meant Raiko 

would have some chance to get out, if she could complain about her mistreatment to the 

manager himself! 

“Ohh, I see what happened! How generous, you let your little tamer leave on the first 

night with all your tips and wages? Gosh, how selfless of you, especially given that the costs of 

getting out of that suit are… hmm, ah yes, ten times as high. Well, don’t worry, we’ll let you stay 

until you’ve earned enough to pay back for the costume’s application, and we’ll only charge staff 

rates on the bed and board.”  

He said, tail swaying in a wag. He knew damn well what had happened, and Raiko 

stepped toward him, arms raised with his desire to strangle that smug look from Gemini’s eyes. 

With a dancer’s grace, the white wolf ducked Raiko’s approach and toyed with the device, the 

foot paws flared a little too, becoming harder to move in and the buzzing at his crotch returned 

to a hellish pitch! 

“I know just the one who I can give this remote to, too! That fetching Krystal you were 

competing against! She earned enough tonight to pay off the application of her suit, which was 

only half the cost of yours, but she’s still got a long way to pay for the suit’s removal, and then 

there’s the key for the suit below. Let’s see if you can cooperate better with her instead!” He 

clicked his fingers and two of the Painted Wolf’s bouncers lifted Raiko under his arms, offering 

him no chance to do more than feebly kick.  

A room opened up ahead, and he saw the Krystal-suited performer tugging at her head 

with all her might, trying to get the thing off. Raiko saw the truth there, too, there was no seam 

or zipper, the other figure was in just as big a pickle as he was, and yet Gemini was giving the 

controlling device over to them. “Oh don’t worry, that cat was a bit selfish, she only wanted to be 

here one night, but our little Krystal here has already been serving the staff for two weeks, isn’t 

that right, sweetie?”  



 

Raiko whimpered again as she was half dropped half thrown onto the floor. As far as the 

ram-fox interpreted it, that meant that Krystal would be all the more eager to be gone, and any 

chance Raiko had of fair treatment would go up in smoke unless the fox could find some way to 

persuade them. The door shut behind them and then clicked as it was locked. “You two have a 

nice night, now, we’ll be by in time for tomorrow’s performance~.” The wolf said, chuckling and 

sauntering away... 

 


