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  Part 1: Screwing with an Angel


On her way back from the supermarket, Mary met an angel. 
It didn’t much look like one would imagine, but then again the blasted things could look any way they felt like. This one had chosen the appearance of a spindly girl around twenty who crouched on top of a little stone wall by the sidewalk.
It (or, in this case, she) was at least nicer to look at then the more biblically accurate appearances her kind sometimes took on for reasons Mary couldn’t begin to fathom. Still, the pink plastic wings she wore as her only piece of clothing were kind of an eyesore.
To be fair, Mary wasn’t really in a position to judge anyone’s appearance. Her jean shorts and crop top had seen better days. Days that might well have been during the last millennium. They were soaked through with sweat, and her usually wild reddish locks clung to her head as sticky darkish strands. The heavy bag of cat food in her hand was both a significant contributor to her disheveled state and another detractor from her coolness.
“Don’t be afraid, for I came to bring you great joy.” The cocky grin of the angel as she stood up to literally look down on Mary didn’t exactly match her words. And while her upright pose nicely showed off her naked features, it also revealed how small she was. On level ground she would have barely reached up to Mary’s shoulders.
Mary checked if anyone else was around. The angel would be invisible to everyone but her, and while Mary already had a reputation as a crazy cat lady, she didn’t want to be seen talking to empty air. There was no reason to worry, though. No sane person would go out in this scorching heat.
“Great. So you’re here to carry the bag for me, then?”
“I’m afraid that’s your own burden to bear.” The angel jumped down with a little giggle. Her bare feet didn’t make the slightest sound as she landed on the pavement. Likely she was actually floating above the ground by a hair’s width or something. Mary idly wondered how the supernatural physics worked out when an angel stepped into a pile of dog shit.
“Figured. As if you lot would ever do anything useful.” Mary didn’t slow down as she passed the angel. She wasn’t surprised when the girl joined her anyway, but that didn’t make it any less annoying.
“Now that’s not a very nice thing to say.” The angel’s voice rang with gratingly cheerful faked innocence.
Mary walked on, not bothering with a reply. Nothing good ever came from arguing with an angel. The two of them might technically be on the same side, but as a freelance demon hunter Mary found that she usually spent more time battling the great bureaucracy up in the sky than she did fighting the forces of evil.
“You’re a grumpy one, aren’t you?”
Mary grunted as she passed the corner to her subdivision. Here there were at least some trees providing a modicum of shade. But with not a single whiff in the air, even the shade didn’t offer much relief from the heat. Of course there wasn’t a single drop of sweat to be found on the angel’s perfect skin. It was so unfair how these creatures were immune to pretty much every inconvenience normal people had to deal with.
“Someone’s feasting her eyes on a sight of great beauty, I see,” the angel mocked her.
Mary pointedly looked away, not sure if she was annoyed at realizing that she’d ogled her naked companion, or at being caught. As much as she didn’t want to admit it, the angel had shown impeccable taste in choosing her appearance. Well, except for these garish wings.
“I was just wondering what the hell your deal is,” Mary muttered. “Like, surely you haven’t come down just to annoy me, right?”
“And what if I have?” That mischievous smirk stirred something within Mary. Something more than just the wish to wipe it off her shiny lips. Was the angel actually flirting with her?
This charade had to end. They were almost up to Mary’s house, and she wasn’t going to let some heavenly pain in the ass in there. She stopped in the shade of the next best tree, checked once more if they were alone, and built herself up to look as imposing as possible. She might be a sweaty mess carrying ridiculous amounts of cat food, but she was a sweaty mess with impressive abs, bulging biceps, and a height that made her tower over pretty much every other human in the world.
“Out with it! What are you up to? I’m really not in the mood for games right now.”
“You might say that, but the way I see it, you’re in the perfect mood for the kind of game I want to play.” The angel sounded as chipper as ever, but she must have sensed that Mary’s patience was about to run out, because she quickly added “I’ve had an eye on you for some time now. You’ve got a lot of frustration regarding angels stored up, don’t you?”
“And what if I did?”
Mary’s disdain for the Heavenly Order was an open secret, but she still wasn’t going to just admit to it. Chances were, this was some kind of trap to get her into trouble.
The angel bent forwards a little, looking up at Mary with devious eyes. That the pose nicely presented her creamy, hand-sized breasts was surely just a coincidence. “What would you do if you had an angel to let all those frustrations out on?”
“The fuck you’re talking about?” Mary asked to gain time. Something very strange was going on here.
“I could be talking about a fuck, yes, if that’s what you feel like.” The angel’s bright giggle stood in stark contrast to her crass words. “I don’t mind a little hate-fuck among friends. Or, I guess, we’re more like frenemies.”
Mary tried to get a hold of the situation before it got completely out of hands. Sadly, thinking didn’t come easy when it had an estimated five thousand degrees in the shade. It didn’t help that some primal urges were waking up which were very receptive to the angel’s provocative body and behavior. She’d gone too long without a chance to blow off that kind of steam.
Still, she wasn’t going to let her libido make any rash decisions like she was a dumb bitch in heat. She was dealing with an angel, and the only thing they could be trusted with was to be a pain in the ass. “Now listen closely, Miss…”
Another one of those gratingly bright giggles. She had to be doing that on purpose. “You can call me whatever you want.”
“Miss Pink Trash it is, then,” Mary concluded with a nod at the angel’s incredibly cheap looking wings. She watched for a reaction, or at least a hint of an explanation for that ridiculous get-up, but the angel just kept grinning at her.
“I have no idea what your deal is, but I know one thing: I’m not gonna lay hands on any dude from the Heavenly Order. I don’t want any trouble.”
“I’ll have you know that at the moment I’m not a dude, but an adorably cute dudette,” the angel said with the picture-book definition of a pout. “Also, you don’t have to worry. I’m out of duty. Look!”
The angel reached into her cleavage. It shouldn’t be possible to store something in one’s cleavage when one was naked, but Mary had seen crazier things during her supernatural carrier. What the angel pulled out though was crazy enough to make even Mary snort.
It was a halo. Those things angels had floating over their heads when they wanted to be all pompous and official and shit. Only that it wasn’t shining bright enough to burn your eyes out, as it was supposed to. Instead it was a dun ring that looked like a cheap piece of plastic, cracked at one point and barely mended by a piece of yellow and black tape that proudly proclaimed “Out of order!”
“The fuck is this? It looks as fake as your wings. You sure you’re really an angel?” Mary knew she had to be one, but the circumstantial evidence contradicting that assessment was piling up like the foreskins before Jericho.
“It’s not my fault you have no sense for style, dummy. And it’s the real deal. Look!” She put the thing onto her head where it stayed afloat by itself. It didn’t exactly light up, but the waves of heavenly power it radiated were proof enough of its authenticity.
By this point Mary couldn’t deny her interest anymore. Absolutely nothing about this angel made any sense whatsoever. However, they couldn’t keep standing around on the sidewalk forever. Especially not since she’d just spotted some other person who had dared to brace the heat and was coming towards them.
“Okay Pinky, you can come in for now,” Mary whispered as she got walking towards her house. “I’ll decide what to do with you once I know your whole story.”
“Yay!”

“Don’t mind the mess. I didn’t expect any visitors,” Mary muttered as they entered.
She didn’t mention that she’d been too lethargic to clean up since the curse of a lightning sprite had fried all her electronics a week ago, sending her air conditioning on a one-way trip to the great freezer in the sky. It was hard to muster the energy for anything when merely existing already left you drenched in sweat.
Still, it could have been worse, all things considered. Mary made sure to throw all the cans of cat food out as soon as they were empty, so nothing would start to rot. Sure, the place was in dire need of a good vacuuming, and yes, a lot of that equipment could have been stored in a way that didn’t make it a permanent tripping hazard, but whatever. She hadn’t let the place become disgusting, and also she liked having her stuff at hand. You never knew when you needed something in a hurry.
“Don’t worry about it. You should see my place some time. I’ll just make myself at home and try not to hurt myself on those pointy sticks there.”
“Those are Javelins.” Mary quickly put them aside before Pinky could touch them. “You need them to fight against… ah, who cares. What the fuck happened to your halo? Did they kick you out of heaven?”
“Kinda.” Pinky had stored her halo back in the sub-dimension hidden in her cleavage. “I told them that I was gonna fuck around in the mortal realm for a bit and they were like ‘But you can’t do that, you have a duty and stuff.’ So I was like ‘Not anymore I don’t’ and clipped my wings right then and there before I fucked off.”
“But…” For a moment Mary found herself too stunned to say anything. Pinky clipping her wings would explain the presence of that cheap replacement, but that was about the only explainable thing about this whole mess.
“Don’t worry about me. I can get reinstated any time I want. That halo fixes itself as soon as an archangel so much as sneezes in my direction. I’d have to crawl back and beg them for forgiveness, though, and I don’t feel like doing that any time soon. So, long story short, I’m basically an outlaw as far as the head honchos in the sky are concerned. The two of us can do whatever we want, and they won’t know or care.”
That was a lot to take in. Mary went for the only thing that seemed sensible. “I need a drink. You want something, too?”
“I’ll have a Bloody Mary. Virgin.”
Right. In that roller coaster of information Mary had almost forgotten what an annoying brat she’d let into her house. “Afraid you won’t find a virgin in this household. Or any tomato juice for that matter. Your options are vodka on the rocks, minus the rocks because the freezer’s broken, or Gin Tonic. If you don’t mind a stale tonic. Warm beer’s also an option. As for non-alcoholic, I’m sure I’ll find a coke somewhere. Warm, of course.”
“Wow, I’m really spoiled for choice here. You should quit your job and become a bartender.”
“I’ll think about it. So, what’s it gonna be?”

A couple minutes later both of them sat on the couch, sipping a bottle of lager each. It had roughly the temperature, and therefore also roughly the taste, of piss, but as Mary’s mother used to say: Warm beer is still better than no beer.
Speaking about that wise lady: One of her old bathing towels (somewhat scratchy, eye-wateringly bright flower pattern) which Mary had inherited was protecting the couch from the big dark stain Mary would leave otherwise. Pinky didn’t need to take such precautions, because the concept of sweat apparently didn’t exist for angels.
Mary eyed her unexpected guest, trying to make up her mind. On the one hand Pinky had given those stuck up bureaucrats a piece of her mind and gone off to do her own thing, which was pretty cool. On the other hand she was still an angel, and said “own thing” put a big focus on being as annoying as possible. On the other other hand, she was pretty hot, and very blatantly so.
“So run this by me again,” Mary said as she continued to try and fail to enjoy her beer. “You came to me because I don’t like angels. And you want me to take it out on you? Are you some kind of masochist or something?”
“Or something.” The angel’s grin didn’t waver for a single moment as she took a big gulp of her piss-warm beer. That by itself was proof enough of at least some masochistic tendencies. “Mostly I’m just a kinky gal looking for some fun. And you look like lots of fun.”
The angel leaned in closely. Her tender fingers tapped along Mary’s bulky sweaty arms. “I always wanted to know what it’s like when the tigress shows her claws.”
Mary shivered. Pinky’s words conjured pictures from her mind. Dangerously alluring pictures, but also uncomfortably intense ones. “I really don’t think you want that.”
“And I really think I do. Looks like we’ve got some conflicting opinions there. What are we gonna do about that?”
“Dunno.” Mary finished her beer. It was nice to be done with that dreadful drink, but it also meant she couldn’t hide behind her bottle anymore when she needed some extra time to think about an answer. “Honestly, I’m too hot to do anything.”
Pinky giggled. “Yes, you’re far too hot. That’s precisely the reason I’m here.” She tugged her legs in until she was kneeling sideways on the couch, facing Mary. “But seriously, if you’re too hot, why are you still wearing so much? Are you always fully clothed in your own house?”
“Nah.” Mary reached down to put her empty bottle on the floor. She made a mental note to take it out as soon as possible, but by extrapolation from past experiences, it would only happen if and when she stumbled over it for the first time. “Only when I’ve got guests over.”
“You don’t have a guest. Just an annoying pain in the ass angel who followed you home and who you’re too lazy to kick out.” Pinky poked her in the belly. It was remarkably ineffective. Their difference in strength was so ridiculous that it seemed more likely for the angel to break her finger on Mary’s abs than for her to manage a poke that actually hurt. “Why do you care what I think? Make yourself at home!”
She had a point there. Fuck hospitality!
Mary got up. “I need a shower. And a snack. If you’re still here after that, I’ll figure out what to do with you. Don’t touch anything while I’m gone!”

One clothing change (exchanging her clothes for the much preferable state of not wearing clothes) and an ice-cold shower later, Mary felt alive again. The house might still be baking hot, but for the moment a blissful chill clung to her skin.
She briefly considered having her snack before returning to the living room, but decided against it. Pinky should get the full experience of who she was dealing with. Also, the prospect of getting to make that cocky brat of an angel a bit uncomfortable was too amusing to pass up. So Mary grabbed one of the cans she bought (one of the fancy tuna ones; she deserved a little treat today) and went back to her “guest”.
Pinky was still where she’d left her, crouching on the couch and making annoying plopping sounds using her finger and the opening of her now empty bottle. When Mary entered, though, that immediately caught all of her attention. “Uh-la-la! I knew you were ripped, but DAMN!”
It was hard not to feel good about such a compliment, even if it came from an angel. Mary was proud of her body, the result of a lot of hard work (and also a side product of her infused boon. But talent, natural or supernatural, didn’t devalue countless hours of intense workouts). She also enjoyed the effect her physique usually had on others, i.e. awe mixed with a healthy dose of respect. Still, it was a pity that so many people either weren’t into her body type or were too afraid to approach her. It felt great to have someone cute, or at least outwardly cute, be this openly interested in her for once.
Didn’t change what Mary was about to do. If Pinky couldn’t handle her at her worst, she didn’t deserve her at her best. Mary opened the can of cat food, reached into it with two fingers, and shoved a blob of gravy and tuna cubes into her mouth.
Pinky’s face was priceless. It wasn’t the look of utter confusion or even disgust Mary had expected, but it was almost adorable how the angel stared at her in utter amazement, her pretty mouth slightly open. “What’s that?” she asked once she’d found her voice again.
“Mister Kibble’s Savory Tuna Fillets, Gourmet Selection,” Mary read from the label before shoving the remarkably aromatic can into Pinky’s face. “Want some?”
To her surprise, Pinky actually took her up on the offer. The angel tipped her pinky (Mary snorted at the pun and immediately felt like she’d lost ten IQ points for it) into the can, coating just the very tip of her finger in gravy before bringing it up to her lips.
She gingerly prodded the finger with her tongue, smacked her lips a few times as she analyzed the taste, then slid the finger into her mouth for real, far deeper than would have been strictly necessary. She was surprisingly noisy as she sucked off each last little droplet of gravy. To top it off, she ran her tongue all the way up the length of her finger before letting out a blissful sigh.
“That stuff is amazing! I totally get it now why all the kitty cats are crazy for it.”
Mary realized that for the last minute or so she’d just been standing there and staring, barely even blinking, completely transfixed by Pinky’s display. She cleared her throat in an attempt to play off the awkwardness. “Seems like you’ve got taste after all. Maybe not all hope is lost yet, and those wings are just a fluke.”
Pinky had to be acting. While Mary’s boon gave her an irresistible craving for cat food, she knew that humans (and most other species) were usually put off by the smell. And there was no way angels were less picky than humans, right? Then again, Pinky hadn’t made a face a single time when drinking her warm beer, so either angels could consume literally anything, or this was another outlet for her masochistic side.
“You don’t mind, right?”  Pinky didn’t wait for an answer. Before Mary could react, she’d already reached into the can with her whole hand.
Mary had never thought that an angel could be such a messy creature. This wasn’t the refined, sensual tasting from earlier. Pinky shoved a handful of cat food into her mouth with not a care in the world for how much she smeared over her cheeks and chin in the process. Mary watched aghast as the angel noisily sucked her fingers before digging right back in.
There was something incredibly obscene about watching this cute, elegant girl devour her food like a starved predator, about the way the gravy stuck to her perfect skin, leaving shiny smears of grime. If Mary had her way, she’d pin her down, right then and there, lap every last tasty drop off that little brat and...
She tried to calm herself, even though she wasn’t entirely sure why. They were both naked already, and the angel had been nothing but a tease the entire time. Whatever sense of propriety she stuck to seemed increasingly out of place. Pinky had already confirmed that she was here for a good hate-fuck, and who was Mary fooling by pretending that she didn’t want the same thing? Still, even if the conclusion seemed foregone, she wasn’t going to give Pinky the satisfaction of getting wrapped around her deliciously gravy-stained finger. They were going to do this on her terms.
Mary took the can back. She’d planned to make a bit of a scene to set the mood, but when she took a look at the sad remains of her snack, she didn’t even need her acting skills. “What the hell? There’s barely anything left!”
“Ups.” Pinky grinned at her in a mischievous sorry-not-sorry way. She kept licking her fingers with relish and apparently saw no reason to further acknowledge Mary’s anger.
“Don’t ‘Ups’ me! That stuff isn’t cheap, you know. And half of it didn’t even make it to your mouth.”
The angel glanced at the big splotches of gravy and tuna she still had in the palm of her hand. Then, after making sure Mary was watching, she smeared them over herself, turning a good mouth-full of deliciousness into a greasy trail from her neck to the base of her breasts. “So? What you gonna do about it?”
Something inside Mary snapped. That little brat wanted a hate-fuck that badly? Okay then. But she better not complain when she reaped the consequences of her own actions.
“I’m gonna take back what’s mine, that’s what I’m gonna do about it.” Mary turned Pinky’s head aside to lay her shiny neck bare. The angel didn’t resist. Not even when Mary sunk her teeth into her neck and bit down. Hard.
Mary left her teeth in their human shape for now. That should still hurt more than enough, and the angel’s pained gasps proved her right. Mary let up a little, but only because that way it was easier to suck on Pinky’s ridiculously delicious skin.
This wasn’t just the oily goodness of gourmet tuna. Well, technically it was just that, but there was a richness to the taste that could in no way be justified by the tiny amounts of smeared food that actually remained on Pinky’s neck. For obvious reasons, Mary had never tasted an angel before and couldn’t tell if this was how it was supposed to be, but it seemed there was something about Pinky’s skin that made all of Mary’s taste buds light up.
“Fuck, why are you so delicious?” Mary let go for now. Her teeth had left two shiny red rows imprinted in Pinky’s skin, but the marks were much fainter than expected. With how hard she’d been biting and sucking, any human would have gotten a giant bruise that shone brightly for at least a week. It wasn’t surprising that angels were made of sturdier stuff, but it was also something to keep in mind going forward.
“Of course I’m delicious. How else would I get people to eat me all up? Also, I might be cheating just a teeny tiny bit.” Pinky collected some of the gravy on the tip of her finger and rubbed it into her nipple. As if it had only been waiting for this moment, her nipple immediately grew hard and perky, and it was all Mary could do not to drool at how invitingly it glistened at her.
“Careful. You have no idea what my teeth can do yet.”
“And why is that?” Pinky gave her nipple a last flick before she licked her finger clean. “Could it be because you’re too much of a pussy to follow up on your threats with actions?”
Mary growled. So much for playing nice. The familiar electric tingle spread through her veins as she unleashed her boon. The power of the tiger spirit within her made her already impressive muscles grow even larger and get hard as steel. Her nails turned into claws and her teeth grew deceptively sharp points. A regrettable side effect of the process was that it supercharged her metabolism and her body temperature, but that seemed an acceptable price to pay for getting to put Pinky in her place.
Mary grabbed Pinky’s sides with both hands and lifted her up, barely even feeling the weight. The angel couldn’t be more than sixty kilos while Mary’s current level of strength was suited to strangle hell hounds with her bare hands. A second later Pinky found herself on the floor, her wrists to either side of her head, held in place by Mary’s iron grip. A flurry of pink feathers hung in the air as a testimony to the fact that Pinky hadn’t been looking for quality when picking her wings.
The angel didn’t seem much impressed that she was completely immobilized by a buffed up bodybuilder who could quite literally rip her apart. She kept grinning at Mary, fire in her eyes. “I dare you,” she whispered. A moment later she was screaming.
Mary’s sharp teeth dug deep into her soft breast. They couldn’t break the durable skin of an angel, but by the sound of it that didn’t make it any less painful. And Mary wasn’t going to let go so quickly this time. Already she was sweating again, and not just from the heat. The moment Pinky’s oily nipple had touched her tongue, her mind had gone blank.
The angel’s hard nipple felt amazingly satisfying to suck on. Maybe it was the cat in her taking over, but Mary would have been perfectly happy to just keep it in her mouth, lapping at it for hours and never growing bored. And that was without even mentioning the taste.
It felt as if she’d gotten her tongue trapped in a can of the poshest fish gratin, and now its rich flavor got massaged into her every taste bud. Every time she swallowed, an exciting tingle traveled down her throat, made her stomach flutter and went down even further, getting her hot in an entirely different way.
Soon Mary was rubbing her legs together involuntarily as she kept gnawing and sucking on Pinky’s delicious breast. The angel’s sweet yelps every time she got to intimately know these frightful teeth went straight to Mary’s core, spurring her on to go even harder.
There had only been a few tiny drops of gravy on Pinky’s nipple, but the taste took remarkably long to wear off. And even when the fishy goodness had run its course, licking at Pinky’s nipple still made Mary’s tongue tingle. If it felt this good to have an angel’s nipple in your mouth, why didn’t each of them have two lucky people hanging on their tits at every moment? That way they’d actually make the world a better place for once. Literally the only reason Mary let go of Pinky again was that by this point she’d gotten so horny that she was in desperate need for a more visceral way to let off steam.
Pinky was panting heavily. Her glistening breast was covered in so many angry red tooth marks that it was impossible to make out the individual bites anymore. Somehow her nipple had managed to get even harder. It, too, had turned a shining red and was swollen to twice the size of the other nipple, nicely rounding off the asymmetry that was Pinky’s chest.
Just looking at the piece of art she’d turned the angel’s breast into made Mary growl in arousal. It had to be aching like crazy after getting assaulted for God knew how long by Mary’s sharp teeth and inhumanly rough tongue. Too bad Pinky couldn’t do anything about it with her hands still trapped beside her head.
Not that the angel showed any intention to do so. The experience had clearly shaken her, and her grin had turned somewhat maniacal, but it hadn’t been wiped from her face yet. “I knew you’d be fun,” she managed to get out between labored breaths. “Those teeth are a menace.”
“Already regretting your cockiness?”
“Why should I? I could do this all-”
Pinky’s sentence ended in an ear-piercing scream. Mary had chomped down on her already tenderized breast again, and this time she hadn’t gone for a taste, but for maximum damage. The sharp points of Mary’s teeth dug into Pinky’s swollen nipple from both sides, and Mary bit down with all the pressure her supernaturally strengthened jaws could manage. A bite of that caliber would have torn a piece out of the leathery flank of a minotaur, but by that point Mary was save in the knowledge that angels couldn’t actually be hurt by physical damage.
“I don’t get it,” Mary told the disheveled angel once she’d let go of her poor nipple. “It looks like you’re pretty much indestructible, but your screams don’t sound fake either. What’s going on there? Why are you in pain when you’re not hurt?”
“It’s an angel thing.” Pinky laughed, a manic fire burning in her eyes. “We’re created to be the perfect martyrs, able to take all the suffering in the world upon us. And for that you need to be able to suffer.”
Mary decided to simply accept this piece of information. It made about as much sense as everything else when it came to angels, and she was far too horny to spare it any more thought. “I’m not complaining. Makes you much more fun to play with.”
Pinky chuckled. “Also makes it much more fun to be played with.”
Mary was tempted to bite the angel some more, just to hear her squeal, but she was growing too impatient even for that. Pinky had to be lactating some kind of aphrodisiac. No matter how hot the entire situation was, there was no way this burning need between Mary’s legs was natural. Not that it mattered, since she could simply use the angel to release the tension.
Her favorite way of getting off involved handing her partner an absolute monster of a strap-on, but there was no way in hell she’d allow Pinky to have a go at her like that. Luckily there was a different way the angel could help her out, one that didn’t leave the tiniest room for doubt about who was in charge. It required a change of position, though. “I’ll release you for a sec. Don’t move or you’ll regret it.”
Pinky’s eyes shone with mischief, but after a short pause she said “Understood.”
Mary should have seen it coming. The moment she took her weight off the angel and let go of her wrists, Pinky shot up and jumped at Mary. The resulting wrestle was as short as it was messy. By this point Mary was completely drenched in sweat again, and after their struggle so was Pinky, albeit not her own.
“What the hell did you hope to achieve there, you little brat?” Mary growled, having once again pinned the angel down beneath her.
“I hoped that you’ll keep your promise, of course. Dummy!”
Right. As if threatening a masochist with punishment would have any other outcome. Not that this was any reason for Mary to spare the angel. Hell no! “Don’t worry, I will.”
Why had she even bothered to release Pinky in the first place? Mary could easily overpower her with a single hand. It was barely any hassle to turn around on top of Pinky while making sure that she couldn’t move at any point. In no time at all Mary had the angel’s head trapped between her legs, riding Pinky’s face backwards so she had a nice view of the angel’s perfect body for what was to come.
To keep her hands free, she was kneeling on Pinky’s arms, her weight making sure that there wouldn’t be any uncalled for movement going on. Or any called for movement, for that matter. Those arms couldn’t even twitch. If Pinky was a human, they would be badly bruised already, but luckily she wasn’t, and so Mary saw zero reason to care about her discomfort.
“For all your insistence that you don’t like angels, it kinda looks like you have the hots for me. And don’t even try to tell me it’s just sweat.”
Of course, the angel’s current position gave her a perfect view of how wet Mary had gotten. There was no need to even acknowledge the taunt, though, not when there were far more important things to do.
“Stop talking and make yourself useful for once.” Mary shoved her crotch into the angel’s face. She went for the most comfortable options of simply dropping down, resting her entire weight on Pinky’s mouth and nose, but that was okay. Angel’s didn’t need oxygen. Probably.
She’d expected Pinky to complain, or be her usual bratty self in some other way, but this time she actually did what she was told. That and more. Her tongue was surprisingly strong and flexible, and she drove it with vigor rather than precision, showing no regard for where it ended up as long as it was at least in the vicinity of Mary’s pussy.
Mary stifled an embarrassingly high-pitched moan at the last second. She didn’t want to show any weakness in front of (or rather on top of) Pinky, but damn did it feel good. Wherever Pinky’s tongue touched her, it left the same exciting tingle Mary had experienced when sucking her nipple, only that it was far more potent now that it directly hit her most sensitive area.
The angel kept noisily smacking her lips as she ate Mary out, perfectly selling the impression that she’d never feasted on anything as tasty as Mary’s pussy. Her tongue moved in a wild flurry of licks, lashing against Mary’s folds, her clit, and even penetrating her to a mind-boggling depth. Already this thrilling tingle had spread all over her crotch like a constant soft vibration. If this went on, Mary doubted that she’d last another minute.
She leaned forward to reach between Pinky’s legs. Of course the angel’s pussy was as beautifully adorable as every other part of her chosen appearance, which only made it even more obscene to see it gape open, overflowing with shimmering juices that would likely give you an orgasm just from tasting them.
But while doing a sixty-nine with an angel was tempting, Mary didn’t plan to show Pinky any form of kindness. After all, she was supposed to be punished. So instead she took her index finger and ran it right along Pinky’s shining slit. Without bothering to retreat her claw first.
Pinky’s shriek would have alarmed the whole neighborhood if it hadn’t been muffled by Mary’s crotch. The extra vibrations it sent through Mary’s hips felt real good, though. And it was far too satisfying to scratch something pretty for once. Usually Mary only got to use her claws on fiends from hell who weren’t going to win any beauty contest. She had to make the most of this rare chance.
One set of claws each sunk deep into Pinky’s inner thighs. Mary made sure to really engage her muscles as she dragged them along. Despite her razor-sharp nails and the intense pressure she used as she scratched the creamy skin, she once again didn’t manage to draw blood. What she did draw was a sweet harmony of breathless gasps as the angel tried to deal with the pain. Eight perfectly parallel lines now adorned her thighs, shining in such an angry red that it hurt to even look at them. God, that had to burn like a bitch!
Mary bit her lip in a desperate attempt to get a hold of herself. She’d managed to temporarily stop Pinky’s heavenly licks, but it had done nothing to keep her arousal under control. Tormenting the little angel was just too much fun.
Mary painted another set of agonizing scarlet lines across Pinky’s thighs. The angel’s cries, vibrating against her already twitching crotch, almost sent her over. She couldn’t drag this out any longer; she had to go for the kill right away. After all, she still had a promise to keep. And she’d just gotten an idea, an evil idea that should push even the masochism of her crazy sex toy to its absolute limits.
Mary grabbed Pinky’s lower belly and pulled. Once again she didn’t bother retreating her claws and made the angel whimper under her violent scratches, but that was just a nice side effect. The main point was that this attack pulled back the hood of Pinky’s clit, laying that little nub bar in all its vulnerable beauty. Only that it wasn’t all that little.
Just looking at that perfect pearl, bright pink and swollen, as it lay there twitching, made Mary’s mouth water. Pinky had to be pretty close herself. And if sucking her nipples had already felt this good, how amazing would it be to taste her most intimate spot? Also, if an angel’s skin naturally enhanced all flavors, would that mean that sucking her clit would overwhelm your taste buds with the heavy sweetness of her sexy juices? It was so incredibly tempting to find out, but Mary managed to stay strong. After all, she had something even better in mind.
She hovered the claw of her index finger right over Pinky’s swollen, throbbing core. For a moment she hesitated. Was this going too far? But then the angel got licking again, and Mary’s brain went blank. The pleasure washed every single thought or doubt from her mind. Already she had passed the point of no return, had leaped from the cliff, and now there was that somersault of the stomach before the fall, that brief moment of calm right before the orgasm really hit. In less than a second she’d explode violently, but she could still give Pinky some fireworks of her own.
The sharp point of her claw drilled into Pinky’s clit, even harder than Mary had intended. She’d lost control over her muscles, and when the climax shook her body, her finger trembled with it, scratching the claw up and down the angel’s poor clit.
Mary and Pinky screamed in unison. The licking stopped and Mary instinctively grinded her crotch against the angel’s face to keep the stimulation going. That lowly vibrating tingle from Pinky’s saliva didn’t let up, and Mary quickly found herself approaching a second climax.
She’d lost all feeling for her body. The pleasure crashing through her was utterly ridiculous in its intensity. If she’d died right then and there, she wouldn’t have had a single regret. As much as her past experiences had jaded her about everything celestial, for once she could claim without any cynicism that it felt like heaven. Who would have known that the entry ticket to paradise was fucking an angel?
She didn’t know how long she kept coming, or how many orgasms she’d had, because very soon it had all fused into a single endless onslaught of pure bliss. When she came down from her high after what could have been five minutes, could have been an hour, there was not a single ounce of strength left in her body. Even her boon had shut down. As much as she tried to get a grip, she was too worn out and too relaxed to even keep herself upright. She flopped down besides Pinky in what had to be a pretty embarrassing display.
“That looked fun.” Pinky’s face was a complete mess of Mary’s juices, sweat, and even some remaining traces of gravy and tuna. Her lower lip was dented with deep tooth marks. She must have bitten herself real hard right there at the end, in an attempt to deal with the blinding pain of what Mary had done to her clit. Yet somehow, despite that disheveled state of hers, or maybe even because of it, she still looked absolutely stunning. And she hadn’t lost her grin either. “Still feeling that all angels are useless pain in the asses?”
“I guess you’re kinda alright. Kinda.” Mary chuckled. She had to sound so stupid, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. Her mind was still lazily floating in a sea of bliss and coming up with the craziest thoughts.
For example, looking at Pinky’s shiny lips, it seemed like a really good idea to kiss her, and it took all Mary had to stop that impulse. She might be completely high on endorphins, but she wasn’t going to make that much of a fool of herself.
“What a compliment. I’m flattered.” Pinky rolled onto her side so she could better look Mary in the eyes. “Want a compliment back? You’re much more fucked up than I thought. That stunt you pulled there at the end? Hallelujah! You’re lucky I’m physically unable to piss myself, or I would’ve totally done it.”
“Lucky me indeed,” Mary mumbled, still trying to shove that thought of how dreamy Pinky’s lips looked out of her head. “But don’t go and tell me you didn’t like it. You’re so crazy, I’m sure you can come from pain alone.”
“Ha, I wish.” Something about how Pinky said it made Mary listen up.
The way they were currently lying on the floor, she couldn’t see Pinky’s crotch all that well, but she remembered her fully dilated entrance, the copious amounts of wetness, her swollen clit throbbing with need. Clearly Mary hadn’t been the only one half-crazed with arousal. And while she might have sworn herself not to show Pinky any kindness, that had been before the most amazing orgasm of her entire life. “Want me to finish you off, too?”
“You’re free to try. Don’t believe you’d do me any favors, though.” Mary’s confusion must have been obvious from her face, because the angels continued to explain. “Don’t you know? Angel’s can’t come. We’re creatures of purity. Kinda like the pain thing: We’re indestructible, but we can still hurt. And we can’t come, but we still get horny.”
“For real? Wouldn’t you just die from frustration?” Mary asked, half convinced Pinky was screwing with her.
“Guess I would. If angels could die that easily. But don’t worry about me. We come with pretty much infinite willpower. Kinda a prerequisite when your whole purpose is to suffer. At least I learned to embrace it and have lots of fun as a masochist slut instead of funneling my frustrations into inventing new paperwork.”
Mary could have said something profound there. Show Pinky some compassion. Or maybe tease her about it, since apparently she thrived on getting bullied. But Mary’s mind was still rebooting after her orgasm, and all she could come up with was “Wow. Angels really are kinda fucked up, huh?”
“Yep.” Pinky got up. She straightened her wings, or rather the pitiful, torn, soiled remains of what had been her wings. “Anyway, thanks for having me. You were pretty good. 8/10, would hate-fuck again.”
She went to the window and had already half climbed through it when Mary’s brain caught up with the fact that this was goodbye. “Hey, wait!” she called after her.
“Yes?” Pinky turned back. The incoming sunlight made her shine and glitter like, well, like an angel. That most of the effect was just reflections of the various lewd fluids still sticking to her skin barely detracted from the picture.
Mary hesitated. What exactly had she planned on saying that wouldn’t make her look stupid? She settled for “I still don’t even know your name.”
Pinky blew her a rather sticky kiss. “I’ll always be your Pink Trash.” And with that she disappeared through the window.
Mary didn’t bother to get up and look after her. The angel would have already turned invisible, flown away (admittedly not as likely with those wings) or disappeared any other way. It had to be the fault of the endorphins still swamping her system, but Mary did regret not having gone for the kiss after all.
Then again, she had the feeling she hadn’t seen the last of that sweet little brat of an angel.






  
  Part 2: Touched by an Angel


Mary snapped the neck of what she hoped was the last of the vampire lizard people. She’d been fighting in this dirty industrial complex for what might well have been half an hour, and she was seriously running out of steam. 
Also: What deranged devil had thought it a good idea to create vampire lizard people? Yes, their scaly skin made it much harder to pierce them with a stake, but their reptilian brains hadn’t been all that smart to begin with, and the hunger for blood snuffed out the last spark of intelligence in their angular heads. They might be strong, but there was zero strategical or tactical thinking behind their actions.
Which was good, because otherwise Mary would have been in real trouble. Her boon of the tiger spirit granted her superhuman strength as well as razor-sharp claws and fangs, but even that had barely leveled the playing field when she was against ten enemies at once.
At least the neighborhood should calm down a bit, now that this gang was taken care of. Mary allowed herself to relax for a moment, though she didn’t dare deactivate the boon yet. You never knew what might still lurk in the shadows.
“Another one, behind you!”
Her body snapped around on instinct. A sharp pain shot through her leg where she had pulled a muscle earlier, but it barely registered with the sudden spike in adrenaline. She raised her clawed hands, ready to shred the next assailant to pieces, only to find no one there.
She frantically scanned the hall, but couldn’t make out anything or anyone. It looked like she was alone, save for the piles of dust left behind by her prey (pretty considerate of them to inherit this vampiric property; it made the clean-up so much easier). Also, now that she’d had a moment to reflect, there was something familiar about this voice.
“Sorry for that. You’re just too fun to watch when you’re startled.”
Mary turned around and found her suspicions confirmed: There, on the grimy conveyor belt in the back, sat what at first glance looked like a short human girl around twenty with blond hair and a grin like the whole world existed solely for her personal amusement.
She had lost the garish pink wings in favor of an equally garish fake flower crown, but other than that she was just as naked as the last time Mary had seen her. And of course her skin was perfectly clean, even though every single thing in this place made you grimy just from looking at it. Mary already dreaded the moment when she’d have to get herself clean. It was going to take hours.
“How long have you been watching?” she asked, clutching at her leg. Now that the immediate danger was over, the pain in her pulled muscle was a lot harder to ignore. If only a certain someone hadn’t made her do any sudden movements!
“Pretty much the entire time. I thought about helping you, but you looked like you had it under control. Also, you’re really cool when you fight. Kinda like a ninja. Only less elegant and a lot louder.”
Mary growled. She had often thought back to that hot afternoon two months ago when she’d shared an intense hate-fuck with the cocky angel, wondering if she’d ever see her again. Seemed like absence really did make the heart grow fonder, because Mary had completely forgotten what an annoying brat the angel could be when she wanted to.
“What’s the matter? Aren’t you happy to see your beloved Pink Trash again?” the angel asked with a mocking grin. Her hiding behind the nickname Mary had given her back then would mean that she still wasn’t going to offer her real name. At least the plastic flowers in her hair still matched the description well enough, so Mary could just continue calling her Pinky in her mind.
“It’s not my fault you came back just to prove that you’re still as useless as ever,” Mary shot back, but her heart wasn’t really in it. She was too exhausted for stupid arguments. Hell, she was too exhausted for pretty much anything right now. Since it looked like all foes were vanquished and she didn’t care about Pinky’s opinion of her, there was no reason to keep up appearances anymore.
Mary deactivated her boon. Without the helping of supernatural strength, she felt all the muscle aches and the countless scratches much more acutely. But she couldn’t rely on it too much, or she’d become ravenously hungry, and she had zero interest in going for a fish burger while she looked like she’d crawled through a coal mine. Her immunity to infections stayed as a passive ability, which was good, because she didn’t want to know how much dirt she had gotten into her scratches.
After only a moment’s hesitation she sat down on the dusty floor. It wasn’t like she could get much dirtier anyway. No amount of washing was going to get her top and pants acceptable for wearing in public again, and her soles were going to take so much scrubbing to show a color other than black.
She would save herself a lot of hassle cleaning herself if she used shoes, but that wasn’t an option when your feet were such an invaluable weapon during a fight. So far, her enemies had never failed to be surprised at suddenly having their throats ripped open by a kick. To be fair, that wasn’t an experience you could learn from for next time.
Pinky must have realized that if she wanted attention, she had to go and get it. She stood up from the conveyor belt and walked over. Once again Mary noticed how her steps didn’t make the slightest sound. Of course little Miss Perfect wasn’t going to get her feet dirty by actually touching the ground she walked on.
“You don’t look so good,” Pinky commented, looming over Mary, or at least trying to. Even with Mary sitting on the ground, the angel wasn’t all that much taller than her.
“I’d like to see what you look like after a fight with ten vampire lizard people.” Mary snorted at the absurdity of the whole situation. Then she winced as her neck made it clear that it didn’t appreciate the movement. God, her body was such a mess. “I don’t suppose you have some kind of healing magic?”
“Nope,” Pinky answered, sounding far too happy about it. “My halo is still out of order. No miracles from this angel. I can do a couple basic blessings, but none of them really do much.”
“Figured. Still the same old useless Pink Trash.”
“Would you have me any other way?”
Mary gave Pinky a sideways glance, although in this case it was more of an upways glance. Despite her latent annoyance, it was impossible to overlook the angel’s cute breasts from her perspective. The sight brought back memories of how amazing the skin of an angel tasted. Despite her exhaustion, Mary found her thoughts drifting into naughtier areas. “Actually, I would. For example, I wouldn’t say no if you offered me a massage right now.”
Mary hadn’t meant it as anything more than some offhanded shit talking. She was all the more surprised when Pinky took her up on it. “Sure thing. But you’ll have to do something for me in return.”
Of course you weren’t going to get anything from an angel for free. Stingy bastards. Mary was close to just calling the whole thing off and going home to her extended date with the shower, but she decided to wait and see where this would lead them. And not just because she was procrastinating having to drag her tired, bruised body all the way home. A tiny (maybe even microscopic, but still) part of her was genuinely happy that Pinky had returned. “And what would that be?” she asked instead.
The angel chuckled in this bright way of hers that was like diabetes for the ears. “You’ll have to find out.”
Mary sighed. She was too tired for this shit. However, she was also too tired for complaining about this shit, and if Pinky could do something about all the aches in her body, she might at least hear her out. And if it turned out that the angel was completely unreasonable, she still had the option of simply walking away. “Whatever. This better be the mother of all massages, though.”
“Have you forgotten who I am? How could my massages be anything less than heavenly?”
“I haven’t forgotten who you are. That’s precisely why I’m worried.” Mary looked around. “I don’t suppose you brought a massaging table with you?”
Pinky raised an eyebrow. She opened her arms to indicate her total absence of clothes. “Where exactly would I carry that?” she asked. “I might be a slut, but there’s limits to what I can fit into my secret stashes.”
Right. Mary had almost forgotten what a potty mouth the angel could be if she wanted to.
“Last time you pulled a halo out of your cleavage. Who knows what else you’ve got stored in that pocket dimension between your breasts.” The notion was even more ridiculous since Pinky’s breasts weren’t large enough to have much of a between, especially when they hung free like that, but Mary had seen it with her own eyes.
“Oh that,” Pinky said offhandedly. “That doesn’t count. I can summon my halo where ever. If you want, I can pull it out of my ass.”
“Nah, I’m good.” Mary laughed, only to immediately regret it as her neck gave her a sharp sting. Just how many muscles had she pulled in that fight? “I guess we’ve got to work with what we have.” Unless of course she was to invite the angel home, which she wasn’t. First of all, because it felt weird given their more than questionable relationship, and secondly because she still held on to the hope that if she got some tender loving care now, she’d be in a state where she wouldn’t hurt with every step on her way home.
“How about over there?” Pinky pointed at an almost empty table. Its granite top didn’t exactly scream comfort, but it was better than the floor, and considerably less dirty. Not clean by any stretch of the imagination, mind you, but neither was Mary, so it wasn’t like it mattered.
“Sure, whatever.” For a crazy moment Mary thought Pinky would help her up, but the angel had already skipped over to the table, humming to herself as she swiped off the small assortment of metal bits currently occupying its surface. Mary groaned as she got to her feet on her own and went to join Pinky.
On her way she picked up the robe one of her foes had worn. It was the closest thing she had to a blanket so she wouldn’t have to lie directly on the hard granite, and it didn’t even smell bad. One of the (admittedly precious few) advantages of vampire lizard people was that they didn’t sweat and also had no other metabolism to speak of.
She threw the robe over the table and was about to get onto it herself, but Pinky blocked her off, arms crossed and with an aura of authority that would have been a lot more convincing if she hadn’t been such a little waif of a girl. “I’m not going to massage you while you’re fully dressed.”
Fully dressed my ass, Mary thought. While she was technically suited for public (or would be if she didn’t look like she had lived in the sewers for a week), her clothes amounted to a glorified sports bra and extra-short tights. She couldn’t stand anything restricting her range of movement when she fought. “Is this just a ruse so can see me naked?”
“I can’t properly take care of you if I don’t have access to your body. But, yes, getting to see you naked is a big bonus.”
“Whatever.” It wasn’t like Mary actually cared. There was no one there except for Pinky, who had already done the dirty with her. And even in the unlikely case that someone showed up: So what? You didn’t make it long in the demon hunting business if you were prudish. “Can you at least help me get that thing off me?” she asked, indicating her top.
“I’d absolutely love to, but sadly someone decided that she needed to grow too tall for me to reach this far up.”
“Fuck you, too.” Mary groaned as she struggled to get out of her top. While sports bras and their like were absolute life savers during any movement-based activities, once you were all sweaty, they clung to you like an uncomfortably restrictive second skin, and getting out of them was a major pain in the ass. Or in this case a major pain in the shoulders, given how much she had managed to fuck up her body.
“I swear, if this massage isn’t worth it...” She remembered that Pinky was an insatiable pain slut, and any violent threat was only going to encourage some kind of mischief. Leaving the sentence unfinished wasn’t much better, but she couldn’t come up with anything better in five seconds, and that was already more mental energy than she was willing to commit to this conversation.
She finally managed to struggle out of her top, but in the process she had to twist herself in a way that opened up the gash in her upper arm again. Mary cursed as she threw her top onto a nearby lever. Thanks to her boon, the wound wouldn’t require any stitches to fully heal again, but in the meantime it still burned like a bitch.
“Aww, you poor thing!” It shouldn’t be possible to sound sarcastic and patronizing at the same time, but somehow Pinky managed it just fine. “Wait, let me kiss it better!”
“That’s it! If you’re going to-”
Pinky quickly leaned forward and licked the wound. It was so unexpected, that for a moment Mary even forgot about her anger. “What the fuck?”
“It’s better now, isn’t it?”
As much as Mary was loath to admit it, Pinky was right. The gash was still there, but she barely even felt it anymore. It even looked like it had stopped bleeding again. “I thought you didn’t have any healing powers.”
“No active ones, but I’m still an angel. There’s, like, a low-key blessing to my kisses. And my spit can clean pretty much anything. Don’t ask me why we’re this good at eating dirt, it kinda comes with the whole package.”
Right. While most of Mary’s arm was so grimy that you could barely make out her skin color, there was a perfectly clean stripe around the wound, showing exactly where Pinky’s tongue had trailed over her. The image reminded her of those ridiculous commercials for cleaning agents.
“Pretty handy,” she had to admit. “But also kinda disgusting, isn’t it?” If it had been the other way around, there was no way she’d have licked Pinky when she was this dirty. That retched aftertaste had to stick to your tongue for ages.
Pinky shrugged. “It’s no big deal. Before you ask, though: No, I’m not gonna lick you clean. Even my depravity has limits. But a couple licks here and there to make you feel better, it’s like, whatever.”
“I wasn’t going to... never mind.” Mary was unsure if the mental image of the angel cleaning her with her tongue was hot, disgusting, just weird, or some combination of the three. The sanest solution was not to waste any more brain cells on the question. Instead, she simply finished her undressing. At least her tights and underwear were a lot easier to get out of.
“Nice, nice,” Pinky commented once both of them stood there in all their naked glory. “It kinda looks like you have your personal anti-censor bars.”
After a moment’s confusion Mary realized what the angel was getting at. Thanks to the protective layer of clothing, her chest and crotch areas had remained relatively clean. With how dirty the rest of her was, this accentuated her naughty parts to the point that they almost seemed to glow in the dim twilight of the hall.
She decided not to acknowledge the comment in any way and simply lay down on the table, folding her hands beneath her face. As expected, it wasn’t exactly the peak of comfort, but the robe was surprisingly effective in cushioning the hard surface. Seemed like that particular lizard man had had an eye for quality. “Enough chit-chat. It’s time you do something useful for once.”
Pinky crawled onto the table as well. Her plan might have been to kneel over Mary, but given how she was a dainty little thing while Mary had a rather wide stature thanks to all her muscles, the end effect was more a case of the angel sitting on top of her. Mary didn’t complain. She barely even noticed the angel’s weight, and there were worse things in the world than feeling Pinky’s cute little butt cheeks on her lower back.
“Let’s see...” The angel’s fingers dug in between her shoulder blades with a surprising amount of strength. Mary tensed up before she realized that it didn’t actually feel all that bad.
“Yeah, m-hm... huh...” Pinky’s hands kept exploring her back, grabbing and prodding in places, but never staying anywhere for long. “I’d say you’ve got some knots there, but that would be a lie. It’s more like you’re one giant knot with a spine somewhere in the middle to hold it all together. You don’t take care of yourself all that well, do you?”
“I’m taking care of myself just fine,” Mary shot back. She was here for a massage, not for life coaching. Of course she would feel better if she ended a long night of fighting evil with a stretching session instead of dropping onto the couch with a beer, but at those times she couldn’t be arsed to do absolutely anything. Despite her boon, she was only human. Both her energy and her daily amount of fucks to give had limits. “Can you do something about it or not?”
“Of course I can. You won’t like that next part, though.” Pinky put her hands back on either side of Mary’s spine. She took a deep breath before she dug her fingers in so hard that her thumbs slipped beneath Mary’s shoulder blades.
“Fuck!” This wasn’t what Mary had envisioned from being massaged by an angel. She gritted her teeth against the hot, pulsating pain in her upper back. Pinky kept her thumbs prodding into her for an uncomfortably long time, and even when she let go again, a dull ache remained. “Fuck, that hurt!”
“I told you, you won’t like it.” It was clear from the amusement in Pinky’s voice that the dislike had been decidedly one-sided. “But it helped, didn’t it?”
Mary was about to violently disagree, but when she moved her arms, she had to begrudgingly admit that her shoulders didn’t hurt so badly. It could be that the original pain had simply been replaced by a different one, but at least it didn’t feel like her muscles were filled with acid anymore. She made a noncommittal huff, which seemed like the right amount of positive feedback after that stunt from the angel.
“See? You can’t say I’m not taking good care of you.”
Pinky placed her knuckles on the remaining knots in Mary’s shoulders and leaned onto them with all her weight. “All her weight” might not be all that much, objectively speaking, but she more than made up for it with her pinpoint precision and the technique with which she rocked her fists against the sides of Mary’s spine. It was unpleasant as hell, and yet Mary could feel her muscles relaxing. Pinky might not be gentle, but she certainly was doing something right.
The angel kept working Mary’s back for who knew how long. There was a lot of knuckle-rolling, much thumping with her fists, and several agonizing times she went under her shoulder blades again. A warm throbbing ache spread all over Mary’s upper back, and there was a good chance she’d be bruised all over tomorrow, but it was the good kind of pain.
Soon Pinky’s rough manhandling of her even became kind of soothing. Now that her muscles had the worst stiffness kneaded out of them, they could relax for what might be the first time in forever. It felt good, but it was also like her muscles had only waited for this very moment to fully experience their exhaustion. While it was nice that moving her arms didn’t hurt anymore, movement was about the last thing on Mary’s mind. She would have been perfectly happy to close her eyes and fall asleep right then and there.
Maybe she would have, had Pinky not moved a bit lower with her hands, irritating a cut in Mary’s side in the process. Mary hissed as the sharp burn pulled her out of her blissful sleepiness.
“Sorry. Your body is such a mess, there’s always one more problem. Wait a sec, I’ll take care of it.”
Pinky shifted around on top of her. Mary didn’t pay much attention to what exactly she was doing, until she felt something soft and wet on her side, lightly tickling the area around the cut. Despite the two of them being comfortably naked with each other, it still felt a bit weird that the angel was licking her so casually.
There was no arguing with the results, though. The wound stopped burning immediately, and only a pleasant tingle remained on the damp skin. Maybe there were some advantages to having an angel around after all.
Once the wound was treated, Pinky climbed back on top of Mary, but this time she faced the other way around. The reason became clear right away when she grabbed the flesh of Mary’s upper thighs, causing the mother of all groans.
Mary had already forgotten about the muscle she had pulled in her leg, but her body was all too happy to remind her. Any remaining sleepiness got blown away by the sharp twinges of pain as Pinky kept kneading the complaining muscle with her deceptively strong fingers.
But once again Mary quickly realized that Pinky wasn’t tormenting her just for the sake of it. As unpleasant as the treatment might be, the pain soon settled down into the same dull ache she felt in her back, and moving her leg went from agonizing to uncomfortable, and finally to not being a problem anymore.
“You’re crazy good at this,” Mary said once the worst was over and they’d come to a point where Pinky kneading her thighs was actually rather enjoyable. “You should come visit after every fight.”
“What’s that? For a moment there it almost sounded as if you liked me. Me, the useless annoying Pink Trash,” the angel teased her gleefully.
“I can put up with a lot of bullshit if I get to feel this good in return.”
Maybe feeling good wasn’t the right way to put it since Mary still ached all over, but there was no denying the bliss of finally getting rid of the tension in her muscles. And despite all their shit-talking, Mary had to admit that Pinky was really going out of her way to help her. Not only did she get to enjoy the angel’s amazing skills, but it must have easily been an hour since they started. That was an awfully long time to spend helping someone who only knew you under a derogatory nickname.
“Good to know. That means I don’t have to cut back on the bullshit, because I haven’t even started making you feel good yet.”
“What do you... oh.” Pinky’s hands were back on her thighs, but they had traveled higher and inwards. Technically they weren’t in the naughty zone yet, but there also wasn’t much missing. “I should’ve known there’s no reason to take my panties off for a normal massage.”
“Are you complaining?” The angel dragged her fingers along Mary’s inner thighs in an almost ticklish manner, “accidentally” brushing against Mary’s pussy lips at times.
“Always. But I guess I can make an exception for now.”
“So generous of you.” Pinky’s hands traveled even higher until they were right on Mary’s pussy. Her gentle strokes and soft fingers were a far shot from the rough fucking Mary was used to and generally preferred, but it was also a nice contrast to how violently Pinky had attacked the knots in her muscles.
Mary tensed up when Pinky slid two fingers into her, but relaxed again when she realized how little resistance there was in her pussy. Not only were the angel’s fingers thinner than most, Mary had also gotten surprisingly wet already. She wouldn’t have complained if Pinky had shoved her whole hand into her.
But even those two small fingers could be surprisingly effective. Pinky might not penetrate all that deep or hard, but when she curled her fingers, her soft fingertips dug right into a spot that made Mary’s vision blur from pure bliss.
Up to this point she had never believed in all this buzz about a supposed g-spot. Yes, some areas inside her were more sensitive than others, and with the right technique you could turn a simple in-out into something far more satisfying, but there was nothing mythical about any of it. Nothing to justify the hype. But now that an angel had come to show her the light, she realized that she’d been walking in darkness for all this time.
Saying that it felt good was like saying that you might get a bit wet if you jumped into the ocean. When Pinky curled her fingers further, Mary lost her ability to breathe for a moment, the intensity of the pleasure overriding everything else.
It wasn’t the sharp spikes she got from rubbing her clit, or the deep, satisfying pressure of having her pussy stuffed full. This pleasure was more like a liquid, springing from that magical spot beneath Pinky’s fingertips and flooding her whole body, almost drowning her as she floated in its warm embrace. Had she always lived with a trigger for this amazing sensation inside her, never noticing? Or was there some supernatural component to the touch of an angel?
Pinky kept her fingers right there for a mind-boggling amount of time, only shaking it up by lightly varying the strength with which she pressed down. If Mary’s pleasure was a sea, these little pulses were the waves on its surface, not really changing the overall depth, but making it that much more interesting for the person swimming in it. Mary had to consciously remind herself to breathe, or she would have just kept moaning until her head hurt from the lack of oxygen.
“Happy with your massage?” Pinky let go of the magical spot, but she kept gently sliding her fingers along Mary’s inner wall, always managing to hit the nicest spots with pinpoint precision.
“Oh yes,” Mary moaned, working her hips. She needed more. It wasn’t even about an orgasm. She didn’t need a climax, no matter how explosive, if the journey was this amazing. She would have been perfectly happy to just have Pinky finger-fuck her like this for the whole night until the pleasure finally exhausted her to the point that she passed out. However, that was not to be.
“Sounds like I did my part of the deal, then.” With no further decorum, Pinky slid her fingers out and left Mary hanging.
“What?” If Mary hadn’t been so relaxed from the massage and the floatiness of Pinky’s intimate touches, she would have jumped up and strangled the angel right then and there. It wasn’t as bad as being left on the edge, but her pussy still complained about the sudden emptiness.
“You wanted me to give you a massage. I did, so now it’s your turn to uphold your side of the bargain.”
And there she’d been ready to believe that an angel could be genuinely nice for once. Mary propped herself up on her elbows and got into a sitting position. There was still this dull ache in all of her muscles, but she could move much more smoothly than before. There was no denying that Pinky had fixed her up good. If only she hadn’t ruined it in the end by rudely interrupting what had been one of the most sensual experiences of Mary’s life.
“And you think it’s a good idea to piss me off when you still want something from me?”
“If you phrase it like that: Yes, actually I do.” Pinky made one of her high-pitched giggled. She raised her hand to her to her lips, her index and middle finger visibly sticky from where they had just been. After making sure that Mary was following her every move, she slowly and indulgently lapped at them with her tongue.
Mary’s annoyance fought against her rekindled arousal as memories of her last meeting with Pinky resurfaced. “Are you begging to be put into your place again?”
Last time, Pinky had outed herself as a raging masochist, a true glutton for punishment. And also a glutton for cat food, but that was a different story.
“Maybe...” Pinky wiped her hand on the base of Mary’s breasts, gleefully making a mess of one of the few remaining clean parts of her body. “Would you believe how hard it is to find someone willing to fuck an angel up good?”
Mary slapped her hand away. “Hard to believe that a charming person like you would have trouble making enemies.”
She could have told Pinky to fuck off, gone home and gotten a good night’s sleep. Maybe that would have even been the responsible thing to do. Responsibility could go fuck itself, though. She needed an outlet for the horniness that still swamped her system, and Pinky was the perfect volunteer for this job. Was Mary being manipulated by the angel right now? Most definitely, at least in some capacity. But it didn’t matter as long as she got what she wanted in return. And she’d spent far too much time fantasizing about what other depravities she might be able to explore with Pinky to call it off now.
“I’m warning you: If you start something now, I’m not going easy on you just because you’re good at giving massages. That stunt you pulled at the end cost you a lot of goodwill, and I didn’t have much of that in the first place.”
Mary already knew how Pinky would react to that threat, and the angel didn’t disappoint. “Interesting strategy, threatening me with a good time. Almost like you want me to piss you off.” She put both hands on Mary’s chest and pushed.
She almost managed to topple her over, just from the element of surprise, but in the last moment Mary’s fighting instincts kicked in. She stabilized herself by grabbing Pinky’s arms, in turn pulling the angel towards her.
Pinky’s face was right in front of Mary’s, her lips slightly parted in an expression of amused surprise. Still acting purely on instinct, Mary closed the remaining gap and shoved her tongue into Pinky’s mouth.
Kissing an angel was everything as thrilling as she had imagined. It lacked the intense flavor she remembered from the last time she’d tasted Pinky’s skin, but that was more than made up for by the jolt of attentiveness flashing through her mind the moment she initiated the kiss.
It was like someone had injected caffeine right into her brain. Her exhaustion, her lingering aches, even that uncomfortable feeling of being dusty and grimy all over, everything faded into the background while two hundred percent of Mary’s focus zoomed in on the heavenly sensations she got from the insides of Pinky’s mouth.
The angel’s breath was warm and fresh, a delicious contrast to the messy lewdness of the rest of the kiss. There had to be more to an angel’s saliva than just the ability to delete dirt and to help with minor wounds. Mary’s tongue had become hypersensitive and tingly. She retreated it to briefly lick Pinky’s silky lips before shoving it back in as deeply as she could, repeating this cycle again and again in a frantic rhythm.
It truly felt like she was fucking the angel’s mouth with her tongue. Within seconds she was moaning. Every time her tongue brushed against any part of Pinky’s mouth, it was as if she experienced the sensation with her entire body.
In other circumstances she might have fully submerged herself in the pleasure and not stopped kissing Pinky until her jaws were too sore to continue even one additional second. But as hot that wave of sensual lust was that rushed through her body every time she shoved her tongue back into the angel’s mouth, it didn’t provide the intensity she needed right now. Pinky’s magic touches had already fanned the flames of her arousal to the size of a pyre, and she needed to blow off some steam. After indulging herself one last time, diving on so deeply that she proved the absence of Pinky’s gag reflex, she retreated for good, finally breaking the kiss.
“If that’s your idea of a punishment, people must be queuing up to get on your bad side.” Pinky’s grin was surprisingly wide given the size of her mouth, stretching her now very shiny lips.
Only now, with her mania no longer fueled by the alluring sensuality of an angel’s kiss, did Mary fully realize what she had just done. She had actually kissed Pinky. It didn’t matter how dominant she’d been about it, there was only one way the angel could interpret her actions.
“I was just proving that I can take whatever I want whenever I want.”
It was a pitiful attempt to re-contextualize what had just happened, especially since it contained a crucial flaw. A flaw the angel didn’t fail to pick up on immediately.
“Sure,” she Pinky said, still grinning like a maniac as she leaned in so she could whisper into Mary’s ear. “And why would you want me of all things? Could it be that our strong independent demon hunter is in L-O-V-E?”
Mary’s hand shot up, gripping Pinky’s neck with a force that almost lifted her off her feet. It was unlikely that angels needed oxygen to live, but judging by Pinky’s wheezing cough, that didn’t make being choked any less intense for her. It had to be another side effect of this weird rule that angels could feel pain even though they were pretty much indestructible.
“I’m not in love,” Mary growled. It was stupid to get so worked up over this, but something about the way Pinky had teased her about it in such a mocking tone had really struck a nerve.
“Could’ve fooled me,” Pinky shot back, far more articulate than any mortal would have been with Mary’s strong fingers crushing their wind pipe.
In one fluid motion Mary got off the table and smashed Pinky onto the dirty floor, ending up half crouching, half lying on top of her, her hand still holding down Pinky’s neck. The urge to suck on Pinky’s delicious small breasts again was overwhelming, but doing so could have far too easily been taken as more proof that Mary had a crush on the angel.
No, she had to do something that showed Pinky who was in charge. That the angel was nothing more than a toy to her, one that she had no intention to play nice with. And while Pinky was such a depraved masochist that it was pretty much impossible to come up with a punishment she didn’t enjoy, Mary remembered one thing the angel had said earlier that gave her the perfect ammunition against her.
“Let’s see how in love you think I am once I’m through with you.” Mary looked around and quickly found something she could use. Several meters of a thin steel cable leaned against a wall just a few steps from them. She let go of Pinky and was back with it before the angel was able to do anything but rub her neck.
She grabbed Pinky’s wrists and had them wrapped up in the cable within seconds. A benefit of fighting the forces of evil on a daily basis was that she had become an expert in tying people up. The tight cuffs she bent the cable into would have been far too unsafe to use on a mortal, but she knew from experience that an angel’s skin couldn’t be broken by any conventional (and even most supernatural) means. There was no risk of Pinky cutting herself open.
It sure as hell couldn’t have been comfortable, though, to have these sharp cables bite into her soft skin. Maybe Mary wouldn’t have needed to make them this tight, but Pinky could deal with a little pain, and making any compromises only risked her slipping out of her bonds at some point. It also served as a nice reminder that Mary certainly did not harbor any soft feelings for the angel.
Mary hurled Pinky around with a harsh pull on the cable connecting the two cuffs. Pinky shrieked as the sharp metal dug into her wrists with the full force of her entire body weight, but didn’t even attempt to defend herself.
For Mary it required only a small feat of strength to lift the table a bit and slide the cable though under one of its legs, but once she let it fall to the floor again, there was no way Pinky could do the same to free herself. The angel was once again lying on her back, her arms stretched out over her head, the leg of the table between them. Her hands were trapped there unless she managed to lift the leg of the table herself, and that thing was crazy heavy.
“Uh, someone’s showing her kinky side. I like it.” Despite being almost completely helpless, Pinky still looked up at her with mischief in her eyes, as if she was the mastermind pulling all the strings here. Time to take her down a peg.
“Let’s see about that.” Mary sat down on Pinky’s waist, leaving her pretty much immobilized. She held out her leg so that her dirty foot hovered right above the angel’s pretty face.
When Mary saw the look on Pinky’s face, she knew that she’d hit the jackpot. Pinky had made it clear earlier that while she was totally able to lick Mary clean without any negative effects to herself, she wasn’t exactly thrilled by the idea. And while making Pinky run her tongue over, for example, Mary’s thighs could easily be turned against her as a confirmation of her interest in the angel, everyone knew where they stood when it came to licking dirty feet. That wasn’t something you made your crush do. No, this honor was reserved for people who were so far beneath you, the mere idea of you considering them as equals was laughable.
“Time to make yourself useful again.” Mary tapped her toes against Pinky’s nose when it seemed like the angel had no intention of starting.
“Fuck you,” Pinky said, somehow managing to look down on Mary even though she was lying on the ground beneath her. “You’ll have to do a lot more than ask for it if you want me to kiss your feet.”
“Oh, I thought about much more than just kissing. You see, my feet are in desperate need to get clean, and a little bird whispered me that angels are natural geniuses in that regard.”
There was a fire in Pinky’s eyes as she spat “Make me!”
Mary understood this for what it was: A challenge. Pinky hadn’t said that we wasn’t going to do it, or even that she didn’t want to do it. She was ready to make the compromise, given Mary was convincing enough. And now that it was clearly established who was calling the shots and what the stakes were, there was no harm in indulging that little masochist for a bit.
Mary took Pinky’s nipples between her fingers. When the angel let out a little gasp, Mary brought her toes down to her lips. She almost managed to take the opportunity and shove her foot into Pinky’s mouth, but the angel pressed her lips shut.
“Open up!”
Pinky shook her head, making Mary giggle as she felt those soft lips brush against her toes. She clamped down with both her hands, pinching Pinky’s nipples as hard as she could without falling back on supernatural support, which was still hard enough that pretty much any human woman would have pissed herself on the spot.
“Open up!” she repeated, adding a little twist with her fingers. When Pinky still refused to open her mouth, Mary remembered that there was zero reason to hold back when dealing with an angel. She kept pressing down with the same crushing strength, but tilted her fingers so her sharp nails dug into Pinky’s nipples.
She had almost forgotten how crazy high the angel’s pain resistance was. Pinky’s eyes went wide and she kept making frantic noises, but she still managed to keep her lips together. Mary continued pinching her nipples for a bit longer, but it was clear that this wasn’t enough to break the angel’s resolve.
Maybe she needed to change her tactics. Mary let go of Pinky’s nipples and instead dug her fingers into the angel’s side. It was more because it seemed like a fun thing to do and less because she actually expected it to work, but oh boy, did it work.
Pinky’s shriek made Mary’s ears ring. It was so loud and shrill that Mary jumped to her feet. When it became clear that there was neither an ambush by some new enemies, nor was Pinky in any form of trouble, her confusion only grew. “What the fuck was that?”
“Erm…” Pinky sounded real sheepish. “Nothing. You just surprised me, that’s all.”
“Uh-huh.” Mary sat down on Pinky’s waist again, her heart still thumping from the shock. At least she had one more confirmation that the massage had helped. Despite the sudden movement, she barely felt anything, when her stiff muscles should have given her hell for it.
That still left the question of what had just happened. From Pinky’s demeanor it was clear that she was a bit embarrassed by the whole thing, but also that it hadn’t been a coincidence. There was only one possible explanation, but could it really be…
Much more carefully this time, Mary brought her hands back to Pinky’s sides. She gently wiggled her fingers over the soft skin. It was clear that Pinky tried to stay silent, but she was doing a terrible job at it. She almost choked on her own giggles.
“Wait a second.” Mary had to laugh as the realization hit her. It was so stupid and yet so fitting when you looked at the angel’s adorable figure. “Could it be that you’re ticklish?”
“Only a little.” Pinky’s reply came far too quickly to be believable. There was a hint of terror in her eyes. It seemed like Mary had stumbled over her weak spot.
She prodded Pinky’s sides with her fingers, making the angel squirm beneath her. This was going to be so much fun. “Last chance: My feet or my fingers, what’s it gonna be?”
The angel bit her lip, visibly tensed up. Within a second, though, she managed an almost convincing grin. “You’re wasting your time. If you want to break me, you’ll have to do worse than some silly little tickling.”
It was such an obvious bluff, and Mary took the greatest delight in calling it. She leaned forwards until she was almost lying on top of Pinky, her hands right next to the angel’s armpits. There was not even the smallest stubble to be seen anywhere on the perfectly smooth skin. “Don’t worry,” Mary said, the rush of power making her giddy “This will be so much worse than a silly little tickling.”
This time she was ready for Pinky’s ear-piercing scream. She attacked both the angel’s armpits at the same time, running her fingers all over them in frantic patterns. Pinky tried to shake her off with all her strength, but that wasn’t saying much. Even without her wrists bound and Mary’s entire body weight pressing down of her, she still would have been no match for Mary. With these additional restraints in place, she had zero wiggle room and could do nothing to protect herself from the ticklish assault.
“Oh God, please, please, pleeeeease~” she managed to get out between her shrieks. She already had tears in her eyes from laughing so much. It was a good thing she didn’t require oxygen, because there was no way she even had time to breath between her frantic shrieks and pleas.
It could only have been a minute or so, but when Mary relented, Pinky looked completely done with life and with everything else. Even though the tickling had stopped, she was still shaking while giggling uncontrollably, and she had a look of pure exhaustion on her face.
“Changed your mind?” Mary asked. She rested her fingers back against Pinky’s armpits, as a gentle reminder that to her this was just some easy fun and she had no problem keeping this up for however long she felt like.
“Please, no more,” Pinky blurted out. “I’ll lick your feet if you want, just please, no more tickling!”
“Well, if you ask this nicely…” Mary sat back up and held out her leg again. Pinky took a few moments to collect herself, but in the end she did run her tongue along Mary’s sole.
“You’re kinda disgusting,” Pinky commented, but it was clear that her heart wasn’t in it. For once, it didn’t stop her from taking Mary’s big toe into her mouth right after that complaint, and sucking on it much more vigorously as to believably claim she didn’t enjoy it on at least some level.
“If you have a problem, we can go right back to tickling. I don’t mind.”
Technically that was a lie, because Mary would have minded. At this point she should really stop being surprised by these things, but Pinky’s mouth didn’t just feel amazing when you kissed it. The angel sucked each one of her toes individually, and that wet softness felt so incredibly relaxing and satisfying. The earlier treatment hadn’t included a foot massage, but it seemed like Mary wouldn’t have needed one anyway. Everywhere Pinky’s tongue slid over her sole, she could feel the little aches melt away.
Pinky was remarkably thorough. From what Mary could see, her foot was already perfectly clean, but the angel continued to kiss and lick it, running her tongue over every little spot from her heel to her toes, only stopping to gently suck on every part of the foot she could fit into her sweet little mouth.
Mary didn’t stop her. It was pretty hot, watching the angel debase herself in such a dirty way, and it felt amazing to boot. Her soles might be hardened with calluses, but somehow she still experienced the sensation of that soft tongue running over her skin in every little detail. She could really get used to this kind of pedicure.
“Do I have to do the other one as well?” Pinky asked when she finally deemed the foot clean enough. It was indeed absolutely spotless, every single speck of dirt gone, replaced by a pretty wet shine.
“Of course you don’t have to,” Mary said with mock generosity. “You always have the option to get tickled instead. In fact, watching you made me realize that I still don’t know how ticklish your feet are. I wouldn’t mind some extended experiments to find out. For science.”
“You’re evil.” Pinky let out a theatrical sigh. “Whatever, give me your other foot.”
“Pity. Seems like science is missing out today.”
Mary exchanged legs. It seemed such a waste to put her now perfectly clean foot back down on the dirty floor, but in a sense this complete futility of Pinky’s efforts was a nice additional fuck you to the angel. For a second Mary considered making Pinky go back and forth between her feet indefinitely, but while it was fun to imagine how frustrating it would be for Pinky, she also didn’t want the both of them to get bored. She was still far too horny, and making the angel into her little foot slave had only made it worse.
Her hand went between her legs as she kept watching Pinky debase herself. Once again the angel’s alleged annoyance and disgust didn’t hold up to how passionately she licked and sucked Mary’s foot.
Mary didn’t bother holding back her moans. Pinky’s tongue bath felt far too good, and she had to pace herself as she slowly pumped three fingers into her, or she would have exploded on the spot. As fun as it would be to drag this out, her arousal was in dire need for an outlet, and after the exertions of the night she didn’t have the energy to show patience.
She waited for Pinky to finish her job, though. Couldn’t let that little brat of an angel get off easy after all. Once her foot was shining clean, she insisted that Pinky sucked her toes once more, just to show her who’s boss, and also because feeling the soft insides of her mouth encase a part of her body was just so Goddamn satisfying. Then she immediately undid all of Pinky’s hard work as she put the foot back down in the dirt and got up, so she was crouching over Pinky, her soaked pussy with the three fingers still inside it hovering right above the angel’s face.
“Finally decided to put my mouth to an actually good use?” Pinky asked, looking up at Mary’s crotch with hunger in her eyes.
It was tempting, it really was. Befitting her species, Pinky’s oral skills were nothing short of divine. If Mary made her eat her out now, she’d get to experience a glorious series of orgasms that would push her body to its limits. If she did that, though, she doubted she’d have the energy left to go home, and it would end with her falling asleep in this dirty complex. Also, as petty as it was, she still needed to prove to Pinky that she meant absolutely nothing to her.
“You wish. As if I would put my pussy anywhere near your grimy tongue,” Mary sneered, continuing to pump her fingers in and out of herself right in front of Pinky’s eyes. The deep, hard penetrations felt amazing, but not as amazing as Pinky’s petulant face.
“Fuck you,” the angel said. “It’s not my fault someone made me eat dirt. Also: Look! Perfectly clean.” She stuck out her tongue. It was indeed just as smooth and pink as always. Seemed like angel saliva didn’t just get things clean, it instantly dissolved the dirt into nothingness. Not that it made a difference, since that had only been a pretense anyway.
“Whatever. This is as close as you’re going to get to my pussy tonight. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure to give you a little something to enjoy as well.”
Mary increased her pace. She was at the edge in no time at all, but instead of going for the orgasm right away, she kept herself on the precipice for a little longer, enjoying the familiar feeling of the pressure building up beside her. Getting eaten out could be amazing, especially by someone with supernatural skills with her tongue, but Mary’s body still craved these hard penetrating thrusts. If done right, they made her explode in ways she’d never managed with just clitoral stimulation. Ways that were perfect for making the show a little more interactive for a certain angel. It would have been even better if she’d had one of her dildos, but after all that foreplay her fingers were easily good enough.
Once she absolutely couldn’t hold the tension in any longer, Mary let herself go over. She screamed out her pleasure as those deep, violent contractions ripped through her body. All the built-up pressure unloaded in the most deliciously satisfying way as she relaxed the muscles in her crotch and squirted, showering Pinky’s face with her juices.
Mary could have easily kept the climax going for much longer, or even followed it up with several more, but after that explosive finish she felt completely spent. It had been a pretty exhausting night after all, and there was no need to push herself when she’d already managed to get all the pleasure she wanted. She slowed down, riding the last aftershocks of her orgasm, before dropping down beside Pinky with a blissful sigh.
The angel was glaring at her, but it was hard to take her seriously when her face and hair were completely drenched in Mary’s naughty fluids. “You realize that you could have felt so much better if you’d let me do it?”
“Whatever. I got everything I wanted. Including the pleasure of getting to piss you off.” Mary let out another happy sigh. As she looked down on the messy angel, though, she couldn’t help feel a little bad for what she’d done. “Are you angry you didn’t get the kind of punishment you wanted?”
Pinky shrugged. Or rather, she made the closest equivalent to a shrug that was possible with her arms still bound above her head. “I mean, I came here hoping I’d get you to put me over your knees and thrash my ass till it’s red and raw, but I should’ve known that you’re not one to go for the boring obvious choice.”
Mary opened the knots of the improvised cuffs. It was finicky work and took a few tries, especially with how tight Pinky had pulled her bonds during her struggles. Fiery red lines ran around her wrists. That had to itch like crazy, which was still a harmless outcome compared to the deep cuts anyone else would have gotten. “Did you hate it? Or did you have at least a little fun as well?”
Pinky snorted. She sat up, rubbing her wrists as she shot Mary her dirtiest look yet. “Aww, I knew it, deep down you really do care for me.”
“Whatever.” Mary looked away. She didn’t have the energy for this discussion. Also: What if she cared a little? It was perfectly normal to feel some sort of connection with someone you had amazing sex with. That didn’t have to imply anything.
“Playing hard to get, are we?” Pinky laughed. She shuffled over and hugged Mary from behind, the gesture slightly undercut by how she got Mary’s cheek all messy as she rubbed her face against hers. “But since you asked: Yes, I hated it. And yes, I had a lot of fun hating it. You really know how to get under my skin. Good thing I decided to pay you another visit. I knew you were something special.” She gave Mary a very wet kiss on the cheek before getting up.
Mary was so stunned by this development, that the angel was already at the door when she stood up herself. Pinky turned around one last time with a “See you around!” before she was gone.
It took Mary several minutes to process what had happened. She rubbed her cheek where Pinky had kissed her, almost convincing herself that she was only wiping herself dry. Once again the angel had left immediately after the action was over, but at least this time her goodbye made it clear that she planned on showing up again.
Not that Mary cared, of course. But since she couldn’t prevent Pinky from coming back anyway, she could just as well hope that next time she’d pick a moment where Mary had lots of free time and energy. After all, she was far from done putting that little brat in her place.






  
  Part 3: Punished by an Angel


It was the night of Halloween, which meant that there was bound to be a lot of supernatural and demonic stuff going on in town. This connection was something that never failed to amuse Mary, even if it was the cynical, slightly jaded kind of amusement. 
There was nothing inherently mystical about this night. No supernatural vibes that had influenced the people to celebrate on this very date. There were no cosmic alignments on the last night of October, no weakening of the connection between the planes of existence, not even an arbitrarily made agreement by the unions of hell that gave all their lowly demons that specific night off to roam the Earth as they pleased. No reason why demons would be more active that night. None. Nada.
Except for the fact that people were celebrating Halloween.
It made a twisted kind of sense if you thought about it: Imagine you’re a demon and you want to sink your claws into a human victim. Would you try your luck any old night where there’s basically no one out on the streets and the police has nothing better to do than to look into any suspicious activity? Or would you rather pick that one night where the streets are filled with screaming children, juveniles high on hormones (and possibly other things), drunkards and what have you; a night where there’s approximately one case of property damage every five seconds to keep the authorities busy, and also a night where no one will think twice if you go around looking not entirely human?
This excepted spike of demonic activity of course also came with a spike in demon hunter activity. A few years ago Mary would have been one of those spunky upstarts lurking conspicuously inconspicuously in the alleyways, a whole arsenal of weapons hidden in their cloaks. Now she was pushing thirty, though, which in this business made her a grizzled veteran, and she didn’t much care for all that bustle and hustle. Let the newcomers have their fun; she could hunt demons any other night of the year.
She was still out on the streets, but mostly because she also didn’t fancy being called to the door every five minutes by a gaggle of overexcited kids. Her steps quickly took her to the less busy parts of town, into the former industrial district that had shut most of its doors decades ago.
Usually this labyrinth of giant halls, warehouses and workshops was the classic hiding spot for fiends from hell who wanted some privacy for their evil deeds (and also the occasional gang of youths who wanted some privacy for their less evil but still pretty questionable deeds). Today, though, most of those would be around town, playing their little cat and mouse game with the innocent citizens, the not so innocent citizens, and the swarms of demon hunters. Maybe Mary would stumble over some stragglers, but if she didn’t, it was all the same to her. For once she wasn’t actively looking for trouble.
But as it so often did, trouble found her.
Mary was in the vicinity of an abandoned factory that held some rather spicy memories, when someone tackled her from behind.
It took her less than a second to go into full combat mode. She instinctively activated the boon of the tiger spirit within her, the chill of the night fading away as pure, hot strength shot into her every muscle.
She snapped around in an instant, throwing herself at her attacker without a second thought. When you could turn your nails into razor-sharp claws, reaching for your weapon was only a time loss. And by the time her enemies realized that she could kill them with her bare hands, it was already too late for them.
Her attacker’s high-pitched shriek of surprise shocked Mary out of her blood lust. It sounded less like your typical demon and more like a girl that had just encountered a giant spider.
Mary jumped back. She didn’t drop her guard, but she had to hold off on ripping any throats out until she was sure that she was indeed facing a villain and not just a random kid that had picked the worst possible target for a prank.
It only took a single glance to verify that her attacker wasn’t a kid, but a grown up woman. “Grown-up” with respect to age, not size, for she barely reached up to Mary’s shoulders.
She was dressed only in one of those dollar-store spooky masks and toilet paper, as if she hadn’t been able to decide if she wanted to dress up as a demon or as a mummy. And had then decided that since she was only partly mummy, there was no reason to waste too much toilet paper on the costume. She had barely enough of the stuff draped around her to keep herself decent.
Or rather, that had been the case before she had tackled Mary. The short struggle had been enough to rip one of the essential strands on her chest, leaving one of her breasts bare.
“Who the fuck are you?” Mary asked. Every sign pointed to the woman being just, well, a woman, but that didn’t make her harmless. Anyone who ran around dressed like this and tackling strangers was either crazy, on drugs, or both.
“If you want to know, you’ll have to defeat me in a fight to the death.”
The woman raised her hand in what looked like the stance of a martial artist, provided you only knew martial arts from the movies. That the demon mask muffled her voice didn’t exactly help with taking her seriously.
Mary hesitated. No normal person would act like this, and neither would at least ninety-nine percent of all abnormal persons. Maybe it was some kind of demonic entity after all, one that deliberately played dumb to make her underestimate it and lower her guard. She couldn’t risk an all-out attack, though. Not when there remained a chance that this really was just some random nut job.
“And what if I don’t wanna know?” Mary asked, both to win time and to get a feel for who she was dealing with. “What if I don’t care who you are and just want to spend the rest of my night in peace?”
The woman punched the air a few time. She managed that perfect mix of half-open fists, laughable speed, and bringing herself out of balance with each punch that marked a true amateur. And all that while facing a hulking mass of a demon hunter weighting almost a hundred kilos, most of which being muscle. If she really was a demon playing dumb, she was one hell of an actress.
“Come on, don’t be a pussy! Fight me!”
Mary went into a defensive stance. “If you want a fight, come and get it!”
The woman flew at Mary. Literally. While she continued to show zero fighting prowess, she swooped at her with a speed and a grace that made it obvious that she wasn’t actually touching the ground.
Good. This meant there was something supernatural going on with her, which in turn meant there was no need to hold back.
Mary didn’t want to go for the kill right away, though. She was curious about this mysterious attacker, and if she really was this inept, it should be trivial to subdue and interrogate her. Preparing herself for the possibility of this whole thing being a trick after all, Mary clenched her fist and threw a punch at the woman’s solar plexus.
Her fist connected with no issue, but with all the more force. The women made a hoarse cough as she doubled over, the power of the impact flinging her several steps back. Any human would have collapsed on the spot and been incapacitated by the pain for several minutes. That the woman managed to stay on her feet at all was proof enough that she was supernaturally durable.
Mary took a few steps towards the trembling woman, but kept out of arm’s reach just in case. “I’ll ask again: Who the fuck are you? You can tell me now, or we can do this hard way. And no, that wasn’t the hard way yet.”
The woman straightened up. She was still trembling and her voice sounded breathless, but other than that she seemed to have already shaken off most of the attack. “Then stop holding back and fight me for real. Because I won’t hold back, either!” She once again entered that ridiculous fighting stance.
Mary had had enough. Her arm shot forward with lightning speed. She slammed the woman against the nearest wall, gripping her throat with just enough restraint that a human wouldn’t pass out on the spot. With her other hand she grabbed the mask and yanked it off. The lone rubber band holding it in place ripped with a resounding snap.
“I should’ve known.” Mary groaned as she dropped both the mask and her assailant to the ground.
It was that masochist angel again. The one that had already visited her two times now at decidedly inopportune moments to annoy her and provoke her into putting her in her place. The angel she knew to this day only by the demeaning nick of Pink Trash, or Pinky for short.
She wasn’t wearing any garish pink plastic accessories this time around, though, given how her only clothing was one roll of toilet paper that was rapidly coming undone and barely covered any of her naughty bits anymore.
“Took you long enough. I was afraid you’d recognize me at first sight and spoil all the fun.”
Pinky got back up and dusted herself off. It was a purely symbolic gesture, since it seemed like angels could only get dirty if they actively chose to let it happen.
“You’re lucky you looked harmless enough that I didn’t go for the kill right away. If your disguise would’ve have been any better, I might have ripped your throat out at the first possible moment.”
The angel only smirked at this. “Guess I should’ve gone for the full outfit after all. But once I got the idea with the toilet paper, I just couldn’t resist. It’s such a fitting choice for tonight, and it looks absolutely stunning on me, if I may say so myself. Pity it made you hold back, though. Would’ve loved to see you fight for real. But it’s not too late for that, now is it? Come on, give me your best shot! It’s not like you can actually kill me anyway.”
Hearing her prattle on like that, you would have thought she was having some pleasant small talk in the line at the supermarket, not proposing a fight to the death in a run-down part of town while being half naked (or three quarters naked. Maybe even seven eighth. Toilet paper was not known for its sturdiness).
Then again, Mary knew that her own threat was an empty one. Angels were ridiculously sturdy, and she doubted that she had the means to kill or even just seriously injure one. She could hurt them, though, and even knowing that this was exactly what Pinky wanted, it was far too tempting to see how long that smirk would last when she went all out on Pinky’s sweet little ass.
“Careful there. I’m already pissed. If you try my patience too much, you’re gonna regret it.”
If anything, the angel’s smirk only got wider. When she spoke, her voice had the most annoying high pitch that was in equal parts mocking and condescending. “Aww, you never change, do you? All talk and nothing to back it up, as always. If I’m this annoying, why haven’t you put me in my place yet? You wouldn’t have held back if I was a demon, now would you? Or if I was a drunk hooligan cat-calling you? Why would you be so hesitant with me, then?
“Wait a second. Now that I think about it, last time you spent so much effort trying to prove that you’re not crushing on me. Could it be that there’s something to it after all?”
Mary tried to keep her cool. She really did. And she didn’t even know why it pushed her buttons so much to hear Pinky mock the possibility of her harboring any amorous feelings, but she knew that she wasn’t going to just stand there and take her verbal abuse. That brat wanted a real fight? Well, she could have one. It wasn’t like it would take very long anyway.
She didn’t even bother with another reply or warning. Mary’s kick came out faster than a human eye would have been able to see. Her heel crashed into Pinky’s stomach with the full force of her entire weight behind it.
The angel let out a choking rattle as she was swept off her feet. She could be as supernatural as she wanted, the laws of conservation of impulse still applied to her, and there had been an awful lot of impulse from Mary’s side.
Pinky flew a good two meters through the air before she crashed into the hard concrete of the street. The last remains of her outfit shredded to pieces as she kept rolling several more meters until a painful looking collision with a lamp post brought her to an abrupt standstill.
Mary crossed the gap within a second. Her arm shot down, once again crushing Pinky’s windpipe before the angel had a chance to wriggle away, only this time she didn’t hold back. Her supernaturally strong fingers dug into Pinky’s neck with full force.
A human would have already taken irreparable damage, maybe even snapped its neck, but angels were made from sturdier stuff. Still, a single look into Pinky’s wide open eyes was enough to confirm that she was very much feeling the effects of Mary’s brutality.
“What’s the matter? Got nothing more you want to tell me?” Mary growled, her mind ablaze with the thrill of the fight. It shouldn’t feel this good to beat up a defenseless opponent, but if there was one thing Pinky was good at, it was being the perfect punching bag.
“Only one thing.” There was a hoarse croak in the angel’s voice, but the fact that she could speak at all while her throat got completely crushed flew in the face of everything one was taught about human anatomy.
Right. Mary already knew that angels didn’t need oxygen. Or their vocal chords, apparently. And while there was an obvious strain in Pinky’s expression, she managed to curl her lips into the onset of a smirk.
“That all you got, kitty?”
By this point Mary was acting purely on instinct. She lifted Pinky off the ground with a single arm, still holding her by the neck, before slamming her right down again into the hard concrete.
The angel let out a pained cough as her delicate body absorbed the impact, but barely a second later she was already laughing again. “That’s more like it, kitty-cat. I almost felt that one.”
Mary let go of Pinky’s neck, only to slap her face so hard that her head was thrown to the side.
Four shining red lines bloomed on the angel’s cheeks. With the boon active, Mary’s nails were razor-sharp claws that should have shredded her opponent’s skin to pieces, but once again the angel proved to be virtually indestructible. Virtually indestructible, but still very much able to feel pain, as evidenced by her shriek.
It was a good thing nobody was there to witness what happened next.
Mary’s unrestrained punches threw Pinky around like a rag doll. The angel’s cute lips contorted into a pained scream every time her body absorbed a blow so violent that it should have shattered several of her bones, only for the scream to turn into mad laughter that only spurred Mary on to hit even harder. It wasn’t a fight by any definition; it was a massacre. A massacre in which the victim sounded like she was having the time of her life.
Mary herself was slowly getting winded, but she barely even noticed it as the thrill rushed through her. Her impressive muscles, boosted even further by the supernatural strength granted by her boon, allowed her to keep fighting almost forever. She might pay for it with an exhausting hunger crash later, but for the moment she couldn’t care less. It felt far too good to slam her fists into the angel’s soft body again and again.
She didn’t know why she was this driven to keep pounding the defenseless angel into the ground. All she knew was that every time she was about to slow down, she’d look into Pinky’s eyes, see that mad fire shining inside of them, hear her crazy laughter mocking her, and get a second wind that made her punch the angel with even more vigor than before.
Even her enhanced body couldn’t keep that level of exertion up forever, though. By the time she had to stop to get some air into her burning lungs, her knuckles were bruised and her arms were so sore that it hurt to lift them. She collapsed to her knees as she realized just how exhausted she was.
How long had she been in that frenzy? She’d had fights with literal dozens of enemies that hadn’t taken this much strength out of her.
Not that Pinky looked any better off. While she had proven beyond any shadow of a doubt now that she was too sturdy to get actual bruises, her skin was reddened all over from the countless times Mary’s knuckles had crashed into her, and it seemed like even an angel got dirty if you slammed her into the ground often enough.
Most of the toilet paper previously covering her body was scattered around her, shredded to pieces, with only some small fragments still sticking to her sweaty skin. Mary’s sweat, since angels didn’t produce any.
And for how one-sided the fight had been, it wasn’t all that clear who the victor was. Pinky might have sounded like she was reaching her limits at times, but her voice was remarkably steady as she asked “Feeling better now?”
“Fuck!” Mary’s exhaustion hit her like a hammer as she deactivated her boon, and her stomach immediately cramped up from how ravenously hungry she was. Once again she asked herself just how long had she had done nothing but mindlessly thrash Pinky with all her strength.
Usually she had a pretty good feel for how far she could push herself before she seriously overexerted her body, but this time she had been in such a blind rage that she had lost all feeling for herself.
“Doesn’t sound like it.”
Pinky sat up. She offhandedly wiped some of Mary’s sweat from her own face. Or at least Mary hoped that it was just sweat. The last… hour?… was a red haze in her mind, and she couldn’t rule out the possibility that she had literally slavered like a wild beast.
“Well, for my part it was a lot of fun to see you go all out for once. Don’t think I’ve ever had a thrashing like this in all my life. I’m gonna hurt all over for days.”
Pinky sounded far too chipper as she talked about her pains, the manic impression only helped by the giggles that still shook her from time to time, seemingly completely out of her control.
“Fuck,” Mary said again. She was trembling all over, and not just from hunger and the strain in her muscles. Now that she had fallen out of her raging stupor, she couldn’t believe what she had done.
It wasn’t like her to lose control like that. Yes, she liked to get carried away by the thrill of the battle, but there was a difference between fighting by instinct and having fun with it, and blindly trying to cause a helpless victim as much pain as possible with her fists. And it wasn’t like Pinky was a terrible demon from the inner circles of hell. Yes, she could be an annoying brat if she wanted to be, and yes, she had asked for it, but that didn’t justify getting carried away like this.
“You okay there?”
Mary flinched when the angel put an arm around her shoulder. “I don’t know. I… I don’t know what came over me.” She turned her head away, unable to look Pinky in the eyes.
“Yeah, you kinda went at me like a woman possessed. Must’ve been something I said.”
That Pinky spoke of her brutal thrashing in such a nonchalant way only added to the surreality of the whole situation. Mary half hoped that she would wake up any moment now to find out that this whole thing had been nothing more than a crazy dream, brought on by the suspiciously tasting pumpkin spice latte she’d had the day before.
“Gotta say, I feel kinda bad seeing you like this. Is there anything I can do for you?”
Despite herself, Mary had to laugh. It was so absurd. She had beaten Pinky up for what she was now sure had been a full hour at least, and yet it was the angel who was tending after her. What madness had she stumbled into here?
But since things were already this unhinged, she might as well say what she was thinking. “Actually, yeah. I really, really need something to eat right now.”
If her stomach hadn’t been too busy cramping up, it would have grumbled so loudly that the whole city could hear it. Mary had had her fair share of hunger crashes in her time when she’d over-relied on her boon during drawn-out fights, but never to this extent. She really should have paid better attention. And while she doubted that food would help against the big question mark that was her emotional state, she knew that she wouldn’t be able to make sense of the world before she had stilled her burning hunger.
“Sure thing! Don’t run away on me, I’ll be back in a minute!”
Pinky jumped to her feet, brushed herself off (which completely got rid of the dirt on her skin, even the dark smudges from where she had slid across the asphalt) and went away, skipping like she was a character out of a children’s book.
The angel had told her not to run away, but it wasn’t like Mary had any intention of getting up anyway. She crawled over to some nearby stairs so she could sit more comfortably, but that was already more activity than she had energy for. Between her raging hunger, her deep exhaustion and the weird emptiness in her mind, she would have been perfectly happy to just sit there for the rest of the night. Well, perhaps not happy, but it still seemed the best option compared to everything else.
After checking if she really was alone and finding the area as deserted as ever, she buried her face in her hands with a groan. Only to look up again, because closing her eyes conjured an unending series of images, of Pinky screaming and laughing as she got smashed into the ground and pounded by Mary’s fists with a brutality that would have killed a human within a minute.
The memories came with the weirdest conflict of emotions. Mary vividly remembered the thrill that had cursed through her at the time, so much angrier than her usual battle frenzy. It had felt good to hurt the angel, really hurt her, not just in the playful ways they had gone about it so far. Yes, it had felt good. Scarily so.
“Here you go. Only got the best of the best for you. ‘Cause you’re worth it.”
Mary flinched as a big can fell into her lap. Her eyes shot up to find Pinky standing beside her.
“That was quick,” she mumbled in her confusion. It could have been a minute or two at most. Even running at full speed it would take longer than that to get to the next shop, let alone buy something.
“Yeah, shopping is a lot quicker when you’re invisible and immaterial at will. Also a lot cheaper.” Pinky had the biggest grin as she admitted to her petty theft. “I’d ask you not to snitch on me, but then again, what could anyone do to me? Invite me back into Heaven just so they can kick me out a second time?”
Maybe Mary should have been thinking about more important things, but her brain happily latched on to anything to distract her from her weird emotional state. Also: She actually was curious. “But you can’t turn the can immaterial, right? So how did you take that with you through the walls?”
“We~ll.” Pinky sat down beside Mary on the stairs. “I can shift my body and everything inside of it out of the physical realm. I’ll leave the details to your imagination.”
Mary looked back at the can. It was high quality, no questioning that. Mister Kibble’s Premium Sea Food Mix, the kind of food only cats with an oil daddy as an owner got to enjoy. Mary had splurged on it a couple of times, but while it was really good, it was also far too expensive.
It was also a pretty big can. At least as thick as Mary’s fist, and Mary’s hands were as big and strong as the rest of her body. There were three obvious options for the angel to smuggle something inside of her, and each seemed less feasible than the last given the can’s dimensions and the angel’s spindly body.
Then again, if Pinky could take an hour-long beating without any actual consequences, maybe her body was insanely durable in other ways as well.
That train of thought brought Mary back to what had happened. She sighed. Well, she’d have to deal with it sooner or later, so she might as well get it over with right away.
“About earlier,” she said, glancing at Pinky, but not managing to look her in the eyes. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me. I’m…”
She paused as she tried to figure out if she wanted to finish that sentence, and if so, if she actually meant it. Was she sorry for what had happened? Hard so say. She knew that she had done exactly what Pinky had wanted of her, so no harm done, ironically enough. But she also knew that she should have never lost control like that. At the end of the day, Pinky might be a bit annoying sometimes, but that didn’t warrant this amount of blood lust.
“Hey, you’ve got nothing to apologize for. If anything, it’s my fault. Maybe I pushed your buttons a little too hard. Eat something, I’m sure you’ll feel better afterwards.”
Mary wasn’t convinced, but it was much more comfortable to angst on a full stomach, so she cracked the can open.
The heavenly smell did help to push the doubts away. Mister Kibble’s Premium Sea Food Mix was what you got if you went to a high end sashimi place, threw everything they had into one pot, and glued it together with the greasy gravy that seemed to be the basis of pretty much all cat food. For someone of Mary’s twisted sense of taste it was the absolute peak of what food could be.
She reached into the greasy goodness with two fingers. When she brought them to her mouth the sighed again, but this time from pure bliss. As hungry as she was, everything would have tasted great, but soothing her stomach with this premium fish mix was like being deadly tired and then injecting pure caffeine into your veins.
Well, maybe not exactly like it, because that sounded like something that would either kill you or send you on the craziest trip ever, but it was absolutely amazing, and that was all that mattered.
The first half of the can was gone in what felt like seconds. No matter how much Mary ate, her stomach kept demanding more. It was a big can, though, and when she slowed down a bit at the halfway point to give herself a chance to properly taste the food instead of just devouring it, she had already managed to still the worst of her hunger. Yes, she could have easily finish the entire can, and likely even a second one, but at least she didn’t feel like she would starve any moment now anymore.
“That looks so delicious,” Pinky said, once again proving that her sense of taste was nothing like that of a human. “Mind if I try it as well?”
Mary couldn’t help remember the first time they’d met. Back then they had also shared some cat food, which had quickly led into a whole other kind of deliciousness. And while her first instinct was that she wanted every single bite for herself, she quickly shoved that thought aside. Never mind that it was Pinky’s food to begin with (albeit obtained in a less than legal manner), after what Mary had done earlier, she felt the need to prove to the angel that she could be civilized as well.
She considered simply offering the can to Pinky, but then a different idea struck her. One that was a little more personal. One she was sure Pinky would appreciate, even if it wasn’t all that civilized after all. She reached into the can again, getting her fingers all covered in fish and gravy before holding them out to the angel. “Here you go!”
Pinky took her hand in her own and plunged Mary’s fingers into her mouth as if it was the most normal thing in the world. Her lips went all the way to Mary’s knuckles, proving beyond a doubt that angel’s didn’t have a gag reflex. Or at least this specific angel didn’t. At times it was hard to remember that Pinky was very much the exception, and that not all angels were masochistic sluts.
“Mmh, Y’mmy,” Pinky mumbled. Her words came out as utterly incoherent wet smacks as she kept sucking on Mary’s fingers with such relish as if they were the tastiest thing in the whole wide world.
And God, did it feel nice! Pinky’s tongue was the softest thing ever, and it tickled in the best way as if lapped every last bit of gravy off. When she finished up after what might well have been a minute, Mary’s fingers were shining wet, but otherwise completely clean.
“I totally get it why that stuff’s so expensive. And you know how to give the taste just that little bit extra.”
It was hard not to get infected by Pinky’s flirty happiness. Mary took another bite herself, her stomach tingling as she realized that she was effectively sharing an indirect kiss with the angel. Not that it mattered to her, of course. Only giddy school girls thought like that.
She kept throwing glances at Pinky while she finished up the can. The angel sat beside her in silence, apparently perfectly happy just watching her eat. Her skin was still reddened in places, but except for the tiniest winces when she moved, one would have been excused for thinking that nothing at all had happened to her.
“Don’t take this the wrong way, but why are you still here?” Mary asked once she was sure that not a single tasty drop of gravy remained in the can. “Like, you got what you came for, didn’t you? The last times you always disappeared the moment the action was done.”
And without giving Mary a chance to properly say goodbye. Which was perfectly fine, of course, what with them not being friends and Pinky just stopping by whenever she felt like a good hate-fuck. It did raise the question what was different today, though.
“If you don’t want me here anymore, I’ll be off,” Pinky said in that same cheerful way as she did with all things, making it hard to guess at her true feelings. “I just thought, you look kinda done, so I better stick around a bit to make sure you’re okay.”
Mary snorted. The whole thing was so stupid. She had beaten Pinky up, and yet she was the one who wasn’t okay afterwards. At what point had the world stopped making sense?
“Thanks, I guess. For the food. And…”
And for sticking around and not treating Mary like a monster who couldn’t control her rage, but she couldn’t exactly say that out loud without sounding cheesy and stupid.
“No problem at all.” Pinky jumped back up on her feet. “So does that mean my job here is done? Or do you still need something to feel better? Another can of the good stuff?”
“Nah, I’ve got more than enough stocked at home. Which is exactly where I’m going now.”
Even with the worst of the hunger gone, she didn’t feel like staying outside. She was in no condition to fight anymore, and it wasn’t like there were any threats around that couldn’t be handled by all the youngster demon hunters in the vicinity.
Then again, she also didn’t much feel like being home alone right now. That sounded like the perfect recipe for getting melancholic and endlessly questioning all her life choices.
“Wanna come with?”
The words came out before she had time to think about them. Mary immediately felt dumb for asking. There was no love lost between the angel and her, today had made that clear enough. They weren’t on any terms where social calls were appropriate, and yet, when Pinky shot a “Sure why not?” back, it made her irrationally happy.

“Watch your steps,” Mary said as they entered her house. “There might be some stuff lying around, but I’d rather not turn on the light if it’s all the same to you. I’m really not in the mood to have some kids knocking and begging for sweets.”
She picked up a couple of wooden stakes on her way to the couch where she put them on the little table before sitting down. Compared to most other times, the place was pretty tidy, but once your weapon arsenal reached a certain size and you needed to use it on a daily basis, things never stayed where they were supposed to.
“Don’t worry, I’ve got perfect night vision.” Pinky followed her, but kept standing. “I’m gonna get myself a beer. You know, for old times’ sake. Want something, too?”
Maybe Mary should have been annoyed by how naturally Pinky invited herself, but she just didn’t have it in her. Also, she wasn’t so cheap a hostess that she couldn’t part with a beer. “Yeah, one for me, too. And you could be a dear and get me another snack. One of the green ones.”
“Coming right up!” Once again the angel dashed away.
Only when she was gone did Mary realize that she hadn’t told her where the kitchen was, but it shouldn’t matter. If Pinky could find a supermarket, locate the fanciest can of cat food, smuggle it out, and all that in a minute or two, she should be able to find her way inside her house.
Indeed it once again barely took a minute before Pinky returned with a can of cheap but filling cat chow and two bottles of beer. She threw the can to Mary before opening the bottles with her teeth. It would have looked badass, had Pinky not been such a waif a girl. So it just made her look like a try-hard in a kinda adorable way.
A comfortable silence fell over them as they enjoyed their treats. After some time Pinky sneakily reached into the can herself, and Mary let her. Nether did she protest when Pinky finished her beer and took a sip of hers.
Or when Pinky snuggled up so closely that it severely restricted the freedom of Mary’s arm.
Or when she was about to lift the last bite to her mouth and Pinky intercepted it, biting her fingers rather painfully in the process and sprinkling gravy over both of them.
“What’s the matter?” Pinky asked as she gathered some of the spilled gravy from her thighs and licked it up. “I’m on my best bratty behavior here and there’s no reaction at all.”
“Sorry,” Mary mumbled.
As she tried to wipe the worst stains off her trousers she realized how backwards it was that she had just apologized to Pinky for not getting angry at her, when she hadn’t been able to properly apologize for beating her like a maniac. Maybe it was time to clear this up before it kept tugging at her mind forever.
“Look, about earlier,” she began, but Pinky cut her off right away.
“Is that why you’re acting so weird? You feel bad for what happened?”
Her voice didn’t betray any emotions. Maybe she sounded a bit more sympathetic than usual, but that could have just been Mary’s imagination. It seemed like this whole thing affected the angel about as much as the question what there would be for lunch tomorrow, which made it all the harder for Mary to admit to her feelings.
“Maybe,” she just said and pointedly finished the rest of her beer, thinking that she should have asked Pinky to get the vodka instead.
“Aww, I knew that you cared about me deep down.”
“That’s not it,” Mary shot back immediately. Pinky’s mocking words had awakened a faint trace of the anger, and Mary quickly continued before she could linger on that feeling. “It’s just, I don’t usually lose control like that. And God knows you deserved to be put in your place, but…”
“I already told you: There’s nothing to apologize for. You gave me exactly what I wanted, so everything’s perfectly fine.”
It must have been obvious even to someone like Pinky that these words didn’t help much. She tilted her head as she looked at Mary who kept starring at her empty bottle. “You kinda look like you need some therapy. Do you know what I do when I feel like I’ve fucked up and I need to flush the guilt out of my system?”
“Hm?”
Mary turned to the angel. Usually she would have expected only a dumb joke following that question, but something had changed in Pinky’s voice. For once, she sounded actually sincere.
Which made it all the more jarring when she continued with the same sincerity as she said “I find someone to fuck me up good.”
“Yeah, right.” Mary put the bottle onto the table. Since her night vision wasn’t perfect and she had already forgotten that she had put her stakes there, this resulted in some minor chaos and very nearly some broken glass.
“I’m serious,” Pinky insisted as Mary picked up the stakes to make sure she wouldn’t step on them later. “That’s the whole point of a punishment after all. You take it, and in doing so, you are forgiven for everything you’ve done. If you think it’s weird, it’s only because you haven’t tried it yet. Believe me, you’ll feel a lot better afterwards.”
“Uh-huh.” Mary gave Pinky a sideways glance. “So you want to tell me that you didn’t visit me today because you were horny for some kinky shit, but because you needed some absolution from your guilt? And what would that terrible sin be that made you want to become a punching bag? Did you shove a whole watermelon up your ass just so you wouldn’t have to pay for it?”
“No, my visits to you are purely for pleasure. You’re such a perfect source of hate-fucks, I wouldn’t want that tainted with any emotional baggage.” Pinky winked at her, but she sounded completely sincere when she continued. “But as you can imagine, I did my fair share of fuck-ups in my time. And believe me, it’s so much better if I can just take my punishment and everyone is good again, instead of dealing with guilt and resentment for ages. Not that I hold any resentment, but it seems we’ve got the guilt side of the equation more than covered.”
“Let’s say you’re right,” Mary tried again after an awkward silence. “Let’s say I just need someone to fuck me up and then I’ll feel better about myself. How would I go about finding such a person? I have some friends in the biz who can take me in a fight, but I’m not gonna drag them into this. And I’m sorry to say, but if you try to hit me, the only thing that’s going to happen is that you’ll hurt yourself.”
“Yeah, I admit, I didn’t challenge you thinking that I had an actual chance,” Pinky said. “But this doesn’t have to be about violence. Or, not just about violence. I’d be down to fuck you up in a more literal sense.”
Mary raised an eyebrow. It seemed like the most appropriate response.
“I’m serious! If you feel like you’ve been a bitch to me, the best way for you to get over it is if I fuck you like a bitch. Then it all evens out and everything is fine again.”
The eyebrow stayed exactly where it was. “Once again: Even if I believed that what you’re saying makes any sense, I see no way how you could live up to the role in any shape or form.”
While Pinky’s small and slender form gave her an advantage in the cuteness department, she displayed no muscles to speak of. Even if Mary outfitted her with her most hardcore strap-on (and there were some real monsters in her collection), she was going to run out of steam long before the fucking got anywhere near overwhelming.
People tended to underestimate just how much core strength it took to properly fuck someone, especially someone as experienced as Mary. That was the main reason her one night stands always ended up with a woman of her own physique.
Or at least that’s what she kept telling herself, so she wouldn’t have to deal with the fact that most of the cute women were too afraid to get involved with her.
Be that as it may, there was just no way that the angel had either the strength or the stamina to give Mary a proper fucking, let alone one that “fucked her up”. And her supernatural nature didn’t change anything. They had already established beyond a shadow of a doubt that Pinky’s offense was as remarkable as her defense, just for completely opposite reasons.
“You don’t think I have it in me? So the phrase ‘angel of wrath’ doesn’t ring a bell, then? You do realize that we’re known for going Old-Testimonial on people’s asses, right?”
Technically that might be true, but it had been hundreds of years since the last time the angels had unleashed their fury upon the world. Nowadays they were perfectly happy organizing everything with the bureaucratic fervor that only immortal beings could muster.
But even if the Rapture would start that very night, Mary couldn’t see Pinky going around slaying the wicked with flaming swords. Maybe she’d trip them from behind and then mock them to deal some emotional damage.
“I’d say be my guest, but I don’t want you to embarrass yourself.”
Pinky put her fists into her sides and blew up her cheeks. She was such a perfect picture of adorable indignation that Mary couldn’t help cheer up.
“That’s it! You’ll get down on the floor right now and present me your naked ass. There will be a reckoning!”
Her words might have had a little more weight if she hadn’t said them so, well, so much like herself. Out of Pinky’s many qualities (many of them being of questionable nature), an authoritative nature wasn’t one of them.
Still, Mary decided to humor her. She was in a very strange mood right now, floating somewhere between confused guilt for her actions, amusement of Pinky’s antics, and a genuine curiosity where this might lead.
Without a second thought she slipped out of her shorts and her panties and got down on all fours, ass pointing at Pinky as instructed. After all, what was there to be ashamed about? Beside the fact that prudes didn’t last long in the demon hunting business, she had already been intimate with Pinky twice, and in pretty depraved ways at that. In that light, a bit of indecent exposure really didn’t matter.
That didn’t mean she wasn’t surprised when she heard a barely audible, but unmistakably lustful moan. When Mary turned her head, she saw Pinky still sitting on the couch, brazenly fingering herself as she looked down on her.
“Glad to see that you find my ass this hot,” Mary said, trying to play over her surprise with a joke. “But I kinda imagined this furious wrath a little differently.”
“Getting to it.”
Pinky held up her hand. Even in the twilight of the room you could see how wet her fingers were. Or, at least if you had the bonus of some pretty good night vision. Then again, even if you were blind, the smell would have been more than sufficient to hint at what was going on.
Those naughty fingers went straight to Mary’s firm ass. Mary bit her lips as two wet fingertips teased around her back door. This wasn’t the direction she had expected this to go, but she wasn’t complaining either.
“There’s no better lube in the world,” Pinky said as she spread her juices over Mary’s ass, gently tipping inside to get that covered as well. Once again Mary wondered about angels and the many applications of their bodily fluids. It seemed more and more like angels and succubi had some common ancestor.
These thoughts, as well as all the others, evaporated instantly when Pinky rammed her entire fist into Mary’s ass.
Yes, her fist was comparatively small, and yes, angelic pussy juices apparently really were one hell of a lube, but that didn’t mean that it was easy in any way.
Even with all of Mary’s expertise in taking some pretty sizable dildos in both holes, having her sphincter suddenly forced open like that sent an immediate shock of adrenaline through her body, so potent that she barely felt the almost painful ache.
“What?” she breathed, her whole body freezing up while her mind got hyper-aware of that giant intruder inside her. She just barely suppressed the instinct to activate her boon and fight back.
“Why so surprised? I told you I’d go Old-Testimonial on your ass specifically.” Pinky ripped her fist back out. It hurt a lot more coming out, Mary’s sphincter screaming from the abuse. If not for the supernaturally efficient lube, she might have gotten seriously hurt. Even so, her ass kept throbbing wildly as her sphincter slowly relaxed again. Only to flare right back up when Pinky punched her fist into her a second time.
“Fuck!” Mary screamed, thumping her own fists against the floor to deal with the flaming ache between her cheeks. Her eyes were wide open as she forced herself to breathe, fighting down the impulse to clench down on Pinky’s wrist, which would have only made it even worse.
“Is there a problem?” Pinky asked, her cheerful voice giving no indication that she had a whole hand stuck in someone’s ass right now.
Mary bit back a whimper and steeled her resolve. She wasn’t going to give in so easily. “No problem,” she growled between clenched teeth.
“Nice. Usually people have a problem with it if I do something like this.” Pinky pulled her hand back, but not all the way. Just enough to really test out the stretching capabilities of Mary’s sphincter. “Anything else going on? Like, for example, a feeling like you’re a bitch who’s being put in her place?”
Mary growled again. Despite the room being not all that warm, the tension made her whole body uncomfortably hot. Her ass was going to be so sore tomorrow! “Fuck, I didn’t think you had it in you to be such a-”
Pinky brought her free hand down on Mary’s ass cheek. It barely hurt, but the smack was loud enough to startle Mary into shutting up. And into clenching her cheeks, which was a really bad idea with her ass still stuffed full.
“Don’t forget who’s in charge now!”
“You do realize that I could overpower you any second, right?” She definitely could, even though it would require ripping herself free first, which would be everything but pleasant.
“Yes, but we both know that you won’t.” Pinky shoved her fist in a little deeper again. As intense as it was, it was also a small mercy since her thin wrist by itself put a lot less strain on Mary’s sphincter.
“Because deep down you feel that you deserve to be punished, don’t you?” she continued in her sweetest voice.
Mary gnawed on her lower lip. She wanted to talk back, but there was this nagging voice inside of her which suggested that maybe, just maybe Pinky actually had a point. It shouldn’t work like this, but she couldn’t deny that the thought of washing the lingering guilt away by letting Pinky abuse her body had a certain appeal. Not to mention that it was weirdly hot.
Usually she would have had a much harder time admitting these things to herself, but a fist in one’s ass really helped to put things into perspective. “Guess I do,” she mumbled.
“See? Now we’re getting somewhere.” Pinky ripped her fist out, causing a drawn-out howl as Mary’s ass gaped open for a moment before tentatively relaxing again.
“Since we’re clear on that part, let’s figure out what punishment you need. Do you want me to thrash that firm ass of yours till it’s red and raw? Or should I make you beg for forgiveness in the most humiliating way I can think of?”
Mary swallowed hard. It was eerie how the angel could perfectly keep her bright, cheerful voice while talking about such depraved things. There was still the temptation to come to her senses and stop this madness, but she already knew that she wouldn’t. She was going to see this through. And truth be told, imagining Pinky spanking her ass had a certain entertainment factor.
If she went for a bare-handed spanking, it would likely be the humorous kind of entertainment, but if she went about it seriously and used some kind of implement, a leather belt, or maybe even a cane… well, Mary was no stranger to pain, and a crazy part of her already hoped that Pinky wouldn’t go easy on her.
“I guess my ass is yours to use and abuse, then,” she said, a wild grin on her lips.
“I don’t think so. Turn around! I want you kneeling before me, ass on your heels, legs spread.”
“What?”
Pinky gave one of her saccharine giggles. “Isn’t it obvious? If you want to be spanked, then of course that’s the last thing I’m going to do. This is supposed to be a punishment after all. Can’t punish you with the things you want, now can I?”
Mary grumbled. It was stupid to feel cheated for not getting her ass thrashed after all, but right now there was nothing about her emotions that wasn’t stupid. And the stupidest thing of all was that she actually got up on her knees and turned around.
The angel was looking down on her from the couch. She had the most infuriating smirk on her sweet lips. The thought that she was letting herself be ordered around by this little brat was almost physically painful. And yet…
“I’m sorry,” Mary forced herself to say. She sat down on her heels just like Pinky had told her to and spread her legs, exposing her visibly aroused crotch. Being humiliated and having her ass destroyed by the angel shouldn’t be such a turn-on, but there they were.
“Someone’s having fun.”
Mary looked down, feeling the embarrassment rising. However, the angel stretched out her leg so her foot rested right under Mary’s chin, making her raise her head and look her in the eyes again.
“Now, now, don’t go all bashful on me. I get it that you feel guilty, but that’s no reason to pretend like you don’t enjoy your punishment.” She pulled her foot back and donned a satisfied grin when Mary kept eye contact.
“In fact, I think that’s the best possible atonement. I don’t want to hear how sorry you are anyway, because really, there’s nothing for me to forgive. But there is something else I’d very much like to hear from your mouth: I challenge you to tell me all the things you find hot about me. And you’re gonna touch yourself while you do it. But don’t you go exploding on me. I just want you horny enough that you’re talking with no filter.”
Mary’s stomach churned. Pinky’s claims that Mary might have a crush on her had been the cause of her losing control, and she once again felt an irrational jab of anger. “I told you, I don’t l-”
“It’s not like I like you, b-baka. Is that what you wanted to say?”
Pinky’s mocking tone was another punch into Mary’s guts. The only thing holding her anger in check was the embarrassment that this was affecting her so much in the first place. She really shouldn’t care what the angel thought of her, but there was something severely out of whack with her emotions.
Thankfully Pinky didn’t tease her any further. This wasn’t to say that she looked any less smug as she continued. “Let’s drop the question who might or might not be into whom for a moment and go at this like adults. We both know that I find you hot, and vice-versa. Don’t sweat the emotional stuff, just go along with what your body already knows and tell me what it is about me that gets your juices flowing.”
Mary would have protested again, but there had been one little detail in Pinky’s speech that had made her listen up. This off-handed admission that Pinky found her hot. Of course she had figured that much already (the angel wouldn’t continue to show up for regular hate-fucks otherwise), but right now this indirect praise of her sexiness was exactly what she needed to feel on top of herself again.
“Well, it’s kinda hot how-”
“You’re not touching,” Pinky interrupted her. “And while you’re at it, you might want to lose your top as well. It’s not fair that you’re the only one getting all the eye candy here.”
It was hard to argue against that, when Pinky was so consequent in her abstinence from clothes. Mary quickly slipped out of her top. The hot stare with which Pinky regarded her small yet firm tits was another nudge towards a much more productive emotional state.
She still felt a little stupid as she reached down between her legs. While she had engaged in plenty of sex during her time, it had all been very much on the visceral side. She’d never put on a show for anyone, figuring that her big, muscular body was far better suited as an active sex machine than as an alluring visual.
It didn’t help that her masturbation sessions always included tools in some way or other. Maybe she had desensitized herself too much with her escapades, but it was hard to get off on her own without the help of a dildo or a vibrator, ideally both.
“Come on, don’t be shy. I wanna see you fuck yourself until you moan like a bitch in heat.”
“Whatever,” Mary huffed as she plunged two fingers into her pussy. With how wet she was already, there was barely any resistance. “But since we’re already at it: It’s kinda hot how you look so innocent but you can swear like a sailor when you want to.”
“Oh? Does that mean you want me to call you my pathetic little slut from now on?”
Mary glared at Pinky. “Don’t push your luck,” she growled. “I let you have your fun, but I swear, if you insult me…”
“Chill! It was just a joke. If you’re feeling antsy, maybe that’s because you’re not rubbing yourself enough.”
Right, Mary’s hand had stopped during their exchange. She started pumping her fingers into herself again, unsure if it actually felt good or just weird. Even if her fingers had been more skillful, it was hard to concentrate on the pleasure and the conversation at the same time.
“Better. But we’re not done here. What else about me turns you on?”
As Mary looked into Pinky’s mischievous eyes, memories emerged of how pretty those same eyes had looked when they had been wide open, shining from pain and excitement as Mary had crushed the angel’s tender nipples between her claws. Her fingers might not be doing much for her on their own, but the lazy penetration definitely helped to make those memories much more vivid in her mind.
“It’s pretty hot how much of a masochist you are,” Mary continued. “How you’re always begging for more, no matter what I do to you.”
Even when it was a furious beating. That thought put a damper on Mary’s arousal, but not as much as she had feared. As stupid as it was, this punishment or atonement or whatever you might call it helped to put things into perspective.
“Of course you’d like that. I wouldn’t keep coming back to you if you didn’t.” Pinky shuffled forward until she was sitting on the edge of the couch, her pretty legs dangling down. “But I think that was more than enough praise for my inner values. What do you like about my body?”
Mary bit her lip. Between having the full attention of a naked Pinky and her own fingers moving in her pussy, it was getting hard to form a straight thought. She was pretty horny already, which was why she came out and said “I like your lips. You have the perfect bad girl smirk. And I like how ready you are to use your mouth for all kinds of naughty things.”
Only when the words were already out did Mary realize that she had fallen into Pinky’s trap and basically asked for a kiss. She tensed up as she waited for Pinky to mock her about it, leading into yet another frustrating argument, but either the angel hadn’t noticed, or she deliberately didn’t comment on it.
“That so?” Pinky stuck out the tip of her tongue and slowly dragged it along her upper lip, leaving it shining in the faint light of the nearby street lantern. “Want me to do something naughty with it right now?”
Mary’s breath caught. Her fingers stopped for a moment, but her pussy kept doing those blissful contractions around them. God, she really was too horny for her own good already. “Like what?” she asked, trying to play it cool, even though she knew that she was fooling no one.
“Give me your hand,” Pinky ordered and laughed when Mary held out her free hands. “Not that one, silly. The other one.”
Mary barely suppressed a moan as she slid her fingers out, her pussy throbbing from the sudden emptiness.
She held up her hand. Her index and middle finger were all sticky from her juices, but she barely had the time to acknowledge what a mess she was, because Pinky grabbed her hand and closed her lips around her soiled fingers.
This time Mary moaned for real. Pinky’s warm, wet mouth felt so ridiculously good, and she used her tongue with such vigor as if she desperately needed to lap up every last little droplet of Mary’s naughty juices as quickly as possible.
Once more Mary couldn’t help but marvel at what dirty creatures angels could be when they wanted to, although the marvel was vastly overshadowed by plain arousal. She gave in to the temptation and once again moved her fingers back and forth, fucking Pinky’s mouth like she had just done with her own pussy.
Pinky giggled, but otherwise didn’t acknowledge Mary’s indecent behavior. She kept licking and sucking Mary’s fingers, completely unbothered that they were at times knuckle-deep in her mouth.
When she finally retreated them, Mary’s fingers were shining with spit, but otherwise completely spotless. For reasons that still eluded Mary, angels’ saliva was a potent cleaning agent. Although given Pinky’s oral skills, there might not have been anything supernatural involved in how she had managed to catch every little drop.
“De-li-cious!” Pinky licked her lips in the most exaggerated way possible. “Naughty enough for you? Or do I need to step up my game before we move on to the next thing?”
Mary’s mouth had gone dry. She was more than ready for some real action, especially with the angel being such a tease. And there was something she had sadly not gotten to the last two times she had met Pinky. Something that coincidentally fitted perfectly with the scene they had set. “Naughty enough from your side. But I wouldn’t mind returning the favor.”
Her eyes flickered between Pinky’s legs, where her suitably angelic pussy sat just as wet and needy as Mary’s own. The skin of an angel was an absolute treat to lick and suck on, as it had the magical property to greatly enhance every flavor. Given the sweet smell filling the air, eating Pinky out had to be fanciest, naughtiest dessert imaginable.
Pinky spread her legs, presenting her crotch in all its glory, her pussy shining and swollen from her own arousal. “Is this what you want?”
“Yes,” Mary blurted out before she could restrain herself. She really was too horny for her own good. “I mean, wouldn’t that be the perfect way of making it up to you?”
“How incredibly selfless of you,” Pinky mocked her. “Nope, getting your mouth on my pussy is a privilege one has to earn. And by earn I mean take it by force. If you want it, you’ll have to bring your A-game next time we meet. But if you’re this desperate to use your mouth, I’m sure we can find something for you to do with it.”
She leaned back and stretched her leg out again, bringing her foot right before Mary’s face. “I remember you making me do nasty, nasty things. A little payback is only fair, wouldn’t you say?”
Mary’s heart skipped a beat as she looked at the angel’s pretty little foot. She considered protesting. Even with her decision to play along with Pinky’s games today, she hadn’t expected this to go so far as her literally worshiping her feet. That had to be the most humiliating thing she had ever done in her life.
But Pinky was right: After what had happened last time, Pinky was well within her rights to make such demands. Especially with how her feet weren’t even dirty, courtesy of her angelic ability to always be perfectly clean and pretty. And they had already established that the skin of an angel tasted real nice, so very likely that extended to every part of the body, right?
A faint voice inside Mary was screaming defiance at how she could even consider this, but the rest of her already knew that she was going to do it. And since the outcome was clear, there was no point in dragging this out any further and giving Pinky the satisfaction of laughing at her reluctance. Mary took Pinky’s ankle with both hands and brought her foot close enough that she could run her tongue all over its soft sole.
There was surprisingly little flavor, possibly because Pinky hadn’t stepped in anything tasty that could be amplified by her skin. Nevertheless, licking her sole felt absolutely amazing, and left an exciting tingle on Mary’s tongue. She immediately licked all the way over Pinky’s arches again, not wasting a single thought on how ridiculous she had to look.
“Careful there,” Pinky admonished her with a hint of a giggle in her voice. “If you tickle me, I’ll immediately revoke all your rights to touch me.”
“Sorry,” Mary mumbled. She had almost forgotten how crazy ticklish the angel was. That put a wrench into her plans of lapping at the adorably soft balls of Pinky’s foot for a little longer, but it shouldn’t be hard to come up with something else that felt great for the both of them and didn’t risk any accidental tickles.
Pinky’s toes wiggled so invitingly right before Mary’s nose. After the tiniest hesitation, during which she made it clear to her dignity that it wasn’t needed tonight, she took all of them into her mouth at once, save for the big toe.
“So greedy,” Pinky said with a level of smugness that only she was able to achieve. “But I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. Everyone knows that kitties like licking things.”
Mary let that thinly veiled insult slide. It just felt too nice to suck on Pinky’s perfect toes. They were almost like soft little popsicles, only even more satisfying to suck on, and the raunchiness of the whole situation only stoked the flames of her arousal.
“By the way, feel free to touch yourself again. I wanna see how much you enjoy what you’re doing to yourself.”
The phrasing startled Mary, though at second thought she had to admit that the angel was right. It wasn’t Pinky’s doing that Mary was kneeling in front of her right now, worshiping her foot with her mouth. At any point this night it would have barely taken Mary a second to get up and forcibly put an end to this charade. But she hadn’t, and she wasn’t going to. Because this was exactly what she needed.
The guilt was gone, and with it this strangely empty confusion. As much as Mary was loathe to admit it, Pinky had been right on the money: Submitting to the angel had gotten rid of that emotional burden, leaving her mind free to enjoy the sexy situation she was in. Maybe tomorrow she would think back on this night and despair at how readily she had thrown every last shred of dignity away, but right now she didn’t care and didn’t want to care.
She never stopped sucking Pinky’s toes as her hand went back between her legs. That short intermission had left her pussy yearning for more, and the pleasure made her head swim as she once again plunged her fingers into herself. How could she be this close already? That little bit of fingering shouldn’t have such an effect on her. Was she really this receptive to having Pinky turn the tables on her?
Before long she had to pace herself or she would have come to a premature climax. Trying to distract herself from how great her fingers felt in her hungry pussy didn’t help much, because the only other things she could concentrate on were the naked angel in front of her, and Pinky’s foot in her mouth, nether of which were any less stimulating.
She did her best, though, by trying to make the whole experience for Pinky’s sake and not her own. Being truly selfless was hard, though, what with this affinity to submission her body seemed to have developed. Still, she could try to make Pinky’s pleasure her main focus point. And it was unmistakable just how much pleasure the angel got out of this.
Pinky’s giggles had turned into a satisfied hum as she playfully wiggled her toes inside Mary’s mouth, moving and spreading them to allow Mary’s tongue full access.
Mary quickly learned that the angel didn’t much care for her foot being licked, likely due to her being so ticklish, but she was such a sucker for sucking. No matter if it was a single toe, several at once, or if Mary closed her lips around any other part of her foot; a nice, wet sucking on her soft skin, coupled with some gentle tongue play, was a surefire way to keep her sighing in bliss.
“You know, I always figured that it had to feel good to bully people. After all, I wouldn’t be able to find people to do it to me otherwise. But now that I get to try it out myself, I have to say, there really is something to it. Maybe I’m not as pure a masochist as I thought.”
As if you were pure in any way at all, Mary thought.
She stopped worshiping Pinky’s foot for a moment so she could talk in a coherent manner. Maybe it was due to the supernatural properties of an angel’s body, or maybe she was just far, far too horny, but after sucking on Pinky’s foot for who knew how long, the emptiness in her mouth felt just as bad as if she had ripped her fingers out of her pussy.
Which she didn’t. Any concerns about how she had to look with her hand in her crotch as she talked to Pinky were overridden by how crazy good it felt.
“Aren’t you just doing the same as always?” Mary asked, startling herself with how deep and husky her voice was. “Like, you always teased me as much as you wanted. The only difference is that I’m not fighting back now.”
“I guess that’s true.” A lazy smirk played at the corners of Pinky’s lips as she trapped Mary’s nose between her wet toes. “That makes one hell of a difference, though.”
Mary shivered, torn between the urge to fight against this humiliation after all and the curiosity to find out just how deep this rabbit hole went. The weird thrill she got out of her submission hadn’t worn off yet, but at the same time she was getting antsy. Even though she had stopped her fingers, her pussy kept throbbing dangerously close to her orgasm.
It would be such a waste, though, to get off on her own when there was a naughty angel there who had promised to fuck her up good. With how close Mary was, it didn’t matter how much stamina Pinky had. A couple good, deep thrusts with the right strap-on was all it should take. Or maybe even another fist up her ass to spice things up.
“Doesn’t it make you want to do even more to me?” she asked, placing an intimate, wet kiss on the top of Pinky’s foot in an attempt to seduce her.
Pinky laughed as she pulled her foot back. “And there you are, getting greedy again. But you’re in luck. I’m getting tired, and you were such a good kitty, I might as well give you a little treat.”
She folded her other leg in so that she ended up sitting on her heel. Mary wasn’t sure if the average human woman would have the flexibility for it, but Pinky made it look so easy as she grinded her hips in a way that made her hump her own foot.
So easy and so mouth-wateringly sexy.
Those tiny moans as Pinky rubbed her slick pussy all over her foot almost sent Mary over right then and there. She only managed to hold on by taking deep breaths and keeping her fingers perfectly still. Even just taking them out would have made her explode at this point.
“Here you go,” Pinky said, stretching her leg out so her foot, glistening with her sticky juices, hovered right before Mary’s face. “You wanted a taste of me? This is your chance. Take it or leave it.”
As if it was even a question. After everything else she had done tonight, there was no way Mary would call it quits here, when she could finally experience Pinky’s sexy taste. In a much dirtier and humiliating way than she’d expected, but she was far too horny to care.
“Don’t forget to touch yourself,” Pinky said as Mary moved in on her target. “I want this to be a truly orgasmic experience for you.”
She said it in such a cuttingly ironic way, it made Mary decide that she would deny the angel at least this little victory. She was not going to orgasm while worshiping her foot.
Still, there was no harm in moving her fingers a little to make Pinky happy, as well as herself. By this point it didn’t even matter anymore that her fingers were vastly inferior to her dildos. Any kind of movement inside of her was more than enough to get her entire body all hot and tingly.
That tingle turned into a bolt of lightning the moment her lips closed around Pinky’s wet toes.
Their taste was sex incarnate. The lightest lick was like getting her tongue stuck in the world’s tastiest pussy while it’s owner was in the middle of a squirting orgasm.
No, not even that came close. It was like the air you got if you held a lesbian orgy in a small, hot room, the smell of all those sweaty, sexy bodies combining into a potent odor where a single whiff was enough to make you cream your own panties. And then you distilled that air and soaked your tongue in it until it permeated every single taste bud.
Mary didn’t even see Pinky anymore. The taste was so pervasive that it blocked out all her other senses, her mind conjuring up visceral images of bodies writhing in the throes of pleasure, her ears filled with the echoes of lustful moans. She barely even realized what she was doing as her instincts took over and she started to gobble Pinky’s foot up, absolutely ravaging it with her tongue and lips to take in every little trace of that ecstatic taste.
When she felt her pussy clench around her fingers, it was already too late to stop the inevitable. Not that she would have wanted to, her dignity be damned. Her body had already been more than ready to come, and that thick taste of pure sex filling her mind overrode any last inhibition she might have had. She frantically continued fingering herself as her pussy spasmed in a wild series of contractions, each one sending a wave of pleasure ripping through her body.
Maybe she moaned. Maybe she screamed. She couldn’t even tell; the pleasure erased every single other sensation. Her tongue kept tingling from the angel’s alluring taste, fueling her orgasm to go on for far longer than it had any right to. Her pussy was already sore from how hard it clenched around her fingers, and still it kept going strong, making her shake all over from the intensity of her climax.
When her orgasm finally died down, Mary was completely spent, and the floor beneath her was in dire need of cleaning. She almost toppled over, but it was Pinky’s foot in her mouth of all things that kept her upright. It also made the post coital clarity hit like a truck.
“Fuck!” Mary groaned, pushing Pinky’s spit-shining foot away. “Did I really just do that?”
“Yep, you totally did.”
Mary groaned again. How would she ever be able to look the angel in the eyes again?
“Come on. Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy it. It was a real treat to see you have so much fun. And you gotta admit: You feel a lot better now, don’t you?”
Pinky was right. Most of it might have just been the afterglow from that absolutely amazing orgasm, but Mary did feel much more at peace with herself. Well, except for the humiliation burning in her chest every time her brain reminded her of all the ways she had humbled herself that night.
But if she was completely honest with herself, the shame was mostly out of habit. Pinky hadn’t lost any of her spunkiness back when Mary had put her through some even worse depravities, so maybe the only way to save face here was to completely and confidently own what she had done.
“Guess I do,” she said, wiping her mouth. It was nice how traces of that sexy taste still lingered on her tongue and lips, but that didn’t change how messy she had gotten there at the end. “But next time it’s my turn to be on top again.”
“Of course it is. Wouldn’t have you any other way.” Pinky jumped off the couch and offered Mary her hand.
Mary took it, although given their difference in body mass, the angel was barely any help standing up. Still, she appreciated the gesture.
“You sure you’re all good?” Pinky asked once she’d made sure that Mary’s wobbly legs carried her. “I can leave without you sinking into a pit of despair and self-pity again? Or do you need some more proactive therapy?”
“No, I’m all therapied out. But thanks for the offer.” Mary laughed it off, but there was a cozy feeling deep down from the realization that despite her ironic tone, the angel actually cared about her and her emotional well-being. Maybe it was time to jump over her shadow and show her some genuine friendliness in return.
Maybe.
“So, I guess that’s goodbye then?” she asked.
“That’s how we roll. Wouldn’t want to intrude on your life more than necessary. I got what I came for, and I fixed the mess I made, so I might as well be off.” Pinky went to the window, letting a cool gust into the room as she opened it. Mary could have questioned why she had such a dislike for doors, but today she didn’t mind since that sneaky exit made it less likely for anyone to notice that someone was at home here. She really was in no state to open up for some trick-or-treating kids.
What she did mind, though, was Pinky leaving at all.
“Sure you don’t wanna stay? It’s not like I have any other plans for tonight, so you’re not intruding on anything.”
For a moment it looked like the angel was seriously considering the offer, but then her signature smirk returned. “Nah, you need to clean yourself up, and I need to be out there causing mischief. But don’t worry, we’ll meet again. You should know by now that I can’t stay away from you for long.”
She blew Mary a kiss before she gracefully slid out the window. By the time Mary had gone over to close it, there was already no trace of her anymore.
“Well, that was certainly something,” Mary said to herself.
She had absolutely no idea what to make of this night. Maybe a shower and a good night’s sleep would help clear her head. Either way, she was already looking forward to the next time Pinky showed her pretty face. Whatever else might come from this night, one thing was clear: The two of them were more than just hate-fuck buddies now.






  
  Part 4: Screwed by an Angel


Technically winter hadn’t come yet, but it was cold enough that you wouldn’t notice the difference. There was this crisp chill in the air that you usually only got in clear winter nights, the one that prickled on your skin like thousands of tiny icicles. 
The park was deserted. No sane person would brace the icy night without a very good reason. Which meant that Mary didn’t have to care about being inconspicuous during tonight’s hunt.
If her grandmother had seen her, the old lady would have died all over again from the shock. The only concession Mary made to the cold were a pair of sweatpants, and a long-sleeved stretchy sports shirt, neither of which were particularly thick. Add to that how she was walking over the frozen earth with her bare feet, and you would assume that she was freezing her firm ass off.
You would assume wrong.
Mary lived for the cold season. As a freelance demon hunter, she relied on the boon of the tiger spirit within her to bolster her already more than impressive strength to superhuman levels. Great power that came with the great side effect of supercharging her metabolism, transforming every calorie in her stomach into heat. While this made her life hell in summer, there was nothing better than stalking through a cold night, feeling the invigorating chilly tingle on her skin, while the furnace inside her kept her comfortably warm.
There was a munching sound behind some nearby bushes, too low for a human to notice, but her enhanced hearing picked it up easily. She tiptoed over, careful not to give herself away. Not that she would have needed to worry. As it turned out, her target was completely preoccupied.
A shape crouched on the other side of the bushes. At first glance it looked like a woman who was even less suited for the weather than Mary. She was as impressively tall as her, but the similarities ended there.
Instead of bulging muscles, she had cartoonishly feminine curves. If not for her obviously supernatural origin, she would have dealt with some serious back problems. That, and frostbites all over, since she wore not a single piece of cloth on her body. The only indication that she might notice the cold at all was how ridiculously perky her nipples were. There was no doubt about it: Mary was dealing with a succubus.
The creature was chewing on something long, fleshy and bloody. There was no sign of a corpse anywhere, so maybe her victim had been one of the lucky few who had escaped with their lives, minus some essential parts.
Mary had already suspected that a succubus was at play here, but they usually killed their victims to devour them whole. That this one had decided to broadcast her presence by leaving an easily followable trail was concerning. Maybe she was just overconfident, but there was an equal chance of her being so strong that she didn’t have to fear any demon hunters. The older, experienced succubi were formidable foes, especially right after they had replenished their powers by sex and crime.
They couldn’t be hurt by conventional weapons, but luckily Mary’s boon-enhanced body was one big unconventional weapon. The razor-sharp claws on her hands and feet were the perfect mix of deadly brutal and intimately personal. If she got a drop on it, she might be able to slit its throat before it realized what was going on and could use its power.
That was a best case scenario, though, and there was a good chance she wouldn’t leave this fight unscathed. Mary’s lips curled into a wild grin as she prepared herself for what the succubus might throw at her. This was going to get interesting.
Her plan almost worked. She was sure that she made not a single sound as she stalked around the bushes. Just as she jumped at her target, though, the succubus turned around, the inhumanly beauty of its face marred by a grimace of surprise, and by the blood dripping from her lips down to her chin.
The succubus dodged at the last moment. Mary’s claws scraped over its shoulder, but managed nothing more than some surface level scratches. Mary was ready when the succubus’ eyes turned pink and the full force of its aura hit her, but that didn’t mean that it didn’t affect her. Far from it.
Mary gasped as her whole body burned up for reasons that had nothing to do with her internal heat. Within seconds her own nipples were so hard that they visibly poked through both the shirt and the sports bra beneath it, and she almost stumbled as her pussy clenched so hard that her whole abdomen cramped up.
Even though the succubus wasn’t really her type, she found herself literally salivating over its naked body. Thinking became all but impossible as her mind refused to focus on anything except how soft these giant breasts would feel to the touch, and how much she wanted to fall on her knees and worship this juicy, bright pink pussy.
The creature just stood there, leering at her. It must have thought that Mary was completely entranced by its irresistible fog of arousal. What it forgot was that you didn’t need your brain when all your fighting skills ran on instinct.
Mary threw a kick that sunk the claws of her right foot deep into the succubus’ leg. The creature hissed in pain, and for a moment that raging horniness ebbed down as its aura flickered. Mary used this moment to collect herself. She reached for the creature’s unprotected neck with both hands. One slash should be enough to…
With a nasty laugh the succubus grabbed both of her wrists, holding them with a grip of steel. Its eyes flashed pink again, and Mary couldn’t suppress a moan as a surge of pleasure shot through her, so harsh and hot that it left her whole body shaking. She tried to gather her superhuman strength, but focusing on her body only made her even more aware of the insatiable lust that had taken hold of her. The succubus perfect face was right on front of her. How much she yearned to kiss those soft full lips…
Mary bit down hard on her own tongue, in the hope that the pain would clear her head. Those lips might be the most kissable things ever, but they were still smeared with blood from the last victim, and they hid two rows of pointy teeth. As alluring as the creature might look, if Mary allowed herself to give in to the lust, there was a good chance she wouldn’t live to tell the tale.
Her hands were still completely immobilized by the creature’s ridiculously strong grasp, but that also meant that she didn’t need her legs to hold herself up. Mary kicked out with one foot and, already anticipating the succubus’ evasive move, threw out her other one as well.
Once again she managed to wound the creature’s leg, but the succubus’ howl sounded annoyed more than anything else. Using the fact that Mary was currently hanging in the air, it easily swung her around, and threw her onto the frozen ground with such force that the impact pressed all the air out of Mary’s lungs. She tried to jump back up, but the creature was already upon her.
Mary wildly flailed at it with her hands, but only managed several harmless scratches along the succubus’ arm. The creature retaliated in turn. It might not have claws like her, but its nails were deceptively sharp. The succubus tore at her shirt, easily ripping through the fabric and the skin below it, leaving countless cuts across Mary’s chest that were shallow enough not to be dangerous, but burned like a bitch in the chilly air.
She should have been able to use the pain to break through the fog of arousal clouding her mind, but at the end of the day, she was too much of a kinky girl. She’d had too many sexy play fights with her various girlfriends and hook-ups not to get turned on by how she was rolling around on the ground, scratching and getting scratched by a gorgeous naked woman, while she was for all intents and purposes topless herself.
Mary tried to get a hold of herself, to remind herself that she was in the middle of a fight to the death, but her body didn’t care. It was burning up with need, and wanted nothing more than to have hot, wild sex with that gorgeous woman sitting on top of her.
Between her lust and the freezing air, her nipples had gotten so hard that they hurt. Every movement of her legs made her hyper aware of just how ridiculously wet she was, her slick folds feeling like heaven as they rubbed against each other.
It was over.
As the succubus leaned over her, its eyes shining like pink flashlights as it kept sending the full force of her aura into her, Mary’s body simply gave in. Who cared if this was the end, as long as she could go out with a pang? If she had to pick her favorite way to die, then it would be a close call between peacefully falling asleep at an old age, and being fucked to death while she was still young and strong enough to fully enjoy it.
There was a dull bonk, followed by a flash of bright white light, and a shriek so ear-piercing that it shocked Mary out of her stupor.
The light in the succubus’ eyes went out. The creature held a hand to its head, screaming in pain. Mary had no idea what was going on, but her instincts didn’t wait for her brain to catch up. It barely took a second for her claws to shoot up and rip the creature’s throat to shreds.
Acting faster than she could think was an invaluable skill in fights, but it also meant that she only remembered an essential fact about the physique of succubi when it was already too late.
The blood gushing out of its lethal wound hit her squarely in the face. Before she had time to react, she’d already swallowed some of it, and breathed in the fumes it emanated.
It wasn’t disgusting, which was kind of the problem. Since they were powered by a dark magic they got from devouring their victims in a feast of depravity, succubi didn’t need to fill themselves with a fluid that distributed nutrients to each cell. Instead, they used their blood as a last line of defense. The pinkish, oily liquid acted as a strong aphrodisiac.
Mary hadn’t noticed the effect from the various wounds she had caused the creature before. Or rather, she had noticed it, but had assumed that this succubus just had an especially strong aura. However, with the creature dead and the blood splattered all over her, there was no question why her body was so desperate to get off.
It was so tempting to rip her pants off, and fuck herself right then and there, but she forced herself to stay sane for at least a little longer. As convenient as it was that the succubus had been randomly incapacitated, she needed to find out what had happened. Chances were, they hadn’t been alone after all.
At first glance she couldn’t see anyone, but as she threw the creature’s dead body off her, she found something lying in the grass beside her.
A halo.
The thing angels had floating above their heads, only that it was broken and badly mended by a black and yellow tape with the words “Out of order” written on it. Its glow was so faint that it was no wonder she hadn’t seen it right away. Now that she had found it, though, there was not a single doubt who it belonged to.
“Pinky?”
“The very same.”
Mary jumped as she heard that bright, girly voice right behind her. She snapped around, and indeed, there was a small woman around twenty standing there. Or rather, someone who had taken on the form of a small woman around twenty.
Angels could look any way they wanted, though the fact that Mary had so far only seen Pinky use this specific appearance made her wonder if she had lost that power when she’d been kicked out of heaven. Not that this thought held much interest, when her libido only cared that the angel was completely naked as usual, showing off her adorable body. There was not the tiniest trace of goosebumps on her creamy skin, once again proving that angels were completely unaffected by temperature.
Her body wasn’t the only thing that made Mary’s mouth water, though. A strap-on harness dangled from the angel’s hand, fitted with an absolute monster of a dildo. Its thickness alone would have been impressive enough to make most women shiver in fear, but as if that wasn’t enough, its enlarged tip was circled with big nubs that had to completely shred your already stretched pussy. If you got fucked by that thing, you truly got fucked.
“You’re lucky I took the scenic route on my way to you,” Pinky said, idly playing with her toy as she went over to Mary and picked her halo up from the ground. With a little flick of her hand, it disappeared into the mysterious realm it occupied when not in use. “Little old me was just thinking ‘Hey, it’s been ages since I had my favorite kitty fuck me up’, when I found you in quite a pickle.”
“Thanks,” Mary muttered, trying and rapidly failing to get herself under control. The effect of the succubus’ blood seemed to only grow more potent with each passing second. She should acknowledge that Pinky had very likely saved her life just now, but her whole body was burning up with need, and her mind was close to simply shutting down and letting her carnal desires take over. Seeing the naked angel, already equipped for exactly the kind of fun her body screamed for right now, really didn’t help with keeping her arousal in check.
“Don’t mention it. That’s what frenemies are for. But I have to say, you look like you still need some help there.”
“Stop screwing around!” Mary deactivated her boon. She didn’t need her superhuman strength for that next part. Her claws would have obliterated her pants as she tore them from her legs, and by God was her body hot enough without her supercharged metabolism. She was sweating all over, and the stinging chill of cold air on wet skin only agitated her even further.
It barely took ten seconds for her to get naked herself, save for a couple of torn shreds from her top that still clung to her shoulders. “We both know what you’re here for. Get to it already!”
She got down on all fours, facing away from Pinky, her hips raised so the angel had a perfect view of her pussy. Her dripping, dilated, throbbing pussy. The only reason she wasn’t fucking herself with her fingers already was that she knew the strap-on would be so, so much better.
“You sound a bit confused there. I told you already: I’m here to get fucked up, not to do the fucking. You should know by now that this masochist slut got some needs.”
Mary groaned. She really didn’t have the nerves for Pinky’s bullshit right now.
“Whatever. I’ll slap you around as much as you want, just make yourself useful first. I’m dying here. Please,” she added to satisfy that jab of bad conscience. Yes, it was kinda self-centered of her to demand more of Pinky right after she’d been saved by her, but she could think about how to make it up to her once she was able to, well, think, again.
“So greedy.” Pinky chuckled in her irritatingly saccharine way. The grass, stiff from frozen dew, rustled under the angel’s toes as she stepped closer.
Mary moaned as Pinky’s fingertips drew a little flourish over her burning pussy, moving from her dripping entrance all the way up to her clit in a delightfully teasing pattern. But instead of the expected jab of pure pleasure as they arrived at Mary’s most sensitive spot, there was a flash of white light, followed by a weirdly numb tingle all over her crotch.
“The fuck did you just do?” Mary turned her head to see Pinky sporting the biggest shit-eating grin yet.
“Oh, nothing special. Just a little something to make sure you’re motivated to properly thank me for saving your ass earlier.”
“What…” Mary instinctively reached between her legs. She was so wet that a single touch was enough to get her hand all sticky, but Mary barely even noticed it, because a terrible realization hit her at the same time: She’d lost all feeling in her pussy.
“The fuck did you do?” she asked again, but this time it came out as an infuriated scream.
“It’s the Blessing of Abstinence,” Pinky explained, that smug grin never leaving her lips. “Something so stupid that only an angel could come up with it. It prevents you from feeling hunger or thirst. Like, it doesn’t actually provide your body with calories or water, it just let’s you ignore that you might be starving any minute now. And in exchange for this amazing power, it also takes away your ability to feel sexual pleasure. Barely a drawback at all, especially given what you get in return. It really makes you wonder why people aren’t using it all the time.”
“You… what…” Mary barely managed to get words out. Her mind swam in a whole spectrum of emotions, flashing up in rapid succession. Confusion. Rage. Despair. Disbelief. Lust. Especially lust.
Yes, Pinky had robbed her of any possibility to pleasure herself, but her “blessing” did nothing to take away the need burning within her.
Maybe this “blessing” wasn’t meant to be this excruciating, since the source of your need would usually be the very body parts that were switched off, but with the aphrodisiac effect of the succubus’ blood in full effect, Mary’s body didn’t need any stimulation to stay agonizingly horny. If anything, the total inability to feel anything only made the need even worse.
Mary got back up on her feet, towering over Pinky. “Take that thing off. Now!”
Most normal people – and many abnormal ones – would have been intimidated if an almost two meter tall mountain of muscles growled at them like this, but Pinky wasn’t most people. She held Mary’s gaze as she whispered “Make me.”
Mary almost gave in to the rage, to the irresistible urge to beat Pinky up, smash her into the ground, pound her like a sexy punching bag until both her natural and supernatural strength ran out. But she’d been there, and knew that nothing productive lay that way.
Also, if she let herself be consumed by the thrill of the fight, she would activate her boon again, possibly to the point of overuse, and if Pinky’s blessing really deactivated her ability to feel hunger, she might actually starve without even noticing.
“You little shit,” Mary pressed out between clenched teeth. Holding herself back required far more willpower than she’d expected herself to still be capable of. “The hell do you want from me?”
“You know me, I don’t mind a little hell,” Pinky prattled on as if nothing special was going on at all. “But I think I told you already.” She held up the strap-on. “I want you to fuck me until I beg you to stop. And then fuck me some more, just for good measure. Do that, and I swear, I won’t just lift the blessing, I’ll even help you cum your brains out as much as you want.”
Mary huffed loudly as she considered her options. It was tempting to just let her fists do the talking, but it was clearer than ever that this wouldn’t get her what she wanted. They’d already established that the angel was too durable and too masochistic to be beaten into submission. And truth be told, the idea of skewering that little brat on this monster dildo that looked like it would simply rip her apart wasn’t without merit either.
Sure, Mary would have given just about everything to feel that thing inside herself, but since that wasn’t to be, venting her frustration by brutal sex was the next best option. She violently snagged the strap-on from Pinky’s unresisting hand.
“I knew we’d come to an agreement,” Pinky said. She was still grinning, but the fire in her eyes as she watched Mary fix the strap-on to her hips was more than simple amusement. “So, what pose do you want me in? I could do the good old starfish, but I bet a feral kitty like you prefers to do it doggy-style.”
Mary didn’t bother with an answer. As soon as she had mounted the thing on and in her crotch (to add insult to injury, the thing was double-sided. The dildo for the active person was a lot more reasonably sized than the business end, but it would have still felt so, so good) she simply grabbed Pinky, picked her up, and slammed her down onto the dildo.
The pussy juices of angels worked as ridiculously good lube, but even so it was clear from how Pinky’s mouth gaped open in a silent scream how intense it was for her to have that thing unceremoniously shoved all the way inside her.
The dildo was so thick that there might have been some supernatural help going on to make it fit into Pinky’s slim hips. She had to be full to bursting, and that giant bumpy tip had to be shredding her insides.
Well, she’d asked for a real fucking, so that was exactly what she’d get.
Mary didn’t need to draw on any extra power to bob Pinky’s entire body up and down on the dildo. The angel barely weighted anything. It was still exhausting, of course, but Mary didn’t even feel the ache in her muscles, not when she was completely enthralled by Pinky’s strained face as that monster dildo was driven into her again and again.
Pinky didn’t stay silent for long. Soon, the angel was half choking from breathless moans that only got Mary even hotter. She was so jealous of how Pinky got to have her body overwhelmed with painfully intense pleasure.
Still, she had to admit that the angel was incredibly sexy as she got her pussy completely destroyed. In this disheveled state she really looked the part of a fallen angel, thrown out of heaven for being an unapologetic masochist slut.
As her own body kept burning in need, and her eyes were glued to Pinky getting the fucking of her lifetime, Mary realized that she didn’t just want to fuck the angel into submission. She wanted the angel. Period.
She met the familiar resistance to the idea that she might actually have the hots for Pinky, but her lust-addled mind didn’t have the capacity to deal with her emotional bullshit. Who was she fooling anyway? Certainly not Pinky, who had been teasing her about it pretty much from the beginning, and neither herself.
No, there was no reason to keep up the charade. She wanted to take the angel in every possible way, so she was going to do exactly that. The next time Pinky fully rested against her hips, with no way to stop her entire weight pushing the dildo even deeper into her, Mary muffled her strained moans by clamping the angel’s mouth shut with her own.
It was every bit as invigorating as the last time she’d kissed Pinky, if not even more so.
She shoved her tongue deep into the angel’s hot mouth, both of them moaning as they hungrily sucked each other’s faces.
It didn’t matter that Mary’s body wasn’t able to process sexual pleasure right now. She could still feel Pinky’s soft lips, her wet tongue lapping against her own, taste the freshness of her breath, experience that flash of attentiveness like crystallized caffeine that only an angel’s kiss could deliver.
If anything, that frustrating dull emptiness in her pussy only got worse as she kept Pinky in that wild, sloppy kiss. But even though she was torturing herself, it still felt so good to vent her need into something.
Mary barely even stopped to breathe. A few times it seemed like Pinky was about to reciprocate in kind, but Mary never allowed her to take the initiative. If she wasn’t shoving her tongue as deep into the angel’s mouth as humanly possible, she was sucking on Pinky’s tongue, or gnawing on her lips so hard that she would have broken the skin if not for the angel’s virtual invulnerability.
It was clear that the continued assault on her mouth was getting to Pinky as well. Maybe it was because she was speared on that giant dildo at the same time, but the angel’s moans grew increasingly desperate as Mary’s tongue didn’t stop lashing against her own.
Pinky held Mary in a half embrace. Her hands glided over Mary’s sides, her chest, brushing against her still rock-hard nipples. Not that Mary got much out of it, thanks to the “blessing” she’d received, but she still enjoyed feeling the angel’s soft palms on her own rough skin. Pinky’s questing fingers kept agitating the countless scratches on her chest, but with how horny she was, those little burning stings only fueled her arousal even more.
Mary only broke the kiss when she felt herself get lightheaded from lack of oxygen. She filled her burning lungs with deep breaths, her heart continuing to beat like crazy as her eyes never once left the angel who was still sitting impaled on her hips.
Pinky’s cheeks were flushed, enough that it was visible in the faint glow of the distant street lights. Her lips were shining wet and curled into a wild grin. “Love you, too,” she said, her eyes burning with mischief as she waited for Mary’s reaction to her taunt.
For once Mary felt no reason to rise to it. The thing they shared wasn’t love by any stretch of the imagination, but they couldn’t deny that they did have some kind of relationship, no matter how fucked up and dysfunctional it might be. There really was no harm in joking about it.
“Happy to hear it. Let’s give you some more reasons to love me.”
She picked Pinky up again, but this time she lifted her all the way off the dildo, and turned her around so they were facing in the same direction. It was a pity that Mary couldn’t stare at the angel’s pretty face and her creamy breasts anymore, but that was a sacrifice she was willing to make to show Pinky that she was far from done with her.
When Mary plunged Pinky down again, it was the other hole that got introduced to the strap-on’s frightful girth. For reasons unknown, angelic vaginal juices worked as a supernaturally efficient lube, and there was basically no resistance as Pinky fell against Mary’s hips until the dildo fully disappeared into her adorable little ass.
That didn’t mean it was easy for the angel. Not by a long shot.
Pinky let out a breathless scream as her sphincter got forced open impossibly wide. Mary couldn’t even begin to imagine how intense that had to feel. That dildo would’ve been a challenge for herself, and she was built much bulkier than the angel.
The massive base looked absolutely absurd as it rested against Pinky’s ass, forcing her cheeks apart. If Pinky had been a human, that stunt would have done some serious damage for sure, but once again it put a spotlight on that bug in the design of angels that worked as a feature if you were kinky enough: Having complete immunity to physical damage, but feeling pain as if they were as vulnerable as everyone else.
“Oh fuck, fuck, fuuuck!”
Pinky yelled an endless litany of curses as Mary once again made her bob up and down on the dildo’s shaft. That thick, textured tip had to be completely shredding the insides of her ass.
“How’s the begging coming along?” Mary asked, almost shouting to make herself heard over the angel’s expletives.
A wild euphoria had taken hold of her. There was no two ways about it: Fucking the angel up, and drawing all these frantic moans from her fragile looking body, was fun. It didn’t make the agonizing arousal go away, hell no, but instead of frustrating Mary to no end, it only pushed her to increase her pace even more.
Her arms were already burning from the effort of bouncing Pinky’s full weight around, but it didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was to find out how far she could push the angel, and if there even was a limit to how much abuse her tight holes could take.
“You wish,” Pinky managed to get out, before making the most adorable high-pitched shriek as Mary lifted her completely off the dildo and gave her sphincter just enough time to try and relax, before letting her drop right back onto it.
Mary embraced Pinky as she hung in that fully impaled state, her hands cupping the angels breasts, fingers really digging in. They were so deliciously soft and squishy, and just the right size, as if they were tailor-made for Mary’s palms.
Pinky let herself get pulled in, moaning both from Mary’s rough manhandling of her chest, and from the dildo shifting within her. Her head lulled against Mary’s shoulder, the perfectly smooth skin of her back resting against Mary’s muscular, sweaty front. Mary didn’t bother fighting the temptation. Her head shot down, teeth sinking into the angel’s invitingly bare neck.
Sucking on Pinky’s tasty skin was something Mary would never grow tired of. While it paled in comparison to the rush of sensations one got from a full mouth-to-mouth kiss, it still left her tongue all tingly, and it was so satisfying to really bite down onto the angel’s soft flesh. It offered just the perfect amount of resistance, and since it was impossible to break Pinky’s skin, there was no need to hold back. Pinky’s heavy panting and shivers as she processed that sweet pain were a nice bonus.
Mary’s hand left Pinky’s breast, and crept down between her slender legs. She acted purely on instinct, with the only goal to maximize Pinky’s pleasure. And it was so hot how the angel’s pussy was absolutely drenched in the proof of her own arousal. Still nibbling and sucking Pinky’s neck, Mary slid her fingers between the angel’s drenched folds, riding the slickness all the way from her gaping entrance to the engorged nub that was her clit.
“Not fair!” Pinky wailed as Mary roughly rubbed her most sensitive spot.
Not that Mary cared about fairness. Pinky had wanted to get fucked up for real, so that was exactly what she would get.
After some last hungry licks, Mary let go of that shiny neck. Her other hand left Pinky’s breast, so she could wrap her arm around the angel. It was even more exhausting and less efficient to lift Pinky up with one arm, but that didn’t matter when it was also so devastatingly effective.
Every little bounce both rubbed Mary’s rough, calloused hand all over Pinky’s sensitive pussy, and made that monster dildo destroy her ass once more. And just to make sure the angel wouldn’t get bored, Mary kept her thumb pressed right against her clit with the side of its nail, so it didn’t just rub, it painfully scratched over that throbbing bundle of nerves with every little movement.
Pinky completely lost it. Her frantic moans increased in pitch and volume until they made Mary’s ear ring. It was a good thing she didn’t need oxygen to live, because there was no way she got any breaths in.
This combined assault on both her pussy and her ass completely melted her mind. She thrashed around wildly, but the iron grip of Mary’s arm, and the giant dildo inside of her, held her in place, leaving her no escape from the unrelenting pleasure.
“Okay, okay, enough.” Pinky’s voice was hoarse from exertion. “You win. I can’t take it anymore.”
A manic grin crept onto Mary’s lips as she remembered what Pinky had told her at the start of this madness. “What was it you said? I should fuck you till you begged me to stop, and then fuck you some more?” She gripped down, two of her fingers sliding into Pinky’s pussy, while she kept her thumb twitching right against her clit. “I hope you realize that I could do this all night.”
Pinky threw her head back, looking up at Mary with her eyes shot wide open, her sweet lips twisted from the tension raking her body. “Oh God, please,” she whispered.
It was impossible to tell if the angel was still roleplaying, or if she really was at her limit. Then again, it didn’t make much of a difference. It had been fun to test how much Pinky could take, but Mary was more than ready to finally get some action herself.
“I’ll let you off, but you gotta make it worth my time.” She emphasized her words with another flick over Pinky’s clit.
“Oh fuck!” Pinky’s eyelids fluttered. For a few seconds her gaze went off into nowhere. When she pulled herself together, though, she almost sounded like her usual bratty self. “When have I ever not been worth your time?”
Mary didn’t answer, though mostly because she didn’t want to admit that Pinky had a point. She lifted the angel off the dildo one last time, delighting in that cute final moan when that nubbed tip stretched her sphincter going out.
Deciding that she might as well be nice for once, she didn’t let drop Pinky to the ground, but steadied her as she slowly put her down. And it was a good thing she did, because her less than gentle treatment had left the angel shaking so much that her legs barely carried her. But one look at Pinky’s flushed face was enough to see that she was as happy as she was disheveled. The masochism of that girl always was a delight to see.
“Whew!” Pinky took a moment to gather herself. Her eyes weren’t fully focused, and her steps were a little stilted, but she sounded completely in control as she said “Okay, hear me out. I could remove the blessing now, or – no, let me finish – or we set you up first to make sure it’s as crazy amazing for you as possible. You trust me, right?”
To her own surprise, Mary found that she did. Yes, Pinky enjoyed playing her little games, but if Mary was honest with herself, in the end she had never regretted playing along. And as hungry as her body was for some real pleasure to wash away the frustrated arousal, that same hunger meant that she wanted to get as much of it as possible.
She took the strap-on off and handed it to Pinky. “Always. So don’t let me down now.”
“As if I’d ever do that.”
Pinky took the strap-on. She turned it around to get to the smaller dildo which had been inside of Mary, although she’d almost forgotten about it because her pussy had been out of order. That hadn’t stopped her from lubing it up good, though. Pinky lifted that shiny rod to her face and gave it an experimental lick.
“Mmh. I’d say you taste more than ready for some fun.”
“Tell me something I don’t know. I’m losing my patience here,” Mary complained, though it was more out of habit than anything else. It was far too hot to see the angel act this naughty.
“Yeah, yeah.” Pinky sucked the dildo clean, her eyes shining with bliss as if Mary’s arousal was the tastiest thing she had ever experienced, before she bent down, and forcefully pushed that same end into the frozen earth using considerable force. With some less than gentle help from her feet, she managed to dig it in deep enough that it stood on its own, leaving only its sizable business end pointing up.
“Should be good enough as long as you don’t wiggle around too much. Okay, so you step over here, and then you go down in a real deep squat. I’d say I’m sorry to make you do sports, but first of all, I’m not sorry, and secondly, you’re, like, ninety percent muscles anyway.”
Mary did as she was told, although the flaw in this plan seemed pretty obvious. She squatted down right on the dildo, but predictably its giant head only registered as a dull pressure when she forced it into her. “You know that this isn’t doing anything, right?”
“Just give me a sec.” Pinky stepped right in front of Mary. The deep squat and their difference in size canceled out perfectly, leaving them face to face. “Ready to explode in the dirtiest, most romantic way possible, my dear little kitty cat?”
“Whatever, let’s just do this,” Mary said, once again ignoring Pinky’s taunt. At this point she even found it kinda cute how the angel kept pushing the idea that there might be something going on between them. Almost as if she wanted to hide her own feelings by preemptively making fun of them.
Pinky reached between her legs, letting out the sweetest moan as she plunged two fingers into herself, bringing them back shining wet, with sticky strands forming between them.
“Open up!”
Mary immediately opened her mouth. The memory of how orgasmic the juices of an angel tasted was still fresh in her mind. That would be a truly fitting way to finish this night. However, Pinky shoved her soiled fingers into her own mouth. Mary was about to protest, when Pinky leaned forwards and sealed her mouth with a kiss.
In this moment the blessing stopped, and so did every single thought in Mary’s brain.
What had been nothing but a dull pressure in her loins transformed into the most delicious fullness. Her pussy screamed in delight as it could finally experience how good it felt to clench down on that giant intruder, and every little bouncing of her legs absolutely shredded her inner walls with those devilishly placed nubs on the dildo’s widest part.
That alone would have easily been enough to push her over, but even this glorious pleasure was a mere backdrop to what Pinky’s kiss did to her.
Sucking on an angel was absolutely amazing, because their skin added a mind-boggling richness to every flavor. Kissing them supercharged your awareness, and left your whole mouth tingling in the most exciting way. Mixing those two aspects and introducing Pinky’s juices that tasted of pure sex, it simply blew Mary away.
It could have only been a couple of drops on Pinky’s tongue, and yet it turned the kiss into the dirtiest, raunchiest thing ever. For the second time in her life Mary felt like she’d got her tongue stuck in the world’s tastiest pussy, only that this time the additional thrill of Pinky’s kiss made her mind hyperfocus on every little detail, letting her savor every aspect of how Pinky’s tongue played with her own, every single nuance of that sweetly sticky taste.
This time Pinky was in full control of the kiss, ravaging Mary’s unresisting mouth with her tongue. Mary couldn’t have fought back even if she’d wanted to, because between the kiss and the insane stimulation in her pussy, her body shook with an orgasm so violent that she would have simply toppled over had Pinky not steadied her. Her pussy clenched so harshly that it was almost painful, and every contraction only added more friction as that thick dildo kept rubbing her insides raw.
There was no escaping the sensations. Mary’s squatting position was more than precarious as she was hanging in the throes of pleasure, and the incessant shaking of her whole body meant that she couldn’t help but keep fucking herself, only adding even more pleasure, and dragging the climax out longer.
Maybe she blacked out for a moment. Or maybe her mind was so overwhelmed with her orgasm that it had no resources left to process the world around her. Either way, Mary found herself lying on the ground with no recollection of having fallen over. Her pussy was incredibly sore, but at the same time it was still twitching in the last pleasurable aftershocks of her orgasm. Or orgasms, likely much more than one. Who knew? Certainly not her.
As she looked down on herself she found that the weight on her chest was Pinky, who was resting her head there, looking back at her with the dirtiest grin on her shining lips. “Did I promise too much?”
Mary’s only answer was a breathless laugh. Her body was slowly coming down from that assault of pure bliss, and the most comfortable tiredness took hold of her every muscle. The frozen earth wasn’t exactly the world’s nicest bed, but with how she was burning up, the chill was enjoyable, even.
“I’ll take that as a yes.” Pinky’s finger idly traced the outlines of Mary’s impressive abs. “Anything you wanna tell me before I fly off again?”
Mary tried to collect her thoughts, which wasn’t easy when both her body and her mind were completely done with life.
She would’ve been perfectly happy to just lie there, maniacally laughing at what this night had turned into, until the cold would finally force her get up, cover the tracks of the fight, and drag herself home. But Pinky deserved more than that.
“Thanks,” Mary said, her voice still a bit shaky. “For saving my ass back there. And for everything else.”
“For everything?” Pinky repeated, still smirking widely. “Does that include blessing you?”
Mary was about to protest, but she just didn’t have it in her. “I guess in the end it was totally worth it. That finish… just, wow.” She chuckled as a final blissful twitch went through her sore pussy.
“Told you, you could trust me.” Pinky sat up on her knees, but she kept gently stroking Mary’s abs and her chest with her soft hands. “And I guess I should thank you, too. It’s been a while since someone fucked me this thoroughly and made me beg for mercy.”
The memories were hazy, especially with how lazy Mary’s post-orgasmic brain was, but she could still remember the angel’s wide open eyes as she got double-timed by that monster of a strap-on in her ass and Mary’s rough fingering.
“Was it actually too much? Or were you just being a little drama queen?”
Pinky’s gaze trailed off into the distance. “It was a lot,” she said after a while. “Like, I could’ve taken more, but I was so glad when you let me off right away. You’re far too good at pushing my buttons. That being said, I wouldn’t mind trying this again some time soon. Find out how much it takes for you to really, truly make me throw in the towel.”
“Well, you know where to find me.”
Mary groaned as she propped herself up on her elbows. As good as it had felt, between the fighting and the fucking, she had once again messed up her whole body. And speaking about the fighting: The dead succubus was still lying a couple of steps from them, waiting for someone to deal with it. Yay.
She was about to resign herself to her fate when she looked at Pinky again, and an idea struck her. For a moment she hesitated, worrying about how she would come across, before she decided that she really didn’t care.
“Do you need to go right now? I could totally do with someone to help me clean up here, and maybe give me a little massage. I’d treat you to a beer or two in return. Or a spanking, whatever floats your boat.”
For a moment there was an expression of genuine surprise on Pinky’s face, and as much as she tried to pass that smile off as a mocking grin, she couldn’t quite mask her happiness. “What’s that? Is my little kitty inviting me on a date?”
“Asks the one who came to me for a booty call, carrying a strap-on bigger than herself.” Mary grabbed the thing, and tore it out of the ground. It took her two tries, since she’d made that thing so slippery, it was hard to get a good grip. She held it out to Pinky. “Don’t play coy. Here, I’ll even throw in a lollipop as a treat. Kitty-flavored, just the way you like it.”
Pinky snorted, and this time there was absolutely no mistaking her genuine smile as she said “You know, if you keep this up, you’ll make me fall for you for real.”
“Oh no, what a terrible fate that would be,” Mary said with a little chuckle. “Come on, the night isn’t getting any younger!”
She walked over to the remains of the succubus. It wasn’t exactly a surprise when Pinky joined her, but that didn’t make it any less appreciated.






  
  Part 5: Torturing an Angel


It was Christmas Eve and Mary was sitting at home, waiting for an angel to appear. 
At least she had the decency to feel embarrassed about it.
It wasn’t all that long ago when she would have rather let a cultist nut job into her house than an angel. Or a cockroach. Stuck-up assholes the lot of them, and the less she had to do with them, the better. It was bad enough that as a freelance demon hunter she technically had to answer to them when all she wanted was to save her little part of the world in peace.
Until she’d met one angel who was different. In pretty much every conceivable way.
Mary still felt kinda stupid as she checked on the big carp in the oven and put the wine into the fridge. She’d actually bought a proper white wine, for fuck’s sake! Well, she’d picked it based solely on the property of being white, which apparently was the kind you were supposed to have with fish, and it was proper in the sense that it came in a bottle instead of a cardboard box, but still.
Usually she’d be out with her fellow demon hunters, sitting at a smokey fire and sharing beers and canned snacks as they told each other the best anecdotes of the past year. Since the demon hunter lifestyle was as much at odds with family life as you could get, they had made their own Christmas rituals far removed from the usual cliches. If only her friends knew that Mary wasn’t out of town like she’d claimed, but staying at home preparing an actual fucking Christmas dinner. And for an angel to boot! She wouldn’t live that down for the rest of her life.
Mary opened herself a beer to pass the time. She pondered if it was already too late to let the carp disappear and just put two cans of cat food on the table for dinner. It had been good enough the last times, and it wouldn’t make her look like a fucking house wife who spent the entire day fretting in the kitchen because her husband’s boss was coming over for dinner. She wasn’t actually going to do it, though, not after all the work she’d put in already (for whatever reason). But still, the idea had a certain draw to it.
“Damn, that smells amazing!”
Mary almost choked on her beer. She snapped around to find Pinky, her favorite angel (a depressingly low bar to cross) standing right behind her.
“The fuck are you doing here?” Mary sputtered, sucking some spilled beer from her finger.
“You invited me, silly.” Pinky gave her signature giggle that was like sugar: So sweet that it hurt your teeth.
She was naked as usual, still wearing the body of a young blond woman who was completely dwarfed by Mary and weighted at most half as much as her. To celebrate the occasion she had put a decorative wreath into her hair. But because it was Pinky, she had gone for a cheap-looking plastic one. Oh, and she had painted the nails on her fingers and toes in green and red.
“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you can just crash into my place.”
“Of course I can. In fact, I’m pretty sure that’s what the word ‘invitation’ means.” Pinky giggled again and blew her a kiss. “But I gotta say, I’m impressed. Didn’t expect you to set up a fancy date like that.”
“It’s not a date. It’s…” Mary sighed. “Whatever. Get yourself a beer if you want. Food is ready in a hot minute.”
What exactly was this supposed to be indeed, Mary asked herself as she watched Pinky go to the living room, checking out her cute butt in the process. Sure, it looked like a date, and like with a good date there was a high chance of this whole thing leading to sex later. But it couldn’t be one, because you only went on dates with people you liked, right? And sure, the relationship of Pinky and her wasn’t as dysfunctional as it had been in the beginning, but…
Mary shoved this whole train of thoughts off its rails. She’d only drive herself crazy by overthinking this. For now she’d just finish her beer in peace and focus on not burning the food, and the rest was going to figure itself out. It always did.
When she carried the tray into the living room a good ten minutes later she found Pinky sitting at the table, trying to balance one of Mary’s silver daggers on her finger. By the tip of the blade. Mary almost said something, but thought better of it. Pinky was clearly fishing for a reaction, and she wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction. So she just put the tray down in the middle of the table with a “Help yourself. I’ll go and get the wine.”
Only when Mary put the bottle on the table did she realize that she didn’t have any wine glasses. The best she could do were some mugs, but if they were already going to steep down to such a barbaric level, they might as well not bother at all and just drink from the bottle. Which was exactly what Mary did.
“How’s she bouquet?” Pinky asked, grinning from ear to ear.
“Fuck me if I know. You tell me.” Mary handed the bottle over. All she could tell from that first taste was that she would have preferred another beer. Once again she wondered why she’d even tried to be fancy.
Pinky took a sip herself and smacked her lips. “Ah, yes,” she said, deep in thought. “That’s definitely a Chardonnay from the Cote d’ Azure. From 2017, if I’m not mistaken. An excellent vintage, dry, with a spicy aftertaste.”
Mary raised an eyebrow. Sure, it befitted the image of an angel to be such a nerd, but she couldn’t imagine Pinky hanging around at a high society wine tasting. For once, she’d have to wear clothes for the occasion, and that alone was a concept that didn’t compute. Mary grabbed the bottle and looked at the label.
“Figured. Riesling Tro… Trocke…” She did the only sensible thing and skipped over that German word with, like, fifty letters or so. “Whatever, it’s a Riesling. With a sweet and fruity taste, apparently. From last year.”
“But for a second there you believed me, didn’t you?”
“You wish.” Mary took another gulp from the bottle before putting it back down. It actually wasn’t all that bad, once you got used to the taste. “I know you too well. There’s not a single sophisticated thing to you.”
“Sounds like you know me too well indeed.” Pinky kept grinning as she picked a piece out of the fish with her fingers, pointedly ignoring the cutlery Mary had arranged so nicely, and shoved it into her cute mouth.
Well, this meant that Mary didn’t have to feel bad about eating like she was used to as well. They must have been such a strange sight, one naked woman and one giant hulk of muscles, sitting across each other, digging into the Christmas carp with their fingers and occasionally sharing a bottle of wine as they teased each other. Not that Mary cared in the slightest. Her fears that things might get awkward – what with this being the first time they’d scheduled to meet up beforehand like normal people, and on Christmas Eve to boot – had proven baseless. They still were as dumb as always. And in a way this barbaric but at the same time refreshingly personal display perfectly fitted their relationship so far.
“So, you got anything else planned for tonight?” Pinky asked as the dinner was nearing its end.
The bottle was already empty and had been replaced by some beers. Mary took a lot more than that to get drunk, but a waif like Pinky should have long felt the alcohol. Then again, maybe angels were immune to all kinds of poison.
The carp was pretty much gone as well, which was all the more impressive since it had weighted almost three kilos to start with. Sure, Mary’s body needed a lot of fuel, but Pinky had dug in with the same appetite. Her stomach had to be a black hole. Not that Mary minded. It was always nice not having to worry about leftovers, and it was such a treat to see the angel eat. After everything they’d been through together, it was hard not to feel a certain warmth rise within her as she watched Pinky stuff her mouth and suck her fingers clean.
“No plans. I figured, the two of us never got bored so far,” Mary said, cleaning up the last remaining pieces from her plate.
“Fair enough.” Pinky leaned back and took a sip from her beer. “And I gotta say, it’s nice to be here on a social call for a change and not crash your place because I’m horny and need someone to fuck me up. Almost like we’re friends or something.”
“Are you’re telling me that you’re not horny and trying to rile me up? Because I call bullshit on that.”
Yes, Pinky was remarkably well behaved so far, but Mary didn’t believe for a second that her eating with her fingers had not been a calculated move. Especially not with the hot looks she’d given her every time she’d licked the smudges of fish from her hands.
“Damn, you really know me too well. Almost like we’re friends or something,” Pinky said again. “And there you keep insisting that this isn’t a date.”
Not too long ago, her taunts would have gotten a rise out of Mary. Possibly even a violent one. How the times had changed. Still, Mary wasn’t going to let that claim go unchallenged. “So you say it’s normal to go on a date with a friend you don’t even know the name of?”
“What are you talking about? I’m your lovely Pink Trash, and you know it.” Pinky winked at her.
Mary could have dropped the topic, but she’d been wondering about this for a while now, and there was no reason not to clear things up now. “Yeah, but I mean your real name. You got one of those, don’t you?”
“Could be, could be.” Pinky made a show of gathering some crumbs with her finger and lapping them up with her tongue. Other than that, though, she didn’t address Mary’s question in any shape or form.
“Are the names of angels a secret?”
By this point Mary was genuinely confused. She’d never heard of names being a big thing for angels. The names of the archangels were common knowledge to the point that most people on the street could tell you at least a couple of them. And sure, Mary didn’t know any lower class angels by name, but that was mostly because she avoided dealing with them as much as she could get away with.
“Not a secret, no.” Pinky wore her most infuriating grin. “You’d really love to know, don’t you?”
“No, I just… forget it.” Mary huffed. Every time she was about to convince herself that Pinky could be good company after all, the angel reminded her what an annoying brat she could be. She’d simply figured that the two of them had been through enough together that they could move on from the derisive nickname she’d given Pinky the very first time they’d met, but apparently not.
“Come on, that’s not like you, to give up so easily.” Pinky kicked her under the table. Or at least Mary assumed that it was supposed to be a kick. Given Pinky’s remarkably pathetic physical strength, it was indistinguishable from a failed attempt at playing footsies. “It’s not like you’re forbidden from knowing my name. It’s just a little embarrassing. Like, if people called me by it, it would totally destroy the fallen angel bad girl vibe I’ve got going on.”
Mary snorted, almost choking on her beer again. If you ignored Pinky’s aversion to clothing, she was the picture book example of the innocent cinnamon roll. Looking at her, you would assume that she spent her evenings cuddling with fluffy bunnies and singing goodnight songs for all the critters of the forest. You only realized that the sweet exterior hid the most depraved pain slut once you got to know her better.
“What do you mean, embarrassing? We’ve put each other through the most humiliating shit already. I made you lick my dirty feet, for fuck’s sake! You can’t tell me your name is so bad that it compares to that.”
“I guess it doesn’t,” Pinky admitted. “Still, not gonna tell you. If you want to know it that badly, you’ll have to torture it out me.”
Mary listened up. With anyone else, that line would have been nothing more but an off-handed joke. But Pinky was very different from anyone else. “Careful there, or I might do just that.”
Pinky put the beer down and leaned forward, her head resting on her hands, fixating Mary with hot eyes. “Maybe you should. Since someone failed to prepare some entertainment for our date, we’ve got time to kill anyway.”
Memories of their last time resurfaced. The details were hazy in Mary’s mind since she’d been under the influence of some serious succubus magic, but she distinctly remembered fucking Pinky with a true monster of a strap-on until she begged her to stop. And she remembered even more distinctly how hot it had been to see the angel’s face twisted in pleasure and pain as she was pushed past her limits. But even back then she hadn’t managed to fully break Pinky’s resolve. It had seemed close, and Pinky had admitted how intense it had been for her, but in the end Mary had gotten distracted by other things, and so she’d never found out how close she’d really come to overloading the seemingly endless masochism of the angel.
“I’d be so up for that.” Mary stared right back into Pinky’s pretty eyes, already feeling that familiar hot tingle between her legs. Pinky’s provocations never failed to get her horny. “But I’m warning you: If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do this right. No mercy.”
“No mercy,” Pinky repeated, savoring the words. “No mercy and no safeword. Just the way I like it.”
“Don’t wanna burst your bubble, but technically there is a safeword. That’s the beauty of torturing someone for information: You can stop me anytime. All you have to do is tell me what I want to hear.”
“Which I ain’t gonna do. So there!”
Mary emptied her beer. A part of her was still wondering what stupid games she’d gotten herself involved with this time, but that part could go fuck itself. It had always been clear that this night could only end in wild, kinky sex. And even though Mary would have never admitted it, she’d spent far too much time in bed, riding one of her dildos to an amazing orgasm as she fantasized about her encounters with Pinky and conjured up the nastiest things she wanted to put the angel through if given the chance.
Well, she was given the chance right now.

A couple of minutes later they were in Mary’s bedroom. The living room could be used for sex just as well, as they had proven twice already, but this time it wasn’t a heat-of-the-moment thing, so they might as well relocate to a place more suitable to what Mary had in mind.
“Something tells me I’m not the first one you’re doing this with,” Pinky said as she was tied spread-eagle to the bed, each limb bound to one of the sturdy posts at each corner. The ropes were thick enough that even someone with enhanced strength wouldn’t be able to snap them easily, but at the same time they were smooth enough that you wouldn’t get any rope burns even if you pulled at them with all your might. The kind of rope that would only be found in Mary’s bedroom for one very specific reason.
“Not by a long shot.” Mary pulled the last rope taut until Pinky’s body was stretched out in a slender X with barely any wiggle room. Only then did she finish the knot, which was a bit of a struggle because there wasn’t much rope left to do so. “All of the others were a lot taller, though. If you were any shorter, I would’ve had to find something else to tie you up with.”
“It’s not my fault that you’re not prepared to have a cute girl in your bedroom.” Pinky tested her bonds, with the predictable result that she couldn’t move at all. Pinky was weak even by human standards, and these ropes had already managed to hold down a werewolf.
“Cute and short is not the same thing, you know.”
“Doesn’t change that I happen to be both. But I admit, you’re also cute. You’re cute like a mama bear. Who tears someone’s limbs off to protect her children.”
There was no intelligent response to that, so Mary didn’t even bother. And she had to admit, her bed wasn’t made with someone like Pinky in mind. It was a sturdy hardwood construction she’d built herself, a roughly square frame with a side length of almost three meters. She liked having space, and some of the supernatural women she’d hooked up with had made even herself look small by comparison. If you intended to take a Valkyrie home, a bed from IKEA wasn’t going to do you any good, neither in size nor in sturdiness. The flip side was that this dainty angel looked a little lost in the middle of the giant mattress.
Mary climbed into the bed and crawled on top of Pinky. She’d slipped out of most of her clothes, but kept her bra and shorts. Usually she preferred not wearing anything at home when she could get away with it, but the contrast between her and the fully naked angel, bound in such a vulnerable position, nicely emphasized who was in charge. “I know there’s no point playing the good cop with you, but just for completion’s sake: This is your last chance to talk before I get nasty. And you better believe me when I say this: I’m gonna get really, really nasty with you.”
Pinky chuckled. “Threatening me with a good time again? You haven’t learned your lesson yet.”
“Let’s see about that.”
Mary set up, kneeling over Pinky with most her weight resting on the angel’s hips and thighs. Between that and the taut ropes, Pinky couldn’t move a single muscle as Mary put her hands on her sides, digging her nails into the soft flesh. Even in their human form, those nails were deceptively sharp. Pinky bit her lip in anticipation, grinning as she braced herself for being used as Mary’s scratching post.
Only to have those nails dance over her skin in a flurry of feather-light touches.
“What?” she burst out, her eyes going wide as the realization dawned on her.
Mary didn’t give her a chance to collect herself. She went right for Pinky’s exposed armpits. Angels didn’t have a single stub of hair on their bodies, which made it all the easier for Mary’s fingers to glide over the sensitive skin.
“That’s not fair!” Pinky howled, shaking with forced laughter. “Not fair! That’s not torture!”
“Really? Because it very much sounds like it is.” Mary let the angel catch her breath. Not because she was feeling merciful, mind you. It was just such a bother to hold a conversation with someone who was laughing herself crazy. And now that Pinky had had a little taste of what she was in for, she might have a better grasp of her situation.
“But that’s bullshit,” Pinky complained. She had calmed down again, but couldn’t stop her eyes from flickering to Mary’s hands, which still hovered right at her arm pits. “You’re supposed to hurt me till I can’t take it anymore. Scratch me, bite me, spank me, whatever. I know you’re into that shit. Tickling is just…”
“Just the worst?” Mary finished her sentence for her. “Don’t try and tell me that tickling is just a stupid kid’s game and doesn’t work. You tried that once; I didn’t buy it then, and I don’t buy it now. We both know how effective it is on you. So I ask again: Will you tell me your name, or do I have to go at you for real?”
“You’re evil!”
Mary waited for Pinky to say anything else, but nothing came. Well, she’d made her choice, now she had to live with the consequences.
Pinky had clearly used the time to prepare herself, because when Mary started tickling her armpits again, she held herself together and didn’t make a sound.
For all of five seconds or so.
Her laughter burst out like a gun shot as the tension became too much. She strained and twisted with all her strength as Mary’s nails continued dancing over her skin, but of course it was completely in vain. There was absolutely nothing she could do to protect her ticklish pits.
The laughs got even more frantic when Mary decided to switch it up and go back to her sides. She repeatedly grabbed that soft flesh, always just digging her nails in for a moment before attacking Pinky in a slightly different way.
It was a good thing angels didn’t sweat, because Pinky would have already been completely drenched from how desperately she threw her body around to escape Mary’s ticklish touches. And it seemed like no matter what Mary tried, every spot on the angel’s body was a winner. Running her nails over Pinky’s tummy drove her just as crazy as tickling the sides of her breasts. Or her nipples, even. Until this day Mary hadn’t even considered that nipples could be ticklish, but Pinky showed her that yes, they could be, and yes, the sensation was absolutely horrible. It was a good thing that Mary lived alone in her house, separated from the neighbors by at least ten meters of empty garden, because otherwise someone would have already called the police because of Pinky’s frantic screams.
After a couple of minutes Mary took a break to consider her next moves. It wasn’t that she’d gotten bored of tickling Pinky. Just the opposite, really. She was sure she’d never grow tired of hearing the angel howl in agonized mirth. But she felt like she’d exhausted all the fun spots on Pinky’s torso, and there was still more of that adorable body to explore.
“Oh God, fuck!” Pinky kept shaking even after Mary had stopped tickling her. Her hair was a complete mess from how much she’d thrown her head around, the only part of her that she any kind of control over. A few strands of hair were draped over her face, their ends stuck in her mouth. Out of the goodness of her heart, Mary brushed them away with gentle fingers.
“You realize that you can’t break me with tickles, right?” Pinky asked, her voice just a little too high-pitched to sound believable. “You’re wasting your time. If you really want to know my name, you’ll have to think of something else.”
“Oh, I don’t mind wasting time. It’s not like I’ve got any other plans today. The whole night belongs just to the two of us. Isn’t that nice?”
Pinky glared at Mary. It was remarkably ineffective.
Mary turned around on top of Pinky, still straddling her thighs, but now facing in the direction of her legs. “Do you remember the first time I tickled you?” Mary asked innocently as she shuffled forward a bit until she was kneeling on Pinky’s left knee. The angel’s adorably small foot was right in front of her, just waiting to be grabbed.
“How could I ever forget?”
“Well, I specifically remember that I didn’t get to find out how ticklish your feet are. You gave up the moment I mentioned them. Could it be that they’re your weak spot?”
As Mary reached for Pinky’s foot, the angel crunched her toes with all her might. It looked as if she was trying to make her foot roll in on itself.
“You wouldn’t dare,” she hissed, an unmistakable hint of panic in her voice.
“Oh, but I totally would.” Mary grabbed Pinky’s toes and pulled them back, forcefully exposing all of her tender sole. Pinky tried to fight back, but she was simply no match against Mary’s strength.
“I swear, I’m not gonna tell you anything! You’re wasting your time, you-”
She cut herself off with uncontrollable laughter as the nails of Mary’s other hand danced over her sole. Once again it didn’t matter which area Mary targeted: Pinky’s arches, her heels, the soft pads of her feet, all of them were ridiculously ticklish, to the point where Mary almost felt sorry for the angel. Almost.
And it wasn’t like there was no variety. For example, the laughter she got when she used the tips of her fingers on Pinky’s arches was more like a series of hysteric giggles. But if she instead dragged her nails over Pinky’s pads the laughter became a lot more breathless, even turning into a hoarse howl when she increased the pressure. Since it was impossible to break an angel’s skin, there was no reason for Mary to be careful with her sharp nails. And while Pinky had all but begged for her torture to be about pain, she didn’t sound all that happy when Mary went at her foot so violently that the tickles turned into a violent scratching.
The most impressive reaction, though, came when Mary got her nails right under Pinky’s toes, to that soft, sensitive area at the very top of her pads, and moved her hand as if she was strumming a guitar, so her nails flew along all of Pinky’s toes, alternating between both directions with mind-boggling speed.
Pinky’s screams grew so shrill that they hurt Mary’s ears. The angel yanked her foot so desperately that even with all her strength Mary had a hard time holding on to her nimble toes. But hold on she did. There was no way she wasn’t going to abuse this new weak spot she’d found.
Before long she had to stop, though, because she grew seriously concerned. Not about Pinky. Sure, the angel sounded like she was being ripped apart by giant fire ants or something, but she was just a drama queen. No, Mary worried that she might actually damage her hearing if she kept tickling the angel. Those high-pitched screams drilled into her skull, and her ears kept ringing even after Pinky had fallen silent, safe for her breathless panting as she tried to get herself under control again.
“Fuck, you’re loud,” Mary complained, turning back to the angel.
“That’s really not my fault.” Pinky’s hair was all messed up again, and she had deep dents in her lower lips where she’d bitten herself with all her might. There was a haunted look in her eyes, but that wild grin on her lips wasn’t just a remnant from all the forced laughter she’d endured. “But I swear, if you keep tickling me, I’ll scream even more. You think that was loud? I’ll scream the whole house down!”
“And if I stuff that pretty mouth of yours?”
“It doesn’t matter. Gag me all you want, you can’t silence me. Try and find out!”
Mary was tempted to try, just to spite her, but her ears really needed a rest. And while it had been fun to see the angel come undone from laughter, that was by far not the only idea she had for how to torture Pinky.
“Whatever,” she said, trying to make it sound like she only stopped tickling Pinky because she’d gotten bored of it. “There’s something much more fun I’ve always wanted to try out anyway.”
She lay down between Pinky’s stretched legs, her face right before the angel’s pussy. Her bright pink, dripping wet pussy.
One would have been excused to conclude from how wet and ready Pinky was that despite her protests she’d enjoyed the tickling immensely. But Mary knew her long enough to recognize this as Pinky’s default state. Apparently the creator of angels had thought it a good idea to make creatures that were supposed to be the shining pillars of purity… and give those same creatures a sexy itch they couldn’t scratch. It was no wonder that most of them were such stuck-up bitches, what with them being permanently frustrated. And neither was it a surprise that this state of constant unfulfilled arousal would breed some outliers like Pinky, who turned into the most depraved masochist sluts to deal with it.
The sweet smell of Pinky’s need filled Mary’s nose, triggering a blissful warm glow throughout her entire body. She had tasted Pinky’s angelic juices two times already, and both times it had been literally orgasmic. And she hadn’t even licked them directly from their source then. Mary had often wondered what it would be like to eat the angel out, and there was no day like today to find out. Later. There was a good chance the experience would get her into such a haze of pleasure that she was completely useless afterwards.
Instead she put her thumb on Pinky’s clit and pulled its hood back. The angel let out the hottest gasp as her most sensitive spot was laid bare. Like the rest of her pussy, it was immediately obvious from her clit just how horny she was. That thing was bright red and swollen, twitching as it felt the room’s cool air and Mary’s hot breath playing around it.
“There was something you said on our very first meeting, about how you can’t come no matter how good you feel…” Mary spoke slowly so the words had time to sink in. Just like one finger of her other hand sunk into Pinky’s hot pussy right now. “I always thought, that alone must be absolute torture already.”
Pinky moaned in agreement. She writhed in her bonds, trying to get as much friction as possible from that single finger inside of her. Mary had already learned how much Pinky craved penetration, the bigger and harder the better. Which was exactly why she wouldn’t get any tonight.
“And I wondered, what would happen if someone came and made it so, so much worse.” Mary slid her finger back out, ignoring Pinky’s disappointed groan. A groan that turned into a breathless gasp when this now nicely lubricated finger found its way to her exposed clit.
Mary was devilishly gentle as she drew little circles around Pinky’s clit with her slick fingertip. These insidiously teasing touches would have gotten any woman so hot and bothered that she was begging for some real action in no time at all. Doing this to someone who was unable to have this burning need fulfilled was just cruel.
“Oh God, please,” Pinky whimpered barely a minute in. But a minute could be long time when your throbbing clit didn’t get a break from this far too gentle slick friction.
“Please what?” Mary chuckled as she tickled just the bottom of Pinky’s clit with the very tip of her finger, drawing out the most adorable squeal. A squeal that was a lot easier on the ears. The raging arousal made Pinky’s voice drop several registers, which put her around the range of normal people.
“Oh fuck me,” Pinky whimpered. Her whole body was taut, every muscle clenched up.
“Fuck you?” Mary repeated. “You mean like this?” She slid that same single finger back into Pinky.
“Yes!” The angel worked her hips as much as she was able to, which simply wasn’t enough. Mary couldn’t help but laugh at all the effort Pinky put in when she had to know how useless it was.
“Well, too bad. All you’re getting now is this.” The finger went back to Pinky’s clit and continued its lazy circles.
Pinky held it together for a whole minute or so, groaning as she endured these infuriating teasing touches. But restraint had never been her strong suit, and soon she was thrashing against the rope with all her might, desperately trying to shift her hips away from Mary’s evil finger.
“Why?” she screamed as Mary easily held her in place and continued gently stroking around her swollen clit.
“Because it works so well, that’s why,” Mary said, completely entranced by her work. “Like, I’ve never seen a clit this big and this red. It has to be crazy sensitive.”
“It is,” Pinky wailed, still futilely trying to wriggle away. “Fuck, I hate you!”
“No you don’t. There’s a reason you’re always coming back to me, no matter what I do to you. You’re just too much of a masochist slut. Admit it: If I wasn’t this cruel to you, you would’ve long since grown bored of me.”
Pinky mumbled something that would have been completely unintelligible even if she hadn’t interrupted herself with a loud yelp as Mary flicked her nail over her clit.
“What was that? I didn’t quite get it.” Mary kept her finger right on Pinky’s clit, continuing to gently tickle it with sadistic glee.
“I guess,” Pinky admitted between pained gasps. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t hate you right now!”
“But why would that be? I’m just making you feel good. Like, really, really good. I bet after all this teasing you must be all ready to explode. Just imagine how nice it will be when you can finally… oh, oopsie,” Mary said, endlessly amused by how much her feigned innocence aggravated Pinky. “Right, you can’t. Aww, you poor thing. That’s gotta suck so bad. Like, if I couldn’t get off after so much foreplay, I’d be furious.”
“Fuck you!” Pinky cried. For a moment it sounded like she was actually crying, but she quickly pulled herself together by funneling all her frustrations into rage. “Fuck you! I swear, once I get free, I’ll fucking strangle you! I’ll bite your nipples off! I… I…”
Mary never learned what else Pinky planned to do to her, because once again her words drowned in a tortured wail as Mary dragged the edge of her nail right across her clit.
It was a truly diabolic move. One she would have never been able to spring on a human woman. Or most supernatural ones, for that matter. Her nail was too sharp, and you really, really didn’t want to break your partner’s skin down there. Safety could fly right out the window, though, when your partner was invulnerable.
Mary couldn’t begin to imagine what it would feel like to have your clit scratched so harshly and so deliberately. She’d done it to Pinky once before, but back then the angel hadn’t already been ridiculously sensitive from so much cruel teasing. Listening to the angel’s frantic screams, it had to be one of the most agonizing things imaginable.
But even as Mary was putting that swollen clit through hell, Pinky’s pussy kept gushing endlessly. It was almost hypnotic, watching it clench in rapid succession, as if it was begging for something to fill it. Pinky’s smell permeated the entire room with its heavy sweetness. Mary was sure that she had never seen a pussy this desperately aroused before, and that was saying something considering she had regular run-ins with demons of the sexy kind.
“You can complain all you want,” Mary said, momentarily giving Pinky a break so she was able to catch her breath and participate in the conversation with actual words instead of her carnal noises. “Your body doesn’t lie. You crave the abuse. You love having someone do all these horrible things to you. Look!”
She dragged her finger between Pinky’s folds and held it up to the angel’s face. That simple touch had gotten it so wet, Mary had to keep twisting it to prevent the accumulated juices from dripping down.
Pinky glared at her but didn’t say anything. Likely because there was nothing she could have said. They both knew that Mary was right. Pinky had admitted at their very first meeting already that she was searching for someone to put her in her place, and every single interaction they’d had since then had only strengthened Mary’s belief that the angel’s depravities truly knew no bounds.
“What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue? Oh, wait!”
It was so stupid, which was exactly why Mary had to go for it. She plunged her soiled hand into Pinky’s mouth and grabbed her tongue. “Now she’s got it!”
Pinky exhaled through her nose. It was impossible to tell if it was an exasperated huff or an amused snort. However that might be, she followed it up by hungrily sucking Mary’s fingers, moaning blissfully. Seemed like the juices of an angel didn’t just taste amazing to other people.
The moment Mary’s fingers were clean again, though, Pinky stopped playing nice and bit down. Her teeth hurt quite a bit, but once again Mary could easily overpower her, force her jaws back open and get her hand out.
“Do you really think that’s smart? Biting the hand that can do the most terrible things to you?”
“Whatever,” Pinky spat back. “Do your worst, I don’t care! If you think I’m at my limit already, you have no idea!”
Could it be that tasting her own arousal had an energizing effect on her? Just a minute ago Pinky had looked completely done for, but now her fighting spirit had returned in full force. Well, Mary certainly wasn’t going to complain. After all, where was the fun in torturing someone who didn’t fight back? “In that case I’m sure you don’t mind if we continue right away.”
Mary got her thumb all slick at Pinky’s dripping entrance before putting it on her clit, gently rubbing over that inflamed nub. Even with the rough callouses on her thumb, that should still be a much smoother kind of pleasure. This technique usually put her partner on a fast track towards climax. Which might be just as agonizing as the previous teasing touches if this same fast track was a road into nowhere.
“Ngh!” Pinky gritted her teeth, once again tensing her every muscle. But either this kind of torture really wasn’t so bad, or her renewed fighting spirit had given her the energy to try and hide how much Mary was getting to her.
After a minute Mary increased her pace. Her thumb covered all of Pinky’s clit, and she knew from both first hand and second hand experience how amazing that felt in combination with these quick circular motions. Normally it shouldn’t have taken long for Pinky to explode from this onslaught of pleasure, and her grunts did become more frantic again, but of course it still wasn’t going to lead anywhere meaningful.
“May I ask you something?”
Another minute had passed, and the tension was visibly getting to Pinky. Mary could only hope that her teeth were as indestructible as the rest of her body, because it couldn’t be healthy to clench them this hard.
“No, I’m not gonna tell you my name. You haven’t won yet!”
Mary had to chuckle. Pinky was too adorable when she tried to play the tough girl.
“Don’t worry, I know you won’t break that easily. It’s just… you know, I’m kinda curious, and I figured, since we got time to kill anyway, I might as well ask you…” She slowed down the movements of her thumb a little as she spoke, but never stopped completely. This was supposed to be torture after all, so it would have been a crime to let Pinky off her suffering during their little chat.
“What do you want?”
“I want to know what it feels like when I do this to you.”
“What do you think it feels like? It’s fucking horrible!” Pinky yanked at the ropes and threw her head back in frustration.
“Yeah, I kinda figured that part,” Mary said, completely unfazed by Pinky’s outburst. “But, like, your body doesn’t even know what it’s like to come, right? So does it even feel like you’re building up towards something and it’s frustrating because you don’t get it? Or is it just horrible because you’re so crazy sensitive?”
Pinky huffed again, but she did make a genuine effort to answer the question. Maybe just because she was so desperate for absolutely any distraction from what Mary’s thumb was doing to her clit, but still. “The thing is, my body does know,” she said, her voice strained. “I know exactly what I’m missing out on, and that makes it so, so much harder.”
Mary slowed her thumb down even further, as a little reward for the angel feeding her curiosity. She didn’t say anything herself, figuring that any further prompting would only make Pinky more defiant again. And indeed, after another half a minute where not a single sound was heard except for Pinky’s heavy breathing, the angel continued.
“It’s like… like I’m a bottle of coke that’s been shaken like crazy, but with the opening welded shut.”
Mary held herself back from laughing. It was such a stupid metaphor, but Pinky sounded one hundred percent genuine, and she wanted to hear where this was going.
“There’s this pressure that won’t go away. Can’t go away. It just builds up and up and up and drives me absolutely crazy, because my stupid body thinks ‘Now I’ll explode. No, now I’ll explode. Okay, okay, but now, for real.’ But it never does. It just keeps building up. Do you know what it’s like when you need to burp, but you can’t? When your stomach’s all bloated, and you already feel that prickly itch in your throat, and it kinda burns, and it absolutely sucks, but you know, the moment you do burp, it’s gonna be so satisfying? Now imagine that, but times a million, and it’s in your pussy, and you never ever actually do that burp.”
“You have a way with words.” Despite her best intentions, Mary couldn’t keep the sarcasm out of her voice. As dumb as Pinky’s description was, though, it did paint a clear picture. “But it does settle down again, right? Like that coke, when you stop shaking it?”
“Yeah, but it takes forever,” Pinky groaned. “At least what you’re doing now feels good. Like, it still makes it worse, but at least I get something out of it. And funnily enough, one of the few things that give me some relief is a good, hard fucking. You’d think it would turn me on even more, and it does, but it just hurts in the most satisfying way when something big slams into me. There’s this pressure in my pussy that I can’t deal with, but then there comes this other pressure from outside and pushes against it. Fight fire with fire, kind of. And when someone fucks me up good, it makes me feel like such a slut. That really helps. It’s so much easier to accept that you’re constantly horny when you feel like your whole purpose is for someone to use your every hole as hard and as much as they want.
“So yeah, that’s one thing that helps. And pain in general. It’s so cathartic when something else makes me scream for once, takes my mind off the need. Like, when you take these claws of yours and really cut into me, it burns so, so good. And when you beat me up till I ache all over, I don’t even feel that pressure anymore, because I’m completely done in the best possible way.
“But the worst, the absolutely fucking worst thing ever is what you did with your finger there. This fucking teasing that doesn’t even do enough that it actually feels good, but it drives me up the walls. It’s like acid. Like…” Pinky struggled to find the right words before she gave up with a frustrated sigh. “It’s just bad. Really, really bad. Makes me want to bite my own head off. But not before I’ve bitten your head off first.”
Mary realized that she’d stopped tormenting Pinky. She’d been so enthralled by the angel’s accounts of how her body worked that everything else had fallen to the wayside. And truth be told, it made her feel a little bad for what she was doing. She could kinda imagine what it was like for Pinky now, and it sounded absolutely horrible.
“You know, if you had told me that it’s this bad and that you really don’t enjoy it, you could’ve just said so. Like, I’m not completely unreasonable. If something’s a hard limit, then I accept it and don’t do it. Not even to you,” she added with a little grin so the mood wouldn’t get too serious.
Pinky took a few deep breaths. At first glance she seemed to have calmed down again, but if you looked closer you could see the tension within her. That needy itch in her pussy was still absolutely killing her. Between her amazing willpower and her who knew how many years of practice she just managed not to let it show.
“That’s the thing, though. It’s not a hard limit. Not really. I…” There was another huff, but if anything, it sounded as if she was annoyed at herself. “You better listen closely, because I’m only gonna say it once: Yes, you were totally right. I like you because you actually dare to do things to me that I hate. Or rather, things I hate by themselves, but that are hot if someone does them to me anyway. Especially when they’re so gleeful about it. So, yes, what you’re doing to me is absolutely terrible and I hate every second of it, but I love how much fun you’re having when you push me through it anyway.”
“Wow, you really are one fucked up angel.” What else was there to say, really? But despite how it might sound, Mary didn’t mean it in a bad way. It had always turned her on to no end when Pinky showed her naughty side.
At this point it wasn’t just her primal instincts reacting to the angel’s confession. That Pinky had confided her most intimate feelings in her made Mary feel warm in entirely different ways. Ways that she wasn’t going to fight anymore. Especially not when the angel had been this forward in showing her affection. Pinky’s speech didn’t just sound like a depraved perversion of a confession of love, she had actually dropped the L-word there.
“Oh yes,” Pinky said. “But that’s okay. Because I’m your fucked up angel. Right?” She said it jokingly, but there was something in her eyes, like a silent pleading that Mary would be the first to drop all pretense and irony and say out loud what should have been obvious to both of them for a long time now.
“Yes, you are.” Mary crawled on top of Pinky, leaving her throbbing pussy behind in favor of that cute face of hers. A face that was even more adorable now with how she was struggling to hold in both the after effects of the sexual torture and her anxiety about what Mary was going to say next.
“You’re my perfect little fucked up angel.”
Mary didn’t wait for Pinky to invite her in. That wasn’t their style. She simply enclosed Pinky’s lips with her own and shoved her tongue into her mouth.
Pinky was stunned by this sudden spike in intimacy, but only for a moment. She hungrily kissed Mary back, her technique wild and sloppy, but so sensual and so very much… her. There was a raunchiness to her kisses that was uniquely her own. And when she sucked on Mary’s tongue like she wanted to rip it out of her mouth, it was like she was unloading all the tension, all her desperate need, all her insecurities into this very kiss.
It wasn’t their first kiss, and not even their dirtiest one, but it was the one that felt the most personal. And Mary was sure that no matter how often she tasted Pinky’s sweet mouth, she’d never get used to that shock of pure attentiveness that shot through her body when she kissed an angel, as if their saliva was spiked with adrenaline and caffeine. It made her feel every little detail that more intensely, made her fully experience the smooth sensation of Pinky’s soft lips on her own, the nimble movements of the angel’s wet tongue, the exciting vibrations of Pinky’s moans.
When she broke the kiss again and looked down on Pinky who was grinning back at her, Mary’s heart raced in the best possible way. “We’re such a fucked up couple, aren’t we?”
“And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
Were they in a relationship now? They’d definitely had some kind of relationship already, because looking at all the crazy things they’d done with each other, this wasn’t how you acted with a friend or even a casual hook-up. But did this make them… girlfriends?
The idea was laughable. They were as dysfunctional as could be. Never mind that everyone would only shake their heads and give them some snide remarks if they announced their relationship officially. The rest of the world was cordially invited to go fuck itself. But had the two of them ever managed to keep each other’s company for even just an hour without either getting on each other’s nerves or having the kind of sex that was neither safe nor sane? Come to think of it, had they ever had an hour where they hadn’t done both of these things, and pretty much nothing else? They didn’t have a single thing to build a functional relationship on. And yet they couldn’t deny that they were made for each other, in the same way that pineapple and pizza were made for each other.
Well, the soppy part could figure itself out later. For now, Mary had lots and lots of love to give Pinky. The kind of love that would only fly between kinky lunatics like themselves.
“Now that we got that cleared up, I think I still got a job to finish.” Mary placed one last quick, wet kiss on Pinky’s cute nose before she crawled back until she was right between the angel’s legs again. Pinky’s pussy wasn’t throbbing as desperately anymore, but it was still gushing wet. The dark spot on the bed sheets was remarkably big, and it was growing still as even more sticky drops slowly made their way down between angel’s ass cheeks and onto the linen.
And it wasn’t like this was the only proof of Pinky’s raging arousal. Her whole pussy was bright pink, her outer lips plump and swollen. That precious clit of hers was shining a fiery red. It had grown so hard and big that it protruded from its hood at all times. Just looking at this vulnerable nub as it pulsated in need made you feel sympathy for Pinky’s plight, for how agonizing her need had to be.
And it was only going to get even worse for her. So, so much worse.
Mary wet the tip of her index finger with the copious amounts of the angel’s fragrant juices before she put it back on this desperate bundle of nerves. Right on it, but still barely touching, just enough that Pinky would know what was coming. And judging by the jolt shooting through her body, she got the message.
“Someone told me that this is the worst possible thing I could do,” Mary said, feeling almost high from how much she was enjoying herself as she slowly dragged the tip of her finger around Pinky’s clit, always keeping contact with it, but only with the lightest, most infuriatingly gentle touches. “And coincidentally, it’s also what’s the most fun. So I’d say that’s exactly what we’re going to do now. Just you and me, having some nice quality time together.”
“Oh God no,” Pinky groaned. She strained against her bonds, but there was barely any strength to it, as if she had already resigned herself to her suffering.
“Come on, you can’t give me that whole spiel about how you love it when I do the things you hate, and then not expect me to do just that.”
“I know!” Pinky thumped at the mattress with her fists as Mary’s finger kept grazing along the perimeter of her clit. It was utterly ineffective, of course. Pinky’s fists, that was; Mary’s finger was frightfully effective. And no wonder. A clit this crimson and swollen had to be sensitive beyond belief. This gliding friction had to burn and ache like crazy. “But can’t you do anything else? Just, anything? Please! Like, fuck, you can tickle me again if you want, but please, don’t do this to me!”
“Nope.” Mary chuckled, having far too much fun shattering all of Pinky’s hopes with a single word. “In fact, I think you owe me some gratitude. Don’t you agree that you should thank me for giving this fucked up angel exactly what she secretly wants?”
Pinky’s howl made Mary laugh for real. It resounded with so much frustration, and it was so obvious that the frustration was only in part from how Mary so cruelly used the weaknesses of Pinky’s body against her. No, a good part of this frustration was aimed at herself for the fact that she actually agreed with Mary deep down.
“Fuck you,” she spat, but it lacked conviction.
“Don’t play hard to get now.” Mary stopped with the circles and instead put her nail against Pinky’s clit. Not the sharp edge this time. Pain, even one of such excruciating intensity, was far too good for Pinky. No, she curled her finger so that it was the smooth surface of the nail gliding over Pinky’s clit. The edge dragged along, blunted by the angle, but still absolutely devastating with how it dug into every single nerve one after the other on its way from the bottom of Pinky’s clit to its very top. It had to be a much different sensation compared to Mary’s fingertip, but judging from how Pinky smashed the back of her head against the mattress like a madwoman, it had to be at least as bad. If not even worse.
“You were so adorably honest before, so don’t stop now. Look me straight in the eyes and thank me for playing right into your desires. Thank me for being such a nice gal who’s ready to tickle that bean of yours for the whole night if that’s what it takes.”
Pinky wailed in frustration. Maybe Mary should have given her a chance to collect herself instead of moving her finger right back and running her nail up again without any break, but where would be the fun in that?
“Fuck, I…” Pinky raised her head to look at Mary. Her pretty mouth was twisted in an expression of pure anguish, and Mary could have sworn to see moisture glisten in Pinky’s eyes.
It could have been just a trick of the light. Maybe angels didn’t cry in the same way that they didn’t sweat, but Mary very much doubted it. After all, an angel shedding a single tear was such a classic image. Whoever had designed angels to be the perfect torture toys surely wouldn’t have compromised their work by taking from them this powerful way of expressing their pain. And Pinky looked so breathtakingly beautiful in her distraught state. Sure, she was always a cutie, but that was just surface level. Right now though, with her teary eyes showing how deeply she was giving herself up to her suffering, that was real beauty.
“Thank you,” Pinky whispered, barely audible. “For…”
“For teasing your poor clit until you suffocate on your need?”
“For being you.”
If not for the context, it would have been so wholesome. Then again, when it came to the two of them, you had to shift your perspective a little.
“Love you, too,” Mary said, once more feeling this comfy warmth spread from her stomach. God, she wanted the angel so much it hurt! And it felt so good to know that these feelings were reciprocated.
The need to find out how Pinky’s heavenly juices tasted straight from the source was back and stronger than ever. The combination of that sweet smell filling her nose and those distracting fuzzy feelings she had right now, it added up to a need to get as close and intimate with the angel as possible. Still, Mary restrained herself. She remembered all too well what orgasmic powers that taste had even if you only experienced it second-hand. It would be absolutely glorious to lick Pinky’s dripping hole, but it would likely be so glorious as to knock her out from how crazy good it felt, and she wouldn’t have the energy left to finish their little game.
She was getting impatient, though, and while Pinky was clearly distraught, she didn’t seem all that close to breaking yet. However, some of the techniques Mary had tried had been really effective, and while they might not have been enough on their own, maybe she could combine them in a way as to create a sensation so utterly unbearable that even a masochist as pure as Pinky had to tap out in order to protect her sanity.
Mary put her thumbs to both sides of Pinky’s clit. She gently pushed in, not to the point of squeezing it so much it hurt for real, but enough that both of her nails had their sharp edges rest right against this hypersensitive nub. Pinky must have felt that shit was getting real, because she literally stopped breathing, her entire body taut like a bow string as she awaited what new cruelties awaited her. And then, grinning like a madwoman, Mary made the tiniest up and down movements with her thumbs.
It was truly diabolical. Her nails wiggled against Pinky’s clit from both sides. Pinky had confirmed with both her words and her reactions that it was the gentle touches that really did her in. The soft brushing of Mary’s fingertip around her clit had already been devastatingly effective, and this was so much worse. Mary was touching only the tiniest parts of Pinky’s throbbing clit, but those parts suffered a continuous onslaught of the lightest, most surface-level scratches.
She couldn’t even begin to imagine how terrible that had to be, especially with a clit already this swollen and vulnerable. It had to feel like every single nerve was laid bare and sanded away one by one. It had to hurt so, so badly, but it wasn’t be the kind of cathartic pain Pinky had wished for. Oh no, this was the kind of pain that festered inside of you like a burning, acidic itch that absolutely melted your mind and made you claw your own eyes out.
It only took a few seconds until the screaming started.
Thankfully it wasn’t the high-pitched screeches Pinky had made when being tickled. No, this was more of a furious howl, as if a whole pack of wolves had gotten their tails trapped in a closing door at the same time. It was truly impressive how such a cute girl could scream at such a volume. If she’d been mortal, she’d have totally shredded her vocal cords.
Of course Mary didn’t show her any mercy. Not when she’d found a weakness that worked so well. She kept wiggling her thumbs, pressing down on Pinky’s hips with her hands at the same time to make sure the angel couldn’t move away even the tiniest bit. She wanted to make sure that it would always be the very same two spots that got gently scratched by her sharp nails. Two spots of pure agony, while the rest of Pinky’s throbbing clit didn’t get to feel anything, except for a bit of dull pressure from being trapped between these two thumbs that squeezed it ever so gently. Sure, compared to the absolute torture that was the incessant scratching, this little reminder that Pinky got denied any real pleasure wasn’t going to contribute much, but it was an additional discomfort, and Mary wanted to make sure that Pinky didn’t experience a single sensation that wasn’t pure suffering.
A minute passed. And another. Pinky’s screams slowly shifted from a howl to an endless choked wailing, but that was the only thing that changed. Mary continued doing the exact same thing with infinite patience and concentration, completely engrossed in her task. Nothing mattered to her right now, except to keep the same gentle scratches in the same rhythm at the same place without ever letting up or changing absolutely anything.
Sometimes the most effective way to overwhelm someone was to overload them with an ever-changing assault of sensations so they could never get used to any of them. And sometimes it was doing one thing and one thing only, until insanity set in. There was no getting used to what Pinky was feeling right now. This was the kind of agony that made every second feel like minutes, and made you pray for absolutely any change at all. Because no matter how bad the alternative might be, at the very least you would get some kind of rest from what you were forced to experience right now. Which was exactly why Mary made sure that Pinky would feel exactly this, and only this, for however long it might take.
It barely took five minutes.
Pinky wasn’t sobbing yet, but her screams were shaken by frantic hiccups and her voice was cracked as she pleaded “Oh God please, please, no!”
Mary only grinned to herself and kept scratching against the rim of Pinky’s clit. The two spots she focused on had turned the brightest crimson she’d ever seen. Even the gentle kiss of a gust of air had to feel unbearable on them, and yet they had no chance but to continue to suffer Mary’s sharp nails scraping over them. No matter how desperate Pinky’s pleas sounded, though, Mary was safe in the knowledge that there was no reason to feel bad. After all, this was exactly what Pinky wanted.
“Please, I can’t! I can’t anymore! It’s so…” The sentence ended in another broken cry. Wild spasms went through Pinky’s body, and Mary only now realized that the angel had not been able to relax a single muscle since this torment had started. That had to be so exhausting. Sucks to be her.
“Is it bad enough that you’ll tell me your name to make it stop?”
Pinky’s answer was another loud wail. She clearly didn’t want to give up, but at the same time it couldn’t have been clearer that her body and her mind were reaching the absolute limits of what they could endure. And Mary made sure to keep that same diabolic rhythm with her thumbs throughout their conversations, granting the angel not even the tiniest moment of rest to collect herself.
“Not yet,” Pinky bellowed, as if shouting it would help her convince herself that she still had some strength left. “I can go on. Just, just do anything else. I don’t care what. Anything but this!”
Mary chuckled. She was almost there. “Nope,” she said, her voice dripping with malicious glee. “It’s exactly this for you, and nothing else. If you hold out till my thumbs hurt too much to continue, then we can think about what else to do with you, but not a moment sooner. And you better believe me when I say, all that demon hunting has given me lots of stamina.”
Pinky didn’t try to plead with her again, but her screams and curses got even louder still, likely because that was the only thing she had any control over, her only way to at least try and distract herself from that maddening scraping over her inflamed clit. It was so, so important that Mary had picked a house without any direct neighbors.
She held on for several more minutes. Given what she was going through, that was an absolutely amazing display of willpower. Still, Mary wasn’t even close to getting bored by the technique, and Pinky must have known it. She might be able to take it a little longer, but there was no way in hell she’d outlast Mary’s patience.
“Please, no more! I give up! You win! Just please, stop! I can’t take it anymore!” Pinky’s words were all but tripping over each other, her pleas barely coherent between her tortured screams. It couldn’t have been any clearer that she was rapidly approaching the absolute limit of what she could take.
Mary didn’t let herself be fooled though and continued scratching Pinky’s clit in that same devilish rhythm. “If you truly want me to stop, all you have to do is tell me your name,” she said, keeping her voice light and conversational, just to drive it home how little she cared about Pinky’s suffering. Which was a lie. Of course she cared. How couldn’t she, when it brought her so much joy?
“Fuck, I… I…” Pinky let out a drawn-out groan. Seemed like Mary had been right not to let her off right away. Pinky could admit her defeat all she wanted, as long as she didn’t actually give up the information, it didn’t mean anything. Likely she would have simply used the break from her torment to restore her energy and then laughed at Mary for being so naive.
And it was obvious that she wanted to keep fighting still. But it was just as obvious that it got harder and harder with every passing second. She clenched her teeth for another minute or so, maybe even two, but it was simply too much for her to bear. Mary’s nails had slowly but surely eroded her sanity, and brought her to a point where she would have been ready to do absolutely anything to give her poor clit some rest.
“Gabrielle!” she finally screamed. “I’m Gabrielle! Now please, for fuck’s sake, stop it!”
Gabrielle, huh? It had a nice ring to it. Certainly a name befitting an angel. Who knew, maybe she was even related to the archangel with the male counterpart of her name. If so, that had to be the source of so much nasty gossip during the angelic coffee breaks, or whatever social gatherings those guys had.
And Mary could see why Pinky (or rather, the angel previously known as Pinky) had been embarrassed about it. She loved to embrace her image of the naughty slut who didn’t give a fuck about anything or anyone, and a name like Gabrielle made you think of a nice, pretty girl who only wanted to make everyone around her happy. Or it made you think of a certain 90s TV show that had featured a considerable amount of leather and lesbian overtones. So maybe the name didn’t fit all that badly after all.
Mary kept her promise and immediately stopped. Pinky might have given her a wrong name and she’d have no means of knowing (which was kinda the reason why torture was in reality an extremely unreliable interrogation technique), but Mary didn’t believe that she would. For once, Pinky would have made up a less cutesy name. And also: The angel might be a total brat, but she was an honest brat. The only times she’d ever deceived Mary (if you could even call it that) had been very blatant provocations to make Mary go harder on her. She might break the rules to get into trouble, but she wouldn’t break them to save herself.
And it wasn’t like her suffering was over anyway. Mary winced as she retreated her thumbs and saw the two shining red spots her nails had left on Gabrielle’s clit. Ouch! That was gonna burn like a bitch for quite a while. And the pain wasn’t even the only thing that was going to haunt the angel. Her clit was still throbbing like crazy and her pussy kept gushing unholy amounts of her heavenly nectar as it clenched in frustration. Seemed like even this most sinister of torments had tickled her masochist side and skyrocketed her arousal. Maybe Mary should offer her a cold shower afterwards to help her keep that raging need in check. What she definitely should do was change the sheets. Maybe even clean the mattress, because damn, that wasn’t a wet spot anymore, that was a puddle.
Gabrielle kept wailing and whimpering for several more minutes as she tried to deal with these lingering aftereffects of the torture. Mary didn’t rush her. The angel had fought well and been so fun to play with, she deserved some rest. Mary did gently stroke along Gabrielle’s thighs, though, as these loving touches seemed to help the angel calm down. And it just felt nice to fondle Gabrielle’s soft body.
“Everything okay?” Mary asked once Gabrielle’s breaths came in a sane frequency and she looked like was able to hold a conversation again.
“Except that I’m totally fucked up? Yeah, I guess.”
“Well, we already established that you’re fucked up in general, so you should feel right at home.” Mary crawled back on top of Pinky so she could look her in the eyes. Eyes that betrayed a deep exhaustion, but beneath that lay a peaceful serenity. “I’m sure you’ll be happy to hear that I had lots of fun fucking you up. Gabrielle.”
“Yeah, I’m so happy for you.” The irony fell kinda flat. She didn’t have the energy left to hide her true feelings behind an act, and in her heart of hearts she clearly was happy that Mary had enjoyed torturing her. She might be an utterly fucked up individual, but in some aspects she was fucked up in the most adorable ways. “And I guess you’ll never let me live that name down, will you?”
“Never.” Mary smiled and kissed the tip of her nose. “We don’t need no Pink Trash anymore. From now on you’re my cute little Gabrielle.”
“If it makes you happy.” Gabrielle let out a long sigh. It wasn’t like her to accept defeat so easily. Seemed like she was complete done after her ordeal. “What now? Because honestly, I’m completely dead. I’m happy if my legs carry me enough that I can get up and leave in half an hour or so.”
“Who’s talking about leaving?” Mary caressed Gabrielle’s cheek. It would have been such a lovely gesture, had she not at the same time shoved her thumb between the angel’s lips, simply because it was far too hot to remind Gabrielle that she was still completely at her mercy. Then again, between the two of them, such naughty touches were effectively signs of affection. “Do you think I’ll throw you out to wander all alone on Christmas Eve? No, you’re staying here tonight. As you might have noticed, my bed is more than big enough for the two of us. And if you ask nicely, I’ll even untie you when we go to sleep.”
“How generous of you,” Gabrielle said, her words slightly muffled by Mary’s thumb. “Then let’s just hope you don’t snore.”
Usually she was in such a rush to leave. That she immediately accepted this invitation either meant that she was really fucking exhausted, or that all the intimacy had softened her attitude a little. Likely it was a mix of both.
“Not that I know of.” Mary playfully pulled Gabrielle’s lip down as she slipped her thumb out of her mouth. “Before we call it a day, though, do you mind if I get naughty one more time? There’s something I really need to try.”
The angel gave her a questioning look. As an explanation, Mary stuck her tongue out and flicked it through the air. Gabrielle laughed weakly. “Sure, knock yourself out.”
“Wouldn’t that be another round of torture for you?” Mary might be a sadist, but forcing a new wave of unbearable sensations onto Gabrielle when she was this done for would have been like kicking an opponent that was already down. Torturing people was only fun if they still had the strength left to fight back.
“I guess in a way, yes,” Gabrielle said. “But honestly, please, just do it. I don’t care if I’m gonna be crazy horny all night. After what you did to me, I need some real pleasure. So, so much. Just please, leave my clit out of it. If you touch it again, I’ll die for real.”
“Don’t worry, I still need you. After all, life would be so much less fun without you to torment.” Mary playfully licked Gabrielle’s nose before she settled back in between her legs.
The angel’s pussy was an absolute work of art. So ripe, so pink, so swollen and dripping with arousal. And that thick, sweet smell that had gotten so strong it made her head swim. Every little detail of that perfect pussy was an enticing temptation to overload it with pleasure. A temptation Mary could finally allow herself to give in to.
In hindsight she should have taken off her panties before digging in. It should have been obvious that they could only go the way of the bed sheets. Then again, that’s what God had invented washing machines for, and Mary was the last person to mind some lingering stains that served as a reminder of how much fun she’d had.
And oh boy, did she have fun.
The moment her tongue touched these juicy lips, it was like she fell into a completely different world. A world in which she floated in a soft, warm void, unseeing, unhearing, with only the taste and smell of pure sex to fill her senses.
She’d be unable to describe the feeling afterwards. It was like a dream, the wettest dream ever, and like a dream her memories of it refused to stick in her mind. She’d remember feeling as if a thousand soft hands caressed every part of her body. She’d remember feeling like she was at an orgy with hundreds of beautiful women and she ate all of them out at once. She’d remember a sensation like the tastiest honey dripping down her throat and igniting a warm glow that made her entire body tingle from within. And most of all, she’d remember feeling like her physical form had dissolved and she’d become part of an endless sea of pure pleasure, as if she had entered into Nirvana’s naughty sister.
When she came back to her senses her head still lay on the mattress, but her lower body had slipped down to the floor. There was a faint ache in her knees, which she must have bumped in the process, but the pain was barely an afterthought. Her entire body felt heavy in the comfiest way possible, and a happy exhaustion filled her mind. Her tongue still tingled with the sweet aftertaste of Gabrielle’s pussy, and Mary slowly realized how badly she’d creamed her own panties in the process.
And not just them. Her thighs felt sticky all the way down to her knees. She couldn’t remember the violent waves of pleasure that usually accompanied an orgasm, but given the sensations she did remember, it was totally believable that her body had been cumming its brains out in the real world while her mind had been off into space.
“Are you alive?”
Gabrielle’s voice seemed to come from far off. With a heavy sigh Mary forced herself to fully return to the real world. “More or less.”
With considerable effort she mustered the energy to crawl back onto the bed and collapse next to Gabrielle. Sitting upright was too much to ask for while she was still experiencing this mother of all afterglows, but this way she could at least look at the angel as she lay on the mattress like the world’s happiest corpse.
“Does this always happen when someone eats you out?” Mary asked with a heavy tongue. Even compared to how amazing it was to taste absolutely any part of an angel’s body, this experience had been on a different level entirely. If this was consistent, then the partner of an angel could basically go on the world’s best drug trip on demand.
“Kinda. But usually not in this intensity. Like, you were knocked out for real. I was worried you wouldn’t come to before morning.”
“How long was I gone?” Mary didn’t have a clock in her bedroom, nor an alarm. Demon hunters didn’t work regular hours, and most of the irregular hours they did work happened at night. The only measure of time she had was that it was still dark outside, but that wasn’t saying much so close to winter solstice.
“Half an hour at least, I’d say. Though I admit, you kinda broke my sense of time, so who knows.”
Half an hour of pure bliss, huh? Well, that would explain how she’d managed to make such a mess of her panties. And her thighs. And the floor. That clearly was the work of several squirting orgasms. Or a single, ridiculously long one.
“But, yeah, usually it shouldn’t hit you that hard. But with everything you did to me, you prepared yourself a really, really potent dose,” Gabrielle continued.
“Guess I’ll have to torture you more often, then. Because that was absolutely insane.”
“Guess you do.” Gabrielle gave her a smile that was more than just a little suggestive. She still looked tired as fuck, but it seemed like she’d managed to get some energy back while Mary had been out cold.
“But not today,” both of them said, almost in unison. The looked at each other and laughed. Not because it was funny or anything, but there were times when you couldn’t help but laugh at how crazy your life has gotten.
Mary had no idea where she got the energy from, but she managed to sit up and free Gabrielle from the ropes. Despite her earlier claims, she wasn’t going to make her sleep in bondage. That was for future nights. Nights in which they weren’t completely sexed out already.
Her plan had been to use what little momentum she had to get up and shower, but Gabrielle used her newfound freedom to curl up in Mary’s arms, and it would have been a crime to rip herself away from such a cuddly situation. Well, with how much of a mess both of them and the bed already were, it shouldn’t make a difference if they postponed cleanup for another couple of minutes. Or however long it would take them to let go of each other again. As far as Mary was concerned, there was no rush.
Holding the angel’s soft body in this smothering embrace made her light up with a warm, comfy glow. She could have blamed it on yet another supernatural property of an angel’s body, but she knew that the real source of this cozy bliss was a much more mundane one. Or a much more magical one, depending on your perspective.
“Do you think we’ve got any shot at all?” Mary asked. “To make it work? This thing, whatever it is we’ve got between the two of us?”
“I’d say it’s already working fine,” Gabrielle purred and snuggled up even more closely.
“Yeah, but…”
But the sex part had never been the problem. That had always been amazing, from the very beginning when the angel had just been looking for someone to have a hate fuck with. And now that every last trace of the hate part had thoroughly evaporated, it had only become even more amazing.
But a relationship wasn’t just about sex. Would they be able to handle each other outside of their wild series of one night stands? Or would any attempt to turn this into more crash and burn immediately because they just couldn’t help getting on each other’s nerves?
“I’d say the buts can figure themselves out tomorrow.” Gabrielle placed a gentle kiss on the bulging muscles on Mary’s arm. “And whatever the future might bring, I’m so, so glad that I found you.”
“Me too.” Mary kissed Gabrielle’s neck and couldn’t help but smile from the cozy tingle it left on her lips. She could really get used to having an angel girlfriend.
And in this moment, with both of them cuddled up, all but knocked out from the best kind of exhaustion, she could actually believe that they had a chance. It might only be a snowflake’s chance in hell, but the two of them were crazy enough to make it work anyway.
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