
  
  
      
        
          Pet Girls and Cat Girls

          A Lesbian BDSM Bundle

		      
          Ari Foxsmith

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Ari Foxsmith 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
All characters are 18 or over.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Check-Up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        First Steps
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Riddle Me This
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Foxy Bargains
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Leash Laws Strictly Enforced
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Check-Up


Violet hadn’t promised too much, Ellie thought as she looked around the “examination room”. It felt like a real doctor’s office. Or at least the office of a doctor who might have more sinister purposes in mind than identifying and curing illnesses. 
Take for instance the straps attached to the stretcher. They might very well have some medical reasons to be there, but they looked just a tad too conspicuous. And while normal doctors might also have some spiky metal thingies in their tool box, they usually didn’t prominently display them as room decoration. The visible age of the equipment (owing to the fact that they were hand-me-downs from Violet’s sister, an actual medical professional) only added to the eerie atmosphere. At least the room was well heated. Ellie was already in full pet mode, and pets didn’t wear clothes.
“I hope you’ll be a good girl today. It was very nice of the doctor to make some time for your examination, so don’t make her any troubles,” said Rebecca, Ellie’s girlfriend, although currently she was fully in the role of Ellie’s owner. As a woman who brought her pet to the veterinarian Rebecca did wear clothes, although ones you’d have to be pretty confident to wear outside. 
Instead of an answer, Ellie purred and licked Rebecca’s cheek. Pet’s didn’t talk, but Ellie could still bring her point across: The amount of trouble was entirely up to herself, and no amount of pleas or threats was going to change anything. Rebecca sighed theatrically and wiped her cheek “You truly are hopeless, aren’t you?”
Their interaction was cut short by Violet’s arrival. Her presence immediately demanded attention, and not just because of her white doctor’s coat (authentic looking and likely another hand-me-down) which was left open to reveal that it was her only clothing, save for her underwear. She strode in with quick, confident steps, her eyes scanning the clipboard in her hand before she addressed Rebecca. Her professionalism would have been perfect, if not for that tiny pink flush on her cheeks. “Good afternoon, Miss. I take it that this here is Ellie?”
“Yes, doctor. She... Ellie! For God’s sake! Bad girl!”
But it was already too late. As soon as Ellie heard her name, she jumped at the momentarily stunned Violet, locked her into a tight embrace and showered her face and lips with sloppy licks.
During their preparatory discussion, Violet had said that she was okay with partaking in all of their usual antics. That was something Ellie intended to make full use of, especially since she’d had a bit of the hots for Violet for quite some time now.
Before she could indulge herself any further, though, Rebecca grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her back, away from the now very visibly blushing Violet. “Bad girl!” she scolded Ellie again as she forced her head back painfully. “I’m terribly sorry, doctor. She gets too exited when she meets new people.”
“You get used to it in this line of work. At least she seems to be a lively girl,” Violet said, quickly regaining her composure. “Now if you could please get her onto the stretcher so I can start the examination.”
“Right away, doctor.” Rebecca forced Ellie further back until she sat on the stretcher. Ellie whined, but didn’t put up a fight. Having your hair pulled really hurts, especially if it’s done by an already exasperated Rebecca. When she finally let go, Ellie pawed at her burning scalp and hissed at her owner.
“Don’t give me that. It’s your own fault you can’t behave. Now what position do you need her in, doctor?”
“Thank you very much, I’ll take it from here.” Violet put her clipboard down before addressing Ellie in that overly cheerful and more than slightly patronizing tone that so many people automatically fell into when talking to animals or little children. “So, Ellie, we will now lie down like a good girl and let the doctor look at us. Won’t we, Ellie?” To make sure the meaning of her words got through, she placed a hand on Ellie’s chest and gently pushed down.
Ellie decided to play nice for once and lay down on the surprisingly chilly surface of the stretcher. She shuffled around, both to get comfortable and to try and warm the thing up at least a little bit.
“Very good. If you keep this up, we might not even have to restrain you,” Violet said with the brightest of smiles. “And now if you’ll just let me have a look at y-” She bent over her patient, which was exactly the opportunity Ellie had waited for.
Ellie slipped her hands into Violet’s coat. She pulled until her friend was all but lying on top of her. Knowing that they wouldn’t grant her such an opportunity again in a hurry, Ellie clamped her lips onto Violet’s neck and sucked.
You had to give Violet some credit. Judging by her hot gasp, she really liked what Ellie was doing to her neck, but she managed to stay professional. After only a few seconds of indulging herself, she pinned Ellie down with a lot more arm strength than one would have expected from her and broke free. She turned to Rebecca, one hand still holding Ellie down by her shoulder, the other tapping at the big, wet hickey already shining brightly on her neck.
“Your pet is severely lacking discipline, Miss. With all due respect, you must’ve been pretty lax with your training.”
“I’m doing my best, doctor, but clearly my best isn’t good enough,” Rebecca said, letting her exasperation show. “But rest assured, she’ll get a good thrashing once we’re home.”
Ellie – on the basis that she was already in trouble for misbehaving and therefore had nothing to lose – grabbed Violet’s arm which was still pinning her down and tried to bite it. Violet wasn’t even really looking at her, but with seemingly no effort at all she pushed Ellie down again, and this time her hand was on Ellie’s neck. She extended enough force to keep her down while not actually choking her. Yet. The strength in her grip made it clear that choking was very much still in the cards. Ellie decided that it was wisest to accept her defeat for the moment.
“By then it might be too late,” Violet continued as if nothing had happened. “If there is too much time between the misbehavior and the punishment, the pet doesn’t comprehend that they’re linked. You need to reprimand her right away for her to form the mental connection. Right now she needs to understand that she’s taken too many liberties with her freedom, and so that freedom is taken away. Could you please assist me in strapping her in?”
“Right away, doctor.” Rebecca grabbed Ellie’s wrists and guided them into one of the handy leather straps. Ellie thought about resisting, but decided against it when Violet strengthened the grip around her neck the tiniest bit, just enough to signal that it could get so much tighter if she wanted to. Violet must have secretly been working out, Ellie thought as she lay still and let Rebecca bind her wrists and ankles. She liked being a bad girl, but for the moment she preferred being a good girl with oxygen to being a bad girl without.
“Like this, doctor?”
“That should do.” Violet finally let go of Ellie’s neck. She checked the straps and tightened them until she was absolutely sure that Ellie couldn’t wriggle out of them no matter how hard she tried. With her wrists bound at her sides, Ellie might have still been able to sit up with some effort of her abs, but there was no point in trying it right away. Better to wait for an opportunity where she could cause some mischief.
“I’ll start the examination with checking her teeth,” Violet told Rebecca once Ellie was immobilized to her satisfaction. “Does she know not to bite people, or do I need to take precautions? Mind you, these precautions might be rather uncomfortable for her, so I’d prefer if I could rely on her good behavior.”
Ellie opened her mouth. This show of goodwill didn’t convince Rebecca. “I wouldn’t trust her if I was you,” she said. “She loves biting things, and so far I haven’t been able to teach her the difference between things that are okay to bite and things that are not. Also, given her behavior up to now, she deserves a bit of discomfort.”
Ellie made a sound somewhere between a whine and a purr, or at least the closest approximation that was possible with an open mouth. And while Rebecca knew her girlfriend too well, Violet was still susceptible to the old puppy-eyes-trick. “I think she deserves another chance,” she said. “Maybe she has learned that we only want the best for her. If she acts up again, though, I’m afraid my patience won’t stretch any further. Now let’s see...”
Without further ado Violet shoved her fingers into Ellie’s mouth. Instinctively, Ellie pulled against her restraints, only to find there was no give in them. These weren’t the touches of a professional dentist who tried to be as unintrusive as possible. Two of Violet’s fingers held her tongue down while a third pressed against the top of her mouth, prying her jaws open. Ellie was no stranger to having her bodily autonomy violated like this, and she sure as hell didn’t mind it, but that didn’t mean she was just going to passively take it. Sometimes you had to sacrifice a bit of fun now to have even more fun later.
When Violet relaxed her fingers for a second, Ellie took the chance and closed her mouth. She could have used her teeth, but she didn’t want to actually hurt Violet. So she just sucked on her fingers while giving her her dirtiest grin. Truth be told, they didn’t taste of much except for a hint of soap, but Violet’s expression alone was totally worth it as she pulled her hand back and wiped it on Ellie’s belly.
“It seems I misjudged. Miss, I’m sorry to say that I’ve seen mutts on the street who where better behaved than your pet. Have you not taught her any manners at all?”
“Believe me when I say it, it wasn’t for a lack of trying, doctor.” Rebecca shot a glare at Ellie that made her stomach all tingly. That look promised there’d be a reckoning later.
“Be that as it may. I don’t care how much you let her act up at home; as long as she’s in my office, she needs to behave. And if she can’t behave on her own, there are ways to make her. She had her chance to do this the nice way.”
Violet picked up a small contraption which seemed to consist mostly of two thin bent metal bars. Ellie couldn’t make out more, because Violet had already shoved it between her teeth. Before Ellie had time to do something about this intruder in her mouth, there was already pressure against her jaws as Violet pried the two bars open.
Ellie was no stranger to being gagged. In fact, Rebecca owned a small collection of ball gags of different sizes, materials and aesthetics for all opportunities. During their scenes at home, Ellie spent much more time with one of them strapped between her teeth than without.
But Violet’s tool felt nothing like a ball gag. For once, she didn’t stop adjusting the bars until Ellie’s jaws were forced open as wide as they would go. Ellie could keep their biggest ball gag in for quite some time before her jaws hurt, but this was already uncomfortable, and they had barely started yet.
It was also an infuriatingly unsatisfying way of having her mouth incapacitated. With a ball gag she could bite into it, suck on it, or at least exert some pressure with her jaws. Trying that with Violet’s thing would only hurt her teeth. And most of all, it made her feel vulnerable in a way she had never experienced before.
A ball gag might take away your speech and make you drool all over yourself (both of which was only fitting for a pet anyway), but it also blocked your mouth. She had never really appreciated the feeling of safety this fact brought with it. Right now her mouth was kept wide open, but the bars did nothing to hinder its accessibility. If Violet or Rebecca wanted to reach into her mouth, pour something nasty into it, or do anything else really, there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. A shiver ran down her spine as this new dimension of helplessness sunk in. Especially since there was no way Violet wasn’t going to abuse this power.
“She shouldn’t be making any more problems now,” Violet said once she had thoroughly convinced herself that Ellie’s jaws couldn’t be forced open any further. “But just to make sure the lesson sinks in, could you give me some of that medicine for bad behavior over there?”
Rebecca’s eyes followed Violet’s outstretched finger, and an unsettling grin grew on her face. Ellie struggled to see what was going on, but she couldn’t move around much, and even if she had managed to sit up, the other two had turned their backs to her, hiding whatever they were doing from Ellie’s sight. She could only make out the sound of something like a bottle opening and some fiddling around. When Violet was about to turn back around, Rebecca stopped her with a “No need to be stingy, doctor,” followed by more fiddling around.
When Violet turned around for good, her right hand was all but dripping with some shiny liquidy stuff. A faint, vaguely familiar scent hung in the air. It wasn’t clear enough for Ellie to identify, but judging from Violet’s gleeful expression she doubted that it was something pleasant. She tried to wriggle away, but what little freedom she had only allowed her to go towards Violet, not away from her. There was nothing she could do as Violet pushed her mysteriously coated fingers into her wide open mouth and grabbed her tongue.
Ellie had expected some vile stuff, and so she was surprised when she found that it tasted of nothing much. There was again a familiar tinge of taste as a few drops of the stuff ran across her tongue, but either it really was that neutral or it was just hard to taste anything when your mouth was pried open like that.
When she finally figured it out, it was already too late.
Ellie liked spicy food. She had her own stash of chili powder which she used for basically every food, to the point where Rebecca had joked several times that Ellie would even spice up her ice cream if she let her. But whatever Rebecca might think, Ellie wasn’t one of those crazy people who went to an Indian restaurant and ordered a dish that was an eleven out of ten on the spice chart, just because they needed the kick. She hadn’t killed all of her spice receptors yet and wouldn’t drink pure Tabasco sauce if she could help it. Which was exactly what Violet had coated her fingers in.
With her jaws forcefully kept open, she couldn’t even growl as Violet kept poking around in her mouth, evenly spreading the burn. Ellie tried to swallow, both to get rid of the sauce and because she had started salivating like crazy, but she found that amazingly this metal contraption made it even harder to swallow than the biggest ball gag.
“Everything seems to be in order with her teeth,” Violet told Rebecca, seemingly oblivious to the fact that her patient was struggling and sweating. “I’ll get cleaned up, and then we can move on to the next examination.”
The retrieval of Violet’s fingers did little to improve Ellie’s state. With absolutely no way to get it out of her mouth, the hot sauce seeped further and further into her tongue and the walls of her mouth. She barely even felt the strain in her jaws anymore. It became impossible to tell where her tongue ended and the rest started. Everything in her mouth was turning into a uniformly burning mass. The pain made her shiver, even though she was sweating to the point that the stretcher was starting to feel clammy.
Violet had disappeared from Ellie’s field of vision. By the sound of it, she was meticulously washing her hands. While it was a good thing that she got all the hot sauce off before touching any other parts of Ellie’s body, she certainly didn’t have to take this long.
“Poor girl,” Rebecca tutted with fake empathy as she brushed over Ellie’s damp forehead. “But that’s what you get for being bad. You understand that, don’t you?”
Ellie groaned. Not that she could do much else. She was considering thrashing her head around to get some of the stuff out that way, but realistically that would only get her drool everywhere without actually helping. The burn had seeped in too deep, and while she didn’t mind getting a bit dirty, she didn’t want to make a complete mess of herself.
“Well then, let’s see if the medicine has had an effect.” Violet had returned. After taking far too long to dry her hands, she critically looked into Ellie’s mouth. Ellie wondered what it looked like. Her tongue had to be glowing red. “Seems fine. I will now remove the gag. She should have learned her lesson by now, and I need her verbal feedback for the next examination.”
Only when Violet touched the gag did Ellie realize how much her jaws hurt. It was uncomfortable to get them to close again, albeit not as uncomfortable as finally getting to swallow a few times and finding that it did nothing against the burning in her mouth and instead only spread it down her throat. After working her jaws a bit, Ellie set on keeping her mouth open like a dog, in the vain hope that the cool air would do something against the burning.
In the meantime Violet had picked up one of her tools. It looked as if someone had heard the “all edge, no point” joke about a pizza cutter and decided to flip it to the other extreme. Ellie recognized it as a pinwheel. She was aware of these things’ existence and had already been curious about them, but so far they hadn’t come around to getting one.
It looked a lot more threatening in real life, although that might have been amplified by her being strapped down with no way to escape and by seeing it in the hands of Violet, who, as the agonizing burn in Ellie’s mouth proved, had no qualms about causing her discomfort.
“I’ll have to check the sensitivity of her skin to make sure all nerves work properly,” Violet said in her best impression of a professional doctor. “With a human, one would gently test the skin and ask about the sensation, but since she can’t talk, I’ll have to handle the tool a bit more roughly to make sure we get a reaction.”
“No reason to hold back, doctor,” Rebecca said. “She’s often a bit slow on the uptake. It takes a lot to get her attention when her head is somewhere else.”
Normally Ellie would have risen to the taunt, but at the moment her head was very much not somewhere else. All her attention was focused on the pinwheel that Violet kept hovering right above her arm. Those spikes looked sharp; they had to hurt like hell. And Violet took her sweet time. She smirked as she kept the pins just above Ellie’s skin. Ellie tried to tried to relax herself, but her fists refused to open. When Violet finally brought the thing down on her arm, she let out an ear-piercing shriek.
“Whoa!” Violet jumped back, startled by the violent reaction. “I wasn’t going that hard, was I?”
As Ellie brought her erratic breathing back under control she realized that no, it really hadn’t been that bad. In fact she barely felt more than a little tingle where the pins had traveled over her arm. As embarrassing as it was to admit, she had completely overreacted due to how much she had hyped the pain up beforehand.
“Maybe I overdid it a little bit,” Violet muttered. Her eyes tarted between Ellie and Rebecca, clearly concerned.
“Meow, meow, meow,” Ellie did her best cat expression. Three meows were their signal that everything was fine and she was eager to continue.
“I don’t think you did,” Rebecca took up the thread. “It’s just that sometimes she’s a dumb mutt who gets overexcited about the stupidest things. And sometimes she makes a big ruckus just to get some attention. Isn’t that right?”
“Meow, meow, meow,” Ellie confirmed.
“If that is the case, I shall resume the examination,” Violet said. She took a couple of deep breaths as she pulled herself back into her role. “But I have to say, your pet really seems especially unruly today.”
Ellie stuck out her (still uncomfortably itching) tongue at her. This time she only gasped as Violet ran the pinwheel over her other arm. Now that she was somewhat mentally prepared, she found that it didn’t even really hurt. The pins caused a curiously urgent sensation where they touched her, which was all but completely gone once they had moved on. And even though Violet wasn’t being gentle, the wheel left only a slightly reddened line that tingled a bit. Despite the looks of the spikes, they didn’t seem to pierce the skin at all. The whole experience was at most as bad as being scratched, which made it all the more embarrassing that Ellie had overreacted this much. With her stupid fear gone, the pinwheel was underwhelming more than anything else.
“The arms seem to be in order. Let’s move on.”
Violet trailed the wheel over the side of Ellie’s torso, and Ellie found that maybe she had once again been too quick to pass judgment. Her sides were a lot more sensitive than her arms, and even though Violet moved the thing very gently now, she could feel every pin digging into her skin. These countless little pricks commanded her complete attention. Ellie giggled and tried to wiggle away. It almost tickled.
Then Violet went harder, and the “almost” disappeared. Ellie shrieked again, but this time Violet didn’t stop. She attacked Ellie’s sides, her belly, her rips with abandon. The spikes now definitely hurt with how hard they pressed into her skin, but at the same time they zoomed over her skin so quickly that the rapidly changing sensation registered more as tickling than as pain.
Ellie had never considered herself all that ticklish, but something about the sharp intensity of the pinwheel was utterly unbearable. She laughed uncontrollably as she thrashed around, trying to get away. But while the straps had enough slack to let her tire herself out by throwing her body around, she could neither turn around nor protect all of her body at once. And even if she managed to awkwardly lie on one side for a moment, that only left the other even more open to Violet’s attacks.
“Everything seems to be in order here as well.” Violet kept her voice perfectly calm. Only her smirk betrayed the rather non-professional glee she got out of making her patient squirm. She gave Ellie a much needed break to catch her breath before she went on to attack her legs.
Ellie had expected that the legs, like the arms, wouldn’t be all that bad. And she was right. After the ticklish torture the pinwheel had caused on her sides and belly, it was almost relaxing.
“I don’t get much reaction from her thighs,” Violet observed. “It could be a sign of nerve damage, but I need to make absolutely sure before I make a definite diagnosis.” With that she pushed the pinwheel down. Hard.
“Haaa~” So much for relaxing. This time Violet went slow. Very slow. She made sure Ellie could savor the sting of every spike as the wheel made her way over the top of her thigh, leaving a shining red line behind it. That it still didn’t seem to break the skin wasn’t much of a consolation when it felt like she was scratched by a very sharp, very meticulous claw.
Ellie clenched her fists. She could have made her discomfort heard, but she bit back her groans. Violet looked like she was having a lot of fun tormenting her and there was no need to cut her short. Also, Ellie was kinda curious what the doctor might do if she decided that her legs indeed had a problem.
She never found out, because when Violet switched to her inner thighs, there was no way she could stay silent. Once again Ellie was thrashing against the straps, but with her legs forced apart, there was even less she could do as Violet viciously attacked that tender flesh. This time it was far too forceful to tickle, but that didn’t make it any more bearable.
“Seems fine after all. It appears she was just a bit slow on the uptake, as you said.” Violet ran the pinwheel a couple more times over Ellie’s inner thighs before moving on, just to drive home that she could do whatever she wanted and there was nothing Ellie could do about it. “Only one area left to check.”
When Ellie realized that Violet was going for her foot she tried to wriggle away, only to get her already bound ankle grabbed by Violet’s surprisingly strong grip. “Don’t make a fuss and let yourself be properly examined. It’s for your own good. And you already know what happens when you try my patience, don’t you?”
Ellie whined. Her feet were the only ticklish part of her, and she doubted that she could keep calm if this was anything as bad as her sides. She did force herself to relax for the moment, though. Her mouth was just about back to not being all that uncomfortable anymore. She shouldn’t risk another helping of the “medicine”.
Violet ran the pinwheel over the sole of Ellie’s right foot. It turned out that it wasn’t as bad as on her sides.
It was way, way worse.
Those spikes were the devil! While Rebecca had found a wide range of creative ways to punish her over the years, so far she had never included Ellie’s feet, and so it was a new kind of pain, one she didn’t know how to handle yet. And there was absolutely no getting used to these sharp pricks, especially not while they also tickled worse than any fingernails that Ellie had ever experienced. It should be impossible for a thing to hurt and tickle at the same time, but somehow the pinwheel did, and both sensations only worked to make each other even more unbearable.
And Violet wasn’t satisfied after the first few shrieks, oh no. She made sure to get the pins everywhere from her heel to the balls of her foot. When she ran it between her toes, Ellie completely lost it. She threw herself around on the stretcher and screamed until her throat hurt.
“A rather violent reaction, but still within the normal range, I would say. Let’s see about her other foot.”
“W-” Ellie caught herself just in time. In her panic she had almost broken character and used her human voice. She changed it into a drawn out whine at the last moment.
“Is there a problem, pet?” Rebecca still used her in-character voice, but she had clearly picked up on Ellie almost-slip-up.
Ellie took a moment to gather herself. Her right foot still tingled all over, and the knowledge what it felt like would not make the next assault easier to bear. If anything, the tension from the anticipation would only make her lose her composure even quicker. The mere thought of going through that hellish tickling once more made her shiver.
Ellie would have never expected Violet to be this sadistic during their first play-date. Even now she was smirking, openly enjoying the power she had over her patient. Ellie couldn’t have wished for a better performance, but in return she’d have to live with the consequences of getting her wish granted.
“Meow, meow, meow,” she forced herself to say. It wasn’t easy to actively say yes to her own suffering. This was another reason she loved being a pet with no voice and no direct agency. But if she didn’t affirm her status now, the other two might very reasonably decide that it was too much for her. Hell, Ellie herself would have been reasonable to decide that it was too much, but she had to make use of the fact that her sense of reason was currently silenced by horny excitement.
“Don’t worry, this is the last time I have to use that tool. Just a hot minute and it’s over,” Violet said as she got ready to attack Ellie’s left foot.
“Meow?!” It had to be a manner of speak, right? Violet wasn’t actually going to pinwheel her foot for an entire minute, right? Right?
She didn’t. Or at least Ellie was rather sure that it wasn’t a minute, even though it was hard to tell. It was still more than enough time to completely exhaust herself from how much she was thrashing against the straps. When it was finally over, she was fighting for air. The uncontrollable laughter and screaming went on for several seconds after Violet had removed the pinwheel from her itchy sole, and by this point Ellie was completely drenched in sweat.
“I didn’t know these things are so much fun,” Rebecca said, grinning as she gently stroked away some of the hair stuck to Ellie’s damp face. “Maybe I should get one myself.”
“Meow?” Ellie said, slowly catching her breath. She didn’t know if she should be excited or terrified that Rebecca had been shown such a devastating tool of torture. She could only hope that she would get used to the sensation after a few times.
“The effect varies greatly from person to person,” Violet told Rebecca. “I can pretty much always find a fun way to use it, but it’s rare to get such a reaction. Not unheard of, but rare. You should treasure her.”
“Oh, don’t worry about that, I treasure her every day. And now that I’ve seen this, I might treasure her even more,” Rebecca said, gently stroking over Ellie’s cheeks. “But that will have to wait until we’re back home. I don’t want to delay your examination any further, doctor.”
“Of course,” Violet said after the tiniest of pauses. Maybe she had forgotten for a moment that there actually was a pretext to torturing Ellie. “For the full check-up there are two examinations left. They are a bit on the tougher side, though.”
Ellie gasped. Did Violet imply that the pinwheel check-up had been on the easier side? If so, she didn’t want to find out about this tougher side. Well, actually she very much did want to find out, but she’d be lying if she said that she wasn’t a little scared.
“That’s no problem, doctor. It was such a bother to get her into her cage and to your office, there’s no reason not to do the full check-up now that we have the chance.”
“Very well.” Violet went to a drawer and returned with two small metal appliances. “We will do a long time heart rate measurement using these clips.”
Ellie’s eyes grew wide as she saw these “clips”. They looked like the unholy offspring of clothes pins and pliers. Violet opened and closed them a few time, making sure both Ellie and Rebecca could see the shiny metal teeth lining the insides of their jaws. As if that wasn’t enough, opening these things clearly took quite a bit of force. Their springs had to be viciously strong.
Ellie was no stranger to clamps, but these looked absolutely brutal. And what did Violet mean with “long time”? Ellie was happy if she managed not to wet herself the moment her nipples got crushed between these metal teeth.
“Would you please hand me the spray bottle over there? I need to prepare her in order to achieve the best fit.” Violet held out her hand to receive an inconspicuous looking bottle from Rebecca.
Before Ellie had any time to identify it, Violet had already sprayed both her nipples. Ellie almost shrieked, but held herself back in time. It wasn’t that bad. It was just cold. Surprisingly cold, actually, as if the bottle had been kept in the freezer. The stuff glittered on her breasts more than one would expect from simple water, and somehow it didn’t seem to warm up.
The cold prickled like a snowy gust on a winter’s night. Within seconds Ellie got goosebumps all over. Her nipples got hard, almost to the point of discomfort. Even when they were fully erect, the prickling barely got any weaker. It felt as if ice-cold lips kept brushing over her breasts. There was no way mere water could feel this exciting.
“It’s a weak chemical irritant,” Violet confirmed Ellie’s unspoken suspicions. “Completely harmless, although if used in larger quantities it feels everything but.”
“Was that a larger quantity, then?” Rebecca asked, her eyes transfixed by how pronounced and pointy Ellie’s nipples had gotten.
Violet laughed. “That? No, that was just the tiniest dose to make sure the clamps will have a good grip. If I’d used more, her nipples would be hard as rocks and she’d be writhing in discomfort. If you overdose that stuff, it’s like a really bad, ice-cold itch. Absolutely maddening if used on such a sensitive area, especially if you have no way to reach it. Doing that to your pet would be inhumane, of course, but honestly, depending on the level of disobedience I’m not one to judge. Especially since it wears off after about ten minutes without leaving any traces.”
“Interesting…”
Ellie shivered, and not just because that stuff was still making her chest all tingly. It looked like Rebecca was going to take more than just one dangerous new idea home from this session. Soon she’d be facing some spicy new consequences to being a bad pet.
“Anyway, I think she’s ready. Let’s see…” Violet grabbed Ellie’s hard nipples and rolled them between her fingers.
Ellie’s deep, throaty moans surprised even herself. How could this feel so good? It was absolute heaven to have her firm nipples kneaded by Violets rough hands. She closed her eyes to let herself get totally immersed in the sensations.
Violet’s administrations were everything but tender. She rubbed, pinched, twisted her nipples with uncaring abandon, as if Ellie’s body was just an unfeeling plaything to her. Ellie made no attempt to hide her pleasure. This was the kind of objectification she was here for. Her still freezing nipples amplified all the abuse. She strained against her bonds as a hot tension built in her lower belly. The others said something, but Ellie had sunk too deeply into subspace to make out the words. It couldn’t be that important, at least not compared to how crazy good it felt when Violet rolled her palms over her breasts.
A brutal stinging pain in her left nipple ejected her out of her trance. Her eyes shot open to find that tender nub crushed between the teeth of the metal clamp.
“There, there. That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” Violet asked and gave her an actual fucking head pat.
Ellie held back a whimper. It hurt, it really did. The clamp had a stronger grip than any of the ones Rebecca had used on her so far, and these tiny teeth were pure evil. While barely tolerable when held completely still, the tiniest movement made them dig even harder into that soft flesh. But Ellie wasn’t going to show any weakness, not when Violet was patronizing her this much. She tried to glare, but judging by Violet’s amused expression it didn’t quite have the desired effect.
“Only one more tiny pinch.” Violet held up the second clamp. “But you’re a brave girl and can take it, can’t you?”
Ellie bit her lip. She instinctively tried to shuffle away as Violet brought the clamp closer, but that only made the other clamp shake and reminded her that moving was a really, really bad idea. Maybe it would have been better to close her eyes, but she was completely transfixed and couldn’t look away as Violet opened the spiked claws around her swollen nipple and, with a grin that betrayed more than just a smidge of sadistic glee, let them snap shut without even trying to soften the impact.
The only reason Ellie didn’t scream was that for a moment it felt like all air had been pressed out of her lungs. The pain completely flattened her. A wave of heat spread from her chest down into her belly, and for a terrible second Ellie thought she had actually pissed herself. Luckily she hadn’t, but it had been far too close for comfort.
“Wow, I didn’t think you were this evil,” Rebecca said, momentarily breaking character.
“Yeah, I don’t know, something about her just makes you want to be a bit nasty.”
“I get what you mean.” Rebecca walked over to Ellie and, after gently stroking her cheek, placed her fingers at Ellie’s lips. “Everything about you is an invitation to make you suffer, isn’t it?”
Ellie nodded as she gratefully let Rebecca’s fingers slide into her mouth. Everything was easier when she had something to suck on. The clamps still hurt, to the point where she couldn’t relax her abs and it was a struggle not to hyperventilate, but that was okay. Rebecca was here for her.
“Sure you want to risk getting bitten like that?” Violet asked from behind.
“Oh, she wouldn’t, would she? Not when I’m making the ouchies go away.”
Ellie gently shook her head, trying her best not to move any other part of her body in the process.
“Right. You’re a good girl when you want to be. And I know what the doctor’s doing is not easy for you. But it’s for your own good. You know that, right? And you’ve been doing so well. I’m very proud of you. You’re being a very good girl right now. A very, very, very good girl indeed.”
Ellie purred as she kept running her tongue all over Rebecca’s fingers. Her girlfriend’s soothing words filled her mind like fluffy cotton candy. She was a good girl. A good girl for Rebecca. Her nipples stung so badly it made her eyes water, but that was fine. It was a good pain. Rebecca believed in her that she could take it. And even more importantly: Ellie knew that she could take it. For Rebecca. For Violet. And because it was fun. Being a good girl was fun. Sometimes even more so than being a bad girl.
For a couple of minutes there was nothing but Rebecca whispering sweet nothings while she let Ellie suck on her fingers. Slowly Ellie managed to relax her muscles. The sharp pain was gradually fading into a throbbing ache. Still intense in its own right, but much more bearable, especially while she was being pampered like this. Finally Rebecca asked “Ready to continue?”
“Meow, meow, meow!” With her mouth full, it came out rather muffled, but still unmistakable. She was ready. More than that, she was excited to see what else Violet had in store for her, and she was going to see it through like the good girl she was.
“Very good.” Rebecca retreated her hand, but Ellie’s whine stopped her. “What? Do you want me to stay like this?”
“Meow!” Ellie kept licking Rebecca’s fingers empathically and donned her best puppy eyes. She might be excited for what was about to happen, but she also suspected it was going to be intense, and she didn’t want to let go of this delicious source of comfort.
“You’re such a needy girl,” Rebecca said with a warm smile as she ran her other hand through Ellie’s hair. “Such a needy, needy girl.”
Ellie purred again before going for another triple meow. Violet took the hint and leaned in closer. “Very well,” the ‘doctor’ said. “Looks like the clips have a good grip.” She gave the clamps an experimental flick. Ellie whimpered, but like a good girl didn’t bite down on Rebecca’s fingers. Whoever had designed these jagged clamps must have had a twisted mind indeed. She trusted Violet not to do anything that actually damaged her body, but damn, it really felt as if her nipples were going to be bruised after this ordeal.
“There’s only one thing left to check. I’ll make sure her reproductive organs are in order.”
Ellie’s cheeks flushed at these words. Violet was going to get sexual with her, and the way she stated it in such a detached, medical way, it really made her feel like, well, like a pet at the vet.
By the feeling of it, Violet attached some kind of metal labia spreader. It was surprisingly hard to process any details, because every little movement translated into more cruel pinches to Ellie’s nipples, and that in turn overwrote pretty much every other sensation. That was, until Violet stroked her fingers over Ellie’s well lubricated and now very exposed pussy lips.
“Mmmhh…” Ellie closed her eyes, enjoying the sweet comfort of Rebecca’s fingers in her mouth as the bliss washed through her. She had gotten so immersed into the simple joys of being a pet and getting tormented, she had barely realized how horny the whole scene had gotten her.
“Strong vocal reaction to minor touches, increased circulation, profound lubrication, heightened sensitivity,” Violet analyzed as she kept stroking Ellie’s lower lips much more intimately than could be professional. “It appears that your pet is in heat.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t know about that,” Rebecca said. “She’s like that pretty much all the time.”
“All the more reason to look into it more deeply. I need to make sure there is no neurological dysfunction.” Without any further warning, Violet shoved two fingers into Ellie, seemingly oblivious to the gasping moans of her patient. “Is she usually receptive to penetration?”
“I’d say yes. Although she tends to get bored of it after a couple of minutes. Sometimes I think she enjoys licking the toy clean more than the part before that.”
“I see,” Violet said, still managing to sound like a professional doctor and not like someone who was just finger-fucking Rebecca’s girlfriend. “I wouldn’t worry about it too much. It’s completely normal for pets to prefer different kinds of stimulation.”
Ellie groaned into Rebecca’s fingers. By this point her cheeks were burning. It would have been hot enough how they discussed intimate details of her sexual responses right in front of her. But doing so while Violet kept curling her fingers inside her, meticulously testing the sensitivity of every little spot… very soon Ellie was close to hyperventilating again.
Yes, it was true that penetration didn’t do all that much for her compared to other things, but that didn’t mean that it didn’t feel good at all. And there were a lot of things that went from “pretty okay” to “oh fuck, this is crazy” when she was deep in her role and it was completely out of her control what was happening to her.
“Everything seems to be in order.” Violet janked her fingers out. She had to be aware how uncomfortable this sudden emptiness was to Ellie in her hyperaroused state, especially with how the spreader didn’t even grant her the tiny pleasure of being able to properly contract her vaginal muscles. As a small mercy, Violet got rid of that thing at least. But only after a short pause to make sure Ellie could fully savor her sexual frustration. “Let’s have a final look at her clitoris, then.”
Ellie gasped again as Violet put a hand on her pubic mound and gently pulled, exposing her clit. Instinctively, Ellie pulled at her restraints, but there was no give in them, and all it earned her was some painful movements of the clamps. Whatever Violet was planning for that hypersensitive bundle of nerves, there was nothing she could do about it.
“Visible swelling here as well. I’ll check the sensitivity…”
Ellie screamed into Rebecca’s fingers. All she needed was some gentle rubbing, but Violet roughly flicked her clit once, twice, three times, always leaving a pause that was just a bit too long, before stopping completely, leaving her twitching in frustration. 
“Sensitivity seems in order, although rather heightened. I might have to study her more closely to see if she is still in a healthy range.”
“By all means, doctor,” Rebecca said and Ellie could all but hear the mischievous grin in her voice. “Please be thorough. I’d hate if my girl had some ailment and we overlooked it in the examination.”
Violet’s examination was thorough. Oh God, was it thorough! As far as Ellie could tell, she only used a single finger, but one finger was more than enough to send her howling. At first it was the most sublime feeling to have Violet’s well lubricated fingertip grace around the corners of her clit in narrow circles. But while it was intensely stimulating, it just didn’t give her what she desperately needed. If only Violet would actually rub over her twitching button to relieve the tension! While that monotonous slick friction didn’t provide the pleasure she needed, it did quickly build up her sensitivity.
In no time at all Violet’s administrations went from intense to overwhelming to utterly unbearable. Ellie shuffled her hips in a vain attempt to get away from Violet’s cruel finger, but between her bonds and Violet’s grip there was no escape. That fingertip kept sliding along the edge of her already burning clit, attacking the already hypersensitive outside of that bundle of nerves with pinpoint precision. Ellie tried to zone it out, focus only on Rebecca’s fingers in her mouth, but she stood no chance. It was the kind of pain that demanded full attention.
Ellie had gone through a very similar kind of agony before, but usually it only hurt like this when Rebecca decided to be especially mean and attack her clit right after it had come down from an orgasm. However, Violet in her evil genius had found a way to get her in that same state where every touch was pure torture, without the need to make her come first. Ellie had to fight hard not to bite down on Rebecca’s fingers. By this point she would have been ready to beg for the stimulation to stop, even if it meant that she’d be left hanging.
She got her wish when Violet finally let off, only to learn that this didn’t bring any comfort. While her clit had turned so ridiculously sensitive that it felt like any further touch would simply break her, it was also throbbing in frustration, demanding relief from that burning ache. Ellie could really, really do with an orgasm now, but the thought of all that pleasure violently unloading through that inflamed bundle of nerves also filled her with genuine dread. The climax would be absolutely brutal in its intensity.
“Her sensitivity appears to be on a critical level after all. Even very slight touches seem to cause her severe distress,” Violet said. To prove her point – for purely professional reasons, of course – she dragged the back of her fingernail over Ellie’s clit. Violet kept her nails well trimmed, and after getting soaked for so long they weren’t even all that hard anymore, but even so that edge gliding over Ellie’s inflamed clit was pure agony. Ellie screamed into Rebecca’s fingers and thrashed against her bonds, only to scream once more when the shock made her clamped nipples jump.
“Oh my, that sounds terrible,” Rebecca said, her voice dripping with mock concern. “Can’t you do anything about it, doctor?”
“The way I see it, there are two paths of action.” As Violet spoke, she kept her fingertip in contact with Ellie’s clit at all time, to make sure her patient’s attention was focused to one hundred percent on that burning button. “If I increase the stimulation, the sensitivity should unload itself. However…” She gently wiggled her fingertip, finally providing a taste of that delicious rubbing Ellie needed. Ellie gasped into Rebecca’s fingers. That small touch had been given her another taste of how big an orgasm had built up in her loins. “… it will be a very intense experience for her.”
“And the second way?” Rebecca asked.
“The second way would be to get her down more slowly. I would spread some of that cooling liquid over her vagina and give it time to sink in. It might take a bit, but eventually it should cool her down.”
“MEOW?!” Ellie’s eyes grew wide as she saw Violet holding up the same spray bottle she had used on her nipples before. She might be maliciously calling it a “cooling liquid” now, but it was still the same thing as before: a chemical irritant. Not only would Ellie be left hanging after all this teasing, that icy tingle would make the ache in her pussy utterly unbearable. The weren’t actually going to be this cruel, right? Right?
Rebecca must have seen the terror in Ellie’s eyes, because she turned to Violet and said “I think we should go for the first option. She can handle a bit of intensity.”
“As you say.” Violet put the bottle down, to Ellie’s immeasurable relief. Instead she put her thumb right onto Ellie’s throbbing clit. “Are you sure your fingers are safe?”
“I trust her completely, doctor.”
“As you say.”
There was no slow teasing this time. To Ellie’s hypersensitive clit, Violet’s rough rubbing felt like the strongest vibrator drilling right into her. It only took her seconds to get to the edge of that frightfully big orgasm. She tried to pace herself, resist these delicious sensations a little longer. It almost worked, until Violet said “This should also be a good time to finish her heart measurements.”
Violet didn’t just take the clamps off. She tore at them, only opening the spring once these evil teeth had stretched out the soft flesh as far it would go. At the same time that the blood shot back into Ellie’s tortured nipples, Violet increased the movements of her thumb, sending her over.
This time Ellie was sure that she had actually pissed herself. The pain in her nipples was indescribable, but as it mixed with the powerful waves of her orgasm, it barely even registered as pain anymore. It all became just one giant onslaught of sensation that raked her body wave after wave. She pressed her lips around Rebecca’s fingers, eternally grateful to have something to hold on to as that glorious orgasm threatened to completely shatter her.
When it was finally over, Ellie was completely spent. Her pussy had gone numb from all the pleasure, and even the sharp agony in her nipples had cooled down to a dull ache. Moving even a single muscle seemed like an insurmountable effort, though, and she didn’t protest when Rebecca retreated her hand from her mouth and her cuffs were opened. Neither did she protest when Rebecca snuggled up to her and nuzzled her cheek. “You made quite a mess there.”
“I’m sorry,” Ellie mumbled hoarsely.
“Don’t worry about it. No shame in a bit of squirting. We’ll have it cleaned up in no time.” Rebecca’s face moved in even more closely, and Ellie took her up on the invitation. With the tip of her tongue she traced the outline of Rebecca’s lips before going in for a long, deep kiss. It was their ritual to close a session off in a cozy way.
“Everything okay with you? I didn’t go to far?” Violet asked once their lips had separated again.
Ellie looked over to Violet, who seemed a little forlorn. The session must have been pretty intense for her, too, and now they had left her standing by awkwardly while Ellie and Rebecca snuggled for several minutes. 
“I’m fine. Just a bit exhausted. It was great. You were great!” Ellie turned back to Rebecca. “You mind giving us a bit of space? I think Violet needs some cuddles, too.”
“Sure thing.” Rebecca gave her a quick peck on the lips before getting up again.
Violet seemed a bit unsure, but when both Ellie and Rebecca insisted that it was okay, she came over. She lied down gingerly with Ellie, as if trying to touch her as little as possible. Ellie understood her hangups all too well. They might have done the naughtiest things just a couple minutes ago, but now that the scene was over, they were back in a completely different social setting. And while they had invited Violet into their sexy time, that time had passed and Violet might well be worried about intruding into their relationship.
“No need to be shy. Cuddles are important,” Ellie said, pulling Violet into a tight embrace, enjoying how after a second of uncertainty Violet allowed herself to fall into it. “I absolutely loved your performance. Your sexy evil vet game was on point.”
“Thanks.” Violet blushed a bit. “But it was easy, with such a perfect pet to play off.”
“Meow!” Ellie lapped at Violet’s cheek and giggled as that made her friend blush even more. “But I would’ve never thought that you were this sadistic. Those clamps. My God.”
“Yeah, they’re quite something, aren’t, they? But you took them like a real trooper. I almost died when I tried them out, and I only had them on for, like, five minutes or so.”
“Wow, you saw these things and your first thought was ‘I wonder what they feel like’?” Ellie laughed. “You’re even crazier than me, then. I’d never have the willpower to do that to myself.”
“I had to. I’d never use something on a sub that I haven’t tried out on myself first. I’m not comfortable putting you through anything that I don’t have a frame of reference for.” A smirk played around Violet’s lips. “And I have to admit, I was a little disappointed that you took the easy way out in the end. It would’ve been a real spectacle.”
Ellie’s post-orgasmic brain took a few seconds to piece together what Violet was talking about. Then she remembered the chemical irritant and the prospect of getting to know it very intimately. And then it hit her that, following from Violet’s previous statement, her friend must have already done a test drive of it. “What would it have been like?”
Violet’s smirk grew to devilish proportions. “Pure hell. It was the longest fifteen minutes of my life till that itch finally stopped. You have no idea how insidious that stuff it. Like, imagine a super strong vibrator, but it’s ice cold, and it’s only surface level. Like, it doesn’t feel good, not really, but it’s so, so much, and it should feel good, but it doesn’t, not really, and…” her eyes lit up at the memory “My arm was sore afterwards, because I’d rubbed myself like crazy for the entire time. Got off like, at least five times. It was the only thing that helped a little. And, well, I could squirm all I wanted without destroying my nipples. Two luxuries that you would’ve had to go without.”
Ellie gulped. It would have been torture. Pure, evil, sweet, sweet torture. It was unmistakable how much the thought of Ellie suffering this delicious agony was turning Violet on. Maybe she should have gone for it after all. She had only chickened out because she’d thought it was too crazy. But if Violet had been able to handle it, why shouldn’t Ellie? Sure, Violet had had a couple handicaps less, but that didn’t keep Ellie’s pride as a masochistic pet from rising to the challenge.
“Come here!” Ellie gently pulled Violet’s head closer. She gently traced her friend’s lips with the tip of her tongue before going in for a long, deep kiss. Rebecca would surely agree that Violet had earned being included in this little ritual. When their lips parted again, Violet looked a bit stunned, but also very happy.
“There’s always next time,” Ellie said.
“There is?”
“Of course,” came Rebecca’s voice from behind them. “Pets need regular checkups after all. And you’ve proven yourself as a vet, so why should we go to anyone else? And it sounded like I could come ask you for tips on how to train her to be better girl.”
“I’m sure I could think of a thing or two.” Violet got up, still beaming, and turned to Rebecca. “But for now I really have to thank you two. It was so much fun, playing with you.”
“Well, thank you, too. But it doesn’t have to be over yet.” Rebecca came closer to whisper into Violet’s ear, but loud enough to make sure Ellie could hear it. “If you’re anything like me, you could do with a little happy end of your own now. And I’m sure our pet wouldn’t mind providing one.”
Ellie stuck out her tongue to show that, yes, she really wouldn’t mind helping them out with their own horniness. Those were the times when being a good girl was fun.






  
  First Steps


“So, Amber, you’re the one who wants to become our new pony girl, yes?” 
“That’s me.” Amber managed to stay professional and not let her excitement show. After two years at the academy she was more than eager to put her skills to use in the real world.
“Nice to meet you. I’m Juliet.” The blond woman with the big leather hat offered Amber her hand.
“The pleasure’s all mine, Mistress Juliet.” Amber made a point of bowing down as she shook Juliet’s hand.
“Just Juliet’s fine with me. And there’s no need to bow all the time. Here in the countryside nobody cares much about formalities. Everyone working here is part of the family.”
“I understand. Juliet.” Amber tried to keep a neutral expression. Properly addressing your superiors had been a big deal back at the academy. Of course real life was different from academics, and each owner had their own policies, but it was still disappointing that things were this lax here. Being of a lower status came natural to a pony girl. They weren’t supposed to become “part of the family”, except maybe as the family pet.
“Great.” Juliet held up a small stack of paper which Amber recognized as her application forms. “Looks like you’re more than qualified for the job. I don’t think any of my other ponies came with such good grades.”
“Thank you, M… Juliet.” While Amber hadn’t been the top of the class, she’d regularly made it into the top ten, out of the almost two hundred students in her year.
“But of course grades aren’t everything,” Juliet said as she put the papers away. “We’ve had several ponies quit after a couple of days because they couldn’t handle the work, so I really hope you’ll make it through your trial week and stick with us.”
“I will do my best.” Amber silently wondered what poor quality ponies Juliet had had in the past. According to the job description, all she had to do was to give the workers of a nearby quarry a ride and bring their produce back. Sure, pulling heavy carts under the burning sun all day took a lot of strength, but there was a reason the pony girl education took at least two years.
Simple transport was one of the easier jobs; anyone could do it. Hell, with her grades Amber could have applied to be an express delivery pony, or maybe she could have even gone for a career as a show pony. She’d only come to this ranch because she’d wanted to get out of the city for a change and it had been the most convenient job vacancy.
“Of course you will,” Juliet said. “Now, how about I take you on a quick ride to the quarry so you can get a feel for things?” 
“With pleasure!”
Juliet gave her a bright smile and led her into the stables. They were simple but looked comfortable enough, with boxes for up to ten ponies. Of course all of them were empty at the moment; the work day had started several hours ago. From what Amber could see while she let Juliet gear her up, pretty much all of them looked lived in. There couldn’t be more than one or two vacancies. She was looking forward to getting to know the herd.
The harness Juliet gave her was as basic as they came, doing its job and nothing more. And while it included a crotch strap, it was a thick, wide one that felt more like tight underwear, nothing like the ones they’d trained with at the academy, which was another small disappointment. Amber had always been a sucker for these viciously thin ones that split her pussy and ass and bit into all the sensitive areas with each step. She loved getting challenged, and so far it didn’t look like that was going to happen in this job.
Her outfit didn’t even include bells clipped to her nipples. Every first-year dropout should have been able to work here. If pony girls kept quitting, it could only be because they were bored. Amber kept all these thoughts to herself, though. She wanted to make a good impression and also give Juliet a chance. With a bit of luck there might yet turn something up about the job that captured her interest.
Since there wasn’t much gear, preparations didn’t take long. Which only made it more obvious that a crucial piece was missing. “Where are the boots?” Amber asked when Juliet finished with the harness straps and her behavior made it clear that she considered the job done.
“There are none,” Juliet said. “The roads here are tricky, and traversing them with pony boots is a precarious endeavor. There’ve been far too many accidents already. A couple of nasty scrape wounds, and one pony even broke her ankle. When that happened we decided to do away with the boots for good. Didn’t have a single accident ever since.”
“I… see.” Amber wanted to tell Juliet that she must have had some extremely clumsy ponies. A good pony could walk safely on every terrain. There had been several courses about how to correctly walk in the whole range of available boots. Amber had always gotten only the best grades in these classes, which meant that there went yet another opportunity to make use of her abilities.
“Don’t worry!” Juliet smiled at her. “It might be a bit of a struggle at first, but I’m sure you can do it. I’ve seen your grades. You’re a tough one.”
“Thanks.” Amber did her best to return the smile. Juliet seemed like a nice enough person and she didn’t want to alienate her. Likely she just lacked experience with ponies. Or good ponies, at least. But while Amber was already pretty sure that this wasn’t the right place for her, she wasn’t going to let that deter her from presenting only the best side of herself. She owed it to her professionalism. And maybe it would help Juliet if she saw a well-trained pony for once.
Amber let Juliet put her before the cart. Before they started, she noticed another missing piece. “No gag?”
The bit gag was one of the most essential pieces of equipment, to the point where Amber wasn’t even sure if you could officially call yourself a pony girl without one.
“Usually there would be one, of course,” Juliet said. “But since this is a test run, I want to be able to check in with you, in case you have some questions or there are any problems.”
“There won’t be any.”
“Might be there won’t. Still, better safe than sorry.”
Amber knew her place and didn’t argue any further. She loved the gag, though. Having something to bite down on made the strenuous work much more satisfying.
Her exasperation quickly disappeared once they got going. With all the post-graduation paperwork it had been nearly two weeks since the last time she’d been able to live the pony lifestyle. She’d missed the sun on her barely covered skin, the fresh air in her lungs and the deep satisfaction of being of use to someone.
Juliet’s cart wasn’t heavy and the path was easy: A wide dirt road led from the stables to a rocky formation in the distance, which had to be the quarry. Being barefoot was unfamiliar, but still a lot less intrusive than some of the more extravagant pieces of equipment they’d trained with at the academy. After a couple of steps Amber didn’t even notice it anymore and she allowed her mind to wander and enjoy the scenery.
Until a sharp pain in her right foot made her stumble. Instinctively Amber lunged forward, only to have her left foot flare up as well.
“Are you okay?”
Amber took a deep breath. The dirt path had given way to a gravel road, that was all. Yes, some of the little stones were a bit sharp, but such a laughable bit of discomfort shouldn’t have been enough to make her stop.
“Everything is fine. I’m very sorry, Mistress.”
“I told you not to call me Mistress. And it’s perfectly fine to take it slow. I know it’s tough.”
“I’m fine.” Amber gritted her teeth and quickly marched on. She couldn’t allow herself such stupid errors if she wanted to show Juliet that she wasn’t as weak as those failures she’d employed before. But fuck, she hadn’t thought a couple of small stones could hurt this much.
The scenery became more barren and rocky, but Amber barely even noticed it. Her eyes were fixated on the ground one step ahead of her, trying to find the best foothold for her steps. Not that it mattered much. The gravel was distributed pretty evenly, and it was impossible to dodge all these sharp little spikes. Thankfully there were no bigger hills or slopes, but with the surface of the road being this uneven, the wheels didn’t turn as smoothly as they were supposed to and Amber had to fight to keep the momentum going. With each step she had to push her aching feet hard against the ground. If she hesitated for just a moment, the cart would slow down further and she’d have to work even harder to get it up to speed again.
It wasn’t the pain itself that was the problem. You didn’t become a certified pony without being at least somewhat of a masochist. Amber’s love-hate relationship with the crop definitely leaned more towards the love side, and she’d always gotten warm flutters in her stomach when the trainers brought out the expert clamps. The ones with the nasty bite and the little weights that made them tug on your nipples with every step. The ones that made the more sensitive girls queasy when they so much as looked at them. And there was nothing like a long march with a crotch rope rubbing her tender regions raw.
These kinds of pain she could deal with. They were almost relaxing, even, in a perverse way. She could let herself fall into the pain, let it become a titillating backdrop as she drudged on at a steady pace, embracing the discomfort and suffering it passively.
But here she was forced to actively torture herself. Every time she was about to set her aching foot down, her soles brushed over the top of the pebbles, already giving her an idea of how much it would hurt this time. Her brain would tell her not to do it, but she had to clench her teeth, override her instinct and push down, digging the sharp edges deep into her soles. And then, without any break, she had to do it again. And again.
Amber was all too aware that there was nothing graceful in her steps. She stumbled along awkwardly, always trying to make as little contact with the ground as possible, or at least to step only onto the parts of her feet that hurt the least at the moment. She managed to somewhat keep it together for the first one and a half kilometers – thanks to her training she could confidently estimate the distance – when a new sound momentarily distracted her from her suffering.
Another cart was ahead, going in the opposite direction. It was a freight cart, filled with rocks of various sizes, pulled by a slightly chubby blond pony girl that looked strangely familiar. Her sweat-drenched skin glistened almost blindingly in the sun, but like any well-trained pony the girl didn’t seem bothered by the hard work, drudging along happily, a smile playing around the corners of her bit gag. She was barefoot as well, but she marched on with such steady steps as if the gravel didn’t exist for her.
“Morning, Melanie,” Juliet beckoned the other pony as they passed each other. “Good work as always! I’m just doing a little test run with Amber here. With a bit of luck, you two will work together soon.”
The pony called Melanie whinnied happily and winked at Amber as she passed them, and in that moment Amber remembered where she’d seen the girl before.
“I’m sure you’ll love Melanie once you get to know her,” Juliet said when they’d moved on a bit. “Everyone does.”
“I know her already M… Juliet. From the academy. She was in the year above me.”
“Splendid. So you’re friends already?”
“I… didn’t really have a relationship with her. Just seen her a few times in passing.” It was as close to the truth as Amber wanted to get. She had in fact never really talked to Melanie, but that had been one hundred percent her own decision. The girl might be pleasant enough in her own way, but it had been clear that she didn’t take the profession very seriously. She’d never been fast or graceful, and the few times she’d gotten a grade better than the bare minimum had been due to her slightly higher than average raw strength.
While Amber had spent her evenings practicing prancing, Melanie had gone out to some bar or other with her clique of equally weak-willed friends. Out of all the students in the academy, she must have been the one who’d gotten whipped most often for tardiness. And yet here she was, going more than twice Amber’s speed while pulling a far heavier load.
If Amber was sure of one thing, it was that she wasn’t going to be outdone by some near-dropout. She clenched her teeth and accelerated. The pain immediately made her eyes water. The balls of her feet felt swollen and had become overly sensitive from the battering they’d taken, but Amber couldn’t mind that if she wanted to prove that she was at least as good as Melanie. She’d always been the better pony and that wouldn’t change now, even if she had to grind these sharp stones into her soles all day.
After only a couple of steps her concentration lapsed and she slipped. It was a minor misstep that would have been trivial to correct in normal circumstances, but as her foot slid over the gravel, a cutting pain went through her arch, making her cry out.
“Oh my. Are you hurt?”
Amber tried to lift her foot and look at the damage, but the reins didn’t allow her enough freedom of movement. She didn’t want to appear weak in front of Juliet, but judging from the pain she must have cut herself, and it would be irresponsible not to treat the wound. “I think I’m bleeding. Could you let me loose for a moment so we can check?”
“Of course.” Juliet got down from the cart and it only took her skilled hands a few seconds to undo the main straps. “Show me!”
Amber lifted her foot again and her heart sunk. There was no blood. Or anything else, for that matter. It had felt as if she’d stepped on a knife, and yet her sole didn’t even have the decency to look reddened. In fact it appeared to be perfectly fine, as if all that pain had been only in her imagination.
“I don’t see any cuts,” Juliet confirmed her fears. “But still, it seems you’ve reached your limit. We should head back. There will be enough time to train you during the rest of the week.”
“But… but…”
“No buts! I won’t stand for you getting hurt because you’re overdoing it. We’ll turn around and maybe tomorrow you’ll make it to the quarry. Do you still feel up for the way back or should I call another cart?”
“No!” Amber burst out before Juliet had even finished the suggestion. “I’m sorry. I mean, no, I’m up for it. Please rein me in again. I’m very sorry that I let you down.” Failing this badly was humiliating enough. If she got brought back by another pony, she wouldn’t survive the shame.
Juliet smiled at her as she reattached the reins. “Don’t beat yourself up about it. In the beginning it’s hard for everyone.”
“But I failed at my task! And I asked to be let loose even though there was no emergency. Shouldn’t I be punished for that?”
“It’s your trial week, you can make as many mistakes as you want. It’s supposed to be an opportunity for learning after all. But if it makes you feel better, you can think of the way back as your atonement. It will be hard enough on you as it is.”
Amber wasn’t satisfied at all, but she left it at that. Bothering Juliet further wasn’t going to help her case. And Juliet wasn’t even wrong. The short break had reminded Amber’s feet how nice life could be, and her soles really weren’t happy about grinding gravel again. Despite her best intentions, Amber had to take it even slower on the way back.
By the time they made it back to the ranch, Amber was glad they’d cut it short. The last hundred meters had been a grueling battle. Amber had always prided herself on her willpower, but she almost cried from relief when the gravel road ended and she felt smooth dirt under her feet again. If she’d been made to walk even just another hundred meters over the sharp gravel, she would have broken down and given up for real.
On their way to the stables they met Melanie again, who was standing beside her now empty cart looking refreshed. Given how much she was dripping, she must have just been hosed down.
“Melanie, dear, would you mind looking after Amber a bit during your lunch break? She’s had a rough first day and could use some tender care.”
“I’m fine,” Amber mumbled, annoyed at herself for blushing. The whole ordeal had been humiliating enough already. The last thing she needed after this utter failure was to be pitied by Melanie.
“Don’t be like that. It will do you good to get to know each other better.”
Not wanting to go against an order, Amber resigned herself. As soon as Juliet had let her loose, Melanie took Amber her by the hand and led her towards the stables. Amber wanted to protest, but she had to admit that it was actually helpful to hold on to someone. Her feet still hurt like hell even on this objectively harmless dirt ground, and Melanie’s support made it a lot easier to walk at least somewhat steadily.
“Don’t worry. The first time is though for everyone. I remember my first day all too well. When I’d made it to the quarry and realized that I had to go all the way back again, I almost wanted to die right then and there,” Melanie prattled one cheerfully.
“Yeah,” Amber said noncommittally. She couldn’t tell Melanie that she hadn’t even made it to the quarry.
“But now you can rest and recover. Just lie down here and let me work my magic.”
Not quite sure what was going on, but too glad to be off her feet to ask, Amber got down on the straw. A moment later Melanie grabbed her right foot and Amber sank into a world of bliss.
“By now I’ve got quite some experience giving foot massages,” Melanie said as she worked her thumbs into Amber’s soles. “Just tell me if something’s uncomfortable.”
“It’s wonderful,” Amber purred before she could stop herself. Melanie’s soft fingers knew exactly where to press to soothe the gnawing ache.
“Thank you. I’ll see to it that I get all the tension out, but I’ll tell you right away: This here’s not a full repair. Better take it slow for today and give your feet a rest. You’re gonna need all your strength tomorrow. Second day’s the hardest.”
“It is?”
“I’ll show you.” Melanie poked the nail of her index finger into the ball of Amber’s foot. She didn’t use any force it all, but it still made Amber wince. “You’ve got a bruise right there. And there, and there, and there,” Melanie continued as she gently tapped other spots on Amber’s foot. “If you think today was bad, just wait for tomorrow. Bruises are crazy sensitive. Believe me, I almost pissed myself on day two.”
Amber groaned. If she didn’t make it at least to the quarry the next day, Juliet would consider her a total failure. “How the hell do you do it? It looked so easy for you.”
“You get used to it. By now I barely even feel it anymore. Look!” She stretched out her leg and showed Amber her foot. There was callus all over her sole and it felt like soft leather under Amber’s touch. “Took some time to get like that. But if I’m honest, I’m almost sad that I’ve hardened up so much. That’s the only way Juliet shows her sadistic side, and now I’m immune to it.”
“What do you mean? She doesn’t look like she has a single sadistic bone in her body. And didn’t she only do away with the pony boots because of accidents?”
Melanie grinned. “Sure. If that’s the reason, why didn’t she get flat shoes for us instead? Nah, if you ask me, she gets off on seeing us suffer. Like every good Mistress does, only instead of a crop she has her gravel.”
“I see,” Amber said slowly. It was hard to think about anything more deeply while getting a foot massage from Melanie. As long as those soft fingers were soothing her, everything was good in the world.
“Speaking about getting off, it looks to me you’re enjoying my treatment.”
With a pang of shame Amber realized that her nipples had gotten hard and her pussy felt all tingly. Before Melanie had brought her attention to it, she hadn’t even realized how much she’d gotten into the massage. “It’s just…”
“Not a problem at all. I don’t mind massaging other bits of you as well, if you know what I mean.”
Amber’s training reminded her that getting off was something that only happened to good ponies. “I don’t think I deserve it. I didn’t perform as I was supposed to today.”
“So what? We’re not at the academy anymore. Juliet lets us have fun whenever and how much we want, as long as it doesn’t interfere with work. But…” Melanie’s grin got more dirty. “I just had this crazy memory. It seems to me, most times when I got my whippings, there was this girl smirking in the front row, and she looked a lot like you. What do you make of that?”
“I’m…” Amber wanted to say that she was sorry, that she had misjudged Melanie back then, that she’d been wrong and Melanie had actually always had it in her to be a good pony girl, that she was ready to apologize and make it all up to her, but Melanie put a finger on Amber’s lip to shut her up.
“Shush, don’t worry, I’m not mad. If I’d minded the whippings, I would’ve changed my behavior. But, if you feel like you need punishment, we could turn the tables for once. I bend you over my knees and give your ass such a thrashing that you won’t even think about your feet anymore. And then we have a different kind of fun with each other. How does that sound?”
Amber’s education told her that this suggestion went against every protocol, and a well-trained pony like her should go straight to her Mistress and report this misbehavior. Amber’s education could go fuck itself for once. “Sounds good to me.”






  
  Riddle Me This


“That looks like it could be the treasure chamber,” Lyn’s voice came from the bottom of the stairs. 
“I fucking hope so.” Asami grabbed her throwing knives, just in case, before following the half-demon warrior downwards. “I swear, if there’s one more fucking monster ambush...”
“Language!” Piper prodded Asami with her staff. Or tried to, at least. It’s pretty much impossible to hit a cat girl thief who’s already on high alert.
“What do you want? I’ve never seen a dungeon this annoying. I swear, if I meet the architect, I’ll castrate him. And then I’ll hang him up the next tree by his balls,” Asami swore, daring anyone to try and argue with the logistics of her threat.
It had started out so nicely. After once again blowing all their money on booze and women, the three of them had found themselves in need of loot. As luck would have it, one of the locals had told them about this temple in the woods, dedicated to a long forgotten Goddess that nobody even remembered the name of, once hastily abandoned by her followers and now taken over by minor monsters. Nothing a handful of experienced adventurers shouldn’t be able to handle, and there was a good chance that it still held some hitherto unclaimed treasures. In short: The perfect dungeon.
Or so they’d thought.
Looking back, it had been too good to be true. If the dungeon had really been so easy, it would have been plundered ages ago. Then again, this was supposed to be a temple. Who the hell designed a temple with thousands of small rooms, all of them containing either a deadly trap, a group of monsters, or – in one hilarious instance that ended the fight before it even began – both?
The more Asami had seen, the less she believed the story that monsters had moved in and driven out the former residents. It looked more as if the worshipers of this nameless Goddess had bred monsters on purpose to populate their deathtrap of a temple, until their creations had finally turned on them.
So, yeah, they’d been in here for the better part of the day, slaying a fuckton of monsters, narrowly escaping death every five minutes, and so far finding nothing of value. Of course it was possible that they had missed something in the rooms they’d skipped, but when you had the choice between fighting an army of giant fire ants and trying your luck in another room, you only picked the fire ants if you were really, really desperate.
But now, finally, it seemed like they had gotten somewhere. When Asami reached the bottom of the stairs, she found herself in an expansive hall, drenched in a goldish-red diffuse light with no visible source. Most importantly, there were no monsters to be seen. In fact, there was nothing except for a couple of pillars, an altar with some decorative stone pedestals around it and, at the far end, an obviously magical door.
“I don’t feel anyone nearby.” Lyn lowered her morning star. “Can you check for traps? I don’t think they left that door unguarded.”
“On it!” Asami didn’t feel her trap-detection sense tingle, but that alone didn’t mean they were safe. They’d encountered at least three traps already that had escaped her notice until it was almost too late.
She tiptoed through the hall, her fluffy ears primed for any hint of approaching danger. Nothing happened. She had almost made it to the door when the air in front of her began to swirl and glimmer.
“Take cover!” Asami jumped behind the next pillar. Back at the entrance, her two friends did the same.
“Don’t be afraid, for I mean you no harm.”
Asami carefully looked out from behind the pillar, making sure to expose as little of her body as possible to potential danger.
The potential danger took the form of a tall, green-haired woman. Her long white wings and her similarly white – but remarkably transparent – garment clearly marked her as an angel.
Asami didn’t drop her guard. Angels might have invested in good publicity, but for all their alleged virtues they were also known to descend upon their enemies with furious vengeance. Given that they were currently looting a temple, they might very well have marked themselves as targets deserving of such vengeance.
“Who are you?” Piper demanded, stepping out of her cover “And don’t try any tricks. We’ve got you surrounded.”
Asami wasn’t sure if she should admire Piper’s daring or shake her head at Piper’s inability to read the situation. Possibly both, but if she had to choose, she’d take the second option. Asami readied two throwing knifes, even though she wasn’t sure if they would do her any good against an angel.
“I promise I don’t intend to fight you unless you raise your weapons to me first,” spoke the angel. “And regarding your question: My name is Sarandiel, and I’m the guardian of this place. It’s my holy duty to ensure that only worthy adventurers obtain the treasure left behind in this temple.”
Asami left her hiding spot and saw Lyn hesitantly do the same. Angels might be ruthless in their persecution of everything they deemed evil, but they were no liars. If Sarandiel claimed to give them conditional access to the treasure room, she wouldn’t try any dirty tricks that weren’t in the framework of said conditions.
“So how can we show ourselves worthy?” Piper asked. “And I’d greatly appreciate if it wasn’t too complicated. We’ve spent more than enough time in this dungeon already.”
“Please, don’t be offended by her words,” Lyn interrupted, trying and failing to hide the giant morning star behind her back. “She’s just tired after all our trials and tribulations.”
If Sarandiel felt slighted by Piper’s words, she didn’t show it. “I’m afraid there are no shortcuts to worthiness. Your obtaining of the treasure depends on your completion of my quest, nothing more, nothing less. If you are dissatisfied with those terms, you are free to try and fight me, although I wish it won’t have to come to that.”
“Don’t worry, we aren’t foolish enough to take on an angel,” Asami said, staring at Piper in an attempt to make sure they were on the same wavelength there. “We’ll do your quest and then we can all move on with our lives in peace.”
“Very well.” Sarandiel hadn’t exactly been slouching before, but now she straightened herself up to her full height. The movement made her translucent garment flutter over her perfect body. Although, as Asami observed with disappointment, at every point in time the clothes folded themselves in such a way that the angel’s naughtiest bits were hidden from view. Likely that was one of the magical properties of their species.
Sarandiel’s voice became deeper and more monotone, as if she was reciting something she had learned by heart a long time ago. “Your quest starts at the Goddess’s feet. Under her guidance you will earn her sacred orbs. Return them here, and your quest’s next step shall be revealed.”
When it became clear that the angel wasn’t going to continue, Asami turned to her fellow party members to find that they also didn’t have any idea what this was supposed to mean.
“How is this supposed to work?” Piper finally asked. “Do we really have to talk to, like, the actual Goddess?”
“Of course not. Obviously we have to find these ‘feet of the Goddess’ so we can start. Wherever or whatever they are. It must be some metaphor or something.”
Sarandiel smiled at Asami, which caused a warm tingle in her stomach. She couldn’t tell if this was some kind of angel magic or just the natural reaction of being smiled at by a heavenly beautiful woman in barely functional clothes.
“You are correct,” said the angel. “And I will tell you that all riddles and tribulations take place within the walls of this very temple. You will not be required to leave it. However, in order to succeed, you will have to immerse yourself deeply into the temple’s inner workings.”
“Great.” Piper sighed theatrically. “It’s not like this temple has more corners than the nest of a cubist mole on crack. I hope one of you two has an idea what she means, because if we’ve got to look through every room again, I’m gonna scream.”
To general surprise, Lyn raised her hand. “Actually, I think I do. Remember about an hour ago when we found that big room with the giant statue in it?”
Asami did remember. She didn’t remember it very fondly, though. “The room we decided to skip because it was full of mutant hornets? Why did you have to remind me?”
“To be fair, all normal hornets would’ve died instantly from my spell,” Piper said. “How could I know that this specific mutation is immune to pepper elemental magic?” She involuntarily rubbed her arms. Asami and Lyn did the same. They might have been able to heal the stings to the point where their skin was back to normal, but the memory was enough to make them all itchy again.
“I’m sorry,” Lyn said. “But remember the stone tablets by the feet of the statue? We wanted to take a look at them, but...”
“But everything changed when the hornets attacked,” Asami finished her sentence. “Yeah, right, there was something.”
The three of them exchanged meaningful looks. It was up to Piper to vocalize what they were all thinking. “We’re absolutely not going back there.”
“Are you relinquishing the treasure, then?”
Piper glared at the angel. “We’re not relinquishing anything yet. We’re just considering our options.”
Sarandiel giggled. It was a sound that didn’t really fit such a noble creature. “Just so you don’t get a wrong idea about your options: As an angel I’m immune to all magical and physical attacks, unless they take their energy from a higher source of heavenly or infernal power. And while I don’t want to put your demon comrade down, that weapon does not exactly look like it has been forged in the pits of hell.”
“Yeah… no,” Lyn concurred. Nobody knew where her morning star had been forged, but judging by its obviously cheap metal and its rust stains, it had been a practice piece by some smith apprentice. They had only picked it up because it had been lying around in an abandoned goblin camp and they’d been in dire need of a weapon at the time. “And I’m only a half-demon. There’s no need to smite me.”
The angel giggled again. “Don’t worry, I smite only those who wish to oppose the Goddess, regardless of their species and alignment. As long as you behave yourself, there’s no need for violence.”
“Good to hear. So, about these hornets,” Lyn quickly spoke on. “I’m sure we have something to get rid of them.”
“You still got your fire ball scroll?” Asami asked Piper.
“We’re not using the scroll. Don’t you remember how much that thing cost? We don’t even know if the treasure is worth more than the scroll.”
“To be fair, most treasures are worth more than a single scroll of a generic spell,” Asami countered.
“That may be. But okay, let’s say we use the scroll and all hornets die instantly. Which, I might add, would already be a miracle. There’s a giant swarm of them, and a single fire ball isn’t gonna hit every single one of them. But even if it does, what then? Didn’t you hear the angel? This whole thing is a giant side quest that makes us comb the entire temple. And I bet it’ll lead us into all the other rooms we skipped for good reasons.”
Asami would have loved to argue against her, but Piper had a point. She had no motivation whatsoever to “immerse herself into the temple’s inner workings”. These inner workings contained far too many nasty things.
Lyn, who had turned quiet during their discussion, slowly asked “But what if there was another way?”
Asami eyeballed Sarandiel, who just smiled innocently. “I’m not going up against an angel.”
“I’m not talking about fighting. But maybe… Sarandiel, can you repeat the hint again?”
The angel did so. Lyn listened, seemingly deep in thought. “Yeah, it might just work,” she said finally. “We just have to follow your instructions, right?”
“Naturally. That’s the whole idea of a quest.”
Lyn grinned as she kept on talking “But let’s say we found an… unconventional interpretation of your instructions. Would that work?”
“I’m not sure I follow.”
“Me neither,” Asami said. “What’s your plan?”
“Well...” Lyn couldn’t turn red, since thanks to her demonic heritage her skin was already red by default. However, she had a tendency to turn almost as purple as her hair when she was embarrassed or agitated, which was a lot more conspicuous then a simple blush could have ever been. “The way I understood it, we’ve got to be at the feet of the Goddess. And then the Goddess will tell us what to do until we earn her orbs. That’s the gist of it, isn’t it?”
“You can phrase it that way,” the angel concurred. “But I don’t see what difference it makes.”
Lyn’s broke eye contact with Sarandiel. “Again, please don’t smite me for saying this, but you only said ‘the Goddess’, right? There’s no name attached. So, technically, could we go for a different Goddess?”
Sarandiel furrowed her brow. “I’d advice you to choose your next words very carefully. I will not stand for you bringing some other deities into this temple.”
“Okay, okay, I’ll phrase it differently. Let’s look at it this way: The feet of the Goddess refer to the feet of this stone statue. We got that part right, didn’t we?”
“Yes. I believe I can tell you this much.”
“Okay, then when you say “the feet of the Goddess”, you don’t mean the literal feet of the actual Goddess. It’s the feet of the statue. Which is a stand-in for the real Goddess, one could say. So if that is valid, then it should be equally valid if we used a different stand-in for the Goddess.”
“What are you on abou...” Asami stopped herself when it hit her. “Wait, you don’t mean...”
Lyn’s shining purple cheeks confirmed that, yes, she did mean.
“You want to have sex in front of her?” Piper exclaimed, completely ignoring that they weren’t alone.
“Excuse me? Who’s having sex?” There wasn’t anything angelic in Sarandiel’s voice anymore. However, Asami noticed that she also didn’t sound as if she was about to unleash heavenly wrath upon them. For the moment at least she was still in the relatively neutral state of bewildered confusion.
“It’s not necessarily sex,” Lyn started, and with morbid fascination Asami realized that her friend was actually going to explain it. “Think of it as… a very personal form of worship. We could choose one of us as a stand-in for the Goddess and the others are at her feet and get told what to do. And once the Goddess is happy, well, she lets us at her orbs.”
For several seconds Sarandiel made not a single sound. She only stared at Lyn while she parsed what she had just heard. “Do you do such things often?” she finally asked.
“From time to time, yes,” Lyn said. “Our relationship is a bit… weird.”
You could say that again, Asami thought.
Their dynamic shouldn’t be working, what with Lyn being a natural born submissive, and Piper and her both being dominantly inclined, albeit in very different ways. This had quickly put them into a weird unstable state where both Piper and Asami had been fighting for Lyn’s attention and, while they also considered each other hot in principle, their preferences were too incompatible to act on that in any meaningful way. It had looked as if their relationship was doomed to fail, before they had somehow managed to save it by, ironically, handing all the power to Lyn.
It made sense insofar as that Lyn was the most ambivalent one per default. She enjoyed both being humiliated as Piper’s devout slave and having her body abused by Asami’s sadistic games. One fateful night she had confronted them with the fact that she didn’t like being the one in the middle who was always pulled to both sides. So from then on each time Lyn felt horny (which was pretty much all the time) she’d decide who of the two of them would get to top her, and there was to be no discussion about it; her word was final.
While at first glance this seemed like it wouldn’t change much, it had effectively turned the whole dynamic on its head. Instead of Asami and Piper both taking as much of Lyn as they could, at the expense of each other, they now had to gain her favor by making hot and creative promises of what they’d do if Lyn picked them. And they quickly realized that Lyn was far more likely to pick them if they came up with threesome ideas where the third one might not be the main focus, but still get to participate in a way fitting their tastes. And sometimes she’d even make ultimatums of the form “I’ll pick you and you can do with me whatever you want, but only if you do X and Y with each other”.
From a purely logical point of view, this arrangement shouldn’t have worked, but relationships rarely operate on the laws of logic, and by wisely playing her cards, Lyn had managed to not only tie Asami and Piper to her, but also to get the two of them out of their comfort zone and play with each other often enough that their little triangle had formed a weirdly crooked, but nonetheless stable third side.
“So, what do you say?” Lyn asked the angel, her voice bringing Asami back into the present. “If we do a scene for you, does that count as passing your quest?”
The fact that Sarandiel had to think about this gave Asami hope. She would have expected the angel to slap them to kingdom come at the mere suggestion of doing anything sexual to solve the quest of the temple, but maybe she was just prejudiced. After all, she also hadn’t expected an angel to run around in garments that where somehow more titillating than no clothes at all.
Maybe angels weren’t such prudes after all. Or Sarandiel was a particularly naughty angel. Either way, Asami could really think of worse ways to end this dungeon crawl then to perform for a gorgeous woman. Lots of worse ways, actually, most of them including mutated insects.
“I admit that the idea has a certain draw to it,” Sarandiel said slowly. “However, I’m not convinced any of you is able to perform as a worthy avatar of the Goddess.”
“That so?” Piper waved her staff, and for a terrible moment Asami thought she was going to smack the angel with it, but Piper strode past Sarandiel and straight to the altar. With no hesitation whatsoever she swung herself unto it, her legs dangling from its side. “On your knees, puny mortals, your Goddess has arrived and demands your worship!”
Asami’s danger sense made her drop to her knees instantly with no regard for the hard stone floor. After Piper’s act there was no going back, and their only chance was to get the scene in full flow as quickly as possible before Sarandiel could decide that she wouldn’t stand for this blasphemy after all. Beside her, Lyn mirrored her, but it was hard to say if she had also read the room, or if Piper’s words had just triggered her submissive brain. With Lyn, it didn’t take much to do that.
“You heard what my messenger told you! You shall start at my feet and you shall start right now if you want to stand any chance of earning my approval.”
There was this tiny sound from Sarandiel’s throat indicating that the angel was about to say something, likely a complaint about being claimed by Piper. Before that could happen, Asami loudly declared “Gladly, my Goddess. Thank you to grant us worthless worshipers the chance to… erm… worship.” Fuck! She prodded Lyn to take over. To that girl it was second nature to play the puny submissive.
The half-demon gently embraced Piper’s ankle with her hands. Looking up just enough to indicate she was addressing Piper, but not enough to actually meet her eyes, she mumbled “If it pleases you, your most loyal subjects will take care of your every needs. We, who are not worthy to even breathe the same air as you, shall be naught but tools to act at your whims.”
Asami managed not to roll her eyes and keep an expression that she hoped was an adequate approximation of submissive awe. It was crazy how quickly Lyn could fall into her role.
“Well spoken for a lowly worm.” Piper giggled in a – in Asami’s not so humble opinion – decidedly ungodly way. “Depending on whether you can back these words up, I might decide not to smite you after all. In my eternal grace I shall allow you to prove your worth by worshiping my feet!”
“You honor us, Goddess,” Lyn breathed. She gingerly opened the straps of the sandal on Piper’s right foot and slipped it off, before placing it on the altar beside Piper like a holy relic. Asami followed her lead, albeit not quite as ceremoniously. She did her best, but even if her life depended on it – which it very well might, if they evoked the ire of Sarandiel – she was neither a natural born submissive like Lyn nor a pious person, so all she could do was try and act the part.
Okay, sandal off, what now? Asami knew that Lyn and Piper could spend literal hours where nothing happened except for Lyn praising and pampering Piper. Asami had never paid much attention to what was happening exactly, her being of the opinion that if nobody was violently moaning, then it wasn’t real sex. But whatever, she could jump over her shadow and be a good girl for once. That little brat of a mage surely wouldn’t say no to a foot massage.
“What do you think you’re doing, you filthy feline?”
It took all of Asami’s willpower not to get sarcastic. “Worshiping your body like you told us to. My Goddess.”
“You call that worship? It seems you’re even dumber than you look.”
It was a good thing Asami kept her head down so neither Piper nor Sarandiel could see her expression. She knew for a fact that her massaging skills were nothing to scoff at. So far everyone she had tried them on had liked it. In most cases enough to let her go much, much further.
“Why would you think I’d want to feel your filthy fingers on me? Use your tongue for Go- for my sake! Even this stupid demon could figure that out.”
Asami glanced over and indeed, there was Lyn, sucking on Piper’s toes with an expression as if there was nothing in the whole world she’d rather be doing. Which, knowing Lyn, there probably wasn’t.
“It seems one of your worshipers hasn’t got her heart in it,” came Sarandiel’s voice from behind.
“She better find her heart quickly then, or I might forget that I planned to be a benevolent Goddess today.” Piper wiggled her left foot and poked Asami’s nose with her big toe.
You’re so going to pay for this, Asami swore to herself. As soon they were alone, Piper would feel her claws. “I’m sorry I disappointed you. I shall do better from now on.”
Kissing Piper’s feet was pretty much the last thing Asami had expected to do when she got up in the morning, but here she was. And it could be worse, she told herself. Sure, Piper was a little brat who needed nothing less than this additional ego boost, but in the end no one got hurt except for Asami’s pride. If the alternative was getting physically hurt fighting giant fire ants, she’d let her pride take the fall any time.
And it wasn’t like Piper’s feet were dirty or anything. That girl spent, like, all of her free time washing herself. And hey, it looked like Lyn was genuinely happy with her job, so maybe there was something to it after all.
After the tiniest hesitation, Asami stuck out her tongue and flicked it over Piper’s sole. It really wasn’t that bad. Sure, Piper had been on her feet for the entire day, but that didn’t matter much to someone who was used to licking herself clean when she didn’t feel like using water.
“Did I tell you to tickle me? Do it properly, for fuck’s sake.”
“I’m sorry, my Goddess.” Asami nibbled the side of Piper’s foot before properly dragging her tongue along its length. At first she had planned to just briefly kiss the toes, but when she heard Piper’s disgruntled huff, she quickly took them into her mouth.
She still didn’t quite get Lyn’s enthusiasm for this sort of thing, but she saw the general appeal. She herself was no stranger to licking her lovers during sex. Usually not their feet, but then again, what difference did it make? Except for the symbolic one. But after she had spent some time flicking her tongue between Piper’s toes and licking along her arch, she had to admit that maybe it was doing something for her after all. Even her annoyance with Piper’s antics had ebbed down. If that was the appetizer, it had done its job to get her ready for the main course.
“Admissible,” Piper said just as Asami had finished the thought. “I’ll be graceful and allow you to move higher.”
“Thank you so much my Goddess,” Lyn immediately breathed, already trailing a line of kisses along Piper’s shin. “You don’t know how happy it makes me to serve you.”
“Don’t use your words to show me. Your lips and tongue have far better ways to communicate.”
Asami also mumbled a “Thank you” and eagerly sat up, only to have her face pushed back by Piper’s wet toes.
“You wish.” The mage’s voice was dripping with glee. “Do you really think I’d allow you access to any more of my divine body after such a subpar performance? You’ll stay at my foot and you’ll be grateful that I even grant you this much.”
Asami’s cheeks burned. She had the strong urge to just sink her claws into Piper’s calves, see how quickly that smug grin turned into a pitiful yelp. “Did I really do such a bad job?”
Something grabbed the back of her neck. Asami mewled. It took her a moment to realize that it was Sarandiel who was holding her in the grip reserved for bad kittens.
“Have you not heard what your Goddess told you? Who do you think you are to talk back at her like this?”
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Asami whined. It didn’t exactly hurt to have her neck grabbed this way, but it touched some deep part of her, eroded her defiance like a lump of sugar in the ocean. Any of her lovers who had thought they could tame her by using this trick with her neck had paid dearly with at least a scratched face, but she didn’t even think to defy the angel. Sarandiel’s voice had a rightful ire in it that made Asami want to do nothing more than beg for forgiveness. “I swear, I’ll do the best I can do now.”
“Very well.” Sarandiel let go of Asami’s neck and ran her fingers through her hair instead. Asami gave in to the temptation and purred. Sarandiel’s fingers could feel so nice when she wanted them do!
Asami went back to sucking on Piper’s toes. Maybe the angel had put some kind of spell on her, but now it felt like this was exactly what Asami should be doing. She found herself actively craving Piper’s approval.
“Who would’ve thought. Maybe even a dumb kitty like you can learn some new tricks.” Piper spread her toes, forcing Asami’s mouth open. “Tell me how much you love your Goddess.”
Asami couldn’t answer, with her mouth lolling open and her tongue pushed down by Piper’s foot. All she could do was mewl incoherently and drool all over herself. The remainder of her dignity was still screaming for attention and demanding to know what was going on, but Asami found it surprisingly alluring to just not listen to it. It was strangely freeing, not having to think about anything and just being a good kitty.
“Aww, so sweet,” Piper chuckled. She pulled her foot out of Asami’s mouth, only to wipe it on her cheek and offer her other foot, momentarily forcing Lyn to shuffle over to keep her lips on Piper’s thigh. “Since you’re doing so well now, I’m sure you don’t mind finishing up after your fellow servant.”
Again Asami hesitated only a fraction of a second before licking the foot that Lyn had so thoroughly worshiped before. With her dignity already switched off, it wasn’t all that different to indirectly kissing Lyn; something Asami had done often enough. And it helped that the half-demon was now leaning over Asami, her breasts pushing against her neck. There really were worse places to be.
“Look at the two of you, working together so nicely to make me happy. Maybe you’ve earned my orbs after all.”
Asami listened up. The thought of switching over to Piper’s breasts, sucking and licking them as thoroughly as she was now doing with her feet, brought a warm tingle to her loins. Piper rarely let her at her breasts, mostly because the mage, underneath her bratty behavior, was actually quite sensitive, which didn’t mesh well with Asami’s rough way of having sex.
However, today she wouldn’t get impatient at having to take it slow. She was all ready to worship Piper’s breasts with her lips and tongue, make her marvel at how sensual she could be if she wanted to. And, maybe, even earn herself some praise.
“Very well then.” Piper pulled her feet back and turned around, so she was lounging on the altar with her back to her party members. She hooked her thumb into her skirt and pulled it down to reveal her ass to them.
“What? Did you really think you’ve earned my breasts? Don’t kid yourself. I appreciate that you’ve made a valiant effort, but you’re many hours of practice away from earning anything as precious as my breasts. For now you’ll have to content yourself with these orbs right there, and you’ll show them as much love as you would any other part of my body.”
Once again Asami’s dignity tried to make itself heard, but by this point the cat girl was driven only by instinct. Beside her, Lyn was already kissing and licking Piper’s butt cheek. Any last doubts were driven out of her mind when a sticky, heavy smell tickled Asami’s nose. The scene had gotten Piper pretty aroused, and if she had raised her hips just a tiny bit, her two worshipers would have gotten access to her wet sanctum. She didn’t, though, and they had to instead work themselves into a frenzy over her ass, their tongues intertwining as they both tried to get between Piper’s cheeks.
“Have these two mortals proven their worth?” Sarandiel’s booming voice brought Asami back to her senses.
“I wouldn’t mind if they went on, but let’s say, yes, I think they have.” Piper pulled her skirt up and shifted so she was sitting on the altar again. “So, have we earned our treasure already?”
Piper’s petulant question broke the rest of the spell. “Fuck!” Asami exclaimed. She wiped her face with her hands. “Did I really just do that?”
“Oh yes you did, my little kitty,” Piper purred.
“And you looked like you were really having fun,” Lyn chimed in. “I didn’t know that your submissive side was this adorable.”
Under other circumstances Asami would have violently attacked them, but she was too embarrassed to even talk back. They’d never let her live this down. She had literally kissed Piper’s ass! She’d become a drooling bimbo at her feet! And the worst part was: Thinking back on it didn’t fill her with just existential dread, but also a scarily pleasant warm feeling between her legs. She hadn’t actually enjoyed debasing herself like that, had she? It was only because of some filthy angel magic. Right? Right?
“Let’s never talk about this again,” she mumbled.
“You wish.” Piper giggled as she slipped back into her sandals. “I’m so glad we came here. And the fun’s not over yet, right, Sara?”
The angel didn’t even complain about the nickname. She seemed to have made peace with the fact that they were doing things differently now. “Indeed, and I eagerly await your further deeds, for it was said:” Her voice once again became this far-away droning. “With the orbs on their pedestal, the Goddess’s power erodes the darkness’ shell. With tooth and nail fight its agent, till its essence sacrifice you shall.”
A long pause followed this revelation during which they were very likely all thinking the same thing: On their way through the dungeon, they had stumbled upon one room which had been completely empty except for a wolf of at least three meters height, made out of pure, distilled darkness. A very brief experiment had confirmed that it was immune to both physical and magical damage, and that any attempt to actually fight that thing was nothing short of suicidal. Since the room contained no loot whatsoever, they had written the whole thing off as just another death trap.
Collecting and activating the actual orbs would likely break the beast’s defenses, but even then the fight would be no joke. Never mind that Asami had just sacrificed her dignity for the exact purpose of them not having to do the first part of the puzzle. At this point there was no other way than to keep going and find a more workable interpretation of the instructions.
Funnily enough, it was Piper who had the first smart suggestion. “I think we’ve got us a fine agent of darkness here,” she said, pointing at Lyn.
“Right!” Asami chimed in immediately, her brain flaring up. This was going to be much more up her alley. “And we know that teeth and claws make your essence come out.”
“I guess so.” Lyn had the decency to act at least somewhat coy about it, even though it was obvious by this point that she was so turned on that she didn’t care what Sarandiel might think of her. Scratch that. The knowledge that the angel would consider her a masochistic whore likely only got her even hotter.
“That could work,” Sarandiel said. When she spoke on, there was some very unholy mischief in her voice. “But first, the orbs need to be placed on their pedestal. If the avatar of the Goddess would be so kind as to do the honors.”
She indicated a small stone podium a few steps away, and the source of her malicious joy became obvious. The pedestal was a pretty enough thing, reaching about hip-height, decorated with numerous chiseled ornaments that surely had some deep, sacred meanings. The main eye catcher about it, though, was the contraption sticking up from the top of it, which Asami’s dirty mind could only interpret as a stone dildo.
“The original orbs of the Goddess are pierced with holes, you see,” Sarandiel explained to the stunned Piper. “And once they are slotted into the pedestal, the magic inside of them activates. In your case, of course, this process will have to be reenacted similarly.”
“But… but…” the mage stammered. “I’ve never had anything up my… orb hole… before.”
“Should’ve thought about that before you made us kiss your ass,” Asami teased her. “You know, if you’d given us your tits like a good Goddess, you would’ve gotten away with giving the thing a little titty fuck.”
Piper glared at her. “Don’t get cocky, I can still smite you.”
“Maybe. But first it’s your turn to get smoten. Or whatever the right word is.”
Piper hesitantly shuffled over to the pedestal. If she wasn’t such a brat, Asami would have almost felt sorry for her. While not obscenely big, the stone shaft wasn’t exactly small either. A veteran like Lyn wouldn’t have batted an eye, but to an anal virgin it was a more than daunting task.
“There’s gotta be another way,” the mage tried to argue.
“There always is another option,” Sarandiel said. “You’re free to pick your own path in life. But if you want the treasure, the orbs of the Goddess need to be slotted into the pedestal, one way or the other.”
“Yes, but, I mean… the… the orbs, they just need to be on the thing, right? And that stone thing, like, in use, yes?”
“That appears to be correct, although it would be easier to give a definitive answer if you communicated your thoughts in a more refined way.”
“Yeah, fuck you too,” Piper mumbled. She immediately realized that she had possibly stepped over a line there and quickly babbled on. “I mean, I mean, no offense, really, I was just, erm, just thinking and, yeah… you know, maybe, I mean… Look, I’ll do it, I’ll do it, really, but could we maybe use the other… orb hole?”
Sarandiel gave her a stern look. Piper’s outburst hadn’t put her in the angel’s good book, and Asami was certain she’d insist on the primary orb hole just to spite the mage.
Luckily for Piper, Lyn came to her rescue. “That should work even better, actually. If she uses the… erm… front orb hole, then her… orbs will be displayed much better. See, if she used the other one, she’d sit on them.”
The angel considered this. “I shall allow it,” she finally declared.
“Thank you. Now don’t mind me, I’ll just… erm…” After a few pitiful attempts of raising her leg, Piper encountered a fundamental issue with her task. The pedestal was low enough that she could in principle stand over it, but not with the additional height of the shaft.
“Come on, let’s help her up,” Asami said to Lyn with barely hidden glee. They went to either side of Piper and lifted her up a bit, so she was held right above the target.
“Okay, now slowly. Slowly… haa… how much further is it?”
Piper’s toes weren’t reaching the floor yet, and there was still quite some shaft to go.
“You’re about halfway there I’d say,” Asami told Piper, relishing the look of slight panic this brought to the mage’s face. “Want us to bop you up and down a bit? You know, to better lube it up.”
“Don’t you dare.” Piper gritted her teeth. “Okay, lower. But careful, careful… fuuuck… okay, you can let go… I think… haa!” She was balancing on the very tips of her toes now, but at least she could keep herself up. “See? It’s fine. I can do this.”
Asami took a critical look at Piper’s already shaking legs. “Something tells me you’re not gonna keep this up for long.”
Piper glared at Asami, but didn’t retort. It seemed to take all of her concentration just to stay on her tiptoes. At this rate it wouldn’t even take a minute before she had to bring her heels down, shoving the last quarter of the shaft into her in a very uncomfortable manner.
Once again it was Lyn who saved her. She found two stones that had the right size to fit under Piper’s heels, adding enough support to keep her steady. It still had to be pretty exhausting, and there was no way for the mage to get off the pedestal on her own, but, as far as Asami was concerned, those were Piper’s problems, not hers.
“Having fun?”
“What does it look like?” Piper snapped back, still trying to get her shaking legs under control. “Hey!”
Asami had reached under Piper’s skirt and ran a finger along her stuffed slit. It came out shining wet. “Seems like you are.” She wiped the finger under Piper’s nose.
“Hey! Is that a way to treat a Goddess?” Piper tried to smack her, but Asami just jumped back with a giggle. It wasn’t like the mage could do anything to her as long as she stayed out of arm’s reach.
Sarandiel stepped between the two of them. “I ask you to treat this with the sincerity it deserves. However, I have to admit that this way of channeling the Goddess’s power into the pedestal is… alluring.”
The angel also slipped her hand under Piper’s skirt. To Asami it didn’t look like she was doing much, but the mage had closed her eyes and was panting heavily. By the sound of it, the angel’s touches combined with the shaft inside her had to be pure bliss. But just as Asami was starting to feel jealous, Sarandiel pulled her hand back.
“No! Hey!” Piper’s own hands flew between her legs, likely to finish what the angel started, but with a barely visible motion Sarandiel grabbed both her wrists and held them behind her back. The movement momentarily brought Piper out of balance and made her sway for several seconds, which had to feel real interesting with that thing inside her.
“Patience, please. I was just making sure you were in the right state of mind to let your powers flow. We need to move on. Show me how you plan to bring down the defenses of the agent of darkness.”
“Oh, I will, don’t you worry about that. I’m not gonna be the only one suffering here. Get out of your clothes, right now!”
“Yes, Goddess!” Lyn went back into fully immersed submission in the fraction of a second. If she had ever left it at all.
“Don’t just stand there you stupid kitty! I meant you too!”
“Language!” Asami said, but after a brief period to make it clear that whatever was happening next was her own decision, she also undressed. Once things got spicy, she didn’t want clothes to get in the way anyway. Not that her form fitting top and pants tended to restrict her in any way, but she didn’t like the feeling of having anything clinging to her, and even with the best fitting clothes, she never managed to keep the tail as free as she liked.
If it had been an option, she would have opted to never wear any clothes at all, but sadly even her modest breasts got rather uncomfortable when she was doing back flips without any support. Also, a cat girl going around without any pants on sent far too many wrong signals about the nature of her profession.
“I assume this would be a way to interpret the line,” Sarandiel said as the two of them lost their last pieces.
“I’m not done getting through her defenses yet.” Piper started the incantation that the rest of her party knew all too well.
Asami grinned as she saw Lyn shiver. Most people believed there was no sexual application for magic of the pepper element, because all its spells (except for the most basic one which was just a magical way to flavor food) were either an aggressive kind of crowd control, or a means to burn enemies in a way that made fire magic look humane in comparison. These people either lacked creativity, or they had never met a true masochist before.
A cloud of sparking orange dust formed before Piper and slowly drifted towards Lyn. The demon’s hands twitched in an instinctive attempt to protect herself, but Asami had already expected that and grabbed Lyn’s wrists. Realistically, Lyn was much stronger and there was no way Asami could have kept her restrained if she had actually wanted to break free, but they both knew that she didn’t. Lyn wanted to be a good girl, she just needed a bit of help being one.
Piper took her time. She might have been struggling herself, shakily impaled on the pedestal with Sarandiel preventing her from finishing herself off, but even so – or maybe exactly because of that – she knew that it was much more cruel to let Lyn steam in her anticipation. The demon whimpered as the cloud slowly floated up and down right in front of her, constantly moving and transforming itself, almost touching her several times but never quite making true of the threat.
“Looking forward to it, demon girl?” Asami gently sunk her teeth into Lyn’s elongated ear lobe, earning a hushed sigh. “Because I know I am.”
“My body is all yours,” Lyn whispered back. Once she was this deep in subspace, this was the closest to a “yes” you got out of her.
Finally, the dust cloud drifted close enough that its boundaries caressed Lyn’s already erect nipples. The demon gasped, but stayed otherwise silent. As the cloud stayed exactly where it was, engulfing only the tips of Lyn’s nipples, Asami could feel Lyn’s wrists shake more and more as the demon struggled to stay still.
“Good girl,” Asami whispered. When Lyn arched her head back, she took the chance to bite into her exposed neck. Not hard, yet, just enough that the presence of her sharp teeth was one more thing Lyn couldn’t ignore.
“That’s evil,” she heard Sarandiel say, but it didn’t sound like a condemnation and more like the voice an art connoisseur would use when confronted with a meticulously painted landscape of the fields of Heaven. When Asami looked up, the angel had let go of Piper’s hands and looked completely enthralled by the spectacle.
“Oh yes. It’s exactly what a filthy demon like her deserves. Isn’t it, Lyn?” Piper seemed to have learned that Sarandiel wouldn’t tolerate her actively masturbating, but her hands rested suspiciously close to the top of her legs, and Asami was sure that her rocking on the pedestal wasn’t just because of her unsteady stand. Piper was able to work herself into an obscenely sexual frenzy from going on a power trip alone. Now that she was back in a position to abuse her power, that stone shaft inside her had to be feeling real good.
“Yes, I deserve this.” Lyn’s shaky voice was barely a whisper, but it filled the otherwise completely silent room. Sweat was already forming on her forehead. “Please treat me like the worthless tool that I am.”
A small sob escaped Lyn’s throat when the dust started to form small eddies around her nipples. It was always fun to test how long Lyn’s willpower lasted. Asami knew that if she’d been in Lyn’s place, she’d have already killed everyone in the room ten times over, but Lyn still held on. Her arms were shaking like crazy and straining against Asami’s grip, but she still had the self control to stay put and let herself be tortured.
Asami had only experienced that spell first hand a single time, when she’d had one drink too many and curiosity had killed the cat girl. The experiment had lasted for maybe ten seconds, had involved ridiculous amounts of swearing, and afterwards Lyn had had to offer herself as a scratching pole for Asami to cool down on. She often did that, but this had been one of the few times Asami’s claws had scratched her bloody despite her thick skin.
Describing the magic dust as a hot itching powder was like describing an ocean as a large puddle of water: technically true, but it didn’t even begin to paint a picture of the experience. A picture that in this case was painted in vivid read splotches, thrown onto the canvas by a screaming artist.
Getting that dust on your bare skin was like a rash, like being rubbed raw with nettles. Not painful in the strictest meaning of the word, but somehow even more unbearable because of it. There was no ignoring this festering itch that set your nerves aflame. No amount of scratching gave any relief, and yet you couldn’t stop violently clawing at yourself, if only to feel something else to distract you. And the truly evil part was that it didn’t even stop when the cloud moved on. It took minutes for the itch to slowly die down. Time that felt like ages while you seriously contemplated if knocking yourself out by bashing your head against a rock was such a bad idea after all.
That was at least Asami’s experience with it.
She would be the first to admit that she was pretty skittish when it came to discomfort. She could handle pain, which was kind of a necessity in a field of work where getting hurt during fights was the norm rather then the exception, but even then she got antsy if Piper didn’t heal her right away. The sharp, quick pain of a slash was far easier to bear than the incessant ache and itch of the wound afterwards. Even badly fitting clothes were enough to drive her insane. So, yes, she wasn’t the most unbiased judge.
But even so she knew that this magic dust had to be hell for everyone, and she admired Lyn’s willpower to take this abuse in relative silence. At this point she had to be cursing the fact that she even had nipples in the first place. They had turned a bright purple from all the blood pulsing through them and they looked so big and hard that they’d be aching even without the spell.
Asami didn’t feel sorry for her, though. While she didn’t like being on the receiving end, seeing a hot woman in similarly hot anguish always got her going. And she wasn’t alone. Lyn might be sweating and shaking all over from the mental strain, but at the same time two sticky drops were very visibly making their way down her thighs. It was obscene how much that half demon got out of being abused by an uncaring Mistress.
“I think her shell is properly eroded.” Sarandiel said, completely transfixed. “That poor girl. I’ve smitten my fair share of demons in my time, but by Goddess, I’ve never been this sinister about it.”
“You should try it sometimes. It’s fun.” By this point Piper didn’t even try to pretend she wasn’t rocking on the stone shaft voluntarily. “Especially since she’s such a good girl about it. Come on, ask her if she’s had enough.”
Sarandiel closed her eyes, visibly gathering herself. When she opened them again, her voice reverberated with sacred power “Lowly vessel of darkness. Do you feel that we have made you suffer enough?”
Lyn groaned. Heavy breaths interrupted her speech, making her barely coherent. “That… that is only for you to decide,” she managed to get out.
“See? I could keep this up for hours and she’d only kiss my ass even harder for it.”
Lyn wailed at these words. Her arms jerked, and Asami had to grip harder in order to keep her still. Lyn was clearly reaching her breaking point. Piper must have realized this as well, because she said “But doing the same thing all day is boring. Asami, go at it!”
The cloud retreated, which barely made a difference in Lyn’s labored breaths. When Asami let go of her wrists, Lyn’s hands shot forwards to try and soothe her burning nipples. Only one of them reached its target, though, because Asami was already hanging on her other tit, the soft flesh between her sharp teeth.
She’d never say no to an opportunity to suck on Lyn’s delicious breasts, but now, with her nipples this big and sensitive, it was a delight. She could almost feel them pulsate as she rolled her tongue over them. And maybe it was only her imagination, but she always felt that Lyn’s skin had just a hint of spiciness after contact with Piper’s spell, which made a nice combo with the salty sweat and only motivated Asami to lick it even more recklessly.
“You wanted a battle with teeth and claws, didn’t you, Sara?” Piper asked the angel. “You’ll get it. But fair warning: This will get loud.” With a wave of her hand the cloud moved again and rubbed against Lyn’s back.
At this point Lyn didn’t try to stay silent anymore. It was a good thing they’d killed or barricaded off all of the monsters on their way down, because Lyn must have been audible throughout the entire temple.
Usually they gagged her when they went for this kind of play. It wouldn’t have been hard to get a gag from the little bag of questionable content inside their luggage, but Piper didn’t ask for one, likely wanting to give Sarandiel a show to remember.
Asami didn’t care either way. She too had fallen completely into her role. A role she was much more used to than the one of the devout toe sucker. As soon as the cloud moved away again, she sunk her claws into Lyn’s back. The demon screamed at the flurry of scratches that would have ripped the skin of a human to shreds. But really, Asami was only helping her. After that magical itching power, Lyn wanted nothing more than to be scratched furiously, right?
Who was she kidding? Asami had always gotten off from making her lovers scream with her claws. She’d never been happier than when Lyn had joined them and she’d found that she finally didn’t have to hold back anymore. She could use the demon as her living scratching post as much as she wanted. Lyn’s sturdy, yet clearly not insensitive skin had just the right texture. Enough resistance to feel satisfying, but soft enough to really dig in.
The cloud moved on, lingering on Lyn’s firm ass for several seconds and even seeping into the crack between her protectively clenched cheeks, before making space for Asami. The cat girl might not usually be one to kiss butts, but she loved sinking her fangs into them. Lyn’s wails were the most alluring background sound to Asami as she bit and scratched her way all over Lyn’s body.
They sometimes played this game when they felt like having an intense threesome. It was similar to chasing a cat around with a dot of red light, only much more satisfying for the cat. Piper would pick a spot on Lyn’s body, set it aflame with her spell, and then Asami jumped in and had her go at it. Usually it involved some bondage and the aforementioned gag, but Asami didn’t mind this unrestrained version. Lyn’s instinctive attempts to get away and her wanton screams directly fed into Asami’s predatory instincts and only increased the thrill of the hunt.
Not that this was the only kind of thrill she felt. Soon it wasn’t enough anymore to hurt the wailing demon. She needed something else to satisfy her carnal needs. When Piper once again retreated her cloud, Asami pounced at Lyn, throwing her to the floor. Using her cat-like agility, it took her not even a second to pin Lyn down and lock her head between her legs. “What are you waiting for?” she demanded, already grinding her dripping folds against Lyn’s face. “Get to it!”
She didn’t have to tell her twice. Lyn’s inhumanly long tongue got to work. Asami hissed as its rough surface lapped across her slit. It was such a waste that the majority of demons were dominantly inclined. Their species seemed handcrafted to be the best at giving head.
This wasn’t going to take long, and not just because Lyn was so good with her tongue. All their sadistic games so far, and also – even though Asami would rather die than admit it – her previous adventure in subservience had brought her arousal to its boiling point.
Asami grabbed both of Lyn’s breast, not even trying to be careful with her claws, while she worked her hips, riding out her climax. Lyn loved to be used as a sex toy and to have love juice smeared all over her, which was just as well because Asami loved grinding her face whenever she felt like the demon wasn’t providing the exact right stimulation on her own.
She purred when she was finally satisfied and climbed off of Lyn. That had been a good one. She had almost forgotten that this wasn’t one of their private scenes and they still had to do Sarandiel’s quest. Oh well, there wasn’t much left to do, and they’d pretty much won already anyway. It didn’t take a mind reader to know that Sarandiel would have been creaming her pants already if she wore any pants, or if her angelic garment allowed for such filthy things as being creamed.
Asami bent down over Lyn’s face. “Well done, demon girl,” she said and licked Lyn’s shiny nose. She would have gone for a kiss, but that would have risked bringing Lyn out of subspace. “Now we only need to sacrifice your essence. Get on the altar and open your legs!”
Lyn whimpered as she followed the command, but once again Asami couldn’t feel bad for her. Sure, her body had to be aching and burning all over from the after effects of the spell and from the purple streaks covering her skin everywhere Asami’s claws and teeth had attacked her. But when she spread her legs, it was obvious that these weren’t whimpers of pain and discomfort, or at least not solely.
Lyn’s upper thighs were all sticky, thick strands of her nectar forming between them and breaking only when the gap became too large. To say that Lyn was dripping would be an understatement. Yet another aspect that made demons such fun sex toys. The feedback you got from their body was unmistakable and plentiful.
“Ready?”
Lyn whimpered again. She was focused solely on Piper’s spell that was floating just above her hip. Her legs were shaking and twitching. It was a struggle for her to keep them open. “Please.”
“Please what?” Asami was back at Lyn’s side, nibbling her ear.
“Please do whatever you want. I’m all yours.”
Asami snorted. Lyn was fooling no one with that act. She might sound like she was afraid of what happened next, but they all knew that she’d be inconsolably disappointed if it didn’t happen after all that buildup. “You heard her. Goddess,” Asami added with a sarcastic little smirk.
The cloud touched down. In one swift go, the dust covered all of Lyn’s drenched folds, went into her gaping hole and even slid under the hood of her clit. Lyn’s scream made Asami’s ears ring.
It was always fascinating to watch Lyn’s pussy violently clench around nothing but the insidious dust. With every spasm more of her fluids gushed out and soiled the altar. Lyn’s hands were turning white, so tightly was she gripping the sides of the altar as she sensations washed through her.
Asami had once asked Lyn what this felt like and if it could even be satisfying, coming like this with nothing actually touching here. Allegedly it was “similar but different” to a normal orgasm. Intensely painful (that much was obvious), but apparently in a way that made up for the missing friction. Lyn claimed that it wasn’t pleasurable, but at the same time it was clear how much she loved it. Asami hadn’t quite understood it, but she sure as hell wasn’t curious enough to try it out firsthand to learn more. They had come to call these things “paingasms” at Lyn’s behest. It was debatable if that was the right word, but in the end all that mattered to Asami and Piper was that Lyn looked crazy hot when she had one of them.
A fun property of these paingasms was that you could apparently keep them going for as long as you wanted if you kept the spell active. The only limiting factors were Lyn’s sanity and possibly also the capacity of her lungs, because it didn’t sound like she had any time to breathe between her roaring moans. When Piper finally stopped the spell, Lyn was a complete wreck. Her once elegant purple hair was a tangled mess that stuck to her sweat-drenched body, and a sticky puddle soiled the stone beneath her. She kept twitching and shaking as she tried to regain her breath.
“You were so fucking hot,” Asami whispered into her ear.
“Th- Thank you,” Lyn managed between wheezing breaths. “Thank you. That was amazing.”
“You’re amazing,” Asami countered and kissed Lyn on her lips that still had traces of her own previous orgasm on them.
She couldn’t keep the kiss up for long because the demon needed her mouth to fill her lungs, but that just gave her time to swing herself onto the altar and cuddle up on top of Lyn. She didn’t care that she got herself all filthy in the process. Filth could be washed off later. After that scene Lyn needed some kitty cuddles right now.
It could have been a perfect moment, had it not been interrupted by Piper’s whiny voice.
“That’s not fair! They had their fun, too! Why can’t I?”
Whatever was going on, it didn’t sound more important then cuddling. If they shifted their position a bit, though, they could look over to the other two without having to get up.
Sarandiel once again had Piper’s arms in a deadlock. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what Piper had been trying to do.
“Please calm down. There is only one more line of the quest to go until we can finish this matter off neatly.”
“Then say that stupid line already. Do you think it’s fun impaling myself here?”
Sarandiel proved her heavenly diplomacy by not pointing out any of the numerous evidence that it was indeed fun for Piper. “The fact of the matter is, if you had done the quest in the intended way, we would be done now. However, the instructions close with...” Her voice went into prophecy mode “Once your task is complete and the orbs shine red, by the hands of the guardian, the treasure is revealed.” She cleared her throat. “You see, the essence of darkness is supposed to magically infuse the orbs and make them glow, which in this case it obviously cannot. But having witnessed your ingenious creativity I’m certain you’ll be able to pass this last hurdle as well.”
“That’s easy then,” Piper answered so quickly that it was obvious that not much thought could have gone into it. “I just switch places with Lyn. Voila, the orbs are red now.”
Beneath Asami, Lyn made a small groan. She clearly still needed more quality cuddle time to regenerate, and she wasn’t the only one dissatisfied with the idea.
“That would be a rather haphazard solution,” Sarandiel said. “After all, it wouldn’t be the orbs of the Goddess anymore.”
Asami lifted her head. She had to say something before Piper could make a similarly stupid suggestion, and luckily there was the perfect solution where everyone profited. Well, pretty much everyone. “It’s easy, just shift the comma. When we’ve done all that stuff and the orbs shine red by the hands of the guardian, we get the treasure. You just need to turn the orbs red with your hands. Easy.”
Piper’s glare could have melted steel. “Are you really suggestion what I think you are, you insolent little...”
“That would fit perfectly, actually,” Sarandiel interrupted her. “And I wouldn’t mind a more… hands-on involvement in your quest. Your actions did get me roused.”
Nice that she admits it, Asami thought. Maybe if they played their cards right, they could bargain for some more angelic sexy time when this was over. After all, what better things would Sarandiel have to do then? Guard an empty treasure room?
Aloud she said: “Don’t be a wuss and take one for the team. I already did, and Lyn gave everything she had. It’s your turn now.”
“Yes, but...” Piper mumbled something that was impossible to hear at the distance.
“What was that?”
“She asked if the two of you could leave the room in order not to witness her spanking.”
Asami didn’t even try to stop the shit-eating grin from taking over her face. As if she would miss that for anything in the world! Especially after what Piper had made her do during her Goddess cosplay.
“I’m afraid that’s not possible,” she said in her sweetest tune. “You see, Lyn here needs to recover, and I need to help her do that. It’s absolutely impossible for us to get up right now.”
“I mean, if we have to...” Lyn began, still happily snuggling up to Asami.
“Absolutely not!” Asami interrupted her. “You have to do nothing but lie there and take your cuddle-medicine!”
That was settled, then. Piper still looked like she wanted to argue, but she wasn’t that much of a bitch. “I guess...” she finally mumbled.
“Nice,” Asami said and rested her head on Lyn’s warm chest again. “And who knows, maybe you like it and we find out something new about you.”
“Don’t get cocky, you…” The sentence died in an adorable little yelp.
“Are you ready to begin?” Sarandiel had laid her hand on Piper’s ass. It hadn’t been a spank yet, just her casually grabbing it. There really had to be something magical about an angel’s touch.
Piper just nodded. She was biting down on her lower lip as if she feared that if she tried to talk, only more embarrassing sounds would come out.
Maybe that whole adventure had been worth it after all, Asami mused. Sure, the monsters had been a bit of a pain, but that was par for the course in their line of work. And any fears that Piper would tease her about the time she literally kissed her ass were gone. Piper would never dare bringing it up, lest she’d be reminded of the sounds she made when Sarandiel spanked her.
But while Piper had to be dying from embarrassment, her predicament looked kinda fun. What with her pose being less then stable anyway, the slaps gave her no choice but to fuck herself on the stone shaft. And while the smacks were quite loud, it didn’t sound like pain was on the forefront of Piper’s mind. Asami really had to find a way to get some quality time with the angel later. There had to be so many sexy applications for her powers.
While she couldn’t see it from her spot, Asami was sure Sarandiel was well on her way of turning the orbs red. Piper held on to the edges of the podium in an attempt to stabilize herself, but that only made her rock up and down the shaft with each impact in a slightly more controlled manner. She had closed her eyes and her little yelps had turned into full blown moans, until…
“Wait, did you actually come from getting your ass beaten?” Asami asked when Piper stopped shaking.
“I did not.”
It was about the flimsiest attempt of a lie in history. Even disregarding the tell-tale spasms, the pedestal had definitely not been this wet a minute ago. Asami couldn’t remember Piper ever coming from penetration alone, but then again she had rarely had a chance to try it out, what with the mage’s preference for oral worship.
It wasn’t impossible, though. That had been some pretty rough penetration. Coupled with Sarandiel’s possibly magical administrations, there was no shame in getting overwhelmed by it. Well, except for the natural shame that came with losing your dignity in front of an audience.
“Whatever you say.” Asami rolled herself off the altar and offered Lyn a hand to help her down as well. After those twenty minutes or so of witnessing Piper’s show, both of them were well rested and even ready for more.
“Nice work with the orbs there,” Asami said after walking over to the others. “That’s a beautiful red if ever I’ve seen one. Maybe our little princess here has a pain slut inside her after all.”
“Stop being stupid and help me down! That thing’s getting real uncomfortable.”
“’course it is. Classic symptom of not coming, I’ve been told.”
Piper didn’t even honor that with a response. Together with Lyn, Asami lifted Piper up and put her down beside the pedestal. The mage almost collapsed if not for them catching her. Balancing on her tiptoes for so long when every movement translated into a rough fucking had to be really exhausting.
“I congratulate you on your deeds,” Sarandiel said once Piper had found her footing again. “They were not the deeds I expected, but I would be lying to say that I didn’t enjoy your interpretation. I shall now present you with the treasure you were promised.”
She waved one of her perfect hands, and the magic door at the back wall of the room melted away to reveal a little chamber with nothing in it but one of those wooden treasure chests that dungeon designers had to be buying wholesale somewhere.
“It’s not booby trapped, is it?” Asami asked, wary from all the things they had encountered in this temple.
“I promise, it’s perfectly safe.”
If an angel said it, it had to be true. Asami and Lyn didn’t even bother getting back into their clothes. They’d only make them dirty anyway. All three of them slowly walked over to the chest, still not fully convinced that it was over.
“Let’s see if the treasure’s worth all the hassle,” Asami said, but her heart wasn’t in it. No matter what else they’d get out of it, it had been a wild ride that would make for some great memories, and that alone had been worth it.
She reconsidered this opinion when she found a single scroll inside the chest on which was written in beautiful calligraphy “The real treasure is the friend you made along the way.”
“You’re fucking kidding, right?”
Now the angel was openly smirking. “I admit, the whole thing with the treasure chest was a little practical joke. But don’t worry, you won’t have to leave empty-handed.”
“So you’ve got an actual treasure chest somewhere?” Piper asked.
“No. Your reward is exactly what’s written on the scroll.”
Piper was about to protest again, but Asami gave her a kick to stop her. Realization was dawning. She hadn’t realized it at her first reading, and the second time she had thought it was a grammar mistake, but maybe the word “friend” was in its singular form on purpose. “Wait. Are we actually getting...”
“You are correct.” Sarandiel walked over and put her hand an Asami’s shoulder, leaving a nice little tingle on her skin. “Your reward is me. When the Goddess left, she decreed that I was free to find a new Mistress, one worthy of me. This whole temple has been reshaped to test the worthiness of potential candidates. I’d already given up hope of finding someone suitable, but now that I met you, I have to say I couldn’t have wished for a better end to my search. I’m sorry if I’m not the monetary reward you might have hoped for, but I promise you will not regret taking me with you.”
Fuck monetary rewards. This adventure had been so worth it!






  
  Foxy Bargains


When Mary first saw the wild fox girl, she could barely believe her eyes. She knew that they lived in these woods, but it was exceptionally rare to meet one, and even then you usually caught only a brief glimpse before they ran off to disappear behind the trees. So few humans had actually interacted with them that for half of the things known about them it was hard to say if they were fact or fiction. And yet there she had it: A real life fox girl, drinking from a small stream not even a hundred meters in front of Mary. 
The stories had been right in at least one regard: The fox girl was a real beauty. She was surprisingly tall, with a slender body and perfectly flawless skin. Not a single speck of dirt stuck to her, even though she was crouching naked in the mud. It had to be a side effect of her magical origin. Even more notable were, of course, the cute fox ears and the bushy tail. Mary was too far away to make out any more details, but even so she felt an irresistible urge to walk over and pet her. She was dying to find out how fluffy these ears and the tail felt.
She tried to clear her head. Yes, the fox girl was cute as hell, but that didn’t mean she could just lay hands on her like that. Besides, it wasn’t likely that she’d even get the chance, given how skittish this species was said to be. Then again, the forest wasn’t very thick in this area and Mary was standing pretty much in plain view. The fox girl must have noticed her already. That she was still there had to be a good sign.
The moment Mary wanted to take the first step, the fox girl stopped drinking and looked at her, her fluffy ears raised. She was too far away to read the fox girl’s impression, but she was inviting Mary to come closer, as long as she stayed out of grasping distance.
Only when she’d gone half the way did Mary wonder how she could be so sure about what the fox girl wanted. She recalled hearing somewhere that fox girls didn’t speak and instead communicated via telepathy. Maybe it was that, even though Mary had always imagined telepathy being someone else’s voice in your mind. This here was more like a strong gut feeling.
Whatever it was, the fox girl indeed let her come up to about three meters. Then she let out a short hiss and Mary instantly froze in place. Up close she got a good look at the fox girl’s chest-long light brown hair and her bangs. She idly wondered if the fox girls cut each other’s hair, or if their style was kept going by the same magic that made them immune to dirt. Not that Mary wasted too many thoughts about such banalities. The ears looked even fluffier from up close. Besides, the fox girl had the prettiest full lips Mary had ever seen on another woman, and the cutest nose. Mary estimated her to be around twenty, or at least that was the age she’d have assigned to her if she’d been a human. Not that she knew for certain how that math worked with fox girls.
For a long minute nothing happened. The fox girl didn’t run away, but she also didn’t come any closer. She just looked at Mary with curious and somewhat expectant eyes. It was clear that she was waiting for something, but Mary had no idea what she was supposed to do. So much for the wonders of telepathy.
“If you want, I have some chocolate cookies with me.” Mary felt stupid saying it, but it was the only thing she could think of, and also the only thing she could offer. If fox girls were like normal foxes, she’d prefer a piece of meat, but Mary had only come to the forest for a quick stroll, so she hadn’t packed more than a snack. And even if the cookies should be an acceptable treat, there had been no indication so far that her new friend could speak, let alone understand her language.
However, while the fox girl stayed silent, she tilted her head and came a step closer. Mary tried not to get distracted by the fact that she could have almost touched the naked girl if she’d reached out. “You want a cookie?”
The fox girl licked her lips. Communication seemed to work fine, at least in one direction. Mary took her very unprofessional snack bag out of her pocket. It wasn’t really a bag and more a random piece of cloth she’d wrapped the sweets in. The cookies already stuck together from the melting chocolate, so when Mary broke a piece off of the crumbly and sticky lump, it didn’t exactly look like the prettiest cookie ever. It was all she had, though, and she’d just have to hope that her new friend didn’t mind.
The fox girl carefully sniffed at the cookie, her ears standing to attention. After giving it brief consideration, she smiled. But instead of taking the cookie, she leaned forward and closed her mouth around it while it was still in Mary’s hand.
“Hey, I… I mean…” Mary suppressed the impulse to pull her hand back. She was afraid it would scare the fox girl off. And it wasn’t like she minded feeding the fox girl like this, at least once the initial shock had worn off. The girl’s teeth felt sharper than human ones, but she was careful enough not to hurt Mary as her teeth scraped over her skin. Her tongue also felt rougher than Mary had expected, but it wasn’t a bad feeling, Especially when the fox girl licked the last crumbs from her fingers, already looking up to her with expectant eyes.
“You want more? If you want, you can have them all.” Mary wasn’t going to risk anything by being stingy. She did, however, make a point of offering her new friend one cookie at a time. Feeding the fox girl was too adorable to rush it. If adorable was the right word. Well, it was adorable, no questioning that, but Mary couldn’t deny that this wasn’t the only feeling she got as that hot naked woman licked her fingers. She wondered if the fox girl knew what effect she had on her, and if that was the reason she didn’t use her hands. Or the reason she had such a naughty smile when she sucked Mary’s finger with more enthusiasm than would have been strictly necessary.
All too soon the cookies were gone. The fox girl licked the palm of Mary’s hand a few more times until she was absolutely sure she hadn’t missed even the smallest crumb. Then she yapped happily and ran off into the forest. Before Mary had time to feel disappointed, she got the strong notion that the fox girl wanted her to follow.
Indeed, while the fox girl walked fast, it couldn’t be a coincidence that she always stayed within Mary’s field of vision. Mary didn’t dare to slow down anyway, even when the fox girl lead her off the trails into the darker and more overgrown parts of the forest. She hoped she’d be able to find her way back later, but that was something she could worry about when the time had come. For the moment all she had to care about was not losing sight of the fox girl.
Thankfully she’d picked sturdy clothes for her walk. Even with them, she still earned herself a couple of scratches as she broke through the dense vegetation. She wasn’t going to be deterred by such trivialities, though. If a date with a hot fox girl wasn’t worth a few bruises, then she didn’t know what was.
She caught up to the fox girl at the entrance of a small cave. Her new friend’s skin was still perfectly flawless. The magical protection had to be pretty strong. If Mary had ran naked through all that undergrowth and thorny shrubs, she’d have come out on the other side half flailed. Even with her sturdy clothes, her hands were scratched all over and some of the thorns had managed to attack her through her trousers.
When she looked at the fox girl, though, all these minor inconveniences didn’t matter. Maybe it was due to this strange kind of telepathy, but the atmosphere had shifted. The fox girl’s face now showed a different kind of hunger, and Mary could think of worse fates than becoming her snack. She still yearned to find out if these ears were as fluffy as they looked. Or how it would feel to kiss those full lips. She took a step towards the fox girl, only to get hissed at.
The fox girl didn’t like that Mary was still wearing clothes. The knowledge was so clear in Mary’s mind, any doubts about this telepathy thing were gone. The message didn’t take the form of words, though. It was just the concept of what the fox girl wanted appearing inside Mary’s head.
Not that the intricacies of how telepathy worked were on the forefront of Mary’s mind. There was no one around except for the fox girl, so she had no reason to hesitate. Her new friend circled her as she lost her clothes, piece by piece. It was a little unnerving, especially since the fox girl made a point of sniffing Mary in various places.
Mary had never considered herself all that conscious about her body, but she still blushed when she lost her underwear and the fox girl crouched down to sniff her crotch. Her rough tongue lapped at her pussy, making Mary gasp. She hadn’t realized how aroused she’d become already. She wanted to grab the fox girl by her adorable ears and properly shove her face between her legs, but after only that one brief lick her new friend had already stood up again and gone off into the cave.
Mary followed, her heart not the only thing about her that was throbbing. The floor of the cave was soft soil, perfect for rolling around on. The fox girl stood in the middle of it and regarded Mary with an intense glare. A clear notion hung in the air: She was ready to indulge Mary’s wishes, but only if she got something in return.
“May I… May I kiss you?”
The fox girl bared her teeth. Mary got the idea: Her friend would only let herself be kissed if she was allowed to put her mark on Mary.
Sticking out her neck took some willpower. These teeth were sharp, and the fox girl had a feral glimmer in her eyes. Then again, offering herself like this gave the whole situation an excitingly primal touch. “Do it.”
The fox girl sunk her teeth into Mary’s neck. She didn’t break the skin, but just barely, and she sucked so hard that Mary was sure the bruise was going to be visible for at least a week. That thought sent warm shivers down her spine. If the fox girl was this enthusiastic in staking her claim on her, she must have gotten the hots for her pretty badly.
Mary’s neck throbbed painfully when the fox girl let go, but she resisted the urge to touch it. She didn’t want it to look as if she was hiding her new mark, when in reality she carried it with pride. And besides, now was her turn to take what she wanted.
She moved in and kissed the fox girl’s soft lips. Within seconds they got more intense, embracing tightly, their tongues furiously lapping against each other. Mary gasped as she felt several lines of sharp pain on her back. In her passion, the fox girl didn’t care what she stuck her claws into. And neither did Mary. She moved her own hand up from her new friend’s back to her neck, and further. It was finally time to pet those ears.
Before she could reach them, the fox girl broke the kiss and moved away, hissing at her.
“I’m sorry, I didn’t…” A telepathic notion interrupted her. Petting the ears of a fox girl was considered a great honor. It wasn’t a privilege they sold off cheaply.
That didn’t mean it was out of the picture, though. Only that Mary had to come up with a high enough offer. And she was horny enough to go pretty high. Especially if this also gave her a pretense to spend more time with the fox girl.
“If you let me pet you, I’ll stay here for the night. And you can do with me whatever you want.”
The fox girl immediately offered her head, which should have warned Mary that maybe she’d gotten a bit overboard. She didn’t think about it, though, because the furry ears felt just too amazing under her fingers. It was like stroking the biggest, cutest cat in the world. And the fox girl clearly enjoyed it, too. She had closed her eyes and almost purred when Mary scratched the spot behind her ears.
Mary could have easily continued for hours, but the fox girl soon grew restless. She’d opened her eyes again and regarded Mary with a grin that was showing her sharp white teeth. It was time for Mary to stick to her end of the bargain. “So, what are you going to do to me now?” She hoped that it would be something naughty, and she didn’t get disappointed.
The fox girl pushed her over onto the soft floor and crawled on top of her. She quickly positioned herself so she almost sat on Mary’s face, bent down, but not quite in the sixty-nine position. Her nails tickled Mary’s lower belly.
Mary hadn’t expected to get straddled like that, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to complain. Her new friend had the sweetest pussy, hidden under a bushel of rust-brown hair. And her juices had such a nice earthy, almost minty taste to them. Mary didn’t have all that much practice when it came to making another woman happy with her mouth, but she was going to give it her best shot.
She had to be doing at least something right, for the fox girl got excited quickly. Very excited. She didn’t get loud, except for an occasional yelp when Mary’s tongue hit an especially sweet spot. Instead she got all touchy and playful with her hands. Her nimble hands that ended in deceptively sharp claws.
Mary moaned as the fox girl ruthlessly scratched at her upper thighs. Each scratch left a prickly line that kept burning long after the fox girl had moved on to a new spot. Mary didn’t know if the claws actually broke the skin, but several spots burned painfully enough that they might have. When the fox girl attacked her again, dragging her nails all over the sides of her legs and ass, Mary almost gritted her teeth to help her endure it, but she didn’t allow herself to do that. She needed to keep her tongue out and busy if she wanted to keep serving the fox girl. And she had promised to be down with whatever her new friend, or rather her new Mistress, wanted to do to her. If she wanted to use her as a scratching post, Mary would gladly become one. And there was another thought that got her all hot and bothered: If the fox girl already started out this intense, what more would she put Mary through before the morning came?
She slowly got used to the scratching, even if her belly and upper legs were soon covered in a burning web of countless scrapes. But when two rows of sharp teeth closed on the soft flesh on the inside of her thighs, Mary let out a small scream. She pressed her eyes shut and tried to block out the pain, to concentrate only on the task in front of her, to feel nothing but that comforting minty taste and the texture of her Mistress’ soft lower lips against her tongue.
The fox girl must have noticed that Mary was approaching her limits, but instead of biting less hard, she reached over and gave Mary’s pussy a couple of forceful rubs.
Mary screamed again, but this time not from the pain. Being abused by the fox girl must have struck a chord in her, for that short rubbing, wild and unfocused as it was, sent her almost all the way to the edge. The hot pleasure mixed with the constant itch of her scratches to become an exquisite cocktail that filled her mind with a warm, pink fog. Mary immediately redoubled her efforts, hungrily lapping at the fox girl’s tasty pussy. If she made her Mistress happy, maybe she’d get more.
The high-pitched yelps got more frequent, but the best reward for her troubles was when the fox girl stopped biting Mary’s leg and instead showered her pussy with a stream of ruthless licks. Mary had already noticed how rough the fox girl’s tongue was, but she still hadn’t expected how amazing that roughness would feel when it slid over her eager clit. Red lights danced in front of her closed eyes as she kept licking as well, relishing the feeling of her whole abdomen contracting in the expectation of a glorious orgasm.
The fox girl came with a loud shriek. Her whole body shook on top of Mary, her claws digging even harder into her legs. The pain brought tears to Mary’s eyes and she silently cursed the fact that the fox girl hadn’t lasted for the few seconds longer it would’ve taken herself to come. But really, she couldn’t have been happier. It might’ve been the telepathy, or just a stroke of empathy, but she vicariously felt the fox girl’s pleasure and how satisfied she was with her.
When she was done, the fox girl yapped happily and rolled up on top of Mary. She closed her eyes, using Mary’s breasts as her pillow.
“Going to sleep already?” Judging by the light outside the cave, it was barely evening yet. And, more importantly, Mary still had some unfinished business.
The fox girl didn’t even open her eyes to send her a telepathic message. She needed to rest for a bit, but there was more to come during the night. Possibly much more. Without clear words it was hard to tell, but Mary got the phantom sensation of lots and lots of tongue and teeth in her mind.
“Does that mean you’re gonna return the favor? I… you got me kinda… excited.”
This time the fox girl raised her head and looked at her. Her grin had a malicious streak to it. The telepathic message was a bit more complicated, but it seemed to be something along the lines of “You haven’t bargained for that yet.”
“Wait, you’re not going to let me…”
The fox girl just licked her lips with an evil glimmer in her eyes before she went back to her nap. Mary’s pussy throbbed painfully at the realization that it might receive tons of sex, possibly involving tons of that amazing rough tongue, but not the release it yearned for.
Maybe the fox girl would let herself be bargained with. Mary had already offered herself, but she could always offer more. She was just a little afraid of how much more that would turn out to be. If a night of sexual slavery bought her only five minutes of head petting, she’d have to come up with something really intriguing and depraved to buy herself an orgasm from the fox girl. On the other hand, she thought, arousal clouding her better judgment, that at least gave her a chance to stay with her new fox Mistress for a long time to come.






  
  Leash Laws Strictly Enforced


It was the most beautiful late spring Sunday, warm enough that you could wear pretty much whatever you wanted, but not yet so hot as to make you flee into the shade. In short: the perfect day to hang around in the park, have a lazy picnic and catch some sun. Which was exactly what Beth and Gina were planning to do. 
Well, it was what Beth had suggested. Gina had happily agreed, but she had some plans of her own. Plans that had been slumbering in the back of her mind for months now, waiting for the right moment.
Maybe she was a tad conspicuous with how much she kept looking around as the two of them entered the park hand in hand. Beth didn’t seem to notice though, likely under the belief that Gina was already on the lookout for a good picnic spot.
“Hey, look!” Gina said when she found her target barely a minute in. She elbowed Beth in the side and pointed at one of the big signs about the park’s rules. “See that?”
Beth looked at the sign. She had the funniest confused look on her face as she completely failed to understand what her girlfriend was on about.
“Leash laws strictly enforced. All pets must be under restraint,” Gina read out loud. “You’re totally violating the law here.” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.
“Yeah, right.” Beth acknowledged the joke with a forced grin. To be fair, it hadn’t been all that funny.
Then again, Gina hadn’t meant it as a joke.
“Wait, what are you... Why did you bring that thing here?” Beth’s eyes grew wide as her girlfriend took their leash out of her bag.
“Just helping you be a law abiding citizen.” Gina clipped the leash into the inconspicuous choker she was wearing (turning it a lot less inconspicuous in the process) and held the other end out to her girlfriend.
Beth frantically looked around if anyone was watching. “Are you crazy? What if people see us?” she whispered sharply.
“Then they’ll think that we’re a bit weird and move on with their lives. And if anyone asks, we say I lost a bet or something. It’s just harmless fun.” Gina also checked if anyone was nearby before she added in a much lower voice “As long as we don’t do anything too naughty, nobody will know that I’m actually your pet. And you can’t tell me that you never wanted to do this.”
It was so adorable to see Beth’s internal struggle unfold on her face. She could claim to be concerned all day long, Gina knew that she was right on the money there. Beth was always on the lookout for new ways to push their pet play to the next levels, though so far only in the safety of their bedroom. She had to be secretly salivating at the thought of getting to take Gina out on walkies like a real doggy.
“You sure about this?” Despite her hesitant words, Beth took the leash. She was so predictable.
“Absolutely sure.” Gina leaned in as if for a kiss, only to lick Beth’s face instead. That always was a surefire way to get them into the right headspace.
“Such an ill-behaved doggy.” Beth scowled at Gina and wiped her cheek, but she was grinning at the same time. “Okay, let’s see where this craziness leads us.”

They did turn some heads as they strolled through the part, Gina walking at heel, head held high while her stomach kept fluttering as if she’d swallowed a whole swarm of butterflies. But it was just like she’d predicted: Most people gave them a quick look that ranged somewhere between bewilderment and amusement, but no one actually cared. This was a big city after all, so people were used to seeing much crazier things on a daily basis.
Didn’t change how electrifying it was for Gina to feel all those eyes on her. In a way this casual level of attention of the people they passed only added to the fantasy. It was so easy to imagine that she was in a world where it was perfectly normal for people to take their human pets out in public. In such a world no one would think twice about seeing a sexy young woman on a leash. Just like in real life no one reacted to leashed dogs, except maybe for a quick comment to the owner if it was a particularly cute or pretty dog.
In this perfect world she would have been able to take this walk naked, of course, which was something she definitely wouldn’t get away with here. But she should be able to get a littler closer to her fantasy without committing indecent exposure.
“Wait a sec.” She stopped in her tracks. Beth was too preoccupied by her thoughts to notice it in time, which lead to an awkward stumble as the leash pulled taut.
“What’s the matter?” Beth’s face would have made some crabs jealous. It was hard to tell if she was this embarrassed or this secretly aroused by the whole thing. Likely the truth lay somewhere in the middle, as it so often did.
“Nothing much. I just figured, I’m still wearing too much for being a pet.”
Yes, Gina could have phrased it differently, but it was too funny how Beth almost choked from shock as her cheeks managed the impossible and turned an even darker shade of red. So ironic. Behind closed doors, Beth was this brash pet owner who never tired of thinking up new naughty and humiliating games to play with Gina. But being out in the open had melted her confidence like snow in the sunshine, and as much as Gina liked being pushed around by her girlfriend, she found that there was a certain draw to being the one doing the pushing for once.
“Wait, you don’t mean…” Beth left the sentence unfinished and just stared at her girlfriend in horrified fascination. She had to know that Gina wasn’t actually going to get naked in public, but then again, it wouldn’t have been a first for Gina to have this kind of insane ideas.
“Don’t worry. I’m not that crazy. Yet.” Gina laughed as she slipped out of her jacket. The top she wore underneath was decent enough to count as properly dressed, even though it wasn’t much more than a strapless bra with some frills to make it look more like actual clothing. The sight definitely didn’t help with calming Beth down, though it was very obvious that her horniness was on the verge of winning out against her worries.
Gina stuffed the jacket into her bag. It was a good thing she’d taken the bigger one today to make it easier to hide the leash. There would have still been plenty of space for more of her clothes in there, but she couldn’t undress further before getting into real dicey territory. She would have loved to get rid of her jeans shorts, which went all the way down to her knees, but underneath them were only her panties, which sadly wasn’t allowed to be only thing covering your crotch, even though they did the exact same job as a bikini bottom. Decency rules were weird.
“I really hope you won’t get us into trouble,” Beth whispered as Gina started to roll her shorts up as far they would go, showing off her firm thighs to the world.
“You could stop me, you know,” Gina teased her. “If you don’t want to play with your pet, you just have to say so, and I go back to being your boring human girlfriend.”
Did that count as psychological warfare already? Maybe it did. If so, Gina didn’t care. She’d gotten a first taste of how it felt to hide her kinks in plain sight, and now she wanted more. As long as her girlfriend didn’t pull the emergency brake, she wasn’t going to stop.
“I kinda hate you for doing this to me,” Beth looked around once more. There were lots of people around, but only a couple of those were looking at them. And yes, they were certainly looking at them and not just in their general reaction, but they showed at most some mild curiosity, and soon found something else to stare at when Beth and Gina didn’t do anything interesting.
“But I also kinda love you for it,” Beth continued, her cheeks still flushed red, but at least she was able to hold eye contact with Gina now. “Not gonna lie, this is so hot.”
“Told you so!” Gina got closer to Beth to make sure she was the only one who heard her. “I’m sorry I can’t be your sexy naked pet out here, but I’d say this is the next best thing.”
“Kinda, yeah.” Beth gave Gina a quick peck on the forehead, holding her in a half embrace that masked how she was totally giving her some head pats. They never kissed for real when they were in owner and pet mode. Kissing was for girlfriend mode. “But we could still do a little better. There’s one more thing you can lose without raising too much suspicion.”
“Huh?” Gina looked down on herself. She didn’t know what Beth was talking about, and this little insecurity felt great. It meant that her girlfriend had finally taken control.
“Your shoes,” Beth spelled it out. “Pets don’t wear those. And nobody will think twice about you being barefoot in the park. You wouldn’t be the only one.”
Right, for some reason this hadn’t even crossed Gina’s mind. And she loved how Beth was only half right in her assessment: Sure, there were a couple of women sitting around in the grass who had lost their shoes, but she’d be pretty much the only one actually walking around barefoot. And in a pretty revealing outfit. While on a leash. Every one of these aspect by itself wasn’t all that daring, but in combination they added up to a point where they approached the limits of plausible deniability while remaining perfectly legal.
“Can’t argue with that.” Gina slipped out of both her sneakers and her socks. She didn’t want to stuff them into the bag for fear of getting her jacket dirty, so she tied them to her belt by the shoe laces. After a bit of fiddling around she found a way to bind them closely and tightly enough that they didn’t dangle awkwardly at her sides. “Okay, I’m ready to go.”
Beth gave her a grin that was still a bit nervous, but she’d managed to pull herself together. It was amazing how many worries could be magicked away by a girlfriend taking off some clothes. “Then let’s go. Heel!” She said it softly enough that no one but Gina would hear it, but still managed to give the word enough of a punch to make it sound like an order. Gina’s heart leaped from joy as she fell in beside Beth.

They were turning more than just a few heads now. Before, their behavior could have easily been taken for just some random silliness. Now it was a decidedly sexy kind of silliness.
Gina looked over at Beth on a regular basis to see how her girlfriend was holding up. But while Beth wasn’t over her nerves yet, that wild grin didn’t leave her lips, and there was a sparkle in her eyes every time she looked at Gina in turn.
Meanwhile Gina was having the time of her life. She loved that warm tingle all over her skin, as if the gazes of the people around them were like rays of the sun. The soft earth felt nice under her feet, and she enjoyed the ticklish sensation whenever some blades of grass slid between her toes. Then again, in her current state she would have enjoyed absolutely anything.
She had never imagined that it would feel this exciting to show off in public. Sure, she had always fantasized about it, but there was a hell of a difference between imagining something and actually living it. It gave her such a thrill to know that many of the people staring after her would guess what was going on, or at least heavily suspect it. And yet they couldn’t know for sure.
They came to the center of the park, a single giant patch of grass, broken up by the occasional tree that provided enough shade for the people wanting such a thing, but most of the area was free to soak up the sun. As expected, it was swarming with people sitting around having a picnic, chatting with friends, or simply working on their tan.
There would have been countless other nice spots in the park, many of which more secluded to give them some privacy, but Gina wasn’t looking for privacy, and it seemed like Beth had worked up enough confidence that she didn’t mind joining the crowd either. They still searched out a little spot in the midst of the other sun enjoyers that gave them enough space not to be overheard as long as they didn’t raise their voices.
While they once again turned some heads here, most people soon lost interest when they did nothing more exciting than spread their blanket and get their snacks out. Even Gina’s leash was a lot less conspicuous when it just lay in the grass without Beth holding it. Once again: This was the big city. You could get away with lots of things simply because there was no shortage of people doing even crazier things.
“For all your complaints earlier, you totally looked like you were having fun there,” Gina teased her girlfriend between bites of her cheese sandwich.
“Yeah...” The blush had all but disappeared from Beth’s cheeks, but she still looked a little tense, at least compared to Gina. Then again, Gina wasn’t a fair comparison when it came to the number of shits given. “But I still think this is absolutely crazy. Like, jeez, what came over you?”
“Nothing came over me. I was always like this. You should know by now how much I love being your pet.” She snuggled up to Beth and pretended to give her a kiss on the cheek, so no one except her girlfriend would notice when she licked her instead.
“Yes, but this...” Beth giggled. “Well, I’m certainly not complaining now. I have to admit, I could get used to this. If I’d known that we’d actually get away with it...” She looked around again, to find that no one cared about them anymore.
Well, that wasn’t entirely correct. There was a girl sitting against a larch a good dozen meters from them. She was around twenty, and with that bag of hers which looked about the right size and weight to be filled with books, it was a safe bet that she was a student who had come to the park to study. Only to find something much more interesting there.
Thinking back, Gina was sure that she’d seen that same girl several times already amongst the heads she’d turned. She’d always faded into the background enough not to be too conspicuous, but it couldn’t be a coincidence that she seemed to have taken the exact same route through the park as them. And her eyes darted away a little too quickly when Gina looked over in her direction.
“We might have picked up a fan, though. Look over there, but be casual about it.” Gina gently nodded in the right direction.
You had to give it to Beth, she didn’t react like at least ninety percent of the population would have done in her position, i.e. by craning her neck in the most obvious way possible. Her eyes darted around a bit until she found her target. “That girl under the tree?”
Gina nodded. “Is she still watching us?”
Beth stretched herself to hide how she was turning her head over there. “Hard to say,” she finally said. “I think she was looking before, but now she’s reading some notes or something.”
Gina risked a glance herself. Indeed, the girl seemed to be completely immersed in her reading, and that cheaply printed booklet in her lap dispelled the last doubts about her student status. However, that particular spot in the script must have been real interesting given how she never turned the pages, and not even moved her head like one would when reading through a page. 
Usually Gina wouldn’t have paid her any mind. She had enticed more than her fair share of people on her way through the park, and she was sure, if she searched hard enough, she’d find at least one or two other people who kept stealing glances at her. It was only to be expected with how openly she flaunted her sexiness. And she would have disregard that girl’s attention the same way she did with everyone else’s, if she hadn’t been so damn cute.
The girl was, as Gina liked to call it, perfectly cuddle-sized. She could have barely been above one meter fifty, and she had that light chubbiness that lead to the softest of hugs. Most of her body was hidden by her clothes and the script, but the band shirt (Gina didn’t recognize the name; judging by the skeleton and flame motive it had to be some kind of metal) and her ripped jeans suggested that she wasn’t the most bashful person either. And those fluffy bangs of her reminded Gina of a small sheep.
In short: Gina wouldn’t have minded at all to get to know her better. First, though, she wanted to conduct a final test, just to make sure that her theory was correct. “Could you spy at her reaction with your phone so she doesn’t notice? I’ll try something out real quick.”
“You’re not gonna do anything stupid, right?” Beth asked as she turned away from the girl to stare at her phone screen with the selfie cam enabled. It took a bit of fiddling around to zoom in on the girl, and the resolution of this makeshift mirror wasn’t as high as it could have been, but it would do its job.
“You know me. When have I ever done anything stupid?”
Beth’s sideways glance made it clear that she didn’t deem this worthy of a response, but she kept looking at the girl through her phone. She might not trust Gina to behave herself, but so far she’d never regretted playing along with her girlfriend’s antics. Okay, make that a hardly ever, but the point still stood.
Gina acted all natural as she picked up one of the brownies they’d brought for dessert. The good kind, with a softly crumbling texture, held together by half-molten chocolate drops. And by complete coincidence Gina took a bite that just so happened to drop a good chunk of the slightly sticky goodness into her cleavage.
“Oops, how clumsy of me.” She laughed at Beth’s expression that was somewhere between an eye roll and a hungry stare.
Gina was having far too much fun hamming it up as she reached into her top several times to collect the crumbs and the chocolate, every time licking them off her finger like the naughty tease she was. It had been too long since she’d last gotten to try her seduction skills out on a stranger. Given the results, though, it seemed like she was still at the top of her game.
“She’s totally checking you out,” Beth confirmed what Gina had already seen for herself. Even with the glare of the reflecting sun covering most of the screen from Gina’s angle, it was unmistakable that the girl by the tree was utterly transfixed by her naughty display. To the point that she might as well have been openly salivating as Gina sucked her fingers clean one final time.
“What are we gonna do about her?” Beth put her phone away. They’d seen everything there was to see. “Wanna go somewhere else and shake her off? Or should we just ignore her? I’d say she seems harmless enough, but, well...” She gave Gina a little shrug and a look that said that it was ultimately her decision. She was the target of this unwanted attention after all.
Or of this wanted attention, as the case might be.
“Should I go over and invite her to join us? Bet that would give her a heart attack.” Gina laughed, and Beth couldn’t help but smile as well.
“Would certainly be fun to see her face. You’re not actually gonna do it, though, right?”
“Of course I would.” Gina gave her a winning smile. When that wasn’t enough to convince Beth, she tried a different strategy. One that never failed to get her what she wanted.
“Betty, please,” she whined, showing off her best puppy eyes. “I found this cute thing all alone out in the streets. Can we keep it?”
Beth snorted, and Gina knew she had won. “Okay, whatever. Knock yourself out. Let’s just hope that little mongrel you found doesn’t have the rabies.”
“Yay! You’re the best!” Gina licked Beth’s face again, without even bothering to hide it. She was going on the offense anyway.
She stood up and walked towards their not so secret observer, leash trailing through the grass behind her. She couldn’t help but laugh as the girl’s eyes immediately shot down to the script and her cheeks turned a bright crimson. Gina thought she could actually hear the girl’s heart beat like crazy as she hoped against hope that she hadn’t been found out after all.
“Hey, there!” Gina crouched down right in front of the girl, close enough to invade her personal space, and with the tree at her back, she couldn’t even shuffle away. “Nice day, isn’t it? Perfect weather to hang out in the park and enjoy the sights.”
She knew that she was being cruel, and she felt a little bad as she saw the panic in the girl’s eyes, but she wasn’t going to get this good an opportunity to mess with someone again any time soon, so she had to make full use of it.
“I... I...” The girl frantically looked to both sides, as if there was even a shadow of a chance that Gina might be talking to someone else. All hope gone, she lowered her gaze, unable to meet Gina’s eyes. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to stare. I just... I promise, I’ll leave you alone now.” She shoved the script back into her bag so hastily that she bent several pages in the process.
Gina was momentarily stunned by this development. She’d expected the girl to deny everything and claim that she’d looked in their direction purely by coincidence. Her honesty earned her some brownie points (no pun intended), and her being this genuinely apologetic certainly spoke to her character, but it also forced Gina to dial the teasing all the way back to stop the girl from running off.
“Hey, don’t worry about it. I’m just screwing with you. No reason to leave for my sake.”
The girl looked wary. Wary and supremely embarrassed, especially when she couldn’t stop her eyes from very obviously darting to the leash on Gina’s neck. Or to her cleavage. It was hard to tell which one it was, but it didn’t make much of a difference.
“Thanks, but I really should be going. I’m sorry, I...” She left her justifications unfinished and scrambled to her feet, throwing the bag over her shoulder.
“Wanna hold my leash for a bit?” Gina stood up as well and held the end of the leash out to the girl.
The girl was even more stunned by the offer than Beth had been before, but at least the shock stopped her from storming off right away. “You’re screwing with me, right?” She looked absolutely sure that Gina was out to get her, but like before there was this sliver of a mad hope that maybe things would turn out alright.
Only this time that sliver wasn’t in vain.
“No, I’m serious. There you go!” Gina threw the leash, and the girl caught it by instinct. “I’m Gina, by the way. Nice to meet you.”
“Nadine,” the girl replied, her mouth working on autopilot, because except for that one word she was dumbfounded.
“Nice. So, Nadine, are you sure you don’t want to use that thing and walk me back to my girlfriend? Or, I guess I should say my owner. After all, I’m a pet you found running around in the streets, and now you gotta return it.”
Nadine’s lips silently formed the word “owner” and there was a fire in her eyes that Gina knew all too well. She had totally struck gold there. That girl was just waiting for a revelation that fully awakened her kinky side.
“Won’t your girlfriend be angry at me?”
“It’s fine. It’s just some harmless fun. Come on!”
It wasn’t just some harmless fun and they both knew it, but sometimes you needed a little white lie to help things along. And while Nadine still didn’t look convinced, her hope that this whole thing was actually for real won out over her worries.
There was another round of bemused looks as they went back to Beth, but far fewer than before. It was remarkable how quickly people got used to things.
“Didn’t I tell you not to make a scene?” Beth asked with a theatrical sigh as Gina dropped down next to her, leaving Nadine awkwardly standing, leash still in hand.
“No, you didn’t. You told me not to do anything stupid, but we both know that’s a lost cause. Anyway, Beth, this is Nadine, Nadine, this is Beth.”
“I apologize for my girlfriend,” Beth said after a quick round of awkwardly mumbled greetings. “She can be a bit... direct.”
“No, it’s okay. I apologize for, you know, kinda staring at you earlier...”
Gina gave it a few seconds, but it quickly became clear that Beth and Nadine wouldn’t manage to break the ice on their own. Luckily they had her around to do the heavy lifting.
“So, anyone want some snacks? I’m still hungry, and we brought too much for two people anyway.”

It took some more prodding to get the ball rolling, but soon all three of them were having picnic together. The conversation remained within safe topics for a time, focusing on the nice weather and Nadine’s field of study (technical physics). But they could only keep the elephant in the room unaddressed for so long.
“So... You guys do this more often?” Nadine asked after their little picnic had gone on long enough to convince her that this wasn’t just the setup for an elaborate practical joke at her expense. “You know, that stuff with the leash.”
“Actually this is the first-”
“All the time, yeah,” Gina interrupted her girlfriend. “I’m her cute little pet whenever we get away with it. And today we figured, hey, we’d totally get away with it in public as well.”
“So you usually do this at home...” It was so sweet how Nadine didn’t dare ask the question she really wanted to know.
“It’s a sex thing, yes,” Gina said, endlessly amused by how shocked Beth and Nadine were by her bluntness. “Well, not always. Sometimes we just have some stupid fun with it. But usually there’s some sexy undertones at least. Which then turn into sexy overtones.”
“I don’t think we need any more details,” Beth mumbled. “I’m sure she thinks us weird enough already.”
Nadine was indeed stunned with an expression of disbelief on her face, but Gina recognized the look. It was the expression of someone who had stumbled into a world they hadn’t dared hope actually existed and now didn’t know how to become a part of it before the window of opportunity closed again.
“I don’t think she does.” Gina gave Nadine an inviting smile. “She strikes me as the type of gal who can appreciate the little quirks that make life interesting.”
“I don’t,” Nadine stuttered, and quickly corrected herself as she realized that this could have been taken the wrong way. “Think you’re weird, I mean. Or, maybe you are, but it’s the good kind of weird.”
“See? Told you so.” Gina nuzzled Beth’s cheek. She whispered loudly enough to make sure Nadine would hear the next part. “And I kinda have the feeling she’s the good kind of weird as well. And that she needs someone to show her that there’s more flavors to life than vanilla.”
Nadine was so goddamn adorable with that blush of hers. A sweet lamb in desperate need of corruption. Gina knew how she was feeling. She’d been the same a couple of years ago, before she’d managed to embrace her weird kinky side this confidently. Just as awkward, and just eager to bridge the gap between her fantasies and reality, but with neither the means nor the courage to do it. It would have been a dream come true for her back then if a sexy kinky gal had appeared out of nowhere and invited her in without caring about her inexperience. She’d found her own path eventually in the time-honored way of clumsy experiments and trial and error. But she still remembered the dream, and now she could make it come true for someone else.
“Is it okay if I let her play with me for a bit?” Gina asked Beth, having once again donned her best puppy eyes. “I’m sure it would make her so happy. And it would make me happy as well. Please?”
Beth looked at Nadine, who sat frozen like a statue and didn’t even dare to breathe. There was a soft warmth in Beth’s eyes. You couldn’t look at Nadine without wanting to coddle her. “Sure, but only if she really wants it. Don’t be pushy.”
“You know me. I’m never pushy. Just like I never do anything stupid.” Gina gave Beth a cheeky grin, followed by an adoring pet kiss on her cheek. “I love you.”
“Love you, too.” Beth gave Gina the best kind of head scratches. The one that screamed “Good girl!”
Gina looked back at Nadine, who was still staring in awe and disbelief at the scene unfolding before her. The poor girl had to be such a mess of emotions right now. Time to put her heart at ease.
“Looks like it’s your lucky day, Nadine. If you want to pet me for real, now’s your chance.”
“I...” Nadine’s eyes darted over to Beth. “You sure it’s okay? Aren’t you, like, together?”
“Don’t worry, we’re not the jealous type,” Beth explained, still scratching Gina’s head. “She belongs to me, and I belong to her. But that doesn’t mean I have to keep her to myself all the time. She’s a real good girl with lots of love to share. And I know that you’re not trying to steal her away from me.”
It had to sound too good to be true for Nadine. And admittedly, this had to be the weirdest aspect of their relationship, much more so than the pet play. A naturally monogamous person like Beth and a naturally open one like Gina shouldn’t be able to work together. It had taken it’s fair share of work to figure things out, but funnily enough it had been the pet thing that had ultimately allowed them to find a solution that made everyone happy.
Beth was Gina’s girlfriend, and her only girlfriend. However, Beth was also Gina’s owner as a pet, and it was fine if her pet played with other people. Sometimes Beth was present for those games, most often she wasn’t, but none of them changed anything about their status as girlfriends.
“If it’s really fine...”
There was such an adorable longing in Nadine’s eyes. Gina couldn’t make her wait any longer. She shuffled over and lay down on the blanket, head in Nadine’s laps. The jeans didn’t make for the comfiest of pillows, but the softness of Nadine’s thighs easily made up for it. “I await pets!” Gina declared and closed her eyes.
She could actually hear Nadine’s pulse now. That girl’s heart was pounding like crazy. But after just a couple of moments there was a hand at the back of her head. Nadine’s touches were far too careful to count as pets, but Gina still purred loudly to encourage her.
There was more shuffling around, and Beth’s voice came from much closer now. “Try putting your hand like this and then scratch with the tips of your fingers. She really likes that.”
The fingers moved to the top of her head, pointing towards her forehead. “Like this?” Nadine asked.
Gina purred again and pulled her arms in for a cute pawing pose. Yes, that was the thing! Nadine hadn’t figured out the perfect technique for these head scratches yet the way Beth had, but for a first timer she was doing great.
Beth let out a little sigh. “We really are weird, aren’t we?”
Nadine made a sound that was the acoustic equivalent of a shrug. She kept scratching Gina’s head, completely lost in her own world.

Maybe Gina had dozed off at some point, or maybe she’d just lost track of time as she lay there and enjoyed Nadine’s attention. When she opened her eyes again, the afternoon was well underway, and most of the other picnic people were gone. There were still lots of people taking walks and a couple of students who were actually studying instead of checking out pretty girls, but the three of them had a lot more privacy now. At least by the standards of a public park in the middle of the city on a nice day.
Nadine was still running her fingers through Gina’s hair. She seemed to have been in the middle of a hushed conversation with Beth that broke off when they saw that Gina was awake. Yeah, she’d totally dozed off there.
She considered saying something, but then again, why use her human voice when Nadine had already started to get comfortable with her pet mode? So instead she turned fully on her back and opened her mouth wide. “Haa~!”
“What’s she doing?”
Nadine’s question was followed by another sigh from Beth. “She wants you to feed her. You can just ignore her if you don’t feel like playing along.”
“Feed her?” Nadine looked down on Gina with the cutest lip bite. Seemed like she’d be totally up for it and just needed more prodding.
Gina turned her head a little and saw the box with the brownies. There were only a couple of crumbs remaining, some of them on the bigger side, though. Perfect. She nodded towards the box and made more eager noises.
“You want brownies?” Nadine asked. “But there’s none left.”
Gina opened her mouth again. Nadine was a smart girl, she would figure it out.
“I guess there’s a bit left still. I could give you those, but...” Nadine looked at Beth. She’d figured it out alright, including the implications that came with it.
“As I said: you can play along if you want to, but don’t let yourself get pushed into anything. She tends to get a little overly eager and needs a clear no from time to time.”
As expected, there was no clear no from Nadine. She picked up the biggest crumb left in the box, which had the respectable size of almost a third of a brownie. It would have been a crime to throw it away.
Once again Gina could hear the faint thumping of Nadine’s heart as she hovered the brownie piece over her mouth. Nadine’s hand was shaking, but her quivers looked just a little too controlled for it to believably be an accident how she brushed against Gina’s lips as she dropped the piece.
Gina quickly devoured the piece and opened her mouth again. This time, though, Nadine would get more than just these shamefully stolen touches. Right when her fingers were between Gina’s lips she snapped her mouth shut, trapping both Nadine’s hand and its tasty morsel.
Nadine twitched and made a little sound of surprise, but she didn’t flinch back. Figured. She might be surprised and overwhelmed by what was going on, but either consciously or subconsciously she was making sure that she wouldn’t miss out on a single thing.
Gina sucked her fingers with relish, making sure to get every last chocolaty crumb off them. Once that was done, she immediately opened her mouth again to demand more. If Nadine wanted this to continue, she had to offer something in return.
“Told you she’s pushy. And unruly. And in need of someone drawing a clear line in the sand when she goes too far.” There was a chiding tone to Beth’s voice as she looked down at Gina, but it was all in good fun. And it was fair enough that she wanted to make sure Nadine wasn’t uncomfortable with how quickly Gina escalated things.
Not there was any reason to worry, though. Yes, Nadine was stunned to the point of being unable to form words, but it was just the characteristic “oh my god is this really happening right now?” trance. And after only the tiniest hesitation she collected some more crumbs on her now thoroughly wet fingers and fed them to Gina.
Nadine’s reactions to having her fingers licked were just the cutest thing ever. Her big eyes were transfixed by Gina’s lips to the point that she was barely even blinking, her own lips slightly parted in an expression of pure wonder, and her heart kept pounding so hard that Gina could feel it through her thighs. And that adorable little gasp she made when Gina gently bit down! Usually Gina preferred partners at her own experience level who could challenge her, but taking a newbie and making her day by completely shaking up her world was a lot of fun as well.
Speaking of which, it was time to step up her game again. The box was pretty much sparkling clean, and Nadine kept feeding her more or less one crumb at a time, just so she could enjoy Gina’s oral attention for a bit longer. If they had been in the privacy of someone’s home, Gina would have already pounced her, licked her face and playfully torn her clothes off to get things moving. Out of the many things they should be able to get away with in public, though, this sadly wasn’t one of them.
While she thought about how best to proceed she opened her mouth a bit to give Nadine a better view of how she flicked her tongue against her fingers. Nadine’s breaths had gotten shallow. She couldn’t hide her arousal anymore as she gently traced her soft fingertips over Gina’s lips.
“Can I... Can I kiss you?” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, and that needful longing in it melted Gina’s heart. It was a pity that this was the one request she couldn’t fulfill.
“She isn’t the kissy kind of pet,” Beth said, her tone friendly but making it clear that there would be no compromises. Proper kisses were a girlfriend-only thing. “But I’m sure you’ll find lots of other ways to have fun.”
“Oh, I see. Sorry.” Nadine took her fingers back. Beth’s rebuttal had been as gentle as could be, and she truly meant that part about them being allowed to have fun in other ways, but it was no wonder that someone as inexperienced and insecure as Nadine would get scared off by it.
Gina needed to come up with something to get her back in the mood quick. And as always when she was put on the spot, her instincts took over before her brain had any chance to stop her. She reached for her jacket, which had ended up in the grass when they’d unpacked their bags, and threw it over herself like a blanket. This way no one but Nadine and Beth would see how she slipped her top down, baring both of her breasts.
Nadine completely short-circuited at this sudden development. Beth’s eyes grew wide in alarm, but once she’d made sure that nobody else was able to tell what was going on, she just shook her head and chuckled in disbelief.
Nadine’s eyes darted between Gina’s breasts and Beth, as if seeking permission for seeing what she was seeing. Not that she was able to keep her eyes off Gina anyway, and Gina certainly didn’t make it any easier for her, shaking her chest while making her flirtiest purr.
“Feel free to touch her all you want,” Beth said with another little chuckle. “In fact, you better get to it quick. Don’t make her beg for it even harder, or she’ll do something that will get us found out for real.”
If anyone watching them had already suspected that something was going on, the way Nadine frantically checked their surroundings as she slipped her shaking hands into the jacket would have removed all doubts. And who knew, maybe there actually was someone enjoying the show right now. There were enough people around, and Gina certainly had better things to do than to investigate them all. There was no big outcry, which was all that mattered to her.
Like with the head scratches, Nadine started off far too careful, but this time Gina didn’t have the patience for it. She’d gotten pretty hot herself and needed some action. With a forceful meow (they had never pinned down what kind of pet she was exactly, it always changed depending on the current vibes) she put her own hands on Nadine’s and pressed down, making her fondle her chest much more violently.
Having made her point, she left Nadine to her own devices again. And to give the girl some credit, she got the message. Her touches were much more deliberate now, and her fingers felt absolutely amazing as they slowly kneaded the sensitive flesh. Seemed like she was getting some confidence at last, even if you could have fried eggs on her cheeks.
“Try some light pinches,” Beth suggested. “Those always drive her crazy.”
Nadine was adorably baffled that Beth gave her tips on how to get physical with her girlfriend. Well, her pet, not her girlfriend, though the distinction was admittedly hard to understand for an outsider. And once again Nadine quickly managed to get over her doubts.
Beth had told the truth: Light pinches were one of the shortcuts to frying Gina’s brain. She groaned and writhed under Nadine’s touches, barely managing to keep her voice down enough so they wouldn’t get noticed as Nadine clamped her nipples between her fingers and sent little pulses of pressure through them.
Fuck, she was horny! And Nadine had already shown that once she’d started something, she didn’t stop doing it until you made her. Which was fair enough, but this sweet abuse of her nipples made Gina ravenously hungry for more. Usually Beth teased her like this right before giving her a rough strap-on fucking, and that had happened often enough now that Gina’s body had learned to equate these tantalizing pinches with the advent of satisfyingly violent pleasure. It was cruel of Beth to tell Nadine this trick when they were in a situation where they couldn’t follow up on it.
She needed to find another way to deal with how painfully turned on she was. And sure, no jacket or blanket in the world would have been able to hide them fucking like rabbits, never mind that not even Gina had had the delusional foresight to pack a dildo as well as a leash, but maybe she could still sneakily help herself...
“What do you think you’re doing?” Beth asked, sounding alarmed as Gina pulled the jacket down far enough that it would also hide how she opened the button of her jeans. That jacket was putting in a lot of work. One wrong movement and everyone would see how Nadine was groping Gina’s breasts.
Gina donned her puppy eyes and whined at Beth. She didn’t have to do much acting to get the pleading look right. That hot ache in her nipples was killing her, and Nadine was still pinching them with the patience of an angel. A very naughty angel who had a decidedly devilish streak to it. Likely Nadine didn’t even realize how much her technique affected Gina and only kept going out of fear that this would be her only chance to play with Gina’s nipples, but the outcome was the same.
“I swear, one day you’ll get us in so much trouble,” Beth said. It wasn’t an explicit no, though, and “one day” didn’t mean “today”.
Gina meowed again and slipped her arm under the jacket, all the way down to the rim of her jeans. It was a good thing she hadn’t picked her thin, almost transparent jacket for today, but even so the fabric just barely hid what was going on beneath it.
“Are you...” Nadine’s eyes shone with hot fascination. She even stopped tormenting Gina’s nipples for a moment as she watched the fabric of the jacket shift as Gina slipped her hand into both her jeans and her panties.
Gina nodded and purred as a reply. Just feeling her hand against her hot pussy was already so nice, and the thrill of touching herself in public, hiding in plain sight, only spiked her arousal even more.
“Quick reminder: You could tell her no,” Beth said. “In case you’re uncomfortable. Or just because you think she’s a bad girl who needs to learn to behave herself.”
Gina pouted. Her body had already prepared itself for the real deal. If they forbade her from touching herself now, they’d have to deal with a frustrated, ill-tempered pet.
“But she’s such a... such a g-good girl,” Nadine stammered. “You have such a well behaved pet.”
Beth scoffed. “You’ve got some real low standards there. But feel free to spoil her. Once she’s back with me, I might have to remind her of the meaning of the word discipline, though.”
Nadine’s breath caught at Beth’s words. That thinly veiled threat must have triggered some real naughty images about what was going on behind closed doors. And there was a good chance that some of these images weren’t far off. Beth could get quite intense when she felt like Gina needed a reminder of her authority. Future Gina might pay dearly for all the stunts she’d pulled this afternoon, but she was a pet, and pets didn’t think that far ahead. She was going to enjoy herself now and deal with the consequences later. It had been too long since she’d last been made to sleep on the floor with a smarting ass anyway.
Gina couldn’t moan like she wanted to without drawing attention, so instead she channeled her pleasure into deep, softly reverberating purrs as she slowly ran her fingers over her crotch. She couldn’t really penetrate herself with the jeans still on, but rubbing herself worked perfectly well, and it did its job, especially once Nadine’s fingers got moving again to help her along.
She had stopped with the pulsating light pinches, but the way she gently rolled her nipples between her fingers was just as effective, and the little pauses during which she felt up every part of Gina’s chest nicely rounded out the sensations. Soon Gina was writhing in ecstasy, and more than once Beth had to be quick about pulling the jacket into position again to prevent any accidents.
Gina’s mouth opened from bliss, and she squealed in delight when one of Nadine’s hands left her breasts to tease her lips again. It was the insecure touches of someone unsure if they were doing something wrong, but the mere fact that she’d had the confidence to go for it anyway was commendable and deserved a reward. Gina playfully snapped at Nadine’s fingers to trap them between her teeth before switching to a much nicer sucking and licking.
Not even Gina herself would have been able to tell why she enjoyed it this much to have something in her mouth. Maybe it was just a symptom of her been predestined to be a pet. At home she was always fidgeting with a chewing toy, and she would have loved to let Nadine play the good old game of fetch the stick with her, if that hadn’t drawn so much attention. Well, maybe next time. For now Gina was just as happy worshiping Nadine’s fingers.
It didn’t take long for her pleasure to reach the boiling point. Between her own fingers rubbing her clit, Nadine’s hand caressing her breasts, and her other one in her mouth, what was a girl to do? She managed to keep her voice down, but she couldn’t help moaning into Nadine’s fingers as her whole body tensed up.
“Better cover her mouth, or at least keep it stuffed,” Beth whispered. “She tends to get loud.”
Nadine shoved her fingers farther into Gina’s mouth and pushed her tongue down. This invasive manhandling was the final straw that pushed Gina over the edge.
Despite what Beth had said, Gina didn’t necessarily have to scream the whole neighborhood down when she came. She just liked voicing her pleasure. Unless Beth used one of their stronger vibrators on her clit, in which case the screaming was non-negotiable. Now, though, she could absolutely keep it down so they wouldn’t make a scene.
Okay, she didn’t exactly stay silent either; she felt far, far too good for that. But Nadine’s thumb on her chin held her jaws closed, and her fingers muffled most of the moans. It was also real hard to curse when someone held your tongue down.
Thanks to Beth’s quick thinking, the jacket didn’t slip too much as Gina shook in pleasure. It wasn’t the most violent of orgasms, but a very nice one. She could comfortably drag out the pleasure by rubbing herself just the right way, and sucking on Nadine’s fingers made the whole thing so much more satisfying.
Gina sighed as she slowly came down from her climax, her whole body floating in bliss. She rubbed her head against Nadine to show her affection.
“Wow.” Nadine chuckled nervously and slipped her fingers out of Gina’s mouth, wiping them on her shirt. “That was... Wow.”
Gina did a quick look around. There were a couple of people who might have been looking in their direction, but no one was actively staring. They’d totally gotten away with it. Nice.
“You’re great at handling pets,” Gina told Nadine. Maybe it would have been more communicative to sit up so they could talk face to face, but her orgasm had left Gina nicely relaxed, and it was far too comfy in Nadine’s lap. “I could get used to playing with you.”
“Thanks,” Nadine mumbled. That tone and that blush were unmistakable: This was the look of someone who had been shown a whole new world and was now crushing hard. Which was perfectly healthy and also really adorable, as long as they were all clear that this relationship of theirs was purely on a friends with benefits basis.
“I’m the one thanking you. That felt real nice.” Gina stretched herself and yawned. Nadine started gently scratching her head again. That was also real nice, but there was definitely the risk of too many budding feelings there. Better to clear things up now to prevent some heartbreak later. And Gina knew the perfect thing to encourage Nadine’s experiments with that newfound side of hers while also showing her that Gina wasn’t the only fish in the sea. “By the way, do you already have plans tonight?”
“Not yet, no.” The fire in Nadine’s eyes said it all: Even if she’d been invited to dine with the president tonight, that commitment had just been rescheduled.
“Nice. Because we’re out having drinks with some friends of ours. Lots of pet lovers. You’ll feel right at home with them.”
“Totally,” Beth agreed. She’d immediately picked up on what Gina was doing. Of course she had. She was the brains of the team after all. “Now that I think about it, there’s even a pet among them who recently lost her owner and wouldn’t mind someone to cheer her up. I’m sure the two of you will get along like a house on fire.”
For the umpteenth time today, Nadine was speechless. Not that she needed to say anything, because the glowing happiness in her face did all the talking.
Gina sat up after all and snuggled up to Beth, kissing her. A real kiss, for the best girlfriend in the world. “Thanks for helping me make her day,” she whispered so softly that only Beth could hear it.
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