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  The Golem Challenge


Raven cursed under her breath as she stepped on another sharp branch. Despite what some romantically inclined people might believe, traversing a forest naked was an annoying and often enough outright painful experience. There was a reason witches usually wore sensible clothes. Then again, nothing about what Raven was doing right now was sensible in any shape or form. 
She’d asked herself several times why she was pushing on with this madness. A question that had reached peak urgency a couple of minutes ago when she’d found her way blocked off by blackberry bushes, and even the most careful attempt of going around them had earned her some burning scratches. But each time she wondered if she should blow the whole thing off, she only had to remember that cocky grin on Alicia’s lips, and that gave her the strength to go on.
Yes, she shouldn’t have boasted quite so much, and she especially shouldn’t have claimed that she could take on Alicia’s golem in a fair fight. Raven might be the better witch of the two, but even with magic there was only so much a human could do against a shapeshifting monstrosity made of rock. But now that the challenge was official, she couldn’t back down without losing face. The rest of the coven wouldn’t let her hear the end of it.
Not that going up against the golem and getting completely demolished would be any more dignified. It would only serve to get her body as bruised as her pride.
That was, if the golem operated as intended.
Raven aimed for an enormous tree to keep herself hidden as she sneaked up to the clearing ahead. A quick peek around the trunk showed her exactly what she’d hoped to see: A boulder at least as large as herself lay in the middle of that small free patch between the trees, with a glimmering violet stone on top. Alicia’s golem, currently dormant as it soaked up the sun to store energy for later.
The fight was scheduled for sundown, and it was barely past noon. It only made sense that Alicia would use the time to charge her golem as much as possible, just like it made sense that she herself was nowhere to be seen. With a weather this nice, she’d be enjoying herself over at the lake with some of the other witches. For a moment Raven caught herself daydreaming of Alicia skinny tipping, but she quickly shoved that thought aside. It was bad enough that her rival was so blessed in the looks department, there was no need to let it get into her head.
The point was: There was no reason for Alicia to keep watch, because even if she expected Raven to try anything, her golem was able to defend itself even without her directly controlling it. But this was where she’d underestimated Raven: By itself, a golem couldn’t sense living things. Which usually wasn’t a problem since every human who wasn’t crazy enough to run through the woods butt naked had some kind of dead material on their body.
Only that Raven was crazy enough.
She slowly crept around the trunk, although at this point it shouldn’t matter if she was careful or not. She was in plain sight from the clearing now, but the golem stayed dormant, pretending to be nothing but an out of place and unusually smooth boulder. It should be easy from there: Walk over, imprint the exposed soul stone with some of her own magic, and get out again. That would allow her to break Alicia’s control during the fight and have an easy victory. If she played her cards right she should even be able to make it look like her win was simply due to Alicia’s lack of skill.
Even though she knew she had nothing to fear, Raven’s heart still pounded in her chest as she walked up to the golem. Her eyes darted from that deceptively unassuming boulder to the edges of the clearing and back, looking for any sign that something was going wrong. The forest seemed clear, though, and the golem didn’t stir even when she came within two steps of it. If it woke up now, it could grow an arm and knock her down within seconds. Better get this over quick. Raven reached for the soul stone and channeled her magic.
Only for her hand to go right through it.
“What?”
Her hand was inside the boulder up to its wrist, but she didn’t feel anything, as if the golem wasn’t there at all. An illusion? Whatever it was, there was a good chance she was in major trouble. Raven was about to run back into the safety of the trees to reassess the situation, when she found that the illusion had suddenly turned solid. Her hand was trapped in place, enclosed by a light but unyielding pressure as if the golem had grown around it. But it shouldn’t have this level of control over its body, unless…
“Now what do we have here?” Alicia dropped down from the tree she’d been hiding in. Her robe fluttered behind her, and of course she looked absolutely fabulous as she impacted on the grass in a crouched position, stabilizing herself with one hand, the other one held up dramatically. That girl was such an insufferable poser. “Looks like I caught you red-handed. Or I guess gray-handed, in this case.”
“Ha ha,” Raven said dryly.
She wasn’t sure if her sarcasm came across as confidently as she’d intended. It was hard not to feel self-conscious about how she stood there completely naked with her body showing the wear and tear of her forest trip, while Alicia looked immaculate in her witch’s robe. Raven forced herself to suppress the instinct to cover herself. With only one hand free she wouldn’t be able to hide all the essential parts anyway, and acting bashful would only give Alicia more ammunition.
“That was a cheap shot,” she complained after a quick experiment had confirmed that, yes, her hand was stuck for good. It was such a weird feeling not to be able to twitch even a single finger. “Hiding your golem inside an illusion of itself? Come on!”
“You’re one to talk.” As Alicia came closer, her golden locks waved behind her like a second cape. It was so unfair that her hair was so thick and long and pretty when she didn’t even put any effort into it. Raven had never been able to make her own hair grow much longer than to her shoulders, no matter what she did.
Alicia stopped a good two meters before Raven. Far enough that she was safely out of reach of any touch-based spells (or of a much more mundane attempt to slap her) but close enough that she could fully appreciate every little detail of Raven’s attempts to try and hide her embarrassment. “I wouldn’t complain about me playing dirty if I was you, when you just tried to screw me over. Not that I’m surprised, though I admit, I hadn’t thought that you’d go so far as to make your attempt naked. Good thing I kept watch just to be sure, or that would have totally worked.”
Raven bit her lip. Despite her best efforts she was starting to blush. If she wanted to save face (or at least not embarrass herself even further) she had to go on the offense. “Okay, you got me. Good on you. Now what?”
“Now what indeed.” Alicia spoke slowly, lost in thought. There was a glimmer in her eyes that got Raven blushing for real. “I have to admit, I kinda like you this way. The style suits you. You should wear it more often.”
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” It wasn’t the confident comeback Raven had intended, but it was hard to come up with something witty when she was this distracted by her conflicting feelings.
“Sure would. And I wouldn’t be the only one. Or do you really think I haven’t noticed the way you’re always looking at me?”
“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” Raven mumbled, though she couldn’t meet Alicia’s eyes. “If I look at you funny it’s only because you’re an annoying know-it-all.”
“Sure.” Alicia’s voice was dripping with sarcasm. She came a step closer. Raven might be able to hit her if she made a lunge, though the chances were high that she’d twist her wrist in the process, if not outright break it.
“So you want me to believe that you’ve never had any less than decent thoughts about me?” Alicia continued all casual as if this was nothing more than some harmless small talk. “You realize that I could put a truth spell on you if I wanted?”
“You wouldn’t dare!” Raven hissed. She knew that her threat was toothless. Trapped like this she wouldn’t be able to put up much resistance if Alicia actually tried casting a spell on her, but she’d go down fighting anyway. She didn’t want to begin to imagine the things she’d say if Alicia forcefully removed her filters.
“You’re right, that’d be a real mean thing of me to do. And I’m too nice a person to impose my will on you like that.”
Raven was tempted to point out that this supposedly nice person had put her in bondage and was openly ogling her naked body right now, but she knew when it was better to hold her tongue. If she provoked Alicia too much, she might reconsider her vow not to mess with her mind in such embarrassing ways.
“And it’s not like I need a truth spell to read you like a book,” Alicia continued. “Just seeing you get this defensive tells me all I need to know. Not that it’s any news to me. As I said, I noticed the looks you give me. And I heard what you did after our solstice trial, when you thought that I was asleep and that the blanket would hide you.”
Raven had been blushing before, but now her cheeks lit up like two little suns. She’d known that she shouldn’t have risked it back then, but she hadn’t been able to help herself. Or rather, she’d been unable to stop herself from helping herself.
It was customary for intermediate witches who wanted to prove their magical capabilities to walk into the giant solstice pyre and show off how long they could bear the flames by channeling the elements. It should have been the moment for Raven to shine, but of course Alicia had to undermine her as always by joining her in the fire, even though she should have been forbidden from even trying due to how young and inexperienced she was. With her barely twenty-five years of age, Alicia was one of the coven’s newest members. And the most humiliating thing was that she’d almost held out longer than Raven!
That night Raven had come close to the very limits of what her body could take. The only thing keeping her in the flames had been Alicia’s cocky grin taunting her, daring her to give up first and therefore to publicly admit that Alicia was the stronger witch. And it hadn’t helped Raven’s concentration to have a naked Alicia before her eyes the entire time.
The trial was always done without clothes, both because it was traditional and symbolized that the witches used nothing but their own skills to master the flames, and also for the practical reason that it would be a waste of magic to keep all that fabric fire-proof for so long. But tradition or not, Raven had been forced to look at Alicia as the flames painted her usually pale skin a vivid orange, her whole body glistening from the myriad droplets of sweat teased out by the heat. Leave it to Alicia to look fucking fabulous even when she was drenched in sweat.
Raven had won their unspoken contest in the end, but the victory had been too close to feel satisfying, and it certainly hadn’t done anything to help with a particular itch that had taken over her body, a heat that had nothing to do with the fire she’d just stepped out of. It was a good thing that she, too, had been sweating all over, easily hiding a decidedly different wetness between her legs.
She’d been annoyed at herself by how much the sight of her rival had turned her on, but there was no shame in admitting that Alicia was easy on the eyes. If anything, it had only made it so much sweeter to fantasize about all the thing she would love to do to Alicia if she ever got the opportunity to really put her in her place. But apparently these fantasies hadn’t been as private as Raven had hoped.
“Don’t act as if you were all innocent there!” Since she’d been found out anyway, the best thing Raven could do was to double down and shift the blame. “You were all but giving me a belly dance in that pyre. Maybe you would’ve had a better chance of winning if you’d focused on the magic instead of flaunting your body like that.”
“So you do admit that it’s me you were thinking about under that blanket. Told you I don’t need a truth spell.”
Raven cursed herself. She’d totally run into that.
“You know, I don’t mind you having a crush on me. I really don’t. It’s kinda cute, actually. And you’re kinda cute yourself. But it’s time you channeled those feelings into something more productive.”
“I don’t have a crush on you!” Raven blurted out. She knew that this outburst would only hurt her believability, but that self-assured smirk of Alicia’s was driving her crazy. Also: Raven was not cute. If anything she was sexy and cool and mysterious, but certainly not cute!
“And there we go again.” Alicia sighed theatrically. She had to know how infuriating this act of hers was. Nobody was this obnoxious on accident, right? “Just out of curiosity: What was your plan there? Destroy my golem and hope that you’ll win by default?”
“I wasn’t going to destroy it. Just give myself a little edge. I can totally take that thing on if it’s not all overcharged and shit.”
“Of course you do. It’s not like you’ve just proven that it can take you out the moment you touch it.”
“Only because you tricked me! And since when can it even do this bullshit? Last time I saw it, all it could do was punch things.”
Alicia chuckled. “I admit, I might have refined its shapeshifting abilities a little bit. You haven’t seen nothing yet.”
She took a round crystal out of her robe, big enough that she couldn’t fully close her fist around it. The matching soul crystal, of the same deep purple as the golem’s soul stone with which the thing was attuned. Raven prepared to fight (as much as she could prepare with her hand still trapped) only to stare in awe as the golem awoke.
She’d expected the boulder to unfold into a roughly humanoid granite monster, but instead the stone started flowing as if it was the world’s weirdest liquid. Raven’s hand stayed locked in place, but she felt ripples in the pressure around it as the bulk of the boulder shifted behind her. She turned her head to follow its movements, but it dropped out of her sight, only to flow into her feet from behind.
“What the fuck?”
It was the weirdest sensation, as if she was standing in the world’s tensest quicksand. She found herself on a small stone platform, or rather in a small platform, since her legs appeared to end right above her ankles. She tried to rip her feet out, but they were just as stuck as her hand, which was was now trapped in a small pillar connected to this platform.
Another such pillar grew out the other side, twisting and bending like a snake. Raven instinctively swatted at it, channeling magic into her fist to make her strong enough that she should have been able to hit the rock without hurting herself. Only that there was no impact at all, because the slithering pillar split to let her punch go right through it, only to reconnect immediately, trapping her last free limb in the process.
The whole thing had taken barely a minute, and Raven had gone from a severe disadvantage to a complete defeat. She tried to keep her calm, but it wasn’t easy when she was so very aware that she was now completely immobilized, her naked body sprawled out for Alicia to gawk at. Or to do even more naughty things with, should the fancy strike her.
It was humiliating how completely Raven had lost control of her own body, and the worst thing was that the question what Alicia would do next didn’t fill her with the trepidation it should have. She’d turned into the helpless plaything of her rival for fuck’s sake, so why did her traitorous body have to choose this very moment to get aroused?
“Let me go, you… you…” Raven tried to target her anger with herself at Alicia, but the words failed her. Her mind got stuck trying to find an insult that didn’t sound like she acknowledged the sexual nature of her predicament.
“Don’t worry, I’ll let you go. Eventually.” Alicia closed the gap between them. Now that Raven was completely helpless, she could come up right into her face without fear of retribution. “But only once you’ve admitted what this is all about.”
Raven tried to figure out if Alicia was in range for a headbutt. Not that it would achieve much, but it was about the only way of fighting back that she had left. And planning her revenge was a much needed distraction from how her body betrayed her.
Not that her being aroused actually meant anything, of course. She was a bit of a kinky gal at heart, so it was no wonder that her body recognized the feeling of being bound naked. It was a trained reaction, nothing more, and certainly not a sign that she was crushing on Alicia like that little bitch wanted her to believe.
“I’m not gonna admit anything, because there is nothing to admit.” Raven forced herself to keep eye contact. Any show of weakness would only be used against her.
“Sounds like we’re gonna be here for some time.” Alicia didn’t seem bothered by the prospect at all. “Let’s start easy: What exactly did you think about at solstice? You sounded like you were having so much fun. It must’ve been something real nice.”
Looking into Alicia’s eyes suddenly got a lot harder. “That’s none of your business,” Raven mumbled.
“Given how I was apparently the main star in your mental production, I’d argue that it kinda is.”
Alicia still had that infuriatingly calm tone, and having her pretty face dominate Raven’s field of vision didn’t help with keeping her cool. Raven gritted her teeth. This brat wanted the truth so badly? Then let her have it. At least that would remove any delusions about potential amorous feelings she may harbor.
“I imagined that I fucked you into submission,” Raven blurted out, playing over her embarrassment by yelling at Alicia. “I imagined how I’d slap your tits and scratch you bloody and fuck you till you can’t do anything but moan my name anymore. There, are you happy now?”
Raven knew that she was being a bit of an ass, but if anything, she hated that she even considered feeling bad about it. Alicia was the villain here! She’d tied her up and kept provoking her, so why should Raven mince words?
Alicia was taken aback by the outburst, but she didn’t look as shocked as Raven would have expected. “That’s a vivid imagination you’ve got.”
“You asked for it.” Raven scoffed at her. “So much for me having a crush on you, huh?”
For a moment Alicia just stared at Raven, then she broke out laughing. A bright belly laughter that shook her to the point where she could barely even breathe.
“What’s so funny?” Raven was starting to get pissed for real. Alicia was supposed to be shocked and disgusted by her bluntness, not laughing at her.
“I’m sorry, you’re just too damn precious.” Alicia wiped the tears out of the corners of her eyes, slowly getting herself back under control.
Precious? The claim was so outlandishly ridiculous that Raven was at a loss for words. She glared at Alicia, once again evaluating the headbutt potential of their current distance.
“Anyway.” Alicia suppressed the last bout of chuckles. “Do you really think you’d have it in you? If I released you and told you that you could do whatever you wanted to me, with zero repercussions, would you actually do all these things? You know, the tit slapping and the fucking and all the rest?”
“If I didn’t have it in me before, I certainly have it now.”
“Is that so?” Alicia gently stroked her fingers over Raven’s cheek and giggled when Raven tried to bite her. “You know, seeing you bound there all naked, I was so tempted to pay you back for trying to pull a fast one on me. Maybe tickle you a little, maybe even some pinches that just so happen to go into less than decent territories. The kind of punishment where we can both pretend that it’s just some harmless bullying and totally not a sex thing. Not that I’d have done it, since a good girl like me would never abuse her power like that, but now that it turned out that you’re not a good girl…”
Raven froze up (not that it made much difference with all of her limbs already completely immobilized). Alicia wasn’t going to use her helpless state to go down on her, right? Raven would die from shame if Alicia fingered her and realized how wet she was. “I swear, if you touch me…”
“Relax. I told you, I’m the good girl here.” Alicia’s mischievous giggle stood in stark contrast to her words. “But since we’re already talking about solstice, how about we do a different kind of trial? I’ll release you, and you prove that you’re not just all talk. I’ll even give you control over my golem.”
“What would I need that for?” Raven spat back before she could actually think about it. Given that this thing apparently doubled as the world’s most versatile bondage tool, it certainly had its applications. But the point was moot anyway, because there was no way Alicia would actually let it come to this. She was holding all the cards now, there was no reason for her to turn the tables on herself. This had to be some kind of trick, although Raven couldn’t see what Alicia might be getting at.
“You really can’t think of a use after I showed you what my golem is capable of? Let me give you a little hint.” Alicia took her soul crystal out again. The stone slab around Raven’s feet came to life and a new pillar rose between her legs. A pillar with a bulbous tip, heading straight for her crotch. Raven shrieked at the prospect of being speared by this thick stone shaft.
Alicia giggled as she stopped the pillar before it could reach its target and let it retreat into the platform. “Any more questions about why you might want my golem?”
Raven struggled to catch her breath. Her heart kept pounding heavily. Even with the living rock holding her in place, Raven hadn’t fully realized how vulnerable and at Alicia’s mercy she was until now. And the worst thing was that for a crazy moment it had felt so right, as if her body and mind had fully accepted that she was Alicia’s plaything now. She forced herself to push this memory out of her mind. It had been a stress reaction, nothing more. Once she was free, she was going to kill Alicia for humiliating her like this.
“I like the fire in your eyes. That’s the look of a wild beast just waiting to be unleashed.” Alicia tapped her fingers along Raven’s arm. It was such a playful and harmless touch, but after this recent reminder of how little control Raven had over what happened to her, it still made her flinch and spiked her heart rate. “So I take it you’re up for my idea?”
“Don’t bullshit me. What’s your game here?”
“My game? I already told you: I want to see what you’re really capable of. I didn’t lie: If you’re up for it, I’ll let you do whatever you want. There’s just one teeny tiny catch.”
Of course there was. Raven prepared herself to shoot down whatever bullshit Alicia would come up with next to weasel out of her ridiculous proposal, only to get completely blindsided when Alicia continued “We’re going to be soul linked while you do it.”
“What?”
That proposal was crazy on so many levels. A soul link was one of the most intimate spells known to witchcraft, something you wouldn’t even begin to consider doing with someone you weren’t really, really close with. While active, it linked the sensations of two people, making each one feel what the other was experiencing, getting them as close as possible to making each of them inhabit both of their bodies while still keeping them as individuals.
While the spell had sometimes be used for untraceable communication over long distances (for example by pinching yourself in a specific spot as a signal to your linked partner), almost everyone utilized it as the ultimate way of getting intimate, enhancing their love making by sharing their pleasure in the most literal sense. Just thinking of forming this kind of bond with Alicia made Raven’s stomach flutter. And that was still just the tip of the iceberg of problems with the idea.
“Why would I ever agree to this? Everything I do to you, I’d do to myself.”
“That’s the basic idea, yes. But that shouldn’t be a problem for you. You wanted to fuck me into submission, didn’t you? Well, now’s your chance. If you think you’re better than me, prove it! Unless you’re one of those pathetic bullies who can’t handle a taste of their own medicine.”
Raven’s mind raced. She knew that she should call Alicia out on her bullshit and force her to stop this madness. At this point they’d left any semblance of sanity far behind them. But rejecting the offer would make her look weak.
Alicia was right in one thing: This was the solstice trial all over again, only with much more at stake. Alicia was basically saying that she could take more than Raven, a claim that couldn’t be allowed to go unchallenged. While Alicia’s behavior and the upgrades she’d made to her golem suggested that she might be less innocent than Raven had assumed, there was no way she could keep up with the kind of hardcore shit Raven was into.
Was Raven letting her hormones get the better of her? Definitely. But she didn’t care. She needed some way to work off the shameful arousal that had come with being at Alicia’s mercy, and the best way to get a grip of herself was to prove unambiguously which side of the power distribution she belonged at. “Whatever, let’s do this.”
“I have to admit, I didn’t expect you to actually take me up on the offer, but I’m certainly not complaining.” Alicia laughed, but there was a tension in her voice that made Raven listen up. Seemed like she’d been right: Alicia was talking a big game, but she wasn’t as confident as she wanted Raven to believe. Still, she hesitated only the tiniest bit before she continued. “Okay, I’ll prepare the soul link. Get yourself ready.”
Raven had never done a soul link before, since she’d always thought it kind of creepy to let her partner have such an intimate look into what was going on inside of her. But while she had no practical experience with the spell, the theory was simple enough. Her skin started tingling all over as she channeled her magic but kept it simmering unused inside of her, ready to mix it with Alicia’s once they touched. It had to be just a side effect of her nerves, but Raven couldn’t remember her magic ever feeling so sensual as it waited to be used. It was as if the softest of fingers were stroking her all over.
Alicia leaned in, her lips slightly parted. Wait, she wasn’t going to…
She was.
Alicia’s kiss caught Raven completely by surprise and made her lose her focus. Her magic dissipated, so Alicia’s didn’t have anything to latch on to. It sparked from Alicia’s lips like a more mellow form of static electricity that made Raven’s mouth go numb as she stood there utterly perplexed by what was going on.
Alicia pulled back when she realized that it wasn’t working. “What you waiting for? I told you to get ready,” she said, endlessly amused by Raven’s frozen expression.
“You didn’t tell me that you’d kiss me!” Raven blurted out her indignation, which only amused Alicia even more. “I thought you’d just touch me or something.”
“That’s how people usually do it. And what are you getting all ruffled about anyway? You just told me you wanted to fuck me up in all kinds of ways. What’s a little kiss compared to that? Unless, of course…” Alicia leaned in, her breath tickling Raven’s face as she continued with the most infuriating smirk “Unless this isn’t only about sex, and I just made the butterflies dance in your stomach.”
“I was just surprised, that’s all,” Raven huffed.
“Well, you’re not gonna be surprised this time. Ready?”
Raven forced herself to calm down and focus again. Something that took far more effort than necessary, because her eyes continued to dart to Alicia’s soft lips and her heart kept pounding away.
Emotions could be so stupid. Raven would have been all ready to pin Alicia down and ravage her mouth with her own. Alicia was pretty after all, and there was nothing wrong with wanting to kiss someone pretty. And logically it shouldn’t matter who initiated the kiss, so why did it feel like such a big deal that Alicia would taste her lips while she was in this vulnerable state?
When Alicia leaned in again, Raven was ready, although she couldn’t stop the blush from returning to her cheeks. It didn’t help how the interplay of their magic made the kiss feel so much more intimate. The soft touch of Alicia’s tongue against her own sent a hot shiver through Raven’s body, the flowing magic feeling like smooth ice in her mouth. The weirdest sensation by far was how it seemed as if there was more than just one set of lips brushing against hers, as if there was a phantom copy of Alicia, or two or three or even more, all getting intimate with her at the same time.
Raven’s lips kept tingling long after Alicia had broken the kiss. Other than that, though, she felt nothing that would indicate that the soul link had worked, no sense of them having become one or anything soppy like that. There was a weird excitement humming at the back of her mind, but given the weirdness of the whole situation it wasn’t surprising for her nerves to act up. “Did it work?”
“Let’s see.” Alicia’s hand disappeared into her robe.
Raven’s nipple flared up, as if invisible fingers were pinching it. Hard. “Ow! What the fuck?”
“I’d say it worked like a charm.” Alicia giggled and took her hand back out, together with the soul crystal. As much as she tried to keep it cool, she couldn’t hide her own anticipation anymore. “Okay, time to set you free.”
Raven sighed in relief when the stone melted away from her and reassembled into the big boulder it had started out as. She shook her arms and legs which had turned uncomfortably stiff from being kept unnaturally still for so long.
“Here you go!” Alicia threw her the crystal. “No tricks and no illusions this time, I promise.”
The soul stone emerged from the boulder, settling on top of it like before. Or rather, like it had appeared to do before. Raven was a lot more careful as she reached for it this time, prodding it with her fingertip first, but it seemed like Alicia was true to her word. The soul stone was solid, and even at this gingerly touch Raven could feel the magical vortex within it.
She was no trained golemancer, having never seen the appeal in tinkering with crystals for hours on end, but controlling a construct that someone else had already built and calibrated was simple enough. It barely took a minute to infuse the golem’s inner workings with her own magic, and she had to admit that it felt amazing to control.
The golems she knew were clunky creatures, slow to act and to adapt to commands, solving problems with strength and tenacity instead of any kind of grace or efficiency. But this flowing mass of stone was like a natural extension of her body, shifting and changing at the speed of a thought. And it wasn’t just the golem’s movements Raven had full control over. She could sense the stone itself and control its very makeup, changing it from a smooth boulder to sand to jagged gravel and everything in between at will.
As much as she was loathe to admit it, Alicia had done some amazing work there. Raven couldn’t remember having ever seen a golem this versatile. It barely even felt like a golem at all. This wasn’t a bunch of rocks with an illusion of life forced onto them, turning them into a primitive beast. This was as if Alicia had infused the stone with a vague awareness of itself, enhancing the natural power of creation that was found within every part of nature.
But this wasn’t the time to be awed by the intricacies of this piece of witchcraft. Raven looked over to Alicia who was watching her back, not quite able to stop herself from fidgeting in anticipation. Raven’s first instinct was to tell her to strip, to make it immediately clear that she was in power now, and also to test if Alicia was really going to play along with whatever she asked of her. Now that she’d gotten a feel for the golem’s abilities, though, there was an even better way of getting things started.
Raven turned the stone into a stream of liquid sand and shot it at Alicia. She barely managed not to flinch as she felt the phantom sensations of that dry coarseness flow over her own skin until these faintly ticklish eddies played all over her body. It was such a weird experience, but at least it let her know without a doubt that she’d gotten the sand everywhere it needed to be. With a single thought transmitted by the soul crystal, the sand solidified into a tense network of sharp edges pointing outwards.
Alicia’s clothes got shredded to little pieces that exploded from her body. For a second she looked like a battle golem herself with her entire skin covered in rocky spikes. Until Raven retreated the golem, leaving Alicia just as naked as she was.
“That’s one way of doing it.”
Beneath her excitement, Raven suddenly felt supremely vulnerable. An emotion that made zero sense given how it was finally her who was being in control. Then she looked at Alicia’s nervous grin and the realization dawned on her. “Wait a second, am I feeling what you’re feeling right now?”
“Of course you do. That’s the whole point, isn’t it?” Alicia smirked, and Raven started as she realized that she could actually feel Alicia’s smugness within herself. She’d thought that they would only share physical sensations. This development added a whole new level of weirdness to this game of theirs.
“Don’t let it distract you. It’s pretty easy to tell what’s your own emotions and what’s not once you get the hang of it. But I have to say, the vibes I’m getting from you are real interesting. I really hit your buttons, don’t I?”
Fuck! Raven had been worried about the truth spell, but it seemed like she’d agreed to something that was even worse. She had to keep her emotions regarding Alicia at check at all cost, and the best way to do that was to focus only on the demeaning things she wanted to do to her and how good that would feel.
“Of course you do. You’ve always done everything in your power to get on my nerves.” Raven stepped over to Alicia and did what she should have done a long time ago. The loud slap echoed through the clearing as she struck Alicia in the face as hard as she could.
Raven gasped as her own cheek lit up with a sharp pain. Did it always hurt this much to get slapped? Alicia flinched back and rubbed her cheek. Raven could feel Alicia’s shock within herself, but it was pushed to the background by a spike of arousal as she watched Alicia realize what she’d gotten herself into.
Or was it Alicia’s arousal she felt, and that girl was secretly a raging masochist? It would explain why she’d made this proposal in the first place. Even if that explanation didn’t really fit with how gleefully she’d mocked Raven before. But if she wasn’t a masochist at heart, would sharing Raven’s arousal make her love the abuse anyway? This whole thing was so weird and fucked up on so many levels.
Raven did the only sane thing by ignoring this entire train of thought and focusing only on having fun with her payback. Speaking of which, it was time Alicia got a taste of the golem’s bondage capabilities herself.
Alicia didn’t even try to resist when Raven turned the golem into flowing rock and entrapped her wrists and ankles with it. But she wasn’t satisfied with simply keeping Alicia in that same standing pose. Raven made the stone construct holding her in place rise up until Alicia’s feet left the ground, leaving her in a floating stretched out X in front of her.
It was a real brain fuck to feel the pressure from the bondage around her limbs while remaining able to move, just like there was a growing strain in her shoulders from how Alicia hung by her arms, even though Raven’s own shoulders were relaxed. But as weird as these sensations were, they were easy enough to ignore, especially with a naked and now utterly helpless Alicia in front of her.
“How does it feel to be the one tied up and helpless?” Raven leered at Alicia, taking in every detail of her pretty form: The pale skin of hers that was just screaming to get turned into a canvas for Raven’s sharp nails. Her small but so soft looking breasts, topped off with obscenely erect nipples. And talking about obscene, Alicia’s pussy was fully displayed, showing not a single stub of hair. Raven had never bothered messing around with hair-removing potions herself. She liked herself in her natural state. But she could appreciate how Alicia’s completely bare pussy emphasized her vulnerability even more.
Despite her strained position, Alicia managed a wild grin. “Why do you ask? You should know the answer already.”
“Don’t get smart with me!” Raven trapped Alicia’s nipples between her fingers.
The touch she felt on her own nipples was accompanied with a rush of anticipation and horny excitement. There was a tinge of nervousness as well, but with growing annoyance Raven realized that she didn’t feel any actual fear. Was Alicia really not afraid of her and what she might do? When Raven had been in her situation, the realization that she couldn’t prevent anything from happening to her body had been a major anxiety. Was her will that much weaker than Alicia’s?
Raven funneled her anger into pinching Alicia’s nipples as hard as she could. She bit her tongue to prevent herself from making any sound as she felt the hot pain herself. Alicia gasped out loud, and that infuriating grin of hers finally disappeared from her lips.
For all of five seconds or so.
“You realize that I can feel you biting your tongue, right? Don’t try to play tough, you can’t hide anything from me right now.”
“I’m not playing anything. This is nothing to me!” Raven spat back, hoping that she had her embarrassment under control enough that Alicia wouldn’t notice it.
Her nipples ached, more than they should have from a simple pinch, even a strong one. Seemed like Alicia’s nipples were a lot more sensitive than her own. Time to use that against her. Technically she’d also be using it against herself, but no matter what Alicia might claim, Raven’s toughness wasn’t just an act.
She was going to show Alicia some applications of her golem that she would have never figured out on her own. Alicia might have felt all creative and naughty when she’d molded the stone into a dildo, when in reality this only showed off the limits of her creativity. Raven made two thin rock snakes grow from the pillars holding up Alicia’s bound form, and sent them sneaking towards her breasts.
Turning the golem into sand had shown her that it was possible to take autonomous parts out of the main body. She trapped Alicia’s nipples in the same bondage they’d used on each other’s limbs, encasing them in an almost fist sized chunk of rock each. Now she only had to turn the connections to the main pillars into streams of quicksand, leaving the two chunks to themselves so gravity could do its parts.
For a crazy second she thought her nipples would rip off.
She barely managed not to scream as the rocks’ drop got stopped by Alicia’s breasts, her nipples taking the brunt of the force. These chunks of the golem had to weight close to a kilo each, and the whole weight tugged at those sensitive nubs so hard that they stretched Alicia’s breasts down.
Fuck, that hurt! Raven clutched at her own chest, but of course that did nothing to soothe the pain, since it wasn’t her own.
At least she’d finally managed to make an impression on Alicia. The girl hasn’t been able to stifle her shriek, and her breath came in shallow bursts as she tried to deal with the pain. “That’s evil,” she pressed out between clenched teeth.
“Don’t flatter me just yet, I’m only getting started.” Raven blinked a few times to hide how her own eyes were tearing up, but she wouldn’t have stopped for the world. Not when that expression of sweet suffering on Alicia’s face was so much hotter than anything she could have dreamed up in her masturbatory fantasies.
Raven took a deep breath and steadied herself, mentally reaching out to the golem. Not that anything could have prepared her for the special kind of hell she put both of them into as she took the smooth stone against Alicia’s nipples and turned its surface into jagged spikes.
They shouldn’t be sharp enough to break the skin, but fuck did it feel like her nipples got shredded to pieces. With them still completely enclosed by the stone there was no escaping these pointy tips digging into these sensitive nubs, and the gentle swing of Alicia’s breasts rocked the spikes, never allowing the sensations to settle down. That was going to bruise for sure!
There was no staying silent this time, though Raven prided herself on at least not screaming as pitifully as Alicia did. Still, there would have been no way she’d been able to bear this under normal circumstances. The sweet vindication of proving her superiority gave her the strength to push through the pain, although her arousal played no small part, either. Fuck, she was horny! As much fun as it was to torture Alicia, her pussy shouldn’t have been this tingly already. She was horny enough for two.
“Wait a minute, you’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” Raven almost managed to keep her voice from shaking. Between her raging arousal and the screaming pain in her nipples, thinking straight was turning into an impossible challenge.
“And you aren’t?” Despite panting like crazy, Alicia managed a smirk. “Admit it, you’re at least as much of a helpless masochist as I am. No normal person would have done that to herself.”
“I’m not a masochist!” Yes, not many people would have willingly suffered having their nipples squeezed by sharp stones, but that was only because Raven was ready to go the extra mile where others weren’t. She’d gladly bring some sacrifices if it meant that she could put Alicia in her place. “Don’t get any wrong ideas. You’re only feeling how much I love seeing you squirm.”
“Which is the only thing you love about me, of course.”
Alicia cried out as Raven made true on her earlier promise and slapped her breasts. That alone would have been painful enough, but with the jagged rocks tugging at her nipples, every little movement was pure agony. Raven almost choked on her own screams as she doubled over, clutching at her breasts.
She forced herself to straighten back up. Alicia must not see how much the pain was getting to her, even if it felt like someone was biting off her nipples.
Speaking about biting, though…
“Let me show you the kind of love I have for you.” Raven sunk her teeth into the firm flesh between Alicia’s neck and her shoulder. It wasn’t a kiss by any stretch of the imagination. Raven dug in as hard as she could, even when the sharp ache in her own neck made her eyes water.
Alicia’s skin tasted of the summer sun, of dry soil, and slightly salty from how the pain had started to make her sweat. It wasn’t a bad taste at all, and Raven had no second thoughts about enjoying herself as she sucked hard enough to guarantee a giant bruise. Getting turned on by Alicia’s body was not a sign that she had any feelings for her, but it did make it so much sweeter to dominate her.
When Raven let go again, she had left two shining rows of tooth marks around a spot that was already turning a dark purple. She felt the throbbing ache on her own neck, but as she gloated over how visibly she’d claimed Alicia as her plaything, she realized one essential imbalance in the soul link: Raven’s neck might feel like it was badly bruised, but it wasn’t actually affected. She might suffer the same pains as Alicia, but only one of them would bear the marks. That seemed like a concept worth exploring.
Raven roughly grabbed Alicia’s sides, wincing as she felt all these prickly stings herself. She liked to file her nails into sharp points, giving her the appearance of having claws. Usually it was just a fashion statement so everyone would instantly know that she wasn’t to be messed with, but right now it gave her exactly the weapon she needed. This wouldn’t be easy, but it was going to be so worth it.
“Regretting your cockiness already?” Raven growled as she slowly and methodically slid her hands down to Alicia’s hips. Her nails trailed fiery lines that burned like a bitch, but no matter how it might feel, Raven stayed unharmed while shining red welts bloomed on Alicia’s skin. The girl was going to feel that for a good while longer.
“The only thing I regret is not making a move on you sooner.” Alicia’s laugh was as crazy as this whole situation. “I’d always figured you were a kinky gal, but I’d never thought you’d be this fun when you really get going.”
“Who’s playing tough now? I know that-”
Raven’s taunt ended in the most embarrassing whimper as her nipples exploded with pain. Alicia might be almost immobilized, but one of the few things she could still do was something like a full body shrug. It would have been utterly ineffective, had it not made her breasts bounce, sending the rocks on her now exceedingly tender nipples flying.
“Don’t think you’ve got me yet. I can do this all day.” Alicia’s cracked voice was living proof that she definitely could not do this all day, but there was nothing fake about the confidence with which she challenged Raven. They both knew that she didn’t have to hold out all day. She only had to hold out longer.
The pain in Raven’s nipples made her stomach churn. They’d become so raw and sensitive, and every second these sharp spikes dug into them only made them hurt even worse. It was so tempting to call the golem back and give them some rest.
In hindsight it had been a really bad idea to go for this kind of torture. Usually the sensitivity of Alicia’s nipples would have left her at a disadvantage, but the soul link turned everything on its head. While it had to be just as unbearable for Alicia, she knew what she’d gotten herself into. Due to how unresponsive Raven’s own nipples were, she wasn’t used to this level of intensity, and her body desperately screamed for a break. But if she let them both off the hook now, it would prove that Alicia could take more than her.
In her frustration Raven slashed at Alicia’s belly, her legs, even her sensitive inner thighs. The itching burn of the scratches was infuriating in its own right, but it took Raven’s mind off the pain in her nipples, and Alicia looked so hot covered in this network of bright red stripes.
With every scratch, every pained gasp, every burning sting, her arousal only grew. Soon she’d entered a horny frenzy where she couldn’t have stopped herself even if she’d wanted to. Her body hurt all over, and every attack on Alicia only added another lingering ache. Under normal circumstances she wouldn’t have been able to do much but groan and wait for the pain to subside, but in her current state all these countless discomforts only egged her on even more. Hell, the biggest spikes of arousal came when her nails cut especially deep into Alicia’s skin, making her eyes water from the truly insidious burn.
When she finally relented, both of them were drenched in sweat and panting heavily. Alicia looked as if she’d been thrown to the tigers. The entire front of her body, from her collar bones down to her knees, was scratched raw and itching like crazy. Even the giant bite mark at her neck had gotten company when Raven hadn’t been able to suppress her primal urges.
But the sweat wasn’t the only reason both of them were dripping wet. They were shivering with need, their lust for each other at the forefront of their minds. During the last bite Raven had spent far too much time kissing and licking Alicia’s neck for her to have plausible deniability, and she’d just barely kept herself from stealing an actual kiss. She needed some real action and she needed it now, or she would do something real stupid that would give Alicia more ammunition to tease her with.
Raven formed a part of the golem into a giant rounded shaft. Maybe it was foolish to make it this thick, but she was too horny to be reasonable. And with how wet Alicia was, shoving that thing into her shouldn’t even hurt. Much.
“Ready to really get to know your golem?”
Alicia scoffed. “You really think I’ve never used it on myself before? Why do you think I put so much time and energy into taking the shapeshifting to the max?”
Fantasies of Alicia stealing away in the dark of the night to get fucked by a monster of her own creation floated into Raven’s mind. Seemed like she still hadn’t given her rival enough credit when it came to the depths of her perversion. But there was a big difference between playing with a glorified sex toy by yourself, and having someone else use that some toy on you when you were helpless to stop them. A difference that Raven was all too glad to teach Alicia.
Her initial plan had been to fuck Alicia just the way she was, hanging in the air as exposed as she could ever be. But if Alicia flaunted her experience like that, then Raven had to find an even more demeaning pose for her, and she knew just the thing.
She took control of the stone pillars holding Alicia in place and bent them over, shoving Alicia’s face into the grass. She forced a stone bar against Alicia’s spine and the back of her knees so she had no choice but to bow down on all fours, her hips the highest point of her. Raven would have appreciated the sight, but the moment Alicia crashed to the ground, Raven dropped down herself and her vision blurred as her chest flared up with an absolutely disgusting amount of pain.
For several seconds she could do nothing but curl up into a fetal position and whimper, vaguely aware that beside her Alicia howled, trapped in the clutches of the same agony. It wasn’t just her nipples that hurt like there was no tomorrow. Her breasts felt as if someone had punched them with all their strength, and they ached under an awful squeezing tension that didn’t let up.
It took Raven a moment to figure out what was going on: Not only had the sharp rocks around Alicia’s nipples made the impact on the ground pure agony, her breasts were now trapped between those same rocks and her full weight.
Raven released these parts of the golem, turning them back into soft sand that became one with the main body. She didn’t care about appearing weak anymore. If her nipples didn’t get some rest from the pain, she was going to piss herself for real. Not that they stopped hurting, but at least there were no sharp spikes digging into the tender bruises anymore, and the tension in her chest got a lot easier to bear now that Alicia’s breasts got flattened only against the soft soil instead of hard stone. And it was a good thing that weren’t all that big to begin with.
“You okay there? That was a lot worse than expected, huh?”
Raven forced herself to get back on her feet. She would have loved to stay curled up for a few more minutes as she waited for the pain in her nipples to subside, but how pathetic would it be if she let Alicia pity her? “I’m fine. Just caught me by surprise what a sensitive snowflake you are, that’s all.”
She took a couple of deep breaths, trying to stop her legs from shaking. Suffering through this blinding pain had left her so fucking exhausted, but she quickly found that she was just as horny as before, if not even more so. Between being made to share Alicia’s masochism and seeing her rival in this humiliating pose, it didn’t matter how tired and battered her body was.
She crouched down behind Alicia and spread her butt cheeks to full expose that bright pink pussy of hers. Raven might feel like she needed it bad, but that girl looked absolutely desperate. Her pussy was sopping wet, her outer lips swollen with need, and her gushing entrance pulsated with hungry contractions. The smell of her arousal was thick in the air, making Raven’s mouth water. She’d never seen such a juicy pussy before, and thanks to how well Alicia kept herself groomed, she couldn’t hide the tiniest detail of her arousal.
“Feel free to have a taste.” Alicia’s voice had dropped a register from how horny she was.
“You wish.” Raven had to admit that it was so tempting to sample this pretty pussy with her tongue, to find out if Alicia’s taste was as intoxicating as her smell, but eating someone out was just about the most submissive act she could think off, except maybe for kissing someone’s feet, so there was no way she was going to do it.
Although that gave her an idea…
But first things first. Raven let the stone dildo grow towards Alicia’s entrance. On closer look that thing really was crazy thick. Someone with less awareness for the female anatomy or less sense for adventure would have wondered if it would even fit at all. To Raven’s lust-addled mind, though, the challenge only made her even more eager to push on.
Both of them moaned in unison as the dildo’s tip forced Alicia’s pussy open. It was so weird for Raven to feel this oppressive fullness working its way into her, when she could at the same time feel her own pussy excitedly clenching around nothing. Maybe she’d been too quick to judge the soul link. Crawling through each other’s emotions was still kinda scary, but being able to feel the pleasure of two people at the same time more than made up for it. She was sure, if she’d fingered herself now while she enjoyed the sensations of this monster dildo ripping into her, she would have exploded within minutes.
She pulled Alicia’s pussy lips apart to help the dildo slide into her. Even with her gentle assistance and the copious amounts of lubrication thanks to Alicia’s arousal, the friction was absolutely brutal. Yes, the thing did fit, but it felt like Alicia had to rearrange her insides to make it so.
Raven’s eyelids fluttered from the overwhelming pleasure as that giant stone shaft speared Alicia. She let it settle as deep as was comfortable and left it there for the moment. Just dealing with having this thing inside of her was distracting enough, and there was something else she had to do before completely surrendering to the pleasure. After all, it wouldn’t do for Alicia to forget who was in charge here.
Getting up again took two tries with how shaky her legs were. She walked back to Alicia’s front, looking down at her pretty rival who couldn’t return her leering stares. The golem’s unbreakable grip forced her head down, but conveniently it didn’t fully mash her face into the grass.
“There! So you can show me a little gratitude for making you feel this good.” Raven shoved her foot into the gap between Alicia’s face and the soil.
She’d only meant it as a practical joke at Alicia’s expense. It gave her such a rush of power to force her into this demeaning position. What she hadn’t expected was for Alicia to play along with zero hesitation.
“What the…” For a moment Raven was completely flabbergasted as she felt Alicia’s soft lips traveling over the top of her foot, covering it with adoring kisses. “You’re actually doing it?”
Alicia giggled. “Of course. Could it be that you’re still thinking of me as this innocent cinnamon roll?” She enclosed Raven’s big toe with her lips and eagerly sucked on it.
Raven knew that Alicia wasn’t bluffing. If Alicia had felt any shame or disgust at debasing herself like that, Raven would have felt it through their soul link. What she did feel, though, in what had to be the weirdest development of this entire madness, was the sensation of her own toe in her mouth.
Her first instinct was to twitch away, but if she did that, Alicia would laugh at her for sure. That little bitch had once again managed to turn the tables on her. No wonder she was this ready to humiliate herself, knowing that she passed the humiliation right on. Surely she was just waiting for Raven to complain or back out so she could gloat about her little victory.
Normally she would have let Alicia have it, because no way was this stupid challenge worth it to gobble her own toes. Only that Raven was too horny and too invested to make such a reasonable assessment. And it wasn’t like it was that bad. After walking barefoot trough the forest, her feet barely had their own smell to them, having taken on a grassy, mossy taste that wasn’t unpleasant at all. And while it was demeaning to experience the sensations of giving such dirty oral worship, Alicia’s soft, wet mouth felt real good. Also: The actually dirty part was only with Alicia, just like the bruises and scratches were only hers to bear.
When Raven made the golem move again, the pleasure melted any last doubts she might have had. That thick stone shaft felt so amazing as it slid out a little, only to force itself right back in. Even though she was going slow, due to its girth that dildo absolutely shredded her insides, making her ache in a way that perfectly rounded out all the lingering pains in her body. Even the stomach-churning throbbing in her overly tender nipples only enhanced the experience, giving the pleasure an excitingly kinky edge.
Staying upright quickly became impossible. As much as Raven wanted to keep her dominant position, her legs simply refused to carry her any longer as the pleasure shook her to her very core. She dropped onto her butt, using her hands to steady herself so she could at least remain sitting.
Alicia was just as affected by the slow, heavy fucking of the golem. Raven could feel her moans vibrating against her toes, just like she felt them in her own mouth. If anything, the haze of arousal had only gotten Alicia even more eager to worship her feet. Maybe it was because this was the only distraction the strict bondage granted her, or maybe she really was this much of a raging submissive, but her lips and tongue never rested as she all but devoured Raven’s toes.
But while Alicia proved to be the perfect sexy plaything in so many ways, it quickly became apparent that she wasn’t one of the lucky few who could come from penetration alone. Getting speared by this thick shaft felt mindbogglingly amazing, but while the tension kept building up in her loins, it would simmer there forever if Raven didn’t change it up.
It would have been so hot to keep fucking her until Alicia was so desperate with need that she begged for more, but Raven wasn’t ready to face that same desperation. The need was killing her, and she was mentally exhausted from much she’d suffered through already. But the nice thing about the soul link was that she didn’t have to change anything about what she was doing to Alicia. She could go ahead and continue to enjoy this thorough fucking while she brought herself to her well-deserved orgasm.
The moment Raven reached between her legs, she lost all awareness for her surroundings. Even with that haze of hot need drowning out her conscious mind she’d still underestimated just how crazy aroused she was. She’d judged Alicia’s pussy for its sorry state, but her own private parts were no less sloppy and swollen. Her clit had grown into a hard nub, and the slightest touch to it made her almost blank out from the intensity of the pleasure. At this rate she would come in a matter of seconds, but there was no way she’d be able to control herself enough to draw this out. Now that she’d gotten a taste of the bliss, she needed it all.
Her mouth hung open as she sat there, rubbing her fingers over her clit in slick circles. Maybe she was drooling. She didn’t know and didn’t care. In this moment nothing else mattered except for how amazingly good she felt. Even the sensations of her tongue licking between her dirty toes felt raunchy instead of irritating. As she rapidly approached the edge, her fingers only sped up even more. This was going to be so glorious.
Both of them screamed as the climax hit them. Raven barely managed not to collapse from how violently her body shook. The pleasure pulsating from her clit was painfully intense, and yet she couldn’t stop herself from rubbing that crazy bundle of nerves. The fullness from the giant stone dildo combined with the contractions of her own empty pussy, forming a potent cocktail of pure bliss that let her experience so many different forms of pleasure at the same time. Every time she thought she’d slowly come down, something set her off again into another round of that mind-melting orgasm.
She only stopped when she was completely and utterly spent. Her clit burned from all the pleasure she’d ripped from it, and that familiar sweet relaxation was washing through her body. Only that the relief was a lot weaker than it should have been after such an explosive finish.
Raven started as she realized that she was just as horny as before. The dildo stretching her to the brink should have been supremely uncomfortable in her now oversensitive pussy, but it still felt absolutely heavenly. Hell, her body was loudly demanding an orgasm even though she’d just had one and the slightest touch to her swollen clit made it very clear that another round would be nothing but torture.
It didn’t take her long to figure out what was going on: She might have come to her heart’s content, but Alicia had not. And while Alicia’s mind had shared the pleasures of her orgasm, her body remained unsatisfied.
As far as Raven was concerned, it could stay that way. Just like with all the sensations they’d shared, it felt so supremely right that all the nice things belonged to Raven’s body, and all the not so nice ones to Alicia’s. Now she only had to release the soul link so she could properly bask in the satisfaction of her afterglow, with the extra benefit of getting to see Alicia squirm.
“Okay, playtime is over.” Raven pulled her foot out of Alicia’s mouth and called the golem back into its dormant boulder form. Alicia groaned as she slowly got up onto her knees and stretched her stiff limbs. Raven felt every little detail of how sore she was all over. One more reason to cut their ties as soon as possible.
“Thanks for being such a willing victim, I guess, but all good things have to come to an end.” Raven got up onto her own knees and shuffled closer. She was no expert on soul links, but it stood to reason that they were broken the same way they were set up. And while she definitely hadn’t developed any feelings for Alicia, she found that she was looking forward to ending this whole adventure with a kiss.
“Giving up already? And there I was sure that you could handle so much more.”
“I’m not giving up. I got what I wanted, so why drag it out? And also: I gotta leave some tricks up my sleeve for next time.” Raven put her smuggest grin on, and she almost managed to convince herself with her own cockiness. Even if there was this little voice at the back of her mind which worried if maybe it would have been her who’d tapped out first if she’d pushed the two of them even further.
“Next time, huh? So you admit that you want more of me?” Alicia wiggled her eyebrows suggestively, wiping the grin from Raven’s lips. Looked liked she’d once again been outplayed.
“Don’t get any wrong ideas. You’ve got a hot body, and it’s fun to see you squirm, that’s all.”
“Of course it is.”
Raven should have been annoyed, but the lingering arousal made it hard to focus on anything but Alicia’s glistening lips right in front of her. She needed to get out of that horny body of Alicia’s, or she would do something that ruined this perfectly dominant ending of their shared adventure. “Stop screwing around. Let’s break this link. I need my body back.”
She leaned in for a kiss, but Alicia blocked her. “Wait a sec. Before we break it off, I want to hear you admit that you enjoyed yourself.”
“I told you already, didn’t I?”
Alicia chuckled. “No, I mean that you enjoyed suffering everything with me. And don’t try to deny it. You would never have been this ruthless with me if you didn’t like getting fucked up so thoroughly.”
Raven wanted to protest, but really, what would have been the point? Alicia had been there with her for the entire time. She knew how much the pain and the intensity had enhanced the experience for her. “Yeah. So what?”
“Oh, nothing. I was just thinking, since you mentioned a next time: Now that you know what it’s like, how about you let me take charge the next time?” She raised her hand as Raven was about to make her indignation at this suggestion heard. “Don’t play hard to get, unless you want to tell me that you couldn’t handle the things you did to me yourself. You’re not such a chicken, are you?”
“Of course I could!” Raven knew that her arousal was making her reckless, but she had to make it unmistakable clear that she wasn’t a coward. She was still embarrassed thinking back to how afraid she’d been at the beginning, when it had been her bound and hyper-aware of her vulnerability. Given everything she’d seen today, it was no wonder that Alicia would have some wrong ideas about being the tougher one of them two. “I’m game. You’ll see, I can handle everything I did to you and more. Easily!”
“I’ll hold you to it. Just one more thing.” Alicia held out her hand. “The soul crystal, if you please. I want my golem back.”
Raven reluctantly handed the crystal over. She could’ve gotten used to having such a versatile toy at her disposal. But as much as she wanted one for herself, she knew that she’d never be able to create a golem at this level, and the only witch she could have asked for help was Alicia, which wasn’t going to happen. She wouldn’t come to her rival begging for freebies.
“Okay then,” Alicia said once she’d infused her own magic into the golem’s inner workings again. “Let’s do this. And make sure to relax your magical flow as much as possible, to ensure a smooth separation.”
Raven did as she was told. She let herself fall into the kiss and was only a little embarrassed by how it made her moan. They made out as intimately as the first time, and with how horny she still was, this smooth dance of their tongues felt far too good.
Until she felt something like a mental hiccup, a flash of darkness and disorientation. She stumbled back, holding her head. The sensations within her body had changed and she no longer felt the experiences of two people. But why was there still the infuriating itch of countless scratches all over skin? That painful tenderness of her nipples? Or that raging need within her that suddenly wasn’t mellowed out by the satisfaction of her orgasm anymore.
“Wow, you actually fell for it.”
It had to be Alicia saying these words, but her voice sounded all wrong, and yet weirdly familiar at the same time. Raven blinked a few times to get her vision back into focus, only to see herself standing right in front of her.
“What?”
“I’m sorry, I just couldn’t resist.” The fake Raven laughed, her eyes shining with mischief. “I thought it was a little unfair that after I let you have all the fun, I’d be the one frustrated and hurting all over. And you said that you can handle everything you did to me, so it’s only fair game if I make you prove it, don’t you think?”
“You little bitch! Give me my body back!”
Alicia was utterly unimpressed by her outburst. “Don’t worry, I can’t keep that spell up forever. It will break on its own when I go to sleep, at the latest. And before you strangle me: It’s not like there’s nothing in it for you. Remember how you boasted in front of everyone that you can take on my golem?”
Right, there had been a reason to this madness. With all the violent sex going on, Raven had almost forgotten why they were here in the first place.
“How about this: We do the fight as planned, but not tell anyone that we switched bodies. Since I’m the one controlling the golem, I can easily make it look like an epic fight that you win in the end. That’s a crazy good deal, and you know it. You set yourself up to get your ass kicked in front of everyone, and now instead everyone will think that you’re an absolute machine and so much stronger than me.”
Raven had to admit that Alicia had a point there. If she stayed true to her words, it would save Raven a lot of humiliation. That was definitely worth dealing with a couple of scratches and bruises for a bit.
“Guess I don’t have to strangle you after all. But you better not fuck around with my body. I swear, if I don’t get it back just the way it was…”
“A bit scratched and dirty, but floating in the afterglow of a real nice orgasm? That can easily be arranged,” Alicia said with a grin. “But speaking about preserving bodies in the right state…”
She snatched the soul crystal from the ground (Raven must have dropped it in her shock at suddenly inhabiting Alicia’s body) and sent a small stream of flowing sand towards Raven. Before Raven had any time to react, it had already formed into something like panties made of stone.
“You know, I’ve been really looking forward to that orgasm. You built me up so much, it’s gonna feel so great. Would be a shame if it went to waste when I’m not around to enjoy it.”
“You little bitch!” Raven yelled again as she realized what was going on. The layer of stone between her legs wasn’t all that thick, but it prevented any and all access to her naughty bits. Well, to Alicia’s naughty bits, but that didn’t make a difference right now. Knowing that she couldn’t do anything about this hot itch immediately made her feel the frustration of her unfulfilled need so much worse.
“What’s that? It shouldn’t be a problem. Unless, of course, you planned to have some less than decent fun with my body first chance you got.”
Raven glared at Alicia.
“Okay, I’m not unreasonable. I’ll give you a little something to have fun with.”
Raven gasped as she felt something push against her dripping entrance. The insides of the stone panties grew a dildo not unlike the one she had used herself, though thankfully it was significantly smaller. It also seemed to be only loosely connected to the panties, allowing it to move around. That was a blessing and a curse. A rigid dildo would have made walking all but impossible and a major pain to boot, but feeling it shift around inside of her with every step made it impossible to forget about her simmering arousal. “You expect me to have that thing inside of me the whole day? I’ll go crazy! And everyone will notice it immediately.”
“Only if you lack the skill and the willpower to hide it.” Alicia’s mocking tone grew a little softer. “I know you’re a strong girl. You can handle it. And if I may focus your attention on a tiny little detail of this whole situation…”
Alicia leaned in, and for a crazy moment Raven thought she would kiss her again. Which would essentially mean that Raven would be kissing herself. Maybe it was just because of how horny she was, but in that startled moment Raven realized that the thought wasn’t repulsive at all. In fact, the idea of getting intimate with her own body from outside was strangely alluring.
However, Alicia swerved to the side to whisper into Raven’s ear. “Remember: Tonight, when ‘Raven’ wins against ‘Alicia’, you’ll still be in my body. And I can’t stop you from making me say whatever you want when ‘Alicia’ admits her defeat.”
Raven’s heart sped up as her gears got turning. Alicia was right. Not only would Raven get to humiliate her in front of everyone, she could even make her offer a juicy forfeit to “Raven”. One Alicia would be bound to uphold, since the entire coven would witness her promise. Raven didn’t have the perfect idea yet for what that would be, but she was sure, the hours of frustrating teasing she’d have to endure until then would make her come up with something real good. Alicia was so going to regret this.
And maybe Raven would regret making her regret it later, since she’d already agreed to another date with Alicia in control. But that was a problem for future Raven. And she certainly didn’t mind if this kinky adventure of theirs grew a long tail-end of additional opportunities to get down and dirty with Alicia and show her who the tougher one of them was.
Although she didn’t have any feelings for Alicia, of course. Absolutely none. This was just about sex and power, nothing else.






  
  Corrupting the Pony Girl


The warm late-spring sun shone down on the lush meadows stretching out between wide bands of trees which broke up the scenery and made it look like there was nothing in the world except for nature in its most friendly and beautiful form. Truly, there couldn’t have been a better time and place to lie in the grass naked, tied and gagged. 
As nice as the day and the scenery might be, though, Rylee couldn’t help being annoyed at herself. She was supposed to be the best pony girl in the herd, and yet she’d been one of the first to be caught in this year’s cowgirl competition.
It hard started out so well, with her staying easily ahead of the pursuers, doing her best to break away from the bulk of the other pony girls so everyone would hunt them instead of her. One of the cowgirls had pulled a fast one on her, though. She’d stayed back while her colleagues ran after the herd, only to circle around to where she guessed Rylee would ultimately escape to.
And she’d guessed right. Rylee had just broken out of one of the stripes of forest when a lasso around her legs had made her smack down on the grass in the most undignified way.
It wasn’t that Rylee had a problem with being bundled up and left behind while the rest of the cowgirls and pony girls continued their hunt. That was part of the game. It rubbed her the wrong way, though, that it had been a fresh upstart of a cowgirl who’d caught her, and so quickly at that. Stupid beginner’s luck! Now everyone would think that she was the hot shit, and they’d wonder if Rylee had lost her spark.
Well, for now there was nothing she could do about it except gnaw on her bit gag in annoyance. It was one of the soft rubber ones, at least. The usual steel ones wouldn’t be safe for this competition, given how the pony girls were pretty much expected to collide with the ground in a less than controlled manner at some point. Nobody would profit if they lost a tooth or two in the process.
As much as Rylee was loathe to admit it, that young cowgirl knew her ropes. While the bondage was nothing fancy (wrists joined with rope cuffs behind Rylee’s back, her legs tucked in, ankles tightly bound to her thighs), it was as effective as could be.
While caught ponies were supposed to lie there and wait until they got collected at the end of the hunt, Rylee had sneakily tried to break out of her bonds, to make it look like the cowgirl had screwed up the bondage. It might help her save face if she could show that her captor coasted along purely on trickery with no skill to back it up. But despite her best efforts it was impossible to get to the knot of her rope cuffs with her fingers, and rubbing them against a stone had only earned her some scrapes on her wrists. And while she could almost reach the ropes on her legs, it remained at this infuriating “almost”.
A rustle in the nearby trees caught Rylee’s attention. Was the hunt over already and they were coming to get her? It seemed too early. After all, Rylee had been caught barely half an hour in, and she could have only been lying there for another half an hour or so. Usually these hunts lasted for several hours. Then again, maybe the other pony girls had delivered a similarly pathetic performance.
Not that her own performance had been pathetic, of course, since she’d only been caught by blind luck.
Turned out, it wasn’t a cowgirl. The woman with the bright blond hair appearing from between the trees was just as naked at Rylee, though instead of a bit gag she wore a collar with a short chain attached as a leash. One of the dog girls that had been brought along to assist in the hunt, only that this one had apparently gotten separated from her owner. Or had run away, more likely. Rylee didn’t remember the names of all pet girls on the ranch, but she knew Daisy here, for the simple fact that she had to be the laziest and most badly behaved dog girl in history.
“Now look at that. Oh how the great have fallen.” The fact that Daisy didn’t make even the slightest attempt to stay in character was further proof that she was acting on her own accord. Instead of helping to round up the remaining pony girls like she was supposed to, she’d put it into her pretty but otherwise useless head to go gawk at Rylee.
“Is it true that a total newbie did you in? And so quickly to boot? Bet you don’t feel so high and mighty anymore, now do you?” She knelt over Rylee, then dropped down in swift swoop so she sat on Rylee’s belly, momentarily pushing the air out of her lungs.
Rylee growled. With the gag in, that was about the only way for her to express what she thought of Daisy’s behavior. Not that she’d have had anything to say to her even if her mouth had been free. Daisy simply wasn’t worth the time of her day. She only hoped that the poor gal who’d received Daisy as an aid would come for her soon, give her good thrashing to remind her of her place, and be off again with her in tow.
“You know, you could try being a little nicer for once. No wonder nobody likes you.”
Rylee made an exasperated huff. What was this girl on about? Rylee was a nice enough person, nicer than most people around her deserved, even. If anything, the reason the other pony girls looked at her funny was that they were jealous.
Not that they would have anything to be jealous of if only they’d put in the work to get better at their job. Rylee wasn’t a natural genius. Anyone could achieve her level of strength and grace, the others were just too lazy to make an honest attempt at it, preferring instead to spend their time at “stable parties”, as they called their endless orgies.
And in a way Rylee got it. She, too, had needs. Had an itch between her legs that wanted to be scratched from time to time. But like a good pony girl she impressed her owner to earn some sexual attention as a reward, instead of going for the cheap thrill of humping the next best pony she saw. Or make use of one of the many dog girls running around, their sloppy tongues eager to lick absolutely anything you presented to them.
“What’s that? Still think you’re something better than me?” Daisy tilted her head as she looked down on Rylee. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you look at me. To you I’m just some dumb mutt, ain’t I?”
“Hmpf.” That noncommittal sound was the best Daisy would get. While Rylee wouldn’t have called her a dumb mutt to her face, she had been thinking about Daisy along those lines. Still, it wasn’t wise to openly antagonize her while she was in a position of relative power. A very temporary position, but someone like Daisy might abuse this chance with no regard for the punishments it would earn her later.
“Fair enough. After all, for the longest time I only thought of you as this dumb bootlicker with no life.”
Rylee snorted. It was rich for a dog girl to call someone else a bootlicker. Then again, Daisy was the kind of dog you wouldn’t trust with your boots for fear that she’d shred them to pieces.
Daisy sighed. She put her hands on Rylee’s breasts and idly played with her nipples. “You know, you’re such a pretty girl. You’d be the star of the stable if only you took that stick out of your ass and let the others play with you.”
Rylee growled again. She tried to shake Daisy off, but between the dog girl’s weight and her bondage she could barely wiggle her body, let alone get away.
“What’s that? Got a problem? You’re a pet girl, for fuck’s sake, start acting like one!” Daisy let go of Rylee’s breasts. Despite her harsh words, though, there was a strange softness in her eyes. “I just want to help you have a little fun for once.”
Rylee grumbled and turned away as she realized that the look Daisy gave her was one of pity. It was so stupid. Daisy was the worst pet girl on the ranch by a long shot. By what authority was she making any kind of judgment call about Rylee’s life?
“Come on, don’t be like that!” Daisy made Rylee look at her again. She did it with her hand closed. It felt like she was secretly holding something small. “I’m serious! I only want to help you. You might be a bit of a bitch, but hey, technically so am I, so we already have that in common.”
Daisy gave Rylee a moment to react to the word play, but she only got the silence she deserved. “Anyway, I gotta admit, I feel a little sorry for you. You know, with how you don’t really fit in. But if I confronted you about it any other time, you’d just tell me to mind my own business, so I thought, there’s no day like today. You can’t brush me off now, so you gotta at least listen and give me a chance to get through to you.”
Rylee groaned and threw her head back into the grass. She regretted her own theatrics when the sudden movement made some drool dribble out of the corners of her mouth and run over her cheeks. The bit gag made swallowing possible for the most part, but it was still a bit of a struggle.
To her surprise, Daisy wiped it off her cheeks with gentle fingers. “I think you’re a pretty cool person deep down. You’re strong, you’re smart, you’re determined. And sexy, can’t forget that. People just can’t appreciate it because you make them feel like you’re something better. But if we proved to them that you have a wild, fun side, that you’re not above enjoying some raunchy adventures here and there, they’d see that you’re just like them, and I’m sure they’d come around to you.”
Daisy leaned in, her face hovering right above Rylee’s as if she was letting her in on a secret, even though there was no one around to listen anyway. “Just imagine what would happen if there was a rumor that you got caught on purpose because you had a deal with me to meet you for some dirty fun. You’d be the talk of the stable. And it would totally fit. Like, you only play the haughty girl because you’re embarrassed about the others seeing the real you, but in secret you’re a slut like everyone else.”
Rylee didn’t know if she should be angry or amused by Daisy’s ramblings. The idea was preposterous. No one who knew her would believe for even a moment that she’d have some secret sex deals with the most useless dog girl around.
Or so she’d like to think. Though, truth be told, none of the other pony girls knew her all that well. While Daisy was spouting unholy amounts of bullshit, she was correct insofar as that Rylee didn’t have any real connection with her fellow pet girls. They were likely to believe pretty much anything about her if it came from the right source.
“Look, I even came prepared!”
Rylee’s eyes grew wide as Daisy showed her what she’d been hiding in her hand: A tiny vibrator, the kind that was made to blast your clit until you sang Hallelujah.
Pets weren’t allowed to have any toys. They might at times be given some, but only so they could put on a show for the entertainment of their owners. Stealing one for unsupervised use was a serious crime, one that earned you a lot more than a smarting ass. If they were found in the possession of that thing, they might very well spend the evening bound to the whipping post.
“I already had a test drive with it,” Daisy continued, utterly unfazed by the kind of trouble she might get the two of them into. “And I can tell you, it’s every bit as amazing as you think it is. With this I can make you come like you’ve never come before. So what do you say? Are you in for a little adventure?”
To her horror Rylee realized that she actually considered it. Only for a moment, of course. Daisy’s proposal was absolutely crazy. If they got caught, not only would she have a real painful punishment to look forward to, her status as the best pony girl in the stable would be seriously jeopardized. And for what? For an orgasm and some street cred? Certainly not!
Even if it would be an amazing orgasm.
Given to her by a woman who was, despite all her flaws, admittedly pretty hot.
And it was kinda nice to imagine the other ponies giving her impressed looks when they heard what kind of naughty shenanigans Rylee had secretly been up to.
A dirty grin grew on Daisy’s lips. Fuck, she’d hesitated too long! Rylee shook her head energetically, but it was too late.
“Don’t try to deny it. We both know that you want to find out what it’s like to live a little. Though I have to admit, it’s hot to see you so conflicted.”
Daisy leaned in. Due to the bit gag she couldn’t properly kiss Rylee, though that wasn’t her intention anyway. Daisy might be the world’s worst dog girl when it came to following orders, but there was a reason she’d become a terrible dog girl instead of a terrible pony girl, a terrible maid, or any other kind of badly performed submissive role. Her personality profile was on point, and so were her sloppy dog kisses. She licked all over Rylee’s lips, making her squirm in a weird mix of discomfort and arousal.
“I know it’s gotta be hard for you to commit to doing such a bad thing when you see yourself as this perfect good girl. But maybe I can help you get over yourself.” Daisy playfully tugged at Rylee’s lower lip with her teeth. All her previous efforts to prevent Rylee from drooling over herself were more than undone by this point. “How about this: We both act as if you’re not to blame. You just lie there, all bundled up and helpless, and then this crazy dog girl comes along and has her nasty ways with you. You can’t stop her. What’s happening to you isn’t your fault, even if you end up liking it.”
“Hngh?” Rylee stared back at Daisy, deeply confused about how to feel about any of this. The wet tingle on her lips and having Daisy’s pretty face so close to her didn’t make it easier to think calm, rational thoughts, either.
“That’s a deal, isn’t it? I’ll even take full responsibility in case we get caught. Like, you’ve got all the plausible deniability in the world here. If they see you bound and gagged, like you’re supposed to be, while I’m in a place I shouldn’t be, holding a toy I shouldn’t have, it won’t take much to convince them you’re innocent. Oh, and just so you know…” She leaned in even closer, so her lips were right at Rylee’s ears as she continued in a sultry whisper. “I kinda have a thing for seeing innocence get corrupted. If you let me have this, I’ll be your bitch tomorrow. Just think of what you could make me do. And how impressed the other ponies are gonna be when they see that I let you order me around.”
Rylee’s breath caught. She knew that she should stick with what she knew was right and blow Daisy off. Whatever stupid sexy promises Daisy might make, they weren’t worth losing her reputation as the best pony girl. And yet she couldn’t help but fantasize about the things she’d be able to do if Daisy really became her bitch for a day. Especially since Daisy was the sluttiest pet girl around, which was a high bar to cross.
This would be the chance to try out all the things Rylee had always been kinda curious about, but would have never been comfortable approaching someone with. For example, she’d like to find out if having your ass licked was as amazing as some of the others hyped it up to be. Knowing Daisy, she’d do it in a heartbeat. And who knew, if Daisy’s plan worked, and this indeed broke the ice with the other ponies, maybe she might be able to unlock some other fantasies in the future…
But wouldn’t she be a giant hypocrite if she broke the rules with Daisy, after shunning the others because they chose the cheap thrill of sex over being good ponies?
“So what’s it gonna be? Do you want me to corrupt you?”
Rylee whined. Yes, in some way she wanted it. But she also wanted to be a good pony, and she wouldn’t throw everything overboard so easily. With a heavy heart, she shook her head.
“Thought so.” Daisy didn’t seem disappointed. In fact, her grin only grew wider. “Let’s see how long you can keep lying to yourself.”
Rylee froze as Daisy dragged her soft, wet tongue over her cheek, eyes shining with mischief. She must be thinking that Rylee’s (admittedly not very convincing) head shake had been an act, a way of Rylee pretending not to want this, so Daisy could fully immerse herself into her corruption fantasy.
Rylee should have cleared things up right away. Even with the gag, there were ways to make it unmistakably clear that she wanted to Daisy to back off.
But did she actually want her to? Or did she just want herself to want it?
This already shaky train of thought derailed completely when Daisy reached between Rylee’s legs. It was embarrassing how easily two of her fingers slid into her. Embarrassing, but also so, so nice.
“What’s that? Flaunting your virtues when your body is just as slutty as everyone else’s? You need to stop kidding yourself and admit that you’re no better than us in any shape or form.” Daisy curled her fingers inside Rylee, making her gasp. But while her mocking words stung, there was no malice behind them. Daisy might be calling her a lowly slut, but in her world there was genuinely nothing wrong with being a lowly slut.
Rylee tried to get it together and work up the strength to tell Daisy off. But that would have required blocking out how good her fingers felt inside her. Daisy might be nothing but a stupid mutt most of the time, but she knew how to hit a woman’s weak spots. Maybe Rylee could enjoy this for a few seconds longer before putting an end to it…
“Already giving in? I expected you to put up more of a fight. Then again, it’s not like you can argue against how much your body wants this.” Daisy ripped her fingers out and held her hand up to Rylee’s face. Her fingers glistened in the sun, and there were even some sticky strands forming between her index and middle finger. Was Rylee really this wet?
“It’s time to really rub it in what you are.” Daisy wiped her fingers on Rylee’s face, and she did indeed really rub it in. She made sure to spread the raunchy wetness all over, onto her cheeks, her nose, her lips, even her tongue as she shoved her fingers between the gag and Rylee’s teeth.
Rylee growled in indignation. She tried to twist away, but Daisy had her completely under control. She exhaled sharply but couldn’t dislodge the sticky droplets at her nostrils that filled her nose with her sweetly smell. And no matter how much she tried to swallow, thanks to the gag she wasn’t able to get rid of the taste.
It wasn’t that she had a problem with tasting herself. She even liked it when her owner made her do it, but in those occasions it was a refined, sensual affair. Being treated in such a dirty manner by a random dog girl was humiliating.
“Don’t like it?” Daisy asked with mock sympathy. “It’s not healthy to dislike your own body. You’re clearly lacking some self love. As a medical professional, I prescribe at least two self love sessions a day for a month, one in the morning and one before bedtime. That should help you get over these hangups.”
Rylee huffed and tried to bite Daisy’s fingers. Unsuccessfully, of course.
“Time to show you how good it can feel to be a bad girl.” Daisy picked the vibrator back up and turned it on. Its buzz was surprisingly loud. That sound had to carry pretty far. Rylee could only hope that the hunting cowgirls wouldn’t hear it and come looking to see what was going on.
Wait, what was she thinking? It was bad enough how tempted she was by Daisy’s indecent suggestions. Was she really hoping for Daisy to get away with this? She might not be able to help herself from getting turned on, but as a good pony she should still be happy if Daisy was caught and brought to justice.
Ideally only after she’d gotten a taste of that vibrator, though.
Yes, those weren’t the thoughts of a good pony, but damn, that thing sounded like hell of a ride. It had been years since Rylee became a pony girl, and while her life had been so much better and hornier for it, some aspects of having left her sex toys behind with her old life haunted her. As the best pony she earned herself lots of rewards, so it really wasn’t like she languished in sexual frustration, but as nice as all those strap-on fuckings and the manual attention were, they didn’t give her the same sharp pleasure as a vibrator on her clit.
She hadn’t gone for this kind of play often back when she’d still had the chance. Her clit was extremely sensitive, and she belonged to the few women who usually preferred penetration over clitoral stimulation, but sometimes she needed to get completely destroyed by pleasure, and that was something only a vibrator could give her.
Daisy turned around and went on her hands and knees so she had the best access to Rylee’s crotch. As a side effect they ended up in an approximate sixty-nine position. Rylee still had her own smell clinging to her nose, but Daisy’s pussy hovering above her face was plenty juicy as well. If she lowered her hips, she’d soil Rylee’s face all over, especially since the gag prevented her from controlling the mess by eating Daisy out.
Not that she would have eaten that slutty dog girl out unprompted, of course.
Even if those wet folds looked so inviting.
When Daisy put the vibrator against her clit, all these thoughts evaporated. Fuck, had these things always felt this intense? Or had the years without any vibrator action made her so receptive to the sensations? Daisy didn’t even press down that hard, and it still felt as if the vibrations drilled into every single nerve ending at once. The gag did nothing to muffle Rylee’s screaming moans.
“If you keep this up, they’ll hear us for sure,” Daisy warned her as she pulled the vibrator away again. She didn’t sound all that concerned about the prospect, though.
Rylee struggled to get her breathing under control. A fluttery, strangely numb tingle lingered on her clit. It wasn’t really stimulating by itself, but it was impossible to ignore, focusing all of her attention on that sensitive nub and making her itch for more.
“Just saying: A good girl would keep quiet. It’s only the bad girls that moan like the sluts they are. Let’s try this again and see if you’re a good girl or a bad one.”
Rylee was ready for the sensations. Or so she’d thought. She might know what it felt like now, but she still got completely overwhelmed when Daisy made her feel the vibrator again. And this time she didn’t keep it still, either. She gently wiggled it up and down against her clit, to make absolutely sure that not a single nerve would be spared the assault, and also to make it completely impossible to get used to the ever-changing stimulation.
As much as Rylee tried to be a good girl, it simply felt too good. How could she not voice her pleasure when Daisy drilled unholy amounts of bliss right into her most sensitive spot? She instinctively tried to wiggle away, but her bonds and Daisy’s body trapped her too effectively, and she couldn’t even close her legs to protect herself.
Her wanton moans might not have been as loud as before, but her cheeks burned in embarrassment at how needy she sounded. Even with her being starved for this kind of play, she shouldn’t have been this turned on this quickly. Then again, you didn’t become a pony girl if you weren’t a masochist at heart. Her mind might not accept Daisy as someone who had the right to take these liberties, but her body didn’t care. It responded the same way it always did when she found herself helplessly at the mercy of a hot woman.
“You’re making this too easy. Almost as if you wanted to be corrupted all along.” Daisy took the vibrator away, only to replace it with her tongue.
The sudden change in stimulation made Rylee shriek. This oral attention might not be as intense as the mechanical vibrations, but Daisy once again proved that despite everything, she was a natural dog girl. Her tongue felt twice as big as it actually was with how she managed to get it everywhere at once, lapping up Rylee’s juices while spreading that exciting tingle all over her pussy.
“Fuck, your taste is amazing,” Daisy mumbled between sloppy licks. “It’s so unfair of you to keep it from us. I’m telling you, you’d be the star of the stable parties. Your body is dynamite.”
Even without the gag, Rylee wouldn’t have been able to talk back. Daisy’s skillful tongue made her head swim and her whole body glow with arousal. As much as she tried to deny it, the thought of being surrounded by the other pet girls as they celebrated how sexy she was, it had a dangerous appeal. And it didn’t have to contradict her being a good pony, her lust-addled mind told her. After all, if she was the best, there was nothing wrong with being worshiped.
The vibe was back, and this time Daisy pressed it down with zero mercy. So much for the idea of being worshiped. Rylee couldn’t suppress the screams as the sharp pleasure shredded her clit. It was so intense as to be painful, and yet it felt so crazy good. She was already building up to an amazing orgasm.
She whined as Daisy pulled the vibrator away. Her clit felt numb from the violent assault, but at the same time it was alight with a literal itch for more. Rylee raised her hips as best she could, trying to get more of that heavenly pleasure.
Daisy laughed. “Now look at that. Does our supposed good girl want to come?”
“Hngh.” Rylee fought with herself. Yes, she did want to come, very much so. But she hadn’t given up on her dignity yet. She wouldn’t complain if Daisy continued, but she also wouldn’t beg a random dog girl for sex.
“Not sure yet? That’s okay. Take your time to think about it. I’ll ask again in a hot minute.”
It really was a hot minute, insofar as that Rylee was sweating by the end of it. Daisy was an absolute devil with the vibrator. The sheer amount of pleasure should have made Rylee explode three times over, but somehow Daisy managed to constantly switch up the sensations by varying the position and the pressure, overloading Rylee’s nerves but never letting her get used to the pleasure for long enough to properly attune to it and climax.
This couldn’t be Daisy’s first rodeo. She must have made a habit of stealing and abusing sex toys. It took skill and experience to make a clit burn this fiercely from overstimulation without letting it go over.
By the time she took the vibrator away again, Rylee was panting heavily and she barely even noticed that she was drooling freely from the corners of her mouth. Her pussy kept twitching in frustrated need, and that her vision was dominated by Daisy’s wet crotch did nothing to alleviate her arousal.
“Let’s ask again: Want me to make you come?” Daisy looked back at her, lips twisted into a wild grin. “Why do I even bother? Of course you don’t. Because you’re a good pet, and good pets only come when their owner lets them. Isn’t that right?”
Rylee whined into her gag. Yes, she was a good pet, but she really, really wanted that orgasm. And it wouldn’t be that bad to take it, now would it? After all, it was exactly as Daisy had said: She wasn’t in control right now. She was at the mercy of a dog girl running amok, and she really couldn’t be blamed for the things said dog girl did to her.
Daisy pressed the vibrator back against her clit, but only for a couple of seconds. Rylee howled in frustration and raised her hips as far as her bonds allowed, which really wasn’t far at all, though enough for Daisy to notice her attempt to keep the stimulation going. “Now look at that. So needy.”
She caressed Rylee’s pussy with a couple of slow, strong licks before she turned back so she was face to face with Rylee, looking down on her with a glow in her eyes that almost looked like love. “So pretty.” She ran her tongue from Rylee’s cheek over her nose all the way up to her forehead in the most sensual of sloppy dog kisses. “Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are when your slutty side takes over and locks the good girl away?”
Rylee mumbled something into the gag. Not even she herself was sure if she tried to tell Daisy off or to thank her for the warm flutter these words caused in her stomach. She knew that she wasn’t thinking clearly due to how horny she was, but damn, her body was all ready to submit to this stupid, instinct-driven, slutty, sexy dog girl.
“Yeah, don’t think they did. Because you’ve never shown this side to anyone. Such a pity.” Daisy’s grin turned into a warm smile. “But that makes it all the more special that you bring it out for me now. My beautifully corrupted pony girl.” She leaned in for a kiss, or rather the closest approximation of a kiss that you got between a dirty dog girl and a gagged pony girl. “Want me to continue?”
Rylee’s cheeks burned as she did the tiniest of nods. She closed her eyes, bracing for the well-deserved mockery of how easily she’d thrown her virtues away. Instead she only got another wet, but all the more loving kiss and a whispered “Good girl” before Daisy went back to the sixty-nine position.
Daisy was just a stupid dog girl. Her words didn’t mean anything. So why was Rylee glowing from within as if her owner had just told her how proud she was of her? Had Daisy really corrupted her this completely in such a short time? And if so, could Rylee really claim to have been such a role model of the perfect pony girl before?
The vibrator arrived back at her clit and drove all these thoughts out of her head. While she might be deeply conflicted about her feelings regarding the entire situation, there was zero uncertainty when it came to the vibrator. That thing was pleasure incarnate, and she was so there for it. It barely took a minute until she was back on the edge, and this time Daisy kept it right where it was, treating her to a crazy strong but soothingly steady stream of sensations. There was no way she could have resisted this kind of pleasure even if she’d wanted to.
“Last time: Does my corrupted girl want to come?”
Rylee nodded and made the most affirmative noises the gag allowed her. To hell with her doubts! There would be more than enough time to feel bad about what had happened later. Right now she was going to enjoy how expertly Daisy swamped her with bliss.
Her orgasm was like electric fire blasting through her, made all the harsher by how Daisy only rubbed the vibrator even harder against her clit as she came. Rylee’s throat hurt from how loudly she screamed, but she couldn’t help it. The pleasure was so painfully intense, if she didn’t let it out, she might simply faint. Her body shook like crazy, despite the weight of Daisy pressing down on her. She instinctively tried to get away from the vibrator, her body telling her that it was too much, that she needed out, but at the same time she was so glad that Daisy held her in place and kept that vibrator right at her burning clit, forcing her to endure the orgasm in all its terrible glory.
Daisy only pulled it away once Rylee started coming down from her climax, and it was a good thing she did. If she’d continued to vibe her post-orgasmic clit with that thing, Rylee would have died for real. Even so she fell back against the grass drenched in sweat, every ounce of strength having left her body. It had been so good, but also so, so exhausting.
“That sounded fun.”
Daisy giggled, only to curse a second later. There were voices coming nearer. The hunt had to be over. That, or Rylee’s screams had been so loud that someone had heard them after all.
“And just when we were having so much fun. There, hold on that real quick!”
Rylee groaned as Daisy shoved something hard into her pussy. Only for her heartbeat to quicken as she realized that Daisy had just hidden the vibrator in the naughtiest spot possible.
Seconds later their owner emerged from the trees, followed by two cowgirls, one of them the new one who had trapped Rylee and had come to confirm her catch. Seemed like the hunt was over after all.
“What’s going on here?” their owner asked, her brows furrowed as she looked at Daisy. “What did you do this time?”
Daisy yipped in her best impression of an overexcited chihuahua and licked Rylee’s pussy, making her gasp and twitch from the overstimulation.
Their owner sighed. “I should have known. Useless for any actual work, but top of the litter when it comes to finding the next tasty treat.” She turned to Rylee. “Did she bother you? Has she deserved a couple swats with the stick?”
Daisy whined and looked at Rylee with her best puppy eyes. Rylee couldn’t help but laugh. Luckily the gag masked most of her amusement.
It would have been so easy to tell her owner what a bad girl Daisy had been. Hell, all Rylee had to do was stop holding that vibrator inside her and Daisy would be in so much more trouble than just the stick. But did she actually want to stab Daisy in the back like that after she’d given her such unholy amounts of pleasure?
As a good pet, the answer had to be yes, of course. The best pony girl around couldn’t just deceive her owner. And yet her stomach still fluttered from all the lovingly naughty things Daisy had said. And the little devil on her shoulder whispered that the other ponies would be so impressed once Daisy told them that Rylee hadn’t just enjoyed herself with her, but even helped her hide an illicit sex toy.
Rylee shook her head. The tension had to be obvious on her face, but thankfully her owner was already looking at Daisy again. “Seems like you’re in luck. You’re not off the hook yet, though. Running away to play when you should have been helping us hunt! No bed for you tonight! You’ll sleep outside.”
Daisy gave a token whine, but it was clear that she wasn’t really bothered. Sleeping outside wasn’t much of a punishment in such a warm and dry weather, and knowing her, she’d use the chance to sneak into the locked stable to the ponies when no one was looking.
Their owner untied Rylee’s ropes, took her gag out, and told the two of them to go back to the stable without making any trouble, before going off with the others to free the rest of the caught ponies.
“That was far too close,” Rylee said once they were alone again. A pussy as wet and exhausted and hers was not the best place to keep a small, smooth object. A minute or two longer and the vibrator would have slipped out on its own, getting both of them into deep trouble.
“Which only makes it all the more fun. I knew you could be cool if you wanted to.” Daisy licked Rylee’s face, though this time it was a simple sign of affection instead of a sex thing. You quickly learned the difference when you lived around dog girls. “You’ll see, now that you’ve gotten a taste of how fun corruption can be, you’ll never want to go back to being a boring show-off again.”
“Maybe.” Rylee bit her lip. She still wasn’t sure what to make of it all, but she couldn’t deny that she’d enjoyed herself far too much. Even, or rather especially, the part at the end where she’d risked her hide to protect Daisy. Maybe corruption really wasn’t all that bad. And either way, this whole thing wasn’t over yet.
“So, about the part where you said you’d be my bitch for a day…”






  
  Seeds of Corruption


The city park lay eerily empty. Despite the warm late spring night, no horny teenagers made out on the barely lit benches, no older (and even hornier) teenagers did questionable things behind the bushes, and not a single night owl was enjoying a walk. Even the usual suspects who were always loitering around the area, slowly making their way through countless bottles of cheap alcohol while laughing and telling crude jokes in a language only they understood, were notably absent. The perfect silence brought by the absence of all human life right in the city’s heart gave the normally cozy area an aura of wrongness, almost as if a curse lay over the place. 
Scratch the “almost”. It was a curse. And Scarlet could only hope that it would keep people away long enough for her to finish her evil deeds in peace.
Said evil deeds looked an awful lot like honest work. Scarlet grumbled to herself as she dug out what had to be the hundredths shallow hole of tonight with her tiny shovel, dropped a seed in and buried it. That it was an evil seed infused with dark magic didn’t make it feel any less like mundane gardening.
Apparently seeding this random park with corrupted plants was part of Mistress Abyss’ plan to take over the world. Scarlet sure as hell wasn’t going to question it. A random minion like her didn’t need to concern herself with the big picture stuff. Her only job was to sow chaos. In this case even literally.
Scarlet wiped her forehead, but all she managed to achieve was to spread the sweat more evenly. Usually she liked her evil minion outfit, an abomination of eye-searingly red leather and latex that could have been straight out of a fetish catalog. It may be tacky, but it perfectly sold the sexy evil vibe that had drawn her to the dark side in the first place. Even someone as unremarkable as her turned into an eye catcher with how the outfit covered most of her body like a second skin while leaving strategic openings to put her assets nicely on display. It was so tight that Scarlet doubted she would have been able to put it on by herself, but thankfully her transformation spell took care of that.
Magic couldn’t fix everything, though. Like the fact that her outfit was hot in more ways than one. It usually wasn’t a problem when she flew through the air like a mischievous red shooting star and had the wind to cool her, but right now she was sweating her ass off.
“Stop it right there, scoundrel!”
And there went Scarlet’s plans of going home early tonight. She’d hoped that the Curse of Repulsion would be subtle enough to fall under the radar, but things were never that easy. And of course it was Violet, out of all the magical girls in the city, who had found her. Scarlet turned around to face the inevitable. “Do we have to do this?” 
As always Violet wore her girlish sparkling dress that looked more than just a little ridiculous on her adult body. She struck a cross-armed pose that she likely thought conveyed righteous indignation, when in reality it just made her look like she was constipated and slightly miffed about it. She would have been adorably cute in her ineptitude, had she not also been such a pain in the ass.
“You’re too late anyway. I’m pretty much done here already. So how about we say that you just missed me? I can go home and take a shower, you don’t get your ass kicked for once, everyone profits. Deal?”
“As if I’d ever let your evil deeds go unpunished!” Violet huffed. “Tonight you’re going to pay for everything you’ve ever done. I’m not going to let you t-toy with me any longer!”
Despite her latent annoyance, Scarlet couldn’t help but smile. “Come on, don’t kid yourself. We both know that there’s only one way this is can end. So do the smart thing and buzz off while you still have a shred of dignity left.”
“And let you continue causing chaos and destruction? Never! I don’t care what happens to me as long as I get to stop you.”
There was a manic glimmer in Violet’s eyes as she made this bold declaration. No wonder, given what had happened the last few times the two of them had clashed. Though apparently Scarlet still hadn’t left enough of an impression. Maybe it was time to settle this once and for all.
Scarlet lashed out with a magic blast, only for Violet to summon a shield of light at the last second. The magical girl grunted as the force of the spell hit her, but both she and the shield held. Of course they did. Violet’s powers were focused purely on defense. Which made it all the stupider that she was always the first on the scene to face Scarlet. She might be able to hold out for some time, but she didn’t have a way to win, and eventually her defenses would get whittled down, slowly but inevitably.
But it was late, and Scarlet wasn’t in the mood for slow. “Sorry, Mistress Abyss,” she said under her breath as she raised her arms as if to prepare another blast. When Violet got ready to block, Scarlet instead channeled her magic into the soil where she’d just buried the last seed. There were so many of them, Mistress Abyss shouldn’t even notice that Scarlet had used one of them for herself.
Within seconds the ground started shaking and the soil bulged in several places before exploding away as thick stalks of stinging nettles emerged, writhing like vines. Scarlet grinned to herself. She’d expected something more like a man-eating plant or a plant-based tentacle monster, but she could definitely work with this.
Violet jumped back and aimed her shield at the nettles that tried to flank her. Still more of them broke out of the ground, each of them immediately slithering in her direction like a snake ready to bite. They weren’t quick enough to catch her, but the distraction was all Scarlet needed. Using her magical connection to the seed she guided the nettles to Violet’s right, only to hit her with a magic blast from the left in the resulting moment of inattention.
The magic exploded on Violet’s body like a fireball. The energy of the spell would have been enough to blast a hole through the wall of your average building, but magical girls were made of sterner stuff. While Violet grunted with pain, she didn’t suffer any injuries more serious than some scratches and reddened patches of skin.
For reasons that would forever elude Violet, the clothing of magical girls wasn’t made of sterner stuff. It was almost as if they wanted the forces of evil to expose them over the course of every fight that got even just slightly intense. That single direct hit was enough to reduce Violet’s dress to smoldering tatters, giving her a violated look that was somehow even less dignified than if she’d been completely naked.
“Don’t think you’ve won yet,” Violet spat at Scarlet, though her bravado was severely undercut by how she ineffectually tried to cover her breasts and crotch with her arms. Why she even bothered was another mystery to Scarlet. During their previous fights Scarlet had seen (and at times even played with) every part of Violet’s body already. There really was no point in hiding.
Especially since it meant that she didn’t have her arms free to properly use the shield.
Violet shrieked as two nettles wrapped themselves around her now bare ankles, holding her in place. She tried to pull herself free, and likely her strength would have been enough if had been any normal plant. It wasn’t, though.
The nettles must have already been painful enough as they grabbed onto her, but Violet’s attempt to yank herself free, in the process rubbing the countless hairy needles of the stalks and leaves into her ankles, looked absolutely excruciating. She dropped down on all fours, panting heavily as she tried to keep at least some measure of dignity. Her shield of light blinked out of existence the moment it left her hands.
“Told you this can only end one way.” With a snip of her fingers Scarlet made two more nettles curl around Violet’s wrists, making her shriek once more. The magical girl was now inescapably locked into her demeaning crouching position. Well, technically not completely inescapable. All Violet would have to do was rub her already blistered skin raw as she ripped through the tough stalks.
So, yeah, basically inescapable.
“That’s not fair,” Violet complained. She was shaking all over, though it was hard to tell if it was from anger or because the itch from all four of her limbs was already getting to her. Her reddened wrists and ankles did look pretty painful.
Well, sucked to be her.
“I’m evil. Playing fair would kinda miss the point.” Scarlet stepped closer. While Violet did have some close-range powers to watch out for, she needed to use her hands to cast them, meaning that she should be perfectly harmless right now.
Perfectly harmless, but still full of fighting spirit.
“Do your worst!” Violet spat at Scarlet. “Whatever you throw at me, it won’t break me. I’m an avatar of justice and I will never bend to villain scum like you!”
Scarlet crouched down before Violet. She curled her fingers, making the nettles grow and wiggle, not touching the magical girl yet, but sending the clear message that they could attack any second.
“You do realize that you only have yourself to blame, right? I would’ve been happy to call it a night and let you go, but you just had to play the hero. Hell, just because I’m such a nice gal I’ll even give you a second chance. Admit that you’re no match against me, and you can leave this place with nothing hurt except for your pride. Well, and your wrists and ankles, but if you use your brain for even just a second you gotta realize what an amazing deal that is, given what I could do to you with a simple flick of my fingers.”
For what it was worth, Scarlet would have been ready to uphold her side of these terms. Not that she expected Violet to take her up on them. That girl had zero self-preservation. And indeed, the magical girl didn’t disappoint.
“Save your breath, scoundrel, you can’t fool me! You know exactly that I only have to hold out until the rest of my team arrives. You’re nothing before our combined power! We’ll make you run with your tail between your legs!”
Scarlet didn’t even bother to point out the obvious flaw in Violet’s logic. Yes, Scarlet stood no chance against the entire magical girl triad, but that didn’t matter because she had no intention of fighting them anyway. Her mission was done. It really didn’t matter if she escaped now or hung around until the reinforcements showed up before fleeing then.
Although it was a bit curious that there was no sign of the other magical girls yet. Scarlet checked the sky just to be sure, but it was notably empty of Violet’s more capable comrades. Weren’t they supposed to have some kind of mental bond to alert each other?
Whatever. Maybe the others were on vacation right now. Scarlet wasn’t paid enough to care why Violet was still her only opponent.
“Suit yourself. I really don’t mind doing this the hard way.” Scarlet channeled her magic into two especially thick nettle stalks behind Violet’s butt. They should be perfect to teach that little brat a fitting lesson.
It was almost a pity that they were alone in the park, because that adorably pathetic high-pitched yelp when the nettle smacked against Violet’s ass was beautiful enough to deserve an audience.
Scarlet got up and walked around the magical girl to see just how much of an impression she’d made. The strength of that strike would have been enough to crack the skin of a normal human, but once again the magical girl proved that she was made from sterner stuff. While her butt only showed a slight reddening, though, the first blisters already bloomed.
Scarlet let the nettles smack Violet’s cheeks a couple more times, just for good measure. It was fun to watch how the ripples of each impact made that cute butt wiggle for several seconds after the fact, and the sounds were pure art. It was obvious how much Violet struggled not to cry out, and in Scarlet’s professional opinion the resulting tense gasps were even less dignified than if the magical girl had simply screamed in pain. They had a much lewder feel to them, for once.
“Your friends are still nowhere to be seen. You do know that I could do this all night if I wanted to, right? And honestly, it might just be fun enough that I’d actually do it.”
“Do what you must, I don’t care! As if something like this would be enough to break an avatar of-”
Her delusional ramblings ended in the most precious howl when Scarlet brought both stalks down with even more force than before, cutting right across both of Violet’s already blistered cheeks. That must have hurt like a bitch.
“What did you say? I didn’t quite catch that last part.”
Scarlet waited for Violet to catch her breath and launch into another barrage of bullshit, only to derail it once more by digging her sharpened nails into Violet’s ass and slashing down. Ten thin red lines glowed on Violet’s cheeks. Her shriek must have resounded through half the city.
“Ouchie,” Scarlet mocked the shaking Violet. “Sure you don’t want to save yourself a lot of pain and simply admit that your pathetic ass doesn’t stand a chance against the forces of evil?”
“That was nothing,” Violet growled. “If anything, it’s you who doesn’t stand a chance against my resolve!”
“If I didn’t know it better, I’d almost think you liked being my bitch.”
Scarlet ran her nails over Violet’s ass again. When her fingers slid a bit further south, she had to reconsider the part about her knowing it better.
“Wait, you’re actually enjoying this, aren’t you, you little freak?” Even in the faint glow of the nearby streetlight and their magical auras, the shiny wetness on the tip of Scarlet’s finger was impossible to overlook.
“Of course I’m not,” Violet shot back, but for the first time that night her voice was shaking. “Why would I ever enjoy something like-”
Another couple of spanks from the nettles shut her up. Scarlet tried to get her fingers between Violet’s legs again, but the girl clenched them shut as if her life depended on it. Well, Scarlet was curious now, and if she had to get her rival into an even more shameful position to see what was going on, so be it.
Violet screamed as more nettles grew beneath her belly and wrapped themselves around the base of her breasts. That alone had to be painful enough already, and when Scarlet made the nettles tug down, Violet managed to resist for barely a second. Scarlet didn’t even want to imagine how badly that had to itch.
Tough not as much as what came after. Because while it would have been enough to force Violet’s chest to the ground so her raised hips would tilt to expose her pussy, Scarlet just had to add another little personal touch. And Violet’s howling moans sounded as if she could also appreciate how her nipples ended up right on two big nettle leaves that wrapped themselves around them.
Then again, even without the audio feedback, Scarlet had the proof of Violet’s appreciation right before her eyes.
“Damn, girl, you’re soaked. What the fuck is wrong with you?” Scarlet giggled as she ran a finger between Violet’s drenched folds, drawing even more labored breaths from the quivering girl.
“It’s not what you think,” Violet protested, but her previous fighting spirit was all but gone. And as bad as she had to be hurting, it definitely wasn’t pain that made her sound this weak.
Just to make extra sure, Scarlet flicked her finger over Violet’s clit. Yes, that wasn’t the sound of shameful indignation. She’d only heard this kind of moan at some of the wilder orgies Mistress Abyss had hosted. There was no mistaking it: That girl was horny out of her mind.
“So you really want me to believe that you don’t like it when I do this-” Scarlet slapped Violet’s ass with all her strength. “Or this-” She made the nettles rub against Violet’s breasts, squeezing them even harder. “Or even this-” She plunged two fingers into Violet’s twitching pussy, meeting zero resistance from how well that girl had lubed herself up in her arousal.
By this point Violet had completely given up protesting. She just moaned and whined like a bitch in heat as Scarlet abused her body, not even trying to resist. If anything she used the little movement her painful bonds allowed to grind her hips against Scarlet’s hand.
“Now it all makes sense. I already wondered why you always tried to stop me on your own, even though you know you stand no chance against me. And,” Scarlet added with a sudden realization “could it be that your friends haven’t arrived, after all this time, because you haven’t called for them yet? Because you don’t want them to interrupt all the fun we’re having?”
“No,” Violet muttered, but there was no conviction in her voice.
“No? You insist that you’re not a masochist slut who’s horny for me?” Scarlet curled her fingers inside Violet’s pussy, making her body shake for reasons completely unrelated to the pain from the nettles. Scarlet grinned to herself as the nastiest idea she’d had all night sprung into her head.
“Well, if you really don’t want it, then I’ll leave you alone. I might be evil, but even I have standards, and I’d never assault a pure maiden against her will.” She ripped her fingers out. The resulting whine was the sweetest sound she’d ever heard.
To her credit, Violet tried to keep her composure. For all of five seconds or so. That’s how long it took until the first whispered “Please”.
“Please what?” Scarlet mocked her. “Please stop abusing the pussy of this avatar of justice? I already did. You’re welcome.”
Violet whimpered, but after a few more moments her pathetic noises turned into growls. Seemed like her fighting spirit wasn’t completely gone yet. “I don’t need your pity. Do with me what you will.”
“Still playing the martyr, huh?” It would have been a lot more convincing if Scarlet couldn’t see Violet’s pussy hungrily clenching around nothing, but she gave the girl props for not faltering right away. “So you’re saying you want me to do my worst to you, even though you hate every second of it? And you expect me to believe that you’re for real?”
“I don’t care what you think. You’re an agent of defilement and corruption.”
“Two things you wouldn’t know anything about, of course.” Scarlet reached between Violet’s legs again, all the way to the top of her pussy. She gently pushed to fully expose Violet’s clit and applied just enough pressure to be distracting. At the same time she made the nettles shift. Not much, but it should be real irritating on Violet’s blistered wrists and ankles. Not to mention her poor breasts that were still squeezed into shape by these nasty stalks.
Violet clenched her teeth, but it did nothing to silence her lewd groans. And try as she might, she couldn’t keep her hips still. Almost as if she wanted to find an angle that allowed her to grind her clit against Scarlet’s fingers.
“If you want me to do my worst, you’ll have to ask for it like a good little girl. Say ‘Please defile me, you sexy spawn of darkness’.”
Scarlet giggled to herself. She had no idea where that idea had come from, but it was too fun and stupid not to go for it.
“Fuck you,” Violet hissed.
“Watch your language! You’re one of the good guys, you’re supposed to be a shining example to the community.” Scarlet made the nettles spank Violet’s ass a couple more times. Each impact made the girl’s hips twitch, in turn almost rubbing her clit against Scarlet’s fingers. Almost, but not quite.
“Heavens, please,” Violet whined when her tenderized ass finally got a break again. She sounded like she was close to delirious from pain and arousal.
“Please what?” Scarlet asked again. Acting on a whim she leaned down and flicked her tongue over Violet’s gushing pussy. Not that she was interested in eating her rival out or anything, but the unusually sweet smell had made her curious.
It turned out, the taste was so much better even than the smell. Some poetically inclined (or just clueless) people liked to compare a woman’s intimate juices to honey, but in this case the metaphor was absolutely called for. It wasn’t quite as sweet or sticky, but close enough, and there was something invigorating to the taste. Even just that little tongue flick made the magic within Scarlet sizzle with renewed power. Maybe she should ask Mistress Abyss if this was a know effect, and if it would be possible to harvest magical girls for some potent potion ingredients. It seemed like a fruitful endeavor. And also a supremely fun one.
The lick didn’t just invigorate Scarlet, it also had a pronounced effect on Violet, though for very different reasons. She cried out in frustration and pulled at her bonds, even though she had to know that doing so would only make her hurt even worse. “Please,” she begged. “Please d-defile me, you…” Her words petered out in an incomprehensible mumbling.
Scarlet laughed out loud. This was just too funny. She’d only meant it as a silly joke, but apparently Violet needed it badly enough to actually take her up on her bullshit. “What did you say? I didn’t quite catch that.” She gave Violet another quick lick. Only to tease her, of course. That it felt and tasted so nice was just an incidental side effect.
Violet made a sound somewhere between a moan and a sob. The poor girl had to be approaching her limit. “Please defile me, you… you sexy spawn of darkness.”
She was barely audible, but all the words were clearly there. Still, Scarlet didn’t feel generous that night. She dug her nails back into Violet’s reddened cheeks, her other hand still barely not touching the girl’s pussy. “Louder! I can’t hear you!”
Violet screamed as her attempts to twitch away from Scarlet’s nails only made her tug on all the nettles holding her in please. “Please defile me, you sexy spawn of darkness!” she cried out at the top of her lungs.
Now Scarlet really was sad that this scene had no witnesses. Where were the annoying passersby with their smartphones when you needed them? Maybe she shouldn’t have cursed the place after all. That would have been the viral clip of the year.
“I’ll think about it. Since you’re asking so nicely.”
Admittedly it would have been so tempting to just dig into Violet’s pussy like a sloppy all-you-can-eat dessert buffet. Its alluring taste still clung to Scarlet’s tongue, and her body hungered for more of this invigorating energy. But unlike Violet she wasn’t a bitch in heat and could control herself. Scarlet wouldn’t be found dead eating out a magical girl. No, she’d have to deprive herself this particular pleasure in favor of a finish more befitting a dominating presence like herself.
She guided another nettle between Violet’s legs. Slowly and carefully, so the girl wouldn’t realize what she’d planned until it was too late. With her other hand she pushed a little bit stronger, to make sure Violet’s clit was as exposed and vulnerable as it could ever be. Now it was just a matter of positioning one particularly potent leaf right beneath that throbbing button, and then the stalk was ready to lash upwards.
The scream was deafening. Violet jerked in pain, almost tearing herself free. Her wailing howls echoed through the park as her whole body shook uncontrollably. “Please, please no,” she begged, grinding her twitching hips even harder against the empty air.
“Wait, did you actually come from that?” Scarlet laughed in disbelief. She’d only meant to finish up by setting the pussy of this little horn dog on fire, sending her home with her clit hurting so badly that she wasn’t able to get herself off. It would have been a fitting final humiliation, but admittedly this was even better.
Especially since it didn’t seem like Violet had gotten any real pleasure out of her orgasm. The nettle stinging her clit might have been enough to make that hopeless masochist explode, but then there had been nothing to follow up on the stimulation, nothing that would have helped her ride her climax out. Violet’s frustrated whimpers gave a glimpse into how awfully unsatisfying that had felt.
Well, served her right.
Scarlet made the nettles retreat into the ground. Most of the seed’s magic had been drained, but maybe Mistress Abyss could still get some use out of its remaining power. And Scarlet had no more need for it. Even with her bonds gone, Violet only collapsed uselessly to the ground. She barely even had the strength left to grasp at the spots that itched the worst.
Two shining sparks grew in the distant sky, one a bright orange, the other a deep green. Seemed like Violet had finally called her team for help. That, or her absence had been noticed by the others. Either way, it was time to get going.
“Thanks for all the fun, but I got places to be.”
Violet scrambled to her knees. Only now did Scarlet get to see what the nettles had done to her breasts. Each of them was framed by a deeply red ring where the stalks had rubbed the tender skin raw, and her nipples were ridiculously big and swollen, the entire area around them covered in blisters. She was going to have an awkward time explaining that to her friend with the healing magic.
“We’re… we’re not done yet,” she protested weakly. It was precious how she tried so hard not to reach for her crotch to deal with the frustration brought by the ruined orgasm, but the twitching of her hands gave her intentions away. And while Scarlet was impressed that the girl still had some fight left in her, she wasn’t going to wait around and risk getting dragged into an actual fight. Better to end this night on a high note.
“Sorry, but I really gotta go. But don’t worry, I’m sure we’ll see each other again.”
“Of course we will,” Violet declared as Scarlet got ready to shoot into the sky. “I’ll always be there to stop your evil deeds, no matter what it takes.”
“It’s a date, then.” Scarlet blew Violet a last kiss, and then she was gone, not even looking back as she left the park behind. She knew the other magical girls wouldn’t follow her. They were the good guys, and as such they always looked after their fallen friends first.
If only they knew how deeply this particular friend had fallen. Scarlet couldn’t wait for their next confrontation. And she had the sneaking suspicion that it wouldn’t be a long wait.






  
  The Sixty-Nine Competition


Despite the room being warm at best, Natalie was feeling hot all over. Being bound naked had the tendency to do that to her. Especially being bound to another slave girl who was just as naked and very obviously horny. 
Not that Natalie was any better in that regard.
She wasn’t starved for sex like during the many, many times when Mistress had teased her to the brink of insanity just for the fun of seeing her shiver with frustrated need. But while her last sexual relief wasn’t that far in the past, Mistress had made sure that she was properly primed for today’s challenge. Which hadn’t taken much effort. It was impossible not to get aroused from merely existing in this household together with a good dozen other slave girls, where something naughty was going on at every hour.
Natalie’s eyes were trained on Sam’s juicy pussy right beneath her face. She crouched over Sam on all fours, hands bound to Sam’s legs, shins joined with Sam’s lower arms, trapping them both in a classic sixty-nine position, albeit one where they’d have to strain themselves a little to get their mouths onto each other’s crotch. Mistress didn’t like things to be easy.
“The rules are simple,” Mistress announced, watching the two of them from her comfy seat. “You have one hour. In that time you’ll show me at least five orgasms each. Anyone who fails to do so will spend the hour after that with the punishment plugs.”
Natalie winced. The punishment plugs were two large metallic dildos with the ability to deliver electric shocks. She’d made their acquaintance a couple of times already, and while they weren’t the worst punishment a bad girl could earn herself around here, having your stuffed pussy and ass fried at the same time was a special kind of hell. Better to do a good job and avoid them. And hope that Sam would cooperate.
Five orgasms in an hour were easily achievable. She herself had gone through many more than that in previous sessions, though some of those had been challenges of her endurance in their own right, and had usually involved some heavy-duty vibrators. Still, she had zero doubts about her ability to make Sam come with her mouth five times, unless Sam deliberately fought back.
Resisting pleasure and pushing back your climax was a skill every slave girl was well versed in. Mistress liked to make two of them compete by making one slave eat the other out, with the prospect of a reward if she managed to make her slave sister come, or a punishment if she failed. The other one, of course, got punished if she couldn’t hold back. Mistress usually balanced the stakes so that the punishment for an orgasm was much higher than the punishment for failing to eat the other one out successfully, because slaves were expected to be able to deny themselves when prompted. So if Sam decided to use this skill of hers, Natalie would stand no chance of meeting her quota.
But Sam wouldn’t be this traitorous, now would she? Sure, she was one of the more mischievous slaves, showing some decidedly switchy tendencies instead of the natural submission that had brought most of them into Mistress’ possession, but she wouldn’t go so far as to deny herself just to get Natalie in trouble, right? Sam might be mischievous, but she was also hedonistic to a fault, jumping at any and all opportunity to indulge herself.
“If everything’s clear, the hour starts now. I want no talking. Entertain me with your actions, not your words.”
Natalie lost no time. Even without the threat of a painful punishment she would have been eager to get her lips on Sam’s juicy folds. She loved everything about eating another woman out, starting from the sweet earthy taste that was familiar and yet individual, to how nice the soft texture of the labia felt against her mouth, and most of all hearing the blissful moans of her partner.
Her masochism might have played a part in her signing up as a slave, but the main drive had always been her desire to make others happy. If she had the choice between being eaten out and eating someone our herself, she would choose the second option one hundred percent of the time, no matter how desperately horny she might be at the moment. Or rather, especially when she was desperately horny herself. There was nothing hotter than giving up her own pleasure in favor of someone else.
Like she was doing right now, apparently.
While Natalie gave it her all, showering Sam’s pussy with hot licks and kisses, her slave sister showed no inclination of returning the favor. She lazily lay back, reacting with a happy sigh every time Natalie hit an especially nice spot, seemingly content with enjoying the attention she received. Which was fair enough since it was bound to feel real nice, but it would set her up for a date with the punishment plugs. Or was she so convinced of her oral skills that she’d decided to indulge herself a little and then fulfill her quota later in a quick burst?
Natalie tried not to be annoyed at this lack of reciprocation. As a slave she was used to giving pleasure without getting anything back. It was part of the job and part of the fun. But her body had already been primed for some mutual action, and her pussy clenched in frustration as it didn’t get the expected attention. Natalie considered lowering her hips to force the issue, but the way they were bound, she couldn’t easily ride Sam’s face. No, she’d have to wait for Sam to show some initiative.
It didn’t take long until Natalie’s skillful tongue play brought Sam to her first orgasm, and going by her hitching breaths it was a good one. Natalie completely forget about her frustration as she kept Sam’s climax going, slowing down a little so as to not overwhelm her and leave her eager for future rounds, but still making sure that the orgasm would be as long and satisfying as possible.
She shoved her tongue deep into Sam’s spasming pussy while using her upper lip and nose to keep the stimulation going on Sam’s folds and clit. It was a messy affair, which only made it all the more fun. These were the moments Natalie lived for, where she could literally get down and dirty with another woman and allow her to experience the pinnacles of bliss.
Natalie backed off as Sam’s climax slowly petered out. While time was of the essence, no one would gain anything from her stimulating her through that post-orgasmic phase where she was too sensitive to enjoy it.
Okay, that wasn’t necessarily true. Mistress would surely enjoy the show. She loved making her slaves scream from overstimulation almost as much as she loved seeing them delirious with unfulfilled need. But while Natalie had no problem torturing her slave sisters when she was told to do so, she wasn’t one to revel in cruelty for cruelty’s sake.
Even if she was a little miffed that Sam still hadn’t started eating her out in turn.
Natalie wiggled her hips, hoping that Sam would take the hint. Which she did, at last. There was some shuffling around as Sam lifted her head. Seconds later her hot breath tickled Natalie’s pussy.
Satisfied that she’d finally get some pleasure in return, Natalie went back to her own job. Sam was still pretty sensitive, but she’d entered the stage where some skillfully placed gentle licks felt amazingly good and primed the body for the next round. Natalie had barely gotten going when the bliss from Sam’s tongue momentarily made her pause.
Sam lazily licked between her folds, far too softly to get anywhere quick, but just the right way to really make Natalie feel the extent of her arousal. Sam’s tongue play was the ultimate tease, setting her pussy alight with a hot itch for more. Seemed like she planned to turn Natalie on to the max, to then unload all the built up tension in several waves of explosive pleasure. A much riskier plan than the straightforward approach of licking and sucking as ravenously as possible, but if she could pull it off, the wait would be well worth it.
Only that Sam slumped back down after a couple of licks.
Natalie groaned in frustration. She could only assume that Sam knew what she was doing, even though it was hard to believe. Yes, Sam had succeeded in getting her painfully aroused, but it had been far too little pleasure to achieve anything. She would have asked what the fuck Sam was doing, but Mistress had explicitly forbidden any talking.
Well, even if Sam decided to screw around, it would only blow up in her own face if she ended up missing her quota because of it.
They had no way of telling the time, but Natalie was sure that she was on track as she brought Sam to her second climax. By her estimation they were twenty minutes in at most, so she easily had enough time for three more rounds. She should be in the clear. Unless, of course, Sam decided to drag her down with her.
By this point Natalie had serious doubts that Sam was even trying to win the challenge. She had licked her a couple more times, but always far too softly and far too briefly to get anywhere. Unless this anywhere was a seriously agitated and frustrated Natalie.
Sam might not show any motivation to bring her closer to her first orgasm, but her seemingly lazy licks were too deliberate to believe that she was just messing around. She knew how to tease around Natalie’s dripping entrance to make her desperate for penetration, how to flick her clit so as to put every nerve on edge without providing any satisfaction, and she especially knew how to pick the worst possible moment to stop all stimulation and leave Natalie’s pussy aching.
Natalie was no stranger to being edged, and she had learned to deal with the frustration without letting it distract her from doing the best possible job of eating Sam out. Still, the hot tension between her legs was quickly ramping up to unbearable levels. If Sam continued like this, she’d soon be in that needy haze where it she was ready to hump anything for just a smidge of relief.
Which meant that this might very well still all be a part of Sam’s plan. After all that teasing, five orgasms in half an hour weren’t impossible. They would become painfully intense, though, quite possibly to the extent of keeping Natalie from reciprocating because she’d be too busy moaning and screaming.
Wait, was that it? Was Sam enjoying some pleasure now while setting Natalie up for failure in the second half? If so, that was an exceptionally cruel tactic of hers. Being tortured by the punishment plugs was bad enough on its own. Suffering through their harsh penetration and painful shocks after her pussy had just been shredded by five orgasms in quick succession would be absolutely brutal.
Maybe Natalie was reading too much into it, but as she licked Sam to her third orgasm while only receiving these maddeningly teasing tongue flicks in return, she grew more and more certain that she was on the money. Especially since it was Sam she was dealing with.
Sam loved playing games at the expense of others, and Natalie could respect that. The life of a slave wasn’t supposed to be fair, and if Sam got through with her scheme to land her in a world of pain, then Natalie couldn’t even be mad at her. Sure, she’d curse Sam’s name while the electricity in her tender areas made her scream, and she might even vow to take revenge, but ultimately she’d know that she only had herself to blame for letting herself get outplayed.
So she simply wasn’t going to let it come to that.
Natalie redoubled her efforts. She only needed to get two more orgasms out of Sam, which should be very doable. And once Sam tried to ramp up the intensity at the last possible moment, she’d meet all the resistance Natalie could muster. It might not be easy to hold herself back after all the teasing, but it wouldn’t be her first time to prove her willpower like that.
It already sounded like Sam was approaching her fourth orgasm, when a sharp pain in Natalie’s thigh broke her focus.
“What?” she gasped, only to have her ass light up as Mistress’ crop reminded her that she wasn’t allowed to talk.
Natalie gritted her teeth and looked back, just in time to see Sam smirk at her before she chomped down on Natalie’s soft thighs again.
Damn, that girl had some sharp teeth! Natalie’s thigh smarted worse than her ass, and Sam didn’t let up. She only clamped down harder and sucked Natalie’s flesh with all her strength. That was going to leave a giant bruise for sure.
Natalie was real tempted to return the favor, to make Sam yelp as she took a bite out of her own juicy thighs. But if she let herself get distracted, she’d lose her chances of winning. It seemed like Sam had realized that she’d screwed around for too long and switched tactics to at least drag Natalie down with her.
Well, if that girl thought a little pain was enough to throw her off her game, then she was sorely mistaken!
Natalie clamped her lips around Sam’s clit. She might not bite, but she could suck just as strongly as Sam did, and to devastating effect. Sam had to let go of her thighs as the moans broke out of her. Her pussy was supremely sensitive after those three orgasm, even with Natalie having taken care to be gentle and to let her recover between each of them, and this had to feel so intense. Sam squirmed beneath her, trying to escape the painfully sharp pleasure, but they were bound to each other too tightly and Natalie easily stayed on her target.
The moment she had to stop to get some air, though, Sam bit down again, this time going for the sensitive inner thighs just below the crotch. The pain made Natalie’s eyes water, but that wasn’t the only reason she was shaking. It was so frustrating to feel Sam’s mouth this close to her throbbing pussy without getting some much needed pleasure out of it. She might have vowed to deny herself if need be, but that didn’t stop her body from craving the stimulation.
Soon they found themselves in a frantic struggle with each of them trying to break the other’s focus by overwhelming her with the sensations they forced upon each other. Natalie’s thighs ached all over and she couldn’t keep herself from whimpering each time Sam made her feel the sweet pain of her sharp teeth digging into the tender flesh. But she stayed strong and gave it her all, showering Sam’s pussy in ravenous licks, only interrupted by bouts of sucking her reddened clit so hard as to make her squeal.
Her efforts were rewarded when Sam’s spasms betrayed her fourth orgasm. Given her hot groans, she was entering the realm where the pleasure of the climax was painfully intense, with the prospect of turning into pure pain if the orgasms continued. Well, only one more to go.
Natalie was ready to attack Sam’s hypersensitive clit to throw her off any bitey attacks, but it seemed like Sam was too exhausted by her climax to retaliate. She lay beneath Natalie breathing heavily as her body slowly recovered.
Even then her pussy stayed overly sensitive, but that was her problem. As soon as it seemed that Sam was completely done with her orgasm, Natalie dug in again. The time for being gentle was over. If you wanted to keep someone coming after you’d already exhausted them with pleasure, sheer force was your best option. Sam’s body would register any teasing touches as pain right now, but as long as she was still on that high of arousal, it shouldn’t be hard to force more orgasms from her.
Well, not hard for the one doing it. For Sam it would be intense as all hell.
Natalie had anticipated Sam to try and throw her off her game again, but the sudden ticklish sensation on her feet still caught her off guard. The way they were bound, Sam could get at her soles with her fingers, and she was able to use what little freedom of movement she had to far too great effect.
“Hey, that’s-”
Smack! Smack! Smack!
Natalie’s complaint ended in a shriek as Mistress’ crop cut into her ass with full force. The crop might not be the most terrifying tool at Mistress’ disposal, but it still smarted like a bitch if there was enough strength behind the strikes. And that last one was aimed so the tip of the leather clipped Natalie’s swollen labia, the resulting sting blurring her vision.
“I said no talking! If you screw up again, you’ll be gagged for the rest of the day.”
Natalie barely managed to suppress the automatic “Sorry, Mistress.” She knew that Mistress wouldn’t wait for the competition to be over before making true on her threat, even if it meant that she’d rob her of any chance to complete the challenge. Scratch that, especially then. Being set up for failure was nothing new to a slave, and in this case Natalie would have only herself to blame.
Sam chuckled at Natalie’s misfortune. It was weird how she’d never really tried to win, opting instead to have as much fun as possible at Natalie’s expense, but, well, Sam could be unpredictable like that.
Less unpredictable was how she started tickling Natalie again the moment she went back to eating for out. And even though Natalie had been ready for it, she couldn’t suppress the involuntary giggles throwing her off her game. That this little pause had given Sam time to regenerate didn’t help, either. Natalie would have had such an easy time transitioning her from one climax to the next, but now she had to properly build Sam’s worn-out pussy up again.
“Five more minutes,” Mistress’ voice cut through the air.
Fuck!
Natalie redoubled her efforts. Sam had managed to slip her fingers between her toes and was using this achievement to devastating effect, but no matter how badly it tickled, Natalie couldn’t allow herself to get distracted. If it really was only five more minutes, it would be trivial for Sam to resist her oral skills.
Of course she had to try anyway. Even if her failure seemed imminent, she wouldn’t go down without a fight. At the very least she could make it as hard on Sam as possible. And while her uncontrollable laughter made it pretty much impossible to lick with any kind of strength or precision, she could still go right for Sam’s clit. Sucking was easy enough even so. If anything, her frantic giggles would only add some additional vibrations.
Sam was back on the edge in no time at all. She kept wiggling her fingers, but the more pleasure Natalie forced onto her, the less energetic her tickling became, until her lazy strokes were barely a distraction anymore. Her overly sensitive pussy resisted the build-up, and yet her moans grew deeper and louder by the second.
If Natalie hadn’t known better, she would have thought that Sam was fully immersing herself into the bliss, doing her best to help that orgasm along. But that didn’t make any sense. The four orgasms she’d had so far should have been plenty satisfying already. If anything, another one would only serve to strain her with its intensity. She could achieve nothing by playing along, except to gift Natalie an easy victory, and yet it seemed like this was exactly what she was doing.
Natalie pushed the doubts out of her mind. Likely it was some kind of trick, but she didn’t have the time to worry about it. Mistress had just announced that there was only one minute left. She sucked with all her remaining strength and brought her tongue to the action, attacking Sam’s swollen clit from all sides at once. That had to feel crazy good. No woman would have been able to resist this kind of pleasure without some serious mental fortitude.
And Sam showed no inkling of said fortitude.
She got loud as she exploded for the fifth and final time, her screams a testament to how sensitive she’d gotten from having so many orgasms in such a short time.
There was no question about how much she enjoyed it, though. These throaty moans following the screams spoke of pure bliss and made Natalie’s pussy throb from jealousy. It had been some time since the teasing licks, but being forced to eat Sam out to the best of her abilities while being tormented by her teeth and fingers had made sure that her arousal had never diminished. Natalie was more than ready for an orgasm of her own, and sadly she had no guarantee of one. The only reward for winning this challenge was to dodge the punishment plugs. Well, maybe Mistress would be extra nice and allow her to rub one out while she watched Sam suffer the consequences of her laziness.
For now, though, Sam only suffered the last cramping contractions of her orgasm. As much as she’d enjoyed herself, it was just as clear how much the pleasure had taken out of her. All strength had left her body as she lay there below Natalie.
“A fine performance, even though, of course, only one of you showed me the five orgasms I requested. I would say there’s no need to waste any time to proceed to the punishment.”
Mistress undid the ropes holding the two of them together. Natalie stretched herself. Compared to some of the predicament bondage setups Mistress liked to put them in, the position had been almost relaxing, but it was still nice to be able to move her body again after crouching on the floor for an hour.
Sam waited until all the ropes were gone before she sat up herself, making full use of every second she could lie down and relax. Fair enough, since she was going to need her strength for the upcoming punishment. Her pussy had to be crazy sensitive, and the shocks wouldn’t be kind to her. Natalie almost felt sorry for her. Almost.
“Now be a good girl and present your holes to me.” Mistress had taken out the punishment plugs, colorful cables dangling down from the bases of their metallic shafts. To Natalie’s astonishment, she seemed to be addressing her.
“Mistress?” she asked when it became clear that it really was her who was the focus of Mistress’ attention.
“What’s the matter? The rules were clear enough. Sam showed me five orgasms, while you didn’t show me a single one.”
“Wait wha…”
Natalie groaned as the penny dropped. Seriously? She looked at Sam, who had such a wide grin that it threatened to split her face in two. “You knew about this, didn’t you?”
“Could be, could be. And you have my heartfelt thanks that you pulled through and made it to all five. You cut it kinda close there at the end. I would’ve hated to feel those things inside me myself.” Sam laughed, then tilted her head as she looked Natalie in the eyes. “How mad are you?”
It sounded almost apologetic. Almost. Or at least as close to apologetic as Sam would ever get.
Natalie took a deep breath as she fully took in the depths of how unfair this whole thing was. Only to find herself returning the grin. “Well played,” she just said. “Well played.”
Mistress joined the general amusement. “I have to say, you’re taking it a lot better than I thought. I expected at least a little tantrum. Which would have had consequences, of course. But since you’re such a good sport about it, I think it’s only fair if Sam returns these five orgasm to you, as a little reward.”
“That sounds amazing. Thank you, Mistress!”
“After your punishment, of course. Don’t think I’ll let you out of that.”
Natalie sighed. “Of course not, Mistress.”
Despite her words of resignation, she was still smiling as she turned around, put her head against the floor and raised her hips to give Mistress full access to her holes. Yes, this was going to hurt like a bitch, but hey, that’s what being a slave was all about. And she was looking forward to Sam returning the favor later.
And she was going to use that chance for some revenge of her own. Let’s see how well Sam could focus when it was her time getting bitten and tickled.






  
  Goddess’ Good Girl


Outside, the sun slowly creeps towards the frozen hilltops. It’s still a little weird to a have a sun this crimson and splotchy. Or so big that it takes up a good chunk of the greenish sky. 
The days after my arrival on this nameless ice planet I spent hours staring out through the force field at the sky and the landscape. Admittedly it’s still pretty cool, especially considering that no other human will ever see that same sight. Even if people somehow cracked the code on interstellar space travel, they’d never make it here before this geriatric star decides that it’s finally done with life.
Not that I care. Never meeting another human is a feature rather than a bug if you ask me, and while the star looks like it’s gonna go boom any second now, Goddess assured me that it’s still got a million years left in it. At that time she’s gonna have to hit the real estate market again, but whoever’s gonna pack the moving boxes then, it’s not gonna be me.
Speaking about Goddess, I better get ready. I want her to pick me for her evening visit after all.
Getting used to the total absence of furniture took some time. Longer than getting used to never wearing clothes again, and it’s not even close. Clothes are just a bother anyway, but things like chairs and beds are, well, kinda essential. Or at least you’d think so, until you learn to work with the soil here.
It’s somehow sandy and rubbery at the same time, solid enough that it keeps whatever shape you form it into, but soft enough that lying on it is more comfortable than it has any right to be, especially with how hard its metallic gray color makes it look. No idea if it’s made of futuristic nano-technology or just some kind of alien mineral, and honestly I don’t care. It works, and that’s good enough for me.
I settle down next to the too blue pool (I call it water, even though it’s clearly something else) in what has become my favorite spot. This daily ritual has happened enough times now that my body gets all tingly the moment I sit down. It’s tempting to finger myself right away, but I’ve learned that I get far hornier if I build myself up more slowly. Hornier, and therefore more enticing to Goddess.
Ignoring my greedy pussy for now I lean back against the unnaturally comfy soil and idly tease my breasts. I know it’s vain, but my time in the harem has made me feel pretty good about them. They might be as average as it gets by human standards, but around here most women don’t have any breasts at all, or a crazy amount of them, or in one case a pair so giant that it’s honestly just comical. In my totally humble opinion none of them can compete with mine.
And yes, I’m part of a harem now. Think I didn’t mention it yet, but it was that kind of alien abduction. Which is totally fine by me. Being one of Goddess’ many girls is so much more fun than anything I ever did on Earth.
Okay, masturbating is pretty much exactly the same as on Earth, but at least there’s more interesting things to look at while I’m at it, and it’s only the prelude to the main event anyway.
It doesn’t take long until my nipples get all hard and sensitive, and it gives me such a hot thrill to twirl them between my fingers. I’m pretty sure they weren’t always this responsive. Guess the constant pleasure has conditioned my body to go into full horny mode at a moment’s notice. Another step up from life back on Earth.
Taking it slow isn’t easy. My nipples quickly get sensitive to an almost uncomfortable degree, and every touch sends hot shivers through me. My pussy is already swollen and ready for action. It would feel so good to touch it, but I have to deny myself the pleasure for now in order to receive a much, much greater pleasure later.
I must’ve been touching myself for half an hour or so when Kay’la finally shows up. Seems like she’s not in the mood for a real competition today. Well, her loss.
Kay’la lazily swims towards me, her mouth twisted in what I can now recognize as a cheeky smile. She’s still amused by how my body and especially my pussy looks and works, which is fair, since I’m also not completely over her appearance yet.
Imagine a mermaid with wide hips, but replace the fish tail with the tentacles of an octopus. And instead of hair she has even more tentacles, but those are much rounder and softer and kinda look as if she used hair gel. Like, they go straight back and are even slicker than the rest of her body. Because, yeah, her skin is a faint purple and constantly shiny and slick, even when she’s out of the water (which isn’t that often, though she can get around surprisingly well on land with those tentacles of hers). Oh, and she doesn’t have arms, but she doesn’t really need them anyway, since she has such good control over her tentacles. If anything, I’ve got the disadvantage since I only have two arms and two legs to work with, while she has eight limbs. And as a final difference to your classic mermaid she’s flat-chested, with skin flaps covering her nipples instead of sea shells.
So, yeah, I guess she’s not so similar to a mermaid after all, but it’s the best comparison I have. Aliens are weird.
She is kinda cute, though. While she dwarfs me when she makes full use of her tentacles (which are, like, two meters or so long), her more or less human-like upper body is that of a girl who’s around one-fifty tall. Her name’s pretty adorable, too. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to pronounce it perfectly since my human vocal cords just aren’t made for it, but when I say “Kayla” and click my tongue at the back of my mouth when saying the “la”, it comes close enough.
She watches me for a few minutes before settling in herself and teasing her chest with the tips of her tentacles. While she doesn’t have a pussy, her nipples are a lot more sensitive to make up for it. They’re more like two clits, really. I have no idea how reproduction works for her species, but I do know that these clit nipples of hers are capable of some crazy strong orgasms. Like, I’d be so jealous if Goddess didn’t spoil me with lots of pleasure for myself.
Kay’la is very vocal when it comes to sex. The wet clicking sounds she makes took a bit to get used to, but by now I find them as hot as the needy moans of a human woman. She gets such obvious joy from pleasuring herself, it’s impossible not to get infected by her arousal.
Soon I’m touching myself for real, my fingers rubbing in slow circles over my pussy. I’m still only ramping up, but it doesn’t take long until I’m moaning as well. And just for fun I spread myself open as I rub myself to give Kay’la the best possible view of my pussy. She in turn makes sure to keep her skin flaps well out of the way so I can watch her slick tentacles glide over her shiny round nipples.
I guess it’s not a good strategy to turn each other on, since this is a competition where the horniest one wins, but while we might technically be rivals, we’re having way too much fun with the whole thing. And it seems like Kay’la’s not really trying today anyway. She makes it very obvious how good it feels to tease her nipples, but it’s nothing compared to the violent shaking she does when she gives it a real shot and traps them with her suckers. The first time she did that, I thought she was having an orgasm.
Then I saw what an actual orgasm of hers looks like.
But while she explodes a lot harder than any human woman could ever dream of, it seems like edging herself is a real exhausting and devilishly frustrating thing for her, nothing her species would do willingly unless they were supremely masochistic. She could handily beat me in the arousal race every day if she wanted to, but if she turns herself on to the fullest, it becomes all but literally impossible for her not to finish herself off. Sometimes she goes for it anyway, but usually she keeps it at a more gentle teasing and hopes that it’s enough. Or she doesn’t even try and only joins my masturbation session for the mutual eye candy and to get herself ready to enjoy the aftermath.
When the giant red sun first touches the western glacier (or at least I call the direction west, no idea how the rotation of this planet actually works), I switch to targeting my clit directly. I found that this is the perfect visual cue to nail the timing. If I start actively edging myself too early, I end up like Kay’la, with my frustration killing me, and then I either have to back off or say fuck it and simply get myself all the way, throwing in the towel for the day. But if I start too late, I don’t reach the horny haze in time, that glorious feeling where I’m in heat, my whole body burning up, every touch feels so intense and so good at the same time, and holding myself right on the brink is a thrilling challenge that consumes my every thought.
Today I hit it perfectly. As the sun sinks beneath the horizon I drop into my arousal, barely even aware of Kay’la, the pool, or the rest of my surroundings. All that matters is how good my finger feels as it draws its slick circles around my clit, sending hot pleasure through my pussy while building up my desire to release all the sexy tension. My other hand is still on my breasts, smoothing the sensations by gently rubbing my far too sensitive nipples.
It’s a state that’s equally amazing and agitating. None I could hold up for a long time, but I don’t have to. Already only the faintest sliver of the sun is visible, just enough to color the eternal ice a deep green, before it’s gone completely.
And Goddess comes for me.
I barely have time to celebrate my victory. I become blind and deaf as my body rises into the air, my arms and legs uselessly hanging down as I lose all control over myself. Not a single sensation connects me to the real world as I hang suspended.
Within seconds the glow of Goddess’ presence engulfs me. My vision fills with light of such an incomprehensible intensity as if I’m directly looking at an exploding star, but instead of evaporating my eyeballs together with the rest of me, the light becomes one with the bliss that sets my every nerve ablaze.
I could feel Goddess’ touch a billion times and still only crave more. It’s like having sex with a thousand lovers, all distilled into one. Like being touched all over, inside and out at the same time, by someone who knows your body better than you know it yourself.
The word orgasm doesn’t even begin to describe the sensation. Goddess feeds on my sexual energy, and she extracts every last smidgen of pleasure that my body is able to experience. I know from Kay’la how much I’m spasming and screaming when Goddess visits me, but in the midst of it I don’t even realize what I’m doing. Or if I even have a body at all and haven’t been consumed by this electric fire running through me.
Time loses all meaning. There’s not even the ebb and flow of multiple orgasms to give the experience any kind of structure, because I’m climaxing at peak intensity all the way through. The pain of this all-encompassing overstimulation by itself would have been excruciating to the point of shattering my mind, but since it’s balanced out with an even larger flood of pleasure it somehow wraps around to feeling good again, giving an additional texture to the bliss.
During every one of these endless seconds it feels like I’ll simply die if the sensations continue, that they are so much more than my mortal human body and mind are able to handle, and yet I don’t want the moment to ever end, to spend a millennium suspended in this gargantuan orgasm until my entire being fades away to become one with Goddess.
As always I only realize that it’s over when I open my eyes to find myself back on the soft soil, my whole body limp from exhaustion and numb from the pleasure. You’d think that it should be impossible to miss this kind of transition, but I guess when Goddess leaves me, my mind is so shaken from the experience that it’s simply unable to process anything. The closest thing I can compare it to is when you have an extremely vivid dream, and then you wake up right in the middle of it.
The world always looks dull and muted right after, with my mind still adjusted to the infinite brightness of Goddess’ presence. Not that I see much of it, because (also as always) I close my eyes again and immediately sink into a dreamless sleep as my body takes its due.

Somehow it only takes half an hour or so to recover from one of Goddess’ visits. An experience like that should send a human into a coma for days, possibly for life, but I guess Goddess gave me supernatural endurance when she brought me here, just like she changed me to require neither food, drink, nor oxygen to live, and gave me the ability to understand all the various other alien life forms that are part of her harem.
Oh, and she stopped my cycle. That alone would be reason enough to worship her forever.
Either way, I can still see the faintest shimmer on the horizon when Kay’la’s slick embrace wakes me up. It would be unfair to call it slimy, because there’s no stickiness to her touch at all. It’s more like her body is permanently covered in something right between lotion and lube. Like so many other things it was weird at first, but by now I barely even think about it anymore. And there are obvious benefits to having a naturally slick lover.
Because, yeah, we might be rivals when it comes to attracting Goddess’ attention, but that doesn’t mean we don’t get intimate with each other. In fact, Goddess demands that whoever is visited by her has to then pleasure the other, in order to keep the balance. Not that our skills could ever compare to the divine pleasure of her presence, but it does at least mean that the other one has a nicer way of releasing the tension than to rub one out on her own.
And there are far worse ways to spend the night than by having sex with a hot alien mermaid.
Kay’la can get real pushy when she’s needy. The moment she sees that I’m awake again, she all but cocoons me in her tentacles and drags me into the pool where I end up right on top of her. I might have still been a little groggy before, but being basically groped all over has a way to spike the adrenaline, and so has the familiar smell of a horny Kay’la. One would expect it to be kinda fishy, but funnily enough her scent most reminds me of herbs and mints. And just like with mints, the slick stuff covering her body leaves an exciting icy prickle on my tongue.
I don’t waste time screwing around. Neither of us is in the mood for any more foreplay. Kay’la pushes the skin flaps on her chest out of the way and I get to work, sucking one of her nipples while fingering the other.
When I said that her nipples are more like two clits I wasn’t just talking about their sensitivity. They’re a lot rounder and flatter than the pointy tips of human breasts. It takes some effort to get her nipple between my lips to properly suck on it, but it’s so worth it. And not just because it’s fun how crazy Kay’la goes when I do that. I mentioned how her tentacles jerk and slither like crazy when she gets to the edge. Now imagine what that’s like when these same slick tentacles are wrapped around me. It’s like getting the world’s craziest full body massage.
The taste is something else, too. Minty doesn’t cut it anymore when it comes to her extra wet most sensitive spots. Think of the herbal schnapps your grandpa illegally distilled, but instead of burning down your throat it chills you to the bone, but not in a bad way. Thanks to Goddess I don’t need to brush my teeth anymore, but I’m sure that sucking Kay’la’s nipples would be enough to keep my mouth fresh anyway. And they have just the perfect squishiness to feel so ridiculously satisfying to lick and suck on.
It’s almost a pity that Kay’la is already so close to the edge. While the forceful touches of her tentacles are nothing compared to the pleasures I derive from Goddess, the icy freshness of her wetness is the perfect medicine to get my head straight again after Goddess has shattered my mind. And while I should be all sexed out, it’s impossible not to get a little horny myself in reaction to how unabashedly Kay’la enjoys herself.
The moment Kay’la hits the edge all her tentacles go rigid, making me feel her tension as they keep me in their stiff embrace. I mentally prepare myself for what’s coming and suck once more with all my strength while my other hand rubs in frantic circles, overloading both her nipples and sending her over.
Like most human women Kay’la’s entire body spasms as she orgasms. Unlike human women she has tentacles, and I’m right in the middle of them as they constrict with every pulse of pleasure ripping through her. It’s a good thing I don’t need to breathe anymore, because she squeezes me so hard it would have pressed all air out of my lungs.
Hell, it’s a miracle she’s not breaking any of my rips. Likely she would have, had I been a normal human. Goddess made me something better, though, and while the pressure makes me ache all over, it doesn’t stop me from licking and sucking her nipple all the way through her climax. I would have switched to her other one so they both get the superior oral treatment, but changing position is literally impossible. And it’s not like Kay’la minds. Her violent spasms and her clicking screams are proof of her bliss.
Her species is capable of some crazy long orgasms. It might well be half an hour of me pressed against her chest, painfully squeezed by her tentacles, continuing to overload her body with pleasure. When the spasms finally die down my mouth is numb from the icy chill of her juices and my arm hurts from all the rubbing. Though not as much as my chest hurts from the constricting pressure.
At least she’s wrapped me up evenly this time. There’ve been nights where my breasts ended up trapped between one tentacle below and one above. Let me tell you, even to a kinkily inclined individual as myself that kind of ache is no joke. If oxygen was still a thing, I’m sure my breasts would turn blue from being this tightly squeezed for so long. No way that doesn’t cut off circulation.
I make sure to ease off in tandem with Kay’la’s receding spasms. Another similarity between her nipples and a human’s clit is how overly sensitive they get right after a climax, and this oversensitivity seems to scale with the intensity of her orgasm.
I made the error of going too hard with her once. That one time proved how much more durable Goddess has made my body, because otherwise Kay’la would have simply ripped me apart with her crazy strong tentacles in her frantic attempts to get me away. It still hurt as all hell. And while she apologized for it later, she also made it clear that it’s an instinctual reaction and she’d do it again. Well, fair enough. If she went too hard on my post-orgasmic clit, I’d also bite her tentacles hard enough to make her scream the whole place down.
Soon the both of us lie in the shallow end of the pool as Kay’la basks in her afterglow. I’m still wrapped in her tentacles, but all the tension is gone and it’s like being trapped in a wet but cozily warm sleeping bag. “Satisfied?” I ask her, cuddling her still slightly trembling body.
Kay’la makes a series of drawn-out clicks that I’ve come to recognize as her version of a purr. After floating in bliss for a few more moments she looks back at me and asks if I’m satisfied as well.
It’s still a little weird how I don’t actually understand her language, but somehow the meaning of her incomprehensible noises enters my brain as she speaks. As with all the other alien aspects of this place I’ve gotten pretty much used to it, though. And it certainly beats needing a translator for even such simple things as a bit of pillow talk.
“More than satisfied. Thanks for letting me win tonight. It was so amazing.”
Kay’la tells me not to worry about it. But she also makes it clear that this isn’t gonna be a recurring thing. While she loves using me as her sex toy, I’m not worth giving up the mind-melting bliss that only Goddess can deliver.
“Fair enough,” I say as I close my eyes. While the sex was plenty rejuvenating, my body still remembers the exhaustion from Goddess’ treatment, not to mention that it’s late at night.
Usually it wouldn’t be save to fall asleep in a pool, but I’m literally incapable of drowning, and even if I wasn’t, I’d trust Kay’la to comfily hold me in place all night. While she loses some control over her tentacles in her sleep, it seems like it’s no effort for her to keep up an impressive level of base tension. So I let myself drift away, and soon I’ve once again fallen into a nice dreamless sleep.

While Goddess only needs us harem girls as sources of pleasure to feed on, she doesn’t want our minds to dull from inactivity. The evenings and nights are for sex, but most of the day we’re busy playing some kind of strategy game.
Or at least I hope it’s a game.
Every morning we assemble in the center of the giant force field dome that keeps out the cold. For that matter, I don’t think we’d actually die if we were exposed to the crazy temperatures outside (the atmosphere is a gas, so we can’t be that close to absolute zero, but I’m pretty sure we’re far below minus a hundred degrees), but it would still hurt like hell. Goddess might have made us all but indestructible, but she hasn’t taken away our pain receptors. Likely because they’re too closely related to the pleasure receptors she keeps us for.
Anyway, the dome is several kilometers wide, big enough that the two dozen of us can hang around comfily without getting in each other’s way. The pool area where Kay’la and I spend most of our time is just a tiny section, though in my humble opinion the nicest one by far. Aliens are weird, and the same goes for their preferred living spaces.
Still, the central part is pretty cool. It’s basically a smaller circle within the outer one, and it feels a lot more sci-fi than the rest of the area. There’s a shimmering blue force field around it that’s constantly flashing with tiny sparks, but unlike the outer perimeter we can pass through it without any issue. In fact it feels like it’s not even there, so we can only guess as to its purpose.
Inside there’s something that reminds me of how star maps are sometimes depicted in movies, with you standing in the middle of gently rotating constellations. Except that it’s less of a map and more like a three dimensional board game.
It’s hard to describe, because most of the game works with some weird mental link technology that’s light years removed from anything humanity can do, but basically it depicts the drones of an Eldritch being trying to take over the universe, fighting against an alliance of various alien species. We’re playing on the side of this Eldritch being and get to strategize and give commands to the drones to make some progress on the battlefield.
The front line has shifted several times since I’ve come here, but the going is slow. It’s the kind of game that takes literal years to finish. And as I said, I can only hope that it’s actually a game and we’re not acting as the brains behind a real war that Goddess is fighting out there in space.
Because, yeah, Goddess is an Eldritch being, in case that wasn’t obvious.
I don’t know if she looks anything like Cthulhu, but that’s only because I’ve never seen her physical form, if she even has one. Likely that’s for the better. Given the things she can do to me with her presence alone, my brain might literally explode if I so much as laid eyes on her. And funnily enough, the fact that I’m now the plaything of a cosmic horror was one of the things I got used to the quickest. After all, why would it matter what species Goddess belongs to? I have sex with an octopus mermaid on a daily basis, so why should I mind fucking a cosmic horror? Especially when it feels this amazing.
But I’m so, so glad that Goddess feeds on our pleasure. The thought of what would happen if she instead fed on our pain makes me break out in cold sweat. I don’t even want to try and imagine the kind of agony she’d be able to put me through with how completely she controls my every nerve ending.
Slight existential dread aside, I enjoy these daily gaming sessions, and not just because they keep my mind busy. It’s nice to talk to all the other girls in the harem. Or, you know, do this approximation of talking that our more or less telepathic abilities facilitate. Which in many cases is only a very rough approximation indeed.
I already said it, but I feel like this is a point that simply cannot be stressed enough: Aliens are weird. Like, really weird. I understand why Goddess paired me with Kay’la, because given the alternatives, she’s positively normal.
There’s several mineral-based lifeforms in Goddess’ harem, for instance.
While some of them look as if someone had decided to carve a human out of stone using only a Picasso painting as a reference, others are pretty cute. And just like with Kay’la, their physical quirks are easy enough to get used to in order to see the beauty hidden in their unfamiliar form.
Sadly there’s no way I’ll ever be able to get intimate with any of them. As one can imagine, they’re hard as rock. I have no means of meaningfully stimulating them in any way, and I’m far too squishy for their rough touches. And while some of them are nice to look at, their voices kill the mood as quickly as anything. To me it sounds like stones grinding against each other. I might understand them, but that doesn’t mean my ears like listening to them.
Over half of the girls don’t even have voices. There’s a couple of plant-based lifeforms that communicate via smells. Thankfully the photosynthesis formula seems to be a universally accepted standard. All their scents are on the pleasantly sweet side, though they have a tendency to cause a slight headache when they get too chatty.
It would be real interesting to know how they process my speech. I can extract a surprisingly deep web of emotions, information and suggestions out of their smell patterns, but it’s so far removed from any way a human would communicate, their brains (or whatever equivalent they have) must function in a completely different way from mine. Not necessarily dumber or smarter, as evidenced by all of us contributing roughly the same amount to the strategies in this war game, but different. It’s clear that there’s so many nuances to their “words” and inner life that I’m missing due to being a human, and in turn I have to assume that their understanding of me is also surface level at best.
And then there’s the girls that completely break my brain. Like the hive minds.
The mushroom girl (or girls, since she always appears as an amalgamation of loosely connected bodies) is still kinda relatable, but I can’t even begin to understand what life is like for the girl that is basically an insect swarm. Let alone the sentient micro-organism that’s more or less a literal disease with a mind of it’s own.
It’s funny but also a bit creepy how that girl in particular, who doesn’t even have a body and is the furthest removed from any notion of life I had before coming here, is the only one who communicates in perfect English, beamed right into my brain as if she’s infected me and now sits inside my soul, waiting to take over my body.
She assured me she’s done no such thing and it’s just that easy for her to adapt to the thought process of each species. I guess I have to take her word for it. At least her voice makes it easy to believe that she has no nefarious purposes. She sounds like your quintessential friendly neighbor, the one who’s always in a good mood and cooks too much on purpose, just so she has some leftovers to share with you.
Then again, she might have only chosen this particular voice pattern to make me drop my guard.
With all this general weirdness going on it took me a while to realize that I’m the odd one out in a much more substantial way than looks: Almost all of the other girls are visited by Goddess each evening as a default. Kay’la and me are the only ones in this kind of sexy competition where only the hornier one is picked each time.
And then there’s Chris (let’s not go down the rabbit hole of how her actual name works; it kinda sounds like Chris to me, and that’s good enough for now), the rock girl who’s the most human-like, although she walks on four legs and her shape is pretty much exactly in the middle between a woman and a bear. And she’s made of stone, of course. An arrangement of colorful translucent gems, to be precise. Back on Earth her body must be worth enough to buy a country.
Anyway. The point is: Chris belongs to Ruby (same disclaimer about the name applies), one of the more Picasso-like rock girls. Belongs in the sense that Goddess doesn’t visit her, and instead Chris is Ruby’s lover. Only that lover isn’t exactly right, either, because there’s a clear power imbalance going on, with Chris always being at Ruby’s beck and call, almost as if Ruby had a harem of her own, with Chris being its only member. The two of them are the only ones with this arrangement, though, just as Kay’la and me are the only designated rivals.
Once I realized that something weird was going on there, I tried to find out what’s up. After all, it’s pretty unfair that almost everyone gets a visit from Goddess every evening while I have to work for that privilege and still don’t get it half the time.
While the other girls are perfectly nice and forthcoming in every other way, though, even just hinting at this topic makes them all close up and act as if they hadn’t heard me, before quickly changing the topic. I tried to approach Kay’la and Chris in private, as they’re the prime candidates to know something, but if anything they are even more close-lipped about the whole thing. When pressured, both of them just told me not to worry about it, and that as long as I was a good girl for Goddess, everything would work out fine for me.
Well, I was a good girl for Goddess. Why wouldn’t I be, when she’s the source of so much pleasure? If anything, I only ask all these nosy questions because I want to become an even better girl for her, one who’s worthy of her presence every single evening, just like the rest.
What do they have that I don’t? Did they all perform a special service for Goddess? Do you rise in her favor if you manage a victory in this war game of hers? Or if you help her locate another girl for her harem? Or is there a ritual one year after you join that lets you become a full member of the harem? Is Kay’la lower in the hierarchy because she also gets fewer visits, or higher since she’s entrusted with a newbie like me? Or is that not how it works at all and I’m overlooking something obvious?
With all the other girls refusing to tell me anything and no other new members around (or at least none that I know of since I’m the newest one and the others are almost as vague about the duration of their stay as they are about the inner workings of the harem), I simply have no frame of reference and nothing to draw any conclusions from. So I guess for now I really don’t have a better plan than to be as good a girl as I can, do my best both in the game and during my daily sexy time with Kay’la, and keep my eyes open for any hints about how to earn Goddess’ favor.

My drones get ambushed today and it takes forever to find a line that doesn’t lead to me losing lots of ground in the war. As a result the sun is already setting when I return to the pool.
Kay’la has a comfortable head start. She’s already in her cozy masturbation mode, floating in the pool, eyes closed, an expression of bliss on her face as she gently teases her nipples with her tentacles.
For a moment I consider not even trying to compete. My chances of winning are basically zero anyway. Or I could touch myself a little, make myself feel good just for the fun of it and to get myself ready for the consolation reward. The same kind of half-assed performance Kay’la always phones in when she’s not feeling it that day.
I almost give in to this treacherous voice, but another thought pulls me back: What if this is the test that determines if I’m worthy to rise to the rank of a full harem girl who gets to experience Goddess’ presence every evening? She wants her girls to be as horny and needy as possible, so maybe she wants me to show her that I’m ready to get myself into this state for her even when I’m not likely to receive an immediate reward. And maybe Kay’la’s tendency to phone it in is the reason she’s on the same level as me despite being here for longer. It would make some kind of sense, and it would fit with how everyone tells me to be a good girl for Goddess.
And no matter if I’m right or not, we’re talking about masturbation here. It’s really no big sacrifice to give it my all.
The limited time doesn’t allow for a slow buildup. I sit down in my favorite spot and play with my nipples a bit, just to trigger my body’s Pavlovian response. The moment I’m wet enough I plunge two fingers into myself.
If I curl them in just the right spot and rub myself at the same time, it feels like I’m attacking my clit from both sides at once. There’s no faster way to get myself to the edge. Within minutes I’m all ready to explode. I know from experience that my orgasms tend to be short and unsatisfying if I allow myself to go over at this point, but that’s not the plan anyway.
Sadly this technique doesn’t get me into that perfect horny haze. Sure, I am fucking aroused, because how couldn’t I be, but it’s an agitated kind of arousal. The kind that wants the unfulfilling orgasm despite knowing I won’t actually feel good afterwards.
The moment I stop my fingers to prevent myself from going over, I get irrationally angry. At Kay’la for leaving the game early instead of helping me out like some of the other girls had, at myself for not being able to do a better job at something as stupidly simple as masturbating, and even at Goddess for forcing me into this competition instead of simply feeding off me all the time, like she does with the others.
As much as I try to get back into the mood, it’s a battle I can’t win, in more ways than one. I’m almost glad when Kay’la lights up in a faint glow, as that means I have officially lost and there’s no point in pushing myself anymore.
Despite the jealousy, watching Kay’la get visited by Goddess is quite an experience in itself.
It begins with the glow and her body going limp, which looks pretty dramatic on her, with all eight of her big tentacles suddenly slumping down.
Only for everything else to rise up.
My mind was blown the first time I realized that a visit from Goddess doesn’t just feel like I’m hanging in suspension. While the main event takes place in some kind of mental realm, the floating actually happens in the real world. Kay’la slowly rises up high enough that the tips of her hanging tentacles barely touch the surface of the pool anymore.
And then the shaking starts.
Kay’la’s orgasms are already crazy enough when I’m the one to trigger them, so you can imagine what happens when she experiences the insane pleasure of Goddess’ presence. Or rather, I don’t think you can imagine, unless you’ve ever connected a giant octopus to a power socket. And in case you have: What the fuck is wrong with you?
Spasming doesn’t even begin to describe the janky flurry of Kay’la’s lower half. It’s a good thing she’s hanging in the air, because anyone getting into her reach would be whipped bloody and squeezed to mush at the same time. And it’s not just her tentacles, even though they are the most visually impressive part. Her whole body thrashes in place, contorting itself in ways that a human spine would never withstand.
Even though I’m still a little miffed, I can’t deny how hot it is to see Kay’la go through the mother of all orgasms. Or to hear it. Her alien voice gives an eerie quality to her frantic screeches, which only helps to sell the impression that her pleasure is literally out of this world. My pussy twitches in sympathy as I imagine just how mindblowingly good she has to be feeling right now.
Pretty soon I’m touching myself again. Not because I want to prove anything to Goddess, but simply because I want to. There might be no such thing as porn on this remote ice planet, but it’s not like I’d have a need for it when every day I’m either getting my brains fucked out, or get to see another hot girl get her brains fucked out.
I take it slow, not even really edging, just lazily fingering myself as I watch Kay’la’s body contort through her ridiculously long climax. There’ve been a couple of nights where I got myself off to the sight, but I’ve learned that it’s more than worth it to wait a little longer and let Kay’la take care of me later. Even though it tends to be a case of “much later”. A visit from Goddess feels like forever for me as well, but with Kay’la it takes a literal hour or more. By the time she finally floats down again, still spasming at times, we’re well into the night. It’s enviable just how much pleasure her body can take.
And despite all that, she barely needs any time to recharge. Like, yeah, she immediately falls asleep right after, just like me, but it only takes ten minutes or so before she wakes up again. Not that I’m gonna complain about it, since it means I’m not at risk of my arousal cooling off before I get the chance to make use of it.
Once she starts to stir I sit down in the shallow part of the pool and gently pull her towards me until her head rests in my lap. Her soft tentacle hair feels funny against my thighs, as if there was a layer of gummies squeezed between me and her. I’ve never sucked on her hair, since that would be kinda weird, but I do wonder at times how they would taste. Do they have the same icy freshness as the rest of her body, turning them into minty popsicles? Or do they have a different flavor altogether?
I push these thoughts aside. Right now there’s something I’m a lot more eager to experience. Kay’la gives me her species’ equivalent of a smile and asks how I want it today, to which I tell her to put her mouth to use.
To address the Eldritch elephant in the room right away: Yes, I have her fuck me with her tentacles from time to time, but only when I really feel like a proper fucking. Her tentacles might be as well lubed as can be, but they are thick. Like, basically fist-sized at the depth that she pushes into me, and her suckers only add some extra texture.
It’s intense is what I’m saying. And unlike with the more mentally based pleasure I receive from Goddess, it takes me a lot longer to recover from this very physical abuse of my body. Any hole she pounds me in is sore for many hours to come. Which is still impressive as I’m sure a normal human would feel this kind of stretching and deep penetration for days, but that doesn’t make it any less exhausting for me. So, yeah, most days I simply have her eat me out.
Although nothing is simple when it comes to Kay’la.
She has a short, pointy tongue that she can push out like a piston. That alone can have quite an effect already, but her main feature is her mouth as a whole.
That girl can suck.
I guess she evolved to be able to latch on to rocks with her mouth or something, because she can easily match any vacuum pump I’ve ever played with. It only takes her seconds to get my pussy lips all plump and sensitive, and to blow my clit up like a small pleasure-filled balloon.
And then she starts to hum, and I absolutely lose it.
Her vocal cords (or whatever it is she has instead) are a lot rougher than those of a human, which leads to these intense clicking noises that litter her speech. It also leads to equally intense vibrations of her entire mouth when she hums.
The first time she did it, I exploded right away in a painfully strong orgasm that left my clit so sensitive I felt like I was gonna die. Since then I got somewhat used to it and she in turn learned to restrain herself a bit, but I can still barely hold out a minute against this kind of stimulation. Especially after all the edging that has come before. And doubly especially once she starts rubbing my nipples with the slick tips of her tentacles. It can’t quite compare to what Goddess does to me, of course, but holy shit. I don’t think there have been many human women who experienced such intense stimulation that still felt this good.
I grab her head to hold it in place as I’m flung over the edge. Kay’la reacts by prodding my swollen clit with her tongue. I scream as these jabs of hot pleasure rip into my most sensitive spot while my entire pussy still vibrates with her relentless hum.
It hurts, but it’s a glorious pain. My back arches as I struggle to process the pleasure, until my spine feels as contorted as Kay’la’s has been half an hour before. My eyes are open, but I don’t see the greenish-blue flickering of the force field before the night sky anymore. All my senses are utterly overloaded by the series of orgasms Kay’la forces from my body, until I finally can’t take it anymore and push her head away.
She lets go right away, leaving my pussy throbbing and oversensitive but also so, so satisfied. I slump back into the soil with an exhausted sigh.
“Fuck, you’re amazing,” I tell Kay’la with a slightly crazed laugh. “I swear, one of these days you or Goddess are gonna shatter my mind for real.”
Kay’la tells me that it was her pleasure and that I don’t have to worry about my mind. That I have thousands upon thousands of orgasms within me and that I’m gonna be fully lucid through every second that I experience them. It almost sounds like a threat, but I guess the nuances just got muddled in translation.
There’s nothing but tenderness in her behavior as she does a little push forward that leaves her all but lying on top of me. She is heavy, but it’s a soft, comfy weight, like being crushed by an entire pillow fort. Only that in this case it’s a very wet pillow fort. Still nicely warm, though.
She asks me if I want to cuddle through the night again, and I happily say yes. Soon I find myself wrapped up in the lovely embrace of her tentacles, with her cute head resting on my chest. She likes the softness of it, and I can’t blame her. Like I said, there’s a distinct lack of normal breasts going on with aliens.
And I’m sure she doesn’t mind that in exchange I succumb to the temptation and give her hair a quick lick. Turns out, they aren’t quite as refreshingly icy as the rest of her. It’s more like licking a frozen pudding or something. Maybe I’ll have to give it a proper test at some point, if it isn’t too weird a request for Kay’la.
For now though I’m more than happy with how the evening went, despite my initial frustration. I close my eyes, and as always it barely takes minutes for my body to give in to the exhaustion and fall asleep.

Turns out, this happiness wasn’t meant to last.
It’s about a week later, and in all that time Goddess hasn’t visited me.
Not.
A.
Single.
Time.
The first couple of days I figured, well, that’s just how it goes. I had some more long days in the game to stabilize my front line, and Kay’la is a sexual beast when she wants to be. So, fair enough. She was hornier, she won, whatever.
But by now it’s clear that there’s more at work.
Yes, some evenings I haven’t been in the sexiest mood, but other times I’ve been at the top of my game and Goddess still ignored me.
Today was especially bad. I came to the pool extra early and went for the nicest, slowest ramp-up ever. I was already in full horny mode when the sun wasn’t even touching the highest hills yet, and from there I’ve ridden the edge pretty much constantly. Nice and smooth edges, not so sharp that I have to back off to prevent any accidents, just a constant slow rubbing that keeps me simmering in heat. By the end of it I felt like the sexiest being in the universe, and Kay’la’s half-assed attempts to keep up only made it even clearer that this evening would be mine.
Except it wasn’t.
Kay’la is still suspended in the air, spasming in the violent bliss she’s stolen from me. It doesn’t make any sense. She wasn’t even invested in our competition today while I gave it my very best. So why did Goddess choose her over me?
For the first time, seeing her get ripped apart by her orgasms makes me angry instead of horny. My pussy throbs from all the edging, but I don’t even feel like getting myself off. It would be a poor substitute for Goddess’ attention anyway, and only serve as another reminder of what I can’t have.
In the end I go to the other end of the pool, far enough away that I can ignore Kay’la’s noises. I sit down with my back to her, staring out into the endless icy wasteland that’s glowing in a radioactive looking ugly green from how the light of the dying star interacts with the planet’s toxic atmosphere.
I have no idea how long I’ve sat there, grumbling to myself. The sun has long since disappeared completely, and there’s no moon by which to gauge the passing of time at night. I would’ve tried and figured out what I can do better, but it’s too obvious that there was nothing I could’ve done or can do now. Despite my best efforts, Goddess has decided that she doesn’t like me anymore.
A wet touch on my shoulder makes me jump. I turn around to find Kay’la, who gives me a look I haven’t seen on her before. Is this how her species expresses sympathy? Or pity?
“Why did she choose you tonight?” I try not to sound salty, but I doubt I succeed.
Kay’la looks taken aback, but I might project too much humanity into her demeanor. She gently runs her tentacles down my sides as she tells me to trust Goddess’ judgment.
“Easy for you to say. You’re her favorite. For whatever reason.”
Kay’la indicates that Goddess doesn’t play favorites. She likes everyone who’s a good girl for her, and she will show it in her time.
“That’s all nice and good, but ‘in Goddess’ time’ might well be in a million years. I’m certainly not gonna wait that long for her to remember that I exist.”
I could have translated Kay’la’s angry clicking even without this weird telepathy thingy. She’s not gonna stand for me questioning Goddess. I sigh. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just… it just sucks.”
Her tentacle slides a little higher until it teases along the side of my breast. Kay’la asks me if I want her to work the frustration out of my body.
It’s tempting, admittedly, but I push her tentacle away. “Sorry, but I’m not in the mood.”
Maybe sex would help. It has cheered me up the previous nights. But I don’t think I could enjoy it right now. Not while it’s impossible to look at Kay’la without remembering her glowing and twitching in pleasure while I’m left behind like a toy Goddess has grown bored off.
Kay’la makes a sympathetic sound and asks if I want to cuddle at least, or if I need some time to myself. I almost tell her that I do, but in the end I give in and let her make me comfortable. The anger isn’t gone yet, but I know that if I’m on my own, I’ll only regurgitate the same frustration to an unhealthy degree. I still want to be Goddess’ good girl and not cause any drama.
Also, Kay’la’s tentacles are a much better pillow than the weird gray soil, as soft as that might be.
Falling asleep takes longer that night, with both my body and mind still in a state of agitation, but at some point I finally manage to let go and fall asleep.

My resolution not to cause any drama lasts all of twenty-four hours. Which in local time translates to until the start of the next evening.
Due to not getting off the previous night my body is all irritated, and edging makes me grumpy rather than aroused. I was never good at dealing with not getting what I want, and the only reason I can handle the daily fingering myself without completion is that I get lots of orgasms anyway, no matter the outcome. So in hindsight I should have swallowed my anger and let Kay’la get me off after all. Or just rubbed one out myself. Either way I would be a lot better off now.
But what’s done is done, and I have to make the best of it. And it’s not like fingering myself doesn’t feel good at all. I’m just having a harder time dealing with the delayed gratification.
It also doesn’t help to see Kay’la touching herself with an obvious enjoyment as if all is perfect in her world. Well, of course it is. Why wouldn’t it be, after getting fucked by Goddess, like, ten times in a row? And she doesn’t even have the decency to just let me have this one victory.
Sure, she doesn’t go as hard as she could have, but with how disheveled I am today she doesn’t have to in order to beat me, and she knows it. She’s trying to win, using the least effort she can get away with.
But not tonight. I might be too agitated to become a proper horny harem girl, but there are ways to ensure I’m the best eligible candidate anyway.
I wait until all but the tiniest sliver of the sun has sunken under the horizon, so it’s only a matter of minutes until Goddess chooses. Kay’la is dead to the world, completely lost in her own lust. Her tentacles have slowed down considerably. Seems like she’s so close that she can only bear the gentlest friction on her nipples without going over.
Perfect.
Kay’la clicks in surprise as I jump into the pool, right on top of her. For a second there’s the instinctual panic as the impact pushes us both under the surface and water fills my mouth. I ignore it. By now I’ve spent enough time underwater to trust in the knowledge that I can’t drown. The water might not exactly be comfortable in my lungs, but even that is more due to the unfamiliarity of the feeling than because it actually hurt.
Within seconds I gather my bearings and grab Kay’la. She’s still too surprised to do anything about it. And once I’ve put both thumbs on her nipples, the sensations overwhelm her to the point of rendering her momentarily helpless.
She must have been real close. I barely have to rub her nipples at all until the shaking starts. She tries to say something, likely ask me what the fuck I’m doing, but the pleasure takes her words away.
Her tentacles do their crazy orgasmic dance, which is all the more impressive underwater. She looks so hot with how her entire body contorts with pleasure. Despite my general frustration I wouldn’t mind making her ride that climax out to the very end. Sadly there’s no time for that. The sun is almost gone, and with how long her orgasms take, she’d still be going at full speed when Goddess comes. Likely that would be enough to disqualify her, but I’m not taking any risks.
Kay’la wails in disappointment as I remove my thumbs from her twitching nipples, leaving her hanging. Her body is still shaking, but there’s a harshness to it now, like the trembling of an addict going cold turkey. She reaches for her nipples with her tentacles to do the job herself, but I cup her breasts with my hands, blocking them off. I don’t have any illusions of being able to stop her strong tentacles if she really tries, but I don’t have to. All I need is to win a couple of seconds to make sure the orgasm is properly ruined.
“I’m sorry,” I tell her, hoping the meaning of my words reaches her despite the water in my lungs making my speech incomprehensible. “I just… I really need to feel Goddess again.”
It sounds weak even to myself. Kay’la doesn’t bother with a reply. She gets one of her tentacles enough under control to wrap it around my hips and simply rip me off her. Her other tentacles immediately move in on her nipples, but it’s too late. She manages a few last pleasurable spasms, but the main event is over.
At least she got something out of it. Not as much as she wanted, of course, not by a long shot, but with a bit of luck it wasn’t as frustrating as a fully ruined orgasm. I might be pissed at her, but I still want to keep her discomfort to a minimum as long as I get what I want.
And it seems like my plan was a total success. I let out a triumphant scream (that’s swallowed by the water) as I feel the world fade around me. I did it! With Kay’la sexually burned out due to her orgasm, I’m the winner by default.
My celebration lasts for all of one second or so. That’s how long it takes to realize that something is wrong.
Instead of a gentle hovering, my immobilized body is jerked up into the air. Goddess’ presence fills my senses with cosmic pandemonium. Impossibly bright lights flare around me, and a terrible pressure weights down on my body, strong enough that it should have crushed me. I try to whimper, but Goddess’ control of my body is so complete that I can’t even get the tiniest sound out.
She is pissed.
Goddess doesn’t talk. I guess she could if she wanted to, but she has no need to waste time with words when she can simply blast her will right into my mind. I want to cower and beg for forgiveness as the full force of her anger hits me, but my paralysis is complete.
Not that it would have done me any good. Goddess can read my mind anytime she wants. She knows all my excuses and how flimsy they are. Just like we both know that I’ve been a bad girl who threw Kay’la under the bus for stupid selfish reasons.
Goddess’ anger and disappointment blaze through my soul. There’s no hiding, no escape from my guilt and her righteous fury. With all other ways of communicating taken from me I focus only on how sorry I am and how much I want to make up for my stupidity, hoping that Goddess will recognize it and have mercy with me instead of throwing me out of her harem like I deserve.
And Goddess does show mercy.
Even in her justified anger she won’t discard me. She picked me for a reason, and she believes that I have what it takes to be a good girl. But after this betrayal of both her and Kay’la I’ll have to work hard to regain her favor. I may stay in her harem, but she will not visit me until I have redeemed myself. Until then Kay’la will be my new Goddess, the one who controls my pleasure and my pain.
The thought of arguing doesn’t even cross my mind. To any other person I would have complained, demanded better terms. Or maybe begged if I knew that complaining was pointless. But Goddess isn’t any other person. There’s no point arguing or complaining or begging. Especially since I know deep down that she is right. I deserve to be punished, and if anything I owe her my eternal gratitude for picking such a lenient punishment.
Like with all of Goddess’ visits, time looses all meaning. It might have been minutes that I hung in the inferno of her wrath, or it might have been hours. When Goddess’ raging will finally retreats from my mind it leaves an aching numbness and a deep exhaustion. Not physically, but mentally and emotionally.
As glad as I am that it’s over, like a child who can’t wait for its mother to stop scolding it, I’m also sad to feel her leave. This is the last time I’ll be in contact with Goddess for a long time. I vow from the bottom of my heart that I’ll be better, that I’ll do everything in my power to make up for my selfishness and earn her trust again.
Goddess acknowledges this promise. She doesn’t say anything, doesn’t even indicate anything, but I feel that it’s true, that she believes in me making the most of my second chance.
Like every other visit from Goddess, it ends with me coming back to my senses next to the pool. It seems that this time she yanked me horizontally as well as vertically. I take it as a sign that even in her anger, Goddess still cares about me. After all, it would have been easy for her to simply drop me back into the pool to wake up in the disorienting darkness of the water.
Even so, I’m as exhausted as always. The human mind is simply not made to deal with beings on the scale of Goddess. I try to look for Kay’la, to tell her what happened and set things straight between us, but my vision blurs and I fall asleep within seconds, my body and mind simply shutting down to recover.

I wake up to Kay’la towering over me. She’s almost completely out of the pool, holding herself up by her tentacles to make herself much taller than any human could ever be, her height even more impressive with how I’m lying on the ground. I can’t remember her ever looking this imposing before, and my stomach flutters as I remember that Goddess made me her toy.
“Hey, I’m sorry, I-”
Kay’la shuts me up by shoving a tentacle into my mouth. Thankfully she doesn’t push it down my throat, but she pries my mouth painfully wide open. I force myself to bear the strain on my jaws on not bite down, to show that I readily submit to her will.
It seems she’s been in contact with Goddess while I was passed out, for she already knows about the new arrangement between us. And she lets me know in no uncertain terms that she doesn’t take kindly to having her orgasm cut short. Her tentacles wrap themselves around me, squeezing painfully. There’s a lot of pent-up frustration inside of her, and she asks me if I’m ready for her to take it out on me.
The tentacle in my mouth holds my head in place and muffles any sound, but thanks to whatever Goddess did to our brains she still understands my affirmative grunt. Because yes, I’m ready to take my punishment. I wronged Kay’la, and paying her back with my body is the least I can do.
She drops backwards into the pool, dragging me with her under the water. My scream gets swallowed by the tentacle in my mouth.
More of her tentacles slither over my thighs. There’s a roughness to their touch that I haven’t felt from Kay’la before. She tells me that she always wanted to taste me for real, but held back so as not to hurt me. A restraint she wants to drop now.
I have no idea what she’s talking about. She’s already tasted me plenty during all the times I made her eat me out. Still, I make another affirmative grunt. Whatever she wants from me, she’s free to take it.
The tentacles around my thighs stiffen. For a moment there’s only a weird tension, before a dull pain throbs on countless spots along my legs, quickly growing in intensity. I groan into my gag, adrenaline spiking as I go from “This feels weird” to “This fucking HURTS!” within seconds.
It’s as if dozens of mouths bit me all at once. No, not quite bite. It’s more like a really strong sucking, as if a whole army of people used my legs to set the record for the world’s strongest hickey. That’s when I realize it’s her suckers that have latched on to me. Is this what she meant by tasting me? Does she taste with her tentacles instead of her tongue?
I cry in relief when she lets go again. My legs keep throbbing, and even with the water blurring my vision I see the countless dark bruises all over them. That’s gonna take some time to heal. And Kay’la’s far from done with me.
My sides are next. For the first few moments it’s an almost ticklish sensation, but the pain quickly wins out. Despite my desire to be a good girl I instinctively thrash to get away. Kay’la holds me far too tightly, though. The only reason I don’t bite down on her tentacle is that she’s rolled it up on top of my tongue to exert pressure on my jaws, keeping them apart.
I might not need to breathe anymore, but I’m still panting heavily when she lets go once more, leaving me aching all over. Only for me to freeze up in anticipation when she wraps her tentacles around my breasts, her suckers setting against the soft flesh. Surely she isn’t going to…
Of course she is.
Tears shoot into my eyes as what feels like a dozen hungry mouths dig into my breasts. It hurts so bad. But at the same time it also hurts so good.
There’s an exciting edge to the pain. Not quite sexual, but similar. I yearn for more, even as my body struggles to get away. It feels so right to be hurt by Kay’la, especially since she enjoys it so much. The water distorts her happy clicking sounds to a wondrous melody. I can’t begin to imagine what it feels like for her to taste me with these violent suckers, but I can tell that it’s a supremely pleasant experience for her.
I only notice the suckers at my nipples when it’s already too late.
It feels like being sucked off by sentient nipple clamps. I scream so loudly that my throat hurts, but once again the tentacle in my mouth muffles it to a droning hum.
Having sensitive nipples can be a blessing and a curse, and in this case it’s a buttload of both. The rough suction hurts so badly that I would have pissed myself if my body could still do that, but even so the pain gives me a spike of adrenaline that shoots through my body, right between my legs. It’s almost like my times with Goddess: At some point pleasure and pain become pretty much indistinguishable.
The thought of Goddess brings me back to my senses, and a sting of loss undercuts the sensations. I try to push it aside. I haven’t lost Goddess. She hasn’t discarded me, she just needs me to prove my worth, so that’s what I’m gonna do.
Kay’la lets go of my burning breasts. Her melodic clicks peter out, giving the impression of someone smacking their lips after an especially flavorful meal. She takes her tentacle out of my mouth, tells me how much she enjoyed my taste and sympathizes with the pain she caused me.
“Don’t worry about it. As long as it makes you happy, you can taste me as much as you want. It’s the least you deserve.”
My lungs burn as my attempt to speak makes the water rush through them, but I don’t care. It barely even registers compared to the ache all over my body, and especially in my throbbing breasts. I don’t dare look at them. Seeing them covered in bruises would only make them hurt even worse.
Kay’la tells me that she appreciates me being such a good girl, but she also reminds me that indulging her now will not magically fix Goddess’ wrath. It’s only the first step on a long journey to prove my commitment.
“That’s okay. All I want is that you’re not angry with me anymore for being so stupid.”
Kay’la’s features soften. The grip of her tentacles loosens, feeling more like a tight embrace than a form of bondage, even though it would still be impossible to get away from her. She tells me that she’s not angry with me, just disappointed. That she’s more than willing to forgive me. But also that she wouldn’t mind me granting her one more treat. A chance to sample my tastiest spot.
I tense up as I feel one of her tentacles slither between my legs. Of course it has come to this. And of course there’s only one possible answer.
“I’m all yours.”
She clicks in appreciation, but if she says anything, I can’t hear it because her thick tentacle pushing into me overrides all my other senses.
It’s thick. So, so thick.
Even lubed up it hurts as it makes its way in, stretching me so far open that it would have taken my breath away if I still had such a thing. I struggle to relax, to not cause any resistance, but it’s so hard when all my pussy wants is to clench to relieve the tension.
I’m already so done when she’s all the way in. And that’s just the beginning. Her tentacle curls to wrap itself over my pussy, covering its entire length, one sucker conveniently ending up right on my clit. I shudder in anticipation of how that would feel when it has already been so devastating on just my nipples. But I’m not gonna ask Kay’la to stop. She deserves to enjoy her revenge.
And also I’m morbidly curious. My time in Goddess’ harem has conditioned me to the crazier kinds of pleasure, so I should be able to handle it, and even enjoy myself all the way through.
Turns out, I can’t handle it.
Kay’la engages her suckers, and within seconds I’ve screamed myself hoarse. The violent suction all over and inside my pussy is excruciating, and my clit feels like it’s literally exploding.
And so am I.
It has to be the most painful orgasm of my life. I only recognize it as one due to the hot spasms ripping through me body. There’s not a single shred of pleasure in this climax, only pure, searing intensity. I uselessly yank at the tentacle, crying and begging Kay’la to stop.
She does.
I go limp the moment the suction stops. My pussy burns so badly that I don’t even dare to touch it, and I keep spasming from the aftermath of this brutal orgasm, but the relief that the torture has ended outweighs it all. That was horrible.
But in hindsight also weirdly hot.
When Kay’la gently embraces me with her tentacles and asks if I’m okay, I actually regret cutting her fun short. And my own fun. Yes, it has been unbearable, but I should have been able to take it anyway. After all, what alien harem girl am I if I can’t even take a proper fucking by a space octopus?
“I’m fine. And I’m sorry. I overreacted. I’ll do better next time.”
Part of me wants to offer Kay’la another go at me right now, just to prove what a good girl I am, but I have to be realistic. There’s no way my overstimulated pussy can take any more abuse right now.
Kay’la surfaces and drops me onto the soil where I cough the water out of my lungs. She tells me that even though I’m her toy now, there’s no reason for me to push myself beyond my limits. As much as she enjoyed tasting me, she doesn’t want to force herself upon me against my will.
“But I want to push myself,” I tell her. It’s nice to properly hear my own voice again now that I’m not talking through water anymore. “You can absolutely taste me again if you want to. Just… Maybe we should work up to it a little more slowly.”
Kay’la sounds amused and happy as she agrees. After all, she indicates, it’s only proper that she should train her new pet.
We cuddle up on the edge of the pool as we’ve done so many times. I offer to give Kay’la some proper pleasure of her own, but she refuses, saying that even though her orgasm has been ruined, she still needs time to recharge. When I apologize she tells me not to worry about it, that I’ll have plenty of time to make up for it during the following days, weeks, months, or however long it’s gonna take until Goddess deems me worthy again.
And even longer than that, since it’s not like we’re gonna stop having sex, even if we at some point both become proper harem girls who get to meet Goddess every evening.
On that note, it seems like Kay’la is one of those now. And has been, for the longest time. Apparently whenever a new girl joins, Goddess picks the most compatible girl to become her instructor. I’ve thought we were rivals of equal footing, but everything has secretly been a test to see if I was worthy. If I had simply trusted Goddess and showed some patience (and not assaulted Kay’la), I would have been rewarded with a proper spot in her harem.
Well, didn’t work out that way.
Still, things could be worse I figure as I slowly drift off in Kay’la’s warm, wet embrace. It sucks that I pissed Goddess off, but I have a chance to make up for it, and despite my fuck-up, Kay’la is still on my side. Sure, she’s gonna get pretty rough with me for the foreseeable future, but hey, if I didn’t like it rough, I would be a terrible fit for this place anyway.
With that thought and a final glance out onto the eternal glaciers that shimmer in a beautiful dark mossy green from the last remaining light I fall asleep, ready for tomorrow being the first day of me being a good girl. For real, this time.
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