
  
  
      
        
          Torturing an Angel

          Mary and the Angel 5

		      
          Ari Foxsmith

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


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






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Torturing an Angel
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Torturing an Angel


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

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