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“What are you in for?” Molly asked the pichu-morph sharing her holding cell. 

The pichu-morph looked over at her shyly. “Stealing,” she said, huffing. “But, I didn’t do it.” 

Molly smirked. Despite their predicament, the young human girl was in high spirits, as always. “That’s 
what I’m in for, too,” she said, “But none of us ever did it!” 

“But I really didn’t!” the pichu-morph protested. “I wasn’t even there, and if I were going to steal, I’d have 
stolen something to eat!” 

Molly cocked her head, then grinned. “I like you,” she said. “I’m Molly. What’s your name?” 

Her cellmate brightened slightly. “Mercy,” she said. She hesitated a moment, then asked, “Are you really 
a human?” 

Molly frowned, then laughed. “Last time I checked,” she said, pinching herself. 

Mercy shook her head. “I’ve never seen one,” she said. “I didn’t think you really existed.” 

“Surprise!” Molly replied, flashing a grin. 

A resounding thud and a clank down the dank, dreary walkway between the cells made them both gasp 
and turn to look, but after a few seconds, nobody appeared. 

After a while, Molly ventured to breathe again. “So, what’s your punishment?” she asked. 

Mercy shriveled her nose. “Tickle-torture,” she replied. “The judge said it’s good for me that I’m not an 
adult, or I’d be whipped. Personally, I think I’d rather that,” she muttered. 

Molly cocked her head. “Really? I mean, it’s just tickling! Besides, I bet they can’t even make me laugh!” 

“I hate being tickled!” Mercy protested, looking earnestly at Molly. “I hate it more than anything! And I’m 
sentenced to three hours of it!” 

“Three hours…hey, so am I!” Molly replied. “But, what’s the point of doing it for so long? I mean, after the 
first, I dunno, ten minutes, wouldn’t you get tired of it?” 

“Yes! That’s the point! You get tired of it but they keep doing it!” 

Molly shook her head. “No, I mean, like, wouldn’t you just get kinda numb to it? After a while, you’d have 
laughed and stuff, but then…doesn’t it just stop being funny?” 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” 

The girls both gasped as the door slammed open and an espeon-morph walked in, his eyes narrowed 
and his tail twitching like a cat about to pounce. Behind him stood a couple of eevee-morphs, their fluffy 
tails rendering them too hard to take seriously. 

Molly looked from the espeon to the eevees and back, then burst out laughing. 

“Wait, wait,” she said, “You’re our torturers?” 

“Genuine amusement,” the espeon said, his eyes narrowing even further as he locked his gaze with 
Molly’s. “And also fear.” 

The girl gasped and shrank back as the guards walked into the room. 

“Yes,” said the espeon, “We are your torturers. I am Alaric. Alena, Eric!” 

The eevees each seized one of the captives, pinning their hands in front of them. 

“Alan!” 

An ivysaur-morph clomped in slowly and deliberately. Looking rather dully at the scene, he snapped his 
vines out and quickly bound the girls’ hands in place. 

“Now, walk,” said the espeon. 

“Do your worst!” Molly spat. 



The Prisoners 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 2 of 8 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

The espeon’s neutral expression briefly twisted into a sinister smile. “With pleasure.” 

He gestured to the others, and the four of them escorted the girls out, one eevee for each, the ivysaur 
keeping an eye on them from the rear, and Alaric leading the way. Molly tried to struggle, but a warning 
slap on the ass from Alan’s tentacle-like vine quickly had her marching forward. 

Alaric pushed open a heavy wooden door banded with wrought iron. The door screeched in protest and 
revealed a gloomy, stone room. Moving single-file, the torturers herded their captives inside. But as soon 
as Mercy was in the door, she paled and stopped abruptly, leaving Molly to nearly run into her. 

“Hey! What are you…” Molly trailed off. 

Her eyes followed Mercy’s to a rack holding pincers, floggers, and many cruel-looking whips. Beside it 
was a tray that held thumbscrews, a T-handled corkscrew, and all manner of sharp cutting and poking 
objects. Between the girls and these instruments of torture were two racks, their wood-spoked cranks 
jutting ominously towards them. 

“H–hey,” Molly protested nervously, “We’re only supposed to be tickled!” 

“Of course. The whips and sharp things are not for you,” Alaric replied. His eyes narrowed. “…For now,” 
he added, turning and glaring at the girls. “Were you but a few years older, all of those tools would be at 
my disposal,” he said wistfully. “For now, look thee well upon them! They are thy fate if today’s treatment 
fails to cure thee of thy abominable sins!” 

Molly, realizing that this was all just talk, rolled her eyes. “Good luck with that,” she retorted. “I’m not afraid 
of a little tickling!” 

That sinister smile returned to the espeon’s face, then vanished. “We’ll see how brash you feel once 
you’ve been stripped of your dignity.” 

Before the girls could react, Alan had grabbed their bound hands—one vine per girl—and lifted their arms 
above their heads. With a deft movement, the eevees lifted the girls’ dresses—Molly’s nice one and 
Mercy’s tattered one—over their heads. Molly felt sudden tension on her wrists as her eevee, Eric, 
yanked hard on her dress. With a rip, her dress ripped from the collar along the shoulders to the sleeves 
and went over her head, falling to the floor. 

“W–wait! I liked that dress!” Molly protested. 

But a sudden draft between her legs quickly silenced her. She shivered and instinctively crossed her legs, 
trying to preserve what little modesty she had. Mercy seemed less concerned and indeed seemed to be 
perplexed by Molly’s discomfiture. 

“Ah, yes, you humans feel humiliation when you are nude,” Alaric observed with a satisfied smirk. “Good.” 

Molly started to fire something back, but the brush of Eric’s tail against her back made her flinch. 

“To the racks,” Alaric ordered. 

Eric and Alena grabbed the girls by the sides, eliciting startled and slightly ticklish jumps, and bodily 
shoved them towards the middle of the room. Meanwhile, Alan kept a suspicious eye on them, ready to 
lend a vine or two if needed to subdue them. But, too nervous about what was about to happen, the girls 
didn’t offer much resistance. Molly soon felt herself picked up and flopped down roughly on the wooden 
platform. Eric pinned her arms while Alan snared first one leg then the other, and Alaric fastened worn 
leather cuffs to Molly’s ankles. Then, grabbing a sharp knife from the tray, he cut the bonds holding her 
wrists, only to replace them with separate cuffs attached to the rack. He stepped back, and Molly blushed 
fiercely, painfully aware of how exposed she was in this position. The ropes attached to her cuffs offered 
her little movement, but she squeezed her legs together as best she could, averted her eyes and 
struggled to endure her burning face.  

There was a ratcheting grind and the sounds of wood and rope creaking, and Molly felt her legs being 
pulled apart. 

“No, no!” she cried, but in vain. 
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Lightly spread-eagled, she was now fully exposed to everybody, and she had no way of protecting her 
body, let alone her modesty. Alaric looked superciliously at her and, satisfied that she was adequately 
immobilized, turned away to focus on Mercy. 

Molly’s heart pounded in her chest. Her humiliation aside, she was really helpless now! Glancing 
nervously over at Mercy, she saw that the pichu was racked down much like she was, just with her feet 
closer to Molly’s head and vice-versa. 

Alaric cleared his throat. “Condemned,” he said, his voice swelling with pleasure but lacking compassion, 
“You have been sentenced to punishment by tickling for three hours. Abandon hope now. Alena, Eric, you 
may begin.” 

Eric brushed up against Molly’s side, making her flinch and scowl at him. 

“Is that the best you’ve got?” she snapped. 

Eric said nothing; he just moved down to her feet, turned his back on her, and lingered his tail next to her 
toes.  

Molly’s eyes opened wide, then she snarled defiantly. 

The eevee’s tail, softer than a feather duster and twice as fluffy, brushed against her soles. Molly’s feet 
flinched instinctively, but the tight cuffs around her ankles prevented her from getting away. She gritted 
her teeth and let out an irritated groan, only to realize that Eric had removed his tail. Yet, no sooner did 
she realize that the torture had stopped than he moved his tail in again, slipping it up between her toes 
and wiggling it just a bit. 

“Agh!” Molly cried, her feet straining to get away. “Cut it out!” 

Now Eric wore the same self-satisfied look Alaric had worn. His tail flicked her soles again, both at first, 
then one and then the other. The ropes creaked and groaned as Molly strained against them, her body 
thrashing in frustration and annoyance. Then the eevee grazed the space between Molly’s feet and 
brushed their tops, eliciting another cry of frustration, and then a sharp, short giggle. 

“We have a winner,” Alaric remarked wryly. Leaning over Molly’s groin and seemingly talking to her 
crotch, he said, “I assure you: Eric hasn’t even started. You’ll experience his worst soon enough. But until 
then, human,”—he grazed Molly’s inner thigh, eliciting another flinch and a yelp-giggle—“you might want 
to consider the consequences of your actions. Stealing for one, and asking for our worst for another.” 

He nodded to Eric, who began wagging his tail furiously over Molly’s feet, over her soles, between her 
toes, across the tops of her feet, and along the sides. Molly began to laugh uncontrollably, howling, 
panting, and eventually gasping for air as her body rebelled against her will to keep her composure. Her 
lungs began to burn, and her sides began to hurt as she realized she couldn’t stop laughing. 

“N–no, s–st–stop—stop! P–pl–please!” she gasped. 

But Eric would not stop. If anything, the look of satisfaction on his face seemed to have intensified. His 
ministrations certainly had! Reaching over and grabbing Molly’s toes in his hands, he forced her big and 
index toes apart and then slithered his fluffy tail in between them. Molly’s breath caught, and though she 
tried desperately to squeeze her toes closed, she couldn’t overcome the eevee’s grasp. A laugh turned 
into a giggle that turned into a hiccup and then a moaning cry and escaped Molly’s lips as her back 
arched, her eyes snapped wide open, and she abruptly quit breathing. 

Eric stopped. 

Molly sucked in a loud gasp and then began to pant. Sweat poured down her body, and the wood against 
her back felt clammy. Even though the tickling had stopped, her nerves were so on edge that for several 
minutes afterwards, the faintest gust made her flinch violently. 

A sharp clack and a sudden loosening of the ropes started her, but after flinching, she lay still, too 
exhausted to try to fight. Wordlessly, Eric undid her restraints, making sure to tickle her soles a few times 
just for the fun of it, and left Molly lying there, unrestrained and trying to catch her breath. 



The Prisoners 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 4 of 8 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

As Molly finally looked over, she could see Mercy being untied, as well. The pichu’s eyes were wet from 
crying, and the expression on her face looked almost shell-shocked. 

As if on cue, Eric and Alena lifted their respective charges off the racks and put them on the ground. 
Molly’s legs nearly went out from under her, and the smallest grain of sand between her foot and the cold 
stone tiles made her flinch so hard that she nearly kicked the rack. Her weight went out from under her, 
but just as she was about to fall, Eric caught her and gently returned her to her feet. 

“Not so fun now, is it?” Alaric asked condescendingly. “Take them back to their cell and give them water. 
We’ll resume in ten minutes.” 

The walk back to her cell was the most terrible experience Molly had ever endured. There was nothing 
wrong with her feet, but they were so sensitive that they flinched almost every step, making her have to 
lean on Eric for support. But, they at last made it back to the cell, and Molly wasted no time sitting down 
and getting off her feet. She was sitting and staring at the wall when a bucket plopped down in front of 
her. 

“Drink up. You’ll need it for the next part.” Alan said, turning and clomping away. 

Molly started to protest but then shook her head and sighed. Lowering her hands into the bucket, she 
scooped out some water to drink. As tense as she was, the water did help to calm her, as well as 
soothing her burning throat. She sighed, feeling a little more human. 

Glancing over at Mercy, she started on seeing that the pichu had not been offered water, too. She lifted 
the bucket and moved it over to her cellmate. 

“Here you go,” she said, venturing a little smile. “It helps.” 

Mercy glared at her, then at the bucket, but finally relented and took a few drinks. 

“They, uh…they got us, huh?” Molly asked ruefully. 

“Yeah,” Mercy replied, sulking. “It’s not fair; I shouldn’t be here.” 

“Well, at least it’s just a little while longer,” Molly said, trying to be encouraging. “They can’t kill us, so that 
means we’ll survive.” 

“And you’ll rue it.” 

The door slammed open, and Alaric stood there with his twisted, sadistic sneer. 

“Round two, condemned.” 

The eevees hauled them both to their feet and made them walk. Although Molly’s feet were still sensitive, 
they weren’t nearly as bad as they had been just minutes before, and she was able to make it back with 
only a few flinches. 

But when they entered the door, they both came to a sudden stop again. Was this even the same room? 
The sharp instruments had been removed, and so had the racks. Instead, they found two St. Andrew’s 
crosses centered in the room and facing each other. 

“Wh–what are those?” Mercy asked nervously. 

Molly didn’t know, either, but as their respective eevees shoved them forward, they both caught on 
quickly. As soon as they were within range, Alan had their waists secured. After that, they had little 
chance of escape. Alex and Alena traded captives, and as Alena reached up to hold Molly’s wrist in place 
so Alan could strap her in, the eevee’s fluffy chest fur brushed up against Molly’s naked body, eliciting a 
shiver and reminding her just how nude she was. She instinctively squeezed her legs closed once more 
and held them there as her other wrist was restrained. 

“Oh, no,” Alaric said, cocking an eyebrow. “We can’t have you with your legs closed.” He shook his head. 
“That won’t do.” 
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Molly, now recovered from her earlier tickling and feeling outright hostile toward the espeon, tried to kick 
him. In a flash, Alan’s vine grabbed her outstretched leg, pulled it against one of the legs of the cross, and 
fastened it tightly. 

Alaric grinned. “And now, you’ll be even more vulnerable than before.” 

Molly kicked her free leg frantically, trying to outrun Alan, but all she succeeded in doing was exhausting 
herself. The Pokémon’s ivy wrapped itself around her ankle, pulled it into place, and locked it down. 

Felling her legs forcibly spread like this, Molly reddened deeply. What made it worse was that she was 
now staring at Mercy, and the pichu was staring right back. Molly looked away, blushing at the thought 
that Mercy could see her…like this. 

“Lift up,” Alaric commanded, and ropes creaked, hoisting the crosses into the air.  

Molly and Mercy yelped in surprise as they felt themselves raised a few feet off the ground. 

“Now we won’t break your view of each other, and you’ll be at just the right height,” Alaric said wickedly. 
“Torturers, commence.” 

Molly instinctively scrunched up her feet, but Alena was aiming higher up. Molly gasped on feeling the 
eevee’s tail graze against her legs, first outside and then against her much more sensitive inner thighs, 
sending little ripples of electricity up Molly’s spine. She gasped uncertainly. The sensation wasn’t quite 
like being tickled—her body didn’t recoil the same way, and she didn’t feel the need to giggle—but there 
was a sense of irritation, no, almost the opposite—a sense of desire, perhaps? It perplexed the human, 
and she found herself more hung up on trying to figure out how she felt than trying to get away. 

But another graze, this one very close to her crotch, made her audibly draw in a breath. Her legs, tied as 
they were, tried in vain to squeeze together, not for modesty but to cope with the strange desire and 
pleasure she was feeling. 

Mercy, on the other hand, did not seem to be enjoying herself. Molly had barely been able to pay her any 
mind during the last session, but as her eyes and mouth opened in a strange kind of ecstasy with each 
stroke of the eevee’s fur against her, she found herself staring. The pichu’s face was contorted into a 
grimace, her hands making fists and her whole body tense. As Eric brushed his tail, his fuzzy arm, or his 
puffy chest against the pichu, she tried to shrink away. For a second, Molly wanted to yell at him, to make 
him leave her alone, but Alena chose that exact second to run her tail up between Molly’s legs. 

The sensation sent chills up and down Molly’s spine. Her body writhed in ecstasy, yet there was 
something, a yearning need she felt that wasn’t being met. She began to squirm, whimpering and 
moaning, desperate to figure out what was missing. Yet even though Alena’s strokes might have seen 
haphazard, they were carefully placed to avoid any stimulation of the place that would give Molly the relief 
she needed. The eevee stroked faster and slower, inside and outside, up, down, forward, and backward. 
Each stroke made Molly moan a little louder, thrash a little harder, and feel a little more blindly desperate 
for relief. The eevee’s onslaught intensified, until Molly was moaning constantly, taking just enough breath 
to moan some more. 

“Oh, please—please! Stop! What are you doing to me?!” Molly cried, frustrated tears streaming down her 
face. 

With a cue from Alaric that Molly didn’t see, Alena swept her tail under Molly’s feet one time. Pent-up and 
with every nerve on edge, Molly let out a shriek as her feet reacted violently, jerking upward with enough 
force to make the cross shudder. The girl burst into tears, bewildered and physically overwhelmed. 

Alaric stood between the beleaguered condemned and smirked. “As you can see, human, tickling comes 
in more forms than just the obvious. Take them back to their cell. Let’s prepare for the next round.” 

Drenched in sweat once more, Molly collapsed onto all fours as soon as her cross was lowered and her 
limbs untied. Alena got her to her feet, then prodded her forward. 

They made it back to their cell and were once again given water, which Molly wasted no time in drinking. 
Even more exhausted than last time, she drank until half the bucket’s water was gone before handing it 
over to Mercy. 
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“W–was that…kind of exciting?” she asked, catching her breath as the pichu drank. 

“No,” Mercy replied. “It was horrible. Just horrible! I hope this is the last one.” 

Molly shuddered, remembering the tantalizing feel of Alena’s fur against her bare skin and how badly she 
had wanted more, yet how helpless she’d felt at not even knowing what it was she wanted. She shook her 
head, trying to clear it. 

“I don’t know what it was,” she murmured, mostly to herself. “It felt good, but…frustrating.” 

“Good?” Mercy asked incredulously. “That felt good to you?!” 

“Y–yes? I mean, no? I—I don’t know!” Molly stammered. “It’s like they’re tickling my brain!” 

“No, but that’s an interesting idea.” 

The girls didn’t even flinch this time. The door swung open, and they resigned themselves to their next 
round. Once again, they made their way back to the torture room, and once more, it had changed. Now 
there was nothing in the room, save for two pairs of manacles hanging from chains suspended from the 
ceiling, which Molly abruptly noticed was dizzyingly high up. 

She didn’t have much time to consider it, though. The manacles were attached to her wrists in front of her 
and then raised. While she hadn’t thought too much about it at first, she began berating herself as soon 
as they rose above her head. Of course she wasn’t going to be able to move about freely! The chains 
began to lift her off the ground until she had to stand on her tiptoes. Though this position afforded more 
modesty—her legs were necessarily squeezed together to make her as tall as possible—she somehow 
felt as though she was even less able to protect herself than before, despite her legs not being restrained 
at all! 

Mercy half-stood, half-hung not far away, and the eevees swapped captives once more. Eric smiled at 
Mercy as he stepped up to her, and on cue from Alaric, he rubbed the poofs on his wrists against both her 
sides at once. 

Molly gritted her teeth and did her best not to laugh, but the feeling was so intense that she couldn’t help 
but snicker. Eric said nothing but gave her an unimpressed look, then ran his fingertips up her sides, one 
at a time. Molly gasped and let out a surprised yelp, partially losing her footing and dangling while her feet 
scrabbled to support her again. She gave the eevee a withering look, but he just grinned, looked her 
straight in the eyes, and tickled his fingers under her armpits. 

Molly began to groan, interspersed by short breaths and more groaning, but as the eevee’s fingers 
continued to torment her, her lip began to quiver, and soon she was snickering, then giggling 
uncontrollably. 

“O–oh, stop—stop!” she protested, tears of laughter running down her face. “I can’t breathe!” 

But Eric was relentless. Instead of stopping, he brought his tail up to alternately tease her navel and sides 
while his fingers continued their cruel work. Molly’s arms tightened, lifting her off the ground. Eric followed 
her, not letting up a bit as her arms began to fatigue, began to tremble, and then gave out. Molly’s body 
went limp, yet she continued to laugh uncontrollably. The eevee took that as his cue, moved his fingers 
down her sides, dropped to his knees, and brought his face to her belly. Glancing up at her, an evil grin 
spread over his face. 

Molly, on recognizing what he was about to do, began to struggle, but with her arms having just 
exhausted themselves, she wasn’t table to put up much of a fight. The eevee reached behind her, pulled 
her to him, and blew a raspberry on her belly. Molly shrieked with laughter, her sides and chest aching 
from laughing so hard. Eric gave her but a second to recover and then blew another one. The girl 
quivered all over, hyperventilating and about to pass out. 

The tickling stopped, and Eric took a step back and gave her a reproving look. Molly felt her awareness 
returning to her but still had to ride out the giggling. It didn’t help that Mercy, as stoic as she was, had 
finally broken and begun to giggle, too. For several minutes, their laughter was contagious, and both 
eevees watched smugly as one girl’s laughter would start the other one going, only to bounce back. By 
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the time Alaric finally put a stop to it, both girls were exhausted once more and not even coherent. They 
were escorted back to their cell and given water.  

Panic seemed to come over Mercy on realizing they weren’t to be freed. “B–but, that was three! We 
should be done now!” she cried. 

Alaric grinned wickedly. “It fools them every time,” he chuckled. “Those were only 45-minute sessions. 
You still have more time left.” 

A wail started in Mercy’s throat and echoed through her mouth. The espeon left, congratulating himself as 
Mercy sank down and held herself. 

“It–it’s okay, Mercy; just…just one more!” Molly said as encouragingly as she could, though if truth be told, 
she had hoped they were done, too. “We just have to make it through one more round! Here, drink some 
water.” 

Mercy started to shove the water away but thought better of it on seeing Molly’s earnest expression. 
Sighing, she took a drink and perked up a little bit. 

I’m going to make sure this one is over quickly, Molly resolved. I know your game now. 

The door opened, and Alaric gave her a penetrating look. She looked back with an expression that 
alternated between defiance and innocence, as though she couldn’t decide how she wanted to portray 
herself. The espeon just smirked. 

They were led once more to the torture chamber, but this time, there was a single, round table in the 
center of the room. Manacles were affixed for two sets of wrists and ankles. Molly expected to be picked 
up and flopped down, but this time, she wasn’t. 

“Up,” Alaric said simply. 

Molly and Mercy stared at him, and then Mercy obediently crawled up onto the table. 

“Well?” Alaric asked, looking a Molly expectantly. 

“If you think I’m getting up there on my own—“ 

“Every second you don’t, she gets tickled longer,” Alaric interrupted, nodding to the eevees, who had 
already secured Mercy in place. 

Molly gasped as they began to savagely tickle the pichu everywhere at once, feet, thighs, sides, armpits, 
and belly. Mercy writhed and gritted her teeth, but then began to giggle. 

“P–please, make them stop!” she cried. “I–I can’t take it!” 

“No, stop!” Molly gasped. “I–okay, I’ll do it! Just, don’t tickle her anymore.” 

Alaric held up his hand, and the eevees stopped, leaving Mercy trembling. The espeon fixed Molly with 
another expectant look. 

Looking from him to the eevees to Mercy to Alan and back to Mercy, Molly let out a disgusted sigh. She 
was trapped—she knew it—and now there was nothing to do but get it over with. She climbed up onto the 
table and lay still with her arms above her head. The cold metal pressed against her flesh as the eevees 
locked her in place, and as Alaric stood over her, he gave her a cruel smile. “As the saying goes,” he 
said, running his fingers over her groin, “We like to save the worst for last.” 

His middle finger grazed Molly’s clit, and she suddenly knew exactly what she’d been missing. Her back 
arched, and she let out a sharp groan, giving him a go-to-hell look as he stepped back and Alena took his 
place. 

Alena hovered her wrist-puffs over Molly, but before the eevee even touched her, Molly forced herself to 
giggle and thrashed a few times. 

“Oh, no, stop,” she said, doing her best to sound convincing. 
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Squeezing her eyes closed, she really laid it on, even arching her back as she faked being overwhelmed. 
But, as she finally opened her eyes and saw Alaric staring right at her face, she paled. 

“Fake,” the espeon said simply. “Did you really think you could fool me, human?” he asked. “I’m psychic!” 

Molly’s blood turned cold. 

“No mercy,” the espeon said to Alena. “Proceed.” 

All at once, Molly’s feet recoiled on their own as Alena began for real. Cringing, Molly tried to curl into a 
ball, but at that moment, Alena’s fingers found her armpits, her wrist-puffs stroking Alena’s nipples. The 
human cried out in surprise but trailed off with a bewildered moan as pleasure and discomfort mingled. 
Another stroke to her foot yanked Molly’s attention from the pleasure radiating through her breasts, 
making her once again try to lash out against her tormentor. But Alena was ready for her with a soft 
caress of the inner thigh that melted Molly’s aggression mid-movement. A graze up her side had her 
cringing as a caress to her groin made her gasp. The constant flurry of touches that mixed pleasure and 
tickling began to disorient the girl until she was gasping and moaning as the eevee’s tickling fur grazed 
her feet and flinching at the lightest touch to her breast. Then she’d moan as her breast was tickled again 
and cry out in pleasure on receiving a raspberry. 

The tickling intensified until Molly truly was writhing and begging for Alena to stop, but Alaric told her to 
keep going. The line between pleasure and torture blurred and then vanished, and Molly’s body 
simultaneously flinched away from Alena’s touch while desperately craving it. It wasn’t until the girl’s 
frantic laughter had degraded into incoherent babble that Alaric finally called Alena off and left Molly to 
recover her senses. 

“You are dismissed,” said Alaric as Alan released their manacles. “Take your clothes and go. Do not let 
us meet again,” he warned. 

Molly lay there on the table, still trying to catch her breath when she felt small hands shake her shoulder. 

“Come on, Molly. Let’s get out of here,” Mercy said, glancing fearfully at the torturers, who stood watching 
them. 

Molly nodded slowly and sat up with Mercy’s help. The pichu had already gotten their clothes and quickly 
placed Molly’s clothes over her groin. Molly blushed slightly but gave Mercy a silent nod of thanks. They 
got dressed as best they could—both of them having to hold their ruined dresses up over their chests—
and hurried out, casting askance glances at their torturers. 

As they retreated, Molly couldn’t help but think about everything that had happened. She wasn’t quite 
sure how to feel about what had happened. Consciously, she was certain she didn’t want to get caught 
again, but subconsciously… 

She had her doubts. 

 


