The Erotic Adventures of Whitehair:

Yergi’s Punishment

Chapter 15: Spare Parts

Foltchaín awoke to find Alynna snuggled up against her back.  All six of the kitsune’s tails were draped over the ewe like a blanket and hir nose was buried into the back of Foltchaín’s neck.  A part of her neck was a bit damp from having been licked there during the night.  The ewe smiled and squirmed a little trying to press her body even closer to Alynna’s.  “Good morning, sexy,” Foltchaín said gently.

Alynna started to stretch out, hir ears perking up at the sound of talking, and let out a soft yawn.  “Morning, cutie.” shi responded, and leaned over to give the ewe a nuzzle on her ear.  “I slept pretty well after I got back asleep,” shi commented, and shi pressed hir body back against Foltchaín gently.  It became immediately clear that shi had woken up with a case of ‘wood’ when hir bulging sheath met the ewe’s soft backside.

“Mmmmm.  Is that what I think it is poking me under my tail?”

Alynna nodded and pressed closer.  “I have to admit I’ve become a bit... attracted,” shi said, not wanting to complete the thought verbally, fearing that shi might be going too fast with her.  “You gave me a lot to think about as well,” shi continued, gently pressing the tip of her shaft, which had partially emerged, against the ewe’s pucker, but shi didn’t enter.  “But at the moment, I can’t help but think that its been a long time since I’ve eaten anything.”  Shi stared around the room for a few moments, but was content to remain in the bed for the time being.

“Well, you could fuck me again then eat last night and this morning’s fox juices out of me,” Foltchaín suggested, raising up her leg so that it would be easier for Alynna to penetrate her tingling pussy.  She wasn’t sure she was ready to have a knot in her ass again anyway.

Alynna gave Foltchaín a gentle nip on her shoulder, and held it, and made soft growling noises as shi tugged on her, urging her to roll over, even involving hir tails by stroking her body in the appropriate rolling direction.

Foltchaín giggled and rolled onto her back then onto her other side so that she was face to face with the kitsune.  “Is this what you are wanting?”

Alynna nodded.  “You’ll find sometimes I don’t give orders verbally,” shi stopped for a moment to consider what shi said and continued, “If I was even ordering at all and not merely suggesting.”  Shi then moved to look into the ewe’s eyes and licked a bit around her mouth.   “I will be inclined to do so later but right now my stomach is really rumbling.”  Shi briefly looked down towards hir belly then back up at Foltchaín.  “Seriously, I’d like to get up and find some food.”

Foltchaín frowned.  “There isn’t any food in the guest rooms and Master Whitehair locked us in.  The doors in this place are old and made of solid wood.  I know I’m not strong enough to break them open, and I’d hate for him to be angry with me if I did so.”

Alynna got partially up on her front legs and looked at the door.  Realizing that shi couldn’t open them in this form even if they were unlocked, shi then settled back down and nuzzled into Foltchaín’s neck, nose burying into her wool there.  “It’s not such a bad thing you know, to be locked in here.  Its been kinda lonely in my den.”

“What have you been living off of in the park?  I know there aren’t many feral animals there.  Of course there is plenty of fruit this time of year, but it won't be around too much longer.”

“Well to be right honest, fruits and... feral animals.  I have the feeling the reason there isn’t many feral animals about, is due to my presence.  Mostly mice, rabbits, rats, voles, that sort of things.  Small ones, easy to catch.   I’m larger than most foxes, I guess one might consider me a dire fox in other places.”

Foltchaín’s expression switched to something that Alynna couldn’t quite read.  The ewe was deep in thought for a moment, then she started to blush brightly.  “Yesterday, um... well, you called sheep livestock.  Have you really eaten feral sheep before?”

Alynna looked into Foltchaín’s eyes, giving her a gentle kiss on the nose, and then shi nodded slowly.  “There has been times in my lives, that I would eat lamb once a week or more.   Of course those were the times where they were raised, packaged, and sent to your local food store for consumption.  There have been others where they lived in the wild and I hunted them, there are even times where wolves would go out and steal them off farms, and I and other foxes would eat the leftovers.  Sheep have been everywhere in the food chain...”

“Wow.  It made me so hot to hear how Ristin had to eat bits of himself and judge how the different people cooked him and what was best.  I mean, except for how much it would hurt and then being an amputee for the rest of my life, I'd love to experience that and to know what I tasted like.  But then I can't digest meat, so the closest I could really ever come to eating myself would be eating the digest remains of myself after someone else ate part of me.  That probably grosses you out, but the thought of it makes my cunny so wet!"

Alynna pressed hir head against Foltchaín’s neck, and rubbed hir ears there, subtly marking her there again.  “While it kind of grosses me out to think of doing that myself, the idea of eating some of you and then having you eat it from me, after I was ‘done with it’ as it were, doesn’t gross me out at all.”

Foltchaín moaned and reached down between her legs and started to stroke her clitoris.  “I wish there was some way to make it happen without it hurting or being permanent.  What part of me would you eat, fox?”

“Oh, there are magical methods of doing so,” Alynna said softly, while licking at the ewe’s mouth.  “And it certainly wouldn’t be the first time I used someone in such a way.   However the magic of this world seems to introduce... complexities.   I’m not sure what it will let me do.   But I’m certainly getting hungry enough to try,” shi said as shi looked back into the ewe’s eyes.  “I’ve got a taste for the fattier portions of meat, but you are so small, I’m not sure where to find such a cut on you.”

Foltchaín moaned and rubbed herself harder. “You’re serious aren’t you?”

Alynna nodded and giggled softly, pressing chest to chest with the small ewe, now hir shaft was fully hard as shi pressed against her.  “I am, and if everything works as it should I could make you enjoy every minute of it.”

“You could do it without it hurting?”

“Of course.  If you think about it, why does one thing register as pleasure and another as pain?  There is subtle differences in what is sent up your nerves, and it is a small matter to change what is sent.”  Shi started to rub hir paws together.  “I think I’d go for your shoulder.”

“Well, if you want fat, it would have to be my ass or my thighs.  But I don’t think you’d enjoy my ass too much right now... I am sorta full from stuffing myself yesterday and if you aren’t really careful then you might get something you don’t want to eat.  That and if things didn’t go right then that would be a hard place to heal.  With enough money, I could have a limb transplant or a high end cybernetic replacement, but those are really expensive.”

Alynna started to rub against the ewe, pawing over her shoulder a bit.  “If something goes wrong, you could join Ristin with some nice cybernetics, yes, but hopefully it won’t because, well...” shi glanced over to the door for a moment.  “I wouldn’t want Whitehair to get mad at me.   Besides, eating your thighs or butt would put a serious impairment on my ability to fuck you silly as I chew your arm off.”

“But... but... if something goes wrong, I can’t live without both arms.  I can live without a leg.  I don’t know.  I always tell my kink class students to never negotiate extreme play when you are horny, and we are both as horny as fuck.  Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

Alynna considered how shi would tie with the little ewe if shi had to chew off a leg or butt, but after about a minute shi said, “Hmm, maybe we should forego the negotiations then, and just do it.”

Foltchaín’s eyes went wide and she started to sweat.  Alynna could clearly smell that the ewe was terrified.  “Y-you promised... but... I want... no.  But I want it so bad.  But... what if...?  No!  You can’t eat one of my arms.  No!”  Foltchaín started to sob.

Alynna’s ears laid back and shi closed hir eyes, realizing that hir instincts were trying to take over, perhaps just in time, and shi pulled back.   “What is it you do want then?  Perhaps I could just try the spell and see how it goes.  If something is going to go wrong, there’s a decent chance I’ll know in advance.”

 “Try my hoof.  I know there’s not much meat at all on a sheep’s foot, but try my left foot.  If... oh, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but if you can regrow it, then I’ll let you eat my arm.”

“How about if I try your whole leg?  Then I only have to cast it once, and if something goes wrong, well you won’t miss it too much?”

Foltchaín’s lifelong lust for meat that she couldn’t eat mixed with a resurgence of the strongest sexual arousal she had ever felt when she had listened to Ristin tell about having to eat his own amputated limbs.  The ewe’s mind crossed the line from sanity.  She broke one of the most important rules of a BDSM lifestyle and let her desire overrule her common sense.  Drunk with lust and lost in her own deep dark fantasies, Foltchaín agreed to let Alynna eat her leg.  At that moment she wanted it so bad that she was willing to risk being an amputee for the rest of her life, as well as risk losing her master, losing her job as a kink teacher, and possibly even losing her life from bleeding to death.

Alynna’s eyes closed once more, and for moment it looked as if shi was meditating on something, and then hir mouth opened wide.  Hir canines were dripping with a glowing green liquid.  Shi laid those canines into the ewe’s neck, and bit until they penetrated her flesh.  But not a bit of pain could be felt from it by Foltchaín.  Instead the pleasure of virgin sex could be felt, starting from the puncture wound at her neck, and spreading out through her bloodstream, taking about two and a half minutes to spread through her entire body.  Even the ewe’s own heartbeat became a source of pleasure flooding her nerves.

Alynna looked into her prey’s eyes and murred softly, letting go of Foltchaín’s neck.  “Everything you feel for the next several hours, or so, will be pleasure.  Your brain has forgotten how to register pain.  Even the regeneration of your leg, you will be able to feel, as it happens... if it happens.  It should, at least...” shi said with a bit of uncertainty.  Shi had not tried this before on this world and shi knew other forms of magic shi used here had turned out weird, but shi also hoped that this form would only be partially magic and would work well.  Shi was now salivating over the little ewe, with hir nose pressed to hers, looking into her eyes, as if waiting.

Foltchaín was so lost in lust and insanity that she was no longer registering Alynna’s words.  Her eyes had rolled back into the top of her head and all she could think about was what it would be like to taste her own flesh and how much she was going to enjoy eating herself after the fox had digested her.

Alynna’s vulpine shaft was as thick and full as it could ever be without being knotted, shi looked over hir ewe, saying softly, “At this point, I could have you, I could consume you and you would die in a pool of your own juices, but I shall keep my promises.”  Shi then leapt over and latched onto the ewe’s leg, starting to tug and gnaw at it, shaking the ewe about as if she was fresh prey, trying to sever the leg from her.

Foltchaín cried out, not in pain, but in orgasmic please.  Each time one of Alynna’s teeth broke her skin, she felt as if her cunt was being penetrated by a huge, hard, hot cock.  The blood that sprayed from her broken skin felt like her own feminine ejaculations.  Foltchaín bucked and heaved and clawed at her crotch with one paw while cruelly twisting a nipple with her other paw.  The more she hurt herself the better it felt.  “Eat me!  Devour me!  Oh, Goddess, it feels so good!”

It only took two minutes before the ewe’s leg was severed and in Alynna’s mouth.  Blood was gushing out of the wound for half a minute but began to taper off as the magic that changed the pain to pleasure prevented her from losing too much blood.   Alynna leapt onto Foltchaín’s chest and pushed her onto her back, then dropped the ewe’s own leg onto her breasts, and looked back into her eyes again.  “No.  Not all of you.   I’ve decided I want you.  You’ll give up everything you had to be my tool, my toy, and take your rightful place in the food chain.”  Afterwards shi drove hir shaft into the ewe, starting to mate the ewe, and chewing on her severed leg over her chest, holding the leg with one paw and pawing the ewe’s head comfortingly with the other.

Foltchaín tried to buck up against Alynna’s cock, but having only one leg threw her off and she nearly pulled herself away instead of forcing the kitsune’s penis deeper into her cunt.  Mad with lust and drunk with her own fantasy, she leaned forward and tried to take a bite out of her own leg as Alynna was eating it.  The ewe’s teeth failed to pull away any flesh, but she did succeed in staining her white wool red with her own blood and tasting her own raw meat with her tongue.

Alynna growled softly and pulled back the leg of lamb, drawing it away from her, yipping scoldingly.  “There will be plenty of this for you when I’m done digesting it, don’t worry my little lamb.”  Shi giggled softly while thrusting into the sheep harder and harder, letting hirself hit feral speeds of thrusting almost immediately after shi started.  All the while, shi continued to eat the lamb’s leg in front of her, tearing off strips of flesh, getting her blood all over the both of them and the bedclothes.

Foltchaín’s head flailed from side to side as her body experienced countless simultaneous orgasm from places where it normally wouldn’t have been possible to feel an orgasm.  She tried to tell Alynna how good it felt and how much she loved the kitsune, but her mind was so overloaded that nothing even remotely coherent came out of her mouth.

Alynna looked over the ewe’s face, continuing her feral mating of the sheep, while shi ate raw leg o’ lamb over her breasts, one of hir paws moving to it, squeezing gently.  Shi was reaching an extreme point of arousal and hir knot was starting to swell.  Shi made a number of hard thrusts against the ewe to ensure shi would tie with her.   Hir shaft throbbed hard as shi got close, hir knot tieing the two together.

At the moment of the tie, Foltchaín’s throbbing cunt was so stimulated by pleasure and pain-converted-to-pleasure that her field of vision began to narrow.  The edges of the room darkened and, like a circle of blackness slowly closing, everything faded from view until all that remained was Alynna’s beautiful, blood-covered feral face.  Then that was gone as Foltchaín’s senses were so overloaded that she completely lost consciousness.

Alynna tried to nudge the ewe awake as shi made a few more short thrusts against her, but the tie allowed little movement and Foltchaín was completely unresponsive.  Shi gently tugged back, as if to pull the knot out, though knowing shi couldn’t, just to see how tight the tie was.  As she thought, her knot was large enough to lock her cock inside of the ewe’s well-used pussy.  Shi laid out on top of the unconscious ewe and proceeded to finish off the offered limb, watching the ewe quietly to see if she would awaken. 

* * *

Konrad gently lay Ristin down on a bondage table.  With a mischievous grin, the flaxen haired Schwarzwälder Fuchs stallion strapped Ristin in place on his back.  “Was ist das?” he asked, poking at the shield over the cuntboi’s vulva.

“Chastity cage, and it holds in my pee, and stops people touching me there.  I’m sorry I’m dirty,” the raccoon apologised, knowing the horses didn’t like him dirty any more than he did, and he had had no chance to clean off the morning’s mess.

Hesitantly Konrad sniffed at Ristin crotch then whinnied.  “It is just cum and piss and a bit of grass.”  With that, the horse started licking Ristin’s thighs, tail, and especially his anus.

This behaviour from the horse was new to the raccoon.  He lifted his short leg-stumps up off the table to give the horse better access to his rump.  He watched with a eyebrow raised and then purred happily as the long and thick herbivore’s tongue swept over his raw tailring.

When he was finished cleaning the cum from Ristin’s fur the horse smiled and said, “Mmmm.  Master Whitehair’s cum always tastes good to me when I lick it out of my brother’s ass.  I am glad it tastes just as good from yours.”

“Wow, um, thank you,” the raccoon said.  “You’re welcome to it.”  He grinned as he watched the horse.  Konrad could do anything he wanted and Ristin knew he’d be helpless to resist, and yet it was the horses tongue licking his bum, almost like a submissive.

Konrad grinned and looked down at his own horsehood, which was starting to swell.  “If I hadn’t tasted a bit of blood, I’d give this too you, but you are probably too sore, ja?”

“Ja, but do you want to use my fur like we used to?  Remember when I was your cum rag and you and Hans would paw off all over me?”  He spread his arm-nubs and leg-stumps wide to invite the horse to use his bellyfur.

“Oh, keep that up and I will put this in your ass!  My balls are so full that they hurt.”

“Don’t you want my fur rubbing over your big horse-log?” Ristin tempted. “You can empty your lovely big horse nuts all over me?”

“Ja!”  Konrad climbed up on the table and straddled himself over Ristin, his balls resting on the raccoon’s shielded groin and his massive cock rubbing along the cuntboi’s fully male chest.  Almost immediately the horse was leaking pre from the tip of his flared cockhead.  “You like the horsie riding you, ja?”

Ristin licked the precum off the flared head of the horse penis, knowing it’d shortly spray-paint his face in cum. “I like it, like I’m a saddle.  I love the feel of your dick in my fur, hmmm, and your heavy balls.  I can feel their weight through the vaginal shield.”  He raised his hind leg stumps up to rub the horse’s flanks, encourage the stallion using him as a sex toy.

Konrad’s cock burned with desire and his balls ached for release even more after his aborted session with Whitehair.  He rubbed himself back and forward against Ristin’s chestfur, dragging his balls over the raccoon’s stomach as he did so.  He continued to leak precum as his impending orgasm grew closer and closer.

The balls continued to bump on the cup Whitehair put over Ristin’s cunt.  The horse cock was thicker than Ristin’s cybernetic arms, and probably strong enough to hold the stumpy raccoon down all on its own.  Ristin kept his eyes shut expecting the cum wave, and lapped blindly at the cock thrusting against his chest.

“Oh, ja!  Open that muzzle wide und get ready for a big drink!”  Konrad reached down and grabbed his cock and began to thump it against Ristin’s chest, causing his pre to splash onto the raccoon’s face with each thump.  The stallion’s cock started to swell even more and then it began to throb as he teetered on the razor edge of orgasm.

The raccoon took a deep breath and opened wide, giving a target for his friend to aim for.  Seeing this was all Konrad needed and with a loud whinny, his aching balls unloaded and he shot huge globs of cum into Ristin’s open muzzle and all over the raccoon’s face.

Ristin kept his maw open while the horse blasted him with cum.  He then started swallowing down the big breakfast of horse spooge.  As ever, he loved the taste of both horses and knew that it was a big nourishing meal he had just been given.  He just wished that he was skilled enough to be able to swallow it all, but to date he had never met anyone who could accomplish such a feat.  Leftover cum drenched his face, neck and chest.  He enjoyed the feeling of the warm and sticky goo all through his fur.

Konrad continued to stroke his cock and milk even more cum from it as he came down from his orgasm.   He grinned at Ristin’s vain efforts to swallow all of his massive load.  “Good boi,” he praised, milking his cock one last time before climbing back off of ristin and the bondage table.

“You masturbate and I go blind” Ristin joked, pointing his head in the direction the sound had come from with his eyes covered in stallion seed, unable to open them.

Konrad chuckled and began to lick Ristin’s face clean, but he stopped and muttered something in German that Ristin didn’t understand.  Ristin had no idea what was going on until he felt a warm liquid all over his face, rinsing away the cum from his eyes.  He licked his muzzle and nose clean only to be treated to the taste and smell of his own urine coming from the hose connected to his chastity shield.

“You really needed to pee,” Konrad commented as he continued to rinse the raccoon's face.

“Danke schön,” Ristin said while still uncontrollably pissing on his own face.  It was one of the few phrases he had picked up from the German pair.  Despite having been born in Raccoonicus, he had never learned his heritage tongue.  He secretly loved every second of his own piss washing all over him, mostly because of the control over him the horse had and the raw debauchery of it all.  And releasing the piss was a blessed relief for his aching bladder, even if he didn’t get to experience to actual joy of peeing because of the tube inside of him.

“Bitte.”  Konrad let the last of Ristin’s piss empty out all over the raccoon’s headfur then he reached down and closed off the tube again.  “And now for your spare parts.”  He added, “Wait here,” as if Ristin had any choice in the matter.

Ristin blinked, getting most of the salty pee out of his eyes, but it still stung a little, as he looked at the departing stallion.  He lay on his back, stuck like a turtle, and chuckled at his helplessness.  

After a few minutes Konrad came back into the dungeon carrying two large black cases.  He set them down and departed again, only to come back with two more such cases.  “One more trip,” the horse said.  When he came back the third time he had a single smaller box which he set down and opened up.  From within the box he produced a large plastic helmet which he fitted onto Ristin’s soaked head.

“Now I’m worried,” Ristin said, not recognizing the helmet or what it was for.  He did notice that it fit him perfectly though, as if made for him.

“No, all is good.”  Konrad flipped down a pair of glowing red goggles that were attached to the helmet.  They covered Ristin’s eyes but allowed him to see clearly as if he wasn’t wearing them at all.  “This ist the control readout for the spare parts.”

“My neural interlink can’t handle it?” Ristin asked, referring to his normal interface gear that fed him information like cybernetic-condition, battery-charge, model and specifications.

“Nein.  These are too old for your advanced systems.”  Konrad then went to one of the first cases he had brought in and opened it.  From the case he produced a primitive looking robotic arm.  He opened a panel on the arm and plugged in a data cable.  He connected the other end of the data cable to the helmet and then asked, “Are you ready for connection?”

“Yes” the raccoon lied, thinking how rough an experience this would have to be to not be backwards-compatible with his inbuilt equipment.  The limb looked like it came from a robot in an old sci-fi show, complete with a 3-fingered claw instead of a normal hand.  Ristin inspected it as the horse held it above him, and saw the end had been crudely modified to fit onto the sockets of his stump-caps.

Konrad placed the end of the arm to Ristin’s left stump.  There was a loud click as the electromagnets engaged, followed by the locking clamps, then finally the data interfaces came online.  The information that began to scroll across the goggles was like trying to read old command-line based computer code, but Ristin was able to tell that the limb had successfully connected and was initiating communications handshaking with his own cybernetics.

As soon as the connection was negotiated, Ristin felt a tingling pins and needles sensation all throughout the robotic arm.  He hissed from the discomfort then queried his cyberware.  The diagnostic flashed back a result.  All modern cybernetics had tactile feedback, an artificial sense of touch.  His own limbs had the most advanced tactile sensation made to date, which was a big part of the reason they needed regular maintenance.  The primitive cyber that had been brought for him lacked that except for pressure-pads on the claws, meaning the pins and needles was static filling in the void in the signal from the limbs.  With a limb attached, his socket was transmitting the sensations not realizing that it was sending the static, and the cyborg raccoon couldn’t shut-off the feed.

While he queried the cybernetics, Ristin had laid there with his eyes glazed and unfocused, seeing the ‘visual’ readout piped into his optic nerve by his own cybernetics.  “It’s not too bad” Ristin told the worried horse, blinking and then looking up to focus on his friend.  “It’s not comfortable, but it is okay.”

Konrad nodded.  “Herr Docktor Gridjumper said it would not be like your normal limbs but that it should be functional.”  The horse then opened the second case and repeated the procedure for Ristin’s right arm.  Again, the entire limb was alive with the pins and needles sensation, but otherwise it connected to Ristin’s cybernetics and was under the Raccoon’s complete control.  He then proceeded to connect each of the legs, which, like the arms, were very primitive, but functional.  They too generated the pins and needles sensation as they also lacked the advanced tactile circuity that Ristin’s cybernetic implants were expecting.

“Move your arms and legs some.  Attempt to open and close your paws and bend your knees and stuff.”

One clawed arm rose from the table, the claws snapped open then closed, and then did so again.  “Would you like me to masturbate you?” Ristin teased.  “Rub your balls maybe?”

Konrad whinnied and jumped backwards.  “Not on your life!”

The raccoon moved and flexed the arms, then tried to undo the straps holding him down.  The claws were clumsy but he managed to undo the straps.  He lifted each leg, letting it bend at the knee and then flexed the clunky mechanical feet.  The feet were more support-struts than any attempt to mimic a footpaw.

The cyborg swung his legs over the edge and sat upright on the table, then stood before the horse, standing almost two feet taller than he normally did with his proper legs.  He could feel the weight of the cyber-arms hanging off his reinforced skeleton, but could carry and move them as easily as he could the weight of the legs.  The pins and needles feeling still lingered but he pushed it to the back of his mind and that was manageable.

“Will these do until Herr Docktor Gridjumper can get your parts serviced?” Konrad asked, nervously eyeing the practically antique military-grade limbs.

“These are stronger than my normal gear,” Ristin observed, his furred replica-limbs were built as replacement limbs for a civilian, whereas these mechanical prototypes were characterised by a brutal machine strength.  The raccoon carefully kept a safe distance from the horse in case he were to accidentally injure him with a clumsy or careless movement.  “Yes, these will do, thank you my friend.”[image: image1.jpg]



“Ja, ja.  No problem.  Now lets see if you can control these monsters enough to go upstairs and check on Master Whitehair.  I’ll follow you in case something goes wrong and you stumble or slip.”

“If I fall, don’t let me fall on you.  I don’t want to hurt you” Ristin said, though he was already fairly confidant in his ability to work the crude cybernetics.  He headed towards the door, making heavy thumps with each step.  He half expected whines and whirrs of machinery and gears and hydraulics, but other than the clumping footfalls the limbs were impressively quiet.  He reached out a claw and worked the doorknob without damaging it, and then headed to the stairs.  The big support-platform feet were a problem because they barely fit on the steps, but he started carefully making his way up the flight of stairs.  Thud, thud, thud, he couldn’t quiet the metal footfalls.

It was a hidden skill of the raccoon, but Ristin was very good at adapting to different body shapes and cybernetics.  He had used many models under Frynge’s care, and it was one reason for the modular and adaptable interface hardware he was fitted with.  He took it slow and easy, worked out how to drive these heavier clunkier limbs, how to manipulate things with the crude claws, and continued his way carefully up to Hans and Whitehair.  

Konrad followed closely behind Ristin, ready to catch the raccoon should he lose balance on the stairs.  Despite Ristin’s warning, Konrad was fully aware of how much heavier the raccoon would now be, but he also knew how strong he was and he was confident in his own ability to catch Ristin should anything go wrong.  Surprisingly, nothing did and Ristin made it to the top of the stairs without even scratching up the wood.

In Whitehair’s bedroom, the wolf was laying on his back on his bed with his legs spread wide.  There was an icepack pressed against his scrotum and Hans had been gently applying a salve to the wolf’s burning, stinging penis.  They had stopped and were staring at the door when Ristin loudly entered, followed by Konrad.

“What the fuck?” Whitehair exclaimed, starting at the primitive cybernetics his slaveboi was wearing.

Konrad explained, “Herr Docktor Gridjumper sent these spare parts so that Ristin would be more useful to you.  Just don’t let him near your cock with those claws!”  The stallion laughed and swished his tail playfully.

“Well, since I can’t move without feeling like someone is kicking me between my legs, I am going to have you get to work downstairs, if you think you can control your spare parts well enough to not break things.”

“All systems nominal, sir” Ristin replied with a grin.  “I am able, willing, and ready to serve.” 

“Excellent.  The dungeon needs a good cleaning.  I want the floors washed, all of the bondage equipment and furniture washed and sterilized, and I want all of the toys cleaned and sterilized.   As soon as I have recovered from this stupid potion, I am going to organize a nice dungeon party and orgy.”

“Yes sir, I will.  Shall I check up on you as I go, sir?  And are Alynna and Foltchaín still here?”

The wolf’s eyes went wide.  “Oh, shit!  I forgot all about them this morning!  They are still locked in the back guest room.  You had best go let them out.  Foltchaín can go stuff herself in the garden, but Alynna is going to be hungry for meat, so let her know that she is welcome to whatever she can find in the kitchen and in my freezers.”

“Yes, sir.”  Ristin proceeded carefully from Whitehair’s room to the one where Alynna and Foltchaín had been locked in.  He hoped they’d had a gentler night than he had, though the raccoon was starting to feel almost recovered from his own ordeal, save for the dull ache from his abused tailhole.  The side-effects of the obsolete cybernetics were starting to grate on his nerves more and more though.  The absence of touch and the presence of the pins-and-needles static replacing it was getting harder and harder to ignore.  

He reached the door, and held out the small key gripped in his big claw, and unlocked it.  He pushed open the door and was stunned by what he saw.  A puddle of blood across the floor, the bedclothes covered in blood, and his feral mate laying beside the blood-soaked sheep.  

Alynna then looked over in the direction of Ristin’s voice and noticed the huge and mismatched limbs on him.  It took hir a few moments to get up from her prone position and fully turn towards him.  “Umm...” shi said in reaction, being a bit surprised at the change.

“Oh gods, what happened?  Are you two okay?” he asked and rushed to his friends, heedless of the spectacle of a half-machine raccoon advancing on them.  He knelt down at their side for a closer look.  

Even though his artificial womb was designed in such a way as to spare him from having to deal with them himself if he wished, he hoped ‘feminine problems’ were to account for all the blood.  As he drew closer he saw first that Foltchaín’s leg was gone and then that it had been crudely healed.  He looked from her to Alynna’s bloody muzzle.

Foltchaín weakly opened her eyes and said in a dreamy voice, “Oh, we’re fine, sweetie.  Better than fine.”

“What happened?” he asked, sounding shocked and curious but not angry.  Ristin started to feel guilty, remembering how much the sheep had liked his tale and his amputations, and now one day later Foltchaín seemed to have given up a limb herself.  He wondered if it was his fault and even worse was his fear of what master Whitehair would do to the trio as punishment.

Alynna looked more than a little flushed red in the ears from a mixture of embarrassment and shame.  “Umm, everything’s okay, and she’ll be okay too... but...”   Alynna then dropped the remains of Foltchaín’s leg off the side of the bed.  Shi had remembered all too late that shi said shi wouldn’t eat any of the ewe.

The kneeling raccoon looked from the blissed-out sheep to his blood-soaked mate and asked “What happened?”

“I’m gonna get to finally eat myself!”  Foltchaín’s voice and gaze were lost somewhere in a fantasy world of her own, only half aware of what was really going on around her.

Alynna was silent for a few seconds then shi looked up.  “I suppose, what she said.  Foltchaín offered a bit of… herself to me, and I accepted, well at least, my instincts and hunger kicked in.  I have no idea how I’m going to explain this to Whitehair.”

“I don’t know either.  It was consensual, so I’m not mad, but I don’t know how we’ll explain this to Whitehair”.  He didn’t say it but Ristin was feeling very guilty, thinking Foltchaín had followed in his footsteps and offered up one of her limbs to be consumed by the willing predator.

Foltchaín yawned and stretched.  “Master will probably fire me and kick me out of his house.  Maybe I can come and live here and you all can eat me the rest of the way.”  The ewe started laughing like she was drunk, insane, or both.

“I hope it was consensual,” shi nodded while looking at Foltchaín, “and not the result of the loss of all good sense in lust.”  Shi looked at Foltchaín’s closed wound.  “I expected that to have grown back by now.”  Shi sounded worried and hir ears were laid back.  “I hope he doesn’t kick me out.  I mean, I just got here.”

“Grow back?” Ristin asked, and he probed the sealed stump with one of his crude claws.  “This will regrow?  I thought you’d just sealed the wound?”  He had already assumed magic was involved but not that the limb could be restored.  He started to wonder if the same could be done for him.

“In theory it will, but...” Alynna paused for a moment in thought.  “The magic of this world is weird.  In actuality I probably shouldn’t have done this, but the mood was wild on both sides.   I hope so, though.” 

“She might end up like me?” Ristin asked, picturing the sheep as a limbless pillow-slave.

“I don’t know,” Alynna answered honestly. “If this one doesn’t grow back, I’ll be pretty hesitant to nibble on any more of her.”

Ristin leaned closer and nuzzled his mate, not wanting to risk his control of his temporary limbs with a hug just yet, “If it doesn’t it will be okay.”  He thought about it then added, “If it does work, maybe I’d take a turn too?” In the back of his mind the pins and needles had grown into an itch he couldn’t scratch, but couldn’t ignore.  It was getting worse with time, eating away at his self control and his ability to ignore it.  The feeling was getting steadily more unpleasant, like water torture, each drip was negligible but the repetition of the small irritation was building up more and more.

Alynna finally opened hir mouth about Ristin’s enormous limbs.  “I’m not sure if your new arms and legs are an improvement or not,” shi admitted.  “I’d think you’d look pretty neat with feral limbs,” shi giggled.  “Depends if Whitehair kills anyone over this particular incident...” shi added as hir ears lowered a bit.

“I’m sure he wouldn’t kill,” the raccoon said, trusting his master.  “And I’d have preferred a set of cyber-feral limbs.  That would be a lot of fun.”

“I wonder if they would work as well as real feral limbs.   If they did there’s a whole host of... positions we could try.”

“Frynge could make them as good or better, just like my main cyber.”

Alynna nodded and nestled closer to her mate.  “You could ask.  I’m sure they’re expensive but maybe you would feel more like yourself in such a set.  I don’t know if you can afford both sets.”

Ristin nodded, considering it, but remembering his already strained finances that forced him to sell himself into contracted-slavery.  “We should take Foltchaín to Master Whitehair,” he said, then reached for the severed leg.  The claws were too strong, sinking into the mutilated flesh and muscle and making a sickening bulge of tenderised meat around where the metal claws had pinched in.  The raccoon stared wide-eyed at what he had done, if it had been a living limb the injury would have needed medical attention.  He triggered the claw, which flicked open and dropped the freshly-mangled appendage.

Alynna nodded slowly, hir ears lowering even more.   “I suppose that it’d be better sooner rather than later.  I wouldn’t want him to think I was trying to hide this from him.”  Shi watched Ristin try to pick up the mostly eaten leg, and looked up at him afterwards.  “Maybe you shouldn’t try to pick her up.”

“Yeah, I can’t safely hold anything fragile with my claws.”  With the neural-static grating on his nerves he hadn’t realized the force he was exerting.  “But I can lift her,” he said and carefully slid his arms under Foltchaín and lifted her like a forklift would, with her limp form draped across his metal arms.  Her weight was nothing to his new cyberware and internal reinforcement.  The sheep might as well have been a pillow or a plush toy for the effort needed to lift her.  He feared, she was just as vulnerable to his cyber as as plush.  He stood and turned to face the feral kitsune.  “Please bring the leg?”

Alynna nodded and picked up the, now relatively clean bone, and held it in hir mouth.  While shi wasn’t sure how it was going to go over with Whitehair, shi was still somewhat amused about having the limb offered up to hir.

Ristin turned with Foltchaín and headed for the door, his legs making loud thumping sounds against the wooden floor as he made his way back to Whitehair’s room.  He was dreading his master’s reaction and not entire sure what was going to happen when the wolf found out what had gone on during the night.

Back in the bedroom Ristin and Alynna found Whitehair alone.  The wolf’s eyes were closed as he said, “I’m sorry about not letting you two out sooner, but it has been quite a morning.  How are you...” The wolf’s voice trailed off as he opened his eyes and focused on the scene in front of him.  “What the fuck?”

Alynna’s ears lowered, though shi continued to hold the bone in hir mouth, afraid of getting in trouble for dropping it now.   Shi hesitated to say anything at first, looking over at Foltchaín and checking to see if shi had become fully awake yet.   Then shi grabbed the bone in hir paws and fully lowered her ears submissively to Whitehair, making hir way over to the side of the bed.   “I’m sorry...” shi barked softly.  “Things might have gotten a little crazy last night.”

Whitehair growled then took a deep breath as he visibly struggled to maintain his self control.  The wolf said, “Didn’t I say no vore?”

Alynna nodded slowly, hir ears flat against the sides of hir head, hir eyes looking very apologetic.   “I know you did, hon, but Foltchaín practically begged for it, and instincts were kicking in... I know that isn’t much of an excuse, but its what happened.  I took precautions to try to make sure the damage wasn’t to be permanent, but it was very … heat of the moment.” 

Foltchaín moaned and added, “It was heaven.  I have never cum so hard in my life.”  The ewe mumbled several things that no one could understand.  One arm was wrapped around Ristin’s neck, playing with his piss and cum soaked headfur but her other was down at her crotch, fingering herself again.  “Or so many times.”

“Ristin, set her down on my bed and go to the kitchen.  Bring me back a bottle of carbonated soda water and some painkillers from the medicine shelf in the pantry.”

The cyborg nodded at the order “Yes sir” and laid Foltchaín down beside his master, causing the wolf to wince in pain as the change in weight on the bed caused his aching balls to shift in his swollen scrotum.  The raccoon clumped down towards the kitchen, expecting everyone back in the bedroom to be able to track his progress by the noise he was making.  It took a lot of concentration to work the claws gently enough to retrieve the requested items without damaging them.  Then he headed back to his stricken master and the wounded sheep.

The wolf waited for Ristin to leave the room then he said, “Foltchaín, do you want me to regrow your leg?”

Alynna’s ears raised a little bit, “I, well... there is already a spell in effect to regrow her leg.  That would be the precautions I took, but it doesn’t seem to be working as expected.  She stopped bleeding but it’s going very slow.  Do you know what is up with that?”

“Most types of magic I know don’t work as expected in this world.  I haven’t figured out what the reasons are either, but I have noticed that sometimes things work better than at other times.  It also seems to depend on where the magic is being done.  I have noticed that the more times magic is worked in a single location the easier it is to work in that location, but the area of effect is small.  I don’t think I have ever worked magic in the back guest room, so I am surprised you were even able to close the wound.”

Alynna’s ears lowered again and shi nodded slowly.  “I really am sorry.  It was risky and all.  At least I thought you should know what other magic had been worked on her.  I’m not sure what Foltchaín wants though, but the ‘play’ was not supposed to be permanent damage to her.”

The clomping sound of Ristin’s cybernetics telegraphed the raccoon’s return.  He came back into the bedroom in time to hear Foltchaín answer the wolf’s question with, “I want you all to eat the rest of me.”

Whitehair growled at the ewe.  “Have you completely lost your mind, woman?”

Foltchaín struggled to focus her gaze on the wolf.  She nodded and broke out into maniacal laughter then began chanting, “Eat me.  Eat me.  Eat me now.”

“Tempting” Ristin muttered in the background and licked his lips, picturing the ewe with all four limbs eaten off and laying on the bed as a fuck-pillow slave for his wolf master.

Alynna’s head lowered a bit.  “I promise that insanity was not one of the side-effects of any regeneration spells I cast,” shi said sincerely, worried that Foltchaín’s behaviour might be blamed on hir.

“How can you be certain?  The way magic doesn’t work right here, the insanity could be because of your spell.  However, I don’t think so.  I know quite a bit more about Foltchaín than the rest of you do and I am not surprised that she’s not exactly herself right now.  I’ve seen this kind of reaction from her twice before.”  Whitehair took the bottle and the painkillers.  “Thank you, boi.”

“Sir, I think my story yesterday might have led to this,” the raccoon confessed out of honesty and to take the heat off his kitsune mate.

“Well, regardless of what drove the two of them to so blatantly disobey me...” the wolf paused and looked down his nose at Alynna and Foltchaín in turn before continuing, “we have to decide what to do in the current situation.”

For a bit, Alynna was quiet, because Whitehair was right and shi could not be certain hir spell was not the cause of Foltchaín’s current condition.  Though after he started to talk about what to do now, shi looked very afraid and lowered hir head to the ground.  “Please don’t throw me out...” shi said softly, fearing that this was what was on Whitehair’s mind.

Whitehair growled at the kitsune.  “Don’t start that.  If I were upset enough I might tie you up and lock you in a cell in the sub-basement under the dungeon, but I’m not going to throw you out.  At least not for something like this.  Now, as for what we are going to do... I need to think about things for a bit.  Ristin, I want you to take Foltchaín into the dungeon and lock her in a cell, then I want you to start on cleaning up the dungeon as I instructed earlier.  Alynna, I want you to go to the kitchen and put what’s left of Foltchaín’s leg into the freezer.  If you are somehow still hungry after eating that much lamb, then feel free to eat whatever else you can find, but no more of her.”

Alynna picked up the bone in hir mouth but there was a little left on it.  “Do you want me to go right now?” shi asked, with the bone in hir mouth, making it come out a little off-sounding.

“Yes, now.  I need to be alone with my thoughts for a bit.”

Quietly Ristin slid his arms under the ewe and lifted her again, then started carrying her to the cells.  Alynna followed him out, turning and making hir way to the kitchen, leaving the wolf alone with his thoughts and his aching body.

