The corrupt were often the allies of Death, not by choice, but by their existence. They trampled over countless lives in their fruitless pursuit of material possessions—possessions that would be taken away the day that they breathed their last. Still, they kept him employed. There was always a bittersweet, tangy aftertaste in his mouth every time that he consumed their souls. Letting go of such a useful asset was never easy. At the same time, it was never hard enough for the thrill of the hunt to fade away.
Perched atop the wine production facility, Death surveyed the environment. Despite his name, senseless killing was something that he wasn’t a fan of. Killing the people that the nameless wine magnate hired to protect him would be distasteful. Souls slain too quickly always had a dry, earthy taste that was just downright horrible—enough to make him gag.
He should’ve been dead already… alchemists are such a nuisance… Healing potions were sacrilege against the natural order of the world. At 8:03 pm last night, the fox should’ve been dead; critical liver failure from drinking too much. A fitting end for a man who propagated vice… it would’ve been a fitting end. His assistant managed to grab a potion and save his life at the last second. His mouth watered at the thought of tasting the realization of the futility of business expansion, and now that was taken away from him. This was an overdue debt that the magnate needed to pay, and he wasn’t in the mood to wait a day longer.
His sickles glowed with bright, ominous blood-red light. Smoke rose into the air as he slowly lowered them against the ceiling. The magical blades seared through the material, emitting a scorching heat that instantly melted the material beneath them. They glided effortlessly against the ceiling, leaving behind a trail of molten darkness. Wherever the sickles touched, the concrete disintegrated, liquefying into a smoldering black mass that glowed with an unnatural intensity. 
The heavy slab dragged chunks of liquefied concrete along, creating a viscous trail of darkness as it plummeted toward the floor. Death’s tail wagged at the thought of managing to smash his victim underneath it. At this point, the usual tit-for-tat that he made with his victims would be too much of a hassle. He was starving for the magnate’s soul. He wanted nothing more than that, beautiful taste lingering on his tongue. So many regrets, debts, and worries! It would be a glorious meal. 
The room below echoed with the deafening crash as the block smashed onto the floor, scattering molten debris in all directions. The gap in the ceiling revealed a view into an opulent, expansive room filled with massive wine shelves that stretched across the entire back wall. Rows upon rows of meticulously arranged bottles, adorned with ornate labels and varying vintages were all neatly arranged. The glass of every single one shimmered brightly against the large candelabra perched atop mere inches away from where he had cut.
“No pusieron las alarmas…” Death licked his lips, maw stained with hungering drool. “Significa que el zorro esta solo…” He jumped into the room through the hole, landing on the slab he had just cut up. 
The thick scent of paint filled the room like a miasma. Dozens of easels were propped up around the room, hosting canvases in various stages of completion. Splashes of vibrant paint were spread around the floor, juxtaposing against the rich, earthy tones of the wine shelves that dominated the back wall. Cornered in the upper left segment of the room was the magnate—clad in a thick smock and painting away at what looked to be a rendition of the very room he was in.
“I didn’t know you were an artist, but I suppose that men with gold have to do something to spend their limited time on earth.” Death said as he dragged his sickles against the ground, sparks flying into the air—the horrible, itching sound of metal grinding against solid bricks was the only thing that filled the room. Yet still, the magnate didn’t budge. “No running away? You have a strange disposition for someone that cheated me.” Silence. Dreadful silence. “Or are you paralyzed with fear? Has your mortality finally made itself known to you?” His tail wagged even harder. He could feel it. He could perfectly picture the bastard’s soul splashing against his taste buds.
The magnate continued to paint—completely unbothered by Death’s threat. Every stroke of his brush carried an air of complete relaxation as if the wolf wasn’t even there. He was contently humming a song to himself as he gave the finishing touches on the wine shelves in the painting.
Death chuckled bitterly. “Fine. Let’s get this over with, then.” He rushed towards his victim, an ear-to-ear grin painted itself across his wicked muzzle. The tantalizing vision of reaping a soul was so much that he wasn’t even thinking—pure hunting instinct driving him forward.
It was an approach he would quickly come to regret. A sudden seismic shift trembled beneath him, causing him to momentarily lose his balance. Crimson eyes narrowed in panic as he attempted to regain his footing. Before Death could react, a massive hatch embedded within the floor abruptly gave way beneath his weight. With a thunderous crash, it swung open, revealing a gaping purple void. “YOU—“ Before he could bark out an empty threat, he careened into the sludgy pit of liquid underneath. 
He landed with a massive splash—thick, slimy liquid flying into the air from the impact. The sudden fall made him drop his sickles, the weapons sinking into the bottom. Carajo, me confie mucho! He immediately tried to swim down to retrieve his blades, but he found that the liquid he had been dipped in was too chunky for him to even move through. It was like being stuck in a deep, deep swap—legs barely shifting side to side. “What even is this for?! Do you intend to drown me?! Because if so, you have a very skewed idea of what I am.” The same wretched silence followed, no longer humorous and stoking the building anger at the nape of his neck. “I’ll make sure you perish slowly and agonizingly if you don’t get me out of this tar pit right now, worm.”
“It’s not tar.” A posh voice responded—offense written all over his intonation. “I can accept attempted murder, but bad-mouthing my product is something I don’t appreciate.” 
Death heard the magnate rise from his seat, slowly approaching the giant pit he was held in. The fox was clad in a loose sleeping robe—expensive, soft violet fabric with golden lines adorning the already opulent-looking garment. From where he was standing, he could see the vulpine’s privates through the flowing, loose robe. …Decently sized for a man so small. Six inches would be delectable. Shame about the rotten man they’re attached to. 
“Apologies for the intrusion, but I believe that you have something that’s mine.” Wolf hissed. “Healing potions? Please, you know that the queen would have you hanged for such contraband. You’re lucky that I’ll be the one to gut you instead.”
The threat fell on deaf ears, the Fox continuing to look down at him. “You know, I didn’t expect that my plan would go exactly to plan. I was expecting a revision or two, in all honesty. I wasted liquid courage on nothing… pity.” He said, waving around the paintbrush. 
“Didn’t expect the biggest drunk in the land to be prepared, in all honesty.” Wolf bitterly chuckled. “Not a mistake I’ll ever do again.” 
“Ah, you think this is about…” The fox rubbed his eyes with his free hand. “Yeah, uh. All right. Just let me…” He went back to his corner, quickly rummaging loudly until he arrived back in view with the canvas. “Here.”
“…What the…” The painting itself depicted… well, the present. It was somewhat messy, but the image was clear; a wolf swimming in tarry, inky purple sludge and a fox standing over his trap while showing him his painted demise. “What the hell is this? H-how did you…” The world around him felt as if it was collapsing. How was it possible for a mere mortal to be able to predict the future with such perfect accuracy? It seemed like an impossible feat—something that even the most powerful of sorcerers would have sold their souls for, and yet here was a random wine-maker with nothing more than gold and wine in his possession predicting events that later came true. He couldn’t comprehend how something so bizarre could come to pass.
“Y’know, I didn’t even want this wretched thing to influence the future. I just like, wanted those rotten fucking grapes.” Despite his royal-like cadence at the start, it was clear that the man was intoxicated to hell and back. “I said that those were a bunch of sour grapes that were not worth gaping for… but I just know they’d be tastier than any other bunch of grapes in Far, Far Away.” He spoke of the bunch as if it was a long, lost loved one—dramatically clutching his chest and smearing paint all over his expensive robe. He was talking to himself more than he was talking to Death. “I painted and I painted and I painted and I paaaaainted, but I could never procure something that matched my ideal flavor.”
Flavor… what is this idiot talking about? I wouldn’t be surprised if he was so far gone that he’d eat his paintings.
“Oh, right. I forgot.” He said, noticing Death’s confused expression. “This paintbrush is… magical. It’s called the magic paintbrush. Stellar name, I know. Save your aplaus—ah. Right. You can’t do that. Sorry for the comment.” The fox drunkenly mumbled. “Whatever I paint with this, it will become reality. Fancy little thing, isn’t it?” 
Death was speechless. How such a powerful artifact would end in the hands of a drunkard with too much money to spare was beyond him. The fact of the matter was that the magnate was incredibly powerful even despite his stupidity—something that both enraged and frightened the wolf.  
“And like, I’ve tried to recreate the time I found those grapes and they all came wrong. Then I had this stockpile of graves and then I did, you know, this.” He vaguely gestured at the giant wine shelf. “So now… I’m here. You’re here and I knew you’d be here so that’s why I painted you down there and then you ended up down—“
“I get it.” Death snarled. “Are we done here?!” He wriggled his hands through the thick sludge, trying once again to retrieve his sickles. As he did, he felt a jolt in the liquid—a feeling of something shifting beneath him. Suddenly, he found himself sinking deeper into the sludge. Panic rising in his chest, Death struggled to pull himself free but found that the liquid was now clinging to him like quicksand, dragging him down. “What the… what did you do now?!”
The fox looked down at him with a slightly amused, his eyes glinting with malice. “Oh, right. The thing that I had to do in the first place. Yeah soooooo, you kind of want to kill me, and like I get that. You kill people, I get them drunk, that’s the circle of life—“
“That is remotely not even close.”
“Well yeah, but I also don’t want to die… I still need to taste those glorious grapes, so…” 
The magnate's brushstrokes were swift and precise, while Death felt a gentle pressure pushing him further into the sludge. He could feel it slowly crawling up his body - first to his pectorals, then his chest, and finally reaching the edges of his shoulders and neck. He was surprised at how the liquid wasn't scalding hot, but rather pleasantly warm. Small bubbles rose along its surface, creating an almost soothing sensation. He wanted to reject whatever comfort the trap would bring him, but the pleasant sensation was overwhelming to the point that it was impossible to ignore.
“I gotta make sure that you can’t hurt me… And I have a way to deal with intruders…” 
He stewed inside the sludge, feeling the tension ooze out of his muscles. The fabric of his cloak and trousers clung to his body, before gradually becoming nothing more than strands of cloth that melted away in the liquid. The liquid then seeped through the fabric, sticking to his skin. He wanted to scream at the top of his lungs, to lash out and burn every inch of this accursed wine factory for the gall of trapping him. Of course, unable to move, he could do nothing as the sludge soaked into him like a second skin. “Mgh…”
It was as if he had been vacuum sealed inside of it, the feeling of the rubbery-esque layer around his body-hugging his frame resulting in a cascading amount of pleasure. He could feel the heat from the sludge radiating onto his skin, and as he moved, an array of subtle colors seemed to be released into the air—a symphony of hues that sparkled and danced along with each ripple. He looked up, realizing that the magnate had been dropping drops of paint on the sludge. 
The more he moved within the liquid, the tighter it clung to him like a second skin—a coat that molded itself perfectly around his body.
W-what is this… doing to my body…?!
He felt unfathomable shame as he rose from the murky depths of the sludge tank via being pulled by the same invisible force that dunked him in, only to find himself enclosed in a second skin; a purple bodysuit that hugged his body tightly to the point that it highlighted all of its contours. His abdomen was outlined, his broad pectorals highlighted, even the outline of his now hardening penis visible through the tight fabric. All for the magnate's pleasure.
“Hm…” The magnate cocked his head to the side. “You look like… someone that would be good with helping people. You’re focused and, stuff…”  
“Don’t you dare touch me, worm!”
“Mhm, don’t worry. You’ll come to like it…” He moved onto another canvas, drawing a sketch that caused Death to hover near him. The paralyzed wolf’s groin remained mere inches away from his face. “Yeah, you’ll do great.” He whispered with passion, gently running his hands around the canine’s toned body.
Death snarled at the feeling of being completely helpless against the magnate’s hold. He was being inspected as if he were a living trophy—completely objectified and stripped of his status as the Grim Reaper. But, at the same time, the sensation of being so intimately exposed—and having such devotion devoted to him—filled him with a strange sense of pleasure that he had never felt before. It was intoxicating, and as the magnate continued to trace his fingers across every contour of Death’s body, he couldn’t help but feel his heart race and his chest tighten. Feeling like this wasn’t becoming of someone like him, but the pleasure was slowly eroding his resolve. 
The magnate gently stroked his dick through the suit, making him breathe in through his teeth. “You’ll make an amazing addition to my collection,” he said as he admired his work. “And I think you’ll find that I have an eye for detail.”
"N-no! Curse you!" Death stuttered, trying to remain composed. The pleasure surging through his body was betraying him—arousal flooding through his veins and making it impossible for him to deny the pleasure he was feeling. “You’ll regret this for the rest of your miserable, short life!”
“Yeeeeeah we’ll have to work on that anger problem. The orientation will make sure that you’ll enjoy your new role as my assistant.” The magnate brandished his brush, dipping it into one of many paint buckets filled with various hues of purple.
As soon as the bristles made contact with his body, Death involuntarily moaned in ecstasy. It was as if his entire body had turned as sensitive as his throbbing cock tip. His constant whining and pleading silenced his already waning defiance. He arched his head upwards—ashamed and trying to avoid meeting his captor’s gaze. Each stroke meant being re-made in the magnate’s vision; shoes painted over his feet and the inklings of a pair of tight trousers beginning to form. To be made into a symbol of lavish opulence made him sick, yet that horrible deviancy swirled around his head—a feedback loop of whatever disgusted him the most piqued the most intrigue in his assaulted brain.
“The first step to making a good art piece is having a solid base… that’s what the purple stuff around you is.” He continued stroking upwards, reaching Death’s thighs and making him yelp in return—tail shooting straight up and bristling. “I just paint everything else on top… That’s what I do with everyone else here. Factory workers, accountants, even the janitors… they’re all outfitted with that base made out of wine and magic. Really good, right?”
His words tangled up, tongue twisting itself as he tried to deny and embrace the question at the same time—a tug-of-war of senses happening inside him. The bristles tickled the inside of his thighs, making him arch his back and smile involuntarily. He hated every inch of himself for getting into this position, but he couldn’t deny the ways it was making him feel. Someone like me… controlled by a drunkard! This is… unacceptable… but…  The bristles kept brushing closer to his manhood. His cock twitched in response to the sheer pleasure. He was unable to suppress the desire to thrust himself against the brush, trying to take more pleasure than he could handle—no different than a pathetic mutt on heat. Each stroke of paint followed by a moan; each whine following the touch of the bristles—it was all too much for him to take.
“All right, let’s make sure to get rid of any details that could distract you from…” 
The magnate reached for his cock, and as soon as it made contact, the world went white for Death. Everything seemed to stop for a second—mind-breaking arousal assaulting his senses to a degree that he thought it impossible. The feeling of the fox’s hand around his cock paled in comparison with the sensation of all the individual bristles repeatedly brushing against his dick.
Yet still, with the constant assault of the senses, Death didn’t find himself any closer to an orgasm. It was the opposite, actually; he could feel the continuous layers of paint forming a solid mass around his cock—burying it under a round nub filled with air. His hands twitched as he attempted to break through the paralysis, wanting nothing more than to grip his bulge and try to bring the pleasure that was being denied to him. The magnate was too slow—too meticulous. He wanted to mindlessly grip it and grant himself release—the desire for climaxing overtaking the want to wrap his hands around the magnate’s neck.
The magnate seemed to sense Death’s desperate needs. He grinned as he watched Death writhe in front of him. With each stroke, it brought a little bit more release—the paint almost milking each nerve on its way down. As the shameful cacophony increased in volume, the magnate smiled wider. 
“Almost… there. I think that’s a good enough null area. I don’t want you getting distracted on the job…” He said in a whisper, reaching for Death’s null bulge and drawing the outline of a lock around it. “With this, you won’t be cumming any time soon. It’ll serve as good motivation when you’re working…”
“N-no! No! Don’t!” Death pleaded. “D-don’t take it away! Don’t take it away from me, please!” By now, he knew that he could do nothing but bargain for his ability to orgasm. As the shape of the lock formed around him, he felt that distance from climaxing grow wider and wider. “Mgh, please! Please!” But his pleas were unheard.
The magnate chuckled as he finished outlining the lock. “There. That should do it.” 
“N-Noooo!” He whined, whatever shame that was once there now eviscerated.
He stepped back and admired his work, pleased that Death had been restrained in a way that both kept him productive and denied him pleasure. “Now, then. Time to finish the rest of your uniform.” He said with a smirk, moving up to paint the upper image of a butler outfit. The details were painted over, leaving the highlighted parts of his body still visible to him. Of course, the more details added, the more stimulation was brought forth—making Death squirm even harder.
Death could feel the inside of ‘uniform’ squirming against his body, stimulating his nipples relentlessly. That just made even more pressure travel downwards—travel to a place that he would never be able to fully control. The head of the uniform gripped his neck, the drawing of a bowtie almost acting as a lock-in of itself. The suit was made out of a variety of purple hues. They constantly moved, writhing and squirming against his body. The squirming was reminiscent of a snake, but softer and squeakier—almost like rubber.
His nipples are being stimulated like never before, the suit writing around them and pinching them. Each brush of the uniform sent a potent jolt of stimulation through his body. Alongside it, the uniform made an ear-bursting squeaking sound as it pressed against his skin. 
His back arched, his legs wobbled, and his balls ached as the spasms grew stronger and stronger. He could barely see. He could barely hear. He could barely think. It was just… overpowering. He wasn’t death to the suit and its owner. He was just another worker. Another helpless victim controlled by base desires. There was nothing else in his brain. Everything was eroded. The mental pollution had reached a point where he didn’t know where his original thoughts started and where the thoughts brought by the paintbrush started.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I am… My name is Death… He desperately reminded himself as the magnate drew the final details on his uniform—perfecting every single detail. Each swipe of the brush was like an axe hacking at his mental faculties. It slashed away at everything that didn’t match the image being painted on the living canvas that he was. And my job is… is… My job is to serve and obey my master. To do whatever they ask, no matter what...
That was the last thought Death had as the paint began to dry, sealing the uniform onto his body and enslaving his mind to the whims of his new owner. He opened his eyes—blood-red irises replaced with a vibrant purple hue. He stared up at the figure of his owner, his body trembling with the anticipation of pleasure—an anticipation that he would probably never be able to truly fulfill. Still, with the chance of ever reaching the pleasure that was robbed of him, he knew that there was only one option.
“Are you ready for your job?”
With a heavy sigh, he bowed his head in agreement. “Yes, Master. I am ready.”
The magnate hummed as he put away his brushes and paints, taking one last look at the unresponsive form of Death. “I think that should do it. Now all you need to do is mind your work and you’ll have that release in no time. I have guests, so please clean my room before my business companions arrive.” With a chuckle, he turned away and left the room, leaving Death to wallow in his frustrated despair. 


