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Elias

The chapel groans beneath the weight of rain, God raging against the roof, water sluicing in sheets down stained-glass saints.

Inside, I kneel on splintered wood, forehead pressed to cold altar stone, lips moving in soundless prayer.

Deliver me from temptation. Cleanse me of hunger. Make me Your vessel, not my own.

My hands tighten into fists, the pressure radiating up my arms, into my shoulders, locking every muscle against the tide that never stops pulling. Even after all these years. Even after I thought I had buried every craving beneath stone and silence.

Seven years since I vowed my service to the church. Seven years since I burned softness from my hands, stripped every surface of comfort, slept on cold stone to remind my flesh it was no longer mine.

But temptation doesn’t die. It waits. It festers. It dreams.

And some nights, I wake twisted in my sheets, jaw clenched, fists aching. My body betraying me in sleep, chasing shadows that smell like skin and sweetness. The memory of the blood I spilled on dirt and concrete when no one was looking.

The life that came before my isolation here stirs still inside me. When I was broken and bloodied, I’d given myself to the church at my mother’s begging. One month after I took my vows, the devil took her from me. Seems, he lost me, so he balanced his books by taking the one soul in this world that cared for me.

I begged forgiveness. Filled with secrets even I don’t tell God. My home was the streets for too many years. I left one friend behind. Leo. He knows where I am, but promised to pretend I was dead. A small gift.

The pages I fill in my journal with those midnight confessions, half prayer, half hunger, I burn them. Nothing else will do. Not even God could look at what spills out of my sinful mind.

When the knock comes, I consider not answering. Am I inviting the devil back into my life?

Three sharp raps on the century old oak.

I rise slowly, dust clinging to my knees, guilt already gathering in my throat. My sleeves are rolled up. Inked skin exposed where there should be cloth. A quiet transgression, but it feels loud now.

The door opens under my hand.

And the storm walks in wearing a girl’s face.

She stands between her parents like something they forgot to bring in from the rain. Her dress clings to her body, soaked through, and her dark braid lays flat against her shoulder. She doesn’t look up. Doesn’t speak.

“She is your problem now,” the mother snaps. “She’s got… a condition. I told you on the phone. I’m Janie, her mother. That’s Glenn her father. We will sign anything, just take her. She will bring shame and the devil into our home.”

The woman called two nights ago. A rare phone call here at the crumbling stone chapel where I’ve been sequestered more a groundskeeper than a respected man of the cloth. Her words came through the receiver clipped and desperate, saying they needed someone to take the girl.

They said she was troubled. Said she was leaking. Hoping silence and seclusion and prayer could fix her. She’d turned eighteen only days before her body betrayed her.

I hadn’t even asked her name, I just told them to bring her. I would do what I could.

Her father grunts. Eyes red rimmed, the stink of whiskey and sweat offending my nose. He doesn’t meet her eyes nor mine.

But I meet hers.

God forgive me, I look.

God, she’s young. Standing so still I wonder if she’s breathing. Her arms are wrapped tight around her midsection like she’s holding something in. Or holding something together. Her lips are parted, chest rising fast.

Her breasts call for my gaze. Too curved and womanly for her frail frame.

And something inside me shifts. A faultline cracking open beneath the weight of all I’ve denied myself for so long.

“Her name’s Wren,” Janie says, wiping rain from her stoney face already turning away. “She’s yours now.”

Her father pauses for a breath, mouth open, yellowed teeth visible, a second of civility crossing his fractured features. Wren’s eyes flick to the side, hopeful for something from him. Tenderness? Understanding?

Instead, he follows his wife back into to the storm without a word.

They leave her there. On the threshold. Like a tithe. Like trash.

She doesn’t move except for the trembling of her shoulders.

Every instinct tells me I should tell her to go. That this church is no place for girls with secrets.

But I don’t. I promised I would try to help.

A shiver rolls through her delicate body like the last leaf clinging to a tree in winter. Her arms tighten around her ribs, her chin trembling like she’s bracing for a blow.

“Come in before the rain takes you,” I say, pressing calm into my voice like she’s a wounded animal I don’t want to startle.

She tip toes through the doorway, careful as glass. Each step says she’s been taught not to make noise. Not to take up space. But when she passes me, the air shifts. The scent of her wraps around me like steam from a cup of sweet milk and honey.

It’s unbearable.

My throat clenches like a fist around her name.

Wren.

God, forgive me. Things stir and grow under my robe. My manhood aching and swollen. I swallow through the sin, cursing through clenched teeth.

“I’ll make us tea.” I run a hand over my head. “You need not be frightened, nothing here will hurt you.” I mean it as truth, but the lie hisses through my teeth.

“Thank you.” Those first simple words from her mouth are more glorious than angels singing. “I’m so ashamed.”

“No need. There is no shame here. Come…” I gesture toward the stone archway that leads to the simple kitchen, my pulse kicking at the sides of my neck as we go.

Wren. It blooms in my chest, roots deep and dangerous. Fragile and forbidden.

Behind me, Lazarus the cat hisses. He never likes strangers. He barely likes me and we’ve been sole companions for seven years here. But this sound is different. It isn’t warning.

It’s knowing.

Still, I close the door.

The latch clicks.

And I lead her into the dark like a man dragging his own cross.
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Wren

The dark priest nods, silent, his eyes fixed on the curling steam between us like he sees something there the rest of us can’t. Something holy. Or damning.

The chair is hard beneath the backs of my thighs, still damp from the rain, and I can feel the imprint of the wood grain through my dress. It keeps me grounded as I risk another glance at him.

He shouldn’t look like this.

Not with the storm still slicking the windows and the chapel walls weeping like they’re mourning something.

He has the face of a villain from an old folk tale. Strong-boned. Harsh. His black hair is neat but long enough to feel a bit wild, jaw shadowed with stubble that doesn’t soften him one bit.

There’s a groove between his brows that says he’s been frowning for years. Maybe since birth. And his mouth, praise Jesus, his mouth looks like it forgot how to smile but never how to punish in a way that makes me want to know what it could do if it touched me.

He doesn’t move like a preacher. He moves like the men that come to collect the rent at my parents’ squalid house. The men that wear dark suits and make the rules in the neighborhoods where the law doesn’t apply.

“I tried everything,” I stammer, voice catching in my throat. “Praying. Clean food. Teas. Discipline.” The confession burns on the way out. “Nothing stops it.”

His eyes lift from the teapot to mine. An exotic golden gray. Sharp as flint but warm like the sun.

I tuck my upper arms against the burning pain in my breasts on a wince, praying the slight contact will ease the pressure.

“Does it hurt?” he asks, his tongue tracing the seem of his lips.

I nod, barely.

“My hands are steady,” he says, as if that answers everything. “I could help you manage it. Clinically.”

The air between us shifts. Like the floor beneath us just tilted.

He adds, “I’m here to help you. That’s all.”

I shiver, pulse skimming the surface of my skin. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” I whisper, even as my body betrays me, leaning forward, pulled in by a dark gravity.

He doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t hesitate. Just methodically works the cuffs of his black shirt up another roll, exposing more of his veined and tattooed forearms.

This is a man about to sin in the name of scripture.

He spreads a towel across the table, then takes a tall bowl from a cabinet and hands it to me.

“Hold this. To catch the spray.” Then he looks at me, one brow raised, the faintest flicker of something unholy in his eyes.

“Ten minutes,” he says, clearing his throat. “That should ease the pressure. Expose your breasts and we will begin.”

My hands shake as I peel the sweater away, balancing the bowl on my lap, goosebumps rise as the cool air hits my warm skin. The fire in the hearth dancing shadows over everything as I keep my gaze anywhere but on his.

But he doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t leer. Doesn’t even breathe too loud.

He kneels before me, his hands steady as prayer.

When he touches, a shudder passes through me. His touch is warm, certain, skilled.

At first, it’s mechanical. A physician's detachment.

But something changes within seconds. A shift in pressure. The way his palm curves against me, like he’s trying to understand something about me.

His touch slows. Deepens.

One broad palm cups the weight of my breast, fingers spanning the fullness like he was made for this. The warmth and pressure tingle as he works, the relief has me sighing and God, I want more.

I close my eyes. Think of birds. Of honey. Of being held like I’m holy.

A sharp tug. Then another, slower. A rhythm, gentle but certain.

My breath catches as the first letdown hits. The pressure giving way. A sudden heat floods my chest, and then I feel the milk releasing, warm and steady, pulled from me like a confession. It soaks into the towel between us, dancing in the air in thin dotted streaks.

“That’s it,” he grunts like he’s in pain. “You’re doing perfect.”

My body shudders.

I shouldn’t want this. But when the milk lets down, warm and urgent, I nearly sob in relief. It sprays thicker now, the trickle over, but a sudden arc that hits the bowl in wet, eager streaks.

He pauses. “Does that feel better?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “God, yes.”

His hand adjusts again, coaxing more with each gentle pull. The rhythm isn’t clinical now. It’s tender. Curious. Almost proud.

I glance down once and see a pearl of milk bead on the edge of his knuckle before dripping down his long fingers and onto the terrycloth below.

My hips twitch. My toes curl. I feel flushed, silly, like laughter is tangled with the moan caught in my throat. If I weren’t so overwhelmed, I might giggle.

“You’re amazing,” he says, voice low. “Like a miracle.”

It’s too much. Too intimate. But I don’t pull away.

His other hand braces gently on my waist, grounding me.

“Just a little more.”

I nod, breathless. “I don’t want it to stop.”

The flow continues. Soft, rhythmic, holy.

When he finally stops, I am shaking. Hollowed out and filled all at once.

He doesn’t speak.

But his hands flex once in his lap like he’s trying to forget the shape of me.

The warmth fades slowly from my chest, leaving a strange emptiness in its wake. My eyes flutter as he stands, gathering the soaking towel and turning his back to me, shoulders tense.

Tosses the towel into the hearth. It hisses as it hits the fire.

I set the bowl on the table half full.

The scent fills the small stone space as the towel ignites. Thick, sweet, unmistakable.

Milk.

My breasts ache still, but less.

I press a hand to my chest, feeling the lingering heat, and wonder if I’ll ever be able to forget the way his hands felt. The way his eyes narrowed as he worked. I close my eyes and say a prayer of thanks.

And when I open my eyes again, he’s gone.
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Elias

She flinches under the covers when I enter.

Being alone so long I’ve forgotten basic manners. The morning sun is barely glowing on the horizon but I saw the light under her door and my patience was at its end.

“I apologize.” I swallow the shame lodged in my throat as my cock swells pushing upward in my pants. My gaze locks on her sitting like a lost rose on the cot, eyes the color of the spring sky. A brass crucifix hangs on the rough stone wall above her head mocking me. Shaming me.

Her shoulders draw in, breath shortening, body shrinking. As if her skin knows I’ve come to touch it.

“Come here,” I curl my fingers in a gesture that encourages her to follow me. I can’t touch her here, not near a bed.

Her fingers twitch in her lap, curling in the fabric of her shift. The small stone walled room has a fresh scent that can only come from its new inhabitant.

“I’m fine now,” she whispers.

“You’re not fine. You’re leaking.”

Her gaze snaps to her chest. The damp crescents blooming through the thin cotton are impossible to deny. My mouth waters as her nipples pebble the wet fabric. Her cheeks flush but there’s still a softness in her lips that makes things crack and ache in my belly.

“It’s less than yesterday.”

“It won’t stay that way unless we tend to it on a schedule.”

I cross the room. Her breath catches as I reach down resting my fingertips on her shoulder, but she doesn’t pull away. Doesn’t look at me either. The debauched man that lives inside me sees the tremble in her hands and the way the skin on her chest turns pink.

Is it fear? My instincts tell me no. It’s something else. Something I understand too well.

Maybe she doesn’t understand it. But her body does.

“I will tend to you here.” I lay out the towel and bowl again, like a ritual of lust.

I didn’t sleep last night after settling her in her room. I walked the corridors, prayed at the altar, confessed my depravity on the pages of my journal, finally dousing myself in the freezing water from the well to ease the hardness that throbbed in my loins until my vision blurred.

Nothing helped. I did not touch myself, my restraint honed by years of denial but I’m cracking. Breaking and the wrecking ball destroying my foundation is named Wren.

I kneel again, the same posture as before.

“Did you try to relieve yourself without me?”

Her eyes meet mine. Wide. Lit with guilt.

“No. I mean—” Her voice is warm but fragile. “I just touched. A little. To see if the pressure would ease.”

“You didn’t ask permission.” I nearly snarl, the thought of her touching herself without me has the devil dancing on my shoulder.

“I didn’t know I had to.”

“You do now.” The timber of my voice lowers as the candles on her nightstand flicker in an impossible breeze.

She nods. Swallows. “I’m sorry.”

“You’ll ask next time.” It’s an order, one she seems to take with relief instead of fear.

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”

She exhales as if the praise hits somewhere tender, some deep, hungry part of her that’s never known softness without strings.

My fingertips brush the warm flesh of her chest sending hot blood rushing into my erection nearly blinding me. I pray for strength and focus, easing down the neckline of her shift.

Her skin is flushed, tight with need. I expose her breasts. My knuckles dragging over the softest flesh I’ve ever touched.

The sight has me feeling as though I’m falling. Falling into a deep well from which I will never escape.

“Very swollen. You see these?” I trace my fingertip down the ivy of blue under her pale skin. “This blood feeds the flesh, what your body does is a miracle.”

“I don’t feel like a miracle. I feel like an abomination.”

“Oh,” I shake my head, my breathing coming in near gasps as the white droplets fall from broad, deep pink nipples. “Nothing made from God is an abomination. And nothing as beautiful as you could not be a miracle.”

I cup the weight in my palms and her breath hitches.

But she stays.

Good girl.

The first letdown is hesitant. A quiet hiss, spraying a fine arc that splashes across my knuckles and sprays across the black of my shirt, a hint of moisture crossing my chin. She gasps, back arching slightly, her fingers tightening on rough wool blankets.

“Beautiful,” I growl. “So full, so generous. Look at what your body gives me.”

The scent rocks me down into my marrow. So sweet with the promise of life. It fills the room like incense.

Her milk flows in a broken rhythm at first. Shy spurts, coaxed forward by the press of my thumb, the heat of my palm. Her flesh is firm as I stroke from top down, drumming my fingers the way I did when I milked the cows on our farm as a boy.

Her dark lashes flutter, body softening. Her hair loose this morning in dark, coffee-colored waves that break over her thin shoulders.

She surrenders. And then the rhythm changes.

Her breath catches. I grasp, squeeze, the milk coming in generous sprays onto me, onto the towel, into the bowl.

Then, she moans.

It’s as though something inside her finds freedom in my hands. Her cream comes faster, hot, sudden, unabashed. It soaks through the towel again, the bowl gathering enough of the sweet white liquid to fill a Mason jar.

The milk splashes my wrist, trails in rivulets down her curves. Every pulse makes her shiver. Every drop makes her breathe deeper.

She watches it. Watches me watching it.

“Good girl,” I whisper. “That’s it. Let Daddy have it. Just like that.”

I stroke lower, harder, moving to the other breast, draw more from her, and the milk obeys, flowing faster now.

“You’re giving me everything,” I breathe. “Let me have it all, baby. Let me feel how much you need this.”

“I didn’t know I could…” she whispers, eyes wide, body trembling. “I didn’t know it would feel like this.”

“Because no one cared enough to show you,” I rumble, barely able to breathe, my balls throbbing, cock as full and desperate as a teenage boy. The urge to latch on and feed from her making my temples pound. “You were made for this. Made to be full, leaking, taken care of.”

The only thing missing is my child in your womb.

Her fingers clasp my shoulders and the connection draws a growl from my chest. Her head falls back. She rides the wave of it, hips lifting slightly with every gush, her little toes curling. Her shift is soaked, fallen around her lap, the sleeves hanging at her elbows, and still she gives.

“You were made for this. A beautiful, innocent cow,” my thoughts turning darkly possessive. “Made to be milked and praised. And you love it, don’t you?”

Her laugh is breathless, disbelieving, a hiccup of something sweet and stunned. “Yes, I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“Nothing,” I shake my head admiring the youth in her cheeks, the glint of trust in her eyes. “You’re perfect. You’re just… learning. I’m teaching.”

I squeeze, harder now. Fingers digging in, pulsing, releasing, squeezing again until the bowl overflows, her eyes close and God forgive me, I open my mouth, aim her spray and my undoing is sealed in stone.

Her flavor burns on my tongue, it’s the sweetest sin, I’m addicted, spraying more, leaning closer, catching the full spray, battling the urge to clasp my lips around that taught, giving nipple.

When I look up, her eyes flick open, catching me in my shame.

Instead of drawing away in horror, a sob rips from her throat. Her body locks tight, then releases, thighs trembling.

“There you go,” I whisper, brushing my lips against her ear. “Let it go.”

The milk doesn’t stop. She squirms, pleasure squeezing her eyes shut.

I work her through the waves of pleasure, collecting every drop like holy water. And when she finally goes still, slumped and soft, I gather the soaked towel and stand, dizziness making me brace myself for a moment while the blood returns to my brain.

When my vision is steady, I turn away, fisting my length under the black fabric with a defiant squeeze, the room spins and the pleasure I’ve been fighting since I opened the door yesterday, erupts.

I bite my cheek, metallic flavor spreading over my tongue as the waves of my orgasm tug at my balls, bursting up my shaft and spraying into my underclothes. There’s no sound except the pulse of my blood rushing through my ears as I stagger, grabbing the wall, white sparks behind my closed lids as I let the pleasure take me and push me into the abyss.

Behind me, her breathing is slow.

“Are you… angry with me?” she asks when I can finally hear again.

“No,” I shake my head, turning back to her, the milk in the bowl golden in the firelight. “You gave me something sacred.”

I pause.

“But, I will punish you if you do it again without me.”

She doesn’t flinch.

She nods.

Her eyes stay on mine, unblinking.

I step to the bed, gather the bowl and reach with my other hand for hers. Lifting it to my mouth, I press a kiss to her knuckles. Her breath skips.

“Do you feel it?” I inhale on a half-snarl. “What’s between us?”

She nods again, slower. “I don’t know what to do with it.”

“You don’t have to do anything. I’ll do it all.”

Her fingers twitch in my grip her body still exposed to me, my control barely hanging on.

I guide her up from the bed. She’s trembling. What I see in her eyes is hope tangled with longing. Trust growing between us.

I cup her jaw. Tilt her face to mine.

“I’ve been holding back,” I growl, voice rough as gravel. “But if you lean in right now, if you give me your mouth... I won’t be gentle.”

She doesn’t speak.

But she leans in.

Her mouth is soft, uncertain, but open. I taste her hesitation and the need hiding behind it. I kiss her slow, patient, letting her feel how much I want her, how she already belongs to me.

When I pull back, her eyes are glassy. “That was my first kiss.”

I groan, forehead pressed to hers. “Of course it was.”

She blushes. “I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“You’re doing perfect,” I whisper. “You’re mine now.”

She nods.

And I kiss her again, the way I’ve dreamed of since she stood in the storm outside my door. Her arms slide around my neck, and I lift her easily. I push my tongue inside her warm mouth, God, how long has it been since I felt this?

Lust fragments whatever holy parts were left of me.

This fucking girl. She’s my burden and my blessing.

She gasps when her back hits the bed, but her legs part instinctively, pulling me down with her.

“I need you to feel it,” I growl against her throat. “How much I want you.”

My hands slide down her ribs, cupping her hips, dragging the shift up her thighs. She squirms but doesn’t stop me. Her skin is so soft it makes my palms ache.

“Yes.” She nods and this girl is my own personal miracle.

“You came here with your purity and sweetness.” I say, “You were delivered to me untouched, you gave me your first kiss, you will give me all your firsts, won’t you?”

Her nod only fuels the monster growing inside me. A fucking virgin, here with me. A man of the cloth now, but a man that’s known wicked pleasure in his past. But, seven years without touching myself, without touching a woman, I feel…pure.

“I’m going to worship you,” I whisper at her ear. “But not from a distance. Not with prayers. With teeth. With tongue. With cock and fingers. One day soon, I’m going to fill you up and keep you full.”

I slide my hand between her thighs, feel the heat of her soaking through the cotton. “I’m going to teach you how to beg for your pleasure.”

She shivers. “What if I don’t know how to ask?”

“I’ll teach you,” I promise, brushing her hair back. “I’ll teach you every day.”

Her thighs shift beneath me, opening wider, and the scent of her punches straight through my restraint. I brace myself on either side of her, trying to hold the line.

I fail.

I bury my face in her neck, groaning into her skin. My hips jerk forward, grinding against her heat through the black fabric layers of my uniform and the thin cotton covering her innocence.

She moans.

“Don’t,” I rasp. “Don’t make that sound, baby. I won’t last five seconds with you making those sounds.”

But I can’t stop. I rock into her. Slow, filthy, desperate. Again and again until she’s gasping, her hips rising to meet mine as I press and hump begging the friction for relief.

“Daddy,” she whispers.

I break.

My mouth crashes down on hers, devouring her. One hand tangles in her hair, the other palms her breast, milk warm and slick between us. I rut against her, frantic now, grinding through my own shame.

“Say fucking please, Father. Beg for what you need.”

I freeze, my heart cracking against my ribs.

Her hands flutter at my neck. “Please, Father. I beg of you. Relieve of this ache in my heart and in my belly. Please, please…”

Her voice cracks and so do I.

We are a tangle of frantic hips and limbs and moans.

She cries out as her body tenses, then floods, soaking through to my dick with her wet heat.

And I come again with a growl against her lips. Brutal and lost.

We’re both shaking, breathing ragged like dogs in the summer heat.

I roll off her, cursing, dragging a hand down my face.

I push myself to sit on the edge of the cot. “Fuck,” I snarl. “What have I done?”

She watches me, wide-eyed, flushed, dazed with release.

“I wasn’t supposed to touch you like that.”

I stand. My fists clench. My jaw aches.

“You are temptation in human form.” I grind my molars together.

“I’m sorry.” Her hands wrap around her exposed chest, legs closing.

“You are not the one who should be sorry,” I say finally, turning back to her, making the sign of the cross over her. “God help me, I’d do it again.”
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Wren

He works outside most of the day. My heart feeling lost thinking I’m causing him to break his vows. To become a burden to him.

As the heaviness grows in my breasts, I remember the promise I made not to touch myself but the ache is becoming too much.

I nibble at the bread and cheese he left out under a linen cloth in the kitchen for me. A tall glass of water next to it with a note that I was to finish the plate and the water and he would return in the afternoon sometime.

The stone structure feels like it’s closing in as I place two logs on the dying fire, the wetness starting again on the front of the fresh dress he left in the bathroom for me after he left my bedroom this morning.

When I think I can’t wait another minute, he’s there. At the front door.

“Come my child. I have something to show you.” He grows more handsome every time I look at him. That heat that blooms in my core a reminder that I am the temptation he spoke of this morning.

But, I obey, following him barefoot, pulled by something heavier than curiosity, lighter than dread.

Damp, cold grass bites at my ankles. The path he walks is narrow and overgrown, the kind that doesn’t see many feet or maybe only his. My breath ghosts the air, and when he finally stops in front of the shed, I nearly run into his back.

It looks abandoned. The wood is moss-streaked, the roof slouched, the hinges crusted with rust. He opens it like a priest might open a tomb and the smell inside makes me dizzy.

Leather. Dust. Oil. Memory.

The wooden structure is more barn than shed. He sets the lamp on a dust covered table inside the door and the flame throws shadows like spirits on the walls. The interior of the small structure seems built around a platform at the center of the room. On a burlap covered wooden floor, sits a machine made of oxidized metal, glass bottles and tubes curled like sleeping snakes. A electrical cord is modified, split at the end with two clamps attached to a heavy vehicle battery.

The rest of the surfaces inside are covered in a layer of dust, but this machine looks newly cleaned. Gleaming almost as streaks of sunlight break through the cracks in the walls.

“What is it?” I ask, voice catching on the question.

He steps forward, running a hand over the motor, his square jaw hardening, the way his lips part makes wetness circulate between my legs. “The milker. It’s older than you.”

I edge closer. “It still works?”

“It does now.” He adjusts a valve, eyes never leaving the machine. “I cleaned it. Blessed it. It’s ready.”

My lips part.

“Have you used it before?”

He chuckles low and ominous. “When there were goats here years ago it functioned. Besides Lazarus the cat, they were my only companions until the church thought better of it and sold them off to a local farmer. Since then, outside of the occasional parishioner needing a blessing or last rights, I’ve been alone. It never bothered me, until now. Until you.”

A lump swells in my throat.

"I’ve been alone too," I say quietly. "I mean, I had parents but I was still alone. I don't even know what normal feels like. They took me out of school years ago."

He exhales.

"That’s why this will ruin us," he says simply. "You need too much. And I’ll give too much. We’ll burn each other down."

And yet, we don’t move.

The light casts thin streaks across his face. His dark hair slicked back, his robe hanging straight and pressed over his black slacks. The square of white at his neck drawing my eye wondering what he looks like under all that darkness.

He closes the gap between us, his heavy footfalls matching my heart beats. The lamp’s glow settles golden against my skin.

“You begged for relief. And you cried when I touched you. Pleasure took us both.” He unties the lacing at the top of my dress, pulling it down my shoulders.

My face burns. “I didn’t mean—”

“Yes, you did. But, this way, I don’t have to touch you. We can stay strong.”

He points to and angled bench beside the machine. “Press your belly here.” He points to the center of the bench. “Your hips here and your chest…here.”

I hesitate, but only for a second. Obedience to him comes easily and I’m not sure why.

The leather creaks beneath me. My legs dangle over the side, cold and exposed. My breasts hang down, heavy and weeping over the top edge as he places my wrists through dangling leather stirrups that he draws out from the sides of the bench.

Approval darkens his eyes.

He fits the suction cups to my chest with deliberate care, watching every reaction I try to hide. His fingers linger longer than necessary sending those familiar clenching pulses into my core.

He reaches down, there’s a soft click, then a buzzing hum and I gasp.

The first pull on my nipple is gentle. Then firmer.

I arch my back.

The rhythm builds. Like the machine was made for me, or I for it.

“You feel that?” he growls. “That hot tingle that starts at your shoulders, like a wave of pressure releasing? That’s your body doing what it was made for.”

I whimper, legs tensing as the machine tugs my nipples down, down into the cups. “It’s too much.”

“No, baby,” he assures, brushing hair from my damp forehead. “It’s just enough. Look at you... full and giving of all that sweetness your heavenly body makes.”

“The pull is hard. But,” my eyes flutter as the rush of relief and pleasure starts to overcome me, “I need it. I need this. I need…you.”

His fingertips pinch the hem of my dress, drawing it upward, exposing my lower flesh. The roughness of his palm glides over the back of my thigh. “Good girl. Good little giver.”

I grip the chains that hold the straps around my wrists, fighting the rising moan in my throat.

“Let it go little cow,” he stands firm next to me, eyes fixed on mine. “You were made to give.”

“Why does it feel like this?” I release the exhale banking in my throat.

His fingers drift to the curve of my ass, goosebumps rising where he touches. “Because it’s right. It’s a blessed gift.”

The milk flows. I feel it gush in pulses of wet heat into the suction. A soft hiss escapes the machine. My nipples ache, then go blissfully numb, stretched and pulled with rhythmic precision.

I clench my thighs. My toes curl in the damp air. Every tug makes me wetter. I feel slickness pooling in my center, slicking my thighs, heat gathering low in my belly like a fever breaking loose.

Then he moves in front of me, lowering himself. Those golden gray flecks in his eyes a rim around the dark center.

His lips brush my shoulder making me tense then teeth scrape along the curve of my neck, those hands I’ve come to dream of in days and nights reach under my body, gripping the cups as the suction pulls in a rhythmic lusty dance on my nipples.

His breath warms the place on my skin where my pulse hammers, and I flinch when he lowers his face then his tongue traces the curve just above the suction rim.

“Please,” I stutter the clutching need in my belly making the room spin. Nothing feels real my only purpose is to give to this sexy, dark man of God.

“I know,” he replies with a possessive edge in his voice that was not there before. “My resolve is nothing when you are close to me. The devil is going to take us both.”

He tugs the cup from one breast, leans in.

“Let me have it from the source,” he growls. “Let me taste what you made for me.”

His mouth engulfs the tender extension of my elongated nipple, drawing it deep into his warmth, tugging with his cheeks hollowing as I arch my back and let the moan that’s been clawing at my throat out into the humid air.

My body jerks. My hips lift and buck. My hands fly to his hair, clutching hard, grounding myself. His tongue flicks again and I gasp.

Helplessness mixes with desire into a heady intoxicating drink of pure sin.

Then he reaches under the bench where there is an opening under my hips.

When his fingers connect to my soaking femineity, his lips suckling at my breast, the room starts to spin.

He doesn’t pause, he suckles, his low groans making the longing dig deeper into my chest and belly.

He strokes me, exploring, flicking at the most sensitive spot over and over. Like he needs to feel everything I am, everything I’ve become. I try to say his name, but it dissolves on my tongue. The suction on my breasts doesn’t stop. His mouth on one nipple, the machine on the other. The milk keeps flowing, the rhythm pulling me toward a second edge.

He growls low in his throat as he draws me deep, his tongue curling beneath the flow. He licks me like he’s starving.

A long finger presses into my opening, fucking me like he owns me from head to toes.

“This will soon be my dick.” He mumbles around my nipple. “I’ll have your blood on me. There will be no turning back. You want that don’t you? The priest, broken, spilling his sin deep inside you…”

And I break.

“So fucking tight.”

I cry out, clenching around his finger, thighs trembling. Milk sprays into his mouth. He drinks it all. I come undone.

When he pulls back, his lips shine.

He’s panting. Flushed. Wrecked.

"You see what you've done to me?" he growls, fingers leaving my entrance, mouth freeing my nipple as he stands. "I was a man of routine. Discipline. Then you walked in, soft, leaking and innocent and turned me into something feral."

His hands flex at his sides, torn between reaching for me again or fleeing the temptation.

"Goddamn devil sent you, didn’t he? All sugar on the outside, but underneath... you were sent here to break me.”

He curses under his breath, eyes dragging over me like he hates what he sees and hates how much he wants it more.

“I didn’t mean to,” I whisper. “I didn’t come here to break you.”

“But you have,” he says, almost like he’s proud and ruined at the same time.

“I never had someone need me like this,” I struggle to keep my voice even. “It makes me want to be needed more. By you.”

His golden eyes are laced with guilt and fury.

“Christ,” he steps back. "What the hell have I done?”

“You’ve made me feel good. In my body and my heart.”

He just stares like a man who's seen heaven and knows he’s damned for it.

“You belong to me now,” he tells me. “Mine to milk. Mine to keep. Mine to fill.”

He works the two bottles of my cream off the mechanisms, capping them and securing them into pockets inside his robe.

He doesn’t return my nightdress to my shoulders. It’s loose, at my waist, half down one leg. He disconnects the last of the machine, lifts me into his arms, carries me back through the dark like a man bearing communion.

I slip my hands around the back of his neck, pressing my cheek to his shoulder, breathing in his masculine scent as he tucks me closer to the hardness of his body walking in silence except for the crunching of the pathway under his steps and the chirping of insects in the distance.

And in his arms, I feel weightless.

Holy.

Claimed.


CHAPTER 5
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Elias

She’s in the grove where the original church was lost to a fire a century ago.

Lazarus’s tail disappears through the underbrush, trailing her scent. He’s leading me to her. I should be jealous but I can’t fault him for his obsession. It’s something we have in common.

Dawn hasn’t cracked open yet. Her door was open, room empty when I went to milk her this morning.

The horizon glows faintly, like a held breath. And there she stands, barefoot in dew, framed by the bones of the crumbling altar, her silhouette pale against the moss-dark stone.

Her shift clings wet to her calves, hem soaked from the tall grass. Her braid is a mess down her back, and there’s a thin scrape on her shin, a line of red glinting where she took a fall or a mis-step and even that slight injury to her makes my vision blur with red.

I am still just a man, and the bible is full of horror and revenge and if someone, anyone hurt her, I would unleash hell itself upon anyone that touches what is mine.

Because, that’s what she is. Her parents gave her to me. She. Is. Mine.

“Wren.” I break the dawn light with my voice.

She turns. My words reaching her before I do. Her eyes catch mine for half a second, then dip.

“You’re not supposed to be out here.”

“I couldn’t sleep,” she whispers.

I glance at the cut on her leg, the fine tremble in her arms. “You could’ve gotten hurt.”

“I already am. Hurting. It’s not getting any better. It’s getting worse.”

I reach her. Touch her. Every part of me turning to stone.

“There are rules for a reason.”

“Then teach me,” she demands, the edge in her voice making my balls tight. Seeing her growing into her strength under my guidance only makes me want to bend her over and defile her sweet young body more and more.

“Be careful what you ask for.” I grunt, taking her arm, curling my fingers into the flesh moving her toward the altar. Her breath catches when I press her hands to the stone.

“This isn’t just about your body anymore,” I grimace at the pain shooting through my erection, stopping behind her. “It’s about discipline. Structure. The kind of order that quiets the chaos.”

She nods, her fingers curling slightly.

“You’ll be milked mechanically twice daily. And suckled often. That will be at my discretion. You will not say no.”

“And, when you want me for yourself?”

“You’ll kneel. You’ll look up. And you’ll say, ‘Please, Father. I need to give.’”

She breathes, a trembling in her body tells me she understands then, in a voice as soft as the clouds, she whispers, “Please, Father. I need to give.”

I growl, low in my chest. My hands are already on her, lifting her shift, baring her completely.

“This is not punishment,” I tell her, breath hot against her ear. “This is instruction. Your body is a temptation to me. It knows no better, but that does not make it right. We give parts of ourself with our pain and I want you. All of you.”

I strike her—once, then again. Measured. Controlled.

She gasps.

And then she melts.

“Good girl,” I grit through my teeth, cupping her from behind, then slipping my hand into the crook of her thighs.

She’s dripping, I’m salivating, my fat cock unwilling to suffer any longer.

It’s time. I don’t care about God or sin or commandments.

I untie the top of her dress, working it down with my twitching fingers as her eyes stay pinned on mine. It flutters to her waist, exposing the glory of her swollen tits, the veins like maps to my demise.

“Please, father,” She starts in as I lift her breast and lean down. “I need to give.”

Fuck, I’d kill for his girl. I might have to, I know that now but right now, God almighty, she wants this. Wants me.

I fasten my mouth to her warmth, suckling as my fingers move in her wetness. She cries out in a choking gasp and pushes her chest forward. Milk flows into my mouth, rich and warm, and I drink like I’ll never be full.

“You were made for this,” I mumble with my mouth full of tit. “To give. To feed me. To come on my fingers My mouth. My cock.”

She trembles, moaning, and I thrust a finger into her tightness. She’s untouched, innocent but not for long.

“It feels so good.” She hums with her eyes on me, seeking approval which I give her with a pinch of my teeth.

With a painful reluctance, I let her tit pop free from my mouth, taking a moment to watch the spraying arcs of milk that dabble the low light.

She barely needs to be touched to spray, she’s a fucking gift. I don’t know myself anymore with her.

“I need inside that fucking pussy.” I pant, stripping off my robe, then my shirt, whipping them around her body and onto the cold stone.

“You’ll offer yourself to me now child.” The words grind between my molars. “And once you do, you belong to me. We will mate in sin, I will force your body to bloom with what I put inside you. Do you understand that? You’ve tempted me and I’m going to eat the whole fucking apple.”

With a growl, I lift her under the arms, fighting the urge to throw her onto the altar but the only pain she will take today is my dick ripping away that cherry she’s saved for me.

My ruthless hunger dissolves into a fury as I lay her out, arranging her hair, raising the damp cotton of her dress around her small waist, undoing my belt with one hand, dropping my pants and exposing myself to her.

I fist my length. Hating. Needing.

“God.” She stares at my manhood hard and balls heavy, looking dazed, afraid…gulping at the air.

The dance of her curls frames the slick pink folds exposed fully as I arrange her legs, resting her heels on the corners of the cold stone, my black robe draped under her pale skin.

“I shouldn’t,” I grit. “But you made me this. You put the devil in me.”

Her voice is wrecked. “Then let me take it out. Put it back inside me.”

The world falls away as Wren extends her arms above her head offering her body to me completely. Her ribs push out on her creamy skin, her belly taught as I imaging it growing with my bump.

“My cock is going inside that sinful hole where God will bless us with a baby. Even under the black cloud of our sin, I know that will be our prize.”

She bites her lip on the slightest nod.

I jack myself off the way I used to before I came to this place, the man I was returning as I press myself between her heavenly thighs.

She bites her lip, looking to the ceiling where the moss and ivy witness our mutual sin.

There’s no stopping this now. I fist myself and push into the snuggest place God every created.

“Hold fuck.” I grit through clenched teeth as she hisses at the slightest pressure against her resistance. “I’m sorry, it will hurt.”

There’s a flicker of acceptance in her eyes that urges me forward. I give more pressure as her eyes squeeze shut, her hands draw down, clasped over her chest as her tits bounce and rock with my effort.

Her lips move in silent prayer as I plunge inside. My balls already tightening.

I listen to her whimpers as my dick turns to iron, her pussy flexes around me.

Every plunge hooks her hips higher, my jaw clenches, veins throbbing in my neck. The way she swallows every thrust like it’s salvation.  

Then she lets out a raw, trembling sigh that scrapes right down to my bones. It starts small, but as her hips rock into me, it swells.

“Yes, Daddy likes that. Keep moving with me.”

I snap harder inside her, my pelvis slapping against hers like a man possessed.

Faster. Faster.

Her warmth tightens around me, greedy and wet, and I groan low. She’s perfect and the sound she makes when I hit that spot turns my heart feral.  

Her shyness falls away her hands still clasped together, but she’s no longer praying. She pants with me, eyes stuck on mine like I might disappear.

I’m not fucking going anywhere. One taste of this fucking little cunt and I’m hers for eternity.  

Braced on shaking arms, I slam my length inside her root to tip until we’re both panting.

Her channel squeezes me. “Such a good offering for Daddy. So tight. A pure, virgin delivered right to my doorstep. You will be the end of me, the fucking end.”  

Milk squirts nearly to my mouth and I open, trying to catch the dance of sweetness as her body gushes and her pussy pulses around my dick.

The lubrication of her orgasm only sends me into my next gear, finishing in a wicked, sweaty frenzy. My spine snaps straight, every muscle contracting.

“Mine,” I snap, grabbing a tit in each hand, the cream spraying across my face, chest, dripping down baptizing me. “Say it.”  

“I’m… yours,” she whispers, as her body tightens like a bowstring and my orgasm crests.

But, it’s not just a release. It’s not just pleasure. Those words don’t come close to describing what I’m feeling as I spill my seed into this pure vessel. One hand finds her throat as she screams and I roar.

I lose it.  

I push harder into her, dragging out the cry that rips from her throat.

“Daddy!” That title unfurls something wicked and permanent inside me.

“You call me Daddy while I fucking come inside you? All that fucking hot seed is going to breed you like my good little cow.”  

But when her walls clench like a fist around my shaft, I’m already coming undone.  

Now she’s shaking under my hands, back bowing off the altar as I fall with her.

Her walls milk the spurts out of my balls. White-hot fire shooting through my veins until I’m drowning inside her, emptying everything I have into that tight, trembling channel.  

“You took it all. Such a good girl.” I brush my thumbs over her parted lips, her warm breath on my palms.

“Thank you. I want to be good for you.”

“I’ll never stop,” I pant working one hand lower, finding that hard nub and working it with the pad of my thumb. “You’ve ruined me. I’ll never stop.”

She comes again, body quaking. Screaming so loud she surely wakes the devil.

But, he’s already here. Alive and well and living inside me.

I slide out a few inches, pride swelling my chest at the pink streaking my thickness.

“So good.” I reach up and cup her warm cheeks with a squeeze of approval. Her milk stains my chest.

I’m still inside her, hard again already, twitching with the need she’s carved into me. I grip her hips, hold her in place.

“Now,” I growl, breath hot in the cool air, “pray with me. Beg for forgiveness for what we’ve done. What we’re about to do again.”

Her breath stutters as I push into her again, slower this time, cruel with patience.

“Say it,” I demand. “Pray the Lord’s Prayer.”

“Our Father…” she gasps, the words trembling on her tongue as I rock back into her feeling my sticky seed seep out, dripping down my balls. “Who art in heaven…”

I fuck her through the rhythm of it, hips grinding in time with every whispered plea. Her voice breaks. Then strengthens. Our sin curls between us like smoke.

“Hallowed be thy name,” she sobs.

“Show the Lord your devotion. Put your hands together.”

She complies, shaking fingers meeting at her chest, framed by the milk spray coming from her nipples.

“Good girl,” I pant. “Keep going.”

“Thy kingdom come…” Her back arches. She squeezes around me. I pinch her nipples watching the milk dance in the air.

“Thy will be done—”

And then she’s coming again, helpless, holy, ruined.

“Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil…” I finish for her, bellowing into the echoing stone around us. “For thine is the kingdom…”

She joins me in the final chorus as her orgasm ebbs and mine builds. Our voices rising together to the sky.

“And the power, and the glory forever—”

I come with the power of a hundred men. Grinding against her opening as I spurt deep and raw against her womb.

“Amen,” I cries out, as I finish deep in her softness. Her body welcoming my seed again.

We stay like that for a long moment. Breathing. Shaking. Our bodies joined, sweat cooling, milk damp against my chest.

She looks up at me, a smile curving her lips.

“I’m your vessel,” she whispers with a glowing smile.

“Yes, you are. My sweet, milk filled vessel.”

And when we walk back through the grove, she walks ahead. Singing the Lord’s Prayer and I know, I’m good and truly fucked.


CHAPTER 6
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Wren

Lazarus curls around my ankles as I finish spooning a bit of broth into his dish, purring like a motor warmed by the fire. His tail flicks against my bare calf, and I laugh softly, bending to smooth my hand along his back.

Elias and I ate together after he spent inside of me in the old church. It was easy and soft. Baked meat pie and sweet red wine.

He showed me the library then left to tend to some business in his office but I can’t stop wanting more of what he gave me earlier today. The throbbing seems to take my entire body over now. The wanting only growing with each passing minute.

The soreness from taking him eases but it’s a gentle reminder of what the Lord has blessed him with.

When I turn, he's there. Silent in the doorway.

“I’ve missed you.” He announces walking into the room and I nod.

“I missed you too.”

“Very good. That pleases me. Now come here.”

He sits, pointing to a stool he’s hooked with his foot, dragging it between his spread knees and I notice he’s holding a silver hair brush.

“That’s beautiful. I’ve never seen one like that.” I shuffle forward, his outstreached hand pulling me down onto the stool.

“I’d say the same thing about you.” My belly swirls with warmth as the brush works from my crown down to the ends of my hair.

Slow, steady strokes from crown to tip, smoothing each strand as if he’s taming something wild.

“So much softness.”

My breath catches when he sets the brush down and gathers my hair into his hands, winding it up with practiced ease, pinning it gently but firmly atop my head.

“So I can see all of you.”

Then, he rises and offers his hand. I take it, and he leads me down the corridor, silent but sure, until we reach the bathing room.

The bath is already drawn when he opens the door for me.

Steam curls from the basin like incense. The copper tub glows gold in the candlelight, casting soft ripples of fire across the floor. A bar of milled soap rests on the windowsill beside a folded cloth, and the air smells faintly of sandalwood and milk.

He’s removed his coat, rolled his sleeves to the elbow. There’s a bowl of oil in his hands, thick and amber, glinting like honey.

“Undress.” He orders, the light catching the gold in his eyes as I admire this man that has taken my heart and my body to places I didn’t know existed.

I step out of my dress, my eyes fixed on his brutally handsome face. He doesn’t look away.

He studies me like scripture. As if every curve, every line, was written by divine hand.

When I sink into the water, it cradles me like a womb. My breath leaves my body in a single, shaking sigh.

He kneels beside the tub.

“I’m going to cleanse you. There is no sin in you. No devil.”

He starts with my hands, cupping them in his palms, dipping them beneath the surface, and drawing them up slowly. His thumbs press into each joint, each knuckle, as if blessing every moment I’ve spent wringing them in shame.

“You serve with these,” he says, his hands gliding the oil over my swollen breasts. “You hold. You work. You offer.”

The oil is warm when he pours it over my forearms, smoothing it into my skin with slow strokes.

My chest tightens.

No one’s ever touched me like I’m something to be kept.

He moves up to my shoulders, my neck. His fingers press beneath my jaw, trailing down my throat, where my pulse beats wild and frantic.

“You carry your voice here,” his voice taking on that deep timber that makes me flutter in my belly. “But you’ve learned to silence it.”

My eyes burn. I look away. Truth is stinging like bees down my throat.

He tips my chin back to him with two fingers.

“I want to hear it.”

I nod. My lips part, but no sound comes yet.

He reaches for the cloth next. Dips it in the warm water. Begins to wash me.

The strokes are slow. My skin tingles where he touches because he sees me. The kind of seeing that strips a girl down to her soul and asks her to stay bare.

When he reaches my breasts, I brace, expecting hunger. Greed. Some echo of the machine. But it doesn’t come.

He cradles them in his palms, the rough calluses tell me this wasn’t always his life here.

“You give,” he says. “Even when it hurts.”

The tears come before I can stop them.

He presses his forehead to mine, his warm breath dancing on my lips.

“I have no right to ask for more,” he growls, voice vibrating into the water. “But I want it.”

A slight crack breaks his words.

I lift the bowl of oil from where he placed in on the stool by the tub and hand it to him.

“Bless the rest,” I whisper.

He oils my belly under the warm water with slow, circular strokes, then moves lower, between my thighs. His hands are sure, not soft but entitled somehow.

When he touches me there, I open without fear. I see the man, not the priest. Hunger fixes tight in his brow as he works a finger onto the sensitive spot that makes me want to twist and buck.

His breath catches when he feels how ready I am, how much I want this not because he told me to, but because I’ve chosen it.

Because I’m ready to be taken.

He rises, dropping the cloth to the stone floor with a wet slosh, his eyes dark and shining.

“It’s time for you to learn another form of worship.” His works the buckle of his belt, throwing off his jacket, then lowering his zipper, reaching inside with a grunt and a tug.

“Oh.” I exhale, gape mouthed. His manhood is standing like a column, veins standing out, the head a deeper shade than the rest.

I don’t know why, but I begin to salivate.

“What do I do?”

“Put your hands around me, then kiss the tip like you’re kissing the ring of God himself.”

He watches me from above as I turn my body in the tub. His jaw is tight, as I slip my wet fingers around the steel length.

He groans at the contact, deep and guttural, hands laced behind his neck.

“Now, take me into your mouth. Your mind is blank except for thoughts of pure worship for your king. My pleasure is your scripture.”

His curses bounce from the walls as I wrap my lips around the head, drawing him over my tongue. The tang of saltiness and masculinity making my chest hurt, milk sprays from my breasts as I use my tongue. Following the veins, finding a spot under the tip that makes him swell and spurt something warm and savory on my tongue.

“Christ,” he breathes. “You’re undoing me.”

I suck him deeper, tasting salt and desperation, loving the way his thighs tense, how his composure fractures under my tongue. When I pull back, lips swollen, breath shallow, he doesn’t hesitate.

He lifts me from the bath like I weigh nothing, water dripping down my thighs. Lays me on the fur beside the fire.

He spreads my legs, no words now—just the sound of his mouth on me, wet and unrelenting, tongue reverent and raw. My hips lift, helpless, and he doesn’t stop until I sob his name.

Then he pulls me up, still soaked from the bath, and turns me roughly. I land on my knees on the fur, hands braced, breath shivering out of me. He grips my hips, curses low, and drives into me from behind without warning, no prayer, just pure possession.

"You taste like ruin," he growls at my back. "Like everything I gave up and still fucking crave."

I cry out as his thickness stretches me, hitting deep places inside of me that make me shudder and pulse.

He pounds into me, relentless, raw, chasing something he shouldn't want but can't stop needing.

"Look what you’ve turned me into," he grits out. "Say it—say what you are."

"Yours," I gasp. "Yours."

“Yes, mine. My cow. My servant.”

We come like that, on our knees, not for forgiveness, but for sin.

“Made for this. Made for me.”

When we come down, he drags himself from my drenched opening, his spend leaking warm down my thighs as he turns me to lay flat, lowering her body onto me.

Milk leaks from my breasts, warm and slow, slicking his chest where we’re pressed together. He moans at the sensation, at the mess of it, and bends to suck greedily from one nipple, drinking me like he needs it to live as he enters me again, easing slowly in and out.

It feels like worship.

But this—this could be something more. Something real.

We lie tangled in each other’s limbs, his thickness still solidly filling me. Our sweat cools, breaths slowing. Lazarus hops onto the fur beside us, meowing once before curling into a purring ball near my hip.

Elias chuckles. “Even now, he can’t stand to be far.”

“He thinks I’m his,” I whisper sleepily, nuzzling against Elias’s shoulder.

“You are,” he says. “His. Mine. Ours.”

For a moment, it’s easy to believe in this peace. This strange, warm moment of domesticity.

He brushes a damp strand of hair from my face. “I will grow inside you. Nothing will come between us ever again.”

The words land heavy with promise. Not a vow, not yet. But close.

And when he finally stills inside me, forehead pressed to mine

I know the world will come calling.

And all our sins will be exposed.


CHAPTER 7
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Elias

The old chugging Buick sedan the church allows me to use brings us safety down the mountain but sitting next to her in the small space, has me dreaming of teenage fumbling’s and make out sessions in cars at the lookout from my youth.

But nothing and no one ever made me feel like this fragile girl has. My hands grip the wheel, white knuckled as she fusses with the staticky radio dial until she finds a station playing the modern pop music a girl of her age would enjoy.

“Do you know this song?” She chirps like a happy bird, a broad smile curving those plump lips that have become my obsession.

As she snaps her fingers, bouncing on the seat, her breasts swaying under the sweater making my mouth water knowing they were already filling with more of her sweetness, making my manhood thicken again, painfully crooked as I sit in the driver’s seat battling the urge to pull the car over and order her to mount her slick pussy on my dick, stuffing her nipple into my mouth and ride me until my seed roots in her soft belly.

It took all my willpower, but I manage to finish the short drive without stopping to defile her yet again and park the car outside the small general store in town. I consider that after last night, my journal is almost full and I will need another soon, but not today. I want this to be for her but I make a note, that since she arrived, I’ve failed to burn the pages of my confessions every night like I used to.

“Stay.” I growl turning off the ignition, exiting the driver’s side and stomping around to her door, swinging it open and popping off her seat belt which I’d insisted she wear. “Whatever you need, you pick it out and I’ll pay the bill.”

Her lashes flutter then that smile again and my heart does things it shouldn’t. She gathers her braid over her shoulder, worrying her lip before she stands and leans into me.

Outside, maybe it’s the wind off the mountain, or maybe it’s the way I feel stripped raw beside her, skin stretched tight over something unspeakable but a chill shakes me down to my bones. Her hand brushes mine once, purely accidental as we walk. I nearly reach for it. Nearly thread our fingers together and hold on like a sinner grasping the edge of heaven.

But I don’t. Not yet.

She walks beside me in silence, wrapped in my coat, her braid dangling over her chest. No makeup. No jewelry. Just softness and breath and the lingering scent of oil from the bath and my release still dripping from her pussy.

I wonder if anyone will smell it on her and know what we’ve done. If they’ll see it on my skin too, the mark of having taken something sacred.

Inside the store, the air changes the moment we step through the door, like something sacred has entered a place unworthy. Her steps falter, wearing a pair of boots more her size I found in the back of my closet. Her eyes dart across the shelves. I can feel her pulling close without moving an inch.

The man behind the counter notices her immediately. Of course he does.

His eyes track her hips, linger on the soft curve of her chest beneath the sweater she’s wearing. Then they flick to me and stall.

“Well, now,” he says, lips curling. “Didn’t expect to see you in here, Father Elias.”

She stiffens. My hand twitches toward her waist, but I force it down.

The man’s smirk deepens, eyes bouncing between us like he’s trying to make sense of it. “She yours?” he asks. “Or just looking for confession?”

“She’s with me,” I answer, voice steady.

“Yeah?” He leans forward, testing me. “She that girl I heard had that…problem? Parents dropped her off for you to…fix.” He slides his tongue across his lips. “I’ll take a little of what you got under there sweetheart.”

The world narrows. The store vanishes. The shelves. The air. Even her. All I see is his throat.

I move without thought, driven by a singular command in my blood: Silence him.

He hits the wall hard, my forearm pressed across his windpipe, boots scuffling against the linoleum as he chokes out something between a laugh and a plea.

“Say it again,” I growl, the words so low they shake the air between us. “Look at her again. Think about her again. We both know heaven is not where you’ll go.”

His eyes widen. Hands claw at my sleeve. I feel the power in my body from my youth return. The violence of my life before here burns through me.

Then I hear her.

“Elias.”

Just my name.

It anchors me more completely. Reminds me if I end this man’s life, in this world, they will still take me away. From her. That can’t happen.

I release him on a growl. He slumps against the wall, gasping, coughing. I don’t spare him another glance. I turn to her instead.

She isn’t afraid. She’s watching me with something that borders on wonder.

“Pick out everything you want. I’ll wait here, baby.” I nod toward the stocked shelves, the general store in a town like this is not extravagant but the thrill in her blue eyes makes my heart sing.

Before I can stop her, she scurries to my side, warm little hands on my cheeks.

She leans in, and kisses me.
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Back in the car, the trunk is filled with bags of whatever simple clothing they had, shoes that fit and all the shampoos, lotions and books she picked out and a single red silk scarf I chose myself.

She sings as I drive, my mind wandering to all the times I’ve released inside her. If my seed has already done it’s work and then what?

Do I think I’ll just keep her, bred and milk full in the chapel for my own depraved purposes? When the church comes to check on the property or handle business here, what will I tell them?

My entire life is here, I have nothing but the silence of the stone walls and the safety knowing I’m a danger to no one there.

I’m lost in the conflict for most of the drive. The piece of shit store owner saw her kiss me too.

Will he just think it was an innocent act of thanks?

When we’re nearly home, she finally speaks.

“You didn’t have to protect me like that.” Her lips twist. “In the store.”

I slow the car into the leaning garage and turn it off. The man I was before I came here simmers under the surface and she got a preview of his vitriol and violence. “Did it scare you?”

She shakes her head. “No. I’m not scared of you. I’m scared you’ll hate yourself for it.”

I stare at her, gutted by the clarity of her fear—not of me, but for me. For what the world might do to the man who burned too hot for her.

“I’ve done worse,” I admit, the confession of my past scraping its way up my throat. “But nothing has ever mattered like you. I’d burn down the entire town to keep you safe.”

I exit the car, she stays put this time without my order which only thickens my constant erection.

I love her obedience, it makes me fucking hard. Makes the man I was seem somehow less shameful because she wants whatever this is between us.

Opening her door, her eyes shimmer with something that feels like worship as she looks up at me. I take her hand, lead her out of the garage and into the warming sunlight. The sky matches her eyes, fluffy clouds drifting around as though it’s just another day and not a day filled with sin and lust and all the things I came here to forget.

She hesitates. Steps into me. Her hands tremble where they touch my chest, but her eyes, God, her eyes are brave.

“I saw what you became in there,” she whispers. “The man who would kill for me. The man who already has.”

I flinch. Not from shame, but from the way she sees through me.

“I won’t lie to you, Wren. There is blood on my hands. From my life before. But, you know that don’t you?”

She nods.

“And you still want me?” I rasp.

“I don’t just want you. I need you. I choose you.”

I grip her wrist, pressing her palm flat over my heart. “Even if I can’t go back to the man I was before you?”

She exhales, unsteady. “Maybe that’s what I’m afraid of. That this will end and you’ll leave me with only the ruin. Come to your senses that you can’t fix me and push me out. Back into the storm.”

“No.” I shake my head. “The only thing I want to ruin is anyone that thinks they can come between us. I love you, Wren. I’ve never said that to a woman before. Never thought it, but it’s all I know now.”

She leans closer. Her sweet breath warming my chin. “I love you too.” Her fingers curl around my wrist with a gentle, teasing tug. “Let me show you what I mean.”

I half drag her back to the chapel leaving the purchases in the trunk. They will wait.

The moment the wooden door clunks closed behind us, I press her back against it, hands on either side of her head, caging her without touching her. My hunger for this woman child is a beast clawing at my insides. I’m hard twenty-four hours a day for her. My body shakes with the strain of what want from her. Want to do to her. With her.

“Did it scare you? What I did to that lecherous man who looked at what’s mine?” I grit out, close enough to taste her breath.

She nods, eyes locked on mine.

“Did it thrill you?”

She hesitates. Then nods again.

She reaches for me first this time, sliding her hand up my chest. “It made me wet,” she says.

Something inside me breaks loose.

I crush my lips to hers. Her mouth opens, eager her tongue meeting mine in warm welcome. Her hands clutch at my shirt, pulling me closer. I lift her onto me, her ankles clasping behind my back, carrying her to the altar like an offering I never deserved.

Her dress hikes up as I set her down, knees spread around my hips. I tear open the front to bare her breasts, still swollen, flushed dark at the tips. She moans when I cup her, milk beading against my palm, her body already giving without command.

I lower my head. Draw her into my mouth. Drink like I’ll never get another chance.

She gasps, a startled, aching sound. The first letdown hits like lightning. Milk sprays across my tongue, hot and sweet, dripping down my chin. I groan, sucking greedily, both hands cradling her breasts now, squeezing from the base to draw more out.

“You’re feeding me,” I whisper against her skin, tongue lapping every drop. “God, look at you. Look at how much you’re giving me.”

She writhes, breathless, her body arching. “I can’t stop it.”

“I don’t want you to. Let it pour, baby. Let me drown in it.”

Milk spills in a rhythmic pulse now, splashing against my chest, slicking her belly. I lean back just long enough to watch her supple young body overflowing. I cup her breasts tighter and push them together, milk streaming between them, over my hands, my arms, my cock.

“You’re made to feed, angel,” I growl, dragging my tongue across the trail between her nipples. “Made to be worshipped like this.”

She whimpers, trembling. I suck again, harder this time. Both nipples in my mouth. Her head tips back with a ragged moan.

When I rise, milk glistens down my chest, soaking the waistband of my pants. Her thighs are slick. Her cunt is dripping.

“I need you in my bed.” I curse, carrying her down the short hall and into my chamber, throwing her with a bounce onto my bed, stripping my clothes, tossing them onto the floor.

I stroke myself, taking in her quivering body. Youth and womanhood meeting in a place that is like the juncture of heaven meeting hell.

“Press your tits together.” I order, climing over her, bending my legs, one knee on each side of her ribs.

Her hands take the swollen globes, pushing them to meet as milk streams in arcs and I lower my cock into the spray, soaking my shaft then drop my hips and drive the tip through the cleft of her chest.

“Fuck yes. I’ll fuck you wherever I want, you know that don’t you? You are here for my pleasure, you won’t deny me, will you?”

“No.”

I buck my hips as her cream anoints us in my bed, my dick slipping through the milk and her softness, bracing my arms on the sides of her head as I fuck into her cleavage like a savage.

Her sobs shake through me like hymns.

My orgasm clamps down on my balls first, racing up my shaft as I roar at the ceiling that’s been the blanket of my nights for seven years.

She opens her mouth as I spurt onto her chin, her lips, her tongue, cheeks. She’s baptized with me, covered and full.

When I jerk and catch my breath, I look down at the beautiful mess I’ve made on her.

“You will have my scent every day from now on. You will never be without it. No man will ever know you the way I do.”

“Yes, Father.” Her voice sings to my soul as I lay down next to her, feeding her my spend with the tips of my fingers.

"You fed me, baby," I whisper, voice hoarse with reverence and ruin. "Now, I’m feeding you. You made me yours. There’s no going back."

We stay like that until her face is clean and my pulse slows.

Then she cups my face.

“Do you believe we could be more than this?”

I nod. Because even if I don’t deserve it, she does.

“Then we try,” she says, kissing me once more.

And in that moment, I do believe.

The future might be written in penance. But tonight, neither of us care.

Even after she falls asleep, I can’t stop touching her. My hands shake where they roam across her skin. I am sated, but still needy. Her milk coats my chest, my throat, the curve of my lips. I could lick it forever and never get clean.

She fed me. She changed me.

I’m not the man I was. I don’t even remember him.

All I know is her. Her taste. Her warmth.

When she stirs, I whisper into her hair. “Mine to care for. Mine to hold.”

And when she sighs and nuzzles closer, I swear to everything holy I’ll never let her carry the weight alone again.

Still, my hands won’t stop trembling.

She feels it. She always does. Her fingers skim my jaw, and I can’t hold it in anymore.

“I was afraid,” I admit, voice splintered. “Not of hurting you. Of what it made me feel. What you make me feel.”

She leans up and presses her lips to my temple. “Tell me.”

“I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to take, and take, and never let go. I did things to you a good man shouldn’t do.”

“You didn’t hurt me,” she says, voice low. “You needed me to be this for you. That’s not something to fear.”

“I’ve never needed like this,” I rasp. “Not even God made me fall to my knees the way you do.”

She presses our lips together. “Then let me be your altar. Come to me when you’re lost. Let me hold the ache. Give me your pain.”

And I do.

I let her see all of it and she doesn’t look away.

That’s what salvation feels like.


CHAPTER 8
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Wren

It’s been days of bliss. It’s milk and pleasure and books and learning.

I’m in love with this man and he treats me like I’m the center of his world.

I sleep in his bed, he milks me with the machine twice a day, fucks me and uses his mouth on me until I’m sure he is God himself.

He’s left to go to town for something, and even after only hours, my longing for him is getting desperate.

When I hear the engine of the old car outside, my heart leaps.

When he opens the chapel door, his face is unreadable, but his hands betray him. They're clenched too tightly at his sides, the knuckles pale, the tendons taut. I can’t tell if he's just come from prayer or battle.

“They’re coming,” he says.

That’s all. But I know what he means.

He doesn’t cross the threshold. Doesn’t touch me.

“My parents?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

He nods. A movement so slight I almost miss it.

“They wrote a formal petition to the Council. Contacted the bishop. Claimed I’m holding you here without cause. That you’re mentally compromised. That I’ve been…” His voice strains, then drops. “Predatory.”

I let out a laugh that sounds like it belongs to someone else.

“And what did you say?”

He finally steps into the room. The air changes with him, charged and heavier, as though the walls remember who he used to be.

“I told them,” he says, slowly, each word precise and deliberate, “that if they came for you, I would respond in kind.”

My blood turns cold.

“In kind?” I echo.

He doesn’t blink.

“I meant it.”

I cross my arms to steady the shaking in my chest. “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to make sure they never come back.”

“Elias—”

“No,” he says, stepping closer. “This is who I am. You see me for me, and accepted it. You freed me. I will not lose you. Ever.”

His broad hand spans my stomach, both of us knowing without proof that he’s already growing inside me.

The part of him that stays quiet during prayer, that waits behind his collar and speaks only through scripture. That part is gone.

“What they did to you, what they said about you, the way they made you feel ashamed of your own body, there is no forgiveness for that. Not in this life. Not in the next.”

My breath catches.

He’s so still I almost miss it when his hands finally move, reaching for the crucifix around his neck, unfastening it slowly, then folding it in his palm.

“I was a priest because I believed discipline could shape darkness into devotion,” he says. “But I’ve seen the truth now. Darkness doesn’t need to be shaped.”

He raises his eyes to mine.

“It needs to be honored. Understood.”

When he disappears into the cellar, I don’t follow.

But I hear the thud of boots. The metallic scrape of something heavy and I know, it’s us against the world.
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They arrived just after sunset. Someone in town must have called them—whispers spreading faster than smoke. I watched from the window as the familiar car pulled up, saw my mother’s mouth already moving, my father’s jaw set like a man who’d finally found something to punish.

Elias opened the door before they could come too close to what he now calls our home.

I watched from the window where he told me to stay.

He didn’t yell. Didn’t threaten.

But he pulled off his collar throwing it to the muddy ground, sleeves rolled, fists clenched at his sides like he’d been waiting for this.

They didn’t get past the first accusation.

Janie said I was corrupted. Glenn called me sick. Told him he’d fallen under the spell of a demon.

And then Elias moved.

His chest rising with something deeper than breath. Janie tried to slap him. Glenn ran toward the chapel.

Elias caught Glenn mid-stride and slammed him against the hood with a sound that split the night.

“You want to talk about predators?” he growled, voice like thunder. “You left her here like trash. You branded her with shame and called it parenting.”

Janie screamed. Tried to pull Elias off as his fist cracked into my father’s jaw.

He didn’t even look at her.

“If either of you ever come near her again, I won’t just end your visit. I’ll end the bloodline.”

He dropped Glenn like dead weight and stared them down, eyes black with judgment. And in that moment, I swear I saw them break. I saw something old and rotted in them take root and I absolved myself of any guilt they had placed upon me.

They scrambled back to the car and disappeared down the road.

Elias didn’t come inside right away. Just stood in the rain like he needed it to cool the fire in his blood. Then, he walked down the path in the rain, away from me.

An hour later, I’m shaking by the fire when he returns.

There’s blood at the collar of his shirt. A tear at the seam of one sleeve. His breathing is too controlled to be natural. And his eyes—

His eyes are feral.

I run to him, and he catches me, one arm around my waist, the other cradling the back of my head like I might shatter. He kisses me like he needs to know I’m still real, still warm, still his and not some phantom he had to break the world to retrieve.

He turns and presses me against the wall, where the stone is cold and ancient and blessed. His mouth finds my throat as his body presses into mine, not demanding but claiming space he’s already bled for.

“I didn’t kill them,” he breathes, voice hoarse from restraint, “but I thought about it.”

My thighs tighten around his hips.

“What did you do?”

He drags his hand up my ribs, over my heart, and cups my face with fingers still marked from what he did.

“I reminded them that I may serve God,” he says, slowly, “but I was carved by violence long before I knelt to anyone.”

I don’t speak.

There’s nothing to say.

Only the ache between my legs, and the heat in my chest, and the way my body rises to meet his with a need that feels older than sin.

When he thrusts into me, it’s not gentle. It’s hard. Final. Like he’s pushing every ghost out of me, one inch at a time.

The stone wall bites into my spine. He grinds deep, over and over, like he’s trying to bury himself in the parts of me no one else ever touched.

His breath is rough at my ear, his chest slick against mine, muscles locked. I claw at his shoulders, nails dragging down his back, needing to feel every brutal inch of him inside me. He doesn’t talk. Doesn’t praise.

Just fucks me like violence is still leaking from his hands, and I’m the only thing strong enough to hold it. My legs tighten around him, my body begging for more.

More weight. More stretch. More of him, soaked in blood and ruin, finding peace inside me. I don’t want gentle.

I want this. All of this. The rage. The fight. The way he looks at me like I’m the only thing that kept him from doing worse.

To stay mine.

I take all of him, arms around his shoulders, gasping into his neck as the world fades and the rhythm takes over. He groans low in my ear with praise and relief. Like he’s finally inside something that quiets the fire in his blood.

“I needed to fucking breed you,” he pants. “To make sure they’d never question who you belong to. You’ll never get away from me Wren. You’ll be bound to me for eternity.”

I whimper, clutching him tighter, the force of his thrusts driving the air from my lungs in little puffs.

“You’re not mine because of this,” he whispers, hooking the crucifix around my throat. “But I want God to see who I kneel for now.”

He thrusts deeper, pounding to my limits and I cry out, my screams echoing on the old stone, announcing that I am completely claimed in flesh and faith.

“You’re safe now,” he says against my temple as he bucks his hips, flesh slapping.

“I was safe the moment I knelt for you.”

His body stutters. His mouth crashes into mine.

And when I come, it’s not because he told me to. It’s because I know what it cost him to keep me.

I blink up at him, spent and shaking, lips curving even as I gasp for breath. “You know Lazarus is going to hiss at you for a week now, right?”

His brow furrows, still locked inside me, breath ragged. “He sees you like this and still thinks I’m the threat?”

I laugh, a broken, breathless thing. “He thinks he’s the only one allowed to drink my milk.”

Elias groans, drops his forehead to my shoulder. “I’ll baptize him in cream and call it a truce.”

I smile, cupping his cheek, kissing the corner of his mouth. “You’re getting soft, Father.”

He growls, pressing deeper. “Only for you.” He pulls out, then drives back in making me yelp. “Not that soft though.”

He fucks me through prayer, my body giving him milk and the fertile ground for our life to grow.

Together.


CHAPTER 9
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Elias

Epilogue - Six months later

Our home doesn’t smell like incense anymore.

It smells like cream. Beeswax. The faint sweetness of hay and the sharp tang of fresh milk caught in linen. We don’t use pews. We don’t host sermons.

We feed people.

The large barn is now part dairy, part altar, part communal table. Low tables with linen cloths, platters of bread, bowls of honey, and rows of glass jars filled with milk the color of candlelight.

Some fresh. Some clotted. Some chilled in the stone-lined fridge we keep behind the pulpit. The overflow’s in the deep freezer. There’s always overflow. A second freezer hums beside it, already half-full. The shelves sag with gallon jars, each wax-sealed and labeled, some with ribbons, some with notes. People drive from counties away to buy it. We started shipping last month. She fills five crates a week.

Each jar bears a handwritten label in my script:

Batch 29 — Sweetest Yet

We never use her name.

But they know. Everyone knows.

We call this place Milkstone. A home. A sanctuary. Her sanctuary. Something she built from the parts of herself no one ever praised before. Something that’s hers.

I’ve made light contact with some of the people from my old life. The one person I trusted, Leo came to see me at my request. I wanted to assure our life here would be safe. When he saw the evidence of her prolific output, he put me in touch with an organization that specializes in providing sweet cream to high paying bidders.

At first, I fought the idea. But, Wren actually took to it. She wanted agency, her own sense of purpose and earning. Reluctantly, I offered a few bottles of her milk.

We watched the first auction together on the laptop I have at our home. Her smile lighting up my heart when she saw the final bid.

From there, I’ve allowed her to sell a few bottles once a month to the Black-Tie Creamery. The money goes into her own account to spend as she wishes.

Outside, the harvest fair we host every September has taken on a sacred rhythm of its own. Music, barefoot girls, laughter rising through the twilight.

Lazarus scowls at the intruders like a little bishop.

And us? We’re in our home. Still the chapel in spirit, but rebuilt from the bones up. Private. Sacred. Ours.

After the fair ends, nighttime swallows us in it’s warm embrace.

She kneels by the new milker. Her belly round and growing with our child.

Getting her pregnant was and is my obsession. It didn’t take long, two weeks? A month? We’re not sure but I made sure the finest doctors would care for her but she wants a mid-wife.

I indulge her, but in secret, I’ll have a doctor on standby. If anything goes wrong, I’ll never forgive myself if I do not have every preparation in place.

The new milking machine is our design, not the old goat contraption from the shed. Her lace apron is tied over the belly bump with nothing underneath. Her breasts are swollen, veined and flushed and full, nipples already dripping just from anticipation.

She doesn’t hear me enter at first.

I come in barefoot, shirt open, collar still buttoned at my throat from habit not obligation. There’s flour on my knuckles from the bread I shaped to rise while she was setting the jars.

“How’s my beautiful wife?” I married her in the old crumbling church before the elders came and forced us out.

We were ready to go. I’d unearthed some of the convenient trappings of the life I’d buried all those years before.

I was a man of the cloth, but with one foot still solidly planted in the reality that I may need the outside world again. Good thing. We followed the map in my journal, digging in the soft dirt until our shovels hit treasure.

Suitcases wrapped in black garbage bags. Duct taped to keep out dirt, insects and moisture. I laid her on the bed after, fucked her on top of a million dollars in cash. Only one of the suitcases worth of what I’d hidden.

She will never want for anything.

“I’m full,” she whispers. “It hurts.”

“Then we fix it.”

I kneel behind her and pull the apron loose. My hands drift down her hips, her thighs. Resting on her full belly.

I kiss her shoulder before fitting the warm glass suction cups to her breasts. They take instantly, her milk already letting down in greedy pulses.

“You’re flooding already,” I praise, watching the jars cloud with cream. “Didn’t even get inside you yet.”

“You don’t have to.”

I reach under and part her thighs. Her cunt is slick, lips glistening. Ready. I lift her, bind her wrists to the padded frame.

She arches like she’s meant for it.

“I’m going to lick you until you cream on my face. I love pregnant pussy.”

I eat her until she soaks my face, swallowing her down then fisting my cock and leading it into temptation.

The milker pumps in time with my thrusts. The jars fill fast. Milk spurts with every grind of our hips, her cries muffled against her arm. A steady beat of flow. Enough to spill down the sides and collect in the basin below.

“Don’t come,” I growl, holding her down. “Not until you’re drained. Not until I’ve emptied you.”

Her body quakes.

“I can’t,” she sobs.

“You can. You will.”

I slow the rhythm until she’s wild with it, then surge again, dragging the moment out until the jars are full and her whole body’s begging.

When she breaks, it’s loud. My girl likes to yell.

Her milk sprays. Her cunt clenches so hard I lose it with her, coming deep inside her as she collapses.

After, I unhook her from the machine, tugging her softness into my lap, bare and damp and glowing. I loosen one of the jars and drink straight from it, licking her taste from the rim.

Then I dip two fingers into the milk and draw a cross over her chest. Her skin shines with it.

“You feed the town, baby. But you make a god out of me.”

She lifts her head just enough to watch me tip back another jar. There’s pride in her eyes. Power, too. She brushes a thumb across my bottom lip then sucks it between her own.

“I used to kneel in guilt,” she admits on an exhale. “Now I kneel for this. For you.”

“You are a good girl. Daddy loves when you kneel. When you beg. When you give. When you suck my fat cock like a milky little slut.”

“I used to think I wanted to be understood,” she adds. “But I think this is better.”

“What is?”

“To worship the man that saved me.”

“I love you.” My voice falters every time I say those words to her.

“I love you too, Daddy.”

She’s changed. Her braid is longer, her curves more pronounced. Her breasts have a fullness now that stays even after the jars are sealed.

There’s a glow to her skin that only comes from being cherished, used, fed, fulfilled. And her eyes? They hold something no one ever gave her before. Pride.

And me? I’ve gone a bit grayer in the beard, rougher around the edges. My hands are still calloused. My shirts still black. But she looks at me like I’m the altar. Like I’m the fire she chose to burn in. And I believe her.

Sometimes, we get letters from her parents. Nothing angry anymore. Updates. Apologies they don’t know how to say aloud. I read them first. I don’t show them to her unless they feel safe.

They’re not evil. Just blind.

They’ll come here one day. Not soon. Not uninvited. And when they do, they’ll kneel like everyone else.

Until then, this is our communion.

And I’ll never stop worshiping.

Not her body. Not her power. Not the life she pours into every jar.

She gave me a new god to serve.

Us. Our family. Forever.
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