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Chapter 1: The Unwanted Job & The Beautiful Nun

The blue holographic text hovered in the air before me, mocking my entire existence.

Class: Priest.

I stared at it. I blinked, hoping the glitch would correct itself and show me Warrior, Mage, or even Rogue. Anything that involved swinging a sword, casting fireballs, or delving into dungeons to swim in gold and glory.

But the text remained stubborn. Priest.

"Congratulations," the guild registrar droned, stamping my official paperwork without even looking up. "Next."

I walked out of the Guild Hall into the bright sunlight, clutching the paper that sealed my fate. In this world, your class wasn't a choice. It was a biological imperative that manifested on your twentieth birthday. You got the skills for the job, and you got the job for the skills. Fighting against it was like trying to breathe underwater.

So, I was a Priest. A healer. A man of the cloth.

"Great," I muttered, kicking a loose stone across the cobblestones. "I guess I'm spending the rest of my life listening to old ladies complain about their back pain."

My image of a priest was solidified by Father Gorm, the old man who used to run the local chapel. He was ninety, smelled like mothballs and stale cabbage, and had a beard that looked like a bird's nest. He had retired—or died, nobody was quite sure—about six months ago. Since then, the little church on the edge of town had been abandoned.

That was my assignment. Go to the dilapidated shack, clean it up, and start praying.

I didn't have a choice. If I didn't register at my assigned post within twenty-four hours, the System would penalize my stats.

I trudged through the town, leaving the bustling market and the laughing adventurers behind. They were heading to the dungeons. I was heading to the boonies. The further I walked, the fewer houses I saw. The path turned from cobblestone to dirt, lined with overgrown weeds and ancient oak trees that blocked out the sun.

Finally, the church came into view.

It was worse than I remembered. The stone walls were gray and slick with moss. The stained-glass windows were grime-streaked, dulling whatever holy light was supposed to shine through. The heavy wooden doors looked like they would fall off their hinges if I breathed on them too hard.

"Hello?" I called out, pushing one of the doors open.

It groaned, a long, agonizing sound of rusted metal protesting against movement.

Dust motes danced in the shafts of light cutting through the gloom. The air inside was cool, smelling of old parchment and stone. I stepped inside, my boots clicking echoing on the marble floor.

"Is anyone here? I'm the new—"

My voice died in my throat.

At the far end of the hall, near the altar, someone was bent over.

It wasn't Father Gorm.

It was a woman. And she was scrubbing the floor with a vigor that made my mouth go instantly dry.

She was wearing a nun’s habit, but it was unlike any holy vestment I had ever seen. The black fabric was tight, clinging to her frame like a second skin, outlining a waist that looked impossibly narrow. But it was what was below the waist that commanded my absolute, undivided attention.

She was on her hands and knees, scrubbing a stain on the marble. Her posture thrust her hips high into the air, presenting a backside so round and voluminous it defied logic. The skirt of her habit had ridden up, and I saw that it had deep slits up the sides—far higher than regulation.

Through the slits, I saw thighs. Thick, soft, milky-white thighs squeezed into pristine white stockings. The flesh spilt slightly over the top of the stockings, creating a ridge of soft skin that begged to be touched.

I stood there, paralyzed. My eyes were glued to the way her hips swayed rhythmically with every scrub of the brush. Left, right. Left, right. The heavy cheeks of her ass jiggled under the fabric, a hypnotic motion that sent blood rushing straight to my groin.

I should have announced myself. I should have looked away. I was a priest now, supposedly a man of virtue.

Instead, I watched.

She stretched forward to reach a spot further away, and the view improved. The fabric pulled tight against her cleft. I caught a glimpse of a white garter belt digging into that soft thigh meat.

"Oh!"

She stopped scrubbing and sat back on her heels. She must have heard me breathing like a dying horse.

She turned around, and the second impact hit me harder than the first.

If her body was a weapon of mass destruction, her face was the trap that lured you into the blast zone. She was breathtaking. Long, platinum blonde hair cascaded down her back in messy, elegant waves. Her eyes were a piercing, crystalline blue, wide and innocent, framed by long lashes.

But it was her chest that made my brain short-circuit.

The front of her habit was strained to its absolute limit. Two massive, heavy mounds sat high on her chest, pushing against the black fabric as if desperate to escape. A small cutout in the chest area—again, definitely not standard church issue—revealed a deep, tantalizing cleavage. Her skin was pale and flawless, glowing in the dim light.

She blinked at me, her pink lips parting in surprise.

"My, my," she said. Her voice was like melted chocolate—rich, smooth, and coating my ears in sweetness. "I didn't expect a visitor so soon."

She stood up. The motion was fluid, highlighting the dangerous curves of her hourglass figure. She brushed the dust off her knees, drawing my eyes back to those incredible legs.

"I... uh..." I stammered. My charisma stat wasn't low, but it felt like it had just dropped to zero. "I'm Cain. The... the new Priest."

Her blue eyes widened, and then she smiled. It was a warm, maternal smile, but there was a glint in it. Something playful.

"A new Priest?" She clapped her hands together, her heavy breasts bouncing with the movement. "Oh, praise the Goddess! I was worried I'd be all alone here."

She walked toward me. Her gait was a slow, deliberate sway. Every step emphasized the softness of her body. The sound of her heels on the marble was a steady, rhythmic clack, clack, clack.

"I am Sister Celestia," she said, stopping just inside my personal space.

She smelled like lilies and something muskier. Like sweat and sweet perfume. It was intoxicating.

"I was sent from the Grand Cathedral in the capital to restore this place," she explained, looking me up and down. "But it's such big work for one woman. I prayed for a strong, capable partner."

Her eyes lingered on my shoulders, then drifted down to my chest, and finally, lower. Her gaze felt physical, like a warm hand brushing against me.

"You look... healthy," she purred.

"I wanted to be an adventurer," I blurted out, trying to regain some composure. "I have high Strength and Endurance stats. But the System gave me Priest."

"Strength and Endurance?" Celestia’s smile widened. She took another step closer. Her chest was now mere inches from mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her. "Those are wonderful traits for a man of the cloth, Cain. Serving the Goddess requires... stamina."

She reached out and took my hand. Her skin was incredibly soft, but her grip was firm. She pulled me slightly, guiding me deeper into the church.

"Come. Let me see your Status Plate. We must verify your aptitude immediately."

I fumbled with my belt pouch and pulled out the silver plate the guild had given me. She took it, her fingers brushing against mine. The contact sent a jolt of electricity up my arm.

She hummed as she read the stats, leaning in close to the plate. Too close. She was practically pressing herself against my arm to read it.

"Oh my," she whispered. Her breath ghosted over my neck, hot and moist. "You weren't lying. Your Vitality is exceptional for a novice. And your Mana recovery speed..."

She looked up at me through her lashes. We were so close I could see the faint flush on her cheeks.

"You have a lot of energy stored up, don't you, Cain?"

I swallowed hard. "I... I guess so."

"That can be a problem," she said, her tone turning serious, though her eyes remained amused. "Excess energy leads to sin. It leads to... impure thoughts."

She dropped her gaze to my crotch.

I was wearing standard adventurer trousers—thick leather and canvas. But they weren't thick enough to hide the reaction I was having. Being this close to a woman who looked like a fertility goddess, smelling her scent, hearing her sultry voice... I was hard. Painfully hard. My cock was straining against the fabric, creating a distinct tent in my pants.

Celestia noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Oh dear," she murmured.

She didn't step back. She didn't scold me. Instead, she reached out.

For a second, I thought she was going to slap me. But her hand—her soft, warm hand—landed on my chest. She flattened her palm over my heart, feeling it hammer against my ribs.

"Your heart is beating so fast," she said softly.

Then, she slid her hand down.

Slowly. Deliberately.

Her fingers trailed over my solar plexus, down my stomach, tracing the line of my abs through my shirt. My breath hitched. I couldn't move. I was terrified and aroused beyond belief.

Her hand stopped just above my belt buckle.

"A Priest must have control over his body, Cain," she lectured, her voice dropping an octave. It was almost a whisper now. "If you cannot control your own flesh, how can you shepherd the flock?"

"I'm... I'm sorry, Sister," I choked out. "It's just... you're..."

"I am what?" she asked innocently.

She pressed her hand flat against my lower stomach, the heel of her palm resting dangerously close to the base of my erection. The heat from her hand seeped through the leather.

"You are very... distinctive," I managed to say.

She giggled. The sound vibrated through my chest.

"You're honest. I like that."

She withdrew her hand, and the loss of contact was an immediate, physical ache. I wanted her to touch me again. I wanted her to keep going down.

She turned and walked back toward the altar, swaying her hips with even more exaggeration than before. She stopped and bent over to pick up her cleaning brush, giving me another full, high-definition view of her ass and those white-stockinged thighs.

"It seems I have my work cut out for me," she said over her shoulder.

She stood up and faced me, holding the brush like a scepter.

"The church is a mess, Cain. But you..." She licked her lips, a quick, pink flash of tongue. "You are a mess too. A bundle of raw, unrefined desire and energy."

She walked back to me, stopping when her toes touched mine. She looked up into my eyes, her expression shifting from playful to something intense. Dominant.

"I will train you," she declared. "I will teach you the rites. I will show you how to channel that massive... energy... of yours into service."

She reached out and adjusted my collar, her knuckles grazing my neck.

"But be warned, Cain. My training is not like Father Gorm's. It is rigorous. It is demanding."

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear.

"And I do not tolerate halfway measures. If you want to be my Priest, you have to give me everything. Do you understand?"

I looked down at her. At the swell of her breasts, the inviting curve of her waist, the hunger in her blue eyes. My erection was throbbing, demanding release, demanding her.

I didn't care about the skills anymore. I didn't care about adventuring.

I just wanted to serve her.

"I understand, Sister," I rasped.

"Good boy," she whispered.

She patted my cheek, then turned and sashayed toward the back room.

"Come along then, Cain. Let's get you out of those dirty adventurer clothes. We need to see what we're really working with."

She paused at the doorway, looking back with a smile that promised heaven and hell in equal measure.

"And try to calm that thing down before we begin. We can't have you spilling your... devotion... before the ceremony even starts, can we?"

She winked, and disappeared into the shadows of the sacristy.

I stood there for a moment, clutching my status plate, my heart pounding in my ears. The air in the church felt thicker, charged with a static electricity that made the hair on my arms stand up.

I was definitely going to be a Priest. And if I survived Sister Celestia, I might even become a legend.

I took a deep breath, tried to think of baseball, math, dead puppies—anything to settle the raging hardness in my pants—and followed her into the dark.


Chapter 2: The First Sermon

The sacristy was smaller than the main hall, intimate and suffocatingly quiet. It smelled of beeswax candles and that lingering, maddening scent of lilies that seemed to radiate from Celestia’s skin.

"Close the door, Cain," she commanded softly.

I pushed the heavy oak door shut. The latch clicked, sealing us in. The only light came from a few sputtering candles on a small side table, casting long, dancing shadows against the stone walls.

Celestia stood by a large wooden wardrobe, her back to me. She was humming a low, melodic tune that vibrated in the sudden silence.

"Come here," she said, not turning around.

I walked over, my boots scuffing on the floorboards. My heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. My erection hadn't gone down. If anything, the dimly lit room and the seclusion had made it harder, heavier. It throbbed against the rough canvas of my adventurer trousers, a constant, aching reminder of my impurity.

She turned, holding a bundle of black fabric.

"These are your vestments," she said, pressing the cloth into my chest. "Go on. Change."

I hesitated. "Here? In front of you?"

Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement. "We are both servants of the Goddess now, Cain. There is no shame in the flesh. Besides..." Her gaze dropped to my crotch. "I think those trousers are becoming... restrictive."

She was right. The pressure was bordering on painful.

I swallowed hard and stepped back, unbuckling my belt. The leather slid through the loops with a rasping sound. I kicked off my boots and shoved my trousers down.

The relief was instant, followed immediately by a wave of embarrassment. As I stood there in my smallclothes, the tent in the fabric was undeniable. It stood straight out, bobbing slightly with my heartbeat.

Celestia didn't look away. She watched with a clinical, almost predatory interest.

"Impressive," she murmured. "The Goddess has blessed you with... abundance."

I quickly pulled the black priest’s robe over my head. It was cool silk, surprisingly high quality for a rundown church. It fell to my ankles, loose and flowing, but it did little to hide my condition. The fabric draped over my erection, creating a prominent ridge that was arguably more obscene than the trousers had been.

"Better," she said, stepping closer. "But your spirit is still turbulent. I can feel the heat coming off you."

She placed her hands on my shoulders. Her grip was firm, authoritative. She guided me toward a small velvet bench near the candle table.

"Sit," she ordered.

I sat. The bench was low, forcing my knees up.

Celestia stood before me. "In the capital, the High Priests teach that to control the body, one must first acknowledge its desires. You cannot banish the darkness if you do not look it in the eye."

She gathered her skirts and sat down next to me. Then, she shifted, turning her body so she was facing my side.

"Lay down, Cain," she whispered, patting her lap.

My brain stalled. "My... head? On your...?"

"On my lap. It is a traditional position for confession and comfort. The Sanctuary of the Thighs."

I was pretty sure that wasn't in any scripture, but I wasn't going to argue.

I lowered my torso, resting my head gingerly on her legs.

It was heaven.

Her thighs were soft but firm, a perfect cushion. through the thin fabric of her habit, I could feel the warmth of her skin. The smell of her—that intoxicating musk—was overwhelming down here.

From this angle, the view was lethal.

I was looking straight up her torso. Her breasts loomed above me like twin mountains, their undersides heavy and full. The cleavage was a deep valley of shadow. Her chin was tilted down, her blue eyes locking onto mine.

"Comfortable?" she asked, her voice a silky purr.

"Yes, Sister," I croaked.

"Good. Now, close your eyes. We are going to purge your impure thoughts."

I closed my eyes, but the darkness only heightened my other senses.

I felt her fingers carding through my hair. Her nails scratched lightly against my scalp, sending shivers down my spine that curled my toes.

"You wanted to be an adventurer," she said softly. Her hand moved down from my hair to trace the line of my jaw. "You wanted to fight monsters. To conquer."

Her thumb brushed over my lips. I parted them instinctively, and she slipped her thumb into my mouth. It tasted salty and sweet. I sucked on it reflexively.

"Good boy," she whispered. "But here, you must conquer yourself."

She removed her thumb and trailed her hand down my neck, over my Adam's apple, to the collar of my robe.

"Your heart beats for battle," she murmured. "But your body... your body beats for something else."

Her hand slid lower. Over my chest. Over my stomach.

I stopped breathing.

She rested her palm right over my navel. I could feel the heat of her hand through the silk.

"Tell me, Cain," she whispered, leaning down. Her hair fell around my face like a curtain, blocking out the rest of the world. Her lips were inches from my ear. "What are you feeling right now?"

"I... I feel hot," I stammered.

"Where?"

"Everywhere. But... mostly... down there."

"Down here?"

She moved her hand.

She cupped me through the robe.

I bucked my hips involuntarily, a gasp tearing from my throat. Her hand was large enough to cover the entire length, her fingers curling around the thick shaft. She gave a gentle squeeze.

"Oh god," I moaned.

"Not God," she corrected, her breath hot in my ear. "Sister Celestia."

She began to stroke me through the fabric. Long, slow strokes from the base to the tip. The silk of the robe rubbed against my sensitive head, creating a friction that was maddeningly good.

"You are so hard," she noted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Like a rock. Is this how a priest should be? Swollen with lust in the house of the Goddess?"

"I can't help it," I whined, my hips moving to meet her hand. "You're... you're touching me."

"I am examining you," she teased. "Checking the severity of your affliction."

She stopped moving her hand. The sudden stillness was torture.

"The fabric is in the way," she decided. "I cannot properly treat the patient through barriers."

I heard the rustle of cloth. I opened my eyes to see her lifting the hem of my robe.

Cool air hit my bare skin, followed immediately by the sight of Celestia looking down at my exposed erection.

It was fully engorged, throbbing with a life of its own, leaking a clear drop of pre-cum from the tip. It jerked as the cool air hit it.

Celestia’s eyes darkened. She licked her lips, her gaze hungry.

"My goodness," she whispered. "It's angry, isn't it?"

She didn't touch it yet. She just looked. The visual attention was almost as intense as her touch. She traced the veins with her eyes, analyzed the purple head.

Then, she reached into the pocket of her habit and pulled out a small vial.

"Holy Oil," she said. "To anoint the... staff."

She uncorked it with her teeth and poured a dollop of clear, viscous liquid onto her palm. She rubbed her hands together, warming the oil.

Then, she wrapped her hand around me.

The sensation was electric. Her hand was warm, slick with oil, and incredibly soft. She squeezed tight, molding her palm to my shape.

"Ah! Sister!" I arched my back, my head digging into her thighs.

"Shhh," she soothed. "Accept the blessing."

She began to move.

Up and down.

The oil eliminated all friction, leaving only pure, slick pressure. She focused on the head, swirling her thumb over the slit, spreading the pre-cum and oil together.

"Look at you," she cooed. "Twitching and leaking like a little puppy."

She picked up the pace. Her grip tightened.

Schlick. Schlick. Schlick.

The wet sound echoed in the small room. It was obscene.

"Does this feel good, Cain?" she asked, her other hand coming up to stroke my hair again, creating a confusing mix of motherly affection and sexual dominance.

"Yes... yes, it feels... amazing..."

"Does it make you want to sin?"

"Yes..."

"Does it make you want to spill your seed?"

"Please..." I gasped. The pleasure was building rapidly in my belly, a tight coil of heat ready to snap. "Please, Sister... I'm close..."

She smiled down at me. It was a cruel, beautiful smile.

"You want to cum?" she asked innocently. "On your first day? Before you've even prayed?"

She sped up. Her hand was a blur. She was twisting her wrist at the top of each stroke, wringing pleasure out of me.

I was losing my mind. My toes curled. My hands gripped the velvet of the bench.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

"Cum for me," she whispered. "Show me your devotion."

I braced myself. The climax was rushing up my spine. I opened my mouth to scream.

And then she stopped.

Abruptly. Instantly.

Her hand froze at the base of my shaft, squeezing tight like a vice.

"Ack—!"

My hips jerked, trying to force the orgasm out, but her grip cut off the sensation. The wave of pleasure crashed into a wall, dissipating into a dull, throbbing ache of frustration.

I lay there, panting, my chest heaving. My eyes were wide, staring up at her in confusion and betrayal.

"Sister?" I whimpered.

Celestia smiled, but this time it was serene. Holy.

"Patience is a virtue, Cain," she lectured.

She slowly released her grip. My erection throbbed painfully, harder than ever, weeping fluid but denied release.

She wiped her oily hand on my thigh, leaving a glistening trail on my skin.

"We cannot have you making a mess on the furniture," she said matter-of-factly. "Besides, the Goddess teaches us that suffering cleanses the soul. Consider this... blue-balled ache... your penance."

She tapped the head of my penis with her index finger. Just a light tap. It sent a jolt through me that made me wince.

"Put that away," she commanded, standing up and smoothing out her habit. "The sun is setting. We have evening prayers to attend to."

I lay there for a moment, stunned. My body was vibrating with adrenaline and unfulfilled lust.

"But... Sister..." I sat up, struggling to pull my robe down over my raging boner. "It hurts."

"Good," she said, walking to the door. She looked back, her eyes gleaming in the candlelight. "Pain focuses the mind. Keep that ache, Cain. Cherish it. Think about how good it would have felt."

She opened the door.

"And if you're a very good boy... maybe next time, I won't stop."

She left the room.

I sat alone in the dim light, smelling the scent of sex and oil, my heart racing. I looked down at my lap. I was rock hard, frustrated beyond belief, and completely, utterly hooked.

"Dammit," I whispered, a grin slowly spreading across my face despite the ache.

I stood up, adjusted my robes to hide my shame as best I could, and followed her.

If this was what being a Priest was like, I was never going back to the adventurer's guild.



The main hall was darker now, the stained glass windows turning from vibrant colors to muted grays as twilight settled over the land. Celestia was lighting the candles on the main altar. The soft glow illuminated her face, making her look truly angelic.

If you ignored the fact that ten minutes ago, she had her hand wrapped around my cock.

I joined her at the altar. My steps were awkward. The friction of the robe against my sensitive, oil-slicked tip was a constant torment. Every step was a reminder of her touch.

"Kneel," she said.

I knelt beside her on the velvet cushion.

"Repeat after me," she intoned, clasping her hands in prayer. "Oh Goddess, grant me the strength to endure."

"Oh Goddess, grant me the strength to endure," I repeated.

"Grant me the will to hold back the flood."

"Grant me the will to hold back the flood." I choked on the words.

"And bless my teacher, for her hands are firm and her guidance is strict."

I glanced at her sideways. She was looking straight ahead at the statue of the Goddess, her expression perfectly pious. But I saw the corner of her mouth twitch.

"And bless my teacher," I said, my voice thick, "for her hands are... very firm."

"Amen."

"Amen."

We stayed there for an hour. My knees ached, but not as much as my balls. Celestia ignored me completely, lost in her "prayers."

But every now and then, she would shift her weight, and the high slit of her habit would fall open, revealing a flash of white stocking and pale thigh in the candlelight.

She knew I was looking.

She knew I was suffering.

And she was enjoying every second of it.

When prayers were finally over, she stood up and stretched. Her back arched, her chest thrusting out.

"Excellent work today, Cain," she said brightly. "I think you have a real talent for this."

"Thank you, Sister," I said, trying to stand up without groaning.

"Go to your quarters," she instructed, pointing to a small door behind the pulpit. "Rest. Do not touch yourself. I will know if you do."

Her eyes narrowed.

"I can smell the sin, Cain. If you relieve yourself without my permission, the punishment will be... severe."

A shiver of fear and excitement went through me.

"I won't, Sister. I promise."

"Good night, Cain."

"Good night, Sister Celestia."

I retreated to my room. It was a simple cell with a cot and a basin of water. I closed the door and collapsed onto the bed.

My body was screaming for release. My hand hovered over my crotch. It would be so easy. Just a few strokes.

But her words echoed in my head. I will know.

And the promise. Maybe next time, I won't stop.

I grit my teeth and rolled over, burying my face in the pillow. The frustration was agonizing, a physical weight in my gut. But mixed with the frustration was a strange sense of anticipation.

She had controlled me completely. And I wanted her to do it again.

I fell asleep with an erection that wouldn't quit, dreaming of blue eyes, white stockings, and oil-slicked hands.

The next morning, I woke up before dawn. The ache was a dull throb now, a background noise to my existence.

I went out to the courtyard to wash my face in the well. The cold water helped clear my head, but it did nothing for the heat in my blood.

"Good morning, Cain."

I spun around, water dripping from my chin.

Celestia was standing on the church steps. She was wearing a different habit today. This one was even tighter, if that was possible. The fabric strained across her chest so hard I worried for the structural integrity of the seams.

But it was what she was holding that caught my eye.

She was holding a mop and a bucket.

"The confessionals need cleaning," she said, her smile dazzling in the morning sun. "They are very dusty. Especially the top shelves."

She gestured to the high windows of the church.

"I'll need to climb the ladder," she mused. "I hope you can spot me. I wouldn't want to fall."

She turned and walked inside, the sway of her hips promising another day of torment.

I watched her go, wiping the water from my face.

"Lord have mercy," I muttered.

I didn't believe in the gods yesterday. But today? Today I was ready to worship.

I hurried after her, eager for the sermon to begin.


Chapter 3: Confessional Booth Secrets

The ladder was old. The wood creaked ominously with every shift of weight, complaining about the burden it carried.

But I wasn't worried about the ladder breaking. I was worried about my neck snapping from the angle at which I was craning it.

"Hold it steady, Cain," Celestia called down, her voice echoing slightly in the high vaulted ceiling of the main hall. "I need to reach the top corner of Saint Bartholomew’s halo. It’s filthy."

I gripped the sides of the ladder, my knuckles white. "I've got you, Sister. Just... be careful."

"I'm always careful," she replied.

She took another step up.

I was standing directly below her. It was the only way to secure the ladder properly on the uneven stone floor. This position, necessitated by safety, was simultaneously the greatest blessing and the cruelest torture of my short life as a priest.

Celestia was wearing her "cleaning habit" again. The skirt was shorter, designed for mobility, and the side slits were aggressively high. As she ascended, the heavy black fabric naturally fell open.

I looked up. I couldn't help it. Gravity and biology conspired against me.

The view was a masterpiece of corruption.

Directly above my face, framed by the dark tunnel of her skirt, were legs that went on forever. The white stockings were sheer enough to hint at the pinkish tone of her skin beneath, but opaque enough to leave the texture to the imagination. They ended mid-thigh, held up by intricate white lace garters that dug ever so slightly into her soft flesh.

Between the stockings, there was a expanse of creamy, pale thigh that led to a pair of white silk panties. They were small. Shockingly small for a nun. The fabric was pulled tight against her mound, outlining the heavy, swollen shape of her sex.

"Is the ladder steady?" she asked.

As she spoke, she shifted her weight. Her hips swayed. The panties shifted, offering a flash of the crease where her thigh met her buttock.

"Yes," I choked out. "Very steady."

"Good. Don't look down, Cain. Focus on your task."

She didn't say don't look up.

She reached high above her head to scrub the stained glass. The movement stretched her entire body. Her back arched. The muscles in her calves flexed, tightening the stockings.

From my vantage point, I saw the white panties dampen slightly in the center. A small, darker patch of moisture began to form on the silk.

My mouth went dry. Was she... leaking? Just from climbing a ladder? Or was the friction of the movement exciting her?

A drop of water from her sponge fell, splashing directly onto my forehead. I didn't wipe it away. I stared transfixed as she continued to scrub. The motion of her arm made her breasts—even hidden beneath the layers of her habit—bounce rhythmically. I could feel the vibrations through the wood of the ladder.

"You're very quiet down there," she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "Usually, men make some sort of noise when they see heaven."

"I... I'm just focusing on safety, Sister."

"Mmm-hmm."

She paused. Then, deliberately, she spread her feet wider on the rung.

The skirt flared open completely.

The view was panoramic. The wet spot on her panties was undeniable now. It was glistening. She wasn't just leaking; she was soaked.

"Do you see any... dust bunnies... down there, Cain?"

"No dust," I rasped. "Just... white."

"White is the color of purity," she said, sounding like she was reciting scripture while stifling a giggle. "But sometimes, purity gets wet. Doesn't it?"

My erection was so hard it was pinned painfully against my stomach by the waistband of my trousers. I wanted to let go of the ladder. I wanted to reach up, slide my hands up those white-stockinged legs, hook my fingers into that lace, and pull her down onto my face.

"Sister," I groaned. "Please."

"Please what?"

"Come down."

"But I'm not finished," she said innocently. "There's still so much to clean."

She did a little shimmy on the ladder, shaking her hips. The visual assault was relentless. The heavy, soft flesh of her thighs jiggled with the movement.

"Okay, okay!" she laughed. "I suppose that's enough window washing for now. My arms are tired. But my fingers..."

She started to descend. I watched every step, the way her muscles worked, the way the panties stretched and moved. When she reached the bottom, she hopped off, landing light as a feather right in front of me.

She smelled like sweat and arousal. Her chest was heaving slightly, thrusting those massive breasts toward me. Her face was flushed.

"My fingers are itching for something else," she whispered, holding her hands up. They were slender, elegant, and dangerous.

She glanced at the confessional booths lining the side of the hall. They were dark wood, ornate, and imposing.

"We haven't tested the acoustics yet," she noted. "Confession is the heart of a priest's duty, Cain. You need to learn how to listen."

She grabbed my wrist. Her grip was hot.

"Get in the box."



The confessional was cramped, dark, and smelled of old sins.

I sat on the uncomfortable wooden bench on the penitent's side. A heavy velvet curtain separated me from the church, sealing me in darkness. To my left was the partition wall, fitted with a dense wooden lattice grate. A sheer black cloth hung behind the grate, making it impossible to see clearly into the priest's side, but allowing sound to pass through.

I heard the door on the other side open and close. The rustle of heavy fabric. The creak of the bench as Celestia sat down.

She was less than two feet away, separated only by a thin wall and a screen.

"Are you there, my child?" Her voice came through the grate, low and husky. It sounded different in the enclosed space—more intimate, vibrating directly in my ear.

"I'm here, Sister."

"Good. In this box, secrets are safe. But today, we are going to try something different. Usually, the sinner speaks and the priest listens."

I heard a soft zip sound. The sound of a zipper being lowered. Or maybe fabric ripping?

"Today," she continued, "I will show you my sin. And you will listen. You will bear witness to the weakness of the flesh."

"Sister?" My heart began to race. "What are you doing?"

"Hush. Listen."

Silence.

Then, the unmistakable sound of wet fabric sliding against skin.

Slap. A soft, fleshy sound.

My eyes strained against the darkness, trying to pierce the grate. Through the tiny holes in the lattice and the sheer cloth, I could see shapes. A patch of pale skin. A flash of white.

"I am lifting my skirt, Cain," she narrated, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I am spreading my legs wide on this hard, wooden bench. The wood is cold against my thighs, but I am so hot."

I swallowed hard, clutching my knees. "Sister..."

"I am sliding my hand into my panties," she went on. "They are soaked. Drenched in sin. My fingers are slipping right in."

Schlick.

The sound was sharp, wet, and incredibly loud in the silence.

Schlick. Schlck.

"Oh..." A soft moan escaped her lips. "It feels so good to touch myself while you're right there. Right there, but you can't touch me."

My breath hitched. I leaned closer to the grate, pressing my ear against the wood.

"Are you listening, Cain? Can you hear how wet I am?"

Squelch. Snap.

She was playing with the elastic of her panties, snapping it against her skin. Then, the wet sounds picked up a rhythm.

Plap-plap-plap-plap.

"I'm rubbing my clitoris," she moaned. "I'm circling it. It's so swollen. It wants attention. It wants a cock, but all it gets are my fingers."

I gripped my own erection through my robes. It was throbbing in time with the wet noises coming from the other side of the wall.

"Can I... can I touch myself?" I begged, my voice trembling.

"No," she snapped, her voice suddenly sharp. "Hands on your knees, Cain. If I hear rustling, if I hear you unzip... I will stop. And I will leave you here alone."

"Yes, Sister," I whimpered, forcing my hands to grip my kneecaps until my knuckles hurt.

"Good boy. Just listen. Suffering is good for you."

Her breathing grew heavier. The sounds from her side of the booth became more frantic.

Schlick-schlick-schlick-schlick.

"I'm slipping a finger inside," she gasped. "It's so tight. So warm. Imagine it, Cain. Imagine my finger pushing into that tight, wet heat."

I didn't have to imagine it. I could hear it. The visceral sound of penetration. The suction noises as she worked her finger in and out.

"Mmm, two fingers now. Stretching me. Opening me up for you. But you can't have it. Not yet."

Through the grate, I saw movement. She leaned closer to the screen. A flash of pale skin pressed against the lattice. Was that her breast? Her thigh?

"I'm imagining it's your cock," she panted. "Thick and hard. Breaking me open."

"Celestia..." I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily against the bench.

"Call me Sister!" she cried out, her voice pitching up.

"Sister! Sister, please!"

"Oh god, yes. I'm getting close. Listen to me, Cain! Listen to me cum for you!"

The pace of the wet sounds became furious. It sounded like she was violently attacking herself. The squelching was constant, a liquid churning that filled the booth.

"Ah! Ah! Nngh!"

She slammed her hand against the partition wall. The wood shook against my ear.

"I'm rubbing it so hard! It's twitching! I'm gonna—oh Goddess!"

I leaned in, desperate for a glimpse. Through a small tear in the black cloth, I saw it.

Just for a second.

A flash of pink nipples, hard and erect, bouncing as her body convulsed. Her head was thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

Then, she cried out, a long, drawn-out wail of ecstasy that echoed through the church.

"AHHHHHHH! YES! YES!"

She slammed against the wall again, her body spasming. I heard her heels drumming against the floorboards. The wet sounds continued for a few seconds more, slowing down, milking the aftershocks.

Then, silence.

Heavy, ragged breathing came from her side. I sat there, stunned, sweating, my cock so hard it felt like it might burst. I was dripping with pre-cum, my robes stained from the inside.

"Sister?" I whispered into the dark.

"Mmm," she hummed. It was a satisfied, lazy sound. "That was... cleansing."

I heard the rustle of fabric as she adjusted her clothes.

"Did you learn your lesson, Cain?"

"I... I don't know what the lesson was."

"The lesson," she said, her voice regaining its composure, though it was still breathless, "is that desire is a powerful force. It can make you beg. It can make you listen. It can make you hard."

The door on her side opened. Light flooded into her booth.

"Come out, Cain."

I stumbled out of my side of the confessional, shielding my eyes from the sudden brightness.

Celestia was standing there. Her hair was a mess. Her lips were swollen and red. Her habit was rumpled, and there was a distinct, dark wet patch on the front of her skirt, right between her legs.

She saw me looking at it and smiled. She ran a finger over the wet spot, then brought it to her lips. She sucked the moisture off her finger, her eyes locking onto mine.

"A waste," she murmured. "But necessary for your education."

She walked up to me. I was trembling, barely able to stand.

"You were a good boy," she said. "You didn't touch. I checked."

She reached down and patted the front of my robes. My erection jumped under her hand.

"Still so energetic," she tsked. "We'll have to work on that stamina."

She turned and walked toward the altar, her hips swaying with a loose, satisfied rhythm.

"Clean up the confessional, Cain," she called back over her shoulder. "And scrub the floor on my side. It seems I made a bit of a puddle."

I watched her go, my mind a haze of lust and confusion.

I walked over to her side of the booth and looked in.

The wooden bench was slick with fluid. The air smelled thick with the scent of female arousal—musky, sweet, and overwhelming.

I fell to my knees. I didn't get a rag.

I leaned down and buried my face in the spot where she had sat. I inhaled deeply, filling my lungs with her scent, letting it burn itself into my brain.

I was a priest. This was my church. And that... that was my holy water.

I knew then that I would do anything she asked. Climb any ladder. Sit in any box. Endure any torture.

Just for the chance that next time, that wetness would be for me.


Chapter 4: Holy Water Lubrication

The morning sun filtered through the dusty stained glass, casting long, fractured beams of colored light across the stone floor of the sacristy. I found Celestia standing by the heavy oak table in the center of the room. She was surrounded by an assortment of glass vials, dried herbs, and a large, ceramic bowl.

She looked like an alchemist, or a witch, but the sunlight catching her golden hair gave her a deceptive halo.

"Good morning, Cain," she hummed, not looking up from her work. She was grinding something in a mortar and pestle. The rhythmic scritch-scratch sound was strangely soothing.

"Morning, Sister," I replied, my voice still a little rough from sleep—and from the lingering effects of yesterday’s 'confession.' "What are you doing?"

"Preparation," she said, setting the pestle down. She turned to me, wiping her hands on a white cloth. "The church is opening its doors to the public tomorrow. We need supplies. Specifically, we need Holy Anointing Oil."

I looked at the bowls. "Doesn't the church usually buy that from the guild?"

"The cheap stuff?" She wrinkled her nose, a gesture that was both adorable and haughty. "Absolutely not. Store-bought oil lacks... potency. It lacks spirit. To truly bless the flock, the oil must be infused with the energy of the clergy."

She walked around the table, her hips swaying in that hypnotic rhythm I was beginning to memorize. She stopped right in front of me, leaning back against the table edge. The wood creaked under her curves.

"And since we are short on staff," she continued, her blue eyes locking onto mine, "we have to make it ourselves. The traditional way."

"The traditional way?" I asked, skepticism warring with hope.

"Yes. It requires heat. Friction. And the mingling of... essences."

She reached behind her neck. I heard the soft snick of a clasp undoing.

My heart kicked against my ribs. "Sister?"

"The ingredients need to be warmed to body temperature to activate, Cain. And there is no heater in this old shack."

She rolled her shoulders. The top of her black habit loosened. She pulled her arms out of the sleeves, letting the heavy fabric pool around her waist.

I stopped breathing.

Underneath the habit, she was wearing a sheer white chemise. It was practically translucent, clinging to her damp skin like a spiderweb. But it did nothing to hide the sheer, overwhelming mass of her breasts.

They were colossal. Without the structure of the heavy habit to restrain them, they spilled out, heavy and natural, swaying slightly with her breath. The fabric strained against her nipples, which were dark, hard points pushing aggressively against the silk.

"Come here," she commanded softly.

I stepped forward, drawn by a gravitational pull I couldn't resist.

"Closer."

I moved until my knees bumped against her thighs. She was leaning back, her legs spread slightly, the dark void between them hidden by the pooled black fabric.

"We need to generate heat," she whispered.

She reached for a flask of clear, thick oil. She uncorked it with her teeth, spitting the cork onto the floor. Then, keeping eye contact with me, she poured the oil.

She didn't pour it into the bowl.

She poured it onto her chest.

The thick liquid cascaded over her collarbones, slicking her skin. It ran down the slope of her breasts, gathering in the deep, tight cleavage, and dripping off her nipples, turning the white silk of her chemise transparent.

"Oh god," I choked out.

"Help me spread it," she said. "My hands are tired from grinding herbs."

She grabbed my wrists and slapped my hands onto her breasts.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. They were heavy. Incredibly heavy. My hands sank into the soft flesh, the oil making her skin slippery and hot. I could feel the heat radiating off her, a feverish warmth that seeped into my palms.

"Squeeze them," she instructed. "Don't be shy. The oil needs to be worked into the pores."

I squeezed.

Her flesh yielded under my fingers, dense and fluid like water balloons filled with warm honey. I kneaded them, my thumbs brushing over the hardening nipples through the wet silk.

"Mmm," Celestia groaned, her head falling back. Her neck was long and white, exposed for me to feast on. "That's it. Work the holiness in."

"This is... part of the ritual?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"The most important part," she gasped. "Sanctification through friction."

She looked down at me, her eyes half-lidded and hazy with lust. She saw the bulge in my robes. It was impossible to miss. It was practically vibrating.

"It seems you have a pestle of your own that needs... coating," she murmured.

She reached down. There was no hesitation this time, no coyness. She grabbed the front of my robes and yanked them up.

I wasn't wearing the trousers today. I had learned my lesson. I was free-balling under the cassock.

My erection sprang free, hard and angry, twitching in the cool air before being enveloped by her warm, oil-slicked hand.

"Beautiful," she whispered. "So full of life. So ready to serve."

She guided me forward. She leaned back further on the table, spreading her legs to accommodate me. She grabbed her own breasts, one in each hand, and shoved them together.

The cleavage became a solid line of pressed flesh. A deep, oily canyon.

"Insert it," she ordered.

I didn't need to be told twice. I thrust my hips forward.

My cock head hit the wall of her cleavage. It was tight. Tighter than I expected. I pushed, groaning as I slid between the massive mounds of her breasts.

The sensation was blinding.

It wasn't like a hand. It was soft, encompassing, and infinitely smooth. The oil and the silk reduced friction to a glide, but the sheer weight of her breasts provided a crushing pressure that stimulated every nerve ending I had.

"Yes," she hissed, watching me bury myself in her chest. "Deep. Bury it deep in the sanctuary."

I pushed until my pelvis collided with her ribs. I was enveloped. I couldn't even see my own junk anymore; it was completely swallowed by her tits.

"Move," she commanded. "Churn the oil."

I pulled back, then thrust in again.

Schlop.

The sound was wet and obscene. The oil created a suction that popped every time I pulled out.

Schlop. Schlick. Squish.

"Harder," she urged. "Faster. We need to raise the temperature."

I grabbed her waist, my fingers digging into her hips, and began to piston.

The view was enough to kill a lesser man. Celestia’s face was a mask of ecstasy. Her lips were parted, her tongue lolling slightly. Sweat was beading on her forehead, mixing with the oil on her chest.

Every time I thrust, her breasts jiggled violently, slapping against my cheeks, against each other, against my shaft. The wet silk of her chemise acted as a textured abrasive, just rough enough to drag me toward the edge.

"Look at it," she moaned, looking down. "It’s disappearing. My tits are eating you alive, Cain."

"They're... so soft..." I panted, my rhythm becoming erratic.

"They are holy vessels," she corrected, lifting one hand to slap her own breast, sending a shockwave through the flesh that rippled against my cock. "And you are the stirring rod."

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling my face down.

"Kiss me," she demanded.

I smashed my lips against hers. She tasted of peppermint and raw desire. Her tongue invaded my mouth, wrestling with mine, mirroring the rhythm of my hips.

She tightened her arms, squeezing her breasts together even harder. The pressure on my shaft increased. It felt like I was being crushed in a velvet vice.

"Nngh!" I groaned into her mouth.

"That's it," she whispered against my lips. "Feel the pressure? That's the Goddess hugging you."

She broke the kiss and looked down.

"I want to see the head," she said. "Just the tip. Poking out like a little worm."

I pulled back almost all the way, the head of my cock glistening with oil and pre-cum, just barely visible at the top of her cleavage.

"There he is," she cooed. "Hello, little soldier."

Then she slammed her hips forward while I thrust.

I buried it to the hilt again.

"Oh, god!"

The pleasure spiked. My balls tightened. The friction was generating too much heat. The 'ritual' was working too well.

"I'm... Celestia, I'm getting close!"

"Don't you dare call me by my name right now," she growled, her voice dropping into a lower, more demonic register. "I am your superior. I am your Master."

"Master!" I yelled, pumping frantically. "Master, please!"

"Please what? You want to spill the holy fluid? You want to ruin the batch?"

She reached down with one hand, underneath her breasts, and grabbed my balls. She squeezed. Not painfully, but firmly. A warning.

"If you cum now, you fail the test," she hissed. "And if you fail the test, you don't get the reward."

"But I can't... it's too... tight!"

My hips were moving on their own now, driven by animal instinct. The wet sounds were rapid-fire. Slap-slap-slap-slap. Oil was splattering onto my face, onto her chin.

"Endure it!" she screamed. "Be a man! Be my priest!"

She released my balls and grabbed her breasts again, actively pumping them against my shaft. She was milking me. She was using her own body as a machine to extract my soul.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

"Hold it!"

"No! I can't!"

"HOLD IT!"

She suddenly uncrossed her arms and threw them wide.

Her breasts fell apart.

The pressure vanished instantly.

My cock, fully gorged and dripping with oil, snapped free into the cool air, slapping against my own stomach.

I stumbled forward, my support gone, catching myself on the table. I gasped, my lungs heaving, my body confused by the sudden loss of sensation.

"Wh-what?" I wheezed.

Celestia stood up. She didn't look flushed anymore. She looked composed. Regal.

She looked down at the ceramic bowl on the table.

During our... activity... the oil had dripped off her body, run down her ribs, and pooled on the table, eventually dripping into the bowl. It was a mixture of the expensive oil, her sweat, and... undeniably, my pre-cum.

"Perfect," she said, dipping a finger into the bowl and inspecting the viscosity. "The consistency is divine."

I stood there, my erection throbbing painfully, unsatisfied and abandoned.

"You... you stopped," I said, the betrayal heavy in my voice.

"Of course I stopped," she said, pulling the top of her habit back up, hiding the magnificent view. "We have enough oil. Any more would be gluttony."

She tied the strings of her habit, transforming back from a sex goddess into a chaste nun in seconds.

"But..." I looked down at my crotch. It was a mess. Oily, sticky, and painfully hard. "What about me?"

Celestia walked over to me. She reached out and took my face in her hands. She kissed my forehead gently.

"You served the church, Cain. That should be reward enough."

She smiled, and then her eyes drifted down.

"Besides," she whispered, "look at how strong it's getting. Your Endurance stat must be skyrocketing."

She was right. I checked my status plate in my mind. Endurance +2.

"Go clean yourself up," she dismissed me, picking up the bowl of 'Holy Oil'. "And use cold water. We don't want you overheating before the evening sermon."

She walked to the door, the bowl cradled in her arms like a baby.

"Oh, and Cain?"

I looked up, miserable and horny.

"Tonight, during the service... I'll be using this oil to anoint the parishioners."

She licked her lips.

"Every time I touch them... every time I rub this oil on their foreheads... I want you to remember where it came from. I want you to remember how it felt between my tits."

She winked.

"Try not to get a boner in front of the grandma, okay?"

She left the room.

I slumped against the table, my forehead resting on the cool wood where her back had just been. The smell of her—lilies, sweat, and sex—was everywhere.

I groaned, a low, guttural sound of despair.

I was going to die here. My balls were going to explode, and I was going to die.

But as I looked at the puddle of oil left on the table, reflecting the stained-glass light, I knew one thing for sure.

I couldn't wait for tonight.



The evening service was a blur of torture.

True to her word, Celestia stood at the altar, the bowl of our... mixed fluids... held reverently in her hands.

The church was surprisingly full. Word had gotten out that the new priestess was a knockout, and half the town's male population had suddenly found religion.

I stood behind her, holding the holy book, forced to watch.

She dipped her thumb into the oil. The same oil that had been lubricating my shaft an hour ago.

"Bless you, my child," she said, smearing the glistening liquid onto the forehead of the butcher.

"Bless you," she said to the baker.

Every time she dipped her finger, she made eye contact with me. Her eyes danced with a wicked, secret knowledge.

I shifted my weight, trying to hide the bulge that refused to go away. The friction of the silk robe was agonizing.

Then, it was the turn of a young adventurer. He was tall, handsome, and clearly interested in more than just a blessing.

"Sister," he said, flashing a charming smile. "You are a vision."

Celestia smiled back. "The Goddess is the only vision here."

She dipped her thumb deep into the bowl. She swirled it around, coating it thick.

Then, instead of just touching his forehead, she let her hand linger. She cupped his cheek.

"May you find... strength," she purred.

The adventurer blushed.

I felt a spike of jealousy so sharp it almost doubled me over. That was my oil. That was my fluid.

Celestia glanced back at me. She saw the anger. She saw the possessiveness.

And she loved it.

She turned back to the adventurer and dismissed him, but not before running her oily thumb over her own bottom lip, leaving a glistening sheen.

She didn't wipe it off.

For the rest of the service, she preached with lips slick with the evidence of our intimacy. Every word she spoke, every hymn she sang, was tainted—and sanctified—by what we had done.

When the service ended and the last parishioner left, I marched up to her.

"You did that on purpose," I accused, my voice low.

"Did what?" she asked, feigning ignorance as she packed away the chalice.

"The adventurer. The oil on your lips."

She turned to me. The church was empty now, save for the flickering candles.

"Jealousy is a sin, Cain," she admonished. But she walked closer, invading my personal space until her breasts brushed against my chest.

"But..." she whispered, standing on her tiptoes to whisper in my ear. "I admit... seeing you glare at him made me very wet."

She pulled back, biting her oiled lip.

"Maybe tomorrow, if you're a good boy... I'll let you taste it."

She turned and walked away, her hips swaying in victory.

"Good night, Cain."

I watched her go, clutching the holy book so hard the leather cover creaked.

I was trapped. I was being played. I was a puppet on her strings.

And I had never felt more alive.

I checked my stats again.

Class: Priest.

Title: The Lustful Acolyte.

Skill Unlocked: Holy Endurance (Level 3).

I grinned in the darkness.

"Just you wait, Sister," I whispered. "One of these days, I'm not going to stop."


Chapter 5: The Demon's Tail

The library of the old church was a dusty tomb of forgotten knowledge. It smelled of rotting paper and dry rot, a scent that made my nose itch every time I shifted a stack of books.

"This is pointless," I muttered, slamming a heavy, leather-bound tome onto the desk. "Who even reads 'The Agrarian Rites of the Third Era' anymore?"

"Knowledge is power, Cain," a voice drifted from the shadows of the tall bookshelves. "And patience is a virtue you still sorely lack."

Celestia emerged from the gloom. She was carrying a stack of books that would have crushed a normal woman, but she balanced them against her chest with effortless grace. The weight of the books pressed against her breasts, pushing them up and together, creating a shelf of pale flesh above her bodice that threatened to spill over with every step.

She was wearing a different outfit today. It was still a habit, technically, but the black fabric was thinner, almost translucent in the shafts of sunlight cutting through the dust. And the skirt… the skirt was full and pleated, swishing around her legs with a life of its own.

She walked over to the ladder that leaned against the far wall.

"I need to file these on the top shelf," she said, looking back at me. "Be a dear and hold the ladder? I feel… unsteady today."

I sighed, wiping the dust from my hands onto my robes. "Yes, Sister."

I walked over and gripped the wooden rails. I knew the drill by now. I was the spotter. I was the audience.

Celestia began to climb.

One step. Two steps.

As she ascended, the pleats of her skirt fanned out. I tried to look away, to be a respectful man of the cloth, but my eyes were magnetized to her form.

Then, I saw it.

It wasn't her underwear. I was expecting that. I was hoping for that.

But as she reached for the high shelf, stretching her body, the back of her skirt kicked up. Not from a breeze—the air in the library was dead still.

It kicked up from the inside.

A long, slender black shape flicked out from under the hem. It moved with a sinuous, fluid grace, curling upward like a serpent before snapping back down and vanishing beneath the fabric.

I blinked. "What the…?"

It happened again.

This time, the object lingered. It was dark, smooth, and tapered to a point. It looked like… a tail. A very distinct, very non-human tail. It swished back and forth, brushing against her calves, lifting the skirt in a rhythmic, agitated motion.

"Sister?" I called up, my voice tight.

"Yes, Cain?" She didn't look down. She was sliding a book into place.

"There’s something… under your skirt."

She paused. The air in the library seemed to drop ten degrees.

"Is there?" she asked, her tone light, but laced with a sudden, sharp tension. "Perhaps it’s just a loose thread. Or a mouse."

"That was a big mouse," I said, stepping back from the ladder. "And it looked like it was attached to you."

Celestia slowly lowered her arm. She turned on the ladder, looking down at me. Her blue eyes were glowing in the dim light—literally glowing, a faint, luminescent azure.

"You have a very active imagination, Cain," she purred.

She let go of the ladder with her hands.

For a second, I thought she would fall. But she didn't. She simply floated down.

She didn't jump. She didn't climb. She just… drifted, defying gravity, her feet touching the floor without a sound.

My heart hammered against my ribs. My "Sense Danger" skill should have been screaming at me. But it wasn't. Instead, my "Lust" stat was overriding every survival instinct I had.

She walked toward me. The motion under her skirt was violent now. The fabric churned and twisted as if a snake were wrestling around her legs.

"You think you saw a tail?" she asked, backing me against the heavy oak desk.

"I… I know what I saw."

"And what does that imply, Cain? What kind of creature has a tail and hides in a church?"

"A demon," I whispered. "Or a monster."

She smiled. It wasn't her holy smile. It was a predator’s grin, wide and showing too many teeth.

"And are you scared?"

She pressed her body against mine. Her breasts mashed into my chest, soft and hot. Her pelvis ground against my hip.

"I should be," I admitted, my voice trembling. "But…"

"But?"

"But you smell too good."

She laughed. A throaty, dark sound that vibrated in my bones.

"Honesty," she whispered. "I love that about you."

She reached behind her. There was a sound of tearing fabric—not accidental, but deliberate.

The back of her skirt split open.

And there it was.

A long, black tail, thick at the base and tapering to a spade-shaped tip. It was smooth, leathery, and shiny, pulsing with muscle. It curled in the air behind her, flicking impatiently.

"Behold," she whispered.

I stared at it. It was monstrous. It was undeniable proof that she was not human.

And it was the sexiest thing I had ever seen.

"Touch it," she commanded.

I reached out with a trembling hand. My fingers brushed against the black skin of the appendage.

It was warm. Hotter than a human body. It felt like velvet-wrapped steel.

As soon as I made contact, the tail snapped around my wrist. It coiled tight, possessed of incredible strength.

"Ah!"

"It likes you," Celestia cooed.

She shoved me backward. I stumbled and fell onto the large library desk, scattering papers and quills.

"You wanted to know what was under my skirt, Cain?"

She climbed onto the desk, crawling over me on her hands and knees. The tail lashed behind her, mesmerizing.

"I'll show you. But be warned… once you play with the beast, you don't get to stop until it's satisfied."

She straddled my lap, settling her weight onto my thighs. She didn't sit on my cock—not yet. She sat just above it, hovering.

"Lift your robes," she ordered.

I didn't hesitate. I pulled the black silk up to my waist. I was hard instantly. The fear, the confusion, the revelation—it all fed into the arousal. My cock stood straight up, twitching, leaking pre-cum onto my stomach.

Celestia looked down at it.

"Such a brave little soldier," she mocked. "Standing at attention in the face of a monster."

She reached down, but not with her hands.

Her tail slithered between us.

The spade tip glided up my inner thigh. It was cool and smooth, a shocking contrast to her burning skin. It traced the line of my leg, teasing, circling.

"What… what are you?" I gasped.

"I am your Priestess," she said, leaning down to nip at my neck. "Does the rest matter?"

The tail wrapped around the base of my erection.

It squeezed.

"Oh god!" I arched my back, my head hitting the wood of the desk.

The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was a living constriction. The tail pulsed, tightening and loosening in a rhythm that matched my heartbeat. It felt like a strong, muscular hand, but smoother, more alien.

"Does that feel good?" she whispered into my ear.

"Yes… yes, it feels… incredible."

"Good. Now, let’s see how long you can last."

She lifted her hips and grabbed the hem of her skirt. She bunched it up around her waist.

She wasn't wearing panties.

Her pussy was bare, a vertical slit of pink amidst the pale cream of her thighs. It was wet. glistening. A drop of fluid hung from her clitoris.

"I'm going to fuck you, Cain," she said. "But not inside. You haven't earned the inside yet."

She lowered herself.

She trapped my erection between her thighs.

Sumata. The femoral glide.

Her skin was impossibly soft. Marshmallow soft. But the muscle underneath was iron-hard. She clamped her thighs together, creating a tight, hot channel for my cock.

"Nnngh!"

She began to grind.

Up and down. Forward and back.

The friction was maddening. Her wet pussy lips brushed against the head of my cock with every stroke, painting me with her juices, but never letting me enter.

"So hot," I groaned, my hands gripping her hips. "You're so hot, Celestia."

"That's the hellfire," she teased.

She picked up the pace. Her hips were a blur of motion.

But the real star was the tail.

While her thighs milked the shaft, her tail was busy. It coiled around my balls, gently tugging them down, creating a pleasurable ache. Then it uncoiled and slithered up my stomach, the spade tip teasing my navel, my chest, flicking my nipples.

It was sensory overload.

"Focus, Cain," she commanded.

She leaned back, bracing her hands on my knees. This opened the view completely. I could see my red, angry cock head popping out from between her white thighs, coated in her slick fluids, disappearing again as she slid down.

Squish. Schlick. Rub.

The sound was obscene.

"You see this?" she panted, looking down at our joining. "My legs own you. My tail owns you."

The tail suddenly snaked down and wrapped around my shaft again, right in the middle of her thighs. It added a layer of texture—the soft skin of her legs combined with the leathery grip of the limb.

She squeezed her thighs and the tail at the same time.

"Fuuuck!" I screamed.

The pressure was immense. It felt like my cock was going to explode.

"You like the demon grip?" she laughed. "You dirty boy. You prefer the monster to the nun, don't you?"

"I like... whatever you are!" I yelled.

"Correct answer."

She leaned forward again, her hair curtaining around us. She kissed me deeply, her tongue invading my mouth. Her tongue felt different too—longer, more agile than before.

She ground her pubic bone against the base of my shaft.

The stimulation was hitting me from all sides. The tail on my balls. Her thighs on my shaft. Her bone grinding my base. Her tongue in my mouth.

"I'm... I'm close!" I warned her. "Celestia, the tail... it's too much!"

The tail tightened. It cut off the blood flow slightly, making the head of my penis swell to painful proportions.

"Not yet," she hissed against my lips.

She sat up straight.

"Look at me."

I looked. Her eyes were blazing. Her horns—wait, did she have horns?—seemed to be shimmering into existence beneath her veil, just for a second.

She moved her hips in a circle.

My cock was being twisted, rubbed, and compressed.

"Tell me you belong to me," she demanded. "Tell me you belong to the Succubus."

"I belong to you!" I cried out. "I belong to the Succubus!"

"Say it louder!"

"I am yours! All of me!"

"Good."

She stopped moving her hips.

But the tail didn't stop.

The tail began to stroke me, sliding up and down between her stationary thighs. It mimicked a handjob, but with inhuman precision and speed.

"Cum," she ordered. "But not on me. I don't want your mess on my habit."

She leaned back, opening her thighs just enough to let my cock spring free.

The tail held it upright.

"Shoot," she commanded. "Shoot into the air. Let me see how far your devotion reaches."

The tail squeezed the base one last time, hard.

I couldn't hold it back. The dam broke.

"AHHHHH!"

I arched off the desk.

My first rope of semen shot straight up, hitting the underside of the table lamp.

The second hit Celestia’s chest, splashing across the black fabric.

The third landed on her chin.

She didn't flinch. She sat there, watching the eruption with a look of pure, scientific fascination. The tail vibrated against my shaft, milking every last drop out of me.

I collapsed back onto the wood, panting, my vision blurring. My body felt heavy, drained, and completely satisfied for the first time since arriving here.

The tail slowly unwound from my softening cock. It gave the tip one last, playful flick, then retracted under her skirt.

Silence settled over the library.

Celestia reached up and wiped a splatter of white fluid from her chin. She looked at it on her finger.

"Messy," she tsked.

She put the finger in her mouth and sucked it clean.

Her eyes widened.

"Oh my," she whispered. She looked at me with a new intensity. A hunger that was different from before. Not just sadistic lust, but something... nutritional.

"That tasted... potent."

She licked her lips, cleaning up the rest of the stray droplets.

"Your mana," she murmured, leaning over me. "It's incredibly pure. No wonder the System made you a Priest. You're a walking mana battery."

She patted my cheek.

"You did well, Cain. You accepted my nature."

She hopped off the desk. The skirt fell back into place, hiding the tail as if it had never existed. She smoothed down her habit.

"Clean up this mess," she said, gesturing to the desk. "And the lamp. We can't have the Archbishop seeing this when he visits."

"The... who?" I croaked, trying to pull my robes down.

"Just kidding," she winked. "There is no Archbishop. Just us. And the beast."

She turned to leave, picking up her stack of books.

"Sister?" I called out.

She paused at the door.

"What happens now? Now that I know?"

She looked back over her shoulder. The light caught her blue eyes, and for a moment, I saw the vertical slit of a reptile—or a demon—pupil.

"Now?" she smiled. "Now the real training begins. I was going easy on you because I thought you might run away if you saw the tail."

Her grin widened.

"But since you seem to like being strangled by it... I think I can introduce you to some of my other... talents."

She walked out into the hallway.

"Hurry up, Cain. The garden needs weeding. And I'm feeling hungry again."

I lay on the desk for a long minute, staring at the ceiling.

I had just let a monster jerk me off with her tail while straddling me. I had sworn my soul to a Succubus.

I checked my Status Plate.

Skill Acquired: Demon's Thrall (Level 1).

Resistance Acquired: Mental Corruption (Level 1).

I let out a laugh that sounded a little too manic.

I was definitely in danger. I was definitely going to hell.

And I couldn't wait to see what those "other talents" were.

I grabbed a rag and started scrubbing the desk, whistling a holy hymn.


Chapter 6: Under the Vestments

The words on the page were swimming.

“And lo, the Saint did cast aside his earthly tethers to embrace the divine silence of the void…”

I groaned and let my head thunk against the heavy oak table.

"Boring," I muttered. "So incredibly boring."

I had been studying The Treatises of Saint Barnaby for three hours straight. My eyes felt like they were filled with sand. My brain felt like mush. And my lower body… well, my lower body was currently in a state of hyper-vigilance, waiting for a tail, a hand, or a pair of tits to appear out of nowhere.

Since the "Library Incident" yesterday, my senses had sharpened. My Endurance stat had jumped to Level 15. I felt stronger, healthier, and more energetic.

But the side effect was a libido that was constantly red-lining. I was a walking stick of dynamite looking for a match.

"Complaining is a sin, Cain."

I jumped. Celestia was standing in the doorway of the study.

She wasn't wearing her habit today.

Well, technically she was. But she had shed the outer layers, leaving her in just the white under-dress and the black scapular that hung down her front and back. Her arms were bare, pale and soft. Her collarbones were exposed.

And she was wearing glasses.

Small, rectangular spectacles perched on the bridge of her nose. They didn't make her look smarter. They made her look like the lead actress in a very specific kind of adult movie.

"I'm not complaining, Sister," I lied, straightening up in my chair. "I'm just… meditating on the text."

"Meditating?" She walked into the room, carrying a ruler. A long, wooden ruler. She tapped it against her palm. Thwack. Thwack.

"You’ve been on the same page for forty-five minutes," she noted, stopping beside my chair. "I’ve been watching you from the garden."

"The text is dense," I defended.

"Or maybe you are just hard," she countered.

She glanced down at the table. The thick wood hid my lap, but she knew. She always knew.

"Stand up."

I hesitated. "Sister, I really need to finish this chapter…"

"Stand up, Cain."

I pushed my chair back and stood. My robes tented immediately. There was no hiding it. I was at half-mast just from her walking into the room, and full mast the second she spoke.

She looked at the protrusion with a critical eye. She reached out with the ruler and gave my erection a sharp thwack.

"Ow!" I jumped back, clutching my groin. "What was that for?"

"Testing reflexes," she said calmly. "And discipline. You are too reactive. A true Priest must be able to function even under… duress."

She sat down in my chair. She crossed her legs, the slit in her under-dress falling open to reveal a tantalizing expanse of thigh and that signature white stocking.

"Sit on the desk," she ordered.

" The desk?"

"Yes. Sit on the edge. Feet on the chair."

I climbed onto the desk. It was sturdy, thankfully. I placed my feet on the seat of the chair, on either side of her hips.

My position was compromising, to say the least. I was elevated, legs spread, my crotch directly at her eye level. She was sitting between my legs, looking up at me.

She picked up the book, The Treatises of Saint Barnaby.

"Here is the test," she said, opening the book and holding it up toward me. "You will read aloud. Chapter Four. The Sermon on Temperance."

"Okay…" I squinted at the text. "That seems easy enough."

"You will read clearly," she continued. "No stuttering. No stopping. If you pause for more than two seconds, or if you moan… you fail."

"Fail?" I asked nervously. "What happens if I fail?"

She smiled. It was that dangerous, hungry smile.

"If you fail, I stop. Immediately. And you don't get to come for a week."

"A week?!"

"Read," she commanded.

She didn't wait for me to start. She leaned forward.

She didn't touch me with her hands. Instead, she ducked her head.

She disappeared under my robes.

"Wait! Sister!"

"Read!" Her voice came from between my legs, muffled by the heavy fabric.

I felt her breath on my bare skin. Hot. Moist.

I panicked. I grabbed the book.

"The… uh… The path to righteousness is paved with… with stones of…"

I felt her hands grip my thighs. Her fingers dug into the muscle, spreading my legs wider.

Then, her tongue hit me.

It wasn't a tentative lick. It was a broad, wet slap of muscle right against the underside of my shaft.

"…stones of silence!" I yelped, my voice cracking.

She hummed against my cock. The vibration traveled straight up my spine and exploded in my brain.

She began to lick. Long, languid strokes from the base to the tip. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive ridge of the head, coating me in saliva.

"And… and the Saint said… uh… let not the flesh… dict-tate the… the spirit…"

I looked down. All I could see was the back of her head bobbing under my black silk robes. The fabric rippled with her movements.

She opened her mouth.

I felt the warmth envelope me. She took the head into her mouth, her lips soft and wet, forming a perfect seal.

Schlop.

The suction was incredible. It felt like she was trying to suck the marrow out of my bones.

"Oh god… The spirit is… strong… but the… the…"

She bobbed her head. She took another inch. Then another.

She had no gag reflex. None. She swallowed me whole, taking me deep into her throat. I felt the soft palate of her mouth slide over the ridge of my glans, followed by the tight, wet squeeze of her throat muscles.

It was heaven. It was hell.

I gripped the edge of the desk so hard my knuckles turned white. I tried to focus on the text. The letters were dancing.

"The… the temptation of the… of the…"

She pulled back, just enough to let the cool air hit my wet skin, then slammed her mouth back down.

Gluck-gluck-gluck.

The sound was wet and rhythmic. It echoed in the quiet study.

She started to use her hand too. She reached up and cupped my balls, fondling them gently, rolling them between her fingers while her mouth worked my shaft.

And then, the tail joined in.

I felt it snake up my leg, under the robe. It wrapped around my thigh, squeezing tight, anchoring me in place. The spade tip tickled my perineum, right behind my balls.

"Jesus!" I screamed.

I stopped reading.

Celestia stopped sucking.

She pulled off instantly. She didn't come out from under the robe. She just waited.

"Two seconds, Cain," she warned, her voice vibrating against my thigh. "You paused."

"I'm reading! I'm reading!" I shouted frantically, staring at the book. "Let not the wine of lust intoxicate the soul! For the soul is a vessel of… of pure light!"

"Better," she murmured.

She went back to work.

But this time, she changed the technique. She wasn't just sucking; she was teasing.

She flicked her tongue rapidly against the frenulum—that little sensitive strip of skin on the underside of the head. Flick-flick-flick-flick. Like a hummingbird's wings.

My hips bucked involuntarily. I almost dropped the book.

"The… vessel… is… ah!… is clean! It must be… scrubbed… scrubbed hard!"

I was improvising. I didn't even know what I was saying anymore.

She swirled her tongue around the head, then sucked hard, creating a vacuum that made my toes curl. She was drinking me. She was feasting on my arousal.

I looked down at the robe. I could see the shape of her face pressing against the fabric. I could see the rhythmic motion of her head.

The visual was almost as powerful as the sensation. My beautiful, holy instructor was on her knees, under my clothes, servicing me like a cheap whore while I read scripture. The taboo was intoxicating.

"Deep… deeper…" I whispered, forgetting the book.

She obeyed. She took me all the way down again, her nose burying into my pubic hair. She started to hum a low note against my shaft.

Mmmmmm.

The vibration was unlike anything I’d ever felt. It buzzed through my cock, stimulating the urethra from the inside.

My vision started to tunnel. My stats were flashing in my peripheral vision.

Endurance Check: Passed.

Endurance Check: Passed.

Endurance Check: FAILED.

I was going to blow.

"The… Saint… the Saint… oh god, the Saint is coming!" I yelled.

"Keep reading," she garbled around my cock.

She sped up. Her head was a blur. She twisted her hand on my balls. The tail poked my prostate area.

It was a three-pronged attack designed to break me.

"I can't! Celestia! I can't!"

I threw my head back, dropping the book. It hit the floor with a loud thud.

"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum in your mouth!"

I braced myself for the release. My hips slammed forward, trying to fuck her face deep.

And then… teeth.

Not hard. Not enough to draw blood. But enough to shock me.

She bit down gently on the shaft. Just a scrape.

Then she pulled away.

I sat there, panting, my cock throbbing, wet and exposed to the cool air under the robe. My heart was beating so fast I thought it might explode.

"You dropped the book," she said.

Her voice was calm. Disappointed.

She crawled out from between my legs.

She looked… ravaged. Her hair was messy. Her lips were swollen and wet with my saliva. A thin string of drool connected her lip to her chin. Her glasses were askew, fogged up with the heat of her breath.

She took off the glasses and wiped them on her scapular.

"You failed, Cain."

I stared at her, my chest heaving. "You... you bit me."

"A warning nip," she said, putting the glasses back on. "To remind you who is in control."

She stood up and smoothed down her dress. She looked at my crotch. My robe was still tented, stained with a dark wet spot where her mouth had been.

"And look at you," she tutted. "You didn't even finish the chapter."

"How am I supposed to read when you're doing that?" I demanded, my voice high and desperate.

"That is the point of the training," she said simply. "If you can't keep your mind on the Goddess while a woman is servicing you, how will you resist the temptations of the demon lords?"

"I don't care about demon lords! I care about my blue balls!"

She laughed. She walked over and picked up the fallen book. She dusted it off reverently.

"Blue balls are just unspent holy energy, Cain. Think of it as a battery charging up."

She placed the book back on the table.

"Since you failed the test," she said, walking toward the door, "there will be no release today. In fact..."

She paused, looking back with a wicked glint in her eye.

"I think you need a punishment to help you focus. Meet me in the bell tower in ten minutes."

"The bell tower? Why?"

"Because the rope is thick, Cain. And I think you need to be... restrained."

She bit her lip, her eyes dropping to my lap one last time.

"Don't wash that off," she added, pointing to the slobber on my cock. "I want you to smell me on yourself all day. Let it crust over. Let it itch. Let it remind you of what you almost had."

She turned and sashayed out of the room, her tail flicking out from under her skirt for just a second to give me a wave goodbye.

I sat on the desk, defeated, horny, and incredibly sticky.

I looked down at my cock. It was glistening, red, and angry. It pulsed, demanding satisfaction.

I reached for it. Just one stroke. Just to take the edge off.

“I’ll know,” her voice echoed in my memory.

I groaned and pulled my robes down.

"Fine," I whispered to the empty room. "To the bell tower."

I slid off the desk. My legs were shaky. My knees felt like jelly.

As I walked to the door, I realized something.

I had read three pages of scripture while getting a blowjob from a succubus.

Maybe my Endurance was getting better.

But as I thought about the bell tower, and ropes, and Celestia’s hungry mouth... I knew my Endurance was about to be tested in a whole new way.

And god help me, I couldn't wait.


Chapter 7: Foot Worship

The Bell Tower was cold, dusty, and filled with the deafening silence of anticipation. I had been waiting there for ten minutes, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs, my body still humming with the frustrated energy from the study.

Then, I heard the footsteps.

Clack. Clack. Clack.

They weren't the heavy thuds of boots. They were sharp, deliberate strikes of high heels against stone.

Celestia appeared at the top of the spiral staircase. She looked annoyed.

She wasn't carrying a rope. She was limping slightly.

"Stupid stairs," she hissed, stopping in front of me. She hiked up her habit—the black one she had thrown back on over her lingerie—revealing her legs. "Look at this."

I looked. I couldn't help it. My eyes were drawn to her legs like a moth to a flame.

She was wearing pristine white tights. Thick, opaque, and hugging every curve of her calves and thighs like a second skin. But right on her left shin, there was a tear. A jagged run in the nylon that stretched from her ankle up to her knee, exposing a strip of pale, creamy skin.

"I snagged it on a nail," she complained, pouting. "These were my favorite pair. Imported silk blend. Do you know how hard it is to get these in a village this far from the capital?"

"I'm sorry, Sister," I said, trying to keep my eyes on the fabric and not the skin beneath. "Can they be mended?"

"Mended?" She scoffed. "Once purity is breached, Cain, it cannot be mended. It can only be... repurposed."

She walked over to an old wooden crate in the corner of the tower room and sat down. She crossed her legs, the movement making the nylon whisper—a sound that sent a strange shiver straight to my groin.

"My feet hurt," she declared. "Climbing up here to punish you has exhausted me. The Goddess is displeased with my discomfort."

She extended her left leg toward me. The one with the torn stocking.

"Take off my shoe."

It was an order, not a request.

I approached her slowly. I knelt before her, lowering myself until I was eye-level with her knee. The scent of her—lilies, sweat, and something darker, muskier—was stronger down here.

I reached out and took her foot in my hand. She was wearing black patent leather pumps with a dangerous stiletto heel. The leather was warm to the touch.

I slipped my finger behind her heel and eased the shoe off.

It popped off with a soft suction sound.

"Mmm," she sighed, wiggling her toes.

Her foot, clad in the white nylon, was small and perfectly arched. The reinforced toe of the stocking was slightly darker, outlining the shape of her toes.

"The other one," she commanded.

I took off the right shoe. Now she was sitting barefoot—well, stocking-foot—swinging her legs slightly.

"My arches are cramping," she said, looking down at me with heavy, lidded eyes. "Massage them."

I hesitated for a fraction of a second. "Massage your... feet?"

"Is there an echo in here?" She extended her foot until her toes brushed against my chest. "Yes. Massage them. Use your hands. You have high Strength, don't you? Put it to good use."

I wrapped my hands around her left foot.

It was warm. The nylon was smooth, almost slippery against my palms. I pressed my thumbs into her sole, working in a circular motion.

"Harder," she groaned. "Dig into the muscle."

I pushed harder. I could feel the bones of her foot, the tension in the arch. I worked my way up to the heel, then down to the toes.

She moaned. It wasn't a holy sound. It was a low, guttural purr of satisfaction.

"Good," she whispered. "You have talented hands, Cain. Maybe you were a masseuse in a past life."

I moved to her ankle, rubbing the spot where the stocking had torn. My thumb brushed against her bare skin through the hole. The contrast between the cool, slick nylon and the warm, soft flesh was electric.

"You like that tear, don't you?" she asked, noticing my focus.

"It's... distracting," I admitted, my voice thick.

"Rip it," she said.

I looked up at her. "What?"

"Rip it open. It's already ruined. I want to feel your hand on my skin. Tear it."

My breath hitched. I hooked my fingers into the run in the stocking. I pulled.

Riiiiiip.

The sound was loud, sharp, and incredibly erotic. The fabric gave way easily, splitting all the way up to her thigh. Her skin burst forth from the white casing, pale and flushed.

"Yes," she hissed. "More."

I ripped it further, exposing her calf, her knee, her thigh. I was breathing hard now, destroyed by the act of destruction.

"Now," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Massage it with your face."

My brain short-circuited. "My... face?"

"Rub your face against my foot, Cain. Smell the scent of your mistress after a long day of walking. Worship the ground I walk on."

She pushed her foot forward.

I didn't fight it. I couldn't. The command bypassed my logic and went straight to the animal part of my brain that she was carefully cultivating.

I leaned forward and pressed my cheek against her sole.

The texture of the nylon was rough against my stubble. The heat coming off her foot was intense. And the smell...

It was intoxicating. It smelled of leather, sweat, expensive silk, and her unique, sweet pheromones. It was a concentrated dose of Celestia.

I inhaled deeply.

"Good boy," she cooed, reaching down to stroke my hair. "You like that? You like smelling my dirty feet?"

"Yes," I groaned into her arch. "God, yes."

"You dirty little pervert."

She pulled her foot back slightly, then—without warning—jammed it into my crotch.

"Oof!"

Her toes dug into the fabric of my robes, finding the hard ridge of my erection instantly.

"You're hard again," she noted, sounding amused. "You're always hard. It's like a permanent kickstand."

She began to rub.

She curled her toes, gripping my shaft through the layers of cloth. She rubbed the arch of her foot up and down the length. The friction of the nylon was different from her hand. It was rougher, sharper, but the heat was undeniable.

"Lift your robes," she ordered. "I want skin on skin."

I scrambled to pull the black silk up to my waist, bunching it around my stomach. My cock sprang free, red and throbbing, weeping pre-cum.

She didn't use her hand. She used her foot.

She slid her sole directly onto my glans.

"Ah!" I arched my back, my hands gripping her ankles.

"So sensitive," she laughed.

She began to pump.

She used the tear in the tights to her advantage. She alternated between the smooth, slippery nylon and the warm, bare skin of her sole.

Slip. Grip. Slip. Grip.

"Look at it," she commanded. "Look at my foot owning your cock."

I looked down. It was a degrading, beautiful sight. Her delicate, white-clad foot was wrapped around my angry, veiny meat. Her toes were painted a soft pink, wiggling as she worked the shaft.

"Does a Priest get footjobs?" she teased, pressing her heel into the base of my cock, grinding down on the nerves. "Is this in the holy book?"

"No... ah! No, Sister!"

"Then why does it feel so holy?"

She sped up. Her leg moved like a piston. The friction was intense. I felt like I was going to burn up.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna..."

"Not yet," she snapped.

She stopped the motion. She pressed her foot flat against my chest and pushed.

"Lie down."

"What?"

"Lie down on the floor. On your back."

I obeyed instantly, scrambling backward until I was lying flat on the cold stone floor of the bell tower. The dust coated my back, but I didn't care.

Celestia stood up. She towered over me, framed by the arched window and the setting sun. She looked like a goddess of vengeance.

"My feet are still cramped," she said, stepping toward me. "The massage wasn't enough. I need... pressure."

She lifted her foot and placed it on my chest.

She put her weight on it.

"Ungh!" The air rushed out of my lungs. She wasn't heavy, but the heel of her foot dug into my sternum with pointed force.

"Can you take it, Cain? Can you take my weight?"

"Yes," I wheezed. "Yes, Mistress."

She stepped up.

She was standing on me. Both feet.

One foot on my chest. The other on my stomach.

She balanced there, swaying slightly, looking down at me like I was a rug.

"You make a good floor," she mused. "Firm. Supportive."

She started to walk in place. Treadmill.

She stepped down. Her foot landed on my solar plexus. Then lower.

She stepped directly onto my crotch.

"Gah!"

She didn't crush it. She knew exactly how much pressure to apply. She stood on the base of my shaft, pinning it to the stone floor.

"Is this painful?" she asked, grinding her heel.

"It... it hurts... but..."

"But?"

"But it feels good!" I screamed.

It was true. The pain was sharp, but it mixed with the pleasure in a confused, blinding cocktail of sensation. Being beneath her, being trampled by her, felt right. It felt like my place.

"Masochist," she whispered.

She stepped off my cock and moved higher. She walked up my chest, her toes digging into my pecs. She stood over my face.

I looked up. The view was apocalyptic.

Her thighs, one clad in white, one bare where I had ripped the stocking, loomed like pillars of a temple. Between them, the dark shadow of her crotch was the altar.

"You were a good rug," she decided. "You supported me well. I think you deserve a reward."

She crouched down.

She didn't kneel beside me. She squatted directly over my face.

"Open wide."

I opened my mouth.

She lowered herself.

The warmth hit me first. Then the smell. Then the weight.

She sat on my face.

"Mmph!"

Everything went black. Or rather, white and black. I was buried in the fabric of her habit and the soft, yielding flesh of her ass.

She wasn't wearing panties. I knew this from the library.

Her pussy was directly against my nose and mouth. Wet. Hot. Swollen.

"Breathe me in," her voice came from above, muffled and distant. "Taste the essence of your superior."

I licked. I couldn't help it. I stuck my tongue out and found the slit.

"Oh!" She jerked slightly, grinding down harder. "That's it. Use that tongue."

I licked frantically, lapping at her juices. She tasted salty, sweet, and divine. I was drowning in her, and I never wanted to come up for air.

She grabbed her knees, stabilizing herself, and began to ride my face.

Grind. Swirl. Grind.

She was using my nose as a dildo, rubbing her clitoris against the bridge of it. My stubble scraped against her inner thighs.

"Yes... yes, right there..." she moaned. "Clean me, Cain. Make me spotless."

My hands came up to grip her ass cheeks. They were soft, massive handfuls of flesh. I squeezed them, spreading them apart to get deeper access.

"Good grip," she praised. "Hold me tight. Don't let me fall."

She bucked her hips.

My cock, ignored for the moment, was throbbing painfully against my own stomach. I tried to reach down to touch it.

Smack.

She slapped my hand away without even looking.

"Hands on the ass!" she commanded. "No touching the worm."

"Mmph-mmph!" (But it hurts!)

"I don't care! Suffer!"

She ground down harder, cutting off my air supply completely for a few seconds. I panicked, thrashing my legs, but I didn't push her off. The suffocation was part of the high.

She rode me for what felt like hours. I was lightheaded, dizzy with lack of oxygen and overdose of pheromones.

Finally, she shuddered. Her thighs clamped against my ears, crushing my skull.

"I'm... I'm cumming!"

She pressed down with all her weight. I felt her muscles spasm against my lips. She flooded my mouth, her juices coating my tongue, my chin, running down my neck.

"AHHHHHHH!"

She screamed, her voice echoing in the bell tower, mixing with the wind outside.

She stayed there for a long time, twitching, catching her breath. I lay there, pinned, happily drinking every drop she gave me.

Slowly, reluctantly, she lifted herself up.

Cool air hit my face. I gasped, filling my lungs with oxygen.

Celestia stood up and looked down at me.

My face was glazed. My robes were disheveled. My cock was still raging hard, pointing at the ceiling like an accusation.

"You look ridiculous," she said, a fond smile playing on her lips.

She reached down and fixed her habit. She looked at the torn stocking.

"You owe me a new pair of tights, Cain. That comes out of your stipend."

She stepped over me, her heels clicking on the stone.

"Sister?" I rasped, wiping my chin. "What about... me?"

I pointed to my erection.

She paused at the stairs. She looked back at my boner. Then she looked at my face.

"You got a face full of holy water," she said. "And you got to be my footstool. Isn't that enough for one day?"

"But it hurts..."

"Pain is weakness leaving the body," she recited. "Or in your case, mana building up."

She started to descend the stairs.

"Clean up the tower, Cain. And don't take too long. We have to prepare for tomorrow. I hear the blacksmith needs an exorcism, and I'll need you to hold him down."

She disappeared.

I lay there on the cold stone, the taste of her still on my tongue, my body aching from her weight.

I looked down at my crotch.

"Not today, buddy," I whispered to it.

I closed my eyes and replayed the feeling of her heel on my chest. The power. The dominance.

I checked my Status Plate.

New Title Acquired: The Doormat.

Resistance: Physical Blunt Force (Level 2).

Fetish Unlocked: Podophilia (Level 1).

I groaned and rolled onto my side, curling around my aching erection.

I was becoming a monster. A perverted, submissive monster.

And I absolutely loved it.


Chapter 8: The Public Ritual

The church was packed.

It was a Sunday morning, usually a time for quiet reflection and empty pews, but thanks to the rumors circulating about the "Blessed Lady of the West End," our dilapidated little chapel had become the hottest ticket in town.

I stood behind the heavy oak reception counter near the entrance, trying to look like a dignified priest and not a man who had spent the previous evening having his face ridden by a succubus.

"Father Cain," Mrs. Higgins chirped, leaning over the counter. She was eighty, deaf as a post, and smelled of lavender and old cats. "My hip is acting up again. Do you think the Goddess has a prayer for sciatica?"

"The Goddess cares for all ailments, Mrs. Higgins," I said, my voice cracking slightly. "I can... I can write you a prayer scroll."

"What?" she shouted.

"I SAID I CAN WRITE A SCROLL!"

Beside me, Celestia giggled.

She was sitting on a high stool, her posture perfect, scribbling in the church ledger. To the casual observer—the fifty or so villagers milling about the nave—she looked like the picture of piety. Her habit was crisp, her veil was straight, and her expression was serene.

But I knew better.

Under the heavy oak counter, which provided a solid wall between us and the waist-down view of the public, a war crime was being committed.

"You're shouting, Cain," Celestia whispered, not looking up from her writing. "A priest should be soft-spoken. Gentle."

"I'm shouting because she can't hear me," I hissed back, grabbing a quill to write the scroll for Mrs. Higgins.

"Are you sure you aren't shouting because you're... distracted?"

She shifted on her stool.

Under the desk, her left leg moved. She wasn't wearing the white stockings today. She was bare-legged under her habit. I felt the warmth of her thigh press against mine.

Then, her hand dropped from the ledger.

It disappeared beneath the lip of the counter.

"Sister," I warned, keeping a smile plastered on my face for Mrs. Higgins, who was currently digging through her purse for a copper coin. "Don't."

"Don't what?" Celestia asked innocently. "I'm just resting my hand."

She rested her hand on my knee.

Her fingers were cool, a sharp contrast to the feverish heat of my skin. She tapped a rhythm on my kneecap. Tap. Tap. Tap.

"Here it is!" Mrs. Higgins triumphantly produced a coin. "For the collection plate."

"Thank you, Mrs. Higgins," I said, reaching out to take it.

As I leaned forward, Celestia’s hand slid up.

It moved with the speed and precision of a striking cobra. One moment it was on my knee, the next it was grabbing the inseam of my robes, dangerously close to the danger zone.

I fumbled the coin. It clattered onto the counter and rolled off the edge.

"Oh dear," Mrs. Higgins said. "Butterfingers."

"I'll get it!" I said too quickly.

"No, no," Celestia interjected smoothly. "Leave it for the poor box later. Next in line, please!"

Mrs. Higgins shuffled away, replaced immediately by the town Baker, a large man named Thomas with flour in his beard and a very loud voice.

"Father Cain! Sister Celestia!" Thomas boomed. "I've come to ask about the upcoming harvest festival. The Guild wants to know if the Church will bless the bread."

"A bread blessing," Celestia mused. "How... stimulating."

Her hand under the table bunching up the fabric of my cassock. She found the opening of my trousers—which I was wearing today, specifically to prevent easy access.

She didn't care.

She popped the top button.

Pop.

The sound was swallowed by Thomas’s booming voice, but to me, it sounded like a gunshot.

"We would be honored, Thomas," I said, trying to keep my breathing even. "The... the grain is sacred."

"Exactly!" Thomas slapped the counter. "And with your new Holy Oil, we figure the bread will be better than ever."

"Oh, the oil," Celestia said, turning to look at Thomas with a dazzling smile. "We have plenty of oil. Don't we, Cain?"

Her fingers slipped inside my trousers.

She bypassed my underwear, sliding her hand down the front, her palm flat against my pubic hair.

I stopped breathing. My entire body went rigid.

"Cain?" she prompted. "Tell the nice baker about our oil production."

"It's... it's flowing," I managed to choke out. "Very... steady flow."

She grabbed me.

She didn't just touch me; she seized me. Her hand wrapped around my semi-hard length—it was always semi-hard around her—and gave a firm, possessive squeeze.

My hips bucked forward, slamming against the inside of the counter.

Thump.

"You okay there, Father?" Thomas asked, tilting his head. "You look a bit flushed."

"It's hot in here," I wheezed. "Lots of candles."

"True, true. Anyway, about the timing..."

Thomas launched into a detailed explanation of yeast fermentation schedules.

Under the desk, Celestia began to work.

She started with slow, deliberate strokes. She used her thumb to rub the head of my cock, circling the slit, spreading the pre-cum that was already leaking out.

Rub. Squeeze. Slide.

I gripped the edge of the counter so hard my fingernails were digging into the wood. I had to maintain eye contact with Thomas. I had to nod. I had to look interested in yeast.

But my brain was entirely focused on the sensation of her soft, small hand milking me in a room full of fifty people.

"So, if we start the dough at 4 AM," Thomas continued, "we'll need the blessing by 6 AM. Is that too early?"

"6 AM is... is..." I faltered as Celestia twisted her wrist, corkscrewing her grip down my shaft. "It's... hard."

"Aye, it's an early start," Thomas agreed. "But we need the stamina."

"Stamina," Celestia echoed. "Yes. Stamina is key."

She sped up.

She wasn't looking at me. She wasn't looking at my crotch. She was looking directly at Thomas, nodding politely, the very picture of attentive grace. Her left arm was angled down, her shoulder moving ever so slightly, masking the rhythmic piston motion of her hand.

The disconnect between her face and her hand was driving me insane.

"I'm... I think 6 AM is fine," I said, my voice dropping an octave. "I'll be... up."

"Great!" Thomas beamed. "Oh, and my wife wanted to know if you're doing private confessions today? She has some... concerns."

"Private confessions," Celestia murmured.

She released my cock.

For a split second, I felt relief.

Then, she reached deeper.

She slipped two fingers past my scrotum, pushing down toward my perineum.

"Sister!" I hissed under my breath.

"Is there a problem, Father?" Thomas asked.

"No!" I yelled. "No problem! Just... a cramp!"

"Cramps are bad," Thomas nodded sympathetically. "You need to hydrate."

"I'm trying," I whispered.

Celestia found the spot. The magic button. She pressed firmly against my prostate from the outside.

At the same time, she wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the base of my cock and squeezed, cutting off the blood flow, trapping the erection.

It swelled. It throbbed. It felt like it was made of iron.

"We can do private confessions," Celestia told Thomas. "But Father Cain is a bit... tied up at the moment. He has a lot on his hands."

"Or in his pants," she didn't say, but her eyes screamed it.

Thomas finally left, satisfied.

"Next!" Celestia called out cheerfully.

The line moved up. It was the Mayor.

Mayor Gibley was a pompous man with a monocle and a suspicion of anything that didn't generate tax revenue. He looked at us down his nose.

"Sister Celestia. Cain," he nodded curtly. "I've come to inspect the facilities. Rumor has it you've been conducting... unorthodox rituals."

My blood ran cold. "Unorthodox?"

"Loud noises," the Mayor listed. "Strange smells. Scantily clad cleaning sessions."

He leaned over the counter, squinting at us.

"I need to ensure everything here is up to code. The moral code."

This was it. We were busted.

"Mayor," Celestia said, her voice turning into pure silk. "We have nothing to hide. We are an open book."

She looked at me.

Dare you, her eyes said.

She reached back into my trousers.

This time, she didn't go for the shaft. She went for the balls.

She cupped them gently, weighing them in her palm. Then, she started to tug.

Gently. Rhythmically.

"Cain can explain everything," she said to the Mayor. "Go on, Cain. Tell the Mayor about our... practices."

I stared at the Mayor. Sweat was pouring down my temples.

"We... we believe in... rigorous spiritual exercise," I stammered.

"Rigorous?" The Mayor raised an eyebrow.

Celestia tugged harder. She was stretching the skin. It was a dangerous mix of pain and pleasure.

"Yes," I squeaked. "We believe that... suffering... brings us closer to the light."

"And the noises?" the Mayor pressed.

"Exorcisms!" I blurted out.

"Exorcisms?"

"Yes! We are... we are driving out the demons of sloth!"

Celestia dug her nails into my scrotum. Just a little bit. Sharp enough to make me jump, but not enough to scream.

"Sloth is a terrible sin," she agreed. "One must keep the flesh active. Constantly."

She moved her hand back to my shaft. She was reckless now.

She started jerking me off fast. Aggressively.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

The sound of her hand hitting my thigh was audible. It had to be.

"What is that noise?" The Mayor frowned, tilting his head. "That... wet slapping sound?"

My heart stopped.

"It's... the roof!" I lied desperately. "A leak! Drip, drip, drip!"

"A leak?" The Mayor looked up at the ceiling. "It hasn't rained in weeks."

"It's a... spiritual leak," I babbled. "Holy water. Manifesting from the ether."

Celestia buried her face in her hand to hide a laugh, passing it off as a cough. But her other hand didn't stop. She was relentless. She was going for the kill.

I was looking at the Mayor's monocle, but all I could feel was the friction. The heat. The pressure building in my balls.

"I'm gonna..." I thought. I'm going to cum in front of the Mayor. I'm going to explode in my pants and ruin the vestments and go to jail.

"Mr. Mayor," Celestia suddenly spoke up, her voice sharp and commanding.

She stopped her hand.

She squeezed the tip of my cock. Hard. Pinching the urethra shut.

"Ack!" I made a sound like a dying seal.

"I think you should inspect the bell tower," Celestia said, pointing a finger at the stairs. "The view is magnificent. You can see the whole town. It will give you a better perspective on our... moral standing."

The Mayor looked at her, then at me. I was red-faced, panting, clutching the counter like a lifeline.

"Very well," he huffed. "But I expect a full report on these 'leaks' by tomorrow."

He turned and marched toward the stairs.

As soon as he was out of earshot, I collapsed forward, resting my forehead on the cool wood of the counter.

"You're insane," I whispered. "You're actually insane."

"And you," Celestia whispered back, leaning close so her lips brushed my ear, "are incredibly hard."

She didn't take her hand out.

"The line is empty for a moment," she noted.

She looked around. The nave was momentarily clear as the villagers had moved to the side chapels to light candles.

"Get under the desk," she ordered.

"What? Here? Now?"

"Under. Now."

I scrambled off my stool and crouched under the reception counter. It was a tight space, smelling of dust and old wood.

Celestia swiveled her stool. She spread her legs wide.

Since she was sitting high up, her crotch was right at my face level.

She lifted the hem of her habit.

She wasn't wearing panties. Again.

But this time, she was... prepared.

She was wearing a intricate, shimmering jewelry chain around her waist. It dangled down, a silver chain vanishing between her nether lips.

"A piercing?" I breathed.

"Pull it," she commanded.

I reached out. My hand was shaking. I took the silver chain between my thumb and forefinger.

"Pull."

I tugged gently.

The chain slid out.

It wasn't just a chain. It was attached to a small, silver bell.

Jingle.

A tiny, muffled sound as the bell emerged from inside her.

She gasped, her thighs trembling next to my ears.

"Keep pulling."

Another bell.

Jingle.

"A rosary?" I asked, stunned. "You put a rosary inside you?"

"It's anal beads," she corrected breathlessly. "But consecrated. Pull them out, Cain. One by one."

I pulled the next one. It was slightly larger.

Plop.

Her sphincter relaxed, then tightened again.

"Oh god," she moaned, looking around the church to make sure no one was watching. "Do it faster. Before Mrs. Higgins comes back."

I pulled.

Plop. Jingle. Plop.

The sensation of pulling the beads out of her tight, forbidden hole was mesmerizing. I could see the muscles working. I could smell the arousal radiating off her.

"Father Cain?"

A voice from above the counter.

I froze. Celestia froze.

The chain was halfway out.

"Father Cain, are you back there?" It was the voice of a young girl. The Miller's daughter.

I looked up at Celestia's face. She was biting her lip, eyes wide, trying not to make a sound. The remaining beads were still inside her, stretching her.

"I... I'm looking for a dropped quill!" I shouted from under the desk. "Just a moment!"

I looked at the chain.

"Finish it," Celestia mouthed silently. "Yank it."

"I can't!" I mouthed back. "It'll make noise!"

"Yank. It."

She glared at me. A command from a superior officer.

I wrapped the chain around my hand.

I pulled. Hard.

The last three beads came out in a rush.

POP-POP-POP-JINGLE!

The sound was surprisingly loud in the wooden alcove.

"AHH!" Celestia cried out, immediately turning it into a fake sneeze. "Ah-choo!"

"Bless you, Sister!" the girl called out.

"Thank you, child!" Celestia called back, her voice trembling. She looked down at me, her face flushed, eyes glazed with a mixture of pain and intense pleasure.

She used her foot—her bare foot—to kick me in the chest.

"Get up," she whispered.

I scrambled out from under the desk, clutching the silver beads in my hand like a stolen treasure. I popped up behind the counter, disheveled, sweating, and looking guilty as hell.

Moments earlier, I had heard the heavy oak front doors creak open and shut—the Mayor must have slipped out while we were distracted.

Now, the Miller's daughter was standing there, holding a basket of apples.

"I brought these for the church," she said sweetly. "Are you alright, Father? You look... shaken."

"I found the quill," I said, holding up the silver anal beads before realizing what I was doing.

I quickly shoved them into my pocket.

"It was... a very special quill."

"Oh," the girl smiled. "Well, bless you both."

She left the basket and walked away.

I turned to Celestia. She was fanning herself with the ledger, her legs crossed tight.

"That was..." I started.

"Risky," she finished. "Dangerous. Stupid."

She turned to me, her blue eyes burning with a dark fire.

"I've never been so wet in my life."

She reached into her habit and pulled out a small handkerchief. She wiped between her legs quickly, then balled it up.

She grabbed my hand and pressed the damp cloth into my palm.

"Keep it," she whispered. "Souvenir."

"Sister..."

"The service is over for the morning, Cain. Close the doors."

She hopped off the stool, wincing slightly as she landed.

"I need to go... recover. My ass feels like it's been ringing church bells."

She walked toward the sacristy, swaying more than usual.

I stood there, holding the damp handkerchief in one hand and the silver beads in my pocket with the other. The smell of her arousal was thick in the air.

My heart was finally slowing down, but the adrenaline was still coursing through my veins.

I realized then that the "risk" wasn't just about getting caught. It was the drug. The fear of exposure made the pleasure sharp, jagged, and addictive.

I looked at the basket of apples.

I took one and bit into it. It was crisp and sweet.

"Not bad," I muttered to the empty room.

I locked the church doors.

As I turned the key, I felt a vibration in my pocket. Not a phone—we didn't have those.

It was my Status Plate humming against my thigh.

Skill Check: Deception (Critical Success).

Skill Acquired: Public Exhibitionism (Passive).

Bond Level with Celestia: INCREASED.

I leaned against the door and slid down to the floor, laughing softly.

I was a priest who had just pulled anal beads out of a succubus while talking to a farm girl.

The old Father Gorm would have had a heart attack.

Me?

I was just wondering what we were going to do for the evening service.


Chapter 9: A Wet Dream

The scent of the handkerchief was driving me insane.

I lay on my narrow cot in the darkness of my cell, holding the crumpled ball of fabric to my face. It was damp, cooling now, but the smell remained potent. It was a cocktail of musky lilies, female arousal, and the faint, metallic tang of silver.

It was the scent of Celestia.

"This is pathetic," I whispered to the stone ceiling. "I'm huffing a nun's juices like a junkie."

But I couldn't stop. Every time I inhaled, my brain lit up with a dopamine rush that made my toes curl. My body was exhausted from the day's events—the ladder, the cleaning, the public exhibitionism—but my mind was wired.

And my cock... well, my cock was in its usual state of rock-hard agitation.

I tried to think of unsexy things. The cracked pavement in the town square. The price of turnips. Mrs. Higgins's mustache.

Nothing worked. The moment I closed my eyes, I saw Celestia. I saw her hitching up her habit on the ladder. I saw her lips wrapped around my shaft in the study. I saw the silver beads sliding out of her tight, twitching sphincter.

"Just sleep," I commanded myself. "Just go to sleep, you pervert."

I shoved the handkerchief under my pillow, turned onto my stomach, and squeezed my eyes shut.

Slowly, the exhaustion won out. The stone walls of the cell seemed to soften. The hard cot melted away. The darkness turned from black to a deep, shimmering violet.

I was drifting. Floating.

And then, I was standing.

I wasn't in my room anymore. I was in the church.

But it wasn't the dusty, run-down chapel I had spent the last week scrubbing. It was magnificent. The stone walls were replaced by polished obsidian that gleamed with an inner light. The pews were upholstered in crushed red velvet. The stained-glass windows were massive, depicting not saints, but writhing, naked figures locked in ecstatic embraces.

The air was thick, humid, and smelled intensely of that same perfume—lilies and musk.

"Hello?" I called out. My voice didn't echo; it was absorbed by the heavy air.

"You kept it," a voice purred from the altar.

I looked up.

Celestia was lounging on the altar table.

She wasn't wearing her habit. She wasn't wearing the white under-dress. She wasn't wearing anything.

She was naked. Gloriously, unapologetically naked.

Her skin glowed with a pale, pearlescent sheen. Her breasts were even larger than I imagined, heavy and perfect, tipped with dark, dusky pink nipples that were fully erect. Her waist was snatched tight, flaring out into hips that were wide, soft, and inviting.

But the most striking thing wasn't her human features.

It was the wings.

Two large, bat-like wings sprouted from her back, leathery and black, spanning the width of the altar. They flexed slowly, fanning the air.

And the tail. The black, spade-tipped tail I had met in the library was lashing lazily behind her, caressing her own thigh.

Curved ram horns curled back from her temples, framing her face. Her eyes were glowing a vibrant, neon pink.

"Celestia?" I breathed, walking toward her. "Is this... are you...?"

"I am what I am, Cain," she said, her voice echoing in my head rather than my ears. "And here... in this place... I don't have to hide."

She spread her legs.

There was no hair to hide anything. Just a smooth, perfect mound and a glistening, wet slit that seemed to pulse with its own heartbeat.

"You've been such a good boy," she cooed, beckoning me with a finger. "You've endured the teasing. You've endured the pain. You held the ladder. You scrubbed the floor."

She licked her lips.

"Don't you think it's time for a reward?"

"A reward?" My feet were moving on their own. I was at the altar steps now.

"In the waking world, there are rules," she explained, sliding off the altar to stand before me. She was taller in this form, looming over me with divine presence. "Rules about death. Rules about souls. But here... in the Dreamscape..."

She reached out and touched my chest. Her nail was a black claw, sharp and dangerous. She dragged it down my robe.

The robe dissolved into smoke.

I was naked.

"Here," she whispered, "you can give me everything."

She pushed me. I fell back, but I didn't hit the hard floor. The floor had turned into a massive, soft bed of black feathers.

Celestia crawled over me. Her wings created a canopy, blocking out the rest of the world. All I could see was her. Her breasts hung above my face, swaying mesmerizingly. Her scent was overpowering.

"Do you want inside, Cain?" she asked.

She reached down and grabbed my cock.

It felt different than in reality. In the real world, her touch was electric and teasing. Here, it was magnetic. It felt like her hand was made of pure energy.

"Yes," I gasped. "Yes, I want inside. Please."

"Begging," she smiled. "Good."

She straddled my hips. She lifted herself up, hovering her wet entrance over my raging tip.

"This is going to feel... like nothing you've ever known," she warned. "Succubus sex isn't just friction. It's fusion."

She lowered herself.

The head of my cock touched her opening. It was hot. searingly hot.

Then she sank down.

Schllloooop.

The sound was wet, loud, and echoed through the dream church.

"OH GOD!" I screamed.

It wasn't just tight. It was alive. Her insides felt like hot velvet lined with suction cups. Every inch I slid inside sent a shockwave of pleasure directly into my nervous system. It wasn't just physical stimulation; it felt like she was massaging my soul.

She took it all. Every inch. She sat heavily on my pelvis, her ass cheeks spreading against my thighs.

"Finally," she sighed, throwing her head back. "Deep."

She began to ride.

It wasn't the frantic grinding of the bell tower. This was slow. Deliberate. Deep, rolling motions that ground her cervix against the head of my cock.

"Look at us, Cain," she commanded, her eyes blazing pink fire. "Look at where you belong."

I looked down. My cock was disappearing into her, again and again. The sight of her supernatural body—the wings, the horns, the tail—connected to mine was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

Her tail snaked around my leg, then up my stomach. It wrapped around my throat.

It squeezed. Gently. Just enough to restrict the air.

"Choke me," I begged. "Harder."

"Greedy," she laughed.

She tightened the tail. The asphyxiation made the pleasure spike. My vision blurred.

She picked up the pace.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Her heavy breasts bounced, slapping against my chest, against her own ribs. She leaned forward, her hair curtaining around us.

"It feels good, doesn't it?" she whispered. "Better than your hand? Better than the oil?"

"Yes! Better! It's perfect!"

"Give it to me then," she hissed. Her voice changed, becoming deeper, distorted. "Give me your energy. Give me your mana."

I felt a pulling sensation. It wasn't just the physical urge to ejaculate. It felt like my blood was being drawn toward my groin. Like my very life force was gathering to be expelled.

"I'm... I'm close!"

"Don't hold back," she ordered. "Not here. Here, you empty the tank. Fill me up, Cain. Breed the demon."

She grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed of feathers. Her grip was iron. She bounced harder, faster, slamming her pubic bone against mine with bruising force.

Wham. Wham. Wham.

The friction was unbearable. I was burning up.

"I'm cumming! Celestia!"

"DO IT!" she screamed, her fangs baring. "FEED ME!"

I exploded.

It wasn't a normal orgasm. It was a volcanic eruption.

"AHHHHHHHHHH!"

I arched my back so hard I thought my spine would snap.

Ropes of hot fluid shot out of me, deep inside her. But it wasn't just semen. In the dream, I could see it. It was glowing white light. Pure, concentrated mana.

I poured into her. Wave after wave. It felt endless. I was being drained dry, my essence flowing into her womb.

Celestia threw her head back and howled. Her wings snapped open wide. Her skin flushed a deep, violent crimson. The glowing light I was shooting into her seemed to travel up her body, illuminating her veins like golden rivers.

"Yes! YES! So much!" she shrieked.

She clamped down on me. Her internal muscles rippled, milking me, squeezing every last drop of light from my body.

I blacked out. The pleasure was too intense. The world dissolved into white noise and pink light.



"Wakey, wakey."

The voice was annoying. And loud.

Something poked my cheek.

"Mmph..." I groaned, trying to roll over. My body felt like it was made of lead. My arms were heavy. My legs were numb. My head was pounding.

"Come on, Sleeping Beauty. Matins are in twenty minutes."

My eyes flew open.

I was in my cell. The stone ceiling was back. The hard cot was digging into my back.

Celestia was sitting on the edge of my bed.

She looked... radiant.

Usually, in the mornings, she looked beautiful but slightly sleepy. Today, she looked like she had just chugged five energy potions. Her skin was glowing—actually glowing with a faint, healthy luster. Her hair was shinier. Her blue eyes were sparkling with terrifying vitality.

She was fully dressed in her habit, looking every bit the holy sister.

Except for the smirk.

"You were making quite a racket," she said, poking my cheek again. "Moaning. Whimpering. Calling out the Goddess's name... and mine."

Memory rushed back. The dream. The altar. The wings. The sex.

I sat up quickly.

"Whoa," I grabbed my head. The room spun. "I feel... drained."

"I bet you do," she giggled.

I looked down at myself.

The blanket was thrown off. My nightshirt was twisted.

And my crotch...

My crotch was a disaster zone.

My smallclothes were soaked. Completely drenched. A dark, wet stain spread across the front, and the sticky evidence of my nocturnal emission had seeped through to the sheets.

I flushed crimson. I grabbed the blanket and pulled it up to my chin.

"Don't look!" I croaked.

"Too late," Celestia said cheerfully. "I've been watching you for ten minutes. It was quite the show. You were thrusting your hips into the mattress like you were trying to drill for oil."

She leaned in closer. She didn't look disgusted. She looked... satisfied. Like a cat that had just eaten the canary and the cream.

"Tell me, Cain," she whispered. "Was I good?"

I stared at her. "You... you were there?"

"We are connected, remember?" She tapped her temple. "The succubus bond. When you dream of me... I know. And if the dream is strong enough... I can visit."

She ran a finger down my arm. I shivered. Even her touch felt different now—charged with the energy she had stolen from me.

"You have a lot of mana, Cain," she murmured, her eyes dilating slightly. "That was a feast. I haven't felt this full in decades."

"You... you ate my dream?"

"I ate the energy you released," she corrected. "The physical mess..." She gestured to my soaked crotch. "...that's just the byproduct."

She stood up and stretched. Her joints popped. She looked incredibly flexible and powerful.

"I feel amazing," she declared. "I think I could bench press the altar today."

She looked back at me, huddled in my shame and sticky sheets.

"Go wash up," she ordered. "And wash those sheets. Cold water gets the protein out."

She walked to the door, but paused.

"Oh, and Cain?"

"Yes, Sister?"

"Since you've already... released... so thoroughly last night," she grinned, "I guess we don't need to worry about your pent-up energy today. Which means..."

Her grin turned predatory.

"...we can focus on endurance training. Pure, unadulterated endurance."

My heart sank. Or maybe it fluttered.

"Endurance?"

"I'm thinking we test your gag reflex again," she mused. "Or maybe see how long you can hold a squat while I use your lap as a chair."

She winked.

"Hurry up. The dream was free. Reality... you have to pay for."

She left the room, humming a happy tune.

I sat there for a moment, feeling the sticky coldness in my lap and the hollowness in my core.

I had had sex with her. Kind of.

It was the best experience of my life.

But looking at the wet spot on the bed, and feeling the absolute exhaustion in my limbs, I realized the truth.

She hadn't been kidding about the danger. If a dream could drain me this much... real sex with her physical body might actually kill me.

I checked my Status Plate.

Mana: 5 / 500 (CRITICAL LOW - RECOVERING)

Status: Mana Exhaustion (Moderate)

Skill Acquired: Lucid Dreaming (Level 1)

Relationship: Feeding Bond Established.

"Five," I muttered. "She left me with five mana."

I groaned and swung my legs out of bed. My knees buckled immediately, and I had to grab the wall.

"Worth it," I whispered, stumbling toward the washbasin.

As I scrubbed the sheets in the cold morning water, I couldn't help but smile.

I had seen her wings. I had seen her true form.

And I wasn't scared.

I was just hungry for more.


Chapter 10: The Breaking Point

The rope was tight. Not tight enough to cut off circulation, but tight enough to remind me that I wasn't going anywhere.

My wrists were bound to the armrests of the heavy wooden chair. My ankles were lashed to the legs. I was sitting in the center of the sacristy, illuminated by a single, flickering candle that Celestia had placed on the floor between my feet.

"Comfortable?" she asked, circling me like a shark.

"Not really," I gritted out. The rough hemp was itching my skin. "Is this really necessary for... meditation?"

"This isn't meditation, Cain," she corrected, stopping behind me. Her hands landed on my shoulders, squeezing the trapezius muscles. "This is calibration."

She leaned down, her lips grazing my ear.

"Last night, you spilled your seed in the dream world. You wasted precious energy. You emptied your tank."

She walked around to face me. She was wearing her most severe outfit yet: a high-collared black bodysuit that looked painted on, covered by a sheer, open-fronted robe. The bodysuit cut high at the hips, exposing those deadly, pale thighs that I was beginning to worship more than the Goddess herself.

"Today," she declared, pointing a riding crop at my chest. "We seal the vessel. We are going to build your pressure until you think you’re going to die. And then... we’re going to build it some more."

She tapped the crop against my crotch.

I was wearing nothing. I sat naked in the chair, my penis currently soft but heavy, resting against my thigh.

"The goal," she explained, "is to bring you to the absolute precipice of release ten times. If you cum before the tenth time... you sleep in the dungeon. With the rats."

"Ten times?" I choked. "That’s impossible. My endurance isn't that high."

"Then we better start praying," she smiled.

She reached out and flicked my penis with her finger.

It jumped. It was a traitor. Despite the exhaustion from the dream, despite the fear, my body recognized her touch as the signal for pleasure. Blood rushed south. I felt the familiar thickening, the lengthening.

"One," she counted.

She grabbed a bottle of the 'Holy Oil' we had made—the batch mixed with my own fluids. She poured a generous amount into her palm. The smell filled the room instantly: lilies, musk, and sex.

She rubbed her hands together, warming the oil.

Then she grabbed me.

She didn't start slow. She didn't tease. She went from zero to a hundred in a second.

Her hand clamped around my semi-hard shaft and pumped. Vigorously.

Schlick-schlick-schlick-schlick.

"Get hard," she ordered. "Now."

My body obeyed. I swelled rapidly, filling her grip, stretching to my full length. The oil made the friction zero, just pure, slick pressure.

"Good," she murmured. "Now, stay there."

She kept pumping. Her rhythm was mechanical, precise, and relentless. She wasn't looking at my face; she was staring at my cock with clinical focus, watching the veins bulge, watching the color deepen to a furious purple.

"Ah... oh god..."

The sensation was intense. My sensitivity was off the charts after the dream. Every stroke sent a jolt of electricity straight to my brain.

"Faster," she whispered.

She sped up. Her hand became a blur. She used her thumb to rub over the frenulum with every upstroke, hitting the most sensitive spot again and again.

Snap. Snap. Snap.

"I'm... I'm already close!" I gasped, straining against the ropes. "Celestia, wait! It's too fast!"

"It's not fast enough," she countered. "Come on, Cain. Climb the mountain."

She switched hands, not missing a beat. The fresh sensation pushed me higher. The pressure in my balls was building, a tight, hot coil ready to spring.

"I'm gonna... I'm gonna blow!"

"Get to the edge!" she screamed. "Go there!"

I clenched my teeth, throwing my head back. My hips bucked against the chair restraints.

"Coming! I'm coming!"

She stopped.

Instantly.

She didn't just let go. She slammed her palm down on the head of my cock, capping it. She squeezed the shaft with her other hand, choking it.

"Hhhngggh!"

The orgasm slammed into the blockade. My body convulsed, trying to force the fluid out, but there was nowhere for it to go. The pleasure curdled into a sharp, throbbing ache. My balls felt like they were being squeezed in a vice.

I slumped in the chair, gasping for air, sweat breaking out on my forehead.

"That's one," she said calmly.

She wiped her hand on my thigh.

"Nine to go."

"You're... you're a demon," I wheezed.

"I know," she winked. "Ready for round two?"

She didn't give me time to recover. She didn't let the erection subside. While I was still twitching from the denied release, she leaned in.

She opened her mouth.

She took me in.

This wasn't the gentle, sensual blowjob from the study. This was vacuum suction.

She bobbed her head frantically, sucking so hard my cheeks hollowed just watching her. She swirled her tongue around the head, flicking the slit, tormenting the raw nerves.

Gluck-gluck-gluck-gluck.

The sound was wet and sloppy. Saliva and oil mixed, coating my shaft in a thick, slippery mess.

"Oh fuck... oh jesus..."

My hips jerked. I tried to thrust into her mouth, but the ropes held me back. She used that to her advantage, moving her head in opposition to my struggles, keeping me off balance.

She hummed against me. The vibration drilled into my core.

"Celestia... please... let me..."

She pulled off with a loud pop.

"Let you what?" she asked, saliva trailing from her lip to my tip. "Let you finish? We've barely started."

She dove back down.

She deep-throated me. She took the whole length, her nose burying in my pubic hair. I felt the back of her throat clamp around the head of my cock. She swallowed.

She squeezed her throat muscles. Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.

It was too much. It was sensory overload. My toes curled so hard they cramped.

"I can't take it! I'm close! Again!"

She pulled back up to the tip and swirled her tongue rapidly.

"Come on," she mumbled around the meat. "Give it to me."

I screamed. The pressure was back, sharper this time. The need to release was a physical pain.

"CUMMING!"

She bit me.

Not hard enough to break skin, but a sharp, shocking nip on the side of the head.

Then she pulled away and slapped my cock.

Smack.

"No," she said.

"AHHHHH!"

I writhed in the chair. The denial was worse this time. My balls were aching. My prostate was throbbing. I felt like I was going to explode from the inside out.

"Two," she counted.

She stood up and walked to the table to get a drink of water. She took a sip, gargled it, and swallowed.

"You're doing well, Cain. Your color is... vibrant."

I glared at her. I was panting like a dying dog. My cock was standing straight up, angry, weeping pre-cum that mixed with the oil and spit. It looked abused. It looked eager for more.

"Please," I begged. "Just let me finish. I'll do anything. I'll clean the whole church with a toothbrush. I'll fight a dragon."

"Begging is cute," she said, turning back to me. "But suffering is better."

She walked back. She turned around.

She hiked up her bodysuit. The fabric snapped against her hips.

"Round three," she announced. "The view."

She backed up until her ass was hovering over my face.

"Smell it," she commanded.

She wasn't wearing anything underneath. The scent hit me—that potent succubus musk. It triggered a primal response. I strained forward, trying to reach her with my tongue.

"Ah-ah," she tutted, wiggling her hips just out of reach. "Look, don't touch."

She reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock. She pulled it up towards her ass.

She began to rub the head of my penis against her anus.

"Oh god... oh god..."

The friction against her puckered, hot skin was mind-melting. She wasn't letting me in. She was just painting her asshole with my pre-cum.

"It wants in, doesn't it?" she teased. "It wants to breed the demon."

"Yes! Put it in! Please!"

"No entry," she said. "Just window shopping."

She squeezed my shaft tight and began to jerk me off again, using her ass cheeks to slap against the head with every stroke.

Slap-fap-slap-fap.

"Look at my asshole, Cain," she ordered, bending over further, spreading her cheeks with her free hand. "Watch it wink at you while you don't get to cum."

The visual was devastating. Her pink sphincter twitched. Her wet pussy lips were just below, glistening. And my purple, rock-hard cock was being stroked violently right between them.

I was hyperventilating.

"Three... four... five..." I counted in my head, trying to last.

I couldn't.

"Coming! I'm coming right now!"

She stood up and walked away.

Just walked away.

My handless cock bobbed in the air, abandoned at the peak of Everest.

I howled in frustration. "COME BACK!"

"That was three," she called from the other side of the room. "Seven left."



By the seventh time, I had stopped speaking English. I was making noises that sounded like a wounded animal.

My body was covered in sweat. The oil had dried and been reapplied twice. My cock felt raw, sensitive to the movement of air.

"Seven," she whispered.

She was sitting on my lap now, facing me. But she wasn't riding me. She was grinding her pubic bone against my shaft, crushing it against my stomach.

"You're shaking," she noted.

I was. My entire body was vibrating. My muscles were spasming.

"Please," I whispered. My voice was gone. "Please, Mistress. Have mercy."

"Mercy is for the weak," she hissed. "You are strong. You are my Priest."

She grabbed my nipples. She twisted them. Hard.

The sharp pain cut through the haze of lust.

"Focus on the pain," she ordered. "Use it."

She started to bounce. Not on my cock, but on my thighs. Her hand wrapped around my shaft, pumping slowly, agonizingly slow.

"Edge," she commanded. "Don't rush it. Hover there. Stay on the cliff."

She knew exactly how to do it. She kept me at 99%. Every time I started to tip over, she slowed down just enough to keep me from falling, but not enough to let the feeling subside.

I was trapped in the orgasm that wouldn't happen.

"I... I can't see..." I murmured.

My vision was tunneling. White spots danced in front of my eyes.

"Good," she said. "Enter the trance."

She leaned forward and licked my neck.

"Let go of your mind, Cain. You don't need it. You're just a body. Just a cock."

"Just a cock," I repeated, my head lolling back.

"That's it."

She sped up.

"Eight."

She stopped.

I didn't even scream this time. I just twitched. A single tear rolled down my cheek.

"Nine."

She used the Holy Oil bottle itself. The cold glass against my hot skin. She rubbed it up and down.

I was floating. I wasn't in the chair anymore. I was in a white void of pure sensation. The pain in my balls had transcended into a dull, heavy weight that felt like gravity itself.

I gasped, a silent scream.

"Nine," she whispered.

She stopped.

I hung my head. Drool dripped from my chin onto my chest. I was broken. I was a puddle of needs.

"One more," she said. Her voice sounded far away. "The big one."

She unbuckled my wrists.

My arms fell to my sides, useless. I didn't try to move. I didn't try to touch her. I was paralyzed by the dopamine overload.

"Stand up," she ordered.

I tried. My legs wobbled.

She caught me. She pulled me up, pressing her body against mine. The latex of her bodysuit squeaked against my sweaty skin.

"Stand against the wall."

She pushed me back against the cold stone.

"Spread your legs."

I spread them.

She knelt down.

"This time," she said, looking up at me with eyes that were glowing faintly pink, "I'm going to take you to the point of no return. And then..."

She licked her lips.

"Then we'll see if you survive."

She didn't use her hands. She didn't use her mouth.

She used her tits.

She opened the front of her bodysuit. Her massive breasts swung free, heavy and pale. She pressed them together, sandwiching my cock.

Paizuri.

But this was different. She wasn't just sliding. She was compressing.

She crushed my dick between her cleavage. The pressure was immense. It felt like being hugged by two warm, soft pillows that wanted to suffocate me.

"Look down," she commanded.

I looked. All I could see was the top of her blonde head and the massive swell of her breasts swallowing my length.

She moved her head. She started to suck the tip while her tits milked the shaft.

It was the combo. The finisher.

"Oh... oh... oh..."

I started to hyperventilate.

The tenth wave was building. It was bigger than the others. It was a tsunami. It was gathering from my toes, from my spine, from the very marrow of my bones.

"Mistress!" I cried out. "I'm... I'm...!"

She sucked harder. She squeezed her tits tighter.

"Give it to me!" she muffled against my head.

I tensed every muscle in my body. My abs cramped. My toes dug into the stone floor.

"CUMMING! I'M CUMMING!"

I was past the point of no return. The valve opened. The fluid rushed into the chamber.

And then she pulled away.

Completely.

She stood up and stepped back.

My cock fired.

But there was no friction. No mouth. No hand. Just air.

"Ah!"

A jet of semen shot across the room.

It hit the opposite wall.

"Ah! Ahhh! AHHHHHH!"

I collapsed against the wall, sliding down until I hit the floor.

I kept shooting. It was violent. My cock jerked and spasmed, pumping load after load onto the stone floor, onto my own stomach, onto my legs. It wouldn't stop.

It was the accumulation of ten orgasms in one. It was painful. It was blinding.

I screamed until my throat was raw. My vision went completely white.

I lay there, twitching, drowning in my own release. The smell of bleach and musk was overpowering.

Celestia stood over me, watching with a calm, satisfied expression. She wasn't touching herself. She was just feeding on the energy radiating off me.

"Ten," she whispered.

She waited until the last spasm had faded, until I was lying there limp and catatonic.

Then, she walked over.

She dipped her finger into the puddle on my stomach. She tasted it.

"Potent," she nodded. "Very potent."

She reached down and patted my cheek.

"You did good, Cain. You didn't die."

I tried to speak. All that came out was a whimper.

"Rest now," she said gently. "You've earned it."

She turned and started to walk away.

"Oh," she paused. "Don't clean that up yet."

She looked back at the mess I had made.

"I want to see how much evaporates by morning. For... scientific purposes."

She left me there.

I lay on the cold stone floor of the sacristy, naked, covered in oil and spend, unable to move a finger.

My mind was blank. No thoughts. No worries. No prayers.

Just the hum of the System in the back of my skull.

Endurance Stat: INCREASED (+5)

Skill Acquired: Edging Mastery (Level 1)

Status: Mind Break (Temporary)

Mana: FULLY RESTORED

I closed my eyes and smiled a crooked, drooling smile.

I was a broken man.

And I couldn't wait for tomorrow.



The next morning, I woke up in my bed. I didn't remember getting there. Celestia must have carried me.

My body felt surprisingly light. The heaviness was gone. The exhaustion was gone.

I felt... powerful.

I sat up and flexed my hand. The muscles in my forearm rippled.

I checked my reflection in the washbasin water. My eyes looked clearer. My skin looked healthier.

I looked down at my crotch.

My morning wood was there, as always. But it felt different. Heavier. denser.

"Training works," I muttered.

I walked out into the main hall.

Celestia was there, arranging flowers on the altar. She looked fresh, happy, and innocent.

"Good morning, Father Cain," she chimed, flashing a bright smile.

"Morning, Sister," I replied, my voice steady.

She looked me up and down. Her eyes lingered on my waist.

"You're walking straight," she noted, sounding impressed. "Most men need a wheelchair after a session like that."

"I adapt quickly," I said, walking up to the altar.

I stood next to her. I was close enough to smell her.

I didn't flinch. I didn't stammer.

I reached out and picked up a lily.

"The flowers are beautiful," I said.

Then, I leaned in close to her ear.

"But next time," I whispered, dropping my voice to a low growl, "don't stop."

I felt her shiver.

She looked at me, her pupils dilating.

"Is that a challenge, Cain?"

"It's a promise."

I walked past her toward the front doors to open the church.

I could feel her eyes boring into my back.

I knew the game had changed. I wasn't just the victim anymore. I was the student.

And the student was getting hungry.


Chapter 11: Holy Milk

The sun was high over the church garden, but the heat I felt had nothing to do with the weather.

I was sweeping the cobblestone path near the hydrangeas, my movements rhythmic and forceful. After the "calibration" session yesterday, I expected to be crippled. Instead, I felt like a coiled spring. My muscles were tight, my senses were dialed up to eleven, and the broom handle felt brittle in my grip.

"Cain."

The voice was strained. Breathless.

I turned around.

Celestia was standing in the shadow of the old oak tree. She looked... different.

Usually, her posture was perfect, a picture of confident, predatory grace. Today, she was leaning heavily against the tree trunk, one hand pressed firmly against her chest. Her face was flushed a deep, feverish pink, and beads of sweat gathered on her forehead, plastering loose strands of blonde hair to her skin.

"Sister?" I dropped the broom and walked toward her. "Are you alright?"

"I..." She winced, biting her lower lip. "I miscalculated."

"Miscalculated what?"

"The intake," she gasped. "Last night. The ten cycles. Plus the dream energy."

She squeezed her chest harder. Her knuckles were white.

"My body... it converted too much. Too fast."

I stopped in front of her. Up close, the problem was impossible to ignore.

Her chest was swollen.

Her breasts were always large—massive, gravity-defying monuments to the Goddess—but today, they looked painful. They were straining against the fabric of her habit so hard that the seams were groaning. The black cloth was pulled taut, outlining every curve, every bulge.

And there was a wet spot.

Two distinct, damp circles were spreading on the front of her habit, right over the nipples.

"You're leaking," I said, my voice dropping to a hush.

"I know I'm leaking!" she snapped, though the anger lacked her usual bite. It was replaced by desperation. "It hurts, Cain. It feels like my skin is going to split."

She looked at me, her blue eyes wide and glassy with discomfort.

"I need... relief. I need to be drained."

My eyes locked onto the wet spots. A primal switch flipped in my brain. The new "Edging Mastery" skill I’d acquired wasn't just about holding back; it was about recognizing the precise moment when control needed to be relinquished.

And right now, Celestia had lost control.

"Let me see," I said.

It wasn't a question.

Celestia didn't argue. She fumbled with the ties of her habit. Her fingers were shaking.

"Hurry," she whimpered. "Please."

She pulled the fabric open.

"Holy mother..." I breathed.

Her breasts spilled out like an avalanche of pale flesh. They were engorged, angry, and magnificent. Blue veins mapped the surface of her skin, pulsing with a faint, luminescent light. They were so full they seemed hard to the touch, the skin tight and shiny.

But the nipples were the centerpiece. They were huge, dark berries, swollen to the size of my thumb, and they were weeping. Thick, white fluid oozed from the tips, dripping down the underside of her breasts to pool on her stomach.

"It's mana," she explained, leaning her head back against the bark. "Condensed, liquid mana. My species... we produce it when we overfeed. It's a byproduct."

She looked down at me, her expression pleading.

"It needs to come out, Cain. If it stays in, it turns into poison. I get 'Mana Fever'."

"How do we get it out?" I asked, though I already knew the answer. My mouth was watering. Literally watering. The scent of the milk was sweet, like vanilla and ozone, overpowering the smell of the flowers in the garden.

"You have to draw it out," she whispered. "You have to drink it."

She reached out and grabbed my head. Her fingers tangled in my hair.

"Feed, Cain. Take your energy back."

She pulled me forward.

I didn't resist. I sank to my knees in the grass, bringing my face level with her heaving chest.

The heat radiating from her was intense. It was like standing in front of an open oven.

I opened my mouth and latched onto the left nipple.

"AHH!"

Celestia cried out, her back arching against the tree. Her legs buckled, and she slid down until she was sitting on the grass, pulling me with her.

I sucked.

The taste hit me like a sledgehammer. It was rich, thick, and incredibly sweet, like warm cream mixed with honey and a shot of high-grade whiskey. It tingled on my tongue, sparking with magical energy.

Gulp.

I swallowed the first mouthful. I felt it hit my stomach—a warm, spreading glow that instantly raced through my bloodstream.

"Harder," she groaned, pressing my face deeper into her flesh. "Don't be gentle. Empty me."

I obeyed. I wrapped my tongue around the swollen nub and pulled. I used the suction force I had learned from her yesterday.

Schlopp. Glug. Schlopp.

The flow was heavy. It sprayed against the back of my throat, drowning me. I had to drink fast to keep up.

"Yes... oh god, yes..."

Celestia’s hands roamed over my shoulders, clutching my robes. She was panting, her breath hitching with every pull.

"It feels... so good..." she murmured. " The pressure... it's fading..."

I kneaded the breast with my hand, mimicking the motion she had used on me. The flesh was dense, heavy with fluid. I squeezed the side, pushing the milk toward the nipple.

"Nngh! There! Right there!"

She bucked her hips. Her habit was bunched up around her waist. I could see her white panties were soaked through again. The relief of the lactation was arousing her, creating a feedback loop of pleasure.

I drained the left side. The skin began to soften, the angry redness fading to a healthy pink.

I pulled off with a loud pop. My face was smeared with white fluid. Sticky, sweet, glowing fluid.

"The other one," she demanded immediately, shifting her body to shove her right breast into my face. "Don't stop. I'm lopsided."

I attacked the right breast. This one seemed even fuller. A jet of milk shot out before I could even latch on, hitting me in the eye.

"Messy boy," she laughed weakly. "Open wide."

I opened wide and took her in.

As I drank, I felt a change in myself. My fatigue from the morning chores vanished. My muscles felt like they were inflating. My mind sharpened to a razor's edge.

This wasn't just food. It was a steroid.

And it was an aphrodisiac.

My cock, trapped under my robes, began to throb. It swelled rapidly, harder than steel, reacting to the influx of magical energy.

"You like the taste?" she whispered, looking down at me. Her eyes were half-lidded, hazy with the endorphin rush. "You like drinking from Mommy?"

The dirty talk sent a jolt straight to my groin.

"It's... delicious," I mumbled against her skin, the vibration of my voice making her nipple twitch in my mouth.

"Good," she purred. "Because there's a lot of it."

She reached down and found my erection through the cloth. She squeezed it.

"You're getting big," she noted. "The mana goes straight to the... vital areas."

She didn't undress me. She just rubbed me through the fabric while I nursed. It was a slow, lazy rhythm, perfectly timed with the rhythm of my swallowing.

Suck. Swallow. Rub. Squeeze.

It was hypnotic. The world narrowed down to the taste of the milk, the softness of her breast against my cheek, and the firm grip of her hand on my cock.

"I can feel you getting stronger," she said softly. "You're absorbing it so well. Most humans would vomit. But you... you're a bottomless pit."

She pressed down on my breast, forcing the last of the milk out.

"Drink it all, Cain. Leave nothing."

I sucked until my jaw ached. I drank until my stomach felt full and sloshing.

Finally, the flow stopped.

I released the nipple. It was red, elongated, and glistening.

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I felt drunk. High.

"Whoa," I said, blinking. The colors of the garden seemed brighter. The buzzing of the bees sounded like a symphony.

Celestia leaned back against the tree, her chest heaving. Her breasts were softer now, resting naturally against her ribcage, glistening with saliva and leftover milk.

She looked exhausted, but in a good way. The feverish flush was gone, replaced by a satisfied glow.

"Better?" I asked.

"Much," she sighed. "You saved me, Cain."

She looked at the mess on my face. She reached out and wiped a drop of milk from my cheek with her thumb, then put it in her mouth.

"Recycling," she winked.

She sat up and adjusted her habit, covering the exposed flesh. It was a tragedy to see them go, but I knew I couldn't handle any more.

"So," I said, my voice sounding deeper, more resonant. "Does this happen often?"

"Only when I overindulge," she said, standing up. She wobbled slightly, then found her footing. "Or when my partner has... exceptionally high-quality energy."

She looked at me pointedly.

"You're a problem, Cain. Your energy is too delicious. I get greedy, and then I get... backed up."

"I'm happy to help unclog the pipes," I grinned.

She laughed. She walked over to me and placed a hand on my head.

"I bet you are. But be careful."

She tapped my forehead.

"That milk is pure magic. It boosts your stats temporarily. But it also... heightens your libido."

She glanced at my crotch. My erection was straining against the robe so hard it looked painful.

"You're going to be very, very frustrated for the next few hours."

"You're not going to help with that?" I asked, nodding to my lap. "I just helped you."

"Quid pro quo?" She raised an eyebrow.

She stepped closer. She pressed her body against mine. I could feel the lingering warmth of her breasts against my chest.

"Not today," she whispered.

"Why?"

"Because with that much mana in your system... if you came right now, you'd probably blow a hole in the church wall."

She patted my cheek.

"Let it circulate. Let it strengthen your muscles. Burn it off with work."

She pointed to the broom I had dropped.

"Finish sweeping the garden. Then chop some wood. Then scrub the floors again."

"You're cruel," I groaned.

"I'm a succubus," she reminded me. "Cruelty is foreplay."

She turned and walked toward the church.

"Oh, and Cain?"

I looked up.

"Don't wipe your face. I want the villagers to see you glowing."

She disappeared inside.

I stood there in the garden, hard as a rock, my belly full of demon milk, my veins humming with power.

I picked up the broom.

I snapped it in half with one hand.

"Oops," I muttered.

I looked at the broken wood. My Strength stat must have doubled.

I walked over to the woodpile behind the shed. There was a massive oak log that had been sitting there for years, too tough to split.

I picked up the axe.

I swung.

CRACK.

The log split clean in two. The axe buried itself in the chopping block up to the handle.

I felt amazing. I felt unstoppable.

And I was hornier than I had ever been in my life.

Every swing of the axe was a substitute for a thrust. Every impact sent a jolt through my arms that echoed in my groin.

Chop. Thrust. Chop. Thrust.

I worked for hours. I cleared the entire woodpile. I was drenched in sweat, shirtless, my muscles pumping.

Celestia watched me from the window of the sacristy. I could feel her gaze.

I stopped and looked up.

She was there, sipping tea, smiling.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead, smearing the dried milk residue. I flexed my arm, knowing she was watching the bicep swell.

I pointed the axe at her.

You're next, I mouthed.

She laughed behind the glass and licked the rim of her teacup.

I went back to chopping, the taste of her sweetness still lingering on my tongue.

This training was hell.

But the catering was five-star.



Later that afternoon, the effects began to settle. The frantic energy mellowed into a deep, simmering heat.

I was in the kitchen, washing up. The cold water felt good on my heated skin.

"Cain."

I turned.

Celestia was standing there holding a basket of laundry.

"The altar cloths," she said. "They need washing."

She dropped the basket.

"And..."

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small, glass vial. It was filled with white liquid.

"I managed to save a little," she said, swirling the vial. "For later."

"For later?"

"For the holy water font," she grinned. "I think the congregation needs a little... boost this week. Don't you?"

My jaw dropped. "You're going to drug the town with your breast milk?"

"Drug is such a harsh word," she pouted. "I prefer... bless. It makes them happy. It makes them energetic. It makes them... donate more."

She walked over and placed the vial on the counter next to me.

"Besides," she whispered, leaning in. "It creates a bond. Everyone who tastes it... becomes a little bit mine."

She looked at me.

"Just like you."

She kissed me on the cheek. Her lips were cool.

"You smell like sawdust and testosterone," she noted. "It's a good smell."

She turned to leave.

"Dinner is in an hour. Eat up. You'll need the protein."

"Why?" I asked suspiciously.

"Because tonight," she called back, "we're going to play a game called 'Hide the Horn'."

She laughed and vanished down the hall.

I looked at the vial of milk. It glowed faintly in the dim kitchen light.

I knew I shouldn't. It was probably blasphemy. It was definitely weird.

I uncorked it.

I took a tiny sip.

The rush was instantaneous. My cock jumped in my trousers.

"Damn," I whispered.

I corked it and put it back.

I was definitely hers. And I didn't mind one bit.

I checked my Status Plate.

Status Effect: Mana Overload (Active)

Strength: +10 (Temporary)

Libido: UNQUANTIFIABLE

New Resistance: Lactose Intolerance (Immune)

I grabbed the laundry basket and headed for the river.

If I was going to survive the night, I needed to be clean. And I needed to figure out what "Hide the Horn" meant before she decided to hide it somewhere painful.


Chapter 12: Cosplay Sermon

The church was transformed.

Gone was the smell of beeswax and stale incense. In its place, a heavy, spicy aroma hung in the air—cinnamon, musk, and something floral that tickled the back of my throat. The usual white candles had been replaced by red ones, hundreds of them, casting a bloody, flickering glow across the stone walls.

"Cain," a voice echoed from the shadows of the choir loft. "Take your place at the pulpit."

I walked up the center aisle. My boots clicked loudly on the stone. I was wearing my cassock, but under the influence of the "Holy Milk" from earlier, the fabric felt abrasive against my skin. My senses were dialled up to eleven. I could hear the wax dripping. I could hear my own pulse thundering in my ears.

I climbed the steps to the pulpit and gripped the wooden edges.

"I'm here," I called out.

"Good," the voice purred. It didn't sound like Sister Celestia. It sounded deeper, huskier. "Tonight, we are not studying scripture. Tonight, we are studying heresy."

A drumbeat started.

It wasn't a recording. It was a rhythmic, magical thrumming that seemed to come from the walls themselves. Thump. Thump. Thump. A slow, hypnotic heartbeat.

Then, she stepped into the light.

I stopped breathing.

She wasn't wearing the habit. She wasn't wearing the bodysuit. She wasn't wearing anything that could be described as "clothing" in a civilized society.

She was dressed as a pagan dancer—a caricature of a desert temptress from the trashy adventure novels I used to read.

Her top was nothing more than two scraps of sheer, crimson silk held together by gold chains. They barely covered her nipples, leaving the massive, heavy swell of her breasts completely exposed to the cool air. The silk was translucent, showing the dark, erect areolas beneath.

Her bottom half was clad in "harem pants" that were split all the way up the sides to her waist. They were made of the same sheer crimson material, billowing around her legs as she moved. A heavy gold chain belt rested low on her hips, accentuating the curve of her waist and the dangerous dip of her pelvis.

She wore a face veil that covered her nose and mouth, leaving only her eyes visible. Her eyes were lined with thick kohl, making them look huge, exotic, and predatory.

And she was barefoot. Ankle bracelets jingled with every step. Ching. Ching. Ching.

"I am Zarah," she announced, sliding into the center of the nave. She moved with a fluid, serpentine grace that was completely different from Celestia’s usual purposeful stride. "High Priestess of the Red Sun."

She raised her arms. Bracelets clattered down her forearms.

"And you," she pointed a finger at me, "are the unbeliever. The stone man. The monolith of chastity."

She began to dance.

It started with her hips. She isolated the movement, snapping her pelvis side to side in time with the magical drumbeat. The gold coins on her belt clashed together, a metallic shiver that cut through the heavy air.

Clink-shimmer-clink.

"Your test is simple, Stone Man," she murmured, swaying toward me. "You must preach. deliver your sermon on purity. Do not stop. Do not falter."

She spun around. The split in her pants flew open, revealing the entirety of her legs and the smooth, bare curve of her ass.

"If you stop preaching," she warned over her shoulder, "or if you come down from that pulpit before I say so... the Goddess loses. And the Demon wins."

She winked.

"Begin."

I swallowed hard. My throat felt like sandpaper.

"The... the Goddess teaches us..." I started, my voice sounding weak against the drums. "That... that the body is a temple."

"A temple?" Zarah laughed. She shimmied her shoulders. Her breasts bounced violently, the sheer silk struggling to contain the momentum. "Temples are meant to be entered, aren't they?"

She walked to the base of the pulpit. She was right below me.

She looked up.

"Is your temple locked, Priest?"

She grabbed the wooden railing of the pulpit stairs and began to climb.

I tried to keep my eyes on the back wall. I tried to focus on the sermon.

"We must... guard the gates," I recited, sweat breaking out on my forehead. "We must not let the... the influences of the world... corrupt the spirit."

She reached the top of the stairs. She was in the pulpit with me.

It was a small space. Too small for two people. Especially when one of them was a seven-foot-tall succubus dressed in lingerie.

She pressed her back against my front.

"Preach," she whispered.

She began to grind.

She rubbed her ass against my crotch through the cassock. The gold chain belt dug into my thighs. The heat of her skin burned through the fabric.

"The spirit is... is strong!" I yelled, trying to be louder than the blood rushing in my ears. "It is... unyielding!"

"Is it?"

She bent forward over the pulpit railing, presenting her ass to the imaginary congregation.

"Look at them, Priest," she commanded. "Look at the sinners."

I looked over her shoulder. I looked down the line of her spine, past the gold chains, to the cleavage of her buttocks. The sheer pants offered zero concealment. I could see everything. The pink pucker of her anus. The wet shine of her pussy lips.

"Denounce me," she challenged. "Tell them I am a whore."

"You... you are a..."

I couldn't say it.

She rotated her hips. A slow, circular grind that massaged my erection perfectly.

"Say it!" she hissed. "Condemn me!"

"You are a... a temptation!" I gasped.

"Weak," she scoffed.

She stood up and turned around to face me. We were chest to chest.

"The Stone Man is cracking," she observed, looking down at the tent in my robes.

She reached up and undid the clasp of her top.

The red silk fell away.

Her breasts swung free. They were magnificent. After the lactation earlier, they were slightly softer, heavier, moving with a liquid weight that was mesmerizing. The nipples were still large and dark, glistening in the candlelight.

"Are these holy?" she asked, cupping them and pushing them together. "Or are they profane?"

She stepped closer.

She pressed her bare tits against my cassock.

"Read the scripture, Cain," she ordered. "But read it through my flesh."

She grabbed my hand and placed it on her breast. Then she put her own hand over mine and forced me to squeeze.

"Preach!" she screamed.

"The... the path to salvation!" I shouted, squeezing the soft mound. "Is... is fraught with... with mountains!"

"Yes! Mountains!" She laughed maniacally. "Climb them!"

She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me down.

She didn't kiss me. She smashed my face into her cleavage.

I was suffocating in her scent. Musk, spice, and the lingering sweetness of the milk. I tried to pull back, but her strength was absolute.

"Mmph-mmph-mmph!" (The Goddess protects!)

"She can't hear you!" Zarah yelled. "Only I can hear you!"

She released me. I gasped for air.

She grabbed the waistband of my trousers through the robe.

"The Stone Man has a horn," she noted. "A very hard horn."

She reached inside.

Her hand was hot. She found my cock instantly. It was leaking. I was so hard it hurt.

She didn't stroke it. She grabbed it like a handle.

"I think," she whispered, leaning in close, her veil brushing my cheek, "that you need a different kind of sermon."

She dropped to her knees.

In the pulpit. Hidden from the nave by the high wooden walls. A secret sin in the holiest place.

She didn't take off her veil.

She pressed her face against my cock through the veil.

The sensation was bizarre and incredible. The rough lace mesh of the veil scratched against my sensitive head, while the heat of her breath punched through the fabric.

"Preach to me," she commanded. "Save my soul."

She opened her mouth.

She took me in, veil and all.

"OH GOD!"

The texture was insane. The silk mesh provided a layer of friction that was unlike anything I had ever felt. It dragged against the glans as she sucked. It was rough, it was wet, it was overwhelming.

"The... the light!" I stammered, gripping the pulpit with white knuckles. "The light shines... in the... darkness!"

She bobbed her head. The gold coins on her headpiece jingled. Ching-ching-ching.

She hummed a low note. The vibration traveled through her teeth, through the veil, straight into my shaft.

She used her hands to fondle my balls, rolling them, tugging them.

"But the darkness..." I wheezed, looking down at the top of her head. "The darkness... swallows... everything!"

She pulled off. The veil was soaked, a dark wet patch right where her mouth had been. It clung to my cock, outlining the shape of the head.

She looked up. Her eyes were wild. The kohl was smudged.

"Is the sermon over?" she asked.

"No," I groaned. "Not yet."

She stood up.

"Good. Because the offering hasn't been collected."

She turned around and bent over the railing again.

"Fuck me," she said.

"What?"

"Fuck me, Priest. Right here. In front of the ghosts of the congregation."

She reached back and pulled the sheer pants down. They pooled at her ankles.

She was bare. Her ass was spread wide by her stance.

"But..." I hesitated. "The rules..."

"I am Zarah!" she shouted. "I don't follow your rules! If you don't take me now, I will leave, and I will take this hard cock with me!"

She reached back and grabbed my ass, pulling me forward.

"Enter the temple!"

I couldn't resist. The visuals, the smell, the roleplay... it broke the last of my restraint. I fumbled with my belt, shoving my trousers and boxers down to my ankles in one desperate motion.

I lifted my cassock.

I lined up.

I thrust.

SHUNK.

I buried myself in her to the hilt in one stroke.

"AHHHHH!" She screamed, gripping the railing. "YES! DEFILE ME!"

It was tight. So tight. Her internal muscles clamped down on me instantly, rippling and pulsating. It felt like she was trying to milk me dry from the inside.

I grabbed her hips. The gold chain belt dug into my palms, biting into my skin, but the pain only fueled the fire.

I began to pound her.

Whap. Whap. Whap.

My hips slammed against her buttocks. The sound echoed through the empty church.

"Preach!" she yelled. "Give me the sermon of the flesh!"

"Take it!" I roared. "Take the holy spirit!"

I pulled out almost all the way, then slammed back in.

She groaned, a deep, animalistic sound. She ground back against me, meeting my thrusts with equal force. Her tail—which I realized had been hidden under the pants—suddenly popped out. It wrapped around my leg, squeezing tight, anchoring me to her.

"Deeper!" she begged. "Hit the womb! Touch the demon!"

I changed the angle. I leaned forward, draping my body over her back. I wrapped my arms around her chest, grabbing her heavy breasts. I squeezed them, kneading the soft flesh as I fucked her from behind.

"Yes... squeeze them... milk them..." she panted.

We found a rhythm. A frantic, desperate rhythm. The pulpit creaked. The floorboards groaned. The candles flickered violently.

I was losing myself. I wasn't Cain anymore. I was just a force of nature.

"I'm... I'm getting there!" I warned.

"Don't you dare stop!" she hissed. "Fill me! Make me pregnant with your magic!"

"Zarah!"

"Say my name! My real name!"

"Celestia!"

"YES!"

She clamped down. Her pussy became a vice.

I exploded.

"CEL-ES-TIA!"

I drove into her one last time and held it there.

The release was blinding. I felt the mana leaving my body again, pouring into her. But this time, it was raw, violent, and hot.

I emptied myself completely. My legs shook. My vision went black for a second.

She took it all. She didn't move. She just stood there, bent over the railing, trembling as I pumped load after load into her.

We stayed like that for a long time. Me draped over her back, breathing heavily into her neck. Her gripping the railing, supporting our weight.

Slowly, the world came back into focus.

The drums had stopped. The candles had burned down low.

I pulled out.

A wet schlopp sound.

Celestia slumped forward, resting her forehead on her arms.

"Amen," she whispered.

I collapsed onto the floor of the pulpit, sitting with my back against the wall. I pulled my robes down, covering my shame.

Celestia turned around. She sat down opposite me.

She looked like a wreck. Her veil was torn. Her top was gone. Her makeup was smeared across her face. She was covered in sweat and oil.

She looked beautiful.

She reached down between her legs and wiped a finger across her entrance. She showed me the white fluid mixed with her own juices.

"A generous donation," she smiled tiredly.

She licked her finger clean.

"You passed the test, Cain."

"I did?" I rasped. "I thought the test was to stay still. To be a stone man."

"That was the fake test," she said, crawling over to me. "The real test was to see if you had the balls to desecrate the pulpit."

She curled up on my lap, resting her head on my chest. Her skin was cooling down.

"You have the soul of a priest," she murmured, closing her eyes. "But the cock of a monster. It's a good combination."

I stroked her hair. The gold coins on her headpiece were cold against my skin.

"So," I asked, looking around at the red candles and the sheer fabrics scattered everywhere. "Who cleans this up?"

Celestia let out a long, sleepy sigh.

"The loser," she mumbled.

"But you said I passed."

"Passing means you get to keep your soul," she yawned. "But you still moved. You still spoke. And you definitely didn't stay a statue."

She poked my chest.

"Start scrubbing, Stone Man. I'm going to take a bath."

She stood up, gathered her dignity (and her harem pants), and sashayed out of the pulpit.

"And Cain?" she called from the bottom of the stairs.

"Yes, High Priestess?"

She looked back, her eyes twinkling in the gloom.

"Keep the veil. I think you might need it for... private prayers."

She tossed the torn, wet piece of silk at me. I caught it.

It smelled of her.

I watched her leave, the sway of her hips promising more trouble tomorrow.

I looked at the mess in the pulpit.

I looked at the veil in my hand.

I brought it to my nose and inhaled deeply.

"Worth it," I whispered.

I stood up, my legs wobbling only slightly less than before.

I checked my stats.

Class: Corrupted Priest (Level 5)

Skill Acquired: Heretical Stamina (Level 1)

Relationship: Sinful Devotion (Level 10)

Mana: Draining...

I grabbed the mop.

The night was young. And I had a feeling tomorrow's "penance" for this little display was going to be spectacular.


Chapter 13: The Slick Altar

The smell of saffron and sweat still lingered in the nave, a ghostly reminder of "Zarah’s" performance the night before. My knees were bruised, my back ached, and my hips felt like they had been dismantled and reassembled by a drunken blacksmith.

But as I walked toward the altar, none of that mattered.

Because the altar was covered in plastic.

Well, not plastic—we didn’t have that here. It was a massive, translucent sheet of treated slime-monster hide. It was slick, waterproof, and currently draped over the sacred stone slab like a tablecloth prepared for a very messy banquet.

Celestia stood beside it. She was holding a gallon-sized jug. Not a delicate vial. A jug.

"Good morning, Sinner," she greeted, her voice bright and chipper.

She was wearing a white robe today, loose and airy, tied loosely at the waist. It looked innocent enough, until the sunlight from the stained glass hit it, revealing the shadow of her curves underneath. She wasn't wearing anything else.

"What's with the... tarp?" I asked, stopping at the altar steps.

"The pulpit was desecrated last night," she explained, uncorking the jug. "The residual energy of our... sermon... has tainted the sanctuary. It needs to be cleansed."

"And we cleanse it with a tarp?"

"We cleanse it with anointing," she corrected. "Deep, penetrating anointing. The stone must be sealed. And so must the priest."

She tipped the jug.

Thick, amber-colored oil glugged out onto the treated hide. It pooled in the center, glistening in the light. The scent hit me instantly—peppermint and eucalyptus. Sharp, cooling, and medicinal.

"Strip," she ordered.

Being past the point of modesty, I offered no argument and simply unbuckled my belt and let my cassock fall to the floor. I kicked off my boots.

I stood naked before the altar. My cock, anticipating the game, gave a half-hearted twitch. It was sore from the marathon session with Zarah, raw and sensitive.

"On the table," she commanded. "Face down."

I climbed onto the altar. The slime-hide was cool and slippery under my skin. I lay flat on my stomach, resting my chin on my crossed arms.

"This oil is special," Celestia said, her voice moving above me. "It’s infused with cooling herbs to soothe your... inflammation. And warming spices to stimulate the blood flow. Fire and ice, Cain."

I felt the first splash.

Cold. Shockingly cold.

"Gah!" I flinched.

"Relax," she soothed.

Her hands landed on my shoulders. They were slick with the oil. She began to rub.

She dug her thumbs into my trapezius muscles, working out the knots. The oil made her movements effortless. Her hands glided over my skin like they were hydroplaning.

"You carry so much tension," she murmured. "Is it the guilt? Or just the weight of your balls?"

"Probably the balls," I grunted into my arm.

She laughed. She poured more oil onto my back. This batch felt warmer.

She didn't just use her hands. She used her forearms. She pressed her elbows into my spine and slid them down to my lower back, ironing me out.

"Mmm, that feels... actually good," I admitted.

"I am a healer, after all," she whispered.

Then, the weight changed.

The altar creaked.

I felt a knee press into the space between my legs. Then another on the outside of my thigh.

She was climbing onto the altar.

"Sister?"

"Shhh. Hands are not enough. To truly anoint the vessel, I must use the whole instrument."

She straddled my lower back.

But she didn't sit. She poured more oil—a lot more—onto my back and onto her own chest.

I heard the wet slap of her skin hitting mine.

She lowered herself completely.

She lay flat on top of me.

"Oh god..."

The sensation was suffocating and divine. Her breasts, massive and soft, flattened against my shoulder blades. Her stomach pressed against my spine. Her thighs lined up with mine.

She was a weighted blanket of curves.

And she was slippery.

"Slide with me," she whispered in my ear.

She pushed off with her toes.

She slid up my body. Her tits dragged over my shoulders, up my neck, and smothered the back of my head. Her pubic bone ground against my tailbone.

Then she slid down.

Squelch. Schluck. Slish.

The sound was obscene. It sounded like someone stirring a giant pot of macaroni and cheese.

"Feel that?" she moaned. "No friction. Just glide."

She slid further down. Her breasts passed over my lower back, then my ass.

She paused there.

She pressed her tits into my buttocks. She squeezed them together, using her cleavage to pinch my ass cheek.

"You have a cute butt, Cain," she teased. "Firm. Playable."

She poured more oil. It ran down my sides, pooling on the slime-hide sheet. I was swimming in it.

"Turn over," she ordered.

It was difficult. I was like a greased pig. I slipped and slid, finally managing to flip onto my back.

The view was blinding.

Celestia was kneeling over me, her white robe discarded somewhere on the floor. She was coated in amber oil. It shone on her collarbones, dripped from her nipples, and slicked her stomach. Her pubic hair was matted down with it, her pussy lips glistening.

"Ready for the main course?" she asked.

She grabbed the jug and poured the rest of it directly onto my chest.

It cascaded down my ribs, over my stomach, and drowned my groin. My cock, which had been semi-soft, perked up immediately at the deluge.

Celestia lay down on top of me again.

Chest to chest. Crotch to crotch.

"Kiss me," she demanded.

She smashed her lips against mine. She tasted of peppermint oil.

She began to move.

She didn't ride me. She swam on me.

She scissored her legs, rubbing her inner thighs against mine. She rolled her hips, grinding her clitoris against my pubic bone. She rubbed her breasts against my chest in a circular motion.

The friction was non-existent. It was pure pressure and heat.

"It's so slippery," I gasped, breaking the kiss. "I can't... I can't get a grip!"

"That's the point," she panted. "Surrender to the slide."

She slid down.

Her breasts engulfed my face. I didn't have to ask. I opened my mouth and tried to latch on, but she was too slippery. Her nipple slid out of my mouth, popping free with a wet noise.

"Try to catch them," she giggled.

She moved her chest back and forth, slapping me with her oiled tits. Smack. Smack. I snapped at them like a hungry dog, managing to catch a passing areola for a second before it slipped away again.

"Frustrating, isn't it?" she cooed.

She slid further down.

Her stomach rubbed against my face. Then her hips.

She positioned herself so her pussy was right over my mouth.

"Eat," she commanded.

I tried. I stuck my tongue out.

But she didn't stay still. She slid back and forth, using my face as a lube track. I got tastes—salty, sweet, minty—but I couldn't get a lock.

Then, she slid down to my cock.

She didn't sit on it.

She sandwiched it.

She pressed her thighs together, trapping my erection between them.

Sumata. But turbo-charged with oil.

"Oh... oh jeez..."

She began to piston her legs.

My cock slid between her soft, slick thighs with zero resistance. It was fast. Incredibly fast.

Thwip-thwip-thwip-thwip.

"Look at it go," she laughed, leaning forward on her hands to watch.

My penis was a blur, shooting back and forth between her legs. The oil made the sensation confusing—I couldn't tell where her skin ended and the oil began.

"It's too fast!" I yelled. "I can't feel the edges!"

"Do you need more pressure?"

She lowered her chest.

She trapped my cock between her breasts and her thighs. She curled into a ball, surrounding my junk with every soft part of her body.

"The Gauntlet," she whispered.

She squeezed everything. Tits. Thighs. Stomach rolls.

She became a living fleshlight.

"Nnngh!"

I arched my back, grabbing the edges of the altar. My fingers slipped off the slime-hide. I flailed, finding purchase on her hips.

"Hold on tight, Cain. It’s going to get turbulent."

She started to convulse.

She wasn't having a seizure; she was isolating muscle groups I didn't know existed. She rippled her stomach against the tip of my cock. She flexed her pecs against the shaft. She clamped her thighs against the base.

It was a symphony of soft crushing.

"I'm slipping!" I panicked. "I'm gonna fall off!"

"You're not going anywhere. You're stuck to me."

She was right. The suction created by the oil and skin was intense.

"I want inside," I begged. "Please, Celestia. It's too slippery. I need friction! I need grip!"

"You want inside?"

She stopped moving. She hovered over me, her hair dripping oil onto my stomach.

"It's very wet in there," she warned. "Whatever friction you think you'll find... might just be more slide."

She lifted her hips. She used her hand to guide my oil-drenched cock.

She lowered herself.

SHLLLUUUUP.

There was no resistance. None. I didn't pop in; I glided in. It felt like falling down a well lined with warm silk.

"Woah," I exhaled.

"Deep," she confirmed.

She lay flat on me again.

We were fused. The oil between our bodies created a seal. When she lifted her chest, it made a suction sound against mine.

She began to fuck me.

But it wasn't a normal fuck. She didn't bounce. She didn't grind.

She undulated.

She moved like a snake. She rolled her spine, sending waves of motion down her body that translated into internal ripples.

My cock was being massaged from the inside out.

"Can you feel my walls?" she whispered in my ear. "They're oiled too. Everything is slick."

"It feels... it feels like I'm dissolving," I groaned.

"Good. Melt into me."

She wrapped her legs around my waist. Her feet—slick with oil—slid up and down my calves.

She hooked her ankles together, locking me in.

Then she squeezed.

Her internal muscles clamped down. But because of the oil, instead of stopping me, it just squeezed me out.

My cock popped out of her.

Bloop.

"Oops," she giggled.

"Put it back!" I demanded.

"You put it back. If you can."

She lay there, legs spread, waiting.

I tried to thrust. But I was so slippery I just slid up her stomach. My cock hit her navel.

"Missed," she teased.

I tried again. I slid sideways, hitting her thigh.

"Missed again. Your aim is terrible, Sniper."

I growled in frustration. I grabbed her hips with both hands, digging my fingers in as hard as I could to get a grip.

"Hold... still..."

I lined it up. I pushed.

I slid in.

"Yes!"

I didn't let go. I held her hips like handles and began to drive into her.

Squelch. Splat. Squelch. Splat.

The noise was incredible. It echoed through the church. If anyone walked in, they would think we were wrestling in a vat of pudding.

"That's it," she encouraged, her head thrown back, splashing oil everywhere. "Churn the butter, Cain! Mix it up!"

I picked up speed. The lack of friction allowed me to go faster than humanly possible. I was jackhammering her.

My balls were slapping against her wet ass. My chest was slapping against her wet tits.

"Faster!" she screamed. "Turn me into a froth!"

The sensation was building. It wasn't the sharp, jagged pleasure of the dry friction. It was a warm, encompassing, overwhelming wave.

"I'm... I'm gonna spin out!" I yelled.

"Do it! Spin!"

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down. She bit my lip. She wrapped her legs tight.

And then she did something with her tail.

I felt it slide between our bodies. Slick, thin, and dexterous.

It wrapped around the base of my cock while I was inside her.

It acted as a vibrating cock ring.

"Oh fuck!"

That was the trigger.

"CUMMING!"

I unloaded.

The spasms were violent. My hips jerked uncontrollably. I was slipping all over her, but the tail held me in place.

I pumped hot semen into her, mixing it with the oil, the slime, and her own fluids.

Celestia moaned, a low, resonant sound that vibrated through her chest into mine.

"Warm," she sighed. "So warm."

I collapsed on top of her.

We slid.

Momentum carried us. We slid sideways across the slime-hide.

"Whoa!"

We slid right off the edge of the altar.

THUD.

We hit the floor in a tangle of limbs and oil.

I landed on the bottom. She landed on top of me.

"Oof," I wheezed.

Silence settled over the sanctuary.

Celestia lifted her head. Her hair was plastered to her face. She blinked oil out of her eyes.

She looked at me.

Then she started to laugh.

It wasn't a seductive laugh. It was a genuine, belly-shaking cackle.

"We fell off the altar," she wheezed. "We actually slid off the altar."

I started laughing too. My back hurt, my ass hurt, and I was covered in goo, but I couldn't help it.

"That was... a safety hazard," I gasped.

"We need railings," she agreed, wiping her face.

She tried to stand up. She slipped and fell back onto my chest.

"I can't get up," she giggled. "I'm too greasy."

"We live here now," I said. "This is our home. The floor."

She rested her chin on my chest, looking into my eyes. Her expression softened. The laughter faded into a warm, affectionate smile.

"You have good endurance, Cain," she whispered. "You stayed hard even when you couldn't feel anything but slime."

"I felt you," I said. "I felt you everywhere."

She kissed my nose.

"You're a mess."

"You're a messer."

She finally managed to get a grip on the floor and stood up. She offered me a hand.

I took it. Her hand slipped out of mine instantly.

She rolled her eyes. "Grab my wrist."

I grabbed her wrist. She hauled me up.

We stood there, two naked, oil-coated figures in the middle of a church, shimmering like statues made of liquid gold.

"Shower," she decided. "Immediately. Before the oil sets and we become permanent fixtures."

She turned to walk away, leaving oily footprints on the stone.

"Wait," I called out.

She turned back.

"What about the altar?" I pointed to the slime-hide sheet, which was now a disaster zone of pooled oil and fluids.

"Leave it," she waved a hand. "It needs to soak. The stone is very... thirsty."

She winked.

"Besides, if the Bishop visits, we'll just tell him it's a new waterproofing technique."

She sashayed toward the back, slipping slightly with every step.

I watched her go. The way the oil highlighted the muscles in her back, the curve of her ass, the sway of her tail.

I felt a twinge in my groin.

"Again?" I whispered to myself in disbelief.

My cock was stirring.

"Unbelievable."

I started to follow her, walking carefully like a penguin on ice.

As I passed the altar, I ran my finger through the puddle we had left.

I brought it to my lips.

Peppermint. Musk. And salt.

I smiled.

"Best waterproofing ever."

I hurried to catch up with her.

"Hey, Sister! Do we have soap? Or do we have to scrub each other?"

"What do you think?" she called back.

I broke into a run, nearly killing myself on the wet stone.

It was worth the risk.


Chapter 14: The Skill Awakening

Something was wrong with my blood.

It wasn’t a sickness. It wasn’t a fever. It was a vibration. A low, constant hum that started deep in my bone marrow and radiated outward, making my skin feel tight and sensitive.

I was polishing the brass candlesticks in the sacristy, but my hands were shaking. Every time the metal touched my skin, I felt a static shock.

Zzzzt.

"Ouch," I hissed, dropping the heavy candlestick onto the table.

I looked at my hand. Faint, white sparks were dancing across my fingertips. They looked like tiny arcs of lightning, fizzling out before they could do any real damage.

"Static electricity?" I muttered. "In a stone church?"

I tried to pick up the cloth again. The sparks jumped from my palm to the fabric, singeing it slightly. The smell of burnt linen filled the air.

"Interesting."

I spun around.

Celestia was leaning against the doorframe. She was watching me with an intensity that made the hair on my arms stand up—and not from the static.

She was wearing a simple silk robe, tied loosely at the waist. It was the color of midnight blue, contrasting sharply with her pale skin. Her eyes were narrowed, focusing not on my face, but on my center.

"You're buzzing, Cain," she said, walking into the room. "I can hear you from the hallway."

"I think I swallowed too much oil yesterday," I said, rubbing my hands on my cassock to try and ground the charge. "Or maybe the milk..."

"No," she interrupted, circling me. She sniffed the air. "This isn't digestion. This is accumulation."

She stopped in front of me. She reached out a hand, hovering it inches from my chest.

Crack.

A visible arc of blue-white energy jumped from my chest to her palm.

"Ah!" She pulled her hand back, shaking it. She smiled, licking her lips. "Spicy."

"What is happening to me?" I asked, panic rising in my throat. "Am I going to explode?"

"In a way," she purred.

She stepped closer, ignoring the sparks. She pressed her body against mine. The static flared, crackling between our clothes, but she didn't flinch. She seemed to feed on it.

"You've been edged for weeks, Cain. Denied. Teased. Milked but never emptied."

She ran her hand down my chest, over my stomach, and rested it firmly on my crotch.

"Your body is adapting," she explained, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "The mana you produce... it has nowhere to go. So it's condensing. It's refining. It's turning into something... potent."

She squeezed.

My knees buckled. The sensation wasn't just sexual pleasure; it was a shockwave of pure power. It felt like she had grabbed a live wire.

"We need to test the potency," she decided.

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward the center of the room. There was a thick, plush rug in front of the fireplace.

"Lie down," she ordered.

"On my back?"

"Yes. But get comfortable. We're going to be here for a while."

I lay down on the rug. The wool was soft against my head. The fire in the hearth cast a warm, orange glow, but the light coming from my body was cool and white.

Celestia stood over me. She untied her robe. It slid off her shoulders and pooled on the floor.

She was naked. And she was magnificent. The firelight danced over her curves, highlighting the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, and the flare of her hips.

She didn't lie down next to me. She crawled over me.

"We're going to try a configuration of mutual worship," she said. "The Circle. The Ouroboros."

She spun around.

She lowered her hips toward my face.

At the same time, she lowered her face toward my hips.

The 69 position.

"Lift your hips," she commanded from down south.

I obeyed. She grabbed my ass cheeks to stabilize me.

Then, she descended.

Her crotch landed on my face.

It wasn't gentle. It was a heavy, wet claim. Her pussy was right against my mouth, her clitoris pressing into my upper lip. The scent was overwhelming—her natural musk amplified by the magical energy in the room.

Down at my waist, I felt her hair tickle my stomach. Then, her hot breath on my shaft.

"Taste me," she ordered, her voice muffled by my thighs. "And let me taste you."

I opened my mouth.

I didn't just lick. I devoured.

Her pussy was swollen, glistening with fluids. I buried my tongue in her slit, lapping at the nectar. It tasted sweeter than usual, charged with the same static that was plaguing me.

At the same moment, she took me in.

Schlop.

She engulfed the head of my cock.

The circuit was closed.

The moment her mouth touched me, a jolt of energy surged through my body. It traveled up my spine, through my brain, out of my mouth, and into her pussy.

It was a loop. A feedback loop of sex and magic.

"Mmmph!" I groaned into her vulva.

She sucked. Hard.

Her technique was flawless. She used the flat of her tongue to massage the underside of my shaft while her lips created a vacuum seal around the head. She bobbed her head rhythmically, her nose brushing through my pubic hair.

I responded in kind. I thrust my tongue deep inside her, curling it upwards to hit her G-spot. I sucked on her clitoris, treating it like a lollipop.

Slurp. Lick. Suck.

The sounds of our wet mouths filled the quiet room.

"So... charged..." she mumbled against my cock, pulling off for a split second to breathe before diving back down. "You taste like... lightning."

She was right. I could feel the energy building. It wasn't just the pressure of an orgasm; it was liquid light pooling in my balls.

She picked up the pace. She used her hand to fondle my scrotum, rolling the heavy orbs between her fingers.

"Give it to me," she hummed. The vibration traveled through my cock, shattering my composure.

I reached up—or down, relative to me—and grabbed her ass cheeks. They were soft, smooth, and perfect handles. I spread them apart, exposing her asshole to the warm air. I took a risk and swirled my tongue around the rim.

"Ah!"

Her hips jerked against my face. Her vaginal walls clamped down on my tongue.

In response, she bit me. Gently. A scrape of teeth against the sensitive head.

"Dirty boy," she growled against my thigh. "Two can play that game."

I felt a finger.

Her finger slid past my balls and pressed against my perineum. Then, it slipped inside.

"Oh god!"

The prostate stimulation combined with the oral suction was nuclear.

My vision went white.

Warning: Mana Capacity Reaching Critical Levels.

The system notification flashed behind my eyelids. I ignored it. I was too busy drowning in pleasure.

She swirled her tongue around my frenulum—the Banjo String. She flicked it rapidly. Thwip-thwip-thwip.

I bucked my hips, thrusting into her throat. She took it deep, gagging slightly, a sound that drove me wild.

"I'm... I'm getting close!" I muffled into her wetness.

"Don't stop!" she muffled back.

She started to grind her face against my crotch. She wasn't just sucking; she was nuzzling, licking, kissing. She was worshiping the weapon.

And I was worshiping the altar. I drank her juices like a man dying of thirst. Every swallow seemed to feed the fire in my blood.

The vibration in my bones intensified. It turned into a roar.

My skin began to glow.

Actual light.

I saw the reflection of it on the ceiling above her legs. A soft, pulsing white aura was emanating from my body.

"Do you see that?" I tried to say, but my mouth was full of pussy.

Celestia pulled off my cock. She looked up—or down—at me. Her eyes were wide, reflecting the glow.

"Beautiful," she whispered.

She didn't stop. She went back down.

But this time, she changed the suction. She started to pull. Not just with her muscles, but with her magic.

"I'm going to extract it," she mentally projected into my head. "The Essence."

I felt a tugging sensation in my gut. It felt like my soul was being hooked and reeled in.

"Celestia! It's too much!"

My balls tightened painfully. The "Holy Semen" was churning, boiling.

"Let it go, Cain! Evolve!"

She sucked harder than physically possible. Her cheeks hollowed. Her throat worked furiously.

I clamped my hands on her ass. I buried my face in her crotch, biting her thigh in desperation.

"I'M CUMMING!"

It happened.

But it wasn't a normal climax.

A beam of white light shot out of me.

Literally.

I felt the fluid leave my body, but it was accompanied by a shockwave of mana.

Celestia didn't pull away. She clamped her mouth tight over the head of my penis, sealing the eruption.

She swallowed the light.

She swallowed the fluid.

Her body jerked. Her wings—which had been hidden—burst out of her back in a shower of spectral feathers. Her tail whipped around, knocking over the fire irons. Clang!

I kept pouring into her. It felt endless. A river of hot, white lava leaving my body.

My status plate was going haywire in my mind.

Skill Unlocked: Holy White Fluid (Level 1)

Effect: High-potency purification, mana restoration, addictive properties.

Passive: Divine Fertility (Inactive).

Endurance: MAXED (Tier 1).

I was shaking violently. The rug was bunching up under my hands.

Celestia was moaning into my crotch, a sound of pure gluttony. She was drinking the power. Her skin flushed from pale to a vibrant, healthy pink. The dark circles under her eyes vanished. Her aura flared, turning from a demonic purple to a strange, hybrid gold.

Finally, the flow stopped.

I lay there, paralyzed, my chest heaving. The glow on my skin faded slowly, retreating back into my veins.

Celestia stayed where she was for a long minute, catching her breath. She licked the last drops from the tip, savoring them.

Slowly, she lifted her head.

She looked... drunk.

Her eyes were swirling with colors. Her lips were swollen and coated in a thick, pearlescent substance that glowed faintly in the dark room.

"Wow," she whispered.

She crawled off me and sat back on her heels. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked at the residue.

"That wasn't just mana," she said, her voice sounding deeper, more resonant. "That was... pure life force."

She looked at me with a mix of awe and hunger.

"You taste like a god, Cain."

I managed to prop myself up on my elbows. I felt incredibly light. Empty, but clean. The buzzing was gone, replaced by a cool, quiet stream of energy.

"Did I... did I hurt you?" I asked.

"Hurt me?" She laughed, a rich, throaty sound. "You just upgraded me."

She flexed her wings. They were larger now, the membranes shimmering with an iridescent sheen.

"Look at this," she said, pointing to her arm.

She ran a claw lightly over her forearm, drawing a thin line of blood.

Before the blood could even bead up, it vanished. The skin knit itself back together in seconds, leaving no scar.

"Instant regeneration," she breathed. "From one dose."

She crawled back to me. She straddled my chest, sitting on me. She wasn't heavy. She felt weightless.

"You have no idea what you've just unlocked, do you?" she asked, leaning down to brush her lips against mine. She tasted of me. Of the holy fluid.

"I saw a notification," I rasped. "'Holy White Fluid'."

"A boring name for a miracle," she teased. "Do you know what this means?"

"That I'm a mana battery?"

"It means," she whispered, grinding her hips against my chest, "that we don't have to worry about me draining you to death anymore. You produce more than I can eat. You produce the antidote to my poison."

She smiled, and her fangs extended slightly. They were sharper, whiter.

"It means, Cain... that we can finally really fuck."

My heart skipped a beat.

"Really fuck?"

"No more barriers. No more oil slides. No more teasing."

She grabbed my hand and placed it on her womb.

"Next time... you put that holy liquid right here. Where it belongs."

She kissed me deep. A transfer of energy back to me. It jump-started my heart.

"But not tonight," she pulled back, patting my cheek. "You need to recharge. That was a lot."

She stood up. She looked down at her body. She was glowing with health.

"I need to go meditate," she said, sounding giddy. "I need to process this upgrade. My stats are going crazy."

She gathered her robe but didn't put it on. She walked toward the door, naked, wings fluttering, tail swaying happily.

"Clean up the rug, Cain," she called over her shoulder. "And drink plenty of water. We have a big day tomorrow."

"What's tomorrow?" I called out, lying on the floor, feeling like a wrung-out towel.

She paused in the doorway. The firelight caught the curve of her hip.

"Tomorrow," she grinned, her eyes flashing gold, "we test if your holy fluid works on... other things."

"Other things?"

"Like demons. Or curses. Or... maybe Mrs. Higgins's hip."

She winked and vanished.

I lay there on the rug.

I checked my status again.

Mana: 10/1000 (Recovering rapidly).

Class Upgraded: Divine Vessel.

Title: The Succubus's Grail.

I started to laugh. A weak, wheezing laugh.

I was a holy grail. Filled with magic cum.

"My mother would be so proud," I whispered to the ceiling.

I closed my eyes and let the warmth of the fire wash over me. I felt different. Stronger. The fear of the succubus was gone, replaced by a symbiotic need.

She needed me to live. I needed her to empty me.

It was the perfect trap.

And I never wanted to leave.

I reached down to adjust my balls. They were already tingling again. The hum was back, faint but growing.

"Divine Fertility," I muttered, remembering the passive skill.

I had a feeling "recharge" wasn't going to take long.

I groaned and rolled off the rug.

"Time for water," I said. "Gallons of it."


Chapter 15: The Revelation

The door to Celestia’s private quarters was locked.

It was a heavy, iron-reinforced oak door situated at the very back of the church crypts, a place I had never been invited to enter. Usually, she came to me. She appeared in the library, the garden, the bell tower, or my dreams.

But tonight, I was done waiting.

My blood was humming. The "Holy White Fluid" skill I had unlocked wasn't just a passive buff; it was a constant, low-grade fever in my veins. I felt heavy, charged, and aggressive. My mana bar was full, and the pressure in my groin was a physical ache that no amount of cold water could soothe.

I knocked.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

"Celestia," I called out. My voice sounded deeper, reverberating in the stone hallway. "Open up."

No answer.

I pressed my hand against the wood. I pushed my mana into the lock. The mechanism clicked, groaned, and then the heavy bolt slid back with a rusty screech.

I pushed the door open.

The room inside was suffocatingly hot. It didn't smell like the damp crypt; it smelled like a harem in the depths of the inferno. The air was thick with perfume—that heavy, musk-and-lilies scent, but concentrated to a dizzying degree.

The room was lavish. Red velvet drapes covered the stone walls. The floor was piled high with cushions and furs. In the center, a massive four-poster bed sat like a throne, covered in black silk sheets.

And Celestia was there.

She wasn't wearing the nun’s habit. She wasn't wearing the playful lingerie of "Zarah."

She was in her true form.

She lay sprawled across the bed on her stomach, reading a book. Her wings were fully extended, spanning the width of the mattress, the leathery membranes glistening in the candlelight. Her tail lashed lazily behind her, the spade tip flicking against the pillows.

She wore nothing but a thin, gold chain around her waist. Her skin was a pale violet in the dim light, her horns curving sharply back from her forehead.

She looked up as I entered, her glowing pink eyes narrowing.

"You have a death wish, entering a lady's bedroom without an invitation," she purred, closing the book.

"I knocked," I said, stepping inside and kicking the door shut behind me. "You didn't answer."

"Maybe I didn't want company."

"Liar."

I walked toward the bed. The air grew hotter with every step. It felt like walking into a pressure cooker.

"You've been avoiding me all day," I accused. "Ever since the library. Ever since I leveled up."

She rolled onto her back. The motion was languid, deliberate. Her breasts, heavy and perfect, settled against her chest. She spread her legs slightly, just enough to give me a glimpse of her wet, pink slit nestled between violet thighs.

"Avoiding?" She laughed. "I was letting you rest. You expelled a lot of life force, Cain."

"I'm recovered," I said, stopping at the edge of the bed. "And I'm hungry."

I looked down at her. She looked up at me, a challenge in her eyes.

"Hungry?" She reached out a clawed hand and traced the air in front of my crotch. "Or just horny?"

"Both."

I didn't ask for permission. I climbed onto the bed.

The mattress sank under my weight. The silk sheets were cool against my skin. I crawled over her, straddling her hips, pinning her legs with my weight.

"Bold," she whispered, her tail wrapping around my thigh. "The little priest is feeling dominant tonight."

"The priest is tired of games, Celestia."

I reached down and grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head. She didn't fight me. She let me do it, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

"We've done everything," I listed, my face inches from hers. "Handjobs. Blowjobs. Titjobs. Thighjobs. Anal beads. Oil slides."

I pressed my erection against her stomach. Through my trousers, the heat of her skin was searing.

"You said that with my new skill... we could really fuck."

Her smile faltered. Just for a second.

"I did say that," she admitted softly.

"Then why are you hiding in here?"

"I'm not hiding. I'm... preparing."

"Preparing for what?"

"For the storm."

She bucked her hips, dislodging my balance. In a blur of motion, she reversed our positions.

Suddenly, I was on my back, and she was straddling me. Her wings flared out, casting a massive shadow over me. Her hair, now a wild mane of platinum, fell around my face.

"You want to fuck?" she hissed, her voice dropping into that dual-layered demonic resonance. "You want to put that holy rod inside a creature of hell?"

She reached down and ripped my trousers open. The buttons popped and flew across the room.

My cock sprang free, hitting her stomach. It was fully erect, veins bulging, glowing faintly with the "Holy White Fluid" aura.

She looked down at it. Her nostrils flared. She inhaled the scent of the mana leaking from me.

"It smells so good," she groaned, her composure cracking. "Like pure sunlight."

She ground her wet pussy against my shaft.

"Oh god..." I arched my back.

The sensation was electric. Direct skin-to-skin contact with her true form was different. Her skin felt smoother, hotter, almost vibrating against mine.

"Do it," I challenged. "Sit on it."

She hesitated. She hovered her hips just above the tip. I could see the entrance—wet, inviting, pulsing.

"Please," I begged, my dominance shattering under the weight of lust. "Just put it in."

She bit her lip. "If I do... I might not be able to stop."

"I don't want you to stop!"

"You don't understand!"

She slammed her hands onto my chest, pinning me down.

"You think this is just friction? You think this is just like the oil?"

She lowered herself an inch. The head of my cock brushed against her clitoris.

"Ahhh!" We both cried out.

The magical feedback was instant. Sparks flew from our point of contact.

"It burns," she gasped. "It burns so good."

She began to slide. Not penetration. Just rubbing. She slid her slit up and down the length of my shaft, coating it in her juices.

"I'm going to taste you first," she decided. "I need to... dilute the potency."

She shifted her weight. She moved backward, sitting on my knees. She grabbed my ankles and pulled my legs apart.

She dove between my thighs.

She didn't use her mouth immediately. She used her tongue.

She licked the head of my cock like an ice cream cone. Long, flat strokes.

Slurp. Lick.

"So sweet," she murmured against the skin. "Crystallized mana."

She swirled her tongue around the rim. She sucked gently.

Then, she looked up at me, her eyes glowing neon pink.

"Watch this."

She opened her mouth wide. Her jaw unhinged slightly—not in a gross way, but in a supernatural way that allowed her to take in more than should be possible.

She engulfed me.

GLUCK.

She took me down to the hilt in one smooth motion.

But she didn't stop there.

She kept going.

She swallowed my balls.

"What the—?!"

She had sucked my entire package into her mouth. The sensation of warm, wet suction around my scrotum was mind-altering. She hummed, the vibration rattling my pelvis.

She bobbed her head.

Schlop-schlop-schlop.

It was aggressive. It was primal. She was trying to extract every drop of fluid I had before we even got to the main event.

"Celestia! I'm gonna...!"

She pulled off with a loud pop.

My cock was glistening, red, and throbbing. My balls felt drained of tension but full of mana.

She crawled back up my body. She looked feral. Saliva dripped from her chin.

"You're ready," she whispered.

"I've been ready for weeks!"

"No. You're primed."

She sat up. She positioned herself directly over my hips.

She reached back and grabbed her own ass cheeks, spreading them.

"Not the ass," she said, seeing my eyes wander. "The honey pot."

She guided my cock to her vaginal entrance.

This was it. The moment of truth.

She pushed down.

The head broke the seal.

Squelch.

"Ungh!"

It felt like I had stuck my dick into a live electrical socket. The walls of her vagina clamped down on the head, hot and incredibly tight.

"It's... tight..." I wheezed.

"Relax," she commanded, her face twisting in pleasure. "Let me take it."

She sank lower.

Inch by inch.

My cock disappeared inside her. The sensation was overwhelming. It wasn't just physical; I could feel her mana merging with mine. It was a soul-deep caress.

When I was halfway in, she stopped.

She froze.

Her eyes went wide. Her wings snapped rigid.

"What?" I panted. "What's wrong? Keep going!"

"I... I can feel it," she whispered.

"Feel what?"

"The connection. The Soul Tether."

She looked down at our joining. A faint, golden chain of light was becoming visible, linking my navel to hers.

"It's forming," she said, panic creeping into her voice. "Too fast. It's forming too fast."

"So what?" I reached up and grabbed her hips. "Let it form! I want to be yours!"

"You idiot!"

She tried to lift herself off.

"No!" I roared.

I pulled her down.

I slammed her down.

SHUNK.

I buried it to the hilt. My pelvis crashed against hers.

"AHHHHHHHHH!"

She screamed. I screamed.

The world exploded.

It wasn't metaphorical. A shockwave of energy blasted out from the bed, blowing the curtains open and extinguishing half the candles.

We were locked together. Fused.

I could feel her heartbeat in my chest. I could feel her hunger in my stomach. I could feel the ancient, bottomless void of the Succubus demanding to be filled.

"Move," I ordered. It wasn't my voice. It was the voice of the Divine Vessel.

"I... I can't..." she gasped. "It's too intense!"

I began to thrust.

I bucked my hips upward, driving into her womb.

Wham. Wham. Wham.

The sound of wet flesh colliding filled the room.

"Oh god! Oh Satan! Cain!"

She lost control. Her demon instincts took over.

She grabbed my shoulders, her claws digging into my skin, drawing blood. She began to ride me.

Violently.

She bounced with a speed that blurred her form. Her wings beat the air, creating a wind that whipped the sheets around us. Her tail wrapped around my neck, choking me, pulling me into the kiss.

We kissed. Her tongue was a snake in my mouth.

"Feed me!" she telepathically shrieked in my mind. "Give it to me! All of it!"

"Take it!" I screamed back.

I grabbed her breasts. They were heaving, sweat-slicked. I squeezed them as hard as I could.

The friction was unbearable. Her pussy was a furnace, milking me, massaging me, trying to rip the soul out of my body through my urethra.

"I'm cumming!"

"CUM! DIE FOR ME!"

I exploded.

I unleashed the "Holy White Fluid."

It shot into her like a cannonball.

"YEEESSSSSS!"

She threw her head back, her back arching so unnaturally it looked like it might snap. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

I pumped. And pumped. And pumped.

The golden chain between our navels flared bright white. I felt my life force draining. Not just the excess mana—everything. My memories, my strength, my heartbeat.

It was flowing into her.

My vision went gray.

"Celestia..." I whispered. "It's... too much..."

She kept riding. She was in a trance. She couldn't stop. She was drinking my soul.

My arms fell limp. My legs went numb.

The pleasure was slowly turning into a cold, numbing void.

Is this it? I thought. Is this how I die? Fucked to death by a succubus?

Best way to go.

My eyes started to close. The darkness was coming.

Suddenly.

SLAP.

A stinging pain across my face.

Celestia had slapped me. Hard.

She ripped herself off my cock.

POP.

The connection severed. The golden chain shattered into sparks.

She scrambled backward, pressing herself against the headboard, clutching her stomach. Semen and white light leaked from between her legs, staining the black silk sheets.

I lay there, gasping, my chest heaving. The color was draining back into the world, but slowly.

"You..." she panted. Her eyes were wide with terror. Real terror.

She looked at me, then down at herself. Her skin was glowing so brightly it hurt to look at her.

"You almost died," she whispered.

I tried to sit up. My arms shook. I collapsed back onto the pillows.

"I... I feel fine," I lied. I felt like a hollowed-out husk.

"No, you don't," she snapped. "Look at your chest."

I looked down.

Right over my heart, there was a black bruise. It was shaped like a handprint. Her handprint.

"The Soul Tether initiated," she said, her voice trembling. "It started to consume your core. If I hadn't stopped... your heart would have stopped within seconds."

She crawled to the edge of the bed, away from me. She wrapped her wings around herself, shivering.

"I told you," she said, tears welling in her pink eyes. "I told you it was dangerous."

"But..." I swallowed, my throat dry. "But we did it. We had sex."

"And you almost paid the ultimate price."

She stood up. Her legs were shaky. Fluid ran down her thighs.

"Get dressed," she ordered. Her voice was cold now. Defensive.

"Celestia—"

"GET DRESSED!" she screamed. A shockwave of force knocked a vase off the table.

"Get out. Go to your room. Recover."

I managed to roll off the bed. I found my torn trousers and pulled them on, holding them up with one hand.

I looked at her. She was standing by the window, looking out at the moon, hugging herself. She looked terrified. Not of me. Of herself.

"You liked it," I said softly.

She didn't turn around.

"That's the problem, Cain. I loved it. And because I loved it... I almost killed you."

She turned her head. Her profile was sharp, demonic, and incredibly sad.

"Are you ready to die?" she asked.

The question hung in the air.

"Because next time... I won't be able to stop. If you enter me again, the bond will complete. And a human soul cannot survive the merger with a high-ranking demon."

She looked at me with a grim finality.

"You have a choice now. You can be my plaything. My mana battery. My oral servant. We can do everything but that."

She pointed to the bed, stained with the evidence of our union.

"But if you want that again... you have to find a way to stop being human."

She turned back to the window.

"Leave me."

I walked to the door. My body ached. My heart felt like it had been squeezed by a giant.

But as I stepped into the hallway, I wasn't scared.

I touched the black bruise on my chest.

It throbbed.

"Stop being human," I whispered to myself.

I walked down the stone corridor, my steps getting steadier with every yard.

I checked my status.

Status: Soul damage (Recovering).

Race: Human (Destabilized).

Hidden Quest Unlocked: The Demon's Consort.

Objective: Survive the Union.

I grinned. It was a weak, tired grin, but it was real.

I had a new quest.

And I knew exactly where to start looking for the answer. The forbidden section of the library. The books Celestia told me never to touch.

If she wanted a monster to match her... I was going to become one.


Chapter 16: Seeking the Cure

The lock on the iron gate leading to the Restricted Section of the library wasn't mechanical. It was biological.

A stone gargoyle head protruded from the center of the door, its mouth open in a silent scream. Its eyes were hollow rubies, dull and lifeless. Above it, an inscription carved in ancient script read: Only the essence of life may open the path to death.

"Essence of life," I muttered, holding a candle in the damp, drafty hallway. "Subtle."

I knew what it wanted. This entire church was built on a foundation of repressed—and expressed—desire.

I unbuckled my trousers.

I was still running on the adrenaline of the near-death experience in Celestia’s bedroom. My chest still throbbed where her handprint had bruised my skin, a constant reminder of the "Soul Tether" that tried to eat me. But instead of fear, I felt a cold, hard determination.

I wasn't going to stop. I wasn't going to be her pet. I was going to be her equal.

I gripped my semi-hard cock. It felt heavy in my hand, dense with the "Holy White Fluid" that was now constantly regenerating in my system.

I stroked myself. Once. Twice.

The reaction was immediate. The hum in my blood spiked. My hand glowed faintly.

I aimed at the gargoyle’s open mouth.

"Eat up, ugly," I whispered.

I stroked faster, focusing on the sensation of the rough stone floor under my boots, the smell of old paper, the memory of Celestia’s wings.

I didn't need a full orgasm. I just needed a sample.

I edged myself to the brink, squeezed the base, and milked a single, thick rope of glowing white fluid.

It landed perfectly on the gargoyle's tongue.

HISS.

Steam rose from the stone mouth. The ruby eyes suddenly flared with a blinding crimson light. The gargoyle seemed to swallow, a grinding stone sound echoing in the corridor.

Click. Clank. Grumble.

The iron gate swung open.

"Gross," I smirked, buttoning my pants. "But effective."

I stepped inside.

The Restricted Section smelled of ozone and forbidden magic. The shelves were tall, made of black bone rather than wood. The books were bound in materials I didn't want to identify—some looked like leather, others like scales.

I didn't have to search long. My "Divine Vessel" status seemed to act as a compass, pulling me toward the darkest corner of the room.

There, on a pedestal made of obsidian, sat a massive tome.

The Codex of Interspecies Union.

I blew the dust off the cover. I opened it.

The pages were warm to the touch. The text wasn't written in ink; it shifted and writhed like living shadows.

I scanned the index, my finger tracing the squirming lines. Succubi. Incubi. Soul Drain. Mortality Rates.

I found it. Page 69. (Of course).

"The Problem of the Soul Tether," I read aloud, translating the demonic script. "When a high-ranking demon mates with a mortal, the disparity in soul density creates a vacuum. The mortal soul is siphoned into the demon to fuel the conception of offspring."

I swallowed hard. "Offspring. Right."

I read on.

"Solution: The Rite of Abyssal Ascendance. The mortal must increase their Soul Density to match the demon. This can be achieved through the ingestion of demon essence... or..."

I leaned closer.

"...or by reversing the polarity of the mana exchange. Instead of being drained, the mortal must forcefully INJECT their own living mana into the demon's core, overwhelming the vacuum and stabilizing the bond."

I stood up straight.

"Inject," I whispered.

I checked my Status Plate.

Skill: Purification (Level 10)

Evolution Available: Holy Injection.

Description: Allows the user to concentrate mana into a physical fluid or body part and forcefully transfer it to a target. Can be used to heal, harm, or overload.

"Overload," I mused.

If I could overload Celestia... if I could fill her faster than she could drain me... the vacuum would break. The bond would stabilize.

"You're reading the unauthorized edition."

The voice came from the shadows. Smooth. Velvet. Dangerous.

I didn't jump. I slowly closed the book and turned around.

Celestia was leaning against a stack of bone-shelves.

She was wearing her glasses. And she was holding a riding crop.

She wore a long, black Librarian's dress that was buttoned to the neck, but the fabric was sheer enough to show she wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples pressed against the silk, hard and demanding. The skirt was tight, pencil-style, with a slit up the back that I knew led to heaven.

"I thought I told you to recover," she said, tapping the crop against her thigh.

"I am recovering," I replied, leaning back against the pedestal. "I'm exercising my mind."

"By breaking into the forbidden section?" She walked toward me. Her hips swayed with a mesmerizing rhythm. "That's a punishable offense, Cain."

"Is it?" I crossed my arms. "I thought you wanted me to find a solution."

"I told you to stop being human," she corrected, stopping a foot away from me. "I didn't tell you to read my diary."

She glanced at the book behind me.

"That tome is dangerous. It drives most men mad."

"I'm already mad," I said. "I'm in love with a demon who tries to eat my soul."

Her eyes softened for a fraction of a second, then hardened again.

"Flattery won't save you from punishment."

She raised the crop and rested the tip under my chin, tilting my head up.

"You entered without permission. You spilled your seed on the gargoyle."

She smirked.

"He told me, by the way. Said it was salty."

"I aim to please."

"Since you are so eager to use your fluids," she whispered, stepping into my personal space. "And since you seem to think you've found a 'solution'..."

She pushed me backward. My lower back hit the obsidian pedestal.

"Prove it."

"Prove what?"

"Prove you can overload me."

She dropped the crop. She reached down and hiked up her skirt.

She wasn't wearing panties.

She lifted her leg and placed her foot on the pedestal next to my hip. The view was spectacular. Her pussy was right there, at eye level, framed by the black silk of her dress and the pale cream of her thighs. It was wet. Soaking wet.

"You think you can use 'Holy Injection'?" she challenged, her eyes glowing pink behind the spectacles. "Then do it. Use your mouth. Use your tongue. Inject your mana directly into my seal."

She leaned forward, grabbing my hair.

"If you can make me pass out... if you can make me lose control without using your cock... then we'll try your little ritual."

"And if I fail?"

"Then I lock you in the dungeon. Forever."

"Deal."

I didn't hesitate. I dropped to my knees.

But she stopped me.

"No," she commanded. "Stay standing. I want you to work for it."

She hopped onto the pedestal, sitting on the closed book. She spread her legs wide, draping them over my shoulders. Her heels dug into my back.

"Eat," she ordered.

I buried my face in her.

The scent was intoxicating—ancient paper, lust, and magic. I opened my mouth and licked the length of her slit.

Slurp.

"Mmm," she hummed, looking down at me, adjusting her glasses. "Basic technique. Is that all you have?"

"Just warming up," I muffled against her clitoris.

I focused. I called upon the System.

Activate Skill: Holy Injection.

I felt the hum in my blood shift. It moved from my core, up my neck, into my jaw, and settled in my tongue.

My tongue began to tingle. It felt heavy, hot, and charged with static.

I pressed the tip of my tongue against her clitoris.

ZAP.

"Ah!"

Celestia flinched, her thighs clamping onto my ears.

"What was that?" she gasped.

"Injection," I said, pulling back to smirk at her. "Phase one."

I dove back in.

This time, I didn't just lick. I pushed.

I pressed my tongue flat against her sensitive button and pulsed my mana.

Thrum. Thrum. Thrum.

It wasn't just physical pressure. It was raw energy being forced into her nerve endings.

"Oh... oh wow..."

Her hands gripped the edges of the pedestal. Her knuckles turned white.

"That feels... weird... good weird..."

I increased the output. I circled her clitoris, firing rapid bursts of mana with every rotation. It was like hitting her with a magical jackhammer.

"Cain! Wait! It's too intense!"

"Endurance training," I reminded her, echoing her words from days ago.

I moved lower. I slid my tongue into her vagina.

I stiffened my tongue, making it rigid with mana. I thrust it in and out, mimicking a phallus. With every thrust, I released a wave of purification energy.

Squish. Zap. Squish. Zap.

Inside her, the holy energy reacted with her demonic nature. It didn't burn her; it boiled her. It created a chemical reaction of pure pleasure that bypassed her physical tolerances.

"No... no... don't go there..."

She was panting. Her hips started to buck involuntarily.

"Injection," I thought. "Deeper."

I pushed my tongue as deep as it would go. I found her G-spot—a rough, ridged area on the front wall.

I pressed my tongue against it and held it there.

Then, I unleashed a continuous stream of mana.

BBZZZZZZZZZZT.

"AHHHHHH!"

Celestia threw her head back. Her glasses flew off her face.

"IT'S TOO MUCH! STOP!"

She tried to push me away, but I held onto her thighs. I kept the connection. I pumped mana into her until I felt her internal muscles begin to spasm.

"Submit," I growled against her wetness. "Submit to the cure."

"I... I can't...!"

"Take it!"

I switched techniques. I started to suck. I created a vacuum seal over her entire vulva, sucking the juices out while injecting mana in. The push-pull dynamic was devastating.

Her body went rigid.

"I'M... I'M LEAKING!"

She wasn't talking about fluids. She was talking about her aura.

Purple light began to bleed from her skin, mixing with the white light of my injection. The air in the library crackled. Books started to rattle on the shelves.

"Overload," I thought. "Now."

I gave one final, massive surge. I poured everything I had into my tongue.

CRACK-BOOM.

Celestia screamed—a sound that wasn't human, wasn't demon, but pure ecstasy.

She clamped her legs around my head with crushing force. If I didn't have high Endurance, my skull would have popped.

Then, she exploded.

A fountain of fluids soaked my face. But more importantly, a shockwave of magical energy blasted out of her core.

She convulsed. Once. Twice.

Her eyes rolled back so far only the whites showed. Her tongue lolled out.

She went limp.

She collapsed backward onto the open book, her legs sliding off my shoulders to dangle uselessly.

I stood there, gasping for air, wiping her fluids from my eyes. My face was glowing. My tongue felt numb and electric.

"Celestia?"

Silence.

"Sister?"

She twitched. A low, broken moan escaped her lips.

"System... error..." she mumbled deliriously.

I checked her. She was breathing, but she was completely out of it. Her mana bar was full—overflowing, actually. I had force-fed her so much energy she was drunk on it.

I picked up her glasses from the floor and cleaned them on my shirt.

I walked over and placed them gently back on her face.

"I win," I whispered.

I grabbed her ankles and pulled her hips to the edge of the pedestal again.

She didn't resist. She was a ragdoll.

"Round two?" I asked.

Her eyes fluttered open. They were unfocused, swirling with pink and white spirals.

"You..." she slurred. "You monster."

"Your monster."

She reached out a shaky hand and grabbed my collar. She pulled me down.

"Do it again," she whispered. "But... harder."

"We have a deal," I reminded her. "The ritual."

She let go of my collar and flopped back.

"Fine," she groaned. "The ritual. Whatever."

She spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely.

"But first... you have to clean up this mess. I can't start a dark ritual with a sticky pussy."

I smiled.

"My pleasure."

I went back to work.

For the next hour, the only sounds in the Forbidden Section were the wet slaps of my tongue, the crackle of holy magic, and the whimpering of a high-ranking succubus being thoroughly dismantled by her own student.

By the time I was done, Celestia couldn't walk. I had to carry her back to her room.

She clung to me like a koala, her face buried in my neck, mumbling about "holy tongues" and "cheating."

I laid her on the bed—the same bed where I had almost died yesterday.

She curled up, her wings wrapping around her like a blanket.

"Tomorrow," she whispered, sleep dragging her under. "Tomorrow night. Under the blood moon."

"Tomorrow," I agreed.

I kissed her forehead.

I walked to the door, feeling ten feet tall.

I had found the cure. I had tested the weapon.

And tomorrow, I was going to use it to claim her for good.

I checked my status one last time before leaving.

Skill: Holy Injection (Mastered).

New Title: The Tongue of God.

Relationship Status: Dominant Partner (Pending Ritual Confirmation).

I walked down the hallway, whistling a jaunty tune.

Being a priest wasn't so bad after all.


Chapter 17: The Dangerous Experiment

The Blood Moon was rising.

Through the high, arched window of the sacristy, the sky was bleeding. A deep, bruised crimson stained the horizon, turning the shadows in the room long and distorted.

Celestia was pacing.

Click-clack. Click-clack.

She was wearing a ritualistic robe of sheer black lace, open at the front, trailing behind her like a funeral shroud. Underneath, she was naked, her skin glowing with a nervous, erratic light. Her wings were twitching, half-unfurled, scraping against the stone walls.

"It's too risky," she muttered, biting a nail. "The math doesn't add up. The Soul Tether resonance frequency is exponential. Even with your... upgraded fluids... the sheer volume of mana needed to reverse the polarity..."

She spun around to face me.

"You'll be a husk, Cain. A dried-up, empty husk."

I was sitting on the heavy oak table, legs spread, watching her panic. I felt calm. Dangerously calm. The hum in my blood had settled into a steady, rhythmic thrum, like a war drum beating in my veins.

"Stop doing math, Celestia," I said, my voice echoing slightly in the quiet room. "You're overthinking it."

"I am trying to keep you alive!" she snapped, her pink eyes flaring. "We are talking about merging a human soul with a demonic core. If we get the dosage wrong... poof. No more Cain."

"Then we test the dosage."

She stopped pacing. "Test it? How? We can't trigger the Tether without penetration."

"We don't need the Tether to test the potency," I explained, hopping off the table. "We need to know if your core can handle the raw input without rejecting it. We need to know if you can absorb the Holy White Fluid fast enough to prevent a backlash."

I walked toward her. The air between us crackled with static.

"We need a direct injection," I said. "But not in the womb. Not yet."

I stopped in front of her and tapped her lips with my index finger.

"Here."

Her eyes widened. "Orally? But the absorption rate in the stomach is slower..."

"Not if I use the Injection skill," I corrected. "I can force it into your system. I can coat your throat, your stomach lining, your very essence. If you can handle a full tank... then we know you can handle the ritual."

She looked at me, then down at my crotch.

I was wearing loose linen trousers. The tent was unmistakable. It wasn't just a erection; it was a weapon primed and loaded. The mana pressure was so high that faint wisps of white steam were rising from the fabric.

"A dangerous experiment," she whispered, licking her dry lips.

"Are you scared?"

"Terrified."

"Good. Open up."

I didn't wait. I grabbed the waistband of my trousers and shoved them down.

My cock sprang free.

It was glowing. Not a faint shimmer, but a solid, pulsing white light that illuminated the dark room. The veins were stark blue against the illuminated skin. The head was a deep, angry purple, weeping clear drops that sizzled when they hit the stone floor.

Celestia gasped, shielding her eyes for a moment.

"It's... bright," she murmured. "It looks like a lightsaber."

"Kneel," I commanded.

She sank to her knees. The black lace of her robe pooled around her. She looked up at me, her face bathed in the ghostly light of my erection. Her expression was a mix of hunger and scientific curiosity.

"Open wide," I said. "No teeth. I'm going to shoot hard."

She opened her mouth. Her tongue, long and dexterous, came out to welcome me.

I stepped forward.

I fed it to her.

Slurp.

She took the head in. Her mouth was hot, wet, and incredibly soft. But I didn't let her set the pace. I grabbed her head with both hands, my fingers tangling in her platinum hair, and I pushed.

"Mmph!"

I slid down her throat.

I felt her gag reflex trigger, then relax as she willfully opened her throat to accommodate me. I buried myself to the hilt. My pubic bone smashed against her nose.

"Take it," I growled. "Prepare the vessel."

I began to fuck her face.

I didn't use my hips. I used my Injection skill.

With every thrust, I pulsed mana into her mouth.

Thrum. Thrum. Thrum.

Her eyes rolled back. Her hands came up to grip my thighs, her claws digging into the muscle.

Gluck-gluck-gluck.

The sound was wet and guttural.

"I can feel it," she telepathically projected into my mind. Her mental voice was shaky. "It tastes like... burning sugar. Like lightning."

"Drink the lightning," I ordered.

I pulled out until just the tip remained in her lips, then slammed back in.

Thwack.

She groaned, the vibration travelling up my shaft. Her throat massaged me, milking the length.

"Deeper," I demanded. "I want to hit your stomach."

I pushed harder. Her nose buried in my bush. I could feel her tongue swirling around the base, desperate to capture every sensation.

"You're leaking," she thought at me. "Pre-cum... it's so potent... my tongue is numb."

"That's just the appetizer."

I looked down. The sight was incredible. A high-ranking demon, a creature of darkness, on her knees, eagerly servicing a human priest whose cock was literally shining with holy power. The contrast between the red moonlight outside and the white glow of my dick created a surreal, violent atmosphere.

"Faster," she begged in my head. "Don't tease. Test me. Break me."

"As you wish."

I accelerated.

I turned her head into a piston. I snapped my hips back and forth, establishing a brutal rhythm.

Slap-slap-slap-slap.

Her cheeks flushed. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes from the depth of the penetration, but she didn't pull away. She pushed back against me, meeting every thrust.

I felt the pressure building in my balls. It wasn't just semen; it was the accumulated life force of the last twenty-four hours. It was heavy. Dense.

"I'm loading the chamber," I warned her. "Get ready."

I squeezed the base of my cock with my internal muscles, forcing the fluid up the channel.

"Injection: Max Output."

My cock swelled. It grew even harder, if that was possible. The light intensified, turning blindingly white.

Celestia sensed it. Her eyes snapped open, glowing pink.

"Do it!" she screamed around my shaft. "Fill me!"

I pulled out.

I didn't want to shoot down her throat. I wanted to see it. I wanted to verify the consistency.

"Face," I barked.

She threw her head back, tongue out, eyes wide, waiting like a baby bird.

I aimed.

BANG.

The first rope hit her forehead.

It didn't look like normal semen. It looked like liquid mercury mixed with starlight. It was thick, pearlescent, and glowing.

"AH!" she cried out as the hot fluid splattered against her skin.

SPLAT. SPLAT. SPLAT.

I erupted. A geyser of holy fluid painted her face. It covered her eyes, her cheeks, her nose. It dripped from her chin.

It kept coming. Four ropes. Five. Six.

I was emptying the tank. My legs shook violently. I grabbed her shoulders to keep from falling over.

"Drink it!" I yelled. "Don't let it waste!"

She swiped a finger across her cheek and shoved it into her mouth. She licked her lips, catching the rivulets running down her chin.

Finally, the flow tapered off to a drip.

I stood there, panting, my cock still semi-hard and glowing faintly, aiming at her face.

Celestia looked like a masterpiece of abstract art. She was covered in the glowing white substance.

Then, the reaction started.

FZZZZT.

The fluid on her skin didn't dry. It absorbed.

It sank directly into her pores.

"Oh..." she breathed.

Her skin began to shine.

The violet hue of her demonic form brightened, turning a soft, translucent lavender. Her pink eyes flared gold. Her wings snapped open, the membranes rippling with waves of white light.

She began to levitate.

Just an inch off the floor.

"Cain," she whispered, her voice echoing with a chorus of power. "It's... it's pure."

She licked the rest of it off her lips.

"It's not just mana," she realized, looking at her glowing hands. "It's panacea. It's stabilizing my core instantly."

She floated up to eye level with me. She didn't stand; she just hovered.

She reached out and touched my face. Her hand was warm, vibrating with energy.

"You were right," she smiled. And for the first time, it wasn't a seductive smile or a mocking smile. It was a smile of pure relief. "My body accepts it. It craves it."

She looked at the remaining fluid on my cock.

She leaned in and kissed the tip, cleaning me off with a tenderness that made my heart ache.

"The experiment is a success," she murmured against my skin.

She pulled back, her eyes locking onto mine.

"If my throat can handle that... then my womb is ready."

She dropped back to the floor, her bare feet touching the stone. The glow on her skin settled into a steady, healthy radiance.

"Go," she ordered gently. "Wash. Prepare your mind."

She turned toward the window, where the Blood Moon was now fully visible, a giant crimson eye staring down at us.

"The moon reaches its zenith in two hours," she said, staring at the red light. "Meet me at the main altar."

She looked back over her shoulder. The white fluids were gone, fully absorbed, leaving her skin flawless.

"And Cain?"

"Yeah?"

"Bring the oil. The slime-hide. Bring everything."

She grinned, her fangs glistening.

"Because tonight, we aren't just doing a ritual. We're going to put on a show for the gods."

I buttoned my trousers. My body felt light, drained but quickly refilling. The passive "Divine Fertility" skill was already churning, producing more.

"I'll be there," I said.

I walked to the door.

"Cain."

I paused.

"Thank you," she whispered. "For feeding me."

I nodded and stepped out into the hallway.

I leaned against the cold stone wall and slid down until I was sitting on the floor. I put my hand over my heart. The bruise was still there, but it felt lighter.

I checked my Status Plate.

Experiment: Success.

Fluid Potency: S-Rank (Holy Elixir).

Celestia's Stability: 100%.

Soul Tether Risk: Reduced to 40%.

"Forty percent," I muttered. "Better than zero."

I looked at my hands. They were steady.

I was ready to die. Or I was ready to become a god.

Either way, I was getting laid.

I stood up and headed for the showers. I had a date with a demon, and I needed to be squeaky clean.


Chapter 18: Unsealed Desires

The sanctuary was bleeding.

The light from the Blood Moon filtered through the high windows, painting the stone floor in shifting shades of crimson and bruised purple. It wasn't the holy light of the Goddess; it was the primal, heavy light of the Demon Realms.

I walked down the center aisle, carrying the jug of oil and the bundled slime-hide. My footsteps echoed, sounding like a heartbeat in the vast, silent space.

Celestia was waiting at the altar.

She wasn't standing. She was floating.

Hovering three feet above the stone slab, she looked like a dark deity. Her wings were fully spread, spanning twelve feet from tip to tip, the membranes translucent and veined with glowing red mana. Her horns were long, curling back like a ram’s, shimmering with gold filigree.

She was naked. Completely, shamelessly naked. Her skin, usually a pale cream, was now a deep, lustrous violet. Her markings—the succubus tattoos that usually remained hidden—flared with neon pink light, tracing intricate patterns over her breasts, down her stomach, and spiraling around her thighs.

"You brought the supplies," she said. Her voice wasn't just sound; it was a vibration that rattled my teeth.

"I did," I replied, setting the items on the altar steps. "But I think you're the main event."

She descended slowly, her toes touching the stone without a sound. She walked toward me. The sway of her hips was hypnotic, exaggerated by the sweeping motion of her tail, which slashed through the air behind her.

"I am starving, Cain," she whispered, stopping inches from me.

Her eyes were no longer blue. They were solid pools of liquid gold, with vertical slit pupils that dilated as she looked at my neck.

"The appetizer in the sacristy... it only woke up the hunger."

She reached out and ripped my shirt open. Buttons scattered across the floor, pinging like hail.

"I've spent weeks holding back," she hissed, running her claws down my chest, tracing the bruise she had left earlier. " weeks treating you like glass. Weeks afraid that if I touched you too hard, you'd shatter."

She pushed me backward. I stumbled, hitting the altar.

"But now I know," she growled, pressing her body against mine. "You don't shatter. You bounce back."

She grabbed my belt and tore it off. My trousers followed.

I stood naked before her in the red light. My cock was already hard, leaking the glowing white fluid, reacting to her proximity like a Geiger counter to radiation.

"You're leaking again," she observed, her tongue flicking out to taste the air. "Good. I need every drop."

She didn't kiss me. She attacked me.

Her mouth crashed onto mine, devouring me. Her tongue was hot, rougher than a human's, scouring my mouth, tasting my saliva. She bit my lower lip, drawing a drop of blood, and sucked it down instantly.

"Spread the hide," she commanded against my lips.

I reached back blindly, grabbing the slime-hide sheet and flinging it over the altar.

"Oil," she ordered.

I uncorked the jug and poured. I didn't measure. I dumped half the gallon onto the hide.

Celestia didn't wait. She shoved me onto the altar.

I slid across the oil-slicked surface, spinning on my back. The stone was cold, the oil was warm, and the air was freezing.

She crawled on top of me.

"Look at you," she purred, straddling my chest. Her knees pinned my arms to my sides. "My sacrifice."

She grabbed the remaining oil jug and poured it over herself. The amber liquid ran down her violet skin, making her shine like polished amethyst. It pooled in her clavicles, dripped from her nipples, and slicked her pubic hair.

She began to slide.

She rubbed her entire body against mine.

This wasn't the playful slide of the previous chapter. This was worship. This was ownership.

She ground her breasts against my face. They were heavy, suffocating, and smelled of ozone and sex. I opened my mouth and tried to bite, but she was too slippery.

"No biting," she scolded, sliding down. "Licking only."

She moved her hips lower. She rubbed her stomach against my chest. Then her pubic mound against my stomach.

She stopped when her crotch was directly over my face.

"Worship it," she commanded. "Prepare the gate."

She lowered herself.

Her pussy landed on my mouth.

It was swollen. Incredibly swollen. Her clitoris was a hard, protruding nub that throbbed against my lips. Her labia were thick, hot, and coated in a mixture of oil and her own slick fluids.

"Eat," she groaned, grinding down.

I ate.

I pushed my tongue out, flattened it, and lapped at her. She tasted different in this form—spicier, darker. It tasted like copper and burnt sugar.

"Use the skill," she begged, her hands gripping the edges of the altar. "Inject me. Numb me. Make me ready."

I activated Holy Injection.

My tongue began to glow inside her. I pressed it against her entrance and pulsed mana.

Zzzzt.

"YES!" She screamed, her back arching. "Right there! Fry the nerves!"

I worked her furiously. I swirled my tongue around her clit, pulsing energy with every rotation. I shoved my tongue inside her, fucking her mouth-to-pussy.

She rode my face. She slammed her crotch against my nose, bruising me, drowning me.

"Deeper!" she shrieked. "Touch the womb!"

While I serviced her, she reached down.

She grabbed my cock.

Her hand was slick with oil. She squeezed. Hard.

"It's so hard," she marveled, looking down at my erection past her own thigh. "It feels like a rod of iron."

She began to stroke me.

It wasn't a gentle handjob. It was a milking. She twisted her wrist at the top and bottom of every stroke, wringing the pleasure out of me.

Schlick-schlack-schlick.

The sound was wet and loud in the sanctuary.

"I want to taste it too," she decided.

She spun around on top of me.

The 69 position again. But this time, she was in her true form. Her tail draped over my face, the spade tip tickling my nose while I stayed buried in her crotch.

She lowered her mouth onto my cock.

She didn't just take the head. She swallowed the whole thing.

GLUCK.

Her throat was different too. It felt ribbed. Textured. Like velvet ridges that massaged my shaft as she bobbed up and down.

"Mmph!"

I bucked my hips, trying to drive deeper into her throat. She took it all, her nose burying in my bush, her horns scraping against my thighs.

She hummed. The demonic resonance vibrated through my dick, stimulating the prostate from the inside.

We fell into a frantic, desperate rhythm. Me eating her pussy, charging her with mana. Her sucking my cock, draining the excess pressure.

It was a loop of energy. I fed her; she drained me. I filled her up; she emptied me out.

"Cain..." she mumbled around my shaft, pulling up for air. Saliva and glowing white pre-cum trailed from her lips. "I need... I need more."

She crawled off me.

She stood at the foot of the altar.

"Stand up," she ordered.

I slid off the altar, my feet finding purchase on the oily floor. I stood before her, dripping with oil and sweat.

"Turn around," she said. "Face the altar."

I turned.

"Bend over."

I gripped the edge of the stone slab. I bent at the waist, presenting myself to her.

"You want to be mine?" she whispered, stepping up behind me. "Then let me mark you."

I felt a sharp pain on my ass cheek.

Scritch.

She was carving a sigil into my skin with her claw.

"Ah!"

"Quiet," she hissed, licking the drop of blood that welled up. "This is the seal of the consort. It binds your mana to mine."

She finished the mark. It burned like fire.

Then, she pressed herself against my back.

Her breasts flattened against my shoulder blades. Her stomach pressed into my lower back.

She reached around and grabbed my cock.

"Now," she whispered in my ear. "We edge."

She started jerking me off. Fast. Brutal.

At the same time, her tail snaked between my legs.

The spade tip pressed against my perineum. Then, it pushed.

"Oh god!"

"Relax," she commanded. "Let the demon in."

The tail slid inside me.

It was smooth, cool, and incredibly dexterous. It curled inside my rectum, finding my prostate instantly.

"Yes..." I groaned, my head falling forward onto the slime-hide.

She curled the tail, massaging the prostate while her hand worked my shaft.

"You like that?" she teased, nipping my ear. "You like having my tail inside you while I stroke your holy rod?"

"Yes! I love it!"

"Good boy."

She sped up.

Pump. Pump. Curl. Press.

The combination was devastating. My knees shook. I was losing control.

"I'm gonna... Celestia, I'm gonna blow!"

"Not yet!"

She squeezed the base of my cock. She stopped the tail movement.

"Hold it," she ordered. "Hold the fire."

I gasped, my body convulsing against the denial. The pleasure hovered there, a burning, white-hot agony. "Good," she soothed, licking the sweat from my neck.

"Let it build. We need maximum pressure." She released her grip. Then, she yanked her tail out. Pop.

The sudden emptiness left me trembling almost as much as the denial.

"Turn around."

I turned, leaning back against the altar. My legs were jelly.

My cock was throbbing so hard I could see my heartbeat in it.

Celestia stood in front of me.

She looked wild. Her hair was a mess. Her body was covered in oil and sigils. Her eyes were burning holes in me.

"Foreplay is over," she declared.

She stepped between my legs.

She grabbed my hips and pulled me to the edge of the altar.

"I am wet," she said, spreading her legs. "I am open. I am ready."

I looked down.

She was more than ready. Her pussy was gaping slightly, dripping a mixture of clear demonic fluid and the white mana I had injected earlier. It pulsed, as if inviting me home.

"But first," she said, stopping me as I reached for her.

She reached into the air. A small rift opened—her inventory.

She pulled out a reserved vial of "Holy Milk" from the garden session—one she hadn't poured into the public font.

"The booster," she grinned.

She uncorked it.

"Drink half," she ordered, handing it to me.

I drank. It was sweet, potent, and instantly cleared the fog in my brain. My energy spiked. My cock hardened even further, if that was possible.

"Now give me the rest."

She didn't take the vial. She pointed to her mouth.

I understood.

I took a mouthful of the milk. I didn't swallow.

I pulled her close. I kissed her.

I pushed the milk into her mouth.

She swallowed it greedily, her tongue wrestling with mine.

We broke the kiss, gasping.

"Now we are synchronized," she whispered. "Same fuel. Same fire."

She stepped back.

She walked to the center of the altar and lay down on her back.

She spread her wings wide, covering the stone. She spread her legs, hooking her ankles over the edge of the slab.

"Come here, Priest," she called out. Her voice echoed through the church.

"Come and claim your Goddess."

I walked toward the altar.

The red moonlight bathed her in blood. The white oil made her shine.

I climbed onto the altar, crawling between her legs.

The heat radiating from her womb was intense. It scorched my face.

"Are you scared?" she asked one last time, reaching out to stroke my cheek.

"No," I lied.

"Good."

She wrapped her legs around my waist. She guided my tip to her entrance.

"Then don't stop," she whispered. "No matter what happens. No matter what I scream. No matter what you see."

She looked deep into my eyes.

"Just... don't... stop."

I nodded.

I pressed forward.

The head of my cock slid past the lips.

The connection sparked. The golden chain appeared instantly, linking our navels.

I took a deep breath.

And I prepared to die.


Chapter 19: The Forbidden Union

The tip of my cock broke the seal.

It wasn't like entering a woman. It was like entering a furnace. The heat was immediate and searing, a wet, clinging fire that wrapped around the sensitive head of my penis and pulled.

"Push," Celestia gasped, her head thrown back against the stone slab. Her hands gripped the edges of the altar until the stone cracked. "Push, Cain. Break the barrier."

I gritted my teeth and shoved my hips forward.

Squelch.

I slid an inch deeper.

The sensation was blinding. Her internal muscles were distinct, ridged rings of velvet-covered steel that clamped down on me with crushing force. They rippled against the intrusion, trying to milk me before I was even fully inside.

"It’s... too tight," I groaned, sweat breaking out on my forehead instantly.

"It has to be," she hissed. "The seal is absolute. Force it open."

I leaned my weight into it. My hands found purchase on her sweat-slicked thighs. I spread them wider, hooking her knees over my shoulders to get maximum leverage.

I drove forward.

SHHHH-UNK.

I buried myself to the hilt in one fluid, devastating stroke.

"AHHHHHHH!"

Celestia screamed. It wasn't a human scream. It was a harmonic shriek that shattered the glass of the oil jug on the floor. Her wings snapped open, creating a gust of wind that extinguished half the candles in the nave.

My pelvis slammed against hers with a bone-jarring thud.

We were connected.

Instantaneously, the golden chain between our navels flared into blinding existence. It solidified, looking less like light and more like molten metal.

Then, the drain started.

It felt like a hook in my chest. A physical tug on my heart. My vision blurred at the edges, graying out as my life force was siphoned toward the connection point.

"It's starting!" Celestia panicked, her eyes rolling back. "It’s taking too much! Pull out! Pull out now!"

"No!" I roared.

I didn't pull out. I grabbed her hips, digging my fingers into her violet skin until I drew blood.

"I'm not leaving!"

I activated Holy Injection.

"Take this instead!"

I visualized the mana in my core—the dense, white energy that had been building for days. I pushed it down. Down through my spine, into my hips, and out through my cock.

I thrust.

WHAM.

I slammed into her womb.

At the moment of impact, I released a pulse of pure mana.

ZZZ-ZAT!

Celestia arched off the altar as if she’d been defibrillated.

"OH GOD!" she wailed. "It burns! It burns!"

"Good burn?" I shouted, withdrawing almost all the way out.

"YES! YES! MORE!"

The gray in my vision receded. The mana transfer was working. I was feeding the hunger before it could eat my soul.

I established a rhythm. It wasn't slow. It wasn't romantic. It was a war.

I pistonned into her.

Slap. Slap. Slap. Slap.

The sound of our wet bodies colliding echoed like gunshots. The oil on her skin mixed with the sweat and the fluids leaking from her, creating a slick, messy friction that allowed me to move at impossible speeds.

"Deeper!" she begged, her nails raking down my back. "Hit the core! Touch the demon!"

I angled my hips. I drove upward, scraping the roof of her canal, hunting for her womb entrance.

I found it. A tight, circular ring at the very back.

I punched it.

Thud.

"ACK!"

Her legs clamped around my waist, crossing at the ankles. She locked me in.

"Don't you dare stop," she growled, her voice dropping into the demonic register. Her fangs were bared, glistening with saliva. "You wanted a monster? You got one. FUCK ME!"

I lost myself. The hum in my blood turned into a roar. The "Divine Vessel" took over. I wasn't a man anymore; I was a battering ram of holy energy.

I hammered her.

Every thrust was a heavy artillery shell of pleasure and magic.

Bam. Pulse. Bam. Pulse.

"I can feel it!" she screamed, clutching her stomach. "It's filling me! The light! It's everywhere!"

Her skin began to glow brighter. The violet deepened to a neon purple. Her markings flared white. The "Holy White Fluid" I was injecting with every thrust—even before the climax—was saturating her system.

"Overload her," I thought. "Drown the connection."

I reached down and grabbed her breast. It was heavy, soft, and hot. I squeezed it brutally, kneading the flesh.

"Milk me!" she cried. "Use my tits! Use everything!"

I leaned down and bit her neck. I sank my teeth into the junction of her shoulder.

She tasted of salt and sulfur.

She responded by wrapping her tail around my throat.

She squeezed.

The asphyxiation hit me. The lack of oxygen spiked the adrenaline.

"Harder," I choked out.

She tightened the tail.

My world narrowed down to the sensation of her tight, scorching pussy gripping my cock and the pressure on my windpipe.

I picked up the pace. I was blurring.

Whap-whap-whap-whap.

"Cain! Cain! I'm slipping!"

Her eyes were wild. She was losing control of her human facade completely. Her face elongated slightly, becoming more bestial, more beautiful.

"Let go!" I commanded. "Drop the mask!"

"I... I can't hold it back!"

She shattered.

Her vaginal walls clamped down on me with the force of a hydraulic press. They rippled, contracting in a wave that tried to pull me deeper and push me out at the same time.

"I'm coming!" she shrieked. "The demon is coming!"

She orgasmed.

It was terrifying.

Her wings flapped violently, creating a windstorm that blew the slime-hide sheet off the altar. Her back arched so high her head nearly touched her heels.

A shockwave of purple magic blasted out of her core.

It hit me.

But instead of knocking me back, it pulled me in. The suction was absolute.

"Mine!" she howled. "Soul is mine!"

The tether turned red. It started to burn. I felt my heart stutter.

"Not yet!" I yelled.

I fought the drain. I grabbed her shoulders and pinned her to the stone.

"Injection: FINAL FLASH!"

I tensed every muscle in my body. My abs cramped. My glutes turned to rock.

I drove my cock as deep as it could physically go. I ground my pubic bone against her clitoris, crushing it.

I released the safety.

"TAKE IT ALL!"

I exploded.

It wasn't a stream. It was a deluge.

A torrent of "Holy White Fluid"—thick, glowing, and heavy—shot out of me.

SPLAT. SPLAT. SPLAT.

I pumped load after load directly into her womb.

"AHHHHHHH!"

Celestia’s scream changed pitch. It went from a shriek of dominance to a wail of pure sensory overload.

The fluid was too much. It was too hot. Too potent.

It flooded her cervix. It filled her womb and spilled back out into the canal, coating my shaft in liquid light.

"It's too full!" she gagged, her eyes rolling back. "I can't... I can't hold it!"

"You will hold it!" I roared, keeping my hips pinned against hers. "Seal it in!"

I kept pumping. My body was wringing itself dry. I gave her my mana. I gave her my stamina. I gave her the very essence of my being.

The golden chain between us flared blindingly white.

CRACK.

A sound like a whip breaking the sound barrier.

The chain shattered.

But it didn't disappear. The fragments of light dissolved and sank into our skin.

The drain stopped.

In its place, a warm, steady hum began to circulate between us. A perfect loop. My energy flowed into her; her energy flowed back into me.

Stabilization.

I collapsed on top of her.

My face buried in her neck. I was gasping for air, my lungs burning. My legs were twitching uncontrollably.

Celestia lay beneath me, utterly destroyed.

Her wings were spread out on the floor, limp. Her tail was uncurled, resting lifelessly on my back. Her chest heaved with shallow, ragged breaths.

We stayed like that for a long time. The only sound was our breathing and the soft drip-drip of fluids hitting the stone floor.

Slowly, the red light of the Blood Moon began to fade, replaced by the soft gray light of dawn creeping through the windows.

"Cain," she whispered. Her voice was wrecked. Raspy.

"Yeah?" I mumbled into her skin.

"Did we die?"

"I don't think so."

"Check."

I lifted my head. I looked at her.

She looked... holy.

The demonic violet of her skin had softened to a pearlescent lavender. Her eyes, now half-open, were no longer slits. They were human pupils, but rimmed with gold.

And she was glowing. A soft, steady white light emanated from her stomach.

She looked down.

My cock was still inside her. Softening now, but still buried deep.

Fluid was leaking around the seal. Thick, white, glowing fluid. It pooled on the altar, mixing with the oil.

"You filled me," she breathed, reaching down to touch her stomach. "I can feel it sloshing. It's heavy."

"I told you I had a lot."

She laughed. A weak, breathless laugh.

"You broke my womb, Priest. It's completely stunned. I don't think I can close my legs even if I wanted to."

She looked up at me. Her expression shifted. The predator was gone. In its place was something softer. Something devoted.

"The tether," she said. "It didn't snap. It... dissolved."

"I felt it," I said. "It feels like... a bridge now."

"A bridge," she agreed. "Permanent."

She reached up and cupped my face. Her claws were retracted. Her hands were soft.

"You did it, Cain. You successfully bred a High Succubus and kept your soul."

She pulled my face down and kissed me. It was a gentle, sweet kiss. Tasted of sweat and victory.

"Now pull out," she murmured against my lips. "Before you get stuck. Demon pussy has a habit of clamping shut when it sleeps."

I grimaced. "Right."

I grabbed her hips to brace myself.

I pulled.

SCHLLLL-OP.

The sound was obscenely wet. A massive amount of white fluid followed me out, gushing onto the stone.

"Woah," I said, looking at the mess.

"Wasteful," she tutted, though she was smiling. "Next time, I'll plug it."

I slid off the altar. My legs gave out immediately.

I hit the floor.

"Oof."

"Careful," she giggled, rolling onto her side to look down at me. "You're empty."

"I am," I admitted, lying on the cold stone. "I feel like a crushed juice box."

Celestia sat up slowly. She winced, putting a hand to her lower back.

"And I feel like I've been split in half by a holy battering ram."

She swung her legs over the edge of the altar. She didn't float. She hopped down.

She stumbled, landing on her knees beside me.

She crawled over. She lay her head on my chest, right over my heart.

"It's beating," she whispered, listening. "Strong. Steady."

She kissed the spot where the bruise used to be. It was gone.

"My Consort," she murmured.

I wrapped my arm around her. Her skin was warm and smooth.

"So," I asked, staring up at the vaulted ceiling. "Does this mean I get a raise?"

She laughed, snuggling closer.

"It means," she said, tracing circles on my chest, "that you own half the church. And half the dungeon. And all of me."

She looked up, her gold-rimmed eyes sparkling.

"But it also means... that now that the bond is stabilized..."

"Yeah?"

"My stamina just tripled."

She grinned. A wicked, familiar grin.

"And since you can now refill your mana instantly by feeding on me..."

She moved her hand down my stomach. She grabbed my flaccid cock.

"We don't need to stop for sleep. Ever."

I groaned. "Celestia, have mercy."

"No mercy," she whispered, squeezing me. "Only worship."

She stood up, pulling me with her.

"Come on, husband. Let's go to the bathhouse. You need to wash the oil off. And I need to extract the rest of this... donation... before it ruins the altar stone."

She turned and walked toward the back, swaying her hips. The white fluid ran down her legs, leaving a glowing trail.

I watched her go.

I checked my status.

Quest Complete: The Demon's Consort.

Reward: Soul Bond (Permanent).

New Title: The Demon King's Vessel.

Mana: Regenerating (Synergistic Rate).

Status: Married (Technically).

I smiled.

I was exhausted. I was sore. I was covered in fluids that probably defied the laws of physics.

But as I watched her wings flutter and her tail flick in invitation, I knew one thing.

I was the luckiest priest in the world.

And I was absolutely, definitely going to need more Gatorade.

I jogged to catch up with her, slipping my arm around her waist.

"Hey," I said. "About that 'plug' idea..."

She laughed, and the sound echoed through the church like a hymn.


Chapter 20: A New Doctrine

The birds were chirping.

It was a disgusting, cheerful sound. The kind of sound that belonged in a children's book, not in a room that smelled like a sex dungeon that had been hit by a magical hurricane.

I cracked one eye open.

Sunlight was streaming through the cracks in the velvet curtains, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air. But these weren't normal dust motes. They sparkled with faint, pink and gold light. Residual mana.

I tried to move my arm. I couldn't.

There was a weight on my chest. A heavy, warm, soft weight.

I looked down.

Celestia was asleep on top of me. Her face was buried in the crook of my neck, her breath hot and steady against my skin. Her wings were draped over us like a chaotic, black silk blanket, shielding us from the morning light. Her tail was wrapped possessively around my thigh, the spade tip resting dangerously close to my balls.

She looked peaceful. Her horns were dull, devoid of the glowing filigree from last night. Her skin had faded from the deep violet of her true form back to a flushed, rosy cream, though I noticed a faint, iridescent sheen that hadn't been there before.

I took a deep breath. My lungs filled without pain. My heart beat with a slow, powerful rhythm.

I was alive.

I checked my internal clock. It was noon. We had slept through Matins. We had slept through the morning rush.

"Oops," I whispered.

Celestia stirred. Her wings fluttered, creating a cool breeze across my sweaty chest. She made a low, grumbling sound in her throat, vibrating against my collarbone.

"Five more minutes," she mumbled, tightening her grip on my waist.

"It's noon, Celestia. The villagers probably think we've been raptured."

"Let them wait," she sighed, nuzzling deeper into my neck. She licked my skin. "I'm digesting."

She shifted her hips.

I froze.

My cock was still inside her.

It was soft—well, semi-soft—but it was definitely still buried in her warm, wet depths. We had fallen asleep coupled.

As she moved, rubbing her internal walls against me, the "Divine Vessel" passive kicked in. Blood rushed south instantly.

"Oh," she breathed, her eyes snapping open.

She lifted her head. Her gold-rimmed pupils dilated as she felt me growing inside her.

"Good morning, husband," she purred, a slow, wicked smile spreading across her lips.

"Good morning, wife."

"You're hard again," she noted, sounding delighted. "I thought I drained you dry."

"Passive regeneration," I reminded her. "It seems I'm a renewable resource."

She laughed, a throaty sound that I felt in my groin.

"Renewable," she echoed. "I like that word."

She pushed herself up. The friction of her movement sent a jolt of electricity up my spine. The soul bond—that invisible bridge between us—flared to life. I could feel her hunger waking up. I could feel her satisfaction.

And I could feel how incredibly wet she was.

"Don't pull out," she commanded softly, seeing me flinch. "We need to seal the pact for the new day. A morning offering."

She sat up fully, straddling my hips. Her breasts, heavy and magnificent, swayed with the motion. They were marked with faint, red bite marks from the night before—my marks.

"Feed me, Cain," she whispered.

She began to grind.

It wasn't frantic like the ritual. It was slow. Languid. It was the movement of a woman who owned everything beneath her.

She rolled her hips in wide, syrupy circles.

Squish. Squelch.

The sound was wet and sloppy. We were swimming in fluids—hers, mine, the oil, the mana.

"You feel different," I groaned, reaching up to cup her breasts. They felt heavier, denser. "Tighter."

"My core leveled up," she explained, leaning back and resting her hands on my knees. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of my cock stretching her. "I can control every inch now."

She proved it.

She rippled her internal muscles.

It started at the cervix, a tight squeeze that travelled down the length of my shaft like a wave, milking me toward the exit, then releasing to suck me back in.

"Oh god..."

"Do you like that?" she teased. "It's called the 'Demon's Throat.' But for the lower mouth."

She did it again. Squeeze. Pull. Release.

I arched my back off the mattress. The pleasure was sharper than before. The bond amplified it. I could feel her pleasure at feeling my pleasure. It was a feedback loop of pure sensation.

"I'm going to fill you up again," I warned, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Do it," she challenged. "Breakfast in bed."

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the pillow beside my head. Her hair created a curtain, shutting out the rest of the room.

She kissed me. Deep and messy.

While she kissed me, she started to bounce.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

She picked up the pace. Her wet pussy slapped against my pelvis. Her breasts rubbed against my chest.

"Mmph!"

She broke the kiss, gasping.

"Faster," she ordered. "I have a lot of energy to burn."

She grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed.

She rode me like a wild animal.

Whap-whap-whap-whap.

"Yes! Use it! Use the mana!"

I could see the glow returning. My cock was acting like a glow stick inside her, illuminating her stomach from within.

"Inject me!" she screamed. "Start the day right!"

I didn't hold back. I didn't edge. I just let go.

"TAKE IT!"

I exploded.

A massive load of Holy White Fluid shot into her.

SPLAT.

Celestia threw her head back and howled. Her wings snapped open, knocking the bedside lamp to the floor.

I pumped and pumped, emptying the morning's accumulation into her greedy womb.

She clamped down, milking every drop.

We collapsed together, panting, sweating, tangled in sheets and limbs.

"Okay," she wheezed after a minute. "Now I'm awake."

She rolled off me—finally popping off my cock with a loud, wet sound that made us both grin.

"Shower," she announced, standing up and stretching. Her joints popped. "Then church. We have a business to run."



The church was booming.

I stood at the pulpit—the same pulpit where I had defiled "Zarah" two nights ago—and looked out at the congregation. It was standing room only.

The air smelled of our special "Holy Incense" (which Celestia laced with a mild aphrodisiac from her garden). The parishioners looked... ecstatic.

Mrs. Higgins was in the front row. She didn't have her cane. She looked twenty years younger.

"And so," I concluded my sermon, my voice booming with newfound authority, "we must embrace the... passion... of the spirit. We must let the energy flow through us, and into one another."

"Amen!" shouted the Baker. He was flexing his biceps. The man looked like he had been lifting flour sacks for forty-eight hours straight.

"Amen!" cheered the Miller's daughter, who was blushing furiously as she looked at me.

I stepped down from the pulpit.

Celestia was waiting by the altar. She was wearing her habit, but she had modified it. It was tighter now, tailored to showcase the hourglass figure that was no longer hidden. And she had ditched the veil, letting her platinum hair flow freely.

"Good sermon, Father," she whispered as I passed, pinching my ass under my robes.

"Behave, Sister," I hissed back.

"Never."

We spent the next three hours dealing with the line of people. They didn't just want blessings; they wanted the "Holy Water."

Celestia sat at a table, dispensing small vials of the water we had... enhanced.

"This will help with your joint pain," she told Mrs. Higgins, handing her a vial that glowed faintly white. "Just one drop under the tongue."

"Oh, bless you, Sister! The last batch made me feel like a teenager! My late husband would have been terrified!"

Celestia winked at me over Mrs. Higgins's head.

We worked like a well-oiled machine. I handled the confessions (which were getting surprisingly kinky), and she handled the "medication."

By the time the doors closed at sunset, the donation box was overflowing. Gold coins, not copper.

"We're rich," Celestia noted, dumping the coins onto the altar table. "We can finally afford to fix the roof."

"Or," I suggested, leaning against the altar, "we could buy a bigger bed."

She stopped counting the coins. She looked up at me.

Her eyes were glowing pink again. The sun had gone down, and the nun mask was slipping.

"A bigger bed," she mused. "That's... actually a very practical idea."

She walked over to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down for a kiss.

It tasted of victory.

"You did well today, Cain," she murmured. "You didn't even get a boner when the Miller's daughter dropped her basket."

"I have better control now," I said. "Besides, I know where the real goods are."

She grinded her hips against mine.

"Flattery will get you everywhere."

She pulled back, her expression turning serious. Or, at least, mischievous.

"But Cain... we have a problem."

"A problem?" I tensed. "Is the bond unstable?"

"No, the bond is perfect. Too perfect."

She walked around the altar, trailing her hand along the stone.

"Your production," she said, gesturing vaguely at my crotch. "It's increasing. The 'Divine Fertility' skill scales with my level. And since I leveled up from the ritual... you're producing mana faster than I can consume it."

"I thought you said you were bottomless."

"I am," she admitted. "But even a bottomless pit gets... bored of the same flavor."

My heart stopped. "Bored?"

"Not bored of you," she corrected quickly, sensing my panic. "Bored of the... volume. I can't spend twenty-four hours a day milking you, Cain. I have administrative duties. I have to organize the demonic records. I have to sleep."

She stopped in front of me.

"But if I don't milk you, you'll explode. Or you'll start leaking that radioactive white stuff all over the church again."

"So what's the solution?" I asked.

She smiled. It was a smile I hadn't seen before. It was the smile of a strategist planning a siege.

"I need help," she said.

"Help?"

"I have a sister."

I blinked. "A sister?"

"Well, a cousin, technically. From the Abyss. Her name is Lilith."

She started to pace, looking excited.

"She's a High Inquisitor. Very strict. Very... kinky. She specializes in discipline and torture."

"Torture?" I squeaked.

"Fun torture," she clarified. "Whips. Chains. Sensory deprivation."

She looked at me, gauging my reaction.

"She's been complaining about the mana drought in the Underworld. If I invite her here... she could help manage the... surplus."

She stepped closer, her tail flicking nervously.

"She has red hair," Celestia whispered. "And she's taller than me. And she has a tongue that splits in two."

My brain stalled. Red hair. Split tongue. Whips.

"And... she would be... joining us?"

"Only if you want her to," Celestia purred. "I'm the Alpha wife. But I'm willing to share. For the sake of the church, of course."

She ran a finger down my chest.

"Imagine it, Cain. Me on your face. Lilith on your cock. Double the drain. Double the pleasure."

She bit her lip.

"And she brings her own toys."

I looked at Celestia. My beautiful, demonic, insatiable wife.

I thought about the last few weeks. The pain. The pleasure. The sheer insanity of it all.

I thought about having two of them.

My Status Plate hummed.

New Quest Available: Harem Protocol.

Objective: Survive the Sister.

Reward: Skill - Dual Wielding.

I laughed. I couldn't help it.

I grabbed Celestia by the waist and pulled her flush against me.

"Call her," I said.

Celestia's eyes widened. "Really?"

"Really. If I'm going to be the Demon King's Vessel... I might as well have a full court."

"Oh, you are going to regret that," she grinned, her fangs extending. "She's going to eat you alive."

"I count on it."

"Then let's celebrate," she whispered.

She pushed me back onto the altar.

"One last round for the monogamous era?"

"Make it count."

She climbed on top of me. She spread her wings.

"I love you, Cain," she said, impaling herself on my cock with a wet slide.

"I love you too, you monster."

As she began to ride me under the stained glass windows, bathed in the holy light of our twisted church, I closed my eyes and smiled.

I was a Priest. I was a sinner. I was a husband.

And tomorrow, I was going to be in so much trouble.

But for tonight?

Tonight was divine.
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