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Chapter 1: The Archives

The university archives smelled of dust and slow decay, clinging to paper left too long in the dark. Livia traced her fingers along the spines of crumbling leather-bound volumes, the weight of centuries pressing against her fingertips.
Professor Ellsworth stood a few shelves away, his back to her, methodically examining a stack of manuscripts. The sharp line of his shoulders beneath his tweed jacket betrayed no impatience, but she knew him well enough to recognize the way his fingers lingered a fraction too long before turning a page. He was waiting for her to finish, though he’d never say so.
He thinks I’m dawdling.
She wasn’t. Not exactly. But there was something about the archives that made her want to linger, to press her palms against the past and feel its pulse.
Then her fingers brushed against something unexpected: a wooden box tucked behind a row of unremarkable theological commentaries. It was small, unassuming, but the moment she lifted it, the weight felt wrong. Too light. She turned it over, running her thumb along the seam, and felt the faintest give.
A false bottom.
Whoa.
Carefully, she pried it open. Inside lay a slender codex, its cover unmarked, the leather supple despite its age. The scent of old incense and beeswax rose from it, warm and faintly sweet. She hesitated, glancing toward Ellsworth. He hadn’t noticed.
The first few pages were dense with Latin, the script precise and scholarly. But as she turned further, the text shifted—strange, curling symbols she didn’t recognize, looping across the vellum like tendrils of smoke. And then, near the end, a single phrase in rough, uneven lettering:
For divine unlocking.
She mouthed the words, barely a whisper.
A shiver ran up her spine, sudden and electric. Her skin prickled, the sensation spreading like heat beneath her sweater.
What the—?
She snapped the codex shut, but the warmth lingered.
Ellsworth cleared his throat.
Livia turned, clutching the book to her chest. His gaze flicked to her hands, then back to her face.
“Find something?” he asked, voice dry as the pages around them.
She swallowed. “I’m not sure.”
His eyebrow arched, just slightly.
He knows I’m lying.
But he didn’t press. Instead, he adjusted his glasses with one long finger and said, “Well. If it will help with your thesis, feel free.”
Her grip tightened on the codex.
* * *
My fingers brush against silk—no, not silk… parchment, but it moves like fabric. It’s sliding between my fingers, whispering secrets in a language I’ve never heard. But my body hears it. The words are warm. They press against my lips, my throat, my wrists, and I don’t resist when they guide me forward, into the flickering dark.
Candlelight licks the walls, painting shadows that twist and arch like bodies in supplication. There are voices that don’t quite reach my ears… they’re lower, deeper, humming through the stone beneath my feet. Oh, I’m not wearing shoes. I don’t remember taking them off. The air is damp here, heavy with salt… and something sweeter, like musk and honey… and the sharp tang of arousal.
A woman stands at the center of the room, her back to me, her hair extending down her spine. She turns, just slightly, and the light catches the curve of her cheek, the fullness of her lips. She’s speaking, but the words dissolve before they reach me, leaving only the shape of her mouth, the way her tongue flicks against her teeth. My skin tightens. I want to taste the syllables she’s making.
Hands touch me… not hers, but others, soft and sure, sliding up my arms, my waist, peeling away layers I didn’t know I was wearing. Cool air brushes my nipples, and I gasp, but the sound is swallowed by a chorus of sighs. The woman raises her hands, and the room shifts. Bodies press closer, skin gleaming in the candlelight, mouths open, thighs parted. A woman kneels before another, her head tilted back as fingers twist in her hair, guiding her down, down, and the wet sound of her pleasure is absorbed in the stone walls.
I should be shocked. I should pull away. But my legs are trembling, and my pulse is everywhere, between my thighs, behind my knees, in the hollow of my throat. The woman’s eyes find mine, and she smiles. Her fingers trace the air, and suddenly I’m moving, drawn forward as if by invisible ropes. The urge between my legs is uncontrollable, a slow, insistent throb that matches the rhythm of the chanting—is there chanting? I can’t tell anymore. The air is thick with them, with the slick sounds of fingers and tongues and the wet, open mouths of women who know exactly what they want.
The priestess reaches for me, and her touch finds my spirit. Her thumb brushes my lower lip, and I part for her without thinking, my tongue darting out to taste her skin. Salt. Myrrh. Power. She murmurs something, and the knowledge slips inside me, curling around my ribs, settling low in my belly. My hips jerk forward, seeking friction, but there’s only air, only the ache, only the way her gaze drops to my breasts, my stomach, lower—
A hand—whose?—slides between my legs, and I cry out, but the sound is lost in the moans rising around me. Fingers part me, teasing, circling, and I’m so wet it’s obscene, dripping down my thighs, and the priestess watches, her lips parted, her breath coming faster. She says something, a command or a prayer, and the fingers press deeper, curling just right, and I—
* * *
Livia’s eyes flew open with the dream clinging to her like sweat. She sat up too fast, the sheets sticking to her thighs—she didn’t need to look to know they were soaked through. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts as she swung her legs over the side of the bed, avoiding the damp spot with military precision.
She kept her gaze fixed on the wall as she fumbled for fresh linens, her fingers trembling against the crisp fabric. The air smelled like… something she refused to name. The mattress creaked as she worked, her movements quick and efficient, as if speed could erase the memory of those hands, the phantom pressure between her legs. The last corner snapped into place with a sharp tug. Only then did she exhale, her shoulders sagging. The room was quiet. The sheets were clean.
And if her pulse still hammered in her throat… well, that was nobody’s business but hers.




Chapter 2: Lingering Heat

The lecture hall hummed with the professor’s droning voice, a steady monotone dissecting Augustine’s views on concupiscence. Livia’s pen dragged along her notebook without purpose, leaving shaky trails of ink between margins. Her thighs pressed together under the desk—twice, thrice—an unconscious rhythm she only noticed when the friction sparked a low, insistent throb.
Not here. She clenched her jaw, tried to focus on the projected slide. Nolite.
Nudam. The Latin terms blurred into the memory of that unfamiliar script, those curling symbols now creeping along the edges of her notes. Her bag leaned against her ankle, heavy with the codex’s presence. She could feel its weight even through the leather, as if it pulsed warm against her skin.
Her fingers twitched. She noticed that the bag was now in her lap. The codex’s spine cracked faintly as she opened it just enough to glimpse the page she’d marked—the first chant, the one that had slithered up her spine in the archives.
Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.
She traced the words with her fingertip delicately. A shudder flooded through her. The space between her legs turned molten. The body is touched, the spirit cries out. She imagined whispering it—just under her breath, just for herself—but a nearby student coughed, and she snapped the book shut. 
Her notebook became a desperate compromise. She sketched the symbols in jagged strokes, the ink bleeding where her grip faltered. One resembled a keyhole. Another curled like a tongue. The lines trembled as the heat in her belly twisted tighter.
A pencil clattered to the floor beside her. She startled, knees jerking apart for one unbearable second before she forced them shut again. The sudden pressure wrung a quiet sound from her throat, barely audible. Sweat prickled under her sweater. The professor turned a page of his notes, oblivious, while Livia’s mind swam with mysterious sigils.
Clausa fui. Aperta sum.
Her pen dug into the paper, tearing a small hole. I was closed. I am opened. She could feel it happening—her body betraying her, softening, readying—as if the act of translation had become a physical caress. Her ankles hooked around each other, desperate for friction but too exposed in the tiered seating. The lecture stretched on, meaningless noise compared to the chant looping in her skull. 
The clock’s minute hand crept forward. Her pulse didn’t slow.
Three rows ahead, someone shifted, and the movement drew her eye to the curve of their neck, the way their hair just barely touched their collar. The priestess’s hair had brushed Livia’s shoulder like that when she leaned close—
Her thighs tensed again. A wave of slick warmth made her shift in her seat. Oh, no, not now.
She tried some box breathing, trying to steady herself. The notebook’s margin was a mess of half-formed symbols now, some smudged where her palm had dampened the page. She needed to stop. She needed—
The professor dismissed the class. 
Livia didn’t move. She waited as students packed bags and shuffled past, her own hands clenched around the codex. Only when the hall emptied did she stand, her legs unsteady. The codex went back into her bag, but the words stayed present, hot and restless under her skin.
* * *
The bathroom stalls were silent except for the faint drip of a faucet. Livia’s breath was becoming laborious as she locked herself in the farthest one, her back pressing against the cool metal partition. The bag slipped from her shoulder, thudding to the floor, but her fingers were already fumbling for the codex before it settled.
She didn’t think. Her thighs trembled where they pressed together. Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat. The words swam in her vision. She skimmed lower—Lingua mea lumen accendit—and an irrepressible moan escaped. My tongue ignites the light. She swallowed hard, her free hand drifting between her legs.
The smooth fabric of her panties was damp and clinging. She choked back the sounds rising in her throat, but her hips rocked forward regardless, seeking more.
“Clausa fui…” She mouthed the words, barely audible, fingers digging into the page. “Aperta sum.” Each syllable pulsed through her, a strange echo in her blood. The chant was more than words now; it was a current dragging her under. Her fingers dipped beneath the satin, and she gasped. So slick, so hot.
Her breath came ragged and uneven as she traced desperate circles over her clit. “Sacra sum.” Her hips jerked. The chant twisted into a silent plea, and her knees nearly buckled.
This was so wrong. Not here. Not now. But the self-discipline barely formed before it shattered under the next flick of her fingers. A whimper escaped, high and broken, as pleasure spiked hard enough to blur her vision.
“Meum desiderium—“ She couldn’t finish. Her back arched, her thighs clamped tight around her hand, and then she was coming, hard, teeth sinking into her lower lip to muffle the cry fighting its way out.
Fuuuuuuuuuck!
It was over too fast—frantic, almost violent in its intensity—leaving her gasping against the stall door. The codex trembled where she clutched it, her damp fingerprints anointing the ancient ink. She stared at the page, dazed, the symbols swimming in and out of focus.
I want more—no, this is wrong—more!
* * *
When Livia returned home, the apartment felt wrong. Too bright, too sterile, the overhead lights casting harsh shadows across her desk. She opened the bottom drawer, retrieving three vanilla-scented candles she’d received last Christmas. Livia arranged them carefully around her workspace, lighting each with methodical precision. The flames flickered, casting a warm, amber glow across the manuscript’s yellowed pages. Her shoulders relaxed as the ordinary space transformed into something intimate.
Her notebook lay open beside the codex, pen poised to take proper academic notes. She cleared her throat and began reading the first chant aloud. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but the Latin flowed from her tongue with unexpected ease. “The body is touched, the spirit cries out.”
A flush crept up her neck as she wrote the translation. Such simple words shouldn’t make her skin prickle this way. She shifted in her seat, crossing her legs tightly.
“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.” The syllables vibrated in her chest. “I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.”
The apartment faded around her. A wine glass reflected the candle light, scattering rubies across her notes. She hadn’t remembered pouring herself wine, but the glass was half-empty now.
“Lingua mea lumen accendit.” Her tongue traced her lower lip unconsciously. “My tongue ignites the light.”
The receding academic part of Livia’s mind tried desperately to categorize the text. Perhaps an offshoot of the Cathar heresy? Or something even older, from mystery cults that predated Christianity? She forced herself to jot down a reference to check, but her handwriting looked unfamiliar: languid and loopy.
“Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.” A persistent urging grew between her thighs as she translated, “To enter is not sin, but purification.”
The words seemed to hang in the air, caressing her very spirit. Her nipples hardened beneath her bra, the fabric suddenly irritating against her sensitized flesh. She uncrossed her legs, allowing them to fall slightly open beneath her otherwise modest skirt.
“This is fascinating ritual language,” she said aloud, clinging to scholarly distance. “Clear, um, sexual allegory couched in religious terminology, similar to—unff—medieval mystic traditions, but more—ahhh—explicit in its…”
Her voice trailed off as she turned the page. The script and symbols seemed to pulse on the parchment, drawing her deeper.
“Meum desiderium est templum eius.” Her hand slid up her thigh without conscious thought. “My desire is his temple.”
She knew she should be analyzing the patriarchal subtext, noting the female subjugation implicit in such phrasing. Instead, Livia imagined being worshipped, not subjugated. Being the temple, sacred and revered.
“Voluptas est veritas.” The candle flames stretched taller. “Pleasure is truth.”
Her hand moved higher, bunching up her skirt. She should stop this, she should take proper notes, maintain professional distance. This was research, nothing more.
But a different truth lived in her body now. Pleasure and need curled through her veins like incense smoke, heavy and sweet.
“Liquesco sub voce eius.” Her breath caught. “I melt beneath his voice.”
Her fingertips brushed the edge of her panties. Heat radiated from her core, slick with want. Livia closed her eyes, forcing them open again when images of her dream priestess’s hands replaced her own.
“Manus tuae, manus angelorum.” She whispered, throat dry. “Your hands are the hands of angels.”
Each syllable reverberated through her, as if the words themselves were fingers learning her skin. Her finger slipped beneath the elastic. Livia gasped, the sound echoing in her quiet apartment.
“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.” The translation came unbidden. “In my moan, I summon god.”
The scholar in her understood these were ritual invocations, designed to blend the sacred and profane. But understanding did nothing to diminish their power. If anything, knowing their purpose only heightened their effect.
I moan for them. I’m wet for the angels.
The manuscript’s pages seemed to turn themselves, revealing new chants that beckoned her deeper. She wasn’t reading the text anymore: the text was reading her, finding every hidden desire, every secret hunger.
“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur.” Her finger circled slowly. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”
Livia’s head fell back, her hips rising slightly from the chair. This wasn’t research anymore. This was communion.
“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” The words flowed from her lips unbidden. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.”
Livia rose from her chair, the manuscript nearly falling out of her trembling hands. Her scholarly self watched from a distance as another version of her took control: a woman who understood unspoken ritual, who recognized the sacred nature of desire.
“Sanguis calet, cor salit, corpus sequitur.” She set the book carefully on her pillow. “The blood warms, the heart leaps, the body follows.”
Her fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse, but in her mind, other hands were undoing them. Gentle, adoring hands. Worshippers who understood her value, who saw her body as a temple worthy of devotion.
They’re undressing me for the ritual, she thought, her breath quickening. It’s destiny.
“Mmmmm,” she hummed softly as the blouse slipped from her shoulders. She unzipped her skirt, imagining whispered prayers as imaginary acolytes helped it fall to the floor. Their unseen hands skimmed her waist, making her giggle at the phantom touch.
They’ve been waiting for me, she thought, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. They need me to complete the ceremony.
“Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.” Her voice trembled. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”
She stood naked now, her body glowing in the candlelight. Not the body of a nervous academic, but a being of ancient wisdom. She was divine curves and skin shaped for pleasure and transcendence. For the first time in her life, Livia felt no shame in her nakedness, no urge to cover herself or turn away from her reflection in the mirror across the room.
Livia reached for another pillow, pulling it between her thighs as she knelt on the bed. The soft fabric pressed against her exposed center, causing her to whimper.
“Tu es clavem, ego sum janua.” She rocked forward experimentally. “You are the key. I am the door.”
I’m their goddess tonight, she thought, grinding against the pillow. They worship at my altar.
In her mind, the room filled with shadowy figures: devotees who had practiced for years to participate in this sacred rite. They watched with hungry reverence as she displayed herself, their breath catching with each roll of her hips and sway of her breasts.
“Ohhhhh, fuuuuck,” Livia moaned, one hand caressing the manuscript while the other steadied the pillow between her legs. The friction against her swollen clit and pussy lips sent waves of pleasure up her spine. “Unnnh…”
She leaned forward, positioning the pillow more firmly against her needy clit, and began to rock in earnest. Her fingertips traced the symbols on the codex, each touch amplifying the sensations between her thighs.
This is what the priestesses knew, she thought, rhythm building. This is what the church tried to bury.
“Haah… haah…” Her breathing grew ragged as she imagined hands all over her body: touching her breasts, stroking her thighs, massaging her scalp as she rode the pillow with increasing urgency.
In her fantasy, they murmured praise: “Sacred vessel,” “Divine beauty,” “Blessed priestess.” They had waited centuries for a woman who understood the texts, who could embody the ritual.
“Corpus tangitur,” she panted, “spiritus clamat.”
The rocking motion became more insistent. Livia ground herself against the pillow, feeling delicious tension build in her abdomen. Her thighs trembled with exertion, and sweat beaded on her forehead.
“Nnngggh,” she groaned, fingers digging into the manuscript’s cover.
I’m their conduit to ecstasy, she thought wildly. My pleasure opens the gateway.
The fantasy expanded, filling her bedroom with incense smoke and candlelight, with reaching hands and adoring eyes. They were here for her, because of her, inside her.
“Yes,” she whimpered, feeling the first tremors of approaching climax. “Yes… oh… oh!”
Livia’s free hand moved from the pillow to the codex, both palms now pressing against the ancient text. The connection completed something within her: a circuit of desire and knowledge, body and spirit merged into a single current of sensation.
“Voluptas est veritas,” she cried out, voice breaking. “Pleasure is truth!”
Livia’s back arched in a graceful, wordless cry as perfect pleasure radiated from her core. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ of surprise and delight as the ancient manuscript beneath her hands seemed to pulse with a life of its own. Each throb mirrored the relentless contractions of her climax, as if the very ink was in sync with her body’s rhythm.
As she surrendered to the intense sensations, she saw herself in an ancient temple, surrounded by devotees who worshiped every inch of her skin. Their hands mapped her body with reverent touches, as if she were a sacred artifact come to life. They whispered chants of praise, their voices harmonizing with her mounting pleasure.
She saw herself as they did, as a vessel of pure desire, a conduit to the divine. Their touches grew more urgent, their worship more fervent, as if by bringing her pleasure, they were drawing closer to some profound truth. “In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”
As the orgasm claimed her fully, Livia’s vision blurred, and she felt herself falling into a sea of sensation. The manuscript beneath her palms was the beating heart of the world itself, ancient and wise, and she had become a part of its eternal rhythm.
“Mmmmm,” she sighed, grinding slower now against the pillow, drawing out the sensations. Warm phantom breaths ghosted against her most sensitive flesh, making her shiver with anticipation. They’re waiting for permission, she thought. They won’t taste the sacred nectar until I allow it. Imaginary worshippers looked up at her with pleading eyes, silently begging for the honor of pleasuring their living goddess.
The first tongue that lapped at her center belonged to a beautiful woman with flowing dark hair, her eyes locked on Livia’s as she tasted. “Ooooh,” Livia moaned, picturing other women joining, their hands caressing each other as they took turns pleasuring her. Their touches grew more insistent, less reverent and more hungry. One particularly bold devotee sucked Livia’s nipple into her mouth, teeth grazing the sensitive peak. “Ah! Yes,” Livia gasped, her hips jerking against the pillow. They want to devour me, she realized. They’re starving for what I have.
The imagery fractured, splintering into raw fragments of desire. No longer a neat linear fantasy, but flashes of bodies: a man kneeling behind one of the women, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her, making her moan against Livia’s thigh. Another woman, writhing beneath a muscular figure, her legs wrapped around his waist as he thrust powerfully. “Unnh, unnh, unnh,” Livia grunted, grinding harder, faster, her fingers digging into the manuscript until the leather binding creaked. They’re fucking for me, because of me, their pleasure is my offering.
Heat built relentlessly between her thighs as her mind filled with vulgar imagery. A thick cock pressed against soft lips, demanding entrance. Voices calling out in ecstasy, “Take it, take all of it.” Bodies twisted in impossible positions, sweaty and straining. A woman bent over an altar, begging to be taken harder. Two female acolytes, their bodies intertwined like serpents, pleasuring each other while others watched with hungry eyes. “Goddess, oh goddess,” Livia panted, her head thrown back. This is what they hid from us, the raw power of sacred fucking, bodies joined in holy purpose.
The pillow beneath her was soaked through now, her essence coating the fabric as she rutted against it like an animal. Her fantasy exploded into a cacophony of carnal sounds: “Uhn, uhn, yes, fuck me, please, harder, ahhh, fuck, yes, make me yours!” Multiple bodies writhed around her in her mind, penetration from every angle, cocks and fingers and tongues all seeking satisfaction. “Haah, haah, haah,” she panted, feeling herself getting closer once more. They need me to come, they’ve been waiting centuries for it.
“Unngh, ohhh, please,” she moaned, no longer certain if she was begging her fantasy lovers or some higher power. The pillow was nothing now compared to what she needed: her body ached to be filled, stretched, used for its holy purpose. Dozens of voices chanted in her mind: “Voluptas est veritas. Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.
“Yes, oh gods, fuck fuck fuck!” she cried out. She pictured a massive man, ancient and powerful, demanding entrance to her sacred temple. Women surrounding her, their fingers working frantically between their own legs as they watched, waited for her to unleash the power. Male worshippers stroking their cocks, some already pouring their offerings onto warm flesh. All of them connected through her. All of them waiting.
“Ah! AHHHHH!” she screamed, her entire body going rigid. The climax exploded through her with volcanic force, obliterating all thought. Her consciousness fragmented, scattered across time and space like stars. “AHHHHH!” she wailed, her entire body consumed with purpose. For one crystalline moment, Livia understood everything: every mystery of the universe, every sacred text, every hidden truth. Knowledge poured into her along with pleasure, filling her completely. This is divinity, I am one with everything, oh god, oh fuck, oh god…
“Unnnh, unh, unh, yes, yesss,” she sobbed, tears streaming down her face as the orgasm continued to roll through her. Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically, squeezing around the phantom sensation of infinite penetration. She was being taken by the universe itself, fucked by the divine. “Take me, take me,” she pleaded, her hips still grinding desperately against the soaked pillow. I’m the vessel, I’m the door, I’m the gateway, fill me, use me, make me holy.
Time lost all meaning as her climax stretched into eternity. Livia saw herself through multiple eyes: the scholar, the priestess, the whore, the goddess. All aspects of feminine power united in her quivering flesh. “Oh fuck, fuck, I can’t stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. The codex beneath her palms seemed to drink in her pleasure, ancient symbols glowing with satisfaction. Her cunt throbbed with each heartbeat, sacred pulses of raw creation. They’re all coming with me, through me, because of me!
“More,” she whimpered as the wave finally began to recede. “Need more.” Without conscious thought, Livia rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide. One hand remained on the manuscript while the other moved between her cunt lips. She had never been this sensitive before, this desperate, this… vulgar. The smallest touch sent aftershocks of pleasure rippling through her pelvis. “Ahh! Ahh!” she cried, rubbing frantically. Have to keep going, have to stay connected, the profane is sacred.
Her academic mind tried one last time to surface. This wasn’t normal. The language was affecting her somehow, creating hallucinations, altering her neurochemistry. She should stop, should call someone, should—“Unnnnnh!” The thought dissolved as her fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. Nothing mattered except the building pressure, the promise of another transcendent climax.
“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she chanted, her fingers moving in tight circles. The bedroom seemed to fill with ghostly figures, all of them touching themselves as they watched her, all of them feeding from her pleasure. “Yes, watch me,” she commanded, spreading her legs wider. “Watch your priestess get filled.”
She quickly descended into a ruthless spiral toward oblivion. “Coming again, oh god, oh fuck,” she sobbed. Her back arched off the mattress, her toes curling painfully as ecstasy crashed through her once more. “AHHHHH!” she screamed, her voice raw. This climax was sharper, clearer, like a knife cutting through reality.
“Can’t… stop…” she panted, her fingers still working frantically between her legs. Another orgasm followed almost immediately, then a fourth, each one stronger than the last. They refused to stop. Refused even to pause. Her consciousness began to fragment, rational thought completely overwhelmed by sensation.
Livia lost count of the orgasms, lost track of time, lost track of her identity as a student. The only reality was pleasure, endless waves of it crashing through her helpless mortal form. Eventually, her overloaded nervous system simply shut down, plunging her into unconsciousness, her hand still claiming the ancient text, her body covered in sweat.
The candles burned low, casting long shadows across her bedroom. The manuscript lay open beside her sleeping body, both of them primed for what needed to happen next.




Chapter 3: First Offering

Livia blinked repeatedly, surprised by how well she had slept. The events of the previous night played through her mind in vivid detail, yet instead of shame, she felt a curious lightness. Her body hummed with pleasant aftershocks, muscles relaxed in a way they hadn’t been for years.
I… should be mortified, she thought, running her fingers over her collarbone where phantom lips had pressed in her visions. Or at least concerned.
Yet all she felt was a delicious anticipation, a hunger to ascend farther. Her academic mind had questions, certainly, but they weren’t frantic anymore. They were… curious.
She rolled out of bed and padded to the bathroom, catching sight of herself in the mirror. That’s new. Her skin glowed with subtle radiance, her eyes brighter, more alert. Even her posture seemed different, shoulders no longer hunched protectively.
Livia turned on the hot water and stepped under the spray with a contented sigh. She took her time soaping her body, allowing herself to truly feel each sensation: the glide of her palms over her breasts, the slip of bubbles down her stomach, the sensitivity between her thighs.
I always rushed through this part, she realized, circling her nipples with slick fingers. Always afraid to linger too long, to enjoy my body too much.
Memories of her Catholic upbringing surfaced: nuns warning about the dangers of self-pleasure, female mysticism discussed only in the most clinical terms. All those years training herself to ignore her desires, to intellectualize, rather than experience.
But nerve endings want to feel.
“What happens if I don’t stop?” she whispered to the steamy air. “What happens if I just… let go?”
After drying off, Livia stood before her closet with new eyes. Her usual wardrobe of shapeless sweaters and ankle-length skirts suddenly seemed like armor rather than clothing. She pushed hangers aside until she found items she rarely wore: a silk blouse with a plunging neckline, a pencil skirt that hugged her hips.
Her hand hesitated over her underwear drawer. With a small, decisive smile, she bypassed her practical bras and opted to go without. The blouse fabric whispered against her bare nipples as she buttoned it, leaving the top three buttons undone. The view in the mirror made her catch her breath.
“Voluptas est veritas,” she murmured, remembering one of the chants from the manuscript. Pleasure is truth. The Latin rolled off her tongue like honey.
Walking in the university library, Livia was acutely aware of how differently she moved. Each step felt deliberate, powerful. The assistant at the main desk looked up as she approached, his eyes widening slightly. It was Mark, or maybe Matt, a senior who barely noticed her in the past when she was checking out armloads of dusty theological texts.
“Livia, right?” he asked, his gaze dropping briefly to the open collar of her blouse before jerking back to her face. A nervous giggle escaped.
“Good memory,” she replied, letting her voice dip lower than usual. “I need a study room. Something private.”
When he handed her the key, she deliberately let her fingers brush against his, maintaining eye contact a beat longer than necessary. The tiny gasp he gave sent a thrill of satisfaction through her body.
I could have him if I wanted, she thought as she strutted away, feeling his eyes on her ass. The realization was intoxicating. I could have anyone.
The private study room was small but perfect: a desk, a comfortable chair, and most importantly, a door that locked. The small window in the door was its only vulnerability, but rather than concerning her, the possibility of being seen only heightened her excitement.
Livia carefully placed the manuscript on the desk. Her heart raced as she locked the door and settled into the chair. The library continued its quiet symphony of page-turning and keyboard tapping outside, oblivious to her spiritual pursuits.
Her fingers trembled slightly as she opened the codex to the first full chant she had discovered. Sigils and archaic text seemed to pulse on the page, almost alive beneath her fingertips. She glanced at the window, confirming the hallway was empty, then began to read aloud in a hushed voice:
“Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” The body is touched, the spirit cries out.
The reaction was immediate. Heat bloomed between her legs, her nipples tightening against the silk of her blouse. She continued, each syllable sending ripples of pleasure through her flesh.
“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.” I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.
Livia’s breath quickened, her thighs pressing together repeatedly beneath the desk. The words weren’t just sounds anymore, they were physical sensations, each consonant and vowel striking different notes of arousal throughout her body.
“Lingua mea lumen accendit.” My tongue ignites the light.
Her hand moved of its own accord, sliding beneath her skirt and up her bare thigh. She was already wet, her flesh swollen and eager to be touched. The manuscript continued to pull words from her mouth as her fingers found their target.
“Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.” To enter is not sin, but purification.
Two fingers slipped inside her silken heat while her thumb circled her clit. Livia bit her lip, struggling to maintain her composure in the quiet library space. Pleasure built in slow, delicious waves, each one lifting her higher than the last.
“Meum desiderium est templum eius.” My desire is his temple.
Footsteps echoed in the hallway outside, but instead of stopping, Livia increased her pace, driving herself toward climax with determined strokes. The danger of discovery only intensified her pleasure. Her hips rolled subtly against her hand, her inner walls clenching around her fingers.
“Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.
The footsteps paused outside her door. Through half-lidded eyes, Livia saw a figure appear at the small window. Male, beard, glasses… a stranger. Their eyes met through the glass.
Time suspended. In that moment of recognition, Livia made her choice. She didn’t stop. She didn’t cover herself or turn away. Instead, she maintained eye contact as her fingers worked faster, her orgasm building to an inevitable peak.
The stranger’s eyes widened. He didn’t move away.
“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.” In my moan, I summon god.
The orgasm crashed through her, fierce and overwhelming. Livia pressed her free hand over her mouth to muffle her cry as pleasure pulsed through her core. Her body shuddered, inner muscles clamping rhythmically around her fingers as she came.
Through it all, the stranger watched, his expression a mixture of shock and unmistakable arousal. Livia rode the waves of her climax without shame, allowing herself to be witnessed in this most intimate moment. When the final tremors subsided, she slowly withdrew her hand and smoothed her skirt, never breaking eye contact.
I am seen. I am powerful. I am unleashed.
* * *
Livia took her time gathering her materials, the manuscript carefully tucked between her textbooks. She straightened her blouse, smoothed her hair, and paused to notice how sensitive her skin still felt in the aftermath of pleasure.
When she unlocked the door and stepped into the hallway, the stranger stood there, leaning against the opposite wall. His face bore the deep crimson flush of arousal, his chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. His glasses had fogged slightly at the edges.
Their proximity in the narrow corridor forced an intimacy that made the air between them feel charged. She could smell his cologne—something with sandalwood—and beneath it, the unmistakable aroma of desire.
The stranger opened his mouth as if to speak, then closed it again. His eyes tracked her movements with the intensity of someone witnessing something profound and unexpected. He stared in silent reverence as she moved past him.
Livia felt her heart hammering against her ribs, the pulse extending outward to her fingertips. This was power—raw and ancient—coursing through her veins. The manuscript’s words still echoed in her mind: Voluptas est veritas. Pleasure is truth.
As she walked away, her hips swayed with newfound confidence. She could feel his gaze following her retreat, burning into her back like a brand.
The familiar weight of Catholic guilt, the shame that had shadowed her most intimate moments since childhood, never materialized. In its place was something entirely different: liberation, exhilaration, and a hunger for more.




Chapter 4: Worship Me

Livia’s footsteps echoed in the quiet hallway as she made her way toward Professor Ellsworth’s office. The physical evidence of her library indulgence clung to her like expensive perfume, subtle but unmistakable to anyone who ventured close enough. People rarely did.
But that was the old me.
She hadn’t planned to visit Ellsworth today. The decision came to her as she passed the Humanities building, a sudden curiosity about the manuscript’s potential. Not just on her body, but on others. The thought sent a nervous thrill through her.
When she arrived, Professor Ellsworth wasn’t there, but his teaching assistant Daniel Stone sat at the small desk outside the main office, grading papers with meticulous care. His dark curls fell just slightly over his brow as he worked, his long fingers moving deftly across the page, circling phrases and making neat annotations in the margins.
“Professor Ellsworth isn’t in,” Daniel said without looking up, his voice soft but assured. “He’s in a meeting until four.”
Livia leaned against the doorframe, studying Daniel’s profile. The warm brown of his skin embraced the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. She’d spoken with him a few times before. He was always professional, always polite. He was quieter than most teaching assistants, more thorough in his feedback on student papers. Intelligent. Observant.
Perfect for an experiment.
She closed the door behind her with a soft click. “Actually, I was hoping to catch you, Daniel. I had a question about my thesis.”
He finally looked up, his eyes widening slightly at her appearance. Livia knew how she must look: cheeks still flushed, hair slightly messy, her blouse unbuttoned more than usual. His gaze flickered briefly to her daring cleavage, then quickly back to her face.
“Oh… of course,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “What did you want to know?”
Livia sat on the edge of the desk, excited to show off her legs for the first time in, well, maybe forever. She wanted to be close enough that he might catch her scent. Close enough to see his pupils dilate.
“I’m reconsidering my topic,” she said, her voice deliberately soft, forcing him to lean in to hear her. “I think there’s something… deeper I want to explore.”
As Daniel leaned forward, Livia whispered the words under her breath: “Manus tuae, manus angelorum.” The syllables fell from her lips, barely audible but somehow filling the space between them.
The effect was subtle, but she knew what to look for. Daniel’s breathing changed first, becoming shallow and quick. His fingers, so precise moments ago, fumbled with the pen he was holding. It clattered to the desk, and when he reached to retrieve it, he knocked it to the floor.
“Sorry,” he murmured, bending to pick it up. When he straightened, his eyes had a glazed quality, as if focusing was suddenly difficult. He dropped the pen again, his coordination abandoning him.
It’s working, Livia thought. Just like it works on me.
“Are you feeling alright?” she asked, her voice taking on a new quality: not concerned, but curious, almost clinical in its observation.
“I’m… yes, I’m fine,” he said, but his voice had dropped half an octave, and increasing in glottal fry. “I’m just… it’s warm in here, uh, suddenly.”
Livia slid off the desk and moved to stand beside his chair, her hip almost touching his shoulder. He smelled clean, like fresh laundry detergent. She bent down, her lips close to his ear, so close she could see the fine hairs on his neck rise.
“Your hands are the hands of angels,” she whispered the translated Latin chant. “That’s what it means. Do you feel it, Daniel? The way your hands are tingling right now?”
His breath caught, and she knew the answer. The same strange electricity she’d felt coursing through her own body when she read from the pages.
“Would you kneel for me if I asked?” The question fell from her lips before she’d fully formed the thought, surprising herself with its boldness.
Daniel turned to face her, his dark eyes wide behind his glasses. His lips parted, but no sound emerged. For a moment, time suspended itself in the small office. Then, slowly, deliberately, he nodded.
In one moment he was Daniel Stone the teaching assistant, in the next he was her supplicant. His eyes were both vacant and intensely focused, like a man entranced but utterly present.
“Come with me,” Livia said simply.
* * *
They walked across campus in silence, Livia nearly floating with giddy power. When they reached her apartment, Livia unlocked the door and stepped inside. Daniel followed without question, closing the door behind him. In the dim light of her small living room, his eyes seemed to track her every movement.
“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to the center of the floor. “There.”
He lowered himself down, his movements fluid despite his dissociated state. He sat cross-legged, hands resting on his knees, looking up at her expectantly.
“What do you feel right now?” she asked, curiosity mingling with her desire.
Daniel swallowed visibly. “Tingling heat,” he said, his voice deeper than she’d ever heard it. “All through my body. And… purpose.”
“Purpose?”
“To please you,” he said simply. The directness of his answer sent a pulse of pleasure between her legs.
Livia stepped closer, standing directly before him. Her fingers traced the hem of her skirt, playing with the fabric. “Would it please you to taste me, Daniel?”
His inhale was incredibly sharp. “Yes.”
“Have you thought about it before? Before today?”
“Yes. I’ve often wondered what your long skirts were hiding.”
Of course he has, she thought, a smile curving her lips. Slowly, deliberately, Livia unzipped her pencil skirt and let it pool around her ankles. She stepped out of it, now naked from the waist down, her neatly trimmed dark hair visible to Daniel’s hungry eyes.
“Open your mouth,” she instructed.
He obeyed immediately, parting his lips. His tongue darted out unconsciously to wet them, and Livia felt herself grow wetter at the sight.
She moved forward, positioning herself above him, thighs on either side of his head. She braced one hand against the wall for balance, the other moving to the back of his head, fingers threading through his short curls.
“Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum,” she chanted softly as she lowered herself onto his waiting mouth. I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.
The first contact of his tongue against her folds drew a sharp gasp from her lips. He was tentative at first, exploring with gentle, questioning licks.
“More,” she demanded, rocking her hips slightly. “Worship me properly.”
Something in her words triggered a change in him. His hesitation vanished, replaced by needful devotion. His tongue flattened against her, making long, broad strokes that had her trembling within seconds.
“Mmmmm,” she moaned, her head falling back. “Lingua mea lumen accendit.” My tongue ignites the light.
Daniel groaned against her sex, the vibration sending shivers up her spine. His hands, previously motionless at his sides, now moved to grasp her thighs, steadying her as she began to rock against his face.
“Ahhh,” Livia gasped as his tongue found her clit, circling it with increasing pressure. “Yes, right there.”
He’s so good at this, she thought, her hips beginning to move of their own accord.
Daniel’s technique grew bolder, more creative. He alternated between broad strokes and focused attention, his lips occasionally closing around her sensitive clit to suck gently.
“Nnngh,” she grunted, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.
The Latin syllables seemed to fuel his devotion. He moaned against her, clearly enjoying his position underneath her majesty. His tongue delved deeper, pushing inside her entrance before retreating to circle her clit again.
“Oh god,” Livia whimpered, her voice rising. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”
I can feel the power growing with every word I speak, she realized, her mind clouding with pleasure. The manuscript wasn’t just describing rituals. It was creating them.
Daniel’s hands gripped her thighs more firmly, pulling her closer to his eager, busy mouth. His glasses had fogged slightly, but he made no move to remove them, too consumed with his task to care.
“Haaah, nngh,” Livia panted, grinding herself against his face now. The wet sounds of his mouth working against her filled the room, obscene and thrilling. “Voluptas est veritas.” Pleasure is truth.
She could feel her orgasm building rapidly, and she considered delaying her gratification. But Daniel sensed her approaching climax too, and he focused his attention on her clit with renewed vigor. His tongue moved in tight, quick circles, his lips providing perfect counterpoint pressure.
“Yes, yes, just like that,” she urged, her voice strained. “Make me come. Show me you worship me.”
He looked up at her then, eyes meeting hers over the curve of her body, and she saw raw adoration in his gaze. It wasn’t just lust, or even the effect of the chant anymore. Something deeper had awakened in him—a genuine reverence.
“Uhhhhnn,” he moaned against her, the sound muffled but unmistakably genuine.
That sound, combined with the sight of his devoted eyes, pushed Livia over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, intense and consuming. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco,” she cried out, the words tearing from her throat. In my moan, I summon god. The ancient words vibrated through her body, her skin prickling with goosebumps as the power of the chant mingled with her pleasure.
“Ahhh, ahhhhhhhh,” she moaned, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure radiated from where his mouth connected with her sex. Her thighs trembled, her grip on his hair turning almost painful as she held him against her. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, mixing with the lingering notes of incense she’d burned earlier. She could feel the rough texture of his tongue against her most sensitive flesh, each flick sending jolts of electricity through her nervous system. This is power. This brilliant man on his knees, worshipping at my altar.
Daniel didn’t falter for even a moment. If anything, her climax only increased his fervor. His tongue continued its relentless attention, drawing out her pleasure until she was gasping and shaking. The wet, hungry sounds of his mouth—slurping, sucking, lapping eagerly at her essence—filled the room like obscene music. She could feel him groaning against her flesh. He’s drinking me like holy water. Like I’m salvation.
“Mmmmm, ohhh fuck, yes,” she sighed, grinding her hips in small circles now. The rough stubble on his chin scraped deliciously against her inner thighs, the slight pain enhancing her pleasure. Her body felt simultaneously heavy and weightless, anchored only by his hands gripping her flesh and his mouth sealed against her core. I will rule the world from this position. She felt drunk with power, her mind swimming in the heady cocktail of physical ecstasy and the intoxicating knowledge that she had transformed this man with nothing but ancient words and her own desire. He belongs to me now. My devoted acolyte.
Livia gently pulled away, her legs unsteady as she took a step back. Daniel remained seated, his face glistening with her arousal, his breath coming in short pants. His eyes were clearer now, but still filled with that same devotion.
“Was I… satisfactory?” he asked, his voice small and uncertain.
Livia smiled down at him, a strange tenderness mixing with her satisfaction. “More than satisfactory, Daniel. You worship beautifully.”
Pleasure spread across his features at her praise. He swallowed, then licked his lips, tasting her again. “Thank you,” he whispered.
Livia reached down and cupped Daniel’s face in her hands, tilting his head back. His eyes remained reverent, pupils dilated with lingering desire. She bent forward, and pressed her lips to his forehead in a gesture that felt strangely maternal despite the carnal act they’d just shared.
“Good boy,” she whispered against his skin.
The words seemed to ripple through him. His eyelids fluttered, and a soft, broken sound escaped his throat.
“You should go now,” Livia said, stepping back and retrieving her skirt from the floor. She didn’t bother putting it on yet, simply held it loosely in her hand.
Daniel nodded, rising slowly to his feet. His movements were sluggish, dreamlike. As he stood, Livia’s gaze dropped to the obvious bulge straining against his pants. The outline was impressive—larger than she would have guessed for someone of his reserved demeanor.
He never once asked for relief, she noted with fascination. Never guided my hand toward him or even pressed against me.
His arousal was undeniable, yet his focus had remained solely on her pleasure. Even now, as he adjusted his glasses with unsteady fingers, his eyes sought her approval rather than release.
“I’ll… see you tomorrow?” he asked, his voice hoarse.
Livia tilted her head, studying him. “Of course.”
Daniel gathered his bag and moved toward the door, his gait slightly awkward due to his persistent erection. At the threshold, he paused, looking back at her with an expression of dazed wonder, as if he couldn’t quite believe what had transpired between them.
Livia merely smiled, making no move to cover herself. The power of his gaze on her naked lower half sent another pulse of pleasure through her already satisfied body.
After Daniel closed the door behind him, Livia stood still for a long moment, savoring the lingering scent of sex in the air. Finally, she settled into her chair, skirt forgotten, and picked up a pencil. In the manuscript’s margin, next to a particularly potent verse, she wrote in her precise handwriting: “They crave the chant. They crave me.”
Her fingertips traced the words she’d written, feeling the slight indentation they made in the ancient paper. The revelation settled over her, solidifying her purpose.




Chapter 5: Sanctified

Outside Velvet & Vice, Livia’s fingers traced the gilt lettering on the frosted glass door. The sex toy store was nestled discreetly between a wine bar and a used bookstore, subtle yet unmistakable. Her heartbeat quickened beneath her low-cut blouse.
Three days had passed since Daniel had worshipped between her thighs, and the power she’d felt had only grown within her. The manuscript’s whispers had become a constant companion, threading through her thoughts. This morning, she’d chosen her outfit with deliberate care: a fitted pencil skirt that hugged the curve of her hips, a silk blouse with two strategic buttons left undone, and nothing underneath either garment.
She pushed open the door, and a small silver bell announced her arrival. The interior impressed her immediately: crimson velvet walls, strategic spotlighting on carefully arranged displays, the scent of something earthy she couldn’t quite identify. Unlike the harsh fluorescent lighting and plastic tackiness of chain stores, Velvet & Vice felt like a temple to desire.
The shop was empty of other customers. Behind the counter stood a tall man with olive skin and tousled dark hair that curled slightly at his temples.
“Welcome,” he said, voice low and precise. “Let me know if you need assistance.”
Livia merely nodded, beginning her slow circuit of the store. She let her fingertips trail across every surface: the cool metal of handcuffs, the buttery leather of a flogger, the slick silicone of vibrators arranged by size and function. She picked up a glass dildo, admiring how the light caught its spiraled texture.
“Beautiful craftsmanship,” she murmured to herself, but loudly enough for him to hear.
From the corner of her eye, she saw him watching her, but his gaze was analytical rather than leering. She placed the dildo back and moved to a display of restraints, running the soft rope between her fingers.
“Natural hemp,” the clerk commented from behind the counter. “Strong but less abrasive than synthetic.”
“You sound knowledgeable,” Livia replied, turning slightly to face him. The name tag pinned to his shirt read ‘Jonas.’
“It’s my job to know my inventory intimately,” Jonas said, the hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth.
Intimately indeed, she thought, letting her gaze linger on his hands. Long fingers, strong wrists. Hands that knew things.
Livia continued her methodical exploration, selecting a small bottle of warming oil, a pair of vampire gloves, and a sleek vibrator. She placed them on the counter one by one, maintaining eye contact with Jonas each time.
“Finding everything you need?” he asked, his voice neutral but his eyes attentive.
“Not quite yet,” Livia replied, wandering toward a locked glass case containing more expensive items. Inside rested an ornate leather collar with silver detailing.
“May I?” she asked, gesturing to the case.
Jonas stepped around the counter, his height more apparent as he stood beside her. He unlocked the case with a small key and carefully removed the collar.
“This is handcrafted,” he explained, holding it out to her. “The leatherwork is extraordinary.”
Livia took it from him, their fingers brushing momentarily. She traced the intricate patterns embossed into the leather, feeling the weight of it. The symbols were reminiscent of the ones in her beloved codex.
“It’s beautiful,” she said softly. “Almost ritualistic.”
Jonas’s eyebrow raised slightly. “Interesting. Most customers just see the aesthetic.”
“I’m not most customers,” Livia said, returning the collar to him. As he placed it back in the case, she asked, “What about you, Jonas? What draws you to work in a place like this?”
He locked the case while answering. “I appreciate environments where desire isn’t treated as shameful.”
“How refreshing,” Livia said, stepping slightly closer to him. “I’ve been looking for something… spiritual, actually.”
Jonas laughed softly, dark eyes crinkling at the corners. “Spiritual? You really aren’t like most customers.”
Livia leaned in, her voice dropping to just above a whisper. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat,” she breathed near his ear, the chant flowing effortlessly from her lips.
Livia enjoyed watching Jonas’s pupils dilate, his breath catching audibly. His posture shifted subtly, shoulders straightening as he instinctively leaned toward her, as if pulled by an invisible thread.
“What was that?” he asked, his voice now slightly hoarse.
“Ancient wisdom,” Livia replied, moving back toward the counter where her selected items waited. She felt his eyes following her, his gaze almost tangible against her skin. “The body is touched, the spirit cries out. Don’t you find that true in your line of work?”
Jonas blinked, visibly collecting himself. “Yes,” he said simply, returning behind the counter.
Livia watched him begin to ring her up. She tallied the cost in her head, knowing it exceeded what she had planned to spend. But the manuscript had taught her there were persuasions beyond money.
She leaned forward on the counter, the position causing her blouse to gape open, offering a lewd view of her breasts. “You know,” she said conversationally, “I’m not sure I can afford all of these today.”
Jonas’s gaze flickered briefly to her chest before returning to her face. “We do have a student discount,” he offered.
“How thoughtful,” Livia replied, intentionally shifting her weight to one hip. The movement caused her skirt to ride up just enough to suggest rather than reveal. “But I was wondering if perhaps we might discuss… alternate forms of payment.”
His hands stilled on the vibrator he’d been placing in a discreet black bag. “That’s not our standard policy.”
Livia smiled, delighting in the fact that he couldn’t look away from her. “I suspect very little about this interaction is standard, Jonas.” She glanced meaningfully at the front door. “Perhaps you should lock up for a short break. It’s nearly lunchtime, isn’t it?”
For a moment, she could see his internal battle, professionalism versus something deeper, more primal. Then, without another word, he moved from behind the counter toward the front door. The lock clicked with quiet finality.
The key and the door, she thought, remembering another fragment from the manuscript. And I’ve become both.
When Jonas turned back to her, his dark eyes had taken on a hungry intensity that sent a delicious shiver down her spine. He moved quietly to stand before her rather than behind the counter.
“What exactly are you offering?” he asked.
“A fair exchange,” she replied, straightening to her full height. She was still considerably shorter than him, but she knew her power wasn’t physical. “You provide me with tools of pleasure, and I provide you with… a demonstration of their use.”
Jonas’s breathing had deepened, his chest rising and falling more noticeably. “And if I’m interested in more than a demonstration?”
Livia smiled, reaching up to slowly unfasten another button on her blouse. “Then we negotiate terms like the adults we are.”
His gaze dropped to her fingers, tracking their movement. “I don’t typically mix business with pleasure,” he said, the words automatic, as if reciting a policy he no longer believed in.
“Yet here we are,” Livia observed, taking a deliberate step closer to him. Close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body, but not quite touching. “The door is locked. Your choice.”
Jonas’s hand rose slowly, hovering near her face without making contact. “What’s happening?” he asked, his voice a mixture of wonder and wariness.
“Right now?” Livia replied, tilting her head slightly. “You’re with a woman who knows exactly what she wants. And at this moment, what I want is for you to show me your private inventory. The items you don’t display on the floor.”
Something shifted in Jonas’s expression: recognition. “You’re not here by accident,” he stated rather than asked.
“Very little I do these days is accidental,” Livia confirmed. She reached up and grasped his still-hovering wrist, guiding his hand to her cheek. His skin was warm against hers, his pulse rapid beneath her fingertips. “I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.”
Jonas led Livia through a heavy velvet curtain at the back of the shop, his fingers firmly entwined with hers. The stockroom surprised her: unlike the sterile backrooms of most retail establishments, this space continued the shop’s sensual aesthetic. Shelves of inventory lined the walls, but at the center sat a plush velvet chaise lounge in deep burgundy.
“For product testing?” Livia asked with a knowing smile.
“Quality assurance,” Jonas replied, his dark eyes never leaving hers. “Though it rarely sees use.”
Livia ran her fingers along the velvet surface. “Let’s change that.”
She turned to face him, maintaining eye contact as she slowly unfastened the remaining buttons of her blouse. She shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms to the floor. Jonas’s gaze marveled over the exposed curves of her breasts.
“Your turn,” she instructed, with a silken but commanding voice.
Jonas obeyed without hesitation, fingers working the buttons of his shirt with surprising grace. He revealed a lean torso, olive skin stretched over subtle muscle. A thin trail of dark hair disappeared beneath his waistband.
Exquisite, Livia thought. A perfect vessel.
She stepped forward, placing her palm against his bare chest. His heart practically thundered beneath her hand. She leaned in, her lips close to his ear, and whispered another fragment from the codex: “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.”
A visible shudder ran through Jonas. His hands moved to her waist, fingers digging in with sudden urgency.
“What are you doing to me?” he asked, struggling to form the right words.
“Opening you,” Livia informed him. She reached for his belt, unfastening it with a slow mischievous smile. “Sit.”
Jonas backed up until his legs hit the chaise lounge, then sank onto it, watching her with rapt attention. Livia stood before him, reaching behind herself to unzip her skirt. She let it fall around her ankles, then stepped free, now entirely naked. Jonas’s throat worked as he swallowed hard.
“You’re…” he began, but words seemed to fail him.
Livia smiled. “Meum desiderium est templum eius.” The words flowed from her tongue, filling the air between them with an almost palpable energy. “My desire is his temple,” she translated, moving to stand between his spread knees.
She reached for his pants, tugging them down along with his underwear as he lifted his hips to assist her. His cock greeted her vision, half-erect and growing quickly. Livia took it in her hand, stroking from base to tip, savoring his sharp intake of breath.
Livia knelt gracefully before Jonas, her fingers tracing patterns up his thighs. The moment her skin connected with his, knowledge flooded her consciousness—not thoughts, but pure sensation. I can feel exactly what he craves, she realized with wonder, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. She squeezed with precise pressure, watching his cock stiffen further under her touch. The veins beneath her fingers pulsed with blood, and she smiled up at him through her lashes.
“Lingua mea lumen accendit,” she whispered against the sensitive skin of his inner thigh, then translated: “My tongue ignites the light.” She licked a slow, deliberate stripe from his balls to the tip of his cock, savoring the salty taste of his skin. “Mmm,” she hummed, feeling his thighs tense beneath her palms. Jonas let out a strangled gasp, his fingers digging into the velvet upholstery. He likes to be teased at first, she knew instinctively, circling the head of his cock with feather-light touches of her tongue.
“Please,” Jonas groaned, his hips lifting slightly. Livia responded by taking just the tip into her mouth, sucking gently before releasing it with an audible “pop” that echoed in the small room. She maintained eye contact as she took him deeper, inch by deliberate inch, watching his eyes widen and his lips part. He wants to be devoured but fears losing control too quickly, she sensed, cupping his balls in her palm and massaging them gently. The weight of them felt perfect in her hand, heavy and full. She moaned around his length, the vibration making him buck upward with a sharp “Ah!”
Livia pulled back to speak against his slick shaft, “Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.” Her tongue flicked against the sensitive spot just beneath the head, making Jonas whimper. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.” She took him deep suddenly, relaxing her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen. “Nnnghh,” she moaned around him, tears pricking the corners of her eyes as she held him there. Jonas’s hand flew to her hair, as if the sensation might otherwise sweep him away. “Fuck,” he grunted, his voice strained and raw, “your mouth is… unhh… incredible.”
Livia established a rhythm, bobbing her head while maintaining suction, her hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. He’s fighting not to finish too soon, she thought with satisfaction, feeling his thighs trembling beneath her. The wet sounds of her ministrations filled the room: slurp, suck, the soft popping noise when she pulled back to catch her breath. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco,” she whispered before diving back down on him. Jonas was fully hard now, his cock straining upward, the skin pulled taut and flushed dark with need.
Livia positioned herself to straddle his lap. She hovered above him, her wet entrance just brushing against his cock, teasing them both with the promise of connection.
His hands gripped her hips, trying to pull her down onto him, but she resisted, maintaining control of their pace. “Patience,” she murmured, lowering herself just enough to let the head of his cock press against her entrance.
“Please,” Jonas whispered, the single word laden with desperation.
Livia smiled and began to recite another chant as she finally, slowly sank down onto him. “Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.”
“Oh fuck,” Jonas gasped as she enveloped him completely. His hands tightened on her hips, his face grimacing with pleasure. “What was that?”
“To enter is not sin, but purification,” Livia translated, beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm. She raised herself until just the tip remained inside her, then sank back down with agonizing slowness. Each motion was controlled, purposeful, her inner muscles clenching around him as she moved.
Jonas’s breathing grew ragged. “You feel… incredible,” he managed, his voice strained. “Like nothing I’ve ever… uhhh…”
Livia placed her hands on his shoulders, establishing balance as she continued her unhurried pace. She felt powerful, divine, watching his expressions shift between ecstasy and bewilderment. His cock filled her perfectly, hitting spots inside her that sent sparks of pleasure through her core.
“Voluptas est veritas,” she chanted, increasing her pace slightly. “Pleasure is truth.”
“Yes,” Jonas hissed, his hips beginning to thrust upward to meet her movements. “God, yes.”
“Goddess,” she corrected him, with a wink.
The chaise creaked beneath them as their rhythm intensified. Livia arched her back, changing the angle to drive him deeper. A moan escaped her lips, genuine and unrestrained. “In gemitu meo, deum invoco.”
“What… what does that one mean?” Jonas panted, his fingers digging into the flesh of her hips.
“In my moan, I summon god,” Livia translated, grinding herself against him now. The friction against her clit sent waves of pleasure radiating outward. “Mmmmhhh,” she moaned, louder this time, her eyes closed in concentration.
Jonas’s gaze was fixed on her face, his expression reverent despite the carnal nature of their connection. “You’re… unbelievable,” he gasped, one hand moving up to cup her breast. His thumb circled her nipple, drawing another moan from her lips.
“Believe in me,” she commanded, leaning forward slightly. “Worship me.”
His hands roamed her body with newfound adoration, tracing paths along her sides, her back, her breasts, as if mapping sacred territory. Livia continued to ride him, varying her pace—sometimes quick and shallow, sometimes deep and grinding—maintaining complete control of their shared pleasure.
“Tu es clavem, ego sum janua,” she whispered, feeling his cock slam inside her at the words. “You are the key. I am the door.”
“Uhhhnng,” Jonas groaned, his head tilting back as he thrust up into her. “I can’t… you’re too… I need to…”
Livia leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.” She bit gently on his earlobe. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”
“Oh god,” Jonas cried out, his hips bucking upward. “I’m close… so close…”
“Then come for me,” Livia commanded, increasing her pace, riding him with purpose now. She clenched her inner muscles around him rhythmically, watching his face as pleasure overwhelmed him.
“But… I want you to—Ahhhh! FUCK!” Jonas shouted, his entire body tensing beneath her. His fingers dug into her hips hard enough to bruise as he pushed as deep as possible into her, his cock pulsing as he came. “Ohhhh god, god… goddess,” he chanted, each word punctuated by a thrust and another spurt of warmth inside her.
Livia continued to move on him through his orgasm, drinking in his tithe. His face was transformed, almost unrecognizable in the depths of his ecstasy. She felt closer to heaven than she ever had.
The codex was right, she thought. This is divine communion.
As Jonas’s breathing began to slow, his expression dazed and unfocused, Livia lifted herself off him and moved up his body. She positioned herself over his face, her thighs on either side of his head.
“Make me come,” she instructed, looking down at him. “Twice.”
Without hesitation, Jonas lifted his head, his tongue finding her clit with immediate precision. He moaned against her flesh, the vibration adding to the sensation. His hands came up to grip her thighs, holding her steady as he worked.
“Ahhh, yes,” Livia gasped, grinding subtly against his mouth. “Just like that.”
Jonas ate her with worshipful enthusiasm, his tongue alternating between circling her clit and dipping inside her, tasting the mixture of her arousal and his own release. The taboo nature of it only heightened her pleasure.
“Lingua mea lumen accendit,” she recited breathlessly. “My tongue ignites the light.”
Jonas responded by sucking her clit between his lips. “Lingua mea… mmmmmfffff.” His perfect pressure made her cry out.
“Oh! Yes! There!” Livia’s head fell back as pleasure built rapidly within her. Her hands found their way into his dark hair, gripping tightly to anchor herself. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” she muttered, her hips moving in small circles against his mouth.
Her first orgasm crashed through her without warning, intense and all-consuming. “Oh! OH! OHHHHH!” she cried out, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. “Fuck! Yes! Unnnngh!”
Jonas held her firmly as she shook, his tongue never ceasing its movements, driving her pleasure until she thought she might shatter from the intensity. When the peak finally passed, leaving her panting and sensitive, she expected him to stop. Instead, he continued his ministrations, slowing slightly but maintaining contact.
“What are you…” she began, then realized he was following her command to the letter. Two orgasms. “Oh god,” she moaned as he started building her up again, his technique shifting to accommodate her sensitivity.
“Manus tuae, manus angelorum,” she gasped as his hands kneaded the flesh of her thighs and ass. “Your hands are the hands of angels.”
Jonas hummed against her in response. To Livia, it felt exactly like thank you, mistress—a wordless acknowledgment of the sacred power exchange happening between them. The deep rumble of his appreciation traveled from her core outward, making her toes curl against the stockroom floor.
“Liquesco sub voce eius,” she panted, her voice barely above a whisper as the ancient words issued forth. “I melt beneath his voice.” And she was melting, dissolving into pure sensation as Jonas worshipped at the altar of her body.
His tongue moved in broad, flat strokes now, purposefully avoiding direct contact with her clit until the sensitivity from her first orgasm began to ebb. The temporary reprieve allowed her to catch her breath, though her heart continued to race wildly in her chest. Then, gradually and with exquisite deliberation, he returned his attention to that swollen bundle of nerves, circling it with increasing pressure. Each sweep of his tongue was methodical, as if he were decoding her pleasure with scholarly precision.
“Fuck, how are you so good at this?” Livia gasped, her fingers tightening in his dark hair. Her hips moved more insistently against his face, seeking greater contact, greater pressure. The rough texture of his beard scraped gently against her inner thighs, adding another layer of sensation to the experience—a delicious counterpoint to the soft wetness of his lips and tongue.
Jonas answered by sliding two fingers inside her while continuing to work her clit with his tongue, curving them in a “come hither” motion to massage her g-spot. The method was ideal, the rhythm divine, as if he’d spent years studying the sacred texts of her body.
“Right there!” she cried out, her head thrown back and her spine arching as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable intensity. She ground down harder onto his face, shameless in her pursuit of ecstasy. “Right fucking there!”
Livia felt the storm gathering at the base of her spine, in her curling toes, in the nipples he was tickling. Her breathing became erratic, punctuated by high-pitched sounds of pleasure she barely recognized as her own.
Her orgasm hit like a biblical flood. “UHNNN! FUCK! YES!” she screamed, her entire body convulsing with pleasure. “OHHHHH FUCKING GODDESS YESSS!”
Jonas held her firmly through the intense spasms, his mouth never ceasing its devotion even as she bucked and writhed above him. Only when she weakly pushed at his forehead did he finally relent, allowing her to collapse beside him on the chaise, gazing toward the ceiling but staring into a bright future.
For several minutes, neither spoke. The only sound in the stockroom was their gradually slowing breath and the distant hum of the store’s ventilation system. Livia felt limbs like liquid gold, heavy and precious. She turned her head to look at Jonas, whose face glistened with the evidence of her pleasure.
Mine now, she thought with satisfaction. My precious disciple.
“That was…” Jonas finally broke the silence, his voice hoarse. “I don’t….”
“I agree,” Livia replied, trailing her fingers down his chest.
She sat up, feeling their combined fluids beginning to trickle down her inner thigh. The sensation was primal, proper, and pure. Jonas watched her with undisguised awe as she stood and began collecting her clothing.
“You’re leaving?” he asked, making no move to cover himself.
“Well, the shop can’t stay closed,” Livia replied practically, stepping into her skirt. “Unless you want to explain to your boss why you locked the doors.”
Jonas sat up, running a hand through his tousled hair. “I own the place,” he said simply.
Livia paused, blouse half-buttoned. “Convenient,” she said with a smile. “Then I suppose you can decide what happens with those items I selected?”
Jonas stood, finding his underwear and stepping into it. “Consider them gifts,” he said, fumbling a bit with his shirt. “Along with anything else that catches your interest.”
Livia finished dressing, then approached him, placing a hand on his chest. “I’ll need something to carry them in. Something… discreet.”
Jonas nodded, moving to a storage cabinet and retrieving three velvet drawstring bags in black.
Livia took the bags, letting her fingers brush against his. “Give me your phone,” she instructed.
He complied without hesitation, watching as she entered her number and saved it simply under “Livia.”
“And now yours,” she said, handing him her phone.
Jonas entered his information, and Livia immediately renamed the contact to Ceremony Supplies. “I’ll call you,” she promised, gathering items and placing them in the velvet bags. “When I need you.”
“Not if?” Jonas asked, a hint of his former composure returning.
“When,” Livia confirmed, heading toward the curtain that separated them from the shop floor. She paused at the threshold, looking back at him over her shoulder. “And Jonas? Practice those phrases I taught you. I’ll quiz you next time.”
The weight of three velvet bags in her hands was nothing compared to the newfound power she felt coursing through her veins. The manuscript’s knowledge had transformed her, awakened something ancient and hungry within her. This was a blessing, a revelation of what had always been dormant inside.
No guilt, she thought, feeling the pleasant ache between her thighs with each step she took. Anointed.




Chapter 6: Trinity

Livia’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, her mind clear with purpose. The words flowed through her as if dictated by the priestesses of antiquity:
Seeking curious academic participants for an immersive study on embodied ritualistic practices in pre-Christian sex-positive conclaves. Exploration of original source material and physical demonstration techniques. Limited to 3 participants. Contact for details.
She posted it to the university’s closed humanities research forum, then sat back, feeling the hum of anticipation in her veins. The manuscript lay open beside her laptop, its pages seeming to breathe in the soft lamplight of her apartment.
They will come to me, she thought. The ones who need to hear the words.
Within hours, three promising responses arrived in her inbox. The first from Daniel Stone the T.A.… no surprise there. His message vibrated with barely contained eagerness beneath his scholarly language. The second from Jordan Reese, a graduate student in comparative literature she’d noticed watching her in the library. His message was blunt, almost challenging.
The third surprised her: Elena Mirez from the anthropology department. Her message was thoughtful, curious, mentioning her own research into ritual body practices.
Perfect, Livia thought.
She sent them each the same reply: an address, a time, instructions to wear loose clothing and bring an open mind. Nothing more.
* * *
The small apartment was transformed into a temple. Well, temple enough. The dining table was draped with crimson silk, positioned it at the center of her living room. The manuscript lay open at its center, surrounded by unscented candles. Incense burners sat at each corner, spiced apple and myrrh ready to be lit. A rich Syrah awaited in four wine glasses, almost black in the dim light.
Livia prepared her skin with a long bath, complete with salt and rose petals, hair brushed until it gleamed, lips stained with berry tint. No other makeup. Her outfit was simple: a floor-length robe of sheer white fabric, belted loosely at the waist. Nothing underneath. Her nipples pressed visibly against the translucent material, her dark areolae like shadows beneath.
The doorbell rang at precisely eight. They had arrived together, standing awkward and curious in the hallway.
“Welcome,” Livia said, her voice low and melodic. “Please, enter.”
Daniel’s eyes widened at the sight of her, then quickly darted to look anywhere else.
You’re supposed to enjoy the sight, silly, Livia mused.
Jordan followed, his gaze direct and appreciative, a small smile playing at his lips. Elena came last, her curvy frame wrapped in a flowing dress, eyes bright with intelligence and curiosity.
“Remove your shoes,” Livia instructed, closing the door behind them. “And pick a cushion.”
She had arranged large pillows in a semicircle around the table-turned-altar. They complied silently, watching as she moved around the space, lighting candles and incense with practiced motions. The smoke curled upward in lazy spirals, filling the room with spicy-sweet and earthy scents.
“You’re wondering why you’re here,” Livia said, handing each of them a glass of wine, letting her fingers brush against theirs as she did. “The truth is simpler than you might imagine. I’ve discovered something extraordinary: a text that contains not just descriptions of ancient sexual rituals, but the actual invocations used to induce accompanying altered states of consciousness. Tonight, we test my hypothesis: that these chants activate something primal in the human body: a connection between language, perception, and arousal that transcends history and the mortal plane.”
She moved to the table, standing behind the manuscript. “I’ll begin with a simple recitation. Just listen to the sounds, the cadence. Don’t try to translate, just feel it in your body.”
Livia placed her hands on either side of the manuscript and began to read, her voice finding the rhythm encoded in the ancient text:
“Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat.” She shifted her hips slowly, trying to maintain her composure. “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum.”
The words swirled around them, thick and sweet. She lifted the book and began to pace behind the participants, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor, her sheer clothing revealing, then hiding, then revealing again.
“Lingua mea lumen accendit. Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio.”
Daniel shifted on his cushion, his breath becoming shallow. Jordan’s legs spread slightly wider, his hand resting on his thigh. Elena’s head tilted back, her lips parting.
“Meum desiderium est templum eius. Voluptas est veritas.”
Livia’s voice grew stronger, more commanding. The chant pulsed through the room like a heartbeat. She could see the change in them: pupils dilating, skin flushing, the subtle rock of hips against cushions.
“Liquesco sub voce eius. Manus tuae, manus angelorum.”
Daniel removed his glasses, setting them aside with trembling fingers. Jordan ran his tongue across his lower lip, his gaze never leaving her. Elena’s hand moved to her décolletage, tracing sigils instinctively.
“In gemitu meo, deum invoco.”
Livia stood still, behind the altar once more. She untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal the length of her body, warm and perfect in the candlelight.
“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur.”
Their eyes were glassy now, mouths slack with desire. The air in the room felt thick, charged with possibility.
“Remove your clothes,” Livia commanded softly. “All of them.”
Three mostly-strangers were in her apartment, curious about an ancient ritual, and now they were being told to undress. Nobody hesitated or questioned the idea. Daniel unbuttoned his shirt with clumsy fingers. Jordan pulled his t-shirt over his head in one fluid motion, revealing his muscled torso. Elena stood to unzip her dress, letting it pool at her feet.
Livia continued the chant as they stripped, her voice growing more melodic:
“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos.”
Soon they were naked before her, their bodies glowing in the warm light. Daniel’s lean frame, his cock already hard against his stomach. Jordan’s powerful build, his thick thighs and proud erection. Elena’s lush curves, her heavy breasts and wide hips.
“Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita.”
Livia approached Daniel first, sinking to her knees and bending forward to take his length into her mouth, sucking slowly, deliberately. “Aaahh,” he gasped, his hands hovering uncertainly before settling in her hair.
“Jordan,” she said, releasing Daniel with a wet pop. “Come here.”
He moved to her side, and she took him in her other hand, stroking him firmly while returning her mouth to Daniel. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room: “Slurp… mmm… gulp…”
“Elena,” Livia called between licks. “Behind me.”
Her first feminine follower moved without question, kneeling behind Livia. She began kissing down Livia’s spine, each touch of her lips sending shivers through Livia’s body.
“Ungh… fuck,” Jordan groaned as Livia’s hand twisted around his shaft.
Livia alternated between them, taking Jordan deep into her throat while stroking Daniel, then switching. “Gluk… gluk… gluk…” The sounds of her throat opening made Daniel whimper.
Elena’s hands found Livia’s breasts, cupping them from behind, fingers rolling her nipples. “You’re so beautiful,” she whispered against Livia’s shoulder.
When Livia was ready, she stood and moved to the table. With one sweep of her arm, she cleared space on the silk, then lay back, spreading her legs wide.
“I am the vessel,” she declared, her voice ringing with authority. “I am the altar. I am the scripture made flesh.”
She beckoned to Daniel. “Enter me.”
He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock nudging at her entrance. With several delicious thrusts, he was inside her, filling her completely. “Oh god,” he moaned. “Oh fuck.”
“Jordan,” Livia commanded, “mmm… my mouth.”
He moved to the head of the table, where her head was hanging upside down, feeding his thick shaft between her lips. The musky scent of his arousal filled her nostrils as the velvety head of his cock slid across her tongue. She took him eagerly, moaning around his girth as Daniel began to thrust. His taste is intoxicating. The weight of Jordan’s cock pressed against the roof of her mouth, her throat relaxing as she swallowed him deeper, a guttural “gluk, gluk” sound escaping her lips.
“Elena,” Livia gasped as Jordan pulled back to let her speak, a silvery thread of saliva connecting his cock to her swollen lips. “My ass. Your fingers.” I need to be filled completely, worshipped in every way.
Elena moved to Livia’s side, her caramel skin glowing in the dim light. One hand sliding beneath Livia, a finger circling her tight entrance with teasing pressure. “Like this?” she asked, pressing gently, her voice a soft purr.
“Yesss,” Livia hissed, her back arching involuntarily. “Deeper.” Open me, stretch me, make me Her vessel. Her body quivered with raw need as she pushed back against Elena’s exploring finger.
The rhythm built between them: Daniel’s cock sliding in and out of her slick heat with wet, obscene sounds. Jordan fucking her mouth with measured strokes, his thick shaft pressing against her tonsils. “Mmmmph… gluk… slurrp,” Livia moaned around him, saliva trickling down her chin. Elena’s finger penetrating her ass while her other hand caressed and held Daniel’s balls for good measure.
I am the center of their universe, their pleasure and mine intertwined like sacred vines.
“She’s so wet,” Daniel gasped, his voice strained and breathless. Sweat beaded on his brow. “So hot inside. Ngh… like velvet gripping me.”
“Her mouth is heaven,” Jordan groaned, his abs tensing visibly. “Fuck… the way she sucks… uhnnn.” His head fell back as Livia hollowed her cheeks around him.
“Your body is sacred,” Elena murmured. “The way you pray… it’s beautiful.”
Yes, pray with me.
Daniel’s pace quickened, his fingers digging into her thighs. The slap of flesh against flesh punctuated each thrust. Elena added a second finger, stretching Livia’s ass with gentle insistence, twisting to open her further. They moved together like a single organism, joined by pleasure and the lingering power of the chants.
Livia arched her back as Daniel’s cock speared faster inside her, the wet slap of his hips against her thighs punctuating each thrust. Jordan’s thick length slid across her tongue relentlessly, the musky taste of him growing addictive as her sucking became sloppier. “Sllrrk… gluk gluk… mmmh!” She swallowed around him, feeling his balls tighten against her chin. Elena’s fingers worked her ass in slow circles, pressing deeper with every gasp Livia made.
“Corpus tangitur… ngh!… spiritus clamat…” Daniel chanted between ragged breaths, grunting and growling like a man becoming a wolf. His hands tightened on Livia’s thighs as he fucked into her with desperate, shallow strokes, his tip brushing that sacred spot inside her over and over.
Jordan pulled his cock from her mouth with a slick pop, his pre-cum glistening on Livia’s lips. “Clausa fui… aperta… hnng! Aperta sum…” he groaned, gripping the base of his shaft as his hips jerked. 
Livia lifted her face toward Elena, who was watching them with parted lips, dazed and docile. “Say it,” Livia demanded, with a throat raw from swallowing cock. “Invoke… unh unh… the words with us.”
Elena shuddered, her dark eyes glazed. “Sacra… sum…” she whispered, her fingers inside Livia twitching like a live wire. The moment the syllables left her lips, her body arched, a choked moan leaving her throat though no one had even touched her clit.
“Yesss,” Livia hissed, rolling her hips to meet Daniel’s frantic rhythm. “Again. Louder.” 
Jordan shoved himself back between her lips, cutting off her words as her throat flexed around him. “Gk! Gllk—!” She gagged around the thick intrusion, tears springing to her eyes as saliva dripped down her cheeks.
Daniel’s thrusts grew erratic, his cock pulsing inside her. “Lingua… mea… fuck!… lumen accendit…” His whole body tensed, his balls drawing up tight. “Gonna… nngh! Gonna—“ 
Livia clenched around him, milking his release as he came with a broken shout. “Ahh! Ah! Fuh—fuhck!” Hot cum flooded her cunt as he shuddered, his knees buckling. She drank in every twitch, every helpless grunt as he blessed her with his spirit.
Jordan tore himself from her mouth again, his cock glistening with her spit. “Ingressus non est… peccatum…” he panted, stroking himself roughly. His free hand tangled in her hair, guiding her face toward the head of his dick as pre-cum beaded at the slit. “Sed… purificatio…” 
Livia inhaled with tremendous effort, her tongue automatically reaching out to lap at him. “Sllp… mmm…” She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting salt and sweat, then took him deep, humming as his hips jerked forward. 
Elena’s fingers worked faster inside Livia’s ass now, her breath coming in short gasps. “Meum… desiderium…” she moaned, her thighs pressing together as if fighting her own climax. “Est templum… eius…” 
“Voluptas… est…” Jordan gritted out, his entire body tightening. “Veritas…!” Ropes of cum shot across Livia’s face, striping her cheeks, her lips, her neck. She licked what she could reach, savoring the bitter tang as the overflow dripped toward the floor.
Elena trembled, her fingers still buried in Livia’s ass, her own thighs slick with arousal. “Liquesco…” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Sub… voce… eius…” Her back arched sharply, a high whine tearing from her throat as her cunt clenched around nothing, her climax ripping through her, even as she remained untouched.
Livia lay spread before them, bathed in sweat and cum, her body humming with divine electricity. They’re chanting without prompting. It’s woven into them, just like it wove into me.
Daniel slumped on top of her, his softening cock glistening like angel wings. Jordan collapsed onto the floor, his chest heaving. Elena’s fingers slipped free from Livia’s body as she melted forward, her forehead resting against Livia’s shoulder.
The candles flickered, casting long shadows across their tangled limbs. Livia’s skin tingled, her pulse slow and satisfied. They are mine now, too.
She reached out, trailing her fingers through the mess on her face, then brought them to her lips. “Manus tuae,” she murmured, licking her fingers clean as their drowsy eyes followed the movement. “Manus angelorum.” 
None of them spoke. None needed to. The manuscript’s power hummed between them, thicker than the incense, sweeter than the wine. Livia closed her eyes. I am a rite. I am a gospel.




Chapter 7: Consecration

Livia’s fingers traced the edge of the weathered stone archway, the cool surface rough beneath her fingertips. The abandoned chapel loomed before her, its once-grand façade now softened by ivy and weather. The arched windows, once filled with stained glass, were mostly empty, their jagged edges catching the moonlight like broken teeth. The heavy wooden door creaked as she pushed it open, the scent of old incense and damp wood curling around her.
Inside, the space was vast: high ceilings, peeling paint, and a floor scattered with the remnants of an eclectic past: a broken easel, a tangle of fairy lights, a single chair draped in velvet. All of it hummed with potential.
Livia stepped forward, her boots scuffing against the worn stone. The altar at the far end of the chapel was still intact, its surface smooth from centuries of use. She ran her fingers along the edge, imagining the weight of history beneath her touch. 
Perfect.

She turned to the others, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “This,” she murmured, her voice echoing in the hollow space, “is where we begin.”
* * *
The invitations were written in dark red ink on thick, cream-colored paper, each one sealed with a wax stamp bearing a symbol from the ancient manuscript. Livia’s fingers moved with precision as she addressed each envelope, her lips curving at the thought of the reactions they would provoke.
To the Devoted, the message began, You are summoned to the sacred space where flesh and faith intertwine. Come robed, unadorned beneath, bearing both a tool of pleasure and the confession of your most guarded longing. Our congregation begins soon.
She signed each one Livia, Keeper of the Rite before pressing her lips to the envelope, leaving the faintest imprint of her lipstick behind.
* * *
The chapel—their chapel—glowed with amber light. Candles lined the ancient stone walls, brightening silks draped from rafters. Incense smoke curled between pillars, carrying the scent of myrrh and something musky beneath… a dark, carnal note that Livia couldn’t get enough of. In the center of what was once an altar space, Livia had arranged plush cushions in a wide circle atop Persian rugs, each cushion adorned with a small vial of oil.
Livia stood at the arched entrance, faintly glowing in a sheer ceremonial gown that floated around her like sacred mist. Gold chains crossed her torso, linking delicate circles that pierced each nipple. Her dark hair hung loose down her back, adorned with thin golden threads. Her eyes held the steady gaze of someone accustomed to being worshipped.
They will come to me hungry, she thought, and leave enlightened.
Daniel arrived first as usual, his glasses freshly polished, curls carefully shaped. He’d trimmed his beard to perfect symmetry.
“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia murmured, pulling him close. Her lips pressed against his with deliberate pressure. She felt him tremble.
“Thank you,” he whispered.
Elena followed, her black curls glossy and arranged over one shoulder. She’d lined her eyes with copper that pulled out the brown of her irises, and her plump lips shone with tinted balm. She’d draped herself in a deep burgundy wrap dress that would fall open with a single tug.
“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia said, drawing Elena’s mouth to hers. She lingered longer this time, allowing her tongue to trace Elena’s lower lip, tasting the sweetness there.
“I’ve been thinking of nothing else,” Elena admitted, her voice already breathless.
A new figure appeared in the doorway, silhouetted against the street lamps. Aislin Murphy fidgeted nervously, her auburn hair twisted into an artful topknot with deliberate pieces escaping to frame her freckled face. She’d tattooed lines of her own erotic poetry down her arms since the invitation, the ink still slightly raised against her pale skin. Her lips were painted blood-red, contrasting with her cream-colored robe.
“Took me three tries to get this messy bun looking properly disheveled,” Aislin said, raising an eyebrow. “Figured you’d appreciate the effort.”
Livia’s smile widened. “You are welcome in the temple,” she said before drawing Aislin into a kiss. She tasted of cinnamon. As their lips parted, Aislin’s tongue darted out to taste the remnant of Livia’s lip balm.
“Love what you’ve done with the place,” Aislin said, flicking her eyes toward the former altar.
“Love is the whole point,” Livia replied, placing a hand on Aislin’s lower back to guide her inside.
Jordan and Jonas entered together, both in simple dark robes, both carrying small wooden boxes. They’d taken care with their appearances—Jordan’s skin glowed with subtle oil, Jonas’s dark hair artfully tousled. She welcomed them both with kisses that left them gasping.
The sound of bare feet on stone announced another arrival. Safiya Ghali entered like a golden shadow, her skin seeming to absorb the candlelight rather than reflect it. Her black hair hung in a thick, immaculate braid down her back, adorned with tiny silver beads that caught the light when she moved. Her silver eyes were rimmed with perfect kohl that extended in elegant lines, giving her gaze an otherworldly intensity. She wore no jewelry except a thin silver chain around her ankle, the metal clinking softly against stone as she approached Livia.
“You are welcome in the temple,” Livia said.
Safiya’s response was not in words but in the way she stepped forward, eyes never leaving Livia’s. When their lips met, Safiya’s kiss was almost painfully gentle. Livia enjoyed a bare whisper of contact that somehow felt more intimate than the previous passionate kisses. Her hands remained at her sides, yet Livia felt touched all over.
When they parted, Safiya finally spoke, her voice barely audible: “The sacred and profane, merged at last.”
The final acolyte bounded in with barely contained energy. Theo Alvarez’s tawny skin was flushed with excitement, his dark eyes bright beneath the messy curls atop his head. The sides were freshly buzzed, creating a sharp contrast that emphasized his strong jaw. Dark stubble framed his eager smile, and he’d lined his eyes with the faintest touch of kohl. Around his neck, a slim black collar already spoke of the “guarded longing” Livia had requested.
“Am I late? I spent way too long on my hair, and then I couldn’t decide if the collar was too much, but then I thought, fuck it, you know?” His words tumbled out in a rush.
Livia placed a single finger against his lips, silencing him. “You are exactly on time. And you are welcome in the temple.”
When she kissed him, Theo melted against her, a soft whimper escaping his throat. His hands hovered at his sides, waiting for permission to touch.
“Eager,” she observed as their lips parted.
“Always,” he admitted with a blush that spread down his neck.
With her seven acolytes gathered, Livia locked the chapel door and moved to the center of the circle. The sheer fabric of her gown tinkled the gold chains crossing her body as she knelt on a raised cushion, the manuscript open before her on a small wooden stand.
“Remove your robes and kneel,” she commanded, her voice carrying to every corner of the space. “But keep your hands idle… for now.”
The rustle of fabric filled the chapel as seven bodies were revealed. Each was unique and beautiful in its vulnerability. They knelt in the circle around her, eyes locked on her form, breath collectively suspended. Some had tasted her power before; some had merely heard rumors, more tempting than any porn premise.
Livia lifted the manuscript, her fingers tracing the symbols she had now transcribed into her own language of desire. The fourth chant had originally been a meditation on divine union. Now it was something both sacred and profane.
“In tenebris corporis, lux revelatur,” she began, her voice dropping to a register that seemed to vibrate in the blood rather than the ears. “In the darkness of the body, light is revealed.”
Her fingers moved across the page, finding the words she had rewritten. “My body is the temple where you will find salvation. My mouth, the altar where you place your offerings. My cunt, the holy vessel where you pour your worship.”
Each new promise sent a visible ripple through the circle. Elena’s thighs pressed together. Aislin’s half-smirk deepened as she bit her lower lip.
“You come to me empty, and leave fulfilled,” Livia continued, rising to her feet and beginning to move around the inner edge of the circle. “You come to me alone, and leave bound together. You come to me in darkness, and leave illuminated.”
The golden chains crisscrossing her abdomen twinkled in the light as she moved, the metal warming against her skin. She stopped behind Safiya, whose perfect stillness was a devotion in itself, and bent to whisper directly against her ear.
“Offero me, non ut victima, sed sacerdos,” Livia intoned. “I offer myself, not as a victim, but as a priestess.”
Safiya’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips silently forming the words after Livia.
Moving to Jonas, Livia placed her palm flat against his chest, feeling his heart hammer beneath her touch. “Tu es clavem, ego sum janua,” she breathed. “You are the key. I am the door.”
His Adam’s apple jumped visibly as he swallowed.
To Jordan, she traced a finger down the center of his chest, stopping just above his navel. “Sanguis calet, cor salit, corpus sequitur,” she murmured. “The blood warms, the heart leaps, the body follows.”
Jordan’s muscles tightened beneath her touch, his restraint visible in the tension of his jaw.
She moved to Elena, cupping her face with both hands. “Lingua mea lumen accendit,” Livia said, her thumbs brushing Elena’s lips, and they recited the translation together, “My tongue ignites the light.”
Standing behind Daniel, Livia ran her fingers through his short, tight curls and gently pulled his head back to look up at her. “Ingressus non est peccatum, sed purificatio,” she said. “To enter is not sin, but purification.”
Daniel gazed up at her, utterly transfixed.
She knelt behind Theo, whose entire body quivered with the effort to remain still. Placing her lips against the nape of his neck, just above the collar, she whispered, “Manus tuae, manus angelorum. Your hands are the hands of angels.”
A giggle shook his whole body, his eyes squeezing shut at the sensation.
Finally, she reached Aislin, whose green eyes met hers with a challenge, despite the flush spreading across her freckled chest. Livia straddled her lap without making contact, hovering just above Aislin’s thighs. “Et cum intravit, ego facta sum infinita,” she breathed, her lips a whisper away from Aislin’s. “And when he entered, I became infinite.”
Aislin’s smirk faltered as her lips parted involuntarily, her pupils expanding.
Returning to the center, Livia raised her arms, the sheer fabric of her gown rippling like water. “The fourth rite demands communion of bodies,” she announced. “It demands submission to pleasure and dominion over desire. It demands your complete surrender and your absolute control.”
She reached for the ties on her sheer robe, letting it fall at her feet like so much discarded modesty. She was Venus and Magdalene merged: divine femininity unbound by shame.
“Tonight,” she said, her voice carrying the weight of certainty, “you will know what it means to worship and be worshipped. To penetrate and be penetrated… by flesh, by spirit, by word. You will become vessels of sacred pleasure.”
The air in the chapel thickened, charged with anticipation and silent longing. Seven bodies remained perfectly still, though each betrayed their desires: a pulse jumping at the throat, moisture gathering between thighs, hardness rising against stomachs, nipples tightening to peaks.
“Now,” Livia commanded, reaching for the first vial of oil, “you may speak your confessions. And with each truth spoken, another boundary is dissolved.”
Livia dipped her fingers into the fragrant oil, letting it drip like liquid amber down her wrist. The silence hung heavy with expectation as she gazed at each face in turn.
“Who will be first to offer their truth?” she asked.
After a moment’s hesitation, Aislin raised her chin, defiance and vulnerability battling in her expression. “My confession is I get turned on when people objectify my body.” Her words came out in a rush. “I hate that I like it. Being reduced to tits and ass. I’ve spent my whole life fighting against that shit, but then someone whistles at me like I’m just a hole to jerk off in, and I…” She swallowed hard. “I get so wet I can barely stand it. And I’m fucking ashamed of that.”
Livia trailed oil-slick fingers along Aislin’s collarbone, her touch feather-light. “Is the body not the vessel through which we experience ecstasy?” she murmured, tilting her head as if considering a theological puzzle. “To crave being seen as sacred flesh… isn’t that simply recognizing your own divinity?” Her nail scraped downward, leaving a glistening trail between Aislin’s breasts. “The mystics wrote of this: to be objectified is to become the altar upon which others worship.” Livia pressed her palm flat over Aislin’s pounding heart. “Your arousal isn’t weakness… it’s the instinct to let pleasure transform you.” The gold chains at Livia’s waist chimed as she leaned closer. “You don’t want to be lesser. You want to be more. Wanted. Worshipped.” Her thumb brushed Aislin’s nipple, watching it peak instantly. “That isn’t shame. That’s power.”
Aislin’s eyes glistened as she nodded, some invisible weight lifting from her shoulders.
Theo fidgeted with his collar, pulse visibly racing at his throat. “I want—“ His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. “I want to be forced to beg. Before I’m allowed to come. I want someone to make me plead until I’m crying, until I’d do anything…” His tawny skin flushed deep across his cheekbones. “I want to earn it by how desperately I can beg.”
Livia crawled toward him, her movements deliberate and predatory. She took his face between her hands, tilting it up. “Sweet, eager boy,” she murmured. “Your desire honors us. To need so deeply that words become prayer… that is a sacred vulnerability.” She traced his lips with her thumb. “Tonight, your pleasure will be earned through the beauty of your desperation. You are safe to plead, to whimper, to dissolve into need. And when you’ve begged prettily enough, we will release you.”
Relief spread across Theo’s features, his shoulders relaxing as though unburdened.
Daniel adjusted his glasses, his voice almost inaudible when he finally spoke. “I want… instructions. Detailed ones. Humiliating ones.” His eyes remained fixed on the floor. “Tell me exactly how to please you, how inadequate I am, how I need to be taught everything. Make me follow complicated directions. Be harsh.” His breath caught. “And then praise me when I get it right.”
Livia traced the shell of his ear with her oil-slick finger. “The scholar who craves to be schooled,” she murmured. “There is profound wisdom in acknowledging one’s need for instruction.” She tipped his chin up. “Your mind is beautiful, Daniel. So beautiful it seeks the relief of surrender. Tonight, you will receive the detailed directions your soul craves, and with each humiliation, you will rise toward ecstasy.”
Daniel exhaled slowly, tension visibly leaving his body as understanding filled his eyes.
Elena’s dark curls fell forward as she lowered her head to speak. “I want to be blindfolded and tied up…” she began, her accent more intense as she got emotional. “And used by as many people as possible. I want to lose count of the hands and mouths on me. I don’t want to know whose cock or fingers or tongue is inside me. I want to be… shared.” She looked up. “I can’t believe I finally admitted that.”
Livia pressed her lips to the shell of Elena’s ear. “To be shared is to be multiplied. To lose count is to transcend the limits of one body.” Her teeth grazed the sensitive skin beneath Elena’s jaw. “What you crave is enlightenment. It’s the ego death via the little death. To become so surrendered to pleasure that the boundaries between selves disappear.”
Livia’s hands glided up Elena’s thighs, thumbs brushing the dampness gathering there. “Tonight, you’ll be communion.” Her whispered words carried the weight of revelation. “Every touch upon your skin will be a prayer, every entry into your body a sacrament.”
Elena exhaled as the wisdom sank in, and her jaw unclenched.
“Now,” Livia commanded, rising to her feet, the golden chains at her waist shimmering with each movement, “who will confess next?”
Jonas sat perfectly still, his dark eyes intense beneath his brow. “I’ve got a voyeur kink,” he said simply. “I want to see my lover enjoying someone else while I watch. Sometimes I want to direct them, to tell them both what to do while I…” He made a vague gesture. “And sometimes join them later.” A muscle twitched in his jaw.
Livia approached him slowly, trailing fingers across his chest. “The voyeur sees what busy lovers cannot: the full tapestry of connection,” she said. “Your gaze is not intrusion but completion.” She pressed her forehead to his. “Besides, witnesses are essential in any ritual.”
Jonas’s posture relaxed infinitesimally, the constant vigilance in his eyes softening to something more vulnerable.
Jordan shifted on his knees, the powerful muscles of his thighs flexing with tension. “I want to be spanked,” he said, his deep voice incongruously small. “Hard. And while it happens, I want to be told I’m… a good boy.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I’m always the strong one, always in control. But I want someone to break me down and then build me back up with praise. Make me earn the words ‘good boy’ through pain and obedience.”
Livia circled behind him, laying her palm flat against his broad back. “The strongest vessels require the most thorough testing,” she said, running her nails lightly down his spine. “Your desire to surrender control honors the one who receives it.” She leaned close to his ear. “Tonight, your strength will be measured not by what you can dominate, but by what you can endure. And with each strike that you accept with grace, you will become more worthy of praise.”
Jordan exhaled a shaky breath, his eyes closing briefly in gratitude.
Safiya remained utterly still, her silver eyes the only animated part of her being. When she spoke, it was barely above a whisper. “I want someone to control my breathing during sex,” she said, each word precisely chosen. “To cover my mouth and nose, to decide for me. To bring me to the edge of consciousness.” Her gaze never wavered.
Livia knelt before Safiya, placing one hand lightly on her throat, feeling the pulse beneath her fingers. “The ancients knew that breath is spirit,” she said softly. “To surrender it is to offer the deepest trust possible. We will guide you to that threshold where mortality meets divinity, and hold you there in safety while you transcend.”
Safiya’s eyes fluttered closed, the faintest smile touching her lips.
Livia rose and returned to the center of the circle, her naked body gleaming with candlelight and inner light. “You have spoken your desires into being,” she declared. “By naming them, you have freed them from shadow. What once lived in secret now breathes among trusted fellow travelers.” She extended her arms, palms up in invitation. “There is no shame in this circle. No judgment. Only the sacred agreement to serve each other’s pleasure with reverence and care.”
She picked up the manuscript once more, her voice taking on the resonant quality of ritual. “Clausa fui. Aperta sum. Sacra sum,” she intoned. “I was closed. I am opened. I am sacred.”
The air itself seemed to pulse with anticipation.
“With divine permission,” Livia began, “the worship begins.”
She decided to begin with Elena, whose desire to be bound and shared would set the tone for the evening’s communion.
“Bring the silk ropes,” she instructed Daniel, watching his eyes widen behind his glasses. “And you,” she said to Theo, “fetch the blindfold from beside the altar.”
The men scrambled to obey, eager for purpose. Livia turned to Elena, whose dark curls fell wild around her shoulders as she knelt in anticipation.
“Are you ready to surrender your sight and movement?” Livia asked, cupping Elena’s face.
“Yes,” Elena whispered. “Please.”
Livia nodded to Theo, who approached with a length of black silk. His fingers trembled slightly as he handed it to Livia, who noted his growing arousal. Good. His need to for release will build until it’s unbearable.
“Bind her arms first,” Livia instructed Daniel, her voice firm with command. “Cross them behind her back. Make the knots tight enough to hold, but not to bruise. If you do this incorrectly, she won’t be properly helpless, and everyone will see your inadequacy.”
Daniel swallowed hard, his breathing quickening at the instruction laced with the potential for humiliation. He took the rope from beside Livia and moved behind Elena.
“Like this?” he asked, voice unsteady as he positioned Elena’s arms.
“Lower,” Livia corrected. “You call yourself educated, yet you can’t follow simple directions? Try again, and perhaps you’ll earn the right to touch her further.”
Daniel half-chuckled nervously as he adjusted the tension. The rope wound around Elena’s wrists, then her forearms, creating an intricate pattern of restraint.
While Daniel worked, Livia blindfolded Elena, tying the silk securely behind her head. “How many touches can you identify without seeing?” she murmured against Elena’s ear. “Let’s find out.”
Once Elena was properly bound and blinded, Livia positioned her on the cushions, legs spread wide, her vulnerability a sacred offering.
“Jonas,” Livia called, turning to the intense man who had remained watchful. “Take your place here,” she indicated a cushion with a perfect vantage point, “and direct what happens to her helpless body.”
Jonas moved with deliberate grace, settling onto the cushion. His dark eyes gleamed with anticipation.
“Jordan and Aislin,” Livia continued, “attend to Elena. Jonas will tell you how.”
As they approached, Livia touched Jonas’s shoulder and whispered, “Imagine she’s your girlfriend. What would please you to witness first?”
Jonas considered Elena’s bound form, then spoke with quiet authority. “One of you kiss her neck while the other fondles her tits. Slowly, teasing.”
The two obeyed, Jordan bending to trail his lips along Elena’s throat while Aislin’s hands cupped her full breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened to tight peaks.
“Mmmmm,” Elena moaned, her head falling back. “Oh god, that’s… ahhh…”
Jonas watched, his hand moving to his own arousal, stroking himself slowly. “Good,” he commanded. “Use your tongue on her nipples. Spread her legs wider and tease her inner thighs.”
The repositioning created a momentary confusion for the blindfolded Elena, exactly as Jonas had intended. She gasped sharply when Aislin’s tongue flicked across her nipple.
“Unnghhh, yes,” she groaned, then jolted as Jordan’s strong hands pushed her thighs further apart, his thumbs grazing tantalizingly close to her center.
Livia watched the scene unfolding with satisfaction, then turned her attention to Safiya, who knelt nearby, her silver eyes transfixed by the display.
“This way, love,” Livia whispered, extending her hand. “Your desire requires trust and intimacy.”
She guided Safiya to a nest of cushions slightly removed from the main group. “Lie back,” she instructed, and Safiya obeyed, her golden skin an irresistible display.
Livia straddled her, bending to kiss her lips softly. “Breathe deeply,” she commanded. Then, as Safiya inhaled, Livia covered her mouth and nose with one hand. “Hold it.”
Safiya’s eyes widened, then grew heavy-lidded as Livia’s other hand traveled between her legs, finding her already slick with arousal. After several seconds, Livia removed her hand.
“Exhale,” she instructed, and Safiya released her breath in a rush, her chest heaving. “Again,” Livia commanded, timing the next breath-holding with firmer strokes around Safiya’s clit.
Elena’s increasingly vocal responses drew Livia’s gaze. Jonas had directed Daniel to join the others, and now three pairs of hands explored Elena’s bound body while Jonas stroked himself more vigorously.
“She’s getting close,” Jonas observed. “Stop touching her clit. Make her wait.”
Daniel immediately withdrew his fingers, earning a whimper of protest from Elena. “Please,” she begged, not knowing who had been touching her where. “Don’t stop.”
“Not yet,” Jonas said, his voice thick with arousal. “One of you, taste her. Slowly.”
Jordan positioned himself between Elena’s spread legs, his broad shoulders creating a solid pressure that kept her thighs apart. He lowered his mouth to her wet center and gave a long, deliberate lick from her entrance to her clit.
“Ohhhhh fuck,” Elena cried out, her spine arching against her restraints. “Mmmmm, yes, god…”
The sound of Jordan’s tongue exploring her folds was obscenely wet, his appreciative groans vibrating against her most sensitive parts. Slurp, slurp. He worked his tongue inside her, then back up to circle her clit.
“Now you,” Jonas directed with a steely gaze at Aislin.
Aislin smirked and took Jordan’s place, her auburn hair falling forward as she bent between Elena’s legs. Her technique was different, more knowing, her tongue making quick, precise flicks that had Elena writhing within seconds.
“Ah! Ah! Ohhhhhh,” Elena panted, her blindfolded head thrashing. “That’s… unnnngh… different… so good…”
Livia smiled at the scene, then returned her focus to Safiya, who lay beneath her in a state of trance-like arousal. Livia covered her airways again, longer this time, while sliding two fingers inside her. Safiya’s internal muscles clenched around the intruders, her body delighting in the controlled deprivation of oxygen.
When Livia released her hold, Safiya gasped, “More,” her silver eyes glazed with pleasure.
Livia beckoned to Theo, who had been watching nearby, his erection straining painfully. “Come here,” she said. “Safiya needs penetration while I control her breath.”
“Yes,” Theo answered, his voice cracking with eagerness. “Please, let me.”
Livia shook her head. “Ask properly.”
Theo’s eyes widened, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “Please,” he started, voice low. “I… I need to be inside her. May I please serve you both?”
“Not convincing enough,” Livia said coldly. “On your knees. Show me how desperate you are.”
Theo dropped immediately, his bare knees hitting the floor with a thud. “Please, my priestess, I’m begging you. Let me inside her. I need it so badly. I’ll do anything, please, please…”
His voice began to break, genuine desperation taking over as his cock throbbed visibly. “I can’t stand it. I need it. Please let me serve. I’m begging you.”
Tears of frustration gathered in his eyes, exactly as he’d confessed he wanted. Livia felt a surge of power. This is what devotion looks like. Beautiful desperation.
“Since you beg so prettily,” she finally said, “you may serve us. But you may not come until I permit it.”
“Of course,” Theo gasped, crawling forward. “Thank you, thank you.”
Livia positioned him between Safiya’s legs, guiding his impressive length to her entrance. As he pushed in with a low groan, Safiya’s back arched off the cushions.
“Ahhhhh,” she sighed, as he filled her completely.
Livia kneeled next to Safiya’s head and placed her hands over Safiya’s mouth and nose again. “Pleasure her, Theo,” she commanded. “Slowly at first.”
He began to thrust, his eyes locked on Livia’s hand controlling Safiya’s breath. The power exchange was palpable: Safiya surrendering the most basic function of life in the middle of mating.
Livia released her hold after thirty seconds, allowing Safiya to gasp in air. “Faster now,” she told Theo, who immediately increased his pace, his hips slapping against Safiya’s thighs.
“Unnnh, unnnh, unnnh,” Safiya moaned with each thrust, her eyes rolling back as Livia covered her airways again.
Meanwhile, the scene around Elena had escalated. She now had Aislin’s tongue on her clit, Daniel’s cock in her mouth, and Jordan’s fingers inside her, all while Jonas directed the tableau like a conductor.
“Daniel, hold her head still,” Jonas instructed. “Make her take you deeper. She needs to be used properly.”
Daniel gripped Elena’s hair, pushing his cock farther into her mouth.
“Mmmpph, gluck, mmmpph,” came from Elena’s throat as she took him deeper.
“Tell Aislin what a good slut she is,” Jonas commanded Daniel.
Daniel, emboldened by the instructions that satisfied his need for domination through guidance, spoke in a voice unlike his usual tentative tone. “Suck her clit, you hungry slut. Your mouth exists to please us.”
Aislin’s response was a muffled groan and increased suction, her body trembling with pleasure at being degraded.
Livia, still controlling Safiya’s breathing while Theo fucked her with increasing urgency, caught sight of Jordan watching the scene. His powerful body was tense with unmet need, his cock fully erect but untouched.
“Aislin,” Livia called. “Jordan requires attention. His confession must be honored.”
Aislin looked up from between Elena’s legs, her lips glistening. She turned to Jordan with her characteristic half-smirk. “Come here, big man,” she purred. “I’ve been wanting to make you beg too.”
Jordan approached, his muscular frame seeming almost shy despite its power. Aislin positioned him on all fours on a nearby cushion, his ass exposed.
“Livia,” Aislin called, “may I use a paddle for this naughty boy?”
Livia nodded, momentarily releasing Safiya’s airways. “I’m certain there’s one in the box he brought,” she directed, continuing to watch Theo’s desperate thrusts into Safiya’s vulnerable wet pussy.
Aislin retrieved a leather paddle with a smooth surface on one side and a textured pattern on the other. She returned to Jordan, trailing the implement along his spine.
“Have you been a good boy?” she asked, her voice dropping lower.
“I don’t know,” Jordan answered. “You tell me.”
Aislin brought the paddle down with a sharp crack against his right buttock. Jordan jerked. “Ah!” he cried out, his cock bobbing heavily beneath him.
“That’s not an answer,” Aislin said, delivering another blow to his left cheek. “Have you been good?”
“No,” Jordan groaned, his head dropping almost to the floor. “I need to be punished.”
“That’s right,” Aislin agreed, establishing a rhythm of firm hard slaps. “One, two, three…”
By the tenth strike, Jordan’s ass glowed, and his breathing had become ragged. Aislin paused, running her hand soothingly over the heated flesh.
“Good boy,” she whispered.
The praise made Jordan shudder visibly, his cock dripping pre-cum onto the cushion beneath him.
Livia, seeing his response, momentarily left Safiya and Theo to approach. She knelt before Jordan, tilting his flushed face up to meet her gaze.
“Does it hurt?” she asked softly.
“Yes,” he admitted, eyes glazed with pleasure-pain.
“And that makes you a good boy,” Livia affirmed, stroking his cheek. “Because you take what we give you, don’t you? You’re strong enough to surrender.”
“Oh god,” Jordan groaned, pressing his face against her hand. “Yes. Please.”
Livia nodded to Aislin to continue, then returned to Safiya and Theo. Safiya’s face showed the transcendent expression of someone approaching a profound climax, while Theo looked as desperate as ever, holding back his orgasm as commanded.
“Please,” Theo begged, sweat dripping from his brow. “Please let me come. I can’t… I can’t hold it much longer. Please, I’m begging you.”
Livia covered Safiya’s airways once more, feeling her body tense beneath her. “Not yet,” she told Theo. “She comes first.”
Theo gritted his teeth, driving into Safiya with determined restraint. Livia counted to twenty before releasing her hold on Safiya’s breath, and in that moment of fresh oxygen rushing to her brain, Safiya convulsed in orgasm.
“AHHHHHHHH!” she cried out, her body arching violently, internal muscles clamping around Theo’s cock.
“Now,” Livia commanded him. “Come now.”
With a sobbing cry of relief, Theo thrust deep and erupted, his entire body shaking. “Oh god, oh fuck, thank you, thank you,” he babbled, tears of release streaming down his face as he emptied into her.
Across the room, Elena’s blindfolded face contorted in ecstasy as Daniel thrust into her mouth, Jordan’s newly spanked ass pushed back against Aislin’s fingers inside him, and Jonas gripped himself harder, his gaze darting between the various scenes of pleasure.
Livia rose smoothly, and surveyed her domain. One acolyte remained underserved. Aislin had been giving pleasure but not receiving the specific satisfaction she had confessed to needing.
Livia approached Elena, who was now being penetrated by Daniel while Jonas watched intently. “Daniel,” Livia said, “pause.”
Daniel stilled immediately, his cock buried deep in Elena.
“I think Aislin should lie down here.” Livia indicated a spot directly in Jonas’s line of sight. “She has given much pleasure but received little of what she truly craves.”
Jonas nodded, understanding immediately. “Aislin,” he called. “Come lie here, in front of me. Spread your legs wide. That’s what you’re good for.”
Aislin nodded, breathing with some effort. She moved to the spot Jonas indicated and lay back, her pale freckled skin flushed with arousal. Slowly, she spread her legs, exposing her glistening sex.
“Look at those tits,” Jonas said, his voice deliberate. “Those fat, perfect tits made for grabbing. And that pussy, already wet and ready to be used.”
Aislin whimpered, her eyes rolling back slightly as her nipples visibly hardened.
Daniel, picking up the hint, began thrusting into Elena again, his eyes fixed on Aislin’s exposed form. “Look at those heavy tits,” he said. “Perfect for slapping. And those soft, thick thighs… just made to be spread apart.”
“Unnnhh,” Aislin moaned, her hand moving between her legs to touch herself.
“No, slut,” Jonas commanded. “Jordan will do that. Jordan, finger her while you tell her what a perfect sex object she is.”
Jordan, his ass still red from Aislin’s paddling, moved between her legs. He slid two thick fingers into her wetness, making Aislin arch and cry out.
“Oh! Oh god, yes,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet his hand.
“This cunt is so wet,” Jordan growled, finding a rhythm that made Aislin writhe. “Made for cock, made for fingers, made to be filled and used. And these tits,” his free hand squeezed one breast roughly, “you love to show them off, huh?”
Aislin’s breathing accelerated, her usual composure completely abandoned as she gave herself over to the objectification she secretly craved.
“Harder,” she begged. “With your fingers… harder.”
Jordan obliged, adding a third finger and increasing his pace. “Take it, whore,” he grunted. “Your holes exist for our pleasure. Look at you, desperate to be filled, desperate to be used.”
Livia watched Aislin’s transformation with satisfaction. “See how your body serves us? How perfect it is as an object of lust? There’s power in being reduced to flesh when you choose it.”
“Yes,” Aislin gasped, her eyes squeezed shut. “Yes, I’m just… just a slut… just holes to be—UNGHH—used… oh fuck, it’s so good…”
Across from them, Daniel was now pounding into Elena with abandon, her blindfolded head thrown back in ecstasy. Jonas had moved closer, his hand a blur on his own cock as he watched both scenes unfold.
“Elena’s going to come,” he announced. “I can see it in the way her stomach muscles are tensing. Daniel, put your thumb on her clit. Make her come while you tell Aislin what a perfect dumb slut she is.”
Daniel reached between Elena’s legs, finding her clit and pressing in tight circles. “Those fucking tits,” he gasped, looking at Aislin, “made to be sucked and bitten. That mouth made for cock. That ass made for spanking. Every inch of you designed for fucking, nothing else.”
The dual stimulation of the physical touch and the objectifying words pushed both women toward climax. Elena came first, her bound body convulsing as she screamed.
“AHHHHHHH! YES! FUCK! UNNNGGGHH!” she wailed, thrashing against her restraints.
Her orgasm triggered Daniel’s, who thrust deep and stilled, groaning as he emptied himself. “Oh god, oh fuck, that’s it, take it all,” he gasped.
“Oh yes, yes, fuck me like I’m nothing but a cunt,” Aislin cried out, approaching her own peak as Jordan’s fingers curled inside her to stroke her g-spot. “Use me, use my body, it’s just fuck meat, just… AHHHHHHH!”
She came with a scream, her back arching off the cushions, thighs clamping around Jordan’s hand. The sight of her abandoned pleasure pushed Jonas over the edge, and he came with a guttural groan, his release spurting onto his stomach as he watched.
Livia moved through the aftermath like a priestess tending her altar. She untied Elena, removing her blindfold and massaging feeling back into her arms. She brought water for Theo, who lay spent beside a blissfully serene Safiya. She traced the red marks on Jordan’s ass with approving fingers, murmuring what a good boy he had been to take his punishment so beautifully.
The chapel filled with the sounds of slowing breaths, satisfied sighs, and murmured affirmations. Bodies lay intertwined on cushions, sweat-slicked and glowing in the candlelight.




Chapter 8: The Defense

The university’s thesis chamber had the solemn gravity of a courtroom, with its oak paneling and leather chairs arranged in a semi-circle around the presenter’s podium. Livia’s heels struck the marble floor in measured beats as she entered, each step as deliberate as liturgy. The sound drew every eye in the room to her. exactly as she intended.
Dr. Ellsworth’s fingers paused mid-adjustment of his glasses. Dr. Clark’s perfectly composed face betrayed a flicker of surprise. Dr. Bhatt’s eyes widened, a blush rising to his cheeks. And Dr. Carreau, eternally unmoved, straightened almost imperceptibly in her chair.
Livia placed her leather portfolio on the podium, then set the manuscript beside it with reverent hands. The codex had transformed from mere research material into something living: pages now rippled from moisture, margins crowded with her annotations in three different inks, binding stressed from being opened and closed during moments of revelation. Several candle wax drips marked passages that had brought her to climax.
“Good afternoon,” Livia said, her voice carrying a harmonious undertone that surprised Ellsworth. “Thank you for allowing me to present my work on ‘Sacred Transgressions: The Erotic Body as Spiritual Scripture in Early Christian Mysticism.’”
She didn’t fidget. Didn’t shuffle papers nervously. Didn’t look down at her notes. Instead, she surveyed the committee like a priestess assessing worthy initiates.
“Ms. Merrimore,” Dr. Ellsworth began, “your thesis proposal was… provocative. I trust your research has taken a more academic direction since our last meeting.”
Livia smiled, fingertips tracing the edge of the codex. “My research has deepened considerably, Dr. Ellsworth. I’ve gone beyond secondary sources into direct experiential knowledge.”
The temperature in the room seemed to rise. Dr. Bhatt shifted in his seat, clearing his throat.
“I believe I’ve discovered something revolutionary about the female mystics of early Christianity,” Livia continued, leaning slightly forward so her blouse gaped just enough to reveal the shadow between her breasts. “They weren’t denying their bodies as vessels of sin. They were transcending false dichotomies between flesh and spirit.”
Dr. Clark cleared her own throat. “And your evidence for this revisionist interpretation?”
Livia opened the codex to a marked page, letting her finger trace the Latin words with the intimacy of a lover. “Corpus tangitur, spiritus clamat,” she intoned, her voice caressing each syllable. The body is touched, the spirit cries out.
A tiny invisible wave rippled through the room: a collective intake of breath, a subtle shifting of bodies in chairs. Dr. Carreau’s fingers tightened around her pen.
“This forgotten tome,” Livia continued, “contains chants that dissolve the artificial boundary between carnal pleasure and divine ecstasy. The female mystics weren’t rejecting their bodies… they were consecrating them.”
Dr. Bhatt’s voice came out slightly hoarse. “Where did you find this text? Have you verified its provenance?”
Livia met his gaze directly, holding it until he blinked first. “Do you not feel the truth in it already?”
Her so-called academic superiors looked at each other with unspoken questions.
“What I’ve discovered,” Livia continued, pacing deliberately around the podium, “is that these women weren’t merely theorizing about divine union. They were practicing it through sophisticated embodiment rituals.”
Dr. Ellsworth’s knuckles flexed as he gripped his pen. “That’s quite speculative, Ms. Merrimore. The historical record—“
“—is incomplete,” she finished for him, a small smile playing at her lips. “Because history is written by those who fear what women know in their bodies.”
She extracted a series of neatly typed pages from her portfolio. “My research methodology expanded to include ethnographic fieldwork, and controlled ritual recreations based on the manuscript’s instructions.”
Dr. Clark’s eyebrow arched sharply. “Recreations?”
“With consenting participants, fully anonymized,” Livia clarified. “The results were illuminating.”
She began to walk a slow circle around the committee table, forcing them to turn in their seats to follow her movement.
“One subject, in the midst of multiple orgasms during chant-induced ritual group coupling, reporting a sensation of being spiritually ‘split open and refilled,’” she explained. “Their testimony afterward described it as ‘more profound than meeting God.’”
Dr. Bhatt swallowed audibly, his fingers fumbling with the corner of his notepad. Livia paused behind him, close enough that her breath stirred the hair at his nape.
“In controlled environments, participants responded to the invocations with spontaneous carnal offerings, suggesting a trance-like release of ego and inhibition.” Her voice dropped slightly as she circled to Dr. Carreau’s side. “The surrender was complete, the ecstasy authentic.”
Dr. Carreau’s legs uncrossed and recrossed, her pen tapping an uneven rhythm against her notepad. The sound punctuated the erstwhile heavy silence.
“The summoning of a ‘divine feminine vessel’ led to complete supplication in multiple partners, some of whom described the experience as ‘ecstatic worship.’” Livia returned to the podium, watching Dr. Clark’s chest rise and fall in quickening breaths. “These responses mirror accounts found in the marginalia of female mystics’ writings… descriptions previously dismissed as metaphorical.”
She placed both palms flat on the table, leaning forward. “What if they were never metaphors?”
The air in the room felt thick, charged. Dr. Ellsworth removed his glasses, polishing them with unnecessary vigor.
“What if the body was never meant to be denied?” Livia asked, her voice dropping to a near-whisper that made them lean in. “What if every moan is a hymn?”
Dr. Bhatt shifted in his seat again.
“What if shame was simply a mistranslation?” Her eyes scanned each face, lingering on parting lips and dilating pupils.
With deliberate movements, Livia reached into her portfolio and extracted a single white candle and a small box of matches. She placed the candle on the table between them and struck a match with a sharp hiss.
The committee watched, transfixed, as she lit the candle. The flame cast dancing shadows across her face.
“I can summarize with a translation I’ve developed from the final passage,” she said, closing her eyes briefly. When she opened them, they reflected the candlelight like twin flames.
“Caro mea est primum altare. Libido mea est Scriptura. Voluptas mea est oratio. My flesh is the first altar. My lust is scripture. My pleasure is prayer.”
The candle flickered as if stirred by an unseen breath. Dr. Clark’s jaw hung open. Dr. Bhatt’s eyes glazed. Dr. Carreau’s pen slipped from her fingers, clattering onto the table.
Only Dr. Ellsworth maintained his composure, though a vein pulsed visibly at his temple.
“I welcome your questions,” Livia said, returning to the podium. “And your devotion.”
◆◆◆
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