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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    The night stretched on and on as the orange candlelight by Niram’s side burned low. Incense that should calm the mind now scratches the nostrils. His hand is tired, wrist achy, brunette hair unkempt. Green eyes glaze over the parchment in front of him. An inscribed and sacred piece of parchment, meant to instruct the local townspeople of how to prepare for the coming winter whilst respecting their holy tradition of limiting and rationing oneself. Half-written, and on the verge of joining its failed and crumpled brethren on the floor beside him. 
 
      
 
    Earlier this morning he’d been buzzing around assisting his brethren. A quill there, a stack of paper there, prayer service, communion preparation… 
 
      
 
    He’d raced down the steps to more work when someone grabbed the hem of his sleeve. He turned to see a ginger-haired man, no older than twenty, freckle covered face distraught.  
 
      
 
    “Father Niram?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, my child?” 
 
      
 
    “I was just standing around,” He scratched the back of his head and lowered his head, “Are you exercising?” 
 
      
 
    “No, just quite a bit of work.” 
 
      
 
    “You could always ask me or the other initiates to do it.” He wore a nervous smile. 
 
      
 
    An initiate, a child of the lord. Niram felt almost too happy to see him.  
 
      
 
    “You’re too kind.” 
 
      
 
    “You work a lot.” He said, scratching the space between his ginger curls and the shell of his ear. “I just wanted to help is all.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you worry about it.” Niram said, “There is no limit for what I would do for the lord.” 
 
      
 
    Aaron paused. His lips pursed as if he’d wanted to say something. Then he decided otherwise and left Niram to his own devices.  
 
      
 
    Perhaps he’d been wrong to interpret Aaron’s suggestion as an unwillingness to serve. A dull, exhaustive ache settles in the back of his head and every time he sets his pen down to write another wave of exhaustion makes his eyes blur, makes both words on the paper and the words in his head, illegible.  
 
      
 
    Niram tosses his striped quill aside and shoves himself from the desk. A break, perhaps, could refresh his mind. The nearby window is a glimpse of the outside world. Illustrious gardens of the Church, and a quiet summer night. He opens it and allows the gentle breeze to wash over him.  
 
      
 
    When was the last time he’d gone on a nightly stroll to enjoy the scenery?  
 
      
 
    He stretches, feels the pops and clicks of his joints thanking him for moving. When he exhales his body feels refreshed, renewed. Perhaps he was working too hard. 
 
      
 
    In a rush, a burst of wind hits him. His robes whip around him and his eyes squeeze shut, he covers himself with his arms.  With a final flicker, the candlelight blows out. Papers scatter through the room. Niram deflates. At least the ink stayed in place.  
 
      
 
    He lowers the window to about half open.  
 
      
 
    Of course, this would happen. 
 
      
 
    “Damned stupid of me to keep it open.” He sighs.  
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s not very Christlike~.”  
 
      
 
    Shock lances through him and he looks back towards the window to see a woman, slender and tall, resting against the windowpane. Silver pupils against black eyes look him up and down. A flicker of teasing tongue against red painted lips. Her body is free of clothing, wondrous and tempting to the eye.  
 
      
 
    Every curve leads to another. Every sight is sinful. 
 
      
 
    Niram backs away. There had to be other priests in the vicinity, perhaps even still awake, working— 
 
      
 
    She steps down from the ledge and walks towards him, velvet dress swaying in the absent wind. Niram’s heart quivers with every click of those red, hellfire heels, and flirts with the idea of stopping as his back hits the wall, closer to the bed and nowhere near the door.  
 
      
 
    “You’re a succubus.” He says, breathless.  
 
      
 
    “You’re observant.”  
 
      
 
    “You need to leave.” 
 
      
 
    She pouts. “But not bright.”  
 
      
 
    He’d heard tales of this, stories of Satan sending gorgeous visages of women to tempt the will of man. To seduce good men into sin, evil and immorality. To see it brought into human form is another thing entirely.  
 
      
 
    It’s so hard to look away. Her very standing there is fantasy, an underhanded assault on his willpower. 
 
      
 
    She reaches out, soft fingers brush against his cheek. Warmth rises to his face, to his rapid heartbeat, to the hardening cock in his pants under the black, holy robe.  
 
      
 
    “You shouldn’t be here.” 
 
      
 
    Another pout and a cock of the head. Her red and wild ponytail sways. “Who says?”  
 
      
 
    A heated hand reaches down, rubs that damnable spot between his legs, where his cock is hardening and urging him to give in to her overwhelming temptation.  
 
      
 
    The noise that comes out of his mouth is pathetic, whorish even. It’s basing and awful and his stomach rolls. She giggles and licks the sound out of his mouth in a heated kiss. His tongue dances with hers and his body sways, wanting so bad to be in her arms, to be hers.  
 
      
 
    When they part, he can’t form words. She takes one of his hands in hers, guides it down to her body—to her own cock.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s breath stutters. Beyond ungodly, everything he’s experiencing now. But his cock only gets harder from the feeling of it, the desire for it.  
 
      
 
    He can’t be doing this. This is wrong, what about the other priests—. 
 
      
 
    Scarlet practically plucks the thought from his mind. “No one has to know how much of a slut you really are.” She purrs, breath glancing the side of his neck before she mouths his pulse as if eating the life from him. 
 
      
 
    He melts, his knees can’t take anymore.  
 
      
 
    There’s the briefest sound — something behind him like a ‘thump’ and all his fears come crashing back. He shoves her away and she stumbles back, silver-black eyes widening in shock. 
 
      
 
    “You have to leave.” He hisses.  
 
      
 
    She stares. As if she too had words for him, but those go unsaid in favor of something simpler. “Fine.” She shrugs. “My name's Scarlet, so you know. We’ll meet again, father.” 
 
      
 
    He disregards her, heart pumping, fearing the worst — he turns around to the door and there’s…nothing. 
 
      
 
    He opens it, no one in sight. Not a priest or initiate or lost soul to be found.  
 
      
 
    When he turns back to face the mess of his humble room, Scarlet’s long gone.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Church bells ring. Another day, another service. Another stack of papers to be copied and passed out. More indulgences to be sold to those whose sin is more desirable than salvation.  
 
      
 
    Niram stands at some distance from the altar, High Father Marcellus stands before the crowd, preaching Gospel of wonder and hellfire. 
 
      
 
    It passes through him like sound through air. Nothing is absorbed or thought on. He pretends to be interested while his eyes flicker towards the congregation, Marcellus, and the far more appealing red-carpeted floor. 
 
      
 
    That color is going to be ruined forever now.  
 
      
 
    A week has come and gone. Her touch lingers. Like the venom of a snake, it pulls and drags at him, deteriorating him from the inside out. Scarlet dances through his mind, nails sunk deep into his mind and refuse to let him free.  
 
      
 
    Cold showers do nothing to calm his aching cock. Not even the High Father’s sagging skin and veiny, fat body dissuade it.  
 
      
 
    Church bells ring again and the service ends. Niram counts the moments until he'll have to man a confession booth. Listening to people’s sins and recommend a penance to atone with. He looks at the approaching line of sinners.  
 
      
 
    They all wear guilty faces, sagging shoulders and an aura of shame.  
 
      
 
    Will he too, fall to temptation? 
 
      
 
    Aaron pulls at his sleeve and Niram wakes with a start, throat tight around a scream.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” He whispers, bright blue eyes muddied with concern. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course.”  
 
      
 
    Aaron remains visibly unconvinced as he's assigned to counting the collections. Niram pretends to reengage himself as he’s called to work in his booth. 
 
      
 
    Would any of his fellow priests understand how tempted he is? Would he even dare to confess to them? Would Aaron understand? 
 
      
 
    No. Too young. The ginger-blue boy is hardly twenty to his twenty-six. Far too young. 
 
      
 
    Niram chokes and kills a sound of anguish as a man steps into his booth.  
 
      
 
    "Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. My last confession was one week ago.”  
 
      
 
    Niram has no memory of his man or his voice. If he’s confessed, it was to a different priest at a different time.  
 
      
 
    “Over the past week, I’ve, uh—how-how do I even start?” 
 
      
 
    “Anywhere you deem fit.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, over the past week I’ve been bedding a man. By the name of Logan. He’s with the Church too? I don’t know—if I—if you know him it’s not his fault!” His voice begins to break into pieces. “He’s just, I saw him and we talked and by the time I knew what I was doing I just, I was in his arms. I don’t know what to  do, my wife has no idea but I can’t keep looking her in the eyes and having her not know.”  
 
      
 
    Niram’s heart sinks. “You say he’s in the Church?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I mean, yes, he’s a knight of the Holy Order, I—I work with lumber and they’re building more barracks and an inn nearby, that’s where I met him. Please don’t, don’t have him suffer for my actions—he’s so gentle and pure and the taste of his skin—”  
 
      
 
    Niram’s heart leaps. The idea of having something like that was Scarlet, their own filthy little thing, their own forbidden secret and getting used to the taste of her skin long enough to merely drop it in conversation.  
 
      
 
    “This is all I can remember.” He says, voice hushed to a weeping whisper. “I am sorry for these and all my sins.” 
 
      
 
    What should the penance be? Niram’s tongue sticks to the roof of his mouth and he wants, so badly, to run free from this place. Back to the safety and comfort of his room to scribble and scribe away from the rest of the world.  
 
      
 
     “As penance…get Logan, bring him to your wife. Tell your wife the truth of your relationship with Logan and make good on your martial promises.”  
 
      
 
    It is said with all the authenticity he can muster. So not much. 
 
      
 
    The note of misery that escapes the man is palpable, Niram wishes he could mirror it. Would he bring Scarlet to the altar, and show her to God and say that he was taken by her?  
 
      
 
    Never.  
 
      
 
    As the penitent begins his Act of Contrition, Niram wishes he could be somewhere else, be someone else. Even staying in the box for as long as he has feels wrong. The robe itches and every part of his body yearns for one thing and one thing only.  
 
      
 
    "Give thanks to the Lord for He is good." 
 
      
 
    "For His mercy endures forever." 
 
      
 
    Niram escapes the Church as soon as he is able. It’s a long walk from the courtyard of the sprawling Cathedral to the housing area in the back, where he and the other Priests call him. If not for the watchful eyes of other priests he’d have made a mad, screaming dash for it.  
 
      
 
    When he makes it there, he avoids any and all eye contact with the others. Bad enough he can feel their gaze crawling against his skin,  finding him unworthy and wanting and hissing ‘Sinner’. His door is a singular light of salvation as he marches down the crowded hall. He all but slams the door shut behind him. The cold, rough wood feels good against his skin as he sinks down against it, guilt bubbling like a cauldron in his stomach. 
 
      
 
    Between his legs, his cock stands at attention and refuses to be ignored. Niram’s hand moves down, he considers it and then tears both his eyes and his limbs away in favor of rolling onto his stomach. The stone floor is even colder than the door, and his cock calms—though he can still feel the pull of need in his balls.  
 
      
 
    This was becoming too much of a problem.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    One week becomes two. 
 
      
 
    Niram's skin feels drawn tight. Every time he sees another priest, he's a hair's breadth closer from splitting open in an ugly scene. Judgment underlines every gaze and every moment. Could they see his lust in his face, without even having to ask? 
 
      
 
    Alone in his chambers, his nights are filled with mindless scribe work and fantasies of Scarlet. 
  
 
    Her claiming touch, the rawness of her desire for him, the carnal way she kissed him. The intimidating strength of her flushed red, always hard cock. 
  
 
    More than once Niram leaned back in his chair and simply ground his hand against his bulge. The sparse sparks were the only thing he allowed himself. Little happy moments of raw sensation, a little indulgence, and surrender before throwing himself back into his work. 
 
      
 
    Soon, he wouldn’t be able to resist anymore. His patience was wearing thin, his cock ached constantly.
  
 
    One night the summer heat burns brighter. Niram relocated the candle and couldn't work half as fast. He blames the lack of light and a noticeable sting that stabs through his palm and doesn’t fade.  
 
      
 
    Perhaps Aaron was right. Serving God was a great joy, but what worth would his efforts be if he destroyed the temple God had blessed him with?
  
 
    The walls of the room squeeze in on him. The air is thick and sticks painfully to his nostrils. One minute he’s toiling away and the next he’s up on his feet, eager to escape.
  
 
    He runs through the hallway leading out of the shared home, praying to not be found by the other priests. Cool summer air hits him and he’s free again. Gentle wind wafts through the holy grounds and for a brief moment he’s free. 
  
 
    The work can wait. 
  
 
    A long, long time ago when he was in his youth he’d sneak onto the grounds and climb the trees, pick a few flowers off of the bushes. He hadn’t decided then whether or not to dedicate his life to God. He was more concerned with snatching sweets from the bakery windows and getting into petty wrestling matches with his older brother.
  
 
    Walking through the gardens is liberating. 
  
 
    “Take it, take it—”  
 
      
 
    A smacking sound, and then another and another. Niram’s eyes narrow. On and on. Strange; no one’s supposed to even be in the gardens at this late hour — himself included.  
 
      
 
    Through the bushes, in a moonlit clearing, he finds Aaron.
  
 
    The ginger-haired boy is completely nude. His training robes are on the ground in a forgotten puddle. He’s bent over a tree stump at the waist and being taken on both sides by two succubi. 
  
 
    His trembling hands are spreading his ass open for a thick cock that stuffs him full. Sweaty, devil-skin red hips slap against his in time with heavenly sighs. His mouth is slack around another deep red-skinned sloppy, spit and cum covered cock.
  
 
    “Fucking wonderful bitch.” One spits. Her clawed hand slaps his ass and leaves a red mark.  
 
      
 
    Aaron purrs. His eyes roll back. He’s in bliss.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s hand clamps over his mouth. A wave of dizziness hits him, the world turns sideways and he has to grab onto the nearest tree to keep himself stable. In a second he’s so hard that he can’t see straight. The two succubi keep using Aaron like a cock-sleeve, pounding into him while his toes curl and legs kick. Niram can even see the trembling in his freckle covered thighs. 
  
 
    This is beyond forbidden. Something far past frowned upon by the congregation, the priests, God himself. They could remove him from the church altogether, the village would cast him out! What is Aaron thinking? 
 
      
 
    Probably not at all, Niram’s throat tightens around a cry as his eyes glaze over his stiffening cock. The bark bites into the skin of his hand and he stands there, unsure of what to do. Did the succubi catch him off guard or did Aaron find them there and offer himself? Desperate and wild and crazy with need like Niram’s been, but unable to resist the thrum of desire? 
  
 
    Niram swallows. It hurts. 
  
 
    A pulsing cock is pulled free from his mouth with a messy pop. Spit and cum drip down either side of Aaron’s bruised and used mouth. Slivery strands connect his swollen pink lips and the wet head. 
 
      
 
    “Please dump your load on my face, please--” Aaron whispers breathlessly. His tongue brushes against the heated flesh. It's dark and needy that brings Niram’s hand between his legs. He opens his already cum stained mouth wide.  
 
      
 
    Her gold ringed hand madly strokes her flushed and hot red cock through the orgasm, the member twitching as she cums. Gooey lines of creamy white cum paint his freckled ginger face and eager tongue. 
  
 
    His mouth is stuffed full again without pause and this time Niram can see the flesh shifting in his throat. 
  
 
    God, yes!
  
 
    Niram’s embarrassed with the noise he makes; his entire body trembles. He swings around the tree and sinks down to the floor. His cock stares him right in the face like a guilty verdict. He shouldn’t. He shouldn’t give into such a filthy thing. The tightening in his balls is like a vice.
  
 
    He slips his hand into his robes and manages to grab hold of his dick. Precum slicks his hands in no time and his eyes dart back and forth, praying that no one else discovers his weakness. No one in sight. He strokes, wildly, needy. “Please Scarlet, please, please I need—” Niram can’t even put a finger on what he needs. He needs everything, he needs too much. He needs to be used and abused and driven off the edge into madness and past that.
  
 
    His hips shake and he’s so close, so, so close. 
  
 
    “Damn, aren't you a nice find?"
  
 
    Niram looks up at Scarlet. Completely naked, red hair and completely nude, except for those damn tall black thigh high heels. Her thick cock wafts in front of his face and every part of him urges him forward. He leans forward, slicks his tongue over the crown head of Scarlet’s cock. The thin tip of his tongue slips into the silt. Scarlet hisses. Her nails find his mussed brunette hair in no time. 
  
 
    “That’s right, father. Love my cock.” Her taunting only makes him harder, drives him further. Is he so sick in the spirit as to delight in this happening? Niram doesn’t focus on that. He brings the cock head onto his lips, kisses it and then swipes at the head with his tongue. He palms his cock with both hands, he’s shaking, he’s on the edge and so close, so close.  
 
      
 
    God, how long had Aaron been doing that to simply let it into his throat like that? Like a trained and perfected whore. Niram wishes he could do that, please Scarlet and make her want to ream his virgin ass open. Over and over again without stopping, cumming in him so much he’s drenched in it just like Aaron was—Niram doubles over, stomach tightening as his orgasm hits him. Wonderful flashes of heat and the unleashing of all that tension with Scarlet’s pulsing cock dwarfs his face. 
 
      
 
    “Good boy…now let’s really have some fun.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Scarlet all but chases him through the hallways, the clicking of her heels drilling into his ears like alarm bells. Niram’s heart beats in his throat. Is she absolutely mad? What if someone peeks out? What if someone sees? 
 
      
 
    Niram clambers into his room, breathing heavily. His body is a line of tension. 
  
 
    Aaron was blissful and wanton and wanting between those two succubi. A melting being of nothing but pleasure and sensation. 
  
 
    Scarlet’s going to do that to him. Tonight. Right here and now. 
  
 
    His cock should be spent but it aches in want. He wants to be driven absolutely mad.
  
 
    Scarlet follows, slamming the door shut behind her.
  
 
    “Someone could hear,” Niram says, and swears he hears shifting and bed creaks in the distance.  
 
      
 
    “Shut up and get naked.” She spits.  
 
      
 
    Will he give up such an opportunity because of suspicion? 
 
      
 
    Niram swallows, throat tightening again as he unbuttons the first over robe—a gaudy thing of golden indents that he never cared for. 
  
 
    He lets it fall. Under it all more intimate finery, a normal priests’ garb, his white shirt that leaves him shirtless from the waist up and then the cum-stained black pants that he wears under it all. He’s nude as the day he was born and standing cold and alone in the middle of the floor in front of Scarlet’s fiery eyes.  
 
      
 
    She licks her lips.  “What a little wanton slut I’ve got here.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not—I’m not a slut.”  
 
      
 
    Right?  
 
      
 
    He’s only having a moment of weakness, only driven to the end of himself. He’s not a slut.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet pouts sadly. She walks beside him and finally, finally touches him. Her hand rests on his shoulder and goosebumps follow. “You’re not a slut?”  
 
      
 
    “No.” He whispers quietly.  
 
      
 
    “Then what’s with this?”  
 
      
 
    She holds his cock, shakes it around to show her point; he’s stiff. Niram looks down and swallows. “I’m-I’m not a slut.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s a shame. If you were a slut I could fuck you.” She stops touching him and instead shows off her much thicker, healthier cock. She languidly strokes down the length of it, the girth of it. Niram stares as if she's presenting him with treasure.  
 
      
 
    A tree trunk compared to a twig in his case. He can see the veins pulsing with heat. Saliva pools in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Because my cock isn’t made for the devout or the prudish. It’s made for the worst and baseless of whores. Whores who like to open their mouths and beg for demon dick. Whores who like to open their asses and plead for my iron rod cock, knowing they shouldn’t but also that they damn well can’t help it.”
  
 
    Niram pants. “Please—” 
 
      
 
    “Please what?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a little whore.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re a whore?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” He whimpers pathetically, tears pooling at the corner of his eyes. “I’m a stupid slut who wants your cock.” 
 
      
 
    She licks her lips, looks him up and down hungrily. “Oh baby, you are?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah.” He nods. 
 
      
 
    “Then lie down on your back on your bed, head towards me, and show me.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes.” Niram whispers. His head is lowered as he walks past Scarlet and to his own bed. Oh God, if anyone found out. If anyone heard. 
  
 
    Aaron got away with it because he was out in the gardens where people typically wouldn’t be in the middle of the night. How could they? 
  
 
    Niram lies down on the bed on his back, his head is just over the side like Aaron’s was on the tree trunk. The image of that cock brutalizing his throat and using him like a fuck toy. As if he was built for it. Niram wants that more than he wants Scarlet to ruin his ass. 
  
 
    Scarlet plucks the thought from his head. “I’m gonna hold your mouth open and use you like him. Don’t worry baby, mommy’s gonna feed you all her cum.”
  
 
    Niram’s stomach does flips. Never been fucked or sucked a cock before. Scarlets going to do both of those things tonight. He opens wide, tongue out and ready for her dick. 
  
 
    She grabs each side of his head and guides her red cock into his mouth. Her thumbs stay between his teeth to hold it open as she enters. Heated flesh threatens to sear his tongue. He wasn't expecting her to taste like hellfire. He didn't know what hellfire tasted before he had her.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet doesn't give him what he wants. She hisses from knife-sharp teeth as she digs in, teases his throat with the idea of taking all of her head. Then she pulls back until the base of her head is cradled by the inside of his lips before thrusting right back in again.  
 
      
 
    Each time she threatens to go deeper and push Niram to his limits. To leave him gagging. Every time Niram is waiting for that moment when he can feel it there. 
  
 
    Then a load of something salty briny dumps into his mouth, down his throat mid-thrust and he's in love.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet’s cock leaves his mouth. His lips feel bruised and swollen and his stomach is hot, everything feels so good. Syrupy cum, thick and strong pours from his mouth down his face and to the floor. He blows a bubble with it before licking his lips. 
  
 
    For the first time in weeks, everything feels right. Giving in to his lust and foolishness was first the worst-case scenario and now he can’t imagine doing anything different. 
  
 
    “A little more baby, one more of mommy’s loads. She'll fuck your throat and then she’ll ruin your little asshole.” 
 
      
 
    God yes.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet’s not so nice the next time. This time her hips slap against the sides of his face. Balls too, more than once. Spittle wets her inner thigh and her sweat mixed with his spit makes a mess of Niram’s face. Her weighty cock works into Niram's throat, inch by inch and the priest is biting down on her fingers without meaning too. She rocks him back and forth. The bed shakes.  
 
      
 
    Niram would be terrified of being found out if he wasn't so ready to blow. When Scarlet's fully seated he feels it; the 'about to blow' quivering of her cock in his throat. She could drown him in her jizz and he'd thank her. Scarlet lets out a beastly grunt as she pulls back and sheathes herself back in his throat over and over again. The flushed red cock shakes more and more until she cums hard right down his throat and while pulling back.  
 
      
 
    Silvery spit slips into a puddle on the floor. Niram, gurgling and sloppy, reaches for his cock, drops of pre-cum splattering across his chest. Hardly gets two strokes out before Scarlet slaps his hand away. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll cum from me using your ass or you won’t cum at all.” 
 
      
 
    Niram whines.  
 
      
 
    “Shut up and get on your fucking knees.” 
 
      
 
    Now comes the main event.  
 
      
 
    Niram scrambles to please her. He turns around and props himself up on his knees, so his ass faces Scarlet. His reddened face and brunette hair is messy with cum and spit. He stains the bed sheets underneath him as he pushes his ass into the air and holds it open for Scarlet to use. 
 
      
 
    Scarlet smiles and slathers some of the slop from Niram’s cock-sucking onto his bright pink, puckered hole. Two of her fingers dip into his virgin ass, and she purrs when Niram shudders.  
 
      
 
    “Been waiting for me a long time huh?” 
 
      
 
    Scarlet doesn’t stop slow, she drives her fingers into his asshole. Spit and cum slicks up his hole and she adds more with her other hand as she fingers him.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s hips rock back and forth, riding against the digits. Everything Scarlet was doing was driving him closer and closer and the more he got the more he felt. With every touch, the orgasm would be that much more intense.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet curls her fingers and hits a spot that makes Niram see stars. The noise he makes goes straight to her cock and she shoves a third finger inside.  
 
      
 
    Only so much patience she can have with such a willing little whore.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s begging is muffled by the sheets. He needs that cock now; he doesn’t care if she has to shove it in unprepared and tear him in two. He wiggles and shakes, hoping the words he can’t make with his mouth can be translated with his desperation.  
 
      
 
    Scarlet’s fingers leave him, slime connecting her fingers to his hole. She’d never tell him but she’s as needy as him.  
 
      
 
    Months of just lingering around waiting for some idiotic priest to have a moment of weakness. Her dick aches to be inside something so willing and yet so hesitant. She gathers the last of it on her fingers and shoves them inside again, one last little bit before she begins.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s itching for it. Scarlet seats her cock at the rim of Niram’s ass and plants her hands on either side of his sweat-slicked waist.  
 
      
 
    A single thrust forward and she’s in past the head.  
 
      
 
    Niram makes a strangled, wanton sound and takes the sheets between his teeth. Scarlet pushes and pushes until her cock can fully sink into the desperate priest. Niram’s muffled wails fill the room. The sensation of being filled is wonderful. Enough to make Niram’s eyes roll and draw that tightness through his balls even tighter.  
 
      
 
    She pulls back slow and tortuously and eats up the high pitched whining noise that escapes Niram as she does so. It’s a wondrous sight watching that hole twitch and stutter around the veins and strength of her meat. She’s always wanted a virgin slut and now she has one and he’s so, so sweet to have. A slutty virgin vice around her pulsing cock. 
  
 
    She reams him in a brutal rhythm, the speed of a running heartbeat. No time wasted in claiming his ass. Her hips slap against his. Niram’s in heaven. His moans and pleads to her are hymns. 
  
 
    No feigning loathing or false resistance. He stopped lying about that the moment he saw his friend getting plowed open in the gardens. Just her fucking her way into that tight, almost-too hot hole with every thought in mind of fucking it loose. 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” Niram shouts as she hits a spot that makes him swear he sees heaven.  
 
      
 
    A shockwave of weakness travels through his limbs and staying upright suddenly takes more and more effort. His cock is hard, so hard beneath him but Scarlet’s orders are absolute. He keeps his hands off his dick and lets her plow into him over and over again.  
 
      
 
    “Get ready whore!” Scarlet orders, one hand coming down to pull his head back by the front of his throat. All of the sounds that leave him sound choked and desperate as the red iron rod inside him begins pulsing different, this time not just hard but ready and Niram knows it, he can feel it through his bones.  
 
      
 
    He isn’t sure he’s ever wanted anything more in his life.  
 
      
 
    With a roar Scarlet fills him, hips fucking in that same brutal rhythm through her orgasm. A wave of thick, white-hot cum pours into Niram’s ass and the high pitched keening noise he makes is louder than the bed knocking against the wall.
  
 
    Scarlet pulls her still hard rod from Niram and lets his entire body fall prone on the bed. The room stunk of spunk and ash and hellfire and sweat. His ass is filled with the same thick white syrup she graced his face with. Enough to make that pretty abused little slut hole look like a dessert.
  
 
    Niram didn’t want it to stop. He felt broken, stretched between too much and not enough. His own cock unserved, hard now resting against the sweaty sheets. He shifts his waist against them hoping for some purchase, some friction to end his needy suffering. 
  
 
    Abused ass wiggling in the air is always such a delicious sight to behold. “Huh, slut? You want more of my dick?” Her sing-song voice bounces off the walls, its such an enthralling, syrupy sound that heads straight to Niram’s head. “But your little hole looks so full.”
  
 
    “Please, I need it.” Hot tears trail across his face sideways to the bedspread. 
  
 
    “Need what?”
  
 
    “I need more cock.”
  
 
    “Why? Why I should give that to you, hm?” A light slap against one of his ass cheeks. 
 
      
 
    “Because I’m your little slut.” 
 
      
 
    “MY little slut?” 
 
      
 
    Bold fucking words. But seeing how far this man has fallen and now calling himself ‘hers’ Scarlet can’t help herself. The loss of holy devotion and dignity drives her mad. Her growl blocks out the bed’s pained creak as she seats herself on top of his prone form and shoves her cock right back into him. 
 
      
 
    More dick, more cum, more of that hypnotic merciless rhythm that leaves Niram a sobbing, needy mess. Scarlet was relentless, pounding his ass with the same resolute strength and stamina she started with. 
 
      
 
    “Please.” Niram chants, low and croaky, over and over again. Eyes rolling to the back of his head, mouth now leaving a line of drool against the once clean sheets.  
 
      
 
    Niram dreamed of this. One of his hands grips the sheets like a lifeline. The top of his head knocking gently against the wall as Scarlet fucked a second load into him until his ass dripped with her cum and every thrust after was lubed more by her own essence than by his spit. Every thrust punctuated by a ‘yes’ or ‘oh fuck’. 
  
 
    The few, distant parts of Niram’s head that still worked screamed that this was what he was always meant to be. Just a pathetic needy little slut hanging off of a she-devil’s cock. Until between the friction of the bed and Scarlet’s cock scraping against his prostate he saw stars. 
 
      
 
    His body shook, and he let out vibrating, low groan that bounced off the wall as he finally found release. It racked on him, felt like it might never end or that it was too much. As if the cum would just explode out of him instead of shot after shot that came with Scarlet’s thrusts. 
  
 
    “One more, you can take it. You can take a-anything!” Scarlet voice quivers as she finds her third release in him. Cum doesn’t even have space to sit in him. It all begins flowing right back out and dripping between his legs, onto the bed, staining it and mixing with his own.  
 
      
 
    Niram’s pleased groan is low, dragged out and filthy. Delicious, just like the rest of him. He goes completely limp and immobile, finally satisfied.  
 
      
 
    Epilogue  
 
      
 
    Scarlet pulls free. The strong lines of her syrupy seed connecting her cock to him and break as she backs away and leaves the room.  
 
      
 
    What a sweet little man. 
 
      
 
    She stretches, red body feeling a touch stiff after so long bent over such a bed. Down the hall and through the priests’ shared home she hears the other succubi also laying their claim, making those priests give into sin as well.  
 
      
 
    By the far left side of the room, near the entrance, a ginger boy wearing a collar — have to get one of those for Niram — is servicing at least three succubi cocks, holding one in each hand and another using his throat. His moans are orgasmic and his little cock is already weeping cum onto the carpetted floor. 
 
      
 
    By now the entire church is finished. All of them addicted to demon cock gaped open and used. The high father isn’t around and by then it’ll probably be too late; this place will be a den of succubi before long and so will the surrounding village. Just the thought of it… 
 
      
 
    She joins the other girls in using the ginger boy. This was going to be exciting.  
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