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				What if a gorgeous, curvy elf accidentally joined a sex cult?
			

			
				Carnal Healing marks the first book in a new series of standalone short stories and novellas. This is the tale of Beldinde, a naive elf who travels to a human city in search of a temple to join, and instead of serving the goddess of light and healing ends up serving the goddess of sinful pleasures. 
			

			
				Beldinde possesses incredible powers of healing that can be fueled with the essence she imbibes from her lovers, making her a sort of benevolent succubus, taking from the horny and giving to the sick. She also has a complicated relationship with the goddess she mistakenly worships.
			

			
				The erotic action in this book is intense and filthy, but the overall tone is light and humorous. Beldinde isn’t killing people, she’s healing them in one way or another, and the dirty sex is something she engages in gladly. The elf enjoys serving her community in every way possible.
			

			
				And I enjoyed writing about her filthy service!
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				The Path of the Healer Leads to Sin
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde Biana Orealia Ellakai was an elf of no renown, but great fair-haired beauty. It was perhaps fortunate that she spent her youth (which lasted to the age of 50 being an elf) on her family’s ostrok farm in the remote countryside of the Kingdom of Torrentz. This was a human land and her family’s remoteness protected her from the prying eyes of humans. Her father and mother warned her about humans. She was told that humans were dangerously impulsive because they were short-lived. That a beautiful young elf might attract attention.
			

			
				But Beldinde’s brothers told her differently. They slipped away some nights to the nearest human village and mingled with the tempestuous humans. They said that humans were wild in a good way and that their women knew how to have fun. Her brothers told her stories about the city of Kebletz, where some elves even lived among humans, and where every wonder of the world could be bought or sold or swindled. They told her about cake shops, candy shops, and something called a brothel where women could go to be paid by men just for giving them a kiss.
			

			
				When it came time for Beldinde to say farewell to her parents and the ostroks, she knew with certainty where she wanted to go: Kebletz. That fabled city to the west. There, she hoped, she could become a priestess of Gloriana, the goddess of life, so that she could learn healing magic and eventually join with a party of adventurers to perform heroic deeds.
			

			
				Beldinde did not pack very much for her travels. She had little to take. A bundle of clothes, some personal treasures, and a few dozen silver coins.
			

			
				She dressed modestly in a veiled gown of white lace that might conceal her long, pointed ears, pale golden hair, immaculate skin, disarmingly blue eyes and pouty, sweet lips from all but the closest inspection. Her entire voluptuous body was covered by the shapeless dress and yet, the lace was sheer when caught with the light behind it, and Beldinde wore nothing beneath, as was the custom of many elves. So that in the mornings and the afternoons, her dress seemed little more than the veil that covered her head, and any man passing could see the firm abundance of Beldinde’s loveliness beneath it.  
			

			
				It was fortunate, then, that no one passing her on the road was blackhearted and attempted to stop her or take advantage. It was doubly fortunate that it was after dark when she arrived in Kebletz, passing beneath the gate and staring in wonder at the candlelit windows and bustling shoppers. 
			

			
				She made her way through the cobbled streets dressed in gossamer white like a wandering ghost, drawing some curious looks, but no more scrutiny than that. Few even noticed she was an elf or that she had a body of such perfect voluptuousness that it seemed to call out to be touched.
			

			
				Surrounded by more people and buildings than she had ever seen in her life, Beldinde was overwhelmed. She knew no one in the city and had nowhere to stay. The entirety of her plan was to find the temple of Gloriana and appeal to join as a supplicant. Yet with all these towers and tenements, she did not have the slightest idea of where to find the temple.
			

			
				Feeling lost, tired from her journey, and beginning to worry as the hour grew late, Beldinde decided to approach a human and ask them about the temple. She saw a small, scruffy man staggering out of a tavern and stepped into his path.
			

			
				“Sir, forgive me, might I ask you—MPPHHH!”
			

			
				He grasped her by her shoulders and pressed a sloppy kiss to her lips through the veil. Beldinde was shocked by this, particularly when the man tried to force his tongue through the lace and into her mouth. She pulled back, realizing that this must be how men greeted women in Kebletz.
			

			
				“Waaaaddya want, sister?” The man asked, drawing his sleeve across his lips and looking up at her with watery red eyes.
			

			
				“Oh, um, and greetings to you, good sir,” she said. “I am searching for the temple of Gloriana. Could you point me in its direction?”
			

			
				“Temple of… of Sloria?” The man slurred and belched making his words unclear to Beldinde.
			

			
				“Um, yes, that’s right,” she said.
			

			
				“Oh, of course.” He looked her up and down with a lusty twinkle in his eyes. “Gonna have to donate to the goddess more often if they got priestesses like you there.”
			

			
				He reached around Beldinde’s shapeless gown and his hand found the round peach of her bottom. He gave it a good squeeze and laughed when she yelped and jumped back.
			

			
				“Sir!” she cried.
			

			
				“Boy, you sure are jumpy for a priestess,” he said. “Anyway, yeah, down that street there, go to the end. Take a left, then a right when you see the wagon wheels, then you’ll hear the bawdy houses, go right on past them to the end of the row and there’s the temple. Simple as.”
			

			
				“Thank you so much, sir,” said Beldinde and she turned to leave. The man caught the lace of her skirt and pulled her to a stop.
			

			
				“Uh, miss, sister, could I… indulge myself?” The man rubbed at a strange bulge in the front of his trousers.
			

			
				“Whatever do you mean?” asked Beldinde, feeling strangely hot in the face at the way the scruffy little man was rubbing at that bulge.
			

			
				“C’mere,” said the little man, taking Beldinde’s hand and pulling her towards the dark mouth of an alleyway. “I’ll show ya real quick, sister. I promise I won’t muss nothin’ up.”
			

			
				“Um, well, alright,” said Beldinde uncertainly as she was drawn by the scruffy man into the alleyway. It was dark in there and it smelled like spilled beer and urine. Hardly a welcoming spot.
			

			
				“Thanks, sister, I been barking up all the wrong trees in the tavern tonight. The ladies want nothing to do with me. But I’m a good sort. I am, for true,” said the scruffy human, unbuckling his belt and dropping his trousers.
			

			
				Beldinde stared in amazement at the lewd red object the man held in his hands. It was longer than her longest finger, but not by much, and it was thick and seemed oddly greasy. Something was leaking from the tip and a pouch hung beneath it with hair and something heavy inside. She had seen stallions before. She knew something of what this was. A penis. A cock. Yet why was this man showing it to her?
			

			
				“Sir, what do you want?” She asked, feeling the urge to leave the alley, but not wanting to be impolite to the man that had helped her.
			

			
				He wrapped his hand around his cock and began to stroke it vigorously.
			

			
				“Every guy’s got somethin’ and for me it’s what you’re hiding back there under the dress. If you could just lift it up and turn around, well, just seeing it would be enough for me.”
			

			
				“Well, alright,” said Beldinde, seeing nothing wrong with showing the man her body. “I suppose a look wouldn’t hurt.”
			

			
				She turned towards the grimy wall of the nearest building and slowly drew her ankle-length dress up her long, toned legs, baring her immaculate creamy elf skin up to her powerful thighs and, finally, the luscious peach of her bottom. Her cunny, thatched in pale gold, was visible pouting between her thighs as she leaned towards the wall ever so slightly and showed the human her rear end.
			

			
				“Ohhhh goddess, thank you,” he wheezed, pumping his hand faster on his cock.
			

			
				This was a ritual that Beldinde had caught her brothers performing many times in their bed or in the barn. She’d even seen her father doing it once out by the river near their house. But this was different. The human was looking at her, at her body, with furious intensity as he stroked his straining red cock. She ran a hand down her hip and around to her round bottom, squeezing it and slightly parting her cheeks.
			

			
				The human groaned at that, thrusting his cock through his fingers. He let out a strangled cry and suddenly liquid began spurting out through his fingers. It very nearly landed on Beldinde, spattering to the grimy cobblestones scarcely a hand’s width from her boots. She felt a strange rush of pleasure at the sight. At the intense, even grotesque way the drunkard’s face twisted up and his red cock pulsated and spit out those glistening white strands of his seed.
			

			
				“Thank ya, sister,” he groaned, tucking his wilting cock away. “Just… just go like I said and you’ll find the temple. Blessings of… of Sloria to you.”
			

			
				“Blessings of Gloriana to you too,” said Beldinde, dropping her dress back down her long legs and leaving the alley in somewhat of a flushed daze.
			

			
				Beldinde could not understand why her face and body were so hot. Her skin prickled and warmth seemed to gather in her tummy. 
			

			
				Lust. She knew what it was. She had felt this way before, of course, but never so intensely. She wondered if her feeling now was the strange sinfulness of the act with the man or would it always be this way with humans? The throbbing desire made her want to climb into a bath and touch herself as she had done at home before. To push her fingers into her slick cunt and feel the pleasure waiting to be unearthed.
			

			
				She was contemplating this fantasy when she realized she had passed into the red lantern district of Kebletz. Bawdy houses lined the streets and Beldinde could hear women laughing and men talking loudly. Music spilled out from the light of doorways and buxom women lined the cobblestones, thrusting their heaving busts at every man who passed.
			

			
				“Brothels,” realized Beldinde. “My brothers told me of these places. Where a woman can kiss a man and receive coins.”
			

			
				But this was not a place for women to visit to receive money, it was a kingdom of women luring men to give up their coins. Drunks and sailors and lonely husbands, coming and going, their purses emptied and their faces guilty or satisfied depending on the man. Beldinde wanted to know more about these places, she wanted to go inside and find out exactly how these kisses worked, but her faith in Gloriana was greater than her lustful curiosity.
			

			
				There, at the end of the street, she saw the temple. It was not at all what she expected. Smaller than some of the bawdy houses, it was only two floors and had red curtains in its windows and a rosette of red stained glass beneath its attic eaves. Red lanterns burned outside and there was a statue of a naked woman caressing her large breasts that seemed an unusual tribute to the goddess of life. She knew Gloriana was beautiful, for it was written in her little dogeared prayer book, but such descriptions never described large breasts, thick nipples, nor a bare, hairless cunt.
			

			
				“Searching for salvation?” A deep, rumbling voice asked from the doorway of the temple.
			

			
				The priest was clad in red robes that hung over his shoulders and down over his barrel-chested brawniness. He was a large man, with a graying beard and a balding head only half-covered by the red silk cap of his office. He beckoned to Beldinde and smiled warmly, little golden charms tinkling on the sleeve of his robe. She followed him into the chapel, the cushioned pews and brass shrine statue bathed in red lantern light. There was a rich cloying perfume in the air.
			

			
				“I don’t see many women dressed in white veils,” chuckled the cleric. “My name is Father Whitlock. I tend to the women and a few men here. Are you new to the Scarlet Gutter?”
			

			
				“The… Scarlet Gutter?” Beldinde looked up at the big man.
			

			
				“The neighborhood,” he said and took her hands. “That’s what they call it here. Most girls who visit me are new and you look especially new in that clean white dress you’re wearing.”
			

			
				She drew back her veil and Father Whitlock could not conceal his surprise. And delight. It twinkled in his reddish-brown eyes.
			

			
				“It is an honor to meet you, Father Whitlock. My name is Beldinde Biana Orealia Ellakai. I am a devoted follower of the goddess.” She bowed her head solemnly, her braided, beaded locks of golden hair swinging against her cheeks. “I wish to learn the ways and become a healer so that I might offer my services to a group of adventurers.”
			

			
				“A healer?” Father Whitlock lifted an eyebrow. “My dear… are you certain you are in the right place?”
			

			
				“Yes, sir, I wish to devote my life to serving the goddess.” She smiled up at him, innocence glowing in her crystalline blue eyes. “I wish to become a healer of Gloriana.”
			

			
				“Sloria?” The priest’s brow furrowed. “A healer of the goddess?”
			

			
				“Yes, that’s what I said. Gloriana.”
			

			
				“Well… ahh… I suppose I could make you an initiate.” Father Whitlock thoughtfully stroked the huge barrel of his chest down to his belly. “But you will need to complete a few tests of your… faith.”
			

			
				“Anything,” said Beldinde, dropping to one knee. She took the priest’s hand and kissed the rings on his big, pudgy fingers. “Please, let me prove myself to you.”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmm,” said Father Whitlock and he stroked Beldinde’s head and gently swept the veil completely away. “Such a beautiful girl. I have never had an elf visit me at all, let alone wish to become an initiate. Come with me, my dear, upstairs to the rectory.”
			

			
				Beldinde eagerly followed him up the stairs and through a locked, red door into a private residence that was filled with paintings and statues of an erotic nature. She was stunned to see graphic depictions of all manner of sex, including taboo acts, framed and hanging from the walls. The sight of so much erotic imagery was overwhelming. She felt hot and her heart pounded in her chest. 
			

			
				She followed Father Whitlock into his study, filled with books of esoterica and erotica. Old, leatherbound tomes of positions, sexual plagues, and healing spells. Scrolls, half-unrolled, that depicted erotic rituals.
			

			
				“Don’t mind the clutter,” said the cleric, settling heavily on a high-backed leather chair. “Now then, first you must prove your willingness to obey the word of the goddess. It flows through me and to you. Do you understand?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Beldinde, fidgeting.
			

			
				“Good. Then, to begin, you must undress for the goddess. Let her witness your unadorned flesh and judge your heart.”
			

			
				This command was unexpected but made complete sense. Beldinde felt no objection to the thought of being seen naked, elves were not ashamed of their bodies, and so she undressed without hesitation. She loosened the laces at the back of her gown and let it drop from her shoulders, slipping down to catch, briefly, on the stiff buds of her pale pink nipples. She wiggled the littlest bit, and the weight of the gown dropped free of her breasts, sliding down her body, lingering for a moment on her shapely hips, and then dropping from her gold-thatched mound and down her thighs. The lace dress pooled at her feet, and she stepped out of the lacy puddle.
			

			
				She stood naked before Father Whitlock and he seemed to soak in the sight of her pale, unblemished flesh. Her large, pert breasts slowly heaved with each breath she took. Her nipples were stiff and plump as gumdrops. Her cunt betrayed the slightest hint of moisture glistening at her delicate lips within the silky tuft of her hair.
			

			
				“Yes, yes, oh yes,” murmured Father Whitlock. “Yes, perfection, my dear. A body built by the goddess and made for sin.”
			

			
				“Sin?”
			

			
				“Of a sort, some would see it, but sin can be holy. It can be restorative rather than harmful.” He sat back in his chair and rubbed at a noticeable bulge growing beneath his robe. “To that point, if you wish to become an initiate of Sloria, you will perform the ritual of the totem’s sap. Do you know how to kneel and pleasure a man with your mouth?”
			

			
				The priest parted his robe and revealed the bulge to be an impressively large pillar of reddening cockflesh. It was not even fully erect and already much larger and particularly thicker than the man Beldinde had met in the alleyway. The sight of the priest’s shaved groin, large, hairless bollocks, and slowly rising cock sent a hot thrill through the elf’s core.
			

			
				“That’s… I… yes,” she slowly nodded, getting down on her knees. “Yes, I think I could perform this ritual of the totem’s sap.”
			

			
				“Good,” said Father Whitlock. “For it is the first of the tests required if you mean to pledge yourself to the, ah, healing powers of Sloria.”
			

			
				He wrapped his hand around his thick cock and slowly stroked it, producing a glistening drop of clear liquid at the tip. He beckoned with a ringed finger and Beldinde, staring hotly at the priest’s thick cock, began to crawl towards him.
			

			
				


			
				2
			

			
				Learning to Serve
			

			
				 
			

			
				Father Whitlock smiled patiently and reclined in his chair with his red robes parted and his stout legs mostly bared. He used one hand to thoughtfully stroke the graying beard that reached down his barrel chest. His other hand grasped the root of his thick cock tightly and slowly worked his fingers up and over the tip of his cock and down again.
			

			
				Beldinde was entranced by the slow, hypnotic motion of his fingers working up and down his shaft, spreading the glistening traces of the liquid oozing from his tip. A raw musk wafted from his loins, scented with a perfume that enhanced the beastly male aroma. She was not sure why a priest of Gloriana was wearing a red robe and how worshipping his cock with her mouth would prove her devotion to the goddess.
			

			
				But she trusted Father Whitlock. He was so kind and welcoming to her and he had promised to grant her entrance as a servant of Gloriana.
			

			
				Undressing for him had made more sense. Being an elf, and one with particularly lovely and ample assets, she was not at all shy about revealing the body that the goddess had given to her. Father Whitlock was a priest, after all. He was accustomed to such things as the beauty of the natural world. He had watched her undress respectfully and had only touched her breasts a little to judge their ample softness.
			

			
				But now, kneeling between his legs, watching the father stroke his thick cock and smile down at her, Beldinde felt very, well, sinful. She wet her lips, taking another dizzying breath of his strong male scent.
			

			
				“Come, my lovely aspirant,” rumbled the voice of Father Whitlock. “A little closer. Take your hand and grasp the totem. Demonstrate your faith in Sloria. Repeat after me: ‘Praise be to the flesh.’”
			

			
				“Praise be… to the flesh,” repeated Beldinde as she reached out and took hold of Father Whitlock’s glistening cock. He groaned and relinquished it to her. She began to stroke him steadily, watching the faint pulsating of his cock as she put first one and then both hands to use massaging his length.
			

			
				“Good, my sweet elf. Now, ahh, now part those pretty lips and taste it.” His hand curled gently around her hair and drew her closer. “Taste.”
			

			
				Placing her tongue upon such a filthy, slimy thing as the head of the priest’s reddening prick seemed a strange thing to do. Beldinde had come too far to reach the temple and could not turn back at that moment. She gazed up at him, his abdomen and chest like the slope of some great hill, his face mostly lost in shadow, but those two eyes blazing from his sockets as he watched her. Beldinde took a deep breath, his scent filling her nostrils as she parted her soft lips and leaned forward to taste his cock with her tongue.
			

			
				The salty flavor was revolting. Disgusting. Intriguing. Arousing?
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” she moaned, leaning forward more, her bare bottom wiggling and her soft breasts hanging heavily as she took his cock into her mouth. It came so naturally to her then, to slide him deeper. To begin to suck as if this throbbing, salty pillar of flesh was some sweet to melt away on her tongue.
			

			
				“Yessssss,” groaned Father Whitlock, his fingers tightening in her silky hair. “Up and down, my dear elf. Just like that. Awaken to the totem and receiving the blessing of Sloria.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” she moaned questioningly around his cock, stopping with her lips wrapped just beneath his fat crown. Why did he persist in pronouncing the name of the goddess as Sloria?
			

			
				“No stopping now,” said Father Whitlock, pressing more insistently on her head.
			

			
				She resumed sucking the throbbing length of his cock. Her head worked up and down in his lap, one hand cradling his bollocks as the room filled with the wet sounds of her worship. The salty taste of his oozing nectar grew stronger. She sucked harder and worked one hand upon his root.
			

			
				“Yes, there you have it,” gasped Father Whitlock, shifting in his seat as Beldinde’s elf saliva soaked down to his bollocks and dripped over her fingers. “Oh, keep going. Just like that, my sweet acolyte. Keep… keep sucking. Sloria’s blessing… is… cumming!”
			

			
				She could feel the tension in his fingers tightening in her hair. She did not need to have much experience to know the throbbing in his cock and the hardness in his sack meant he was about to explode. Thinking back to the mess the drunkard had made in the alley, she wondered if she could really take something like that in her mouth. She questioned the wisdom of it for only a moment before her lips descended once more onto Father Whitlock’s cock, his tip prodding the back of her throat.
			

			
				He groaned with intense pleasure, and she felt his cock jerk suddenly against her lips and tongue. A moment later it was pulsating rapidly and spitting out thick, heavy gushes of strong-tasting liquid. His seed, she realized, was pumping into her mouth. She had no choice but to swallow, her throat working to get it all down before Father Whitlock filled her mouth again.
			

			
				“Yesssss, that’s it, what a good girl you are,” he groaned. “How eagerly you drink my holy sacrament to you. Take the salty blessing of Sloria. Make it a part of you, my sweet elf.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, her brow furrowing and her throat continuing to work as the flood of his seed into her mouth slowly diminished. The last pulses decorated her tongue with hardly a few drops and then, with a last groan of pleasure, he pulled his softening length from her lips.
			

			
				“This,” he said, his barrel chest heaving with the exertion of his climax, “is your first lesson, Beldinde. Sloria’s blessing is upon you. Tonight, rest in the abbey. In the morning, your next lesson will begin.”
			

			
				He made a sign with the index finger of both hands, seeming to describe a heart shape with something else to either side of the shape. Beldinde did not recognize the gesture as being related to Gloriana, but she returned it to him.
			

			
				“Thank you, Father,” she said, bowing slightly. “You’ve given me a… lot to digest.”
			

			
				“Oh, you are a wit,” chuckled the burly priest. “Come, let me show you to the abbey. It is empty now, the other sisters are on missionary work, so you will have your choice of beds.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde’s Second Lesson
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde was so excited that she was hardly able to sleep. Her dreams were at last coming true and she would soon be a healer of Gloriana. In the morning, she bathed herself with a washcloth from a basin of cold water and dressed in the folded white robe of a novitiate that Father Whitlock delivered to her room.
			

			
				“These are yours now,” he said, smiling warmly as he stepped back to give her privacy. “Meet me in the main chapel when you are ready.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Father,” she said, bowing her head.
			

			
				The robe was comfortable and made from soft almost sheer white material with a delicate gold trim. The fabric clung to her curves and was stitched tight beneath her breasts to cradle them and press them upwards. There was even a wide cutout panel that exposed her cleavage. There was no headdress either. She thought most sisters of Gloriana wore a scarf upon their heads, but perhaps it was different for acolytes.
			

			
				She cinched the provided belt of gold rope around her waist to emphasize her shapely body and set off for the main chapel. There, she found Father Whitlock speaking to two rows of men seated in the pews. He stopped talking and smiled at Beldinde when she entered.
			

			
				“Come here, novitiate,” he said. “For your second test, you will demonstrate your endurance and your commitment to altruism. It is the duty of a sister of Sloria to patiently work her healing upon all who visit the chapel and need her aid.”
			

			
				“Of course, Father,” said Beldinde. “I am eager to tend to these men who need my, um, healing touch.”
			

			
				She looked at them and was surprised at the hungry way they were looking back at her. The group of men (she counted eleven) was mostly humans of varying shapes and sizes, but also two dwarves, a goblin, and an orc. They were staring at her, a few of them whispering to one another. Some were smiling. Others looked at her with such intensity that they seemed angry.
			

			
				“Well, these men are actually lay brothers of Sloria,” said Father Whitlock. “They serve the cause, helping with labor and the like. But you will treat them as you would anyone seeking succor.”
			

			
				“What would you like me to do for these men?” asked Beldinde, feeling a fluttering of apprehension in her breast.
			

			
				Father Whitlock stepped back and revealed a kneeling cushion upon the floor in front of the altar.
			

			
				“Kneel here, Beldinde, and perform your sacred duty to Sloria,” he said, his voice friendly but commandingly deep.
			

			
				The men watched her as she walked past them and knelt upon the cushion, her breasts jiggling in the cradling warmth of her robe. Father Whitlock motioned the men closer and one-by-one they unbuckled, untied, and unbuttoned their trousers, sliding them down their legs to reveal their stiff cocks.
			

			
				“They have all taken the sip of Sloria’s holy water, so they will not flag until they have been satisfied. I think you know what to do now, Beldinde. You showed as much to me last night.”
			

			
				“Yes, father,” she said, smiling and beckoning the first man forward.
			

			
				He was a younger man, slender and short. His cock was a slender thing to match, but quite long and with bollocks that drooped low against his thighs. Beldinde took him in her hand and caressed him. He thrust forward and she offered him her mouth. She sucked him with the enthusiasm of her first cock of the morning. Her mouth soaking him with her saliva and her tongue licking and curling around his shaft as he bobbed wantonly.
			

			
				The other men crowded closer, stroking their cocks and seeking her attention. She reached out with both hands, grasping two other cocks as she focused on sucking the first man.
			

			
				“Oh, she is as good as you said, Father,” groaned the young man, cradling the back of Beldinde’s head. “I won’t be able to hold out for long.”
			

			
				“Then don’t, my son,” said Father Whitlock. “For other men are waiting to taste the pleasures you now enjoy.”
			

			
				“Yes, Father,” moaned the man, beginning to thrust into Beldinde’s mouth and taking over for her sucking. His cock prodded her throat, faster and faster, until the man finally let out a whining cry of ecstasy and exploded into Beldinde’s mouth and down her throat. She swallowed him gratefully and licked his spent cock as it slid from her lips.
			

			
				The orc was next, bullying his way past the dwarves and a rotund human to present the massive green slab of his cock to Beldinde.
			

			
				“Tits,” he said. “Big elf tits are juicy. I wanna feel ‘em on my cock.”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” she said, “I would be happy to serve you with my breasts. Let… Sloria bless you.”
			

			
				Saying the name as Father Whitlock said it invigorated her for some strange reason. Her fingers found the hidden laces of her robes and she yanked at them and freed her soft tits from the front of her tight gown. Some of the men groaned with pleasure and wanked their cocks faster at the sight of her heaving breasts.
			

			
				“Ohhhh them is good,” said the orc, reaching down to roughly squeeze her breasts and pluck at Beldinde’s nipples.
			

			
				“Ahhhh! Careful now, please. What do you want me to do with these?” She asked, hefting them in both hands for him.
			

			
				The orc grabbed hold of his huge, lumpy green cock and he smacked it against the cleavage between her breasts. He pushed with three fingers and his massive member squeezed between her tits like a hot sausage into a plump, freshly baked roll.
			

			
				She gasped as the orc grabbed her hands and pressed them to make her breasts squeeze tighter around his cock. He began to thrust, faster and faster, into her cleavage. His breathing grew heavier. His grunts of pleasure louder. His hips slapped roughly against the undersides of her squeezed tits, bouncing them on his cock. 
			

			
				Finally, with a roar of ecstasy, the orc exploded in great glistening streams all over Beldinde’s face and breasts. The hot eruption drenched her completely. Beldinde opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to catch a glob of seed sliding from her upper lip. It tasted almost like human cum, but a bit stronger. Almost concentrated.
			

			
				“Good. Elf prettiest covered in orc cum.” The orc stepped back to make room for the next man.
			

			
				Or dwarf, actually. Beldinde had no time to wipe herself off before her tits were being fondled and the dwarf cock was shoved into her mouth. She sucked as best she could, managing to coax him into exploding into her mouth and down her throat in hot gulps. His dwarf friend was even more interested in Beldinde’s tits, rutting between her orc-slimed breasts until he added his own hot load to the cum already decorating her.
			

			
				More humans closed in around Beldinde and it became a blur of pleasuring and receiving. She stroked, sucked, and tittyfucked every man who offered her his cock. Some were thick and short, others long and slender, and one man’s cock bent distinctly to one side. She drained their loads again and again, coaxing out eruptions with her deft fingers, sliming herself with warm spunk using her breasts, and sucking out load after load until she started to feel queasy from gulping down so much manly goo.
			

			
				The last to receive Beldinde’s blessing was the smallest among them. The goblin stepped forward, looking nervously about at the humans looming over him, and he offered Beldinde his modest, warty, green cock.
			

			
				“Welcome,” said Beldinde, smiling through the cum that glazed her face and dripped from her chin. “May the blessings of Sloria be upon you.”
			

			
				She leaned forward and engulfed the goblin’s cock entirely in her eager mouth. Even after servicing so many men, Beldinde’s enthusiasm was undiminished for her duty as a healer. She bobbed and sucked hungrily upon the goblin’s bumpy little gherkin. Her tongue reached out to taste the wrinkled dark green pouch of his bollocks.
			

			
				“Elf soooo good,” he cried, suddenly hunching over and grabbing her head in both his arms. He mounted Beldinde’s face and began to frantically rut into her mouth. None of the other men had been like this. It was an overwhelming assault on her senses as the rank aroma of the goblin filled her nostrils and his cock slid in and out of her hot, sucking mouth.
			

			
				Despite the surprise and discomfort of the sudden forcefulness of the goblin, she was able to suck on him and even resumed tonguing his tightening bollocks. The savage ferocity of the goblin’s thrusts made her jaw begin to ache, but she kept at it and soon was rewarded with a high-pitched cry of the green goblin. It was followed by the warm, oily eruption of his seed.
			

			
				She drank down his cum even though she was beginning to feel dangerously nauseous. She sucked out every pulsing droplet and even licked his cock and balls clean.
			

			
				With that, the last of the men had been satisfied. Father Whitlock gazed down at her, stroking his long beard as he smiled with pride. Even though she was a sweaty, cum-drenched mess, she had achieved her goal.
			

			
				“Well done, Beldinde,” he said. “I hope you’re not too exhausted from your second test. Do you still believe you have what it takes to become a healer of Sloria?”
			

			
				“Now more than ever, Father,” she said, licking the mixing cum from her lips. “I know it is my calling.”
			

			
				Beldinde’s Third Lesson
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde continued her duties as a novitiate the following morning. She helped to clean up after a simple breakfast, swept the church, and cleaned the inner sanctum of Father Whitlock. 
			

			
				She was surprised by all the strange books and artifacts the priest kept. Most were treatises on sex, sexual diseases, and how to pleasure men and women, depictions of beautiful women in the throes of ecstasy, and mysterious amulets and statues that venerated Gloriana as “Sloria.” Perhaps this was a human facet of the goddess that Beldinde had not encountered elsewhere. Sloria certainly looked like a goddess in the illuminations and sculptures Beldinde found in Father Whitlock’s collection. So voluptuous and beautiful. 
			

			
				Yet Sloria’s golden hair and always-bared womanhood seemed at odds with Gloriana’s dark-haired, chaste image. As did her expressions of exultant pleasure captured in the artwork. She was often shown in illustrations doing very naughty things with men or even other women that made Beldinde’s heart race and her own womanhood throb with need. In one painting that shocked Beldinde, the goddess was depicted offering herself to be mounted by a bull. 
			

			
				It would have been very easy for Beldinde to become distracted and to touch herself for pleasure. Her sheer, tight-fitting robes were almost like she was wearing nothing at all and only served to emphasize the ampleness of Beldinde’s bust.
			

			
				“I am on a holy path,” she told herself, resisting the urge to seek pleasure with her fingers. “I serve the goddess, and I heal the weak and needful.”
			

			
				She knelt in prayer to Gloriana, and a sense of calm came over her. Whatever name she might call her, the goddess was always there to ease her burden as Beldinde eased the burden of those men, dwarves, orcs, and goblins the day before. Beldinde’s overpowering urge to pleasure herself receded. She sighed with relief and offered her thanks to Gloriana.
			

			
				The door to Father Whitlock’s study opened and the old, bearded priest entered to find Beldinde kneeling still beside his desk.
			

			
				“What’s this? Are you praying?” He smiled warmly, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “But I have not taught you any of the prayers yet.”
			

			
				“Just something I learned from my mother,” said Beldinde. “She wasn’t a priestess, but she was a devoted follower of Glo… Sloria.”
			

			
				“Ah, was she now?” Father Whitlock chuckled. “Well, there are many prayers and rituals you will be asked to recite as a priestess. It is your duty to cleanse men’s souls through physical release. Before each act of intimacy, you should invoke the goddess to draw attention to the deed.”
			

			
				Father Whitlock stepped closer to Beldinde and reached into his crimson robes. He parted them and took out the fat hose of his cock dangling from his groin. He stepped closer to Beldinde and hung the musty length of it before her face.
			

			
				“Now, repeat after me,” began Father Whitlock, stroking Beldinde’s head. “‘Oh, Radiant Sloria, bless my flesh and my secretions, make me the holy vessel to receive the suffering of this man, to free him of his burdens and heal him of his ailments. Though my flesh is imperfect, though my body is defiled, I am your hand upon him and your presence in this world. Let all that is dirty be cleansed in this deed. In her name.’”
			

			
				Beldinde recited the words exactly as Father Whitlock had spoken them aloud. As she did, she stared at his cock, recalling the feel of it pulsing in her mouth and the strong, salty flavor of his warm cum as it spurted against her tongue. She grew hotter and more aroused with each word of the prayer that she spoke. Her thighs quivered and her breasts heaved against the revealing cutout of her vestments. She was panting as she intoned the final, “In her name.”
			

			
				“Good,” said Father Whitlock, stroking his ringed fingers over Belinde’s head and drawing her face closer to the musty heat of his cock. “Now then, finish the prayer with the deed. Relieve me of my burdens.”
			

			
				“Yes, Father Whitlock,” gasped Beldinde breathlessly, leaning in to take his dangling cock into her mouth.
			

			
				She felt no hesitation or confusion this time. She understood her purpose and her duty as an acolyte. The holy purity of that prayer committed her fully to the deed to follow. Her lips wrapped around him and her head began to bob. The study filled with the soft, wet sounds of her ministrations as she slid her mouth upon his cock and moaned around his muffling, stiffening length. Morning light, colored crimson by the stained glass, warmed her face as she worked diligently to pleasure the burly priest.
			

			
				She had learned much by doing the day before and she put these skills to good use with Father Whitlock, using her tongue and licking and sucking him as she employed her hand as well. He groaned and chuckled with pleasure, stroking her head as though she were some pet and meeting her gaze from beneath the overhang of his paunch. 
			

			
				“That’s it,” he groaned. “Almost there. Sloria works through you, my dear. You are truly blessed. A chosen… chosen servant of the goddess. Ahhhh!”
			

			
				Her mouth filled with the hot spurts of Father Whitlock’s seed. She drank them, even savored them, without hesitation. Looking up at him and suckling until every last drop had been spent upon her tongue. 
			

			
				“Ah, I feel so much better already,” he said. “But do not think that just because you are a servant of Sloria you do not also need relief.”
			

			
				“Mmmm? Really?” Beldinde wiped her lips with her fingers. 
			

			
				“Yes, there are prayers for self-pleasure, for receiving pleasure, and even for conception. But those are for another time.” Father Whitlock helped her to her feet and patted her on her round bottom. “Now, you are ready, my sweet elf. It is time to begin your service to the community. The other sisters, Magda and Aurelia, are already at work in the Chapel of Release. You will join them today as an initiate sister. Remember the prayer I taught you.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, Father Whitlock,” said Beldinde, surprised that she would be tending to the church’s flock on only her second full day as an acolyte. She wondered if she was ready for such responsibility, but Father Whitlock seemed entirely at ease and confident in her. Perhaps her invocation in his study had proved to him that she was ready.
			

			
				


			
				3
			

			
				Serving the Needy
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Chapel of Release was a large, windowless room that smelled strongly of incense and was lit with by the glow of three red lanterns that hung from the ceiling. Beldinde was overwhelmed as she followed Father Whitlock into the chapel. Beneath that incense smell was the undeniable musk of sex. This was a place where holy acts purified sinful bodies. Where men, and perhaps women too, could be relieved of the burdens of their flesh.
			

			
				There were beds, just big enough for two, piles of pillows, wooden stocks, shackles hanging from the roof beam on long chains, and booths along one wall with silk curtains for doors. One extremely voluptuous middle-aged human woman was locked in the stocks, wearing nothing but her priestess’ collar, with a scruffy older man spanking her big bottom with his hips as he fucked her from behind. Her moans of pleasure were muffled by another man, dark-skinned and bald, sliding his cock into her mouth.
			

			
				“That’s Sister Magda,” said Father Whitlock. “She had a very tragic story when she came to me, but now she enjoys serving the community. And that, over there with the goblin, is Sister Aurelia.”
			

			
				Sister Aurelia was a slender, petite redheaded human woman with ghostly pale skin. She was fully dressed in her robe and cowl and was holding a riding crop. She was using this, along with flicks of her fingers, to “torture” a green goblin hanging from a set of shackles.
			

			
				“That’s Mordek,” chuckled Father Whitlock. “For some, pain is pleasure. He comes every other day to be whipped and stepped on and pinched by Sister Aurelia. She is as skilled with pain as with pleasure, but that is a very delicate skill. You focus on pleasuring today.”
			

			
				“Yes, Father,” said Beldinde, bowing obediently. 
			

			
				“Sloria be praised, your first needy soul approaches,” said Father Whitlock, nodding to a man shuffling into the chapel with his hat clasped in his hands. “Why don’t you see that he makes a donation to the church coffers and then take him back to one of the booths there. It’s divided in half. You let him in one side, and you go around to the other.”
			

			
				Beldinde approached the man with her face burning with nervous shame. He was a young man, little more than a boy, perhaps come from one of the farms outside the city to receive the blessings of Sloria. 
			

			
				“Please, make your donation,” said Beldinde, and she watched him drop several coins into the box. “Now then, follow me and I will see to your burdens.”
			

			
				“I’ve never done this before,” said the young man, following her back to the booth. 
			

			
				“Visited a church of Sloria?” asked Beldinde.
			

			
				“Well, yes, but I mean, um, I’ve never been with a woman before,” he said, twisting his hat in his hands.
			

			
				“Oh, young man, your burdens must be very great,” said Beldinde, her heart swelling with sympathy. “The goddess will heal your suffering and lift your burdens.”
			

			
				She drew aside the curtain to the booth and helped the young man into the room. She saw that the wall opposite the entrance consisted of a fine lattice on the upper half so that the man could see into the other side of the booth. The lower half was solid wood except for a hole cut through the wall at just below waist height. This had a rim of soft velvet and there were several stains on the wood beneath the hole. 
			

			
				Though Beldinde had never seen such a thing before, she immediately knew its purpose. Like some sort of sexual confessional, she would bestow the grace of Sloria on the man through the hole. It was all very sordid and thrilling to Beldinde.
			

			
				“Now then, you get comfortable and I will go around to the other—”
			

			
				“Please,” said the man, grasping at Beldinde’s white vestment and eyeing her shapely body. “Could we do it… not like that. I mean. I’d rather see you and touch you.”
			

			
				There was no denying the young man what he requested for his first time. Beldinde quickly invoked Sloria and then embraced the man within the booth. She pressed him back against the wall, kissing him passionately as her hand roamed over his body. Her fingers found the rope that served as his belt, and she untied his trousers and let them slide down his slender legs. His cock filled her hand, long and stiff like the rest of the young man. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, godsssss, it feels so good. Your kiss… I never imagined… with an elf, ohhhhh,” he moaned, thrusting his hips and fucking her hand with his pre-cum smeared cock. His kiss grew sloppy, distracted by his pleasure. 
			

			
				Beldinde did not want him to waste his seed on her gown. She quickly lifted it and exposed the golden furrow of her cunny. With one foot lifted onto the cushion, one leg raised, she guided him to her slick entrance. She looked into his eyes as she drew him into her tight, clutching cunt.
			

			
				“There it is,” she whispered, her lips close to his. “Thrust there. Let it out. Release your burdens.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh! Yessss! So warm! So tiiiiight! AHHHHH!” He thrust desperately, kissed her wantonly, and lasted but a few strokes. He exploded into the tight warmth of Beldinde’s elf pussy. She moaned against his lips, rocking forward and feeling the burdens lifting from him as he poured his seed into her tight folds. She squeezed her inner muscles around him, sliding her creamy cunt back and forth against his cock as it twitched and spurted out every drop. 
			

			
				At last, he staggered back against the wall, sagging slightly as his cock slid free of her pussy. He looked at her, beautiful and innocent, her folds flushed and drooling out a strand of his seed. 
			

			
				“Oh… thank you, priestess,” he said, pulling up his trousers. “It was… it was better than I could imagine. Can I come back?”
			

			
				“Any time you feel the world weighing down on you,” she said. “Sloria will ease your burdens.”
			

			
				He nodded, grinning, as he stumbled out of the booth and through the chapel echoing with sounds of pleasure. 
			

			
				Beldinde cleaned herself with a soft towel provided for the visitors. As she did, she realized that she had just given up her virginity to a stranger. Humans placed a great deal of importance on such things, as the young man’s desperation had evidenced, but even an elf could be struck by the moment. 
			

			
				“I am no longer a virgin,” she murmured. “The veil of my innocence is lifted.”
			

			
				That was surely an understatement. 
			

			
				Beldinde soon had another visitor. An orc that worked at the docks and had an unhappy marriage. He desperately needed his bollocks drained by a pretty elf. Beldinde didn’t even make it back to the booths with him. He bent her over one of the beds and railed into her from behind, his green hips spanking her ass and his heavy bollocks swinging against her clit. She cried out and he pulled her hair roughly as he pumped her pussy full of another load. 
			

			
				She didn’t even have time to clean up before a portly young man waddled in and needed her service. He was enamored with her and wanted to kiss her and suck her breasts and fondle her thoroughly. He took his time admiring her body before she finally persuaded him to lie back among the pillows and let her ride his cock until he pumped his seed into her frothing, cum-filled cunt. She washed after his visit and returned to find a line forming outside the booths. 
			

			
				Beldinde joined Aurelia and Magda in the booths and began to service the heavy evening rush through the holes in the dividers. Most men wanted to admire Beldinde’s body and breasts through the lattice and then pushed their cock through the hole to be pleasured. She said her prayer and knelt and satisfied them with her mouth. They leaned against the lattice to watch her bobbing and sucking and usually emptied their bollocks quite quickly into her mouth.
			

			
				Some men wanted more than an oral blessing. Two requested she stroke them with her breasts. This novel way of pleasuring a man, licking his tip while stroking his shaft between her soft tits, seemed to be even quicker than sucking them. The men exploded onto her face and breasts though, which made quite a mess.
			

			
				The third time a man requested such treatment, Beldinde wrapped her lips around him and let him spill his seed into her mouth as she stroked with her breasts. This was a better way of handling it, she decided. Less mess and, she had to admit, she was beginning to enjoy the taste of the seed the men spilled into her mouth. Each tasted so different and yet similar.
			

			
				Only one man insisted upon having sex with Beldinde despite the rush. It was a goblin and he pushed his cock through the hole and said, “Fuck! Please! We do fuck!”
			

			
				“It would be quicker and easier if I just—”
			

			
				“Fuck!” He banged his hands against the lattice. “Fuck! You do fuck! Please! Thank you!”
			

			
				“Well, since you said ‘please,’ I suppose Sloria will give you special attention,” she said, turning around and bending over. She pushed her ass flush against the divider and lined her cunny up with the goblin’s small cock. 
			

			
				He frantically humped the wall, thrusting into her hot cove through the divider. The irony was that the goblin gave her pleasure like no one else that evening. His furiously smacking bollocks hit her clit with just the right rhythm to drive her wild. After servicing so many men with her mouth and breasts she had forgotten her own pleasure, but she was cumming explosively before the goblin even erupted. He howled with delight, realizing he was making her cum. 
			

			
				“AAAhhh! Groki makes pretty elf cum! Take seed! Take seeeEEEED!”
			

			
				“Yes, fill me, Groki,” moaned Beldinde, squishing her ass back against the divider and crying out as her pussy squeezed around him. Hot, oily goblin seed flooded her cunt. A rush that drove her to an even higher peak of pleasure. Spurt after spurt that she savored as it drenched her womb in hot cum.
			

			
				Of course, there were so many who needed her blessing that night. She sucked and fucked, stroked and licked, and satisfied dozens before the night was over. But she kept thinking about how good that goblin felt pumping her full of his seed.
			

			
				And she thanked her beloved goddess for showing her the way to ease the burdens of so many.
			

			
				


			
				4
			

			
				Missionary Work
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde was tormented by the sinful feelings of the acts she was performing in service to Gloriana. That night, after her long service to the men in need of healing, Beldinde got up from her cot and went into the chapel. She was sore and sleeplessly tired, but she lit a single red candle and knelt before the obscene altar to the goddess. The flame illuminated her face in soft gold, and she bowed her head and prayed to Gloriana for guidance.
			

			
				“Holy mother, I wish only to heal, but I am asked to give of my body to so many,” whispered Beldinde, clasping her hands tightly together. “I feel such tremors of pleasure within myself and become almost frenzied with these lustful acts. Is this truly the way to holy redemption? Is this truly the way to use my powers for good?”
			

			
				“Beldinde,” came a voice, deep and rumbling. Father Whitlock, clad only in his sleepshirt and slippers, strode across the quiet chapel and placed a hand on Beldinde’s shoulder. “Oh, my child, you have doubts?”
			

			
				“I do, Father,” said Beldinde with a hint of tears gathering in her eyes. “I never imagined my service to the goddess would be like this. I gave up my virginity to a stranger today. I experienced ecstasy from a goblin rutting into me through a hole in the wall. I feel so… I feel dirty, Father.”
			

			
				“I understand,” he said, offering Beldinde a hand up. “Come with me to my office.”
			

			
				He guided her through the dark temple corridors, into the rectory, and to his study so full of perverse works of art and forbidden books of pleasure. 
			

			
				“You are sore and chapped from your experience earlier?” he asked. “I have salves for this.”
			

			
				“Yes, a little, Father, but that is not what vexes me,” she said. “I cannot shake the feeling of guilt, as if I am doing wrong in service to the goddess. As if these pleasures of the flesh are only a distraction from my true purpose. And… and it feels too good, Father. How could healing feel so good? How could it be so exciting? And… and why do you call the goddess Sloria?”
			

			
				Father Whitlock’s lips tightened into a frown. Beldinde searched his face for an answer, but the handsome older cleric did not reply immediately. Finally, his smile returned.
			

			
				“First, let me find you that salve, my dear,” said Father Whitlock. “Then I will explain everything to you.”
			

			
				He walked behind his desk and took out a small cannister. He unscrewed the top and held it out for Beldinde to smell.
			

			
				“Toral root,” he explained. “I think you are familiar with it. Many herbalists of Gloriana use it to make such concoctions. It is one way for an adherent of Gloriana without much magic to use her healing powers.”
			

			
				He walked around the desk and gently guided Belinde to bend over. She gasped softly as her tender breasts pressed to the hard wood. Father Whitlock slid his hand up the backs of Belinde’s thighs, raising her flimsy nightgown over her round bottom and baring the hot, chafed furrow of her cunt and the tender knot of her anus.
			

			
				“Your concerns are understandable, my dear, if you imagined that you would become an herbalist or a nursemaid for orphans,” said Father Whitlock, carefully scooping some of the white cream from the cannister. “But Sloria called you here instead of some remote chantry or orphanage. You are in the heart of Kebletz and Sloria teaches that the pleasures of which you speak are natural, beautiful things and a necessary part of mending flesh and spirit. Now then… if you have only a chapped cunny or a raw pucker, then a pinch of magic and toral root is enough.” 
			

			
				Father Whitlock dragged his cream-slathered fingers over Beldinde’s cunt and into the crack of her plush bottom. He massaged her slowly and gently, spreading the cream over her cunny, into the delicate folds, and back up to knead against her aching knot. After several passes of his tender ministrations, Beldinde whimpered as the pain and rawness receded to a dull and pleasant warmth.
			

			
				“I think I understand,” she said, looking back at him over her shoulder.
			

			
				“So many come to our church with much more profound pain. With grief and sorrow, with loneliness and heartache, and with injuries of the flesh that cannot be salved by the cream from a cannister. Your flesh, then is the ultimate healing instrument, my sweet Beldinde. And you are clasped in the Holy Hand of Sloria.”
			

			
				“Oh, yessss, I do think that I see,” gasped Beldinde, wiggling her hips and feeling warm pulses of desire. She looked back over her shoulder to say more and saw Father Whitlock lifting his nightshirt and grasping the root of his thick cock. “Oh, Father! Do you intend to put your cock inside me?”
			

			
				“Yes, my sweet elf,” he said and fed the fat head of his cock into Beldinde’s slick cunny. She sighed with relief and gripped his thick shaft within her walls. He began to thrust into her with slow, but intense strokes, patting her bottom with his hips each time. “Sometimes it is you who must be healed. That is why I am here, Beldinde. To tend to everyone. Hnnnn. Even you.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Father,” gasped Beldinde, feeling another tremor of pleasure and pushing her soft bottom back against him. “Ohhhhhh… my doubts… my flesh… relieved. Praise Sloria!”
			

			
				“Praise… hnnnn… praise Sloria,” grunted Father Whitlock, grasping Beldinde’s hips tightly and slamming into her with growing urgency. He leaned over her, kissing her shoulder, her neck, and then meeting her lips as she turned her head towards him. It was awkward being kissed in this way, but Beldinde reached out for him with her tongue and their lips and tongues brushed and met as he plundered her with each thrust. 
			

			
				She felt peace like she had seldom felt in her life as the big cleric rutted into her. A deep, fulfilling pleasure that gathered in her core and gripped Father Whitlock’s powerful cock with each stroke. Her pleasure tightened around him. His swelled within her.
			

			
				“Father… ohhhh… oh… Father… yes, it’s happening,” gasped Beldinde, pushing her upper body off his desk and bracing it with her arms. 
			

			
				“Oh, yes, it is, my sweet,” groaned Father Whitlock. “Let it happen. We shall do this… together.”
			

			
				Her breasts swung beneath her with each stroke. She thrust her bottom against him and skewered her clutching cunt upon his cock. She felt the tightness in his grip. The strain in his body behind her. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, Father,” she moaned. “Praise be to… praise Sloria!” 
			

			
				“Praise Sloria!” he groaned loudly and hilted inside Beldinde.
			

			
				They reached their peak almost simultaneously. An explosive climax that made Beldinde’s legs shake and her body buzz with holy fervor. Father Whitlock drove his cock to her tender backwalls and unleashed a great flood of his seed within her. Pulse after pulse gushed into her clutching cunt and each fresh spurt sent another shudder of ecstasy through Beldinde’s body. 
			

			
				He fell against her back, pushing her down once more upon the desk and leaning heavily atop her as his cock began to soften. They were both out of breath. Both laughing softly.
			

			
				“You should perform an act of contrition to the goddess,” rasped Father Whitlock, slowly rising from Beldinde’s back and slithering his softening cock from within her creamy cunt. He stepped back to admire the sight of her flooded with his seed, watching it drip down her trembling thighs. “Prove your father and then you can take your vows to become a full sister. Go out into the streets and heal those who need healing, Beldinde. Some may offer you coins for your services. You may take payment but bring it back to the church.”
			

			
				“Yes, Father,” she said, rising slowly. “I will go and wash up and put on my holy garments.”
			

			
				“Yes, good,” said Father Whitlock, his cock still shamelessly exposed as he flopped back in his chair and began to smoke a pipe. “And remember, refuse service to none who ask for your aid.”
			

			
				“Yes, Father,” said Beldinde, her faith restored, and her flesh healed by her guidance from Father Whitlock.
			

			
				She cleaned herself with a washcloth and a basin of warm, perfumed water. She dressed in special corseted missionary vestments that both enhanced and nearly revealed her bust. Her soft, creamy breasts prominently displayed, her red gown clinging to her curves, and her stockinged legs nearly exposed by a skirt that seemed more like a boy’s shorts than anything a decent woman would wear. High-heeled boots and a length of red ribbon tying the pale gold of her hair finished the costume. 
			

			
				She examined her beauty in a small silver mirror and thought she looked like a harlot, which was no doubt the intention considering what she intended to do in service to the goddess. 
			

			
				“Sloria knows best,” murmured Beldinde, adapting an old saying about Gloriana for this strange, citybound face of the goddess. She strode from the temple with new confidence, but her hopes for serving the community soon waned. The hour was very late and even the pleasure district was inhabited only by mist and a chill in the air. 
			

			
				Beldinde shivered against the cold, her breath steaming out of her mouth and her boots clicking on the cobblestones and echoing through the empty streets. A few trash pickers glanced in her direction but turned away from her when she started towards them. She was about to give up and return to the temple when she heard a faint sound from a nearby alley. Singing. Drunken singing, judging by the slurring of the words.
			

			
				Beldinde’s heart quickened. There was something familiar about that rasping, slightly high voice. 
			

			
				“Sir? Hello? Are you there?” Beldinde went into the alleyway in search of the source of the singing.
			

			
				“Whozzat?” A lump shifted among the debris in the alleyway. A filthy, little old man sat up. His face reddened with drink and wet on one side with drool. His bloodshot eyes opened and he struggled to focus on her. “You! It’s you! The angel from before!” 
			

			
				He hopped to his feet and staggered towards Beldinde, stinking of booze and urine as he reached out for her. 
			

			
				“Lookit ya!” He grinned, showing missing teeth as he took in the sight of her voluptuous body in her holy garments. “Ya found that temple didn’t ya? I knew you’d make a fine priestess of Sloria. But what’re… what’re you doin’ back here?”
			

			
				“I am offering my healing services,” said Beldinde, flushing as she remembered the small, filthy cock of the man and the way he had stroked it until he had spurted out his seed upon the ground. “What is your name, good sir? Are you in need?”
			

			
				“Ain’t no good nor a sir,” wheezed the little old man, swaying unsteadily on his feet. “I grown up on these streets. Called me Fingers my whole life. So that’s what you can call me, priestess. And… and seein’ you, with them big, creamy bajumbies all hangin’ out. Yeah… I need help real bad… I need it… Oh… by the goddess… mmmm!”
			

			
				He came at her then, like a mad little goblin, his grimy hands pawing at Beldinde’s breasts as he pressed a foul, boozy kiss to her lips. She stiffened for a moment and then remembered her place. It was to heal. To offer aid to all those who needed it. Even Fingers and his, well, fingers. Prying at her bodice, pulling it open to reveal the soft, ample hang of her breasts and her stiff, pink nipples.
			

			
				They fell together atop the trash collected in the alleyway and he pushed her legs apart and thrust between her thighs. His cock was out in a desperate fumble, stiff and dripping, rubbing at Beldinde’s bare slit, for she wore no small clothes beneath her vestments. He kissed her again, his tongue thrusting rancidly into her mouth, his cock pushing into her hot cunny.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” cried Beldinde, violated twice at once, yet she accepted it. She kissed him back, swirling her tongue against Fingers’ tongue and wrapping her legs around the old man’s scrawny body. His beard scratched at her face. His hands roughly groped her breasts and pinched at her nipples. 
			

			
				She was lost in sordid pleasure, her feet sticking up in the air above Fingers as he plundered her cunny with vigorous, almost frenzied strokes. His kiss so foul that he actually belched against her lips at one point, exhaling a rancid gust of his booze-pickled stomach. He apologized for that and buried his face against her tits, licking and sucking at her nipples as his thrusting intensified.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Ohhhh! Priestess! Gonna… gonna… I’m squirtin’ in ya!” He threw back his head and desperately snapped his hips against her, plunging his nasty little cock into her tight cove and unleashing the rapid, spurting release of his pent bollocks. He moaned pitifully, his head thrown back and his eyes closed as he emptied his load into Beldinde’s silken purse. She felt the slimy cum dripping down the crack of her ass and onto the trash beneath them.
			

			
				Fingers whimpered and kissed at her breasts before finally lifting his head and smiling at her. 
			

			
				“Felt good… but you made a real mess of me, priestess,” he said. “You’d better… better clean it up.”
			

			
				He pulled his softened cock from Beldinde’s creamy cunt and hopped to his feet. He wagged his flaccid length with cum still dripping from the pouch of his foreskin. His shaft and bollocks glistened with his plentiful discharge.
			

			
				“I don’t have a handkerchief, Fingers,” said Beldinde, looking at the drooping finger of the old man’s cock.
			

			
				“Then use that pretty mouth,” rasped Fingers, grabbing her hair in both his hands and thrusting his dangling cock against her lips. He smeared her face with his musky seed, rubbing back and forth until Beldinde remembered her place as a healer and opened her mouth to him.
			

			
				She demonstrated for the lusty old man exactly what she had learned in her short time at the church. She wrapped her lips around his flaccid cock and deftly skinned back the foreskin with her tongue. Cleaning the bitter filth upon him and letting her saliva wash and dilute the salty froth of their encounter. He stiffened quickly, his hard little cock prodding her tonsils as she began to bob and slurp upon his cock.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh… that’s it… keep goin’, darlin’. Don’t stop. Ohhhhh right, Fingers needs a good bath in that pretty mouth. Mmmmm.” He held her head tightly and began to thrust into her math, softly patting her chin with his bollocks with each thrust. 
			

			
				Beldinde did not fight his carnal urges. She offered her mouth up to the man and used her tongue to stimulate him as he fucked her mouth like she was some tired whore. She sucked and licked him as he used her for his pleasure. The increasing, salty burn of his precum at the back of her throat prepared her for the inevitable spend of his seed. The hot oily taste that would come in spurts when Fingers finally erupted down her throat.
			

			
				His thrusts intensified. His fingers tightened in her hair.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” moaned Beldinde, brow furrowed with concentration.
			

			
				“That’s it. Ohhhhh by the gods… getting’ close now… you’re insatiable, you is! Ohhhhh Gonna make you… make you… real pretty!”
			

			
				He pulled out suddenly, grasping his wet cock in his hand and rutting through his fingers like a frenzied beast. His cum suddenly shot out in a great, creamy stream, spattering Beldinde across her face. Drenching her and splashing her in spurt after spurt of hot, oily cum. Fingers glazed her face and decorated her bare breasts with his seed. A medallion of spunk gathered atop her cleavage. Trails of it dripped from her cheeks and chin. One eye was even pasted over with the old man’s cum.
			

			
				“Now that… that’s what I call… that’s a baptism,” wheezed the old man, admiring the mess he made of Beldinde.
			

			
				She smiled despite the cum drenching her face and she opened her mouth. The old man chuckled and gratefully pushes his softening cock back between her lips. He groaned as Beldinde began to suck him once more. His excited yips echoed down the alleyway as the priestess continued her ministrations. 
			

			
				


			
				5
			

			
				Beldinde’s Holy Discovery
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde took her vows and was inducted into the holy order. This elevated her to the rank of full sister, and she was given a new uniform to wear that matched the costume worn by sisters Aurelia and Magda. It was an open-cupped, corseted bodice that left her plush elf breasts on full display, nipples stiff, and pale flesh oiled. Her legs were partially hidden by the long, layered skirt she wore, but the layers were split at the right side almost all the way to her waist, providing tantalizing glimpses of her hip, plentiful bottom, and even her inner thighs.
			

			
				She walked proudly in this new unform, her high heels snapping on the stone of the temple and her ample breasts jiggling with each step. As she entered the Chapel of Release, the strong smell of incense could not completely cover the earthy aroma of raw sex. The smell excited Beldinde, arousing warmth as she recalled her previous visits to the chapel. A hot recollection of holy deeds, one blending into the next, that might have seemed sordid or even forbidden to the elf not long ago.
			

			
				Sister Aurelia rose from one of the two beds as Beldinde arrived. She was sweaty and flushed from her deeds in service to the community. She wiped her pert breasts with a towel and smiled at Aurelia as she headed for the door.  
			

			
				“Sloria’s steaming thighs be praised,” said the sister, passing Beldinde.
			

			
				“By Her healing light,” replied Beldinde. This received a curious look from Aurelia before she departed. 
			

			
				Sister Magda, plump and wobbling, was on her back on the other bed, her feet in the air and a very skinny and very tall man grabbing her ankles and plunging his cock in and out of her dripping sex. She smiled cheerily at Beldinde as the beautiful elf entered. She seemed about to say something, but just then the man rutting into her cunt fell heavily atop her, groping her heaving breasts and smothering her lips in a messy kissy.
			

			
				Beldinde giggled at that and turned her attention to a pair of prayer alcoves near the entrance. These alcoves contained wooden carvings of Sloria depicted in the act of pleasure and incorporated kneeling rugs for solitary contemplation. 
			

			
				A brass bowl in each of the alcoves gradually filled with offerings to the goddess. Men spilled their seed into the bowls in acts of devotion. These milky offerings were collected throughout the day and night and used to make potions and creams for restoration. Sometimes, as a solemn act of devotion, one of the sisters would tip the bowl to her lips and drink a dose of the blessed concoction. 
			

			
				A small, scrawny figure knelt in one alcove, flogging away at himself in quiet contemplation. Beldinde approached and saw that it was none other than Groki, the goblin she had healed during a past visit to the chapel. 
			

			
				“Groki? Are you in need of healing?”
			

			
				The hunched goblin stiffened and quickly hopped to his feet. His thin lips spread into a snaggletoothed smile as he took in the sight of Beldinde towering above him. His beady eyes were understandably focused on the oiled prominence of Beldinde’s ample bust and stiff, pink nipples. 
			

			
				“Last time Groki made lady cum,” said the goblin, licking his lips. 
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right,” giggled Beldinde, remembering the unexpected orgasm she had experienced when she let the little goblin have his way with her. “Was there something you needed today?”
			

			
				“Yes! Yes, need those! Need big titties! Boobie! Ahhh!” He reached up and groped her breasts with his little clawed hands. He squeezed them and pinched at her sensitive nipples, eliciting a soft gasp from Beldinde.
			

			
				“Now, Groki, let’s not stand in the prayer alcove,” she said, taking one of his hands and pulling him deeper into the chapel. “You put a donation in the box, and you can come with me back to one of the booths.”
			

			
				Groki reached for a coin and then stopped. “Through hole?”
			

			
				“Would you like that?”
			

			
				“No, want to suck titties! Want to fuck them! Not through hole!” 
			

			
				Groki waited for her to nod in agreement before tossing his coin into the donation box. He grinned as she took his hand again and led him past Sister Magda and to one of the booths. 
			

			
				The randy goblin barely waited for Beldinde to pull the curtain shut on the booth before leaping at her and grasping her breasts in both hands. She squealed in shock as his mouth assaulted her tits. His tongue roaming everywhere as he tasted her oiled flesh and sucked at her nipples. He moved back and forth between her stiff buds, slurping them and opening his mouth wide to fully engulf each areola when he sucked. His wanton sucking drew her tender flesh into his mouth and against his sharp teeth, leaving circular indentations of red marks each time her breast popped free of Groki’s lips. 
			

			
				“Sloria, give me strength,” gasped Beldinde, finding herself growing warmer and warmer as the goblin fondled and noisily slurped at her breasts. Heat was building between her thighs. An uncontained heat that was spreading deeper into her core and left her yearning to be taken. “Groki… would you… ahh…”
			

			
				But the goblin had other ideas. He hopped back from her breasts, leaving her nipples reddened and both her breasts temporarily marked with dotted red semicircles from his teeth. He grinned and stepped onto the bench next to the closed hole of glory. 
			

			
				“Now fuck! I fuck boobies! Great big milkers! Fuck them! Bring them here!” He untied his loincloth and wagged his stiff goblin cock at Beldinde.
			

			
				“Yes, of course, Groki,” said Beldinde, gathering her soft mounds in both hands. “I will happily attend to your suffering.” 
			

			
				She went to her knees before him and presented her soft, oiled breasts to his stiff green cock. He grabbed her tits again and this time rutted his cock between them. This left Beldinde to mostly observe and softly moan as the goblin humped away at her titflesh as though he were trying to mate with it. She had never imagined such a thing only days earlier, but the texts Father Whitlock had given to her included many such rituals involving breasts.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s it Groki,” she gasped, watching his stiff cock rhythmically poke up through her cleavage. His hips patted the undersides of her breasts with each frantic stroke and the coarse hair at his root scrubbed against her supple skin. “The Goddess loves you. The Goddess embraces you. Feel the healing light of… of… Sloria and give in to—”
			

			
				“AAHHH! GROKI CUM!” The goblin yipped with pleasure and his cock began to fountain great gouts of spunk. It splashed Beldinde’s face, spattering salty droplets across her lips and chin and into her open mouth. She scarcely had a moment to recover as more spurted out, all the way to her forehead, and then continued to spurt across her breasts and fill her cleavage like the cream in a crescent pastry.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, give the Goddess every drop,” she moaned, licking away the cum on her lips. “She loves you, Groki. Baptize Her servant in your seed!”
			

			
				The goblin was satisfied, thanking her and shuffling somewhat abashedly out of the booth to leave Beldinde to clean up. She was still wiping herself down when the bell rang indicating that a visitor was pleading for service. She fixed her bodice and stepped out of the booth.
			

			
				She was surprised to see Groki sitting in the pews, seemingly lounging after his eruption. But he was not the visitor in need of Beldinde’s immediate assistance. She recognized the bashful farm boy, just old enough to be a man, who she had educated in some of the simpler ways of pleasure. He was blushing terribly, his hat in hand.
			

			
				“I was hoping to see you again, miss priestess,” he said. 
			

			
				“Beldinde,” she replied. “I am only a sister, not a priestess. But it would be my honor to serve you in the name of Sloria. Will you make a donation?”
			

			
				“Oh, right! My name’s Zeke, by the way.” He said excitedly, extracting two coins from his hat and dropping them into the box. The words rushed out of him before Beldinde could speak. “Could we maybe do it on the bed this time? I’d like to see you, priestess. I mean, because of how pretty you are. Wow. An elf. You’re like a dream.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Zeke,” she tittered, taking his hand and leading him towards the bed. “Sloria will relieve you of your burdens through the vessel of my body. Would you like to be on top?”
			

			
				“Yes,” he said excitedly. “And could I give you a kiss? On the lips?”
			

			
				“Whatever you desire, Zeke,” she said, lifting her skirt to reveal her gold thatched cunny as she lay back on the bed. She looked up at him, flushed with good health and desire, her thighs parted, her cunt glistening, and her bare breasts slowly heaving. 
			

			
				Zeke stood over her, transfixed by her beauty for several seconds. A loud groan of pleasure from the man Sister Magda was attending stirred young Zeke from his reverie. 
			

			
				Beldinde let out a cry as the young man fell upon her with all the enthusiasm, if not the roughness, of wild little Groki. His hands roamed over her curves, fingers eager to feel the softness of her breasts and the heat between her legs. He pressed kisses to her heaving mounds, tongued her sensitive buds, and moved higher, to press an awkward, beer-flavored kiss to her lips. 
			

			
				“So beautiful,” he moaned. “Ain’t nothing as pretty as you out in the country, Miss Beldinde.” 
			

			
				His kiss was sweet and yet hungry. She coaxed it to deepen with her parted lips and fervent tongue. His weight settled upon her, his hardness, still in his trousers, pressing between her legs. Her wet cunt rubbing against the seam in his pants. Her hands reaching down to feel the youthful strength of his farm boy body. 
			

			
				“Sloria blesses you, my boy,” moaned Beldinde. “With each sweet kiss and with the warm hearth of her cunt. Don’t hold back. Give me your desire. Unburden yourself of your country lust.”
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Zeke, fighting to get his pants unbuckled and his stiff cock out. She reached a hand between them to help him, feeling his precum slick upon his cock. Grasping his shaft and guiding his tip to the hot furnace of her furrow. 
			

			
				He thrust urgently and his cock invaded her sweet cunt. She cried out, arching beneath him, thrusting her breasts against his roving hands. Feeling the hardness hilt inside her. He managed five thrusts this time. Deep and desperate.
			

			
				“Ahhhh, priestess, I can’t hold… hold back!”
			

			
				“Sloria bless you! Cum for me! Cum for the goddess!” Beldinde drank his cry of ecstasy with her kiss, smothering the sound with her thrusting tongue as she felt him draw back and thrust in again one last time.
			

			
				Hot, innocent cum burst in her depths. A floodwater unleashed from a crumbling dam, hot pulsating ropes that painted her inner walls and pooled in her clutching cunt. 
			

			
				“That’s it,” she gasped against his lips. “Let it all out. Fill me. I am the vessel of your desires. I am the fulfillment of your need. Goddess be praised.”
			

			
				“Goddess… be praised,” he agreed, leaning his head heavily against Beldinde’s shoulder as his thrusts slowed and his cock, now spent, stirred the cream that filled her depths. He pulled out, trailing cum from his cock. Beldinde felt his silky release oozing from her cunt and down the seam of her ass. 
			

			
				Satisfying two souls was not quite enough that morning. Zeke remained with her on the bed, kissing her and hugging his naked body against hers. They were joined after a time by Groki. He crawled uninvited onto the bed and embraced Beldinde from the other side. He began to lazily lick and suck at her breast. 
			

			
				“Hmm?” Zeke lifted his head when he saw the goblin had joined them. “What in the hells is that green one doing here?”
			

			
				“Now, now,” said Beldinde, curling a hand around Zeke’s head and guiding him to her other breast. “There is enough of me to share.”
			

			
				Her soothing tone and abundant beauty were enough to calm any conflict between Zeke and Groki. She held them both against her soft breasts, cradling them like a pair of hungry tots that could not have been more different in appearance. They sucked and moaned and caressed her. Their hands both reaching for her cunny still dripping with the farm boy’s spunk. 
			

			
				“Groki fuck now,” growled the goblin, shooting a beady-eyed glare at Zeke across the expanse of Beldinde’s breasts. 
			

			
				“I was here first,” snapped Zeke. “I paid her two silvers. How many did you give her?”
			

			
				Groki growled with beastly annoyance. He started to sit up, but Beldinde pulled him back to her bosom. He looked up at her, his tongue reaching out to taste her pink nipple. His wide mouth engulfing her areola as he resumed sucking her breast.
			

			
				“Now boys, the goddess would not want you fighting over me. I can take care of you both, we just need to arrange things properly.”
			

			
				“How am I supposed to share you with a goblin?” demanded Zeke.
			

			
				“Groki fuck! My turn! I fuck!” Groki bared his jagged teeth at Zeke.
			

			
				“Now, Zeke, he is right, I think it is his turn to feel the healing power of my body like you did. But there’s no reason I couldn’t take care of you with my mouth. How would you like that?” 
			

			
				Zeke seemed reluctant to accept the secondary position right up until Beldinde guided him to lie back on the bed with his head on the pillows and she crawled between his spread legs on her hands and knees. She dragged the weight of her breasts over his hard cock, then grasped him in one hand, looking him in the eyes, and took him into her mouth. 
			

			
				The farm boy moaned in ecstasy as she filled her mouth with his cock. The taste of sex lingered on his hardness, and she savored it as a sort of sacramental taste, the purest of concoctions that could be distilled. She slurped and bobbed wantonly. As she did, resting on her elbows, her breasts hanging against the bed, her ass was in the air and waving behind her.
			

			
				And that luscious bottom had Groki’s rapt attention. He stood on the bed behind her, grasping Beldinde’s cheeks with his rough, clawed hands. He took aim at the hot, creamy core of her cunt and thrust his hard little goblin cock into her custard-stuffed depths. He let out a sharp yip of pleasure as he hilted inside her, jostling her forward and impaling her mouth even further onto Zeke’s stiff farm boy cock.
			

			
				Beldinde’s diminutive goblin lover seemed intent on impressing his human rival by rutting ferociously into Beldinde’s creamy cunt. She could feel that tiny, bumpy goblin cock churning up the cum already given as an offering to Sloria in her silken purse. His scrawny hips spanked faster and faster against her plush bottom until he seemed to be climbing her rump.
			

			
				“Yessss! So good! Elf priestess fucks so goooood!” Groki nipped at Beldinde’s sensitive ear as he rutted her, making her whimper and moan.
			

			
				But those whimpers and moans were muffled by Zeke’s throbbing cock as she slurped it down to the hilt. She gurgled softly, taking it down her throat, using her practiced skills from working the holes in the booths. She looked up at Zeke, seeing the pleasure contorting his handsome, freckled face, and she knew she was doing the holy work of the goddess.
			

			
				Her body formed a bridge between human and goblin, and their desires united within her luscious elf body as they reached their peak almost simultaneously. Groki let out a primal yawp and Zeke, gently grabbing Beldinde’s hair, hilted his cock in her mouth and began to cum. The human’s seed pumped down her throat in slow, intense spurts, while the goblin’s oily spunk gushed rapid fire into her clutching cunt. 
			

			
				Beldinde joined them at the peak of pleasure, her body seeming to blaze with ecstasy. Each squirt of human or goblin cum sent another hot, pulsating ripple of pleasure through her core. She had felt similar pleasure before with others in need of her healing, but nothing so intense. This seemed to build and build until it was almost scary. She could see a moment of fear in Zeke’s eyes as he continued to cum down her swallowing throat and she could feel Groki had stopped rutting into her but was still pumping her cunt full of his seed.
			

			
				Man and goblin collapsed almost simultaneously. Groki flopped onto the mattress, moaning and smiling in a daze, while Zeke dropped to his knees and then doubled over holding his head. 
			

			
				“Feels good,” he groaned, “but so tired.”
			

			
				“Sleep for Groki,” agreed the goblin, beginning to snore almost immediately.
			

			
				But Beldinde wasn’t tired. In fact, she felt a strange buzzing energy suffuse her flesh. It was as if she had somehow siphoned the energy from Zeke and Groki and it was now residing in her core. It pulsed within her like the beating of a second heart.
			

			
				“Is this… the true power of Sloria?” she wondered.
			

			
				


			
				6
			

			
				A Sign from Above?
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde found Father Whitlock in his study. The stocky old cleric was burning musky incense and kneeling before a rather obscene altar devoted to carnal acts. As Beldinde approached him, he opened his red robe and began to stroke his thick penis with one hand as he chanted softly. She felt as though she was intruding on this sacred ritual and yet the strange, pulsating energy she felt in her body demanded the cleric’s attention.
			

			
				“F-father Whitlock,” she called softly. “I need your help, Father.”
			

			
				“Mmmm, yes, of course, sister.” He grunted with effort as he rose from his knees. His crimson robe fell back into place, covering his semi-erect penis before he turned to greet Beldinde. “How may I help you, my beautiful elf acolyte?”
			

			
				“Well, ah, just now, in the Chapel of Release, I was, um, ministering to a goblin and a farmer, and something happened.”
			

			
				“They came, I should hope?” chuckled Father Whitlock.”
			

			
				“No, well, I mean, yes,” said Beldinde, thinking back to that explosive moment when she felt the buzzing begin. “I satisfied them both. The truth is, Father, that I mean something happened inside my body. Like their pleasure somehow infused me with power. My veins are humming and something else, some sort of energy, wants to explode out of my body.”
			

			
				“Oh?” Father Whitlock stroked his beard and slowly circled around Beldinde as she stood before him in her revealing robes. “This is a rare and precious thing, Beldinde. What you feel inside you may be the blessing of the Goddess. Sloria is pleased by your devotion, and it could be that you are almost ready to become a true priestess of the Goddess.”
			

			
				“So soon?” gasped Beldinde. “It has been only days!”
			

			
				“I know, it surprises me, but when you came to me, I saw something special in you, Beldinde. Perhaps the Goddess sees something special in you too.” He took Beldinde’s hand. “Come with me. We will go down to the infirmary to test whether this power is a true blessing of the goddess or just the elation some sisters experience in her holy service.”
			

			
				The Infirmary was in the underground beneath the temple. Beldinde had visited it briefly during her duties as a sister, mostly to bring dressings and healing salves down to the sisters who worked there. It was a dank and rather musty place that seemed ill-suited to recovery. Not at all like the airy temples of Gloriana that Beldinde had encountered in her youth. Father Whitlock had explained to her that many of the sick and injured helped by the infirmary were outcasts and paupers who would be rejected by most healers.
			

			
				The strong smell of incense could not quite cover the scent of urine and disease that lingered in the air. Father Whitlock led Beldinde past a few sick old men and to a young man, feverish with infection in his sickbed. His face was drenched in sweat, and his hands shook as he clung to the sheets.
			

			
				The elder sisters who worked in the infirmary gathered around the bed. Two of them were praying and one was holding the young man’s hand.
			

			
				“We will have to amputate his leg in the morning,” explained one of the sisters in a raspy voice.
			

			
				“Perhaps not,” replied Father Whitlock. “I believe that Sister Beldinde has felt the touch of Sloria. If that is so, then perhaps she can heal this young man.”
			

			
				“Her?” The white-haired sister frowned and looked over at Beldinde. “An elf?” 
			

			
				“Yes, why not?” Father Whitlock brushed past the woman and motioned for Beldinde to come closer to the bed. He leaned down and smiled in a comforting way at the young man. “What is your name, boy?”
			

			
				“Yarnold,” said the boy. “I don’t… I don’t want to lose my leg because of a fall, sir. That’s… how will I be able to work on the docks? How will I be able to feed me mam and me sisters?”
			

			
				“If the gods ordain that you will lose your leg, then you will find a way to endure your suffering,” said Father Whitlock. “Such is the way of all life. But Sister Beldinde here wants to offer you a special prayer. Don’t you, Beldinde?”
			

			
				“Uh, yes, that’s right,” she said. “I will be any comfort the goddess permits.”
			

			
				The young man broke into a smile when he saw Beldinde’s bare breasts and puffy pink nipples. His face reddened with more than fever as he stared at the luscious elf leaning over his trembling body.
			

			
				Father Whitlock drew back the sheet covering the young man’s legs. Yarnold was naked from the waist down, his cock resting against the quivering, pallid flesh of his thigh. His left leg was broken just below the knee and the kneecap looked as if it had been crushed. There were efforts made to splint and dress the wound, but festering fluid leaked through the bandages. 
			

			
				Beldinde wrinkled her nose at the awful smell of corruption mixed with the oily tang of herbal salves. She caught herself when she realized Yarnold was still staring at her.
			

			
				“Forgive me,” she said to him.
			

			
				“Nothing… nothing to forgive, sister,” he said, trembling with sickness. “You’re… you’re an elf.”
			

			
				“Yes,” she agreed, smiling slightly and leaning over him, her breasts nearly hanging to meet his shuddering chest. She stroked his sweat-damp blond hair and caressed his feverish forehead. “I cannot promise I can help you, but Father Whitlock believes I might be able to pray for you.”
			

			
				“That’s right,” said Father Whitlock, taking both of Beldinde’s hands. “It is a rare gift, but I have seen it before. Now then, place your hands here, sister.”
			

			
				He pushed her left hand flat to Yarnold’s leg, just below the wound, where the flesh was purple and diseased. He pressed her other hand to just above the wound, where the color was inflamed and red with fever. 
			

			
				“Close your eyes and feel his body’s pain,” said Father Whitlock. “Pray to Sloria. Pray for her to work through you and…”
			

			
				Such instruction was not needed. A gasp went out from the nurses and Father Whitlock’s words trailed off. A golden glow spread out from Beldinde’s fingers, reaching into the sickened flesh of the young man. Pus and infected blood wept from his wounds. The swelling in his limb abated and the ruptures in his flesh began to close. The golden light grew brighter, seeming to even clean the filth from his body. It burned away the bandages and lit the whole room as bright as day.
			

			
				Yarnold cried out and Beldinde, caught in the rush of holy power through her fingers, was suddenly surprised by warm semen spurting onto her breasts. She had not even touched Yarnold’s cock and yet her healing power had excited him to the point of erupting. He grasped as he began to cum, stroking deliriously and pumping out spurt after spurt of his seed onto Beldinde’s breasts.
			

			
				“That’s it,” she gasped. “Ohhhhhh, yesssss, your leg… it’s healed!”
			

			
				The light faded and Yarnold’s orgasm subsided. Beldinde took a staggering step back from the bed, her breasts slathered in the young man’s spunk. Long, milky white strands dripped from her heaving bosom. She felt slightly dizzy and her limbs, particularly her arms, felt weak and heavy. Father Whitlock caught her against his body and held her up with his big arms wrapping around her from behind.
			

			
				“It worked,” said the sister who had originally doubted Beldinde’s powers. “The Goddess be praised! She has healed him completely!”
			

			
				They all saw that it was true. Not a trace of the original injury remained on Yarnold’s leg. Even the crust of dried blood and caked pus were burned away by the holy light. 
			

			
				“The elf done it,” said Yarnold. “Oh, thank you, Sister Beldinde. It don’t even hurt. But… oh my… I’m sorry for making a mess of ya. Goddess, forgive me my excitement.”
			

			
				“No, no, it’s understandable,” said Beldinde. “I seem to have that effect on many people.”
			

			
				“The others could use her healing touch,” said one of the sisters. “Particularly old Jarvith. He has the pox bad and might not last through the week.”
			

			
				“I… I would be happy to…” Belinde tried to take a step towards the woman to follow her to see the others in the infirmary. She was too weak and fell back into Father Whitlock’s arms.
			

			
				“Channeling the goddess has taken a lot out of the sister,” said Father Whitlock, supporting her weight with one arm. “I will see to her, and she will return when she is able.”
			

			
				Father Whitlock helped Beldinde from the infirmary and into a smaller, private, and much more comfortable chamber with a brass bed, red-shaded lanterns, and a lewd painting of a woman pleasuring several men at once. 
			

			
				“What is this room?” wondered Beldinde, leaning heavily against Father Whitlock for support as he guided her to the bed.
			

			
				“This is the royal infirmary,” chuckled Whitlock. “It’s not really visited by royalty. It’s a special room for those who need our help but don’t want to be noticed. Married nobles who broke a limb climbing out of a lover’s chateau, wealthy merchants who caught a bad case of the pox from a courtesan, and priests of strict religions who nearly get caught bound and gagged with too much hot wax being drizzled on their pricks. We help them recover and with a generous donation we offer them the utmost discretion.”
			

			
				“Ah, I see,” replied Beldinde, sitting down on the bed. “So why bring me here, father?”
			

			
				“Because, my blessed elf, if you are going to work your holy magic on the others in our infirmary, you will need to restore your powers.” 
			

			
				“What do you mean? How do I do that?”
			

			
				“Well, you’ve clearly been given the blessing of the succubus,” said Father Whitlock. “Draining men of their essence. But the goddess has allowed you to channel that sinborne power into something most holy. So… I offer myself as a sacrifice.”
			

			
				Father Whitlock shed his crimson robe to reveal his portly, hairy body marked with piercings and strange tattoos. He smiled wickedly as he crawled onto the bed and climbed atop Beldinde, smashing an eager kiss to her lips and groping the soft, heaving, cum-spattered mounds of her tits. If the slimy mess Yarnold had made of her breasts bothered the father, he did not betray his disgust. Instead, he kissed his way down from Beldinde’s gasping lips to smother his face against her breasts, kissing them and even sucking at her nipples.
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Father! I don’t want… ahhhh… to hurt you!” she cried, worried by the mention of sinborne powers.
			

			
				Father Whitlock wasn’t giving her much opportunity for concern. His hands were everywhere, stroking and squeezing, spreading and caressing. His mouth followed them. Kissing, licking, and sucking Beldinde’s supple flesh and ample curves. He thrust his face between her parted thighs, licking at her wantonly and using three fingers to pleasure her in a way that could only be mastered by a true expert of carnal rituals. Each thrust curled inside her and found a spot that sent pleasure pulsating through her body. His tongue was relentless even as he sucked her clit between his lips. 
			

			
				“Nnnnaaahhhhhh! So good!” cried Beldinde. “I never imagined I would find such pleasures… in a temple.” 
			

			
				He squeezed her thighs against his big head and she could not help but buck against his face. His fingers hooked deep into her cunt and beat against that same spot again and again until she was howling with ecstasy. She thrashed upon the bed with such force that the bedframe thumped against the wall and the lewd painting was knocked askew. 
			

			
				Her climax, so intense that it left her barely able to breathe, was only the beginning of Father Whitlock’s onslaught. 
			

			
				“I’ve only primed you, my sweet elf,” he said, wiping his lips and chin with the hairy back of one arm. “Now to let you feast upon my essence. But fear not, sister, for I know my limits. I will not let you kill me with your… mmmmm… hungry cunt.”
			

			
				“Oh, to say such things to me,” she moaned, her cheeks hot with shame as she turned her face away from him.
			

			
				Father Whitlock caressed her cheek and turned her face towards him again. He gently pushed her legs apart and met her gaze as he climbed between her thighs. His fat cockhead rubbed at her soaking entrance.
			

			
				“You are a holy vessel, Sister Beldinde,” he murmured, bring his lips very close to hers. “The goddess works through your beauty.” 
			

			
				“Ahhhh… Father… Father Whitlock!” Beldinde squirmed needfully, grinding her hot slit against the father’s fat cock. 
			

			
				He rubbed his cock at her clit, making her gasp and shudder before driving his hard tip into her slick passage. The feel of being stretched open was nearly enough to make her cum. He kissed her passionately as he hilted inside her, his fat bollocks against the slick divot of her asshole. His weight driving his cock deeper. His powerful thrust propelled a cry of pleasure from her depths. 
			

			
				He fucked her without relent, making her claw at him and wrap her slender legs around him. She was lost in a wave of holy ecstasy. She felt the spirit of the goddess move across her as she came upon his thrusting cock. 
			

			
				In the heat of her pleasure, Father Whitlock let out a deep cry, his breath hot against her lips and his cock swollen and throbbing in the silky clutches of her cunt. She was still cumming, her inner walls still gripping the fleshy piston of his cock, as he unleashed his seed in her depths.
			

			
				“Ahhhhh! Take it, sister! Take the essence you need to give you strength!” He roared with pleasure, his cum pouring into her depths. Spurt after spurt summoning that same hot, buzzing sensation deep in her veins. It was as though her body were drinking his seed, consuming the power of his life force with each wanton spurt of his cum.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh I feel it, Father! Every drop, stoking my power! So much… so much power! Ahhhhhh!” Magical energy crackled around Beldinde as Father Whitlock poured his seed into her and emptied his throbbing bollocks. He drew back, his thick cock slipping from her creamy depths as he let out an exhausted sight and collapsed sideways onto the bed.
			

			
				For a moment, she was trapped with one leg pinned beneath his weight. He was pale and sweaty, but his chest was rising and falling. 
			

			
				“Incredible,” he moaned, rolling a bit more to allow her to free her long leg from beneath him. She could feel his cum trickling out of her pussy, but the power he had given her remained buzzing within her body.
			

			
				“It’s… amazing,” she said, flushed and smiling in the sacred afterglow of her orgasm. “I… could heal them all. Heal everyone.”
			

			
				“One at a time, my dear,” said Father Whitlock, weakly sitting up. “But today, you begin your training to become a full priestess of Sloria. Today… you are a true healer.”
			

			
				With those last words, he slumped back among the satin pillows, a ragged snore escaping his lips and his flaccid cock draped across his thigh.
			

			
				


			
				7
			

			
				The Power and the Orc
			

			
				 
			

			
				The awakening of Beldinde’s powers meant the start of a new chapter in her life as an acolyte of Sloria. Or Gloriana. Whatever the goddess wanted to be called, Beldinde could feel the goddess and her holy power working through Beldinde’s flesh. She served in the Chapel of Release with boundless enthusiasm, satisfying the needs of the needful, providing relief to those without satisfaction, and drawing upon the power of the pleasure she gave to the men who visited. 
			

			
				Beldinde then took this power, already a holy sacrament of her good deeds, to the infirmary. There she healed and restored men and women alike, mending wounds, curing sickness, and even seeming to turn back the pitiless hands of time. While she seemed to gain strength from her work in the Chapel of Release, her work in the infirmary left Beldinde exhausted. She spent many mornings in such a deep sleep that Father Whitlock had to douse her face in water or even spank her bottom to wake her up in the late afternoon. 
			

			
				Weariness was no deterrent for the beautiful elf. She began each evening refreshed and bathed and set off to the Chapel of Release to begin gathering her strength for healing. 
			

			
				Many afternoons began with a visit to Father Whitlock. The burly priest was glad to help Beldinde by feeding her some of his energy. She drank it eagerly, bucking and riding atop his lap, calling out in glorious prayer as her slick, clutching cunt drank the seed from his spurting cock and her blessed heart gathered the power of his pleasure. 
			

			
				Some evenings he lounged in his seat, and she knelt before him to suck his bollocks and slurp his seed. It was not quite as effective as being fucked by the randy old priest, but it did recharge her power. Father Whitlock even took her bottom on occasion, bending her over his desk or a holy altar and spearing his fat cock into the tender wrinkle of Beldinde’s elf ass to pump her full of his energy. That was very effective but could leave her a bit tender afterwards.
			

			
				Beldinde thought of the grizzled priest as ever so generous, but not even Father Whitlock had the strength to sustain her healing alone. Fortunately, there were countless men willing to provide her with more power.
			

			
				As word spread of the insatiable and beautiful elf working at the temple, men were lining up down the street for a chance to visit with Beldinde in the Chapel of Release. There were handsome young men, gruff old men, drunks and sinners, even the sickly sometimes made their way inside and had to be turned away for the pox or other ailments. Those too sick for the chapel were sent to the infirmary where Beldinde would take care of them in other ways. For the rest, Sister Beldinde was there to aid them in their release.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm, it’s so big, Jognar,” moaned Beldinde, looking up from between the bearded dwarf’s hairy thighs. His cock was extremely fat, almost freakishly so, with bulging veins and untrimmed tip that seemed to swell beyond its limits. 
			

			
				“Just been slavin’ away in the mines, miss elf,” laughed the dwarf, stroking Beldinde’s head and guiding her back to his cock. “Go on. I know you like to suck it. This ain’t my first visit to you and that sweet elf mouth.”
			

			
				“Oh, right, mmmmphmmmm,” moaned Beldinde, engulfing his cock in her mouth. 
			

			
				Her tongue traced the ridge of his glans and slipped beneath his cockhead to tease his tip. She licked and slurped, and her saliva dripped down his shaft and soaked his hairy bollocks. She brought a hand up to cradle and caress those heavy, cum-laden stones. 
			

			
				It wasn’t long before her deft slurping produced a passionate eruption from the hairy dwarf. Jognar’s grip tightened on her head, and he thrust forward, hitting the back of her throat as his cock pumped again and again and he emptied his seed down her throat.
			

			
				With the dwarf’s spurting spunk came a fair amount of his vital energy. Something Beldinde could use to mend and cure in the infirmary. 
			

			
				After Jognar, she serviced several traveling merchants and then their guards. Men dirty and tired from the road who groaned with relief as she rode their cocks, sucked them, and wanked them between her soft elf tits. She had become a master of using her breasts to please men and had learned that if she fitted her mouth over their cock just before they spurted out their seed she would receive almost the full power of their release.
			

			
				She had honed her skills with Thatrik, a handsome, muscular, dark-skinned human who visited frequently. Thatrik loved to kiss Beldinde as he fondled her breasts. He was married, so he would never make love to her, but he would slide his cock between her breasts and claim them in a variety of exciting positions. 
			

			
				Sometimes he would straddle her abdomen and hold he breasts tightly as he fucked them. Sometimes he would stand and lean over her face and fuck them from the other direction as she lay upon her back on the bed. She wanked him with her tits. She stroked him off and drank his seed. Thatrik never left unsatisfied, and he returned nearly every day. 
			

			
				The men were often exhausted after their visits with Beldinde, which earned her the nickname “Elf Succubus” on the streets. But it was a joking name, and no one actually feared her enervating pleasures. They would walk in, confident that they could fuck her again and again, and collapse after a single holy visit with Beldinde, their essence and lust exhausted. Now that Beldinde’s blessings had been activated, no visitors to the Chapel of Release could go more than once in a night with the beautiful elf.
			

			
				Until she met Urgoth. 
			

			
				She had just finished sucking off a pair of farmboy brothers and had turned to wash her face and wipe the droplets of their seed from her cleavage. She heard the heavy tread of a man entering the curtained area where she had been satisfying the needy. Boots thumped loudly up behind her.
			

			
				“I will be with you in a moment, sir,” she said, drying her face. “Just let me—ooh!”
			

			
				She cried out as she was grabbed from behind and lifted off her feet. Huge, green hands covered in scars and calluses reached around her to fondle her breasts cradled by the balconette of her bustier. Thick orc fingers played over her nipples. Pinching and roughly twisting, sending pain and pleasure spiking into her core. The orc turned her around and glowered down at her, handsome despite his savage features. 
			

			
				“I heard there was an elf working the temple and I had to come,” growled the orc. “I am Urgoth, ninth of my clan, free warrior of the wildlands.”
			

			
				“Yes, well, you could wait your turn properly,” objected Beldinde, but her heart wasn’t in it as she looked down at the enormous cock bulging beneath the orc’s loincloth. 
			

			
				“Urgoth waits for no man,” said the orc. “Now prepare yourself, elf.”
			

			
				“For what?” asked Beldinde, feeling a tremor of fear along with her lust as she gazed up at the hulking orc.
			

			
				Urgoth answered her by picking her up higher, yanking aside the silky vestment of her panties, and settling her cunt against the straining bulge of his cock. She gasped as she felt him pull off his loincloth so that the throbbing orcflesh pushed directly at her folds. He pulled her down with sudden force and impaled her upon his cock. Her abdomen bulged at his sheer size. Her slick inner walls spasmed around him. 
			

			
				He fucked her like he was holding a pleasure toy, bouncing her up and down violently and impaling her again and again upon his cock. Her tits heaved and splashed against her balconette. Her head wobbled. She braced her hands upon his muscular shoulders and leaned forward, letting her sensitive nipples graze his scarred green slab of chest, her cunt making lewd wet sounds as it slid up and down his cock.
			

			
				“OHHHHhhHHHh GoddddesssSSSSsss!” cried Beldinde, her voice rising and falling with the intense bouncing of her body. “What arRRREee you doooOoooingg to meeeEE?”
			

			
				“I am going to breed you, elf,” roared Urgoth. 
			

			
				He threw her down upon the bed and bent her legs back until her feet were pinned above her head and her knees were squeezing against her breasts. This position left her no hope of escape. But Beldinde had no intention of escaping. The very taboo thrill of being bred, of surrendering her body and her womb to this orc’s lust sent a hot spasm through to her core.
			

			
				He slapped her cunt with his slick cock and fed it back into the depths of her pussy. His weight bore down upon her in a relentless mating press, stealing her breath for several seconds. When she finally managed to recover, she gave him what he wanted and admitted, “Yes! Oh… I want it! Breed me, Urgoth! Claim my elf womb!”
			

			
				“Ha! I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist!” laughed Urgoth, pounding harder into Beldinde’s pussy and making the bed creak in protest. His huge bollocks slapped against Beldinde’s clenching pink anus each time he buried his length in her pussy. Her pleasure built and built, and she could not deny him.
			

			
				“Yes! Oh goddess, yes! Take it! Make me… belong to you!” 
			

			
				Her knees pressed into her tits and her feet bounces in the air above her head. She looked up at the orc, savage but glorious in his power, pounding his huge cock into her and making her abdomen bulge with each thrust. An orc cock of legend that could only be quenched in the slick depths of an elf. 
			

			
				The raw, raunchy reality was more than Beldinde could stand.
			

			
				“Breeeed meeeee, Urgoth!!” 
			

			
				Her howl of ecstasy caused gasps outside the privacy curtains. She wailed with pleasure, cumming upon Urgoth’s huge orc cock like she had never cum before. The heat of her holy ecstasy was more than the orc could stand. He bellowed in tusked fury and buried his length inside her to the hilt. She felt the throbbing of his bollocks against her ass. The intense heat of his cum surging forth as he pumped her full of spurt after spurt of his savage seed.
			

			
				“Take it, elf! Take the cum of your conqueror!” He drew back and hammered in again, pumping more of his seed into her fertile depths.
			

			
				She felt his vitality filling her. A greater measure than she had ever taken from a single lover. And yet when Urgoth pulled his cock from her creamy, conquered depths with a slurp that cock was still hard. Dripping with his spunk. He guided it to her mouth and forced Beldinde to suck. She was confused, delirious with power and pleasure, but she sucked. She let him fill her throat. Stretching her. Dominating her.
			

			
				“Mmmnnnnnnnn!” she moaned, eyes watering with effort as he began to fuck her face. Gurgles escaped her stuffed mouth as his balls swung against her drool-slicked chin. 
			

			
				Men had done this to her before, but Urgoth was no man. His cock nearly suffocated her, and she struggled to endure his powerful, brutal thrusts. At last, he roared again, somehow just as vital as the first time as he gushed out a throat-coating river of his hot, slimy spunk. She swallowed again and again, drinking it down as quickly as she could, but unable to keep up with the sheer volume. Warm orc spunk dripped down her face and spattered into her cleavage. Her breasts were drenched. Her throat was gurgling and sore. 
			

			
				Urgoth finally pulled out, staggering back and looking down at her. His cock, at last, seemed to be slightly softened. 
			

			
				“What they say on the streets is true. I could fuck ten times with a woman, but you are different, elf. You drink the essence of your lovers.” His lips spread into a tusked grin. “But I have won. I have bred you, I am certain.”
			

			
				Beldinde was less certain, but her womb ached from the thorough basting it had received from the orc. She was in no position to argue with him about the intricacies of elf breeding rituals. 
			

			
				“Th-thank you,” she rasped, slowly standing and feeling a bit unsteady, as though she had just been galloping on horseback for hours. “Your essence will give me the power to tend to many of the sick and injured.” 
			

			
				“I care nothing for that,” growled Urgoth. “But I will return to you, elf. Mark my words. I will be back to see to what is mine.”
			

			
				He went stomping out of the chapel. Beldinde staggered out, greeted by her concerned sisters who had heard the wailing of her pleasure. She saw the worry in their eyes and waved them away.
			

			
				“I am well, sisters,” she said. “I will go now to the infirmary and see to the sick.”
			

			
				That evening, Beldinde worked upon the afflicted with holy power. She cured several men and women and soothed the pain of a grievously injured young woodsman who had fallen from a tree. Once her power had saved him from danger and he had spent his seed upon her breasts, she retreated to the temple’s upper levels. She was exhausted and ready to sleep. Still sore from her encounter with Urgoth. The hour was very late indeed, nearly dawn, yet a candle was burning in Father Whitlock’s office. 
			

			
				She started to approach the door to say goodnight to her mentor and she stopped. She heard Father Whitlock speaking in a low deferential voice that she had never heard before. She lingered outside and listened, sensing something unusual was transpiring within. 
			

			
				“The time is not yet right,” said Father Whitlock. “A few more weeks and the elf will be ready.”
			

			
				Beldinde tensed, realizing they were speaking about her. Then a rasping voice replied to Father Whitlock, so low that she could hardly make out what it was saying. She glimpsed a hint of a dark and formless figure, as though hidden in an oversized clock, speaking as though it was a struggle for them to even make words.
			

			
				“The last sands trickle through the hourglass, Whitlock. The stars align. If the ceremony is to be held it must be within the month. That leaves no more than nine days.” There was a dark and dreadful pause and the voice added, “And if the ceremony is not to be performed this month, then I leave it to you to explain it to Her.”
			

			
				The reverent almost fearful way the voice said “Her” sent a ripple of unease through Beldinde.
			

			
				“No, please, I will do what needs to be done,” said Father Whitlock. 
			

			
				“And if you do, then Her blessings will be upon you,” said the voice. 
			

			
				“Yes, I understand. Thank you for your patience.”
			

			
				There was a sound of a window opening and then, like a stirring of windblown cloth, the figure was gone, and Father Whitlock was alone. Beldinde shrank back from the door, not wanting to be seen lurking in the hall. 
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				Fear of the Unknown
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fear gripped Beldinde. Fear of discovery, fear of the conspiracy involving Father Whitlock and a mysterious figure with a rasping voice, and fear of being betrayed. 
			

			
				“I must leave,” she whispered. “Find another home. Another temple to take me in.”
			

			
				Beldinde’s eavesdropped revelation sent her stumbling through the dark corridor and into her tiny room in the temple. She gathered her things, her vestment and spare habit, her lubricant, potions, and charms, and she stuffed them into a pillowcase. She twisted it and knotted it and slipped back out into the hall. She fought to keep her breathing under control as her heart hammered in her chest. 
			

			
				She crept to one end of the hall and waited. She thought she heard voices behind her. She caught a flicker of candlelight over her shoulder. She turned, but there was no one there. She let out a shaky breath and turned back to continue her journey.
			

			
				And found herself face-to-face with Father Whitlock.
			

			
				“It is not your shift in the Chapel of Release. Where are you going at this late hour?” asked Father Whitlock. He sounded merely curious, but he fixed her with an intense stare that seemed to probe her mind.
			

			
				“I was just, um, going to take this bag of clothing down to the laundry,” said Beldinde and she hefted the pillowcase for emphasis.
			

			
				“No need to lie to me, my sweet elf,” said Father Whitlock. He took the pillowcase from Beldinde, set it aside, and took her hand instead. She resisted the urge to jerk her hand from his grasp. “I know what this is about. Please, give me a chance to explain. Come to my study.”
			

			
				He tried to lead her back down the hall. 
			

			
				“Not yet,” hissed Beldinde, halting in her tracks and forcing him to either stop or yank her roughly behind him. He opted for the former, stopping and facing her again. She bade him, “Tell me here and now, Father. Explain what you mean.”
			

			
				“Very well,” he said, straightening his robes and patting his ample midsection. “I had hoped to sit you down in the morning and discuss all this calmly, but I see you have overheard something and I don’t want you running off with mistaken ideas. Forgive me for not coming to you sooner, Beldinde.”
			

			
				“What is this all about? Who was that strange person in your office?”
			

			
				“Ah, let me begin long ago. Before man even existed and your people still ruled the land. The Goddess Gloriana was struck by a spear from the God Thuwen. The hunter sought to cripple Gloriana to claim her as his bride, but she deflected the spear with her arm. She escaped him, but that arm was impaled upon his spear and torn from her body. That arm became Sloria.”
			

			
				“I have never heard such a story,” gasped Beldinde, transfixed by Father Whitlock’s earnestness. 
			

			
				“Few know it,” said Father Whitlock. “Gloriana grew back her limb and is never depicted as wounded. But if you look at depictions of Sloria, one arm is golden, and sun kissed, and the other arm is pale blue. Over the years artists have repeated this depiction without understanding it. And most scholars and those of rival temples believe Sloria to be evil.”
			

			
				Father Whitlock took Beldinde by her arm and gently guided her to his study as he continued. This time, she did not resist him.
			

			
				“There are certainly parts to her that embrace the darkness, that scare outsiders, you have maybe experienced them yourself in your service to the goddess. Violence wrapped in a velvet glove? Pleasure and pain intermingled?”
			

			
				“Y-yes, but, you are saying I have been serving Sloria all this time?” 
			

			
				“Of course, my dear, I made no secret of that,” chuckled Father Whitlock, closing the door to his study behind Beldinde. “You might have chosen to believe differently, but I never hid that part from you. I knew you sometimes believed Sloria to be a face of Gloriana and in your way you were right after all, because Sloria was once a part of Gloriana.”
			

			
				“So the goddess… the one who blessed me with my powers is… Sloria?”
			

			
				Father Whitlock nodded.
			

			
				“Yes, and as her divinely chosen, the time has come for you to bear her mark, Beldinde.” He took both her hands and kissed them softly. “That visitor you overheard is the High Cardinal Callixtus. They very eagerly want you to join the inner ranks of the church, to become a true priestess of Sloria, and for that you must experience the Ceremony of Consecration.”
			

			
				Beldinde hesitated. Her mind had been made up to flee the temple and find another home, yet she had found such fulfillment and pleasure in the company of Father Whitlock and the sisters. He looked at her with such an earnest expression and it was hard to forget the pleasure she had enjoyed with the father as well.
			

			
				But she was not yet fully convinced to stay. 
			

			
				“What… what is this ceremony you speak of? What does it entail?” 
			

			
				“You want to know about the ceremony?” He seemed to force a smile. “Yes, of course. Yes. Sit, please. I will tell you all about it.”
			

			
				He gestured to his red velvet chaise lounge opposite his writing desk. The very place where Beldinde had experienced several of the naughtiest pleasures with Father Whitlock. 
			

			
				“Your powers have been unlocked, Beldinde,” said Father Whitlock, caressing her affectionately, “but there is so much more you can do once you bear the mark of Sloria.” 
			

			
				“The mark?” she said, watching the elder priest’s big hands caress and massage her ample breasts. 
			

			
				“Just here,” he said, reaching down and pressing his hand to the front of her habit just above her mound. “It will appear painlessly, so do not fear the mark itself, but there will be other pain first.”
			

			
				“Pain?” Beldinde was familiar with pain. Sometimes her lovers at the Chapel of Release wanted to be quite rough with her. They would pull her hair, spank her, or pinch and squeeze her roughly. She found that she could enjoy such rough handling, but she always worried it would leave marks on her body. She was not without the occasional scratch or bruise from such rough treatment. 
			

			
				“Yes, my sweet,” his hands resumed their slow massage of her breasts. His fingers coaxing Beldinde’s nipples to full stiffness beneath her travel habit as he continued. “Libidis stones allow the power of Sloria to be stored for later use by a priest or priestess. With your remarkable gift, you can fill these stones with potent healing energy and wield magic that few healers could even imagine.”
			

			
				“You want me to wear jewelry?” She looked at him with confusion as her arousal grew from his expert fondling.
			

			
				“I wish to decorate your glorious elf body with necklaces, bracelets, anklets, and even a belly chain studded with Libidis. But the stones work best the more intimate their connection with your flesh, Beldinde. I want to pierce your nipples.” He pinched her buds hard through the habit and Beldinde sucked in a gasp of pain that pulsed in her clit. “Your navel.” He fingered the divot of her bellybutton. He leaned closer, kissing and sucking at the lobe of one long, pointed ear. “Your ear.” One hand reached around her to grope her hip and beneath her to squeeze the roundness of her ass. “And lastly, a plug, to fill your ass during the ceremony. Studded with a huge and priceless Libidis gem.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh Father… Father Whitlock… for Sloria… for the goddess… to heal… mmmmmm… I will do it,” she gasped, her body quaking with need.
			

			
				“Then let the preparations commence,” he growled, nipping at the lobe of her other ear as he gave her round bottom another hard squeeze.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Preparations for the Ceremony
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde had been persuaded to abandon her plans to flee from the temple. Father Whitlock’s comforting words and persuasive hands had convinced her to go through with the ceremony and accept having her body marked by Sloria. But before she could bear the mark of her goddess – a fragment of the goddess she had originally wanted to devote her life to serving – she would need to have her body prepared. This meant enduring painful piercings that should have terrified her. 
			

			
				“So why am I trembling with excitement?” Beldinde whispered as she lay naked beneath a silk sheet draped over her ample curves, her body stretched upon a slab of cool, white stone. 
			

			
				The room was brightly lit with bullseye lanterns, like the operating theatre of a surgeon. Father Whitlock wore a smock of sheer white silky material over his otherwise nude body. He was accompanied by Sister Veronika, a beautiful young nun from the infirmary with olive skin and mysterious, golden eyes. She wore a sheer smock like Father Whitlock’s that hung against her pert breasts and cinched with a rope around her waist to emphasize the width of her ample hips. Beldinde could make out the shaved mound of Veronika’s cunt between her toned thighs. 
			

			
				“No need to be worried, my dear, the pain will pass swiftly,” said Father Whitlock. 
			

			
				He gestured and Veronika brought forth a bowl heaped with ice. It steamed in the warmth of the room. Veronika plucked a cube from the pile and began to rub it against Beldinde’s ear. Father Whitlock did the same to Beldinde’s other ear. After numbing her earlobe with the ice, he used a small piercing clamp to hold her earlobe steady and then puncture it with a needle. 
			

			
				The piercing did hurt despite the numbing and Beldinde let out a little whimper of pain. The insertion of the studded earring was more painful. It stretched her wound and the weight of it dangled from her earlobe. But she also felt the potential of the Libidis stone now mounted on her ear. An empty yearning waiting to be filled with the holy power of lust.
			

			
				“You are doing so well, sister,” purred Veronika, continuing to ice Beldinde’s other ear. “The ring is so pretty. It sparkles like a pink ruby.” 
			

			
				“I can feel it,” gasped Beldinde. “The magic.”
			

			
				“Yes, my dear, you will feel the void of the stones calling to be filled and when the time comes, you will fill them.” He moved to the other side of Beldinde’s head and pierced her other ear very confidently and quickly. This time it hardly hurt at all until Veronika inserted the earring. But that same sensation of a connection to a new space of power overwhelmed the discomfort. 
			

			
				Veronika peeled down the sheet covering Beldinde and bared the ample softness of the elf’s lovely breasts. Her nipples were soft and pink, puffy at her areolas. Veronika ran her fingers over the sensitive flesh and then drew aside her veiled mask and began to lick Beldinde’s buds. 
			

			
				“Unnnnnhhhh… what are you… ohhh…”
			

			
				Veronika suckled at Beldinde’s left nipple as her fingers deftly pinched and plucked at the right nipple. The elf squirmed with pleasure, feeling the familiar warmth beginning to spread between her thighs.  
			

			
				“Try to be still, Beldinde,” said Father Whitlock. Veronika finished sucking at Beldinde’s left nipple and moved to the other. Father Whitlock used a piece of ice and began to slowly circle the freshly sucked bud. Cold shuddered through Beldinde as she felt water from the melting ice spill down her breast and drip from her side. 
			

			
				Father Whitlock struck with the clamp, pinching her nipple hard and piercing it an instant later. This was very painful, and Father Whitlock pushed the needle deep through the hole to widen it for the ring. Veronika was still sucking at Beldinde’s breast as she managed to twist the ring and its heavy Libidis gem to sit flush against the underside of Beldinde’s pierced nipple. 
			

			
				Having her one nipple pierced made Beldinde feel unbalanced. It was almost a relief when she felt the needle stab through her right nipple and the yawning power of the large gemstone nestled against her pierced flesh. She was panting with a mixture of lingering pain and growing pleasure as Veronika and Father Whitlock stepped back to admire her condition. 
			

			
				“You look very beautiful, my dear,” said Father Whitlock, holding up a silvered mirror so that Beldinde could see herself in the reflection. She was a bit pale and there was some blood on the table from the piercings, but she agreed that she did look beautiful. The pale pink Libidis gems enhanced her beauty. She felt them almost like a part of her body and she ran her fingers over them, feeling the gentle tug against her sensitive nipples and the pull of magical weight against her earlobes.
			

			
				The navel piercing was the most painful of all, but mostly because Veronika had to pinch the ice-numbed flesh very hard with a larger clamp so that Father Whitlock could drive the needle through a small piece of Beldinde’s flat tummy. The piercing allowed the heavy Libidis gem to hang over Beldinde’s bellybutton. The gem was so close to her womb that both seemed to pulse in synchronicity. 
			

			
				“Am… am I ready?” she asked, looking down at her decorated body.
			

			
				“Almost, my dear,” said Father Whitlock. He turned to Veronika. “Sister, help her to turn over and prepare her.”
			

			
				“With pleasure, father,” said Veronika.
			

			
				Veronika removed the sheet entirely from Beldinde’s body and the elf groaned with effort as she rolled over onto her hands and knees atop the table. The hang of her soft breasts meant that the dangling ends of her nipple rings bumped against the tabletop sending shocks of pain and pleasure to her core. She jerked up to keep her breasts higher and avoid the distracting sensation. 
			

			
				Veronika provided another distraction moments later, caressing and squeezing Beldinde’s bottom and spreading the young elf’s plush cheeks wide. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh,” moaned Beldinde, always a little ashamed of having her back passage so thoroughly exposed. Her pink knot clenched tighter. Her bottom quivered with shocks of need. 
			

			
				“Relax, my dear, it will help with your final insertion of the day,” said Father Whitlock. He stood in view of Beldinde, taking out a box and reverently removing an object wrapped in a red velvet cloth. He unwrapped it and Beldinde moaned at the sight of a huge golden butt plug, nearly as big as her fist, with a narrow stem and a flared base set with an enormous, pink Libidis gemstone. 
			

			
				“That… that’s too big,” said Beldinde. “That’s even bigger than that orc who OHHHH!” 
			

			
				Her words were stolen from her by the hot, penetrating thrust of Veronika’s tongue. The sister did not hesitate to work her squirming tongue into Beldinde’s asshole, lubricating it and loosening it with persistent licking. Beldinde crooned with pleasure, unable to resist pushing her bottom back into the face of the eager sister. She smothered Veronika in her soft cheeks and devoured her hot, wriggling tongue with the clutching passage of her ass. 
			

			
				“Good, my dear,” said Father Whitlock, stroking Beldinde’s flank. “You should enjoy this. It is a proud moment for you and for all of us. You will soon be communing with the goddess herself.”
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” cried Beldinde as Veronika began to strum her clit as she tongue-fucked Beldinde’s asshole. The pleasure grew towards a coiling, explosive release, but just as Beldinde was about to cum, Veronika withdrew her tongue and stood back.
			

			
				“She is ready, Father,” declared Veronika, leaving Beldinde whimpering and shaking with need. 
			

			
				“Stroke her pearl of pleasure slowly, Veronika,” commanded Father Whitlock. “She will cum when the final gem is in place.”
			

			
				Veronika resumed her skilled ministrations, reaching between Beldinde’s creamy thighs to gently and carefully stroke the elf’s swollen clit. Beldinde’s hips moved needfully, but Veronika withdrew her touch each time Beldinde was on the cusp of her climax. 
			

			
				“Please,” gasped Beldinde. “I cannot stand much more.”
			

			
				Father Whitlock dipped the golden plug into a deep vessel of anointed oil. It emerged dripping with the honey-colored lubricant. Beldinde felt the lube spatter her buttocks and drizzle into the crack of her ass. A warm, slippery spill fell against her entrance and oozed inside her pink hole. 
			

			
				“Take a deep breath,” said Father Whitlock. “Good. Now, as slowly as you can, let it out.”
			

			
				Beldinde exhaled through pinched lips with deliberate slowness. As she did, she felt the tapered head of the plug at her back entrance. She resisted the urge to tense her asshole as Father Whitlock began to apply pressure. That same moment, Veronika began to mercifully stroke Beldinde’s clit. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh Goddess,” moaned Beldinde, feeling her pleasure surge. “Ohhhhh… it’s pushing inside me… it’s stretching me… so wide… ohhhhhh Sloria…. Goddess… I’m going to…”
			

			
				“Yes! Cum for her, Beldinde!” cried Father Whitlock, pushing the plug past her clench and deeper with a slow, screwing motion.
			

			
				“AHHHHHHH!” Beldinde’s cry of ecstasy echoed from the bright walls of the infirmary room as the plug slipped past her ring and her hole clenched against the slender stem. The weight of the base caught against her tight passage, and she felt the gem. A great void of power, aching to be filled, pulsing needfully against her clenched asshole.
			

			
				Her orgasm was like no other she had ever experienced. A thigh-shaking, breast-quaking, pitiless peak. She would have thought it transcendent, except the hollow presence of the gems kept her grounded in reality. 
			

			
				When her climax at last receded, Veronika helped her from the table and cleaned her body with a soft washcloth. Father Whitlock bestowed her with the final gems. Necklaces and bracelets, anklets, and a belly chain, all glittering with pink gemstones. She did not feel the connection to these as profoundly as those that pierced her flesh, but she knew she could store vast reservoirs of magic within them. 
			

			
				“You have done well, sister,” said Father Whitlock, admiring her body draped in the jewelry. “The time approaches for the ceremony. Are you prepared for destiny?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” hissed Beldinde, feeling a swell of euphoria at the thought. “Praise be to Sloria!”
			

			
				“Praise be to Sloria,” agreed Father Whitlock and Veronika.
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				Chosen for Greatness
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beldinde admired herself in the silver mirror one last time, turning slowly and marveling at the way the pink Libidis gemstones glittered, and the jewelry hung against her body. She reminded herself of the veiled elf dancers she once saw from a traveling troupe, beautiful women who pranced and cavorted, drawing attention to their veiled curves with sparkling belly chains and bracelets. The magical jewelry decorating Beldinde’s voluptuous body seemed to serve the same purpose, only without the veils.
			

			
				In fact, other than the jewelry and a pair of easily removed slippers, Beldinde wore nothing. She took a deep breath, watching her ample breasts heave and feeling the weight of the piercings through her plump nipples. The sensation sent a pulse to her clit, which in turn throbbed in her pierced, Libidis-studded navel, and caused her anus to clench around the stem of the plug filling her ass. The largest of the Libidis stones decorated the base of the buttplug and when she turned she could see the sparkling pink nestled between her plump, creamy buttocks.
			

			
				The beaded entrance to the Chapel of Release parted and Father Whitlock stuck his head through. He looked Beldinde up and down and smiled with satisfaction.
			

			
				“You look marvelous, my beautiful elf,” said the priest. “The men are waiting for you. They have had some sacramental wine and are very eager to charge the gems we need to fuel the ritual.”
			

			
				“Will… will they behave themselves?” asked Beldinde, who had seen more than a few men turned into animals by the spiked sacramental wine.
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet elven flower, I will not let them hurt you.” He stepped into the room, and she saw that he was wearing his silky red formal robe usually reserved for his carnal sermons. He embraced her and kissed her, casually running his fat fingers over her pierced nipples and then down to give her bottom a squeeze. “There are many priests of Sloria here tonight and they will ensure the guests do not lose control. This is all about using your pleasure and their pleasure to charge the gems and there is no place for discomfort.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Father,” said Beldinde, smiling at him as she felt reassured.
			

			
				The curtain was parted and Beldinde slowly stepped out to awed silence from the gathered acolytes, priests, sisters, and needful men. There were more than a hundred of them, too many for Beldinde to count, and she could feel their eyes and the hungry press of them as she stepped into the room.
			

			
				All furniture had been removed from the chapel with the exception of the hanging lanterns and a single multi-position altar. This was the sort that tripled up as bed, bench, and standing rack. This one was different, much more ornate and carved with carnal reliefs and symbols of Sloria.
			

			
				As Beldinde took her first nervous steps into the room, smiling at the crowd, the sisters began to sing a choral of devotion. It sounded like a song to Gloriana, but the words were wicked and sexual.
			

			
				“Bursting columns behold thy goddess, undam thy flood for holy chalice, man and beast and all between, offer thy vessel for thine queen.”
			

			
				The words grew increasingly obscene with each verse, but they became only a part of the background sound as there was a murmur from the men closest to the altar. Commoners, criminals, merchants, sailors, and even nobles. They were human, dwarf, half-elf, orc, and goblin. Not priests or acolytes, not at the front, but only the needy hand-picked by Father Whitlock and the others.
			

			
				“Behold the vessel of Sloria,” proclaimed Father Whitlock as the singing of the sisters grew louder and still more profane. “She offers herself to you and you give yourselves to her! Fill her chalice, paint her vessel white, oh needful brothers. Let your seed be the kindling to light the signal fires of the goddess!”
			

			
				The singing stopped. There was a breathless moment of anticipation and then, as Beldinde began to climb upon the altar, a great bell was rung and vibrated through the chapel.
			

			
				The men surged forward, and the singing resumed, if only to cover the terrible growling sound of the men. Beldinde had never experienced anything like it. A dozen or so burly humans and two orcs were the first to reach her, pulling at her limbs and groping roughly at her body. They squeezed and pinched, their fingers plunging into her mouth, her cunt, even trying to pull her plug out to get at her anus. She writhed atop the altar as their mouths followed. Then their cocks, rubbing at her, stroking her bare flesh, smearing her skin with their precum.
			

			
				An orc was the first, driving his cock deep, stretching her around its width, and scarcely managing ten strokes before she felt the intense throbbing and a flood of liquid warmth inside her. He pulled out and another took his place. And another. And another after that. Fucking her again and again until her cunt was pouring with cum that obscured the glowing gemstone in the base of her plug.
			

			
				All her jewelry was glowing. Flashing as impatient men wanked themselves to release and spurted their seed onto her jiggling breasts, her flat abdomen, or her parted thighs. Several men lost themselves in her mouth, and Beldinde moaned, feeling the orgasmic rush of the magic flowing through her as she drank their cum and further fueled the Libidis crystals.
			

			
				She satisfied ten men. Cum overflowing from her mouth and cunt. 
			

			
				Twenty and she was sore and drenched in sweat. Tears streaking through cum stains on her face. Muscles shaking as she was turned this way and that for their pleasure. 
			

			
				Thirty men and she was numb to the pain, pupils fixed and eyes distant. Her body moving like some dancing automaton. Head bobbing, hips rolling, inner muscles trained to squeeze again and again until cock after cock poured out the essence of the men into her crystals.
			

			
				The men were tired at fifty. Exhausted at sixty. Finally, the acolytes escorted them out, quietly thanking them for their participation.
			

			
				Then came the sisters, still singing, tenderly lifting Beldinde from the altar and cleaning her with cool rags. Soothing her with ointments. Kissing her and caressing her as holy lovers would.
			

			
				She was given water and wine, a bit of bread, and a long passionate kiss from Father Whitlock.
			

			
				“The crystals are brimming with power now, Beldinde, but you are not done yet. Return to the altar so that we might bring this ritual to its climax.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Father,” she moaned, her voice hoarse from all the deepthroating.
			

			
				She climbed onto the altar again, knees sore, but still assuming a position on her hands and knees. At Father Whitlock’s direction, she lowered her face to the altar’s surface and left her hips and plush bottom raised. Her flesh, bruised and scratched from the frenzied rutting, at least clean and freshly sheened with scented oils.
			

			
				“Behold, lust incarnate, the potent beast of the dark wood,” said Father Whitlock. A door in front of Beldinde swung open and revealed a strange, furry, horned creature silhouetted between two burly acolytes of Sloria. It was chained between them, growling and bestial. Though it walked on two legs, they were the legs of a huge goat, and though it had arms they were covered in coarse black fur that barely hid its prodigious muscles. Its head was that of a mountain goat, shaggy and bearded, and its golden eyes contained the beguiling demonic pupils of a goat.
			

			
				But it was the pizzle dangling between its furry legs that drew Beldinde’s attention. Huge, knotty, and glistening red like the cock of a hound. It was erect and twitching, dripping with copious precum that was a cloudy yellow-white color.
			

			
				The acolytes walked the beast around to Beldinde’s hindquarters. It snorted and growled, bleated and stamped as it looked over her naked body bejeweled with glowing crystals. It moved behind her and Beldinde kept her head. She trembled with fear, her heart pounding, her eyes closed as she awaited what she knew would be coming.
			

			
				“Oh, son of Sloria,” intoned Father Whitlock, “satyr of the dark, we offer this vessel to fill with your boundless lust! Pour yourself into her! Give of yourself so that the goddess might reign again!”
			

			
				Beldinde gripped the edge of the altar with fear. The beast seemed anything but happy about her offering as it was growling and pulling at the chains held by the two acolytes. She was about to cry out and beg for the ritual to stop when she heard the sudden, definitive clank of the shackles being released from the creature. It let out a savage bleat, knocking aside both acolytes with its fury. There was a moment of tension as the others in the room brandished cudgels and prepared to subdue the creature.
			

			
				“Wag your hips at it,” murmured Father Whitlock. “Entice it.”
			

			
				Beldinde looked back over her shoulder, past the raised mounds of her buttocks, and she slowly waved her hips back and forth. Whether it was the slow, swaying jiggle of her buttocks or the winking of the gemstone at the base of the plug in her ass, something got the beast’s attention. Its nostrils flared and it moved closer to the altar. With sudden force, it grabbed Beldinde’s hips and leaned closer still.
			

			
				“Baaaaaaaa,” it bleated, and the beast’s hot breath caressed the soft valley of Beldinde’s crack. It’s inhalations and exhalations stirred against her well-used, cleaned, and oiled cunt. The hot eel of the beast’s tongue lashed out and traveled down the seam of her ass, over the glowing gemstone lodged in her pucker, and down to the sopping flower of Beldinde’s cunt.
			

			
				Many had tasted the nectar of Beldinde’s petals during her time as a servant of Sloria. This was different. The beast bleated and snorted and lipped her cunny. He thrust his tongue deep, rapidly, and drank of her fresh fuckjuice. His tongue was everywhere and furious and burrowing deep. His breath hot and snorting as he made soft, muffled bleating sounds with his muzzle pressed to her cove.
			

			
				It was lust like Beldinde had never experienced before. Truly beastly, primal, more so than even orcs. That long, slippery tongue drove her wild and Beldinde sang with ecstasy that made her knot clench around the stem of the plug and made her clit pulsate and send bright flashes through all her jewelry and piercings. She could feel the power sizzling within her. But that was nothing compared to the power that came with the rut.
			

			
				The beast mounted her savagely, clawed hands raising red lines on her hips, his beastly cock plunging to her backwalls in a single stroke. His furry hips spanked her hard and he drove her forward and back, his claws biting into her as he bleated, “BEHHHH! BEEHHHHHH! BAAAAHHH!”
			

			
				Beldinde lost track of time in the throes of one endless climax. Chasing waves of pleasure that peaked and plunged back into an ocean of ecstasy. The savage beast rutting her without pause, his cock letting out hot, slimy spurts of cum in rapid fire eruptions. She was overflowing. Drenched. Brimming with vital power.
			

			
				Orgasm after orgasm, she lost herself in the primordial pleasures. Hips working. Moaning in answer to his beastly bleating. Cunt milking his spurting, knotting cock. Stuffed full. Stuffed to overflowing. Frothy spunk spilling down her thighs. Dripping onto the altar. Tracing out some arcane shape in grooves in the stone. Her juices and his uniting to create a holy symbol of Sloria embedded in the rock.
			

			
				Just when Beldinde thought she could not take anymore, thought she was going mad, the goat man let out a strangled bleat and collapsed atop her back. His breathing slowed. He was exhausted. Unconscious. His hardness flagged and slithered from her muck-sludged cunt. He toppled off the altar and was dragged away by the waiting acolytes.
			

			
				Beldinde collapsed too. Prostrate upon the altar, shamelessly dripping with the foul broth of the beast’s countless ejaculations. The yellow-white slime pulsating within the channels of the magical symbol on the altar beneath her.
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet Beldinde, you have done so well, it is almost over,” said Father Whitlock, stroking a lock of sweaty hair from her face. “Turn over now, my beautiful elf. Sloria demands a sacrifice for your final connection. He comes.”
			

			
				Beldinde, trembling with exhaustion, weakly turned over and lifted her head to look over her sweaty, pressure-scuffed breasts. Her voice was barely even a whisper when she spoke.
			

			
				“He? Who is he?”
			

			
				One of the acolytes stepped forward and shed his red robe. He was older than most, white-haired, almost frail, but with a body tattooed and pierced like a more extreme version of Father Whitlock. His cock was huge and hard and dripping with pre. A magical cock ring banded the root.
			

			
				“Father Esteban?” Beldinde recognized him from a visit to the temple during a convocation of regional clerics of Sloria. He was a friendly and softspoken man. Father Whitlock had introduced her, then he had groped her breasts and kissed her in his carriage while she satisfied his desires with her hand.
			

			
				“I am glad it is you, Beldinde,” said Father Esteban, stepping to the edge of the altar and taking his cock in one hand to aim it at Beldinde’s drooling cunt.
			

			
				“Oh Father Esteban,” she gasped, her feet lifting into the air as the cleric pushed her knees back and drove his cock deep into her pussy. He fucked her with deep intense strokes, his gaze never wavering from her eyes. Her soft tits bouncing to the rhythm of his movements and her winking piercings pulling deliciously against her sensitive nipples.
			

			
				The sisters crowded around the altar, resuming their hymns with new words in a language that Beldinde did not recognize. She could feel a strange presence in their singing, as though the goddess herself was in the song and trying to reach out to Beldinde. A buzzing pressure grew in her head. A wordless whispering in her ears.
			

			
				All the while, Father Esteban continued to plunge his thick, magnificently hard cock deep into her cunt. His bollocks beat against the gemstone plugging her anus. His cock hit her womb with every stroke, squelching and lubed by the beastly seed. Faster and faster, but so gradually that she hardly noticed the acceleration.
			

			
				The hymns grew louder still. Beldinde thought she could almost make out the voice whispering in her ears.
			

			
				“Sloria,” she gasped, realizing it had to be goddess trying to communicate directly to her.
			

			
				“Do you hear it already?” asked Father Esteban, a sad smile on his sweat-damp face. He thrust faster still, his cock swelling with his pleasure. “Cum for her, sweet Beldinde. Cum and claim your rightful place as her chosen priestess.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, yessss, Father! Sloria, let me hear you! Let me… AHHHH!”
			

			
				Beldinde arched violently atop the altar. The symbol of Sloria glowed brilliantly on the stone beneath her. In that moment, her orgasm crashed through her body, and Father Esteban erupted in her depths. He threw back his head, howling in a terrifying climax, his cock pumping again and again into the clutching depths of Beldinde’s cunt.
			

			
				The gems glowed with blinding light. Each shining so brightly that to stare at one was to risk permanent injury. The acolytes and singing sisters shielded their faces as the symbol of Sloria was burned into the flesh above Beldinde’s womb.
			

			
				“Hear me now, my elf daughter of sin,” murmured a sweet, seductive voice. “You are marked by my power. You are joined to me now and for eternity. You are chosen, Beldinde, and you are mine.”
			

			
				“All hail… Sloria,” gasped Beldinde, still stricken by painfully intense orgasms, the symbol still glowing with the power of the goddess.
			

			
				Father Esteban, sunken and smoldering, fell back, his eyes burned out and his cock shriveling as he collapsed, dead, to the ground beside the altar. Silence followed the intensity of the moment as the light faded from Beldinde’s emptied crystals. Even when Sloria was not speaking, she could feel the power of her connection to the goddess.
			

			
				“It is done,” rasped a hooded figure near the back of the assembly.
			

			
				 
			

			
				To be continued…
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