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Harsh wind howled outside the children's institution as Elle listened to Headmaster Rami speak, half paying attention to his words. The sand seemed to scratch and claw at the wooden doors, making it hard to concentrate on anything else until the tall man in front of him finally snapped his fingers.

"Elle! Do you understand what I'm telling you?" 

Blinking a few times, Elle rubbed his eyes before finally looking up at the headmaster. In all the years he'd lived at the orphanage he'd never known Rami to look like anything but a walking disaster, but today he was somehow more disheveled than usual. His short white beard glistened with some kind of liquid, and the shalwar that typically wrapped around his waist sat below his pot belly, as if it were in danger of falling at any second. He might have been a mess, but he was still the closest thing to a father Elle had ever known.

"You were saying that once I'm of age, I can no longer stay here, right?" Elle mumbled, almost immediately averting his gaze, "Fine, I don't need your help. I can make it on my own."

"My child, it's not that we don't want you here. But we have new arrivals to take in almost monthly and we cannot let everyone stay indefinitely," Rami sighed, rubbing his forehead, "You have until the end of the week to find work and lodging, but once that day has passed, you will no longer be able to live here. If you would like assistance in finding a vocation, one of the brothers here may be able to-"

"No! I said I'll be fine," Elle barked, balling his hands into fists, "As soon as this storm passes, I'll be out of your hair forever."

Storming off to his quarters, the boy fell face first onto his bed and hugged his pillow, wondering what he was going to do. Though everyone at the institution was encouraged to try different jobs or find apprenticeships, Elle had never bothered to find any sort of work, and when bosses would occasionally come through to find cheap labor, they always picked the larger boys. With everyone else off to do their jobs or help around the orphanage, Elle would frequently sneak off to watch the dancers at Maeloria's temple. They were always so beautiful and graceful, their movements like long reeds swaying in the breeze, and he'd often do his best to emulate them. Unfortunately, this time spent ogling the women of the temple left him with practically nothing in his coffers and no skills to offer.

"Maybe I'll just be a dancer, like those girls at the temple," Elle muttered to himself sullenly. The more he thought about it, however, he eventually came to realize that it might not be such a crazy idea after all. He'd spent years studying and practicing their moves, and had even occasionally made a pocketful of coins when dancing on the street with other aspiring priestesses. The men of Maraqis were particularly easy to bewitch, it just took a wink and a smile from a pretty girl before the heavenly clink of coin rang out. The dancers at the temple were undoubtedly more skilled and beautiful than the average girl performing on the street, but to witness them in all their glory typically required a hefty donation.  All the time he’d spent observing meant he was already halfway there, all he needed was a proper outfit, and he'd be set. With a goal finally in mind, Elle settled in and pulled the coarse sheets over his small frame, letting the raging sandstorm outside lull him to a peaceful sleep.

***
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WHEN DAWN FINALLY BROKE, Elle jumped out of bed with an uncharacteristic flair, energized and eager to start the day. All night long, dreams of dancing women had filled his head, and he was determined to follow on the path he'd set for himself. Grabbing nothing more than a piece of bread from the kitchen and quickly downing a mug of tea, Elle ran off into the streets of Maraqis, brushing past the myriad vendors setting up their stalls. Ali the butcher was in his usual spot, hanging large pieces of goat from massive iron hooks, and Hakeem was just across from him like always, glaring at the man while hanging his own selection of lamb legs. Their rivalry had always worked out in his favor, as one would typically give him a decent sized sample for him to try, on the condition that he told the marketplace how good it was compared to the other’s. There was no time for meat today, however. Though the morning sun was shining bright, the brisk air still chilled his skin until he ducked into the clothing shop that had just opened its doors.

"Welcome, my friend. What can I help you with today?" the shopkeeper spoke, greeting Elle as he walked inside.

"I was wondering where one might find dancer's attire," Elle replied, looking around the store, "You know, like those girls at the temple have. It's for my, er, sister."

"Oh, you mean a 'betla'! Of course. We have various styles, though if you tell me your price range, I can narrow down your options."

Pulling out a leather pouch, Elle turned it out onto his palm and counted out twenty iron coins stamped with the Queen's seal before placing them on the counter.

"Twenty irons, hm... I might have something for you, but it won't be a complete set. Hold here a moment."

After a few minutes of rummaging through the back of the store, the shopkeeper returned with a number of items in hand, laying them out on the counter for Elle to inspect. Though they lacked the elaborate jewelry and embroidery of the temple dancers, it was miles above the coarse rags the orphanage provided. Each piece was colored dark crimson, but the fabric was thin enough to where Elle could just barely see his hand beneath it.

"Here, take a look at these and see if any are to your liking," the clerk suggested, neatly folding each item, "A complete set includes a veil, a top, a sirwal, and jewelry. However, the jewelry is quite expensive."

"This is perfect!" Elle marveled, holding each clothing piece up to inspect it, "My... My sister will love these. I'll take them all."

Folding each item up, the owner placed them onto a thin sheet of parchment before wrapping it up and securing it with string.

"There, all ready to go. And since it's a present for your sister, I'll only ask for 18 irons," he said with a smile, handing Elle the package, "Have a blessed day."

Pocketing the last two coins, Elle thanked the shop owner and practically sprinted out the store, giddy with glee. All that was left was to do was get a haircut, and he'd be ready to visit the temple. 

***

[image: ]


WALKING OUT OF THE barber's with a styled bob that sat just below his chin, Elle ran his fingers through his charcoal black hair to shake out any loose strays before smoothing it back into place. Judging by the sun, it was about midday, leaving plenty of time to get changed and make his way to the temple, but he suddenly realized that he didn't have anywhere to do that. If he went home to change clothing, he'd likely be caught and questioned, and he couldn't just strip in public. Maraqis had many back alleys and dark corners, sure, but they were typically home to the types of people you wouldn't want to run into without a weapon in hand. 

"I guess I'll just change outside the temple," Elle thought to himself, wandering the streets. Tearing open the parchment wrapping, he readied himself to either strip or run as the elaborate temple came into view. There were no good areas to hide that he could see, but the base of one of the statues provided just enough coverage to hide most of his body, assuming nobody walked up from the opposite direction. Running towards the front of Maeloria's temple, Elle frantically turned his head every which way to check for anyone nearby, and with nobody in sight, threw his rough tunic aside to slip into the dancer's outfit. The sirwal came first, as getting caught with his pants down would surely have the strictest reprisal, but just as he was sliding the chest piece over his torso, he heard a gruff voice in the distance.

"Hey, you there!" a city guardsman called, rushing over before Elle could finish dressing himself, "Identify yourself, degenerate!"

Grabbing Elle by the wrist, the guard inspected him carefully, his eyes narrowing.

"S-sir, is there a problem?" Elle stammered, wracking his mind for an excuse as to why he'd been seen half naked, "I was just-"

"You were just exposing yourself in public, harlot," the guard huffed, keeping Elle close, "Trying to tempt innocent citizens, no doubt."

Even as the guard berated him, Elle could feel a hand creeping down to his backside, giving it a firm squeeze through the thin fabric. Rami had always given warning to the girls of the orphanage not to roam the city streets alone, but Elle was just now finding out why.

"This requires an answer. Punishment. Two silvers should cover your trespass."

"Two- I can't pay that!" Elle protested, squirming helplessly. This wasn't the first time he'd been mistaken for a girl, but nobody had ever been so brazen and aggressive before. Typically it was just a shy wave or maybe a small gift of dates sent his way.

"Well, then I suppose we'll have to find another way to pay your debt, little harlot," the guard said with a grin, openly groping Elle's rear now. Pushing him face first against a wall, the guard began to run both hands along Elle's smooth skin, just barely slipping the tips of his fingers past the waistband of Elle's sirwal as a third voice rang out.

"I'll thank you not to manhandle our priestesses like that," the woman said sternly, her words laced with venom, "Your commander is quite the devotee of Maeloria, maybe I should tell him about this little incident the next time he comes to worship. I think he would be quite interested to know that one of his subordinates has been harassing our girls."

"My- Who dares!" 

The guardsman's face turned red as he spun around to see who dared to address him, but all the color drained from his face when he looked up to see an elaborately dressed woman on the temple steps glaring down at him. Clad in a sleeveless robe that seemed to be spun from pure sunlight, she stared down at the guard until he stepped back and turned away, seemingly embarrassed. Besides her shimmering clothes, her arms and neck were also adorned in gold jewelry adorned with gemstones of deep crimson.

“No, of course not, Mother Hana,” the guard mumbled, “Forgive me.”

"That's better. Now, why don't you come inside to finish changing?" she spoke, turning her piercing blue eyes in Elle's direction, "We've all been waiting for you."

Unsure what exactly was going on, Elle shuffled slowly around to the stairwell, walking up to the woman who took him by the arm. He’d seen countless other people squabble with city guards, typically vendors in the market they patrolled or vagrants looking for alms. They were notorious for abusing their position for petty reasons, but he’d never seen one cowed so utterly before. Whoever this Mother Hana was, she clearly had a measure of influence. 

He remained silent as she led him inside the temple, thankful for the intervention, but her tight grip on his wrist told him he wasn't out of trouble just yet. Even though he was coming of age in just a few days, he still felt like a child next to this towering woman whose hand completely enveloped his. Perhaps because that was always how he'd been treated. All the others at the orphanage had gone through their growth spurts, either with their height or... development, but Elle remained the same size as a majority of the younger girls.

As he walked through the temple interior, however, his anxiety took a backseat as he marveled at the marble decoration, catching glimpses of the intricately carved pillars and altars inlaid with gold as he was led through at a breakneck pace. Even the air felt different, laden as it was with thick incense that instilled memories of rich wood and flowers. Dragging Elle past the entrance and main courtyard, the priestess pulled him into a threadbare room and shoved him into a simple wooden chair, taking a seat on the large desk in front of him.

"And as for you, my little deviant, what are we going to do with you?" she asked rhetorically, pursing her lips in annoyance.

"I'm... I'm not a deviant!" Elle stammered, finding his voice, "My name is Elle, I lived at the orphanage. I was going to... I came here to join the temple!"

The woman huffed in amusement, but she didn't outright reject the notion. Her eyes never once left his face as she fell silent, deep in thought. 

"Let's say that we were accepting new priestesses," she finally remarked, pacing in a small circle, "What do you know of Maeloria? Of duty? Can you dance?"

"I don't really know much... But I've been practicing my dancing for years! And I could help out around the temple, cook, clean..."

Hana’s face remained expressionless as she studied the boy. "I might consider your request," she said, raising a finger as Elle's eyes lit up, "But only under certain conditions. You need to understand Maeloria, the role she plays in our lives and the lives of those who come to worship. You need to be chaste, for Maeloria is the goddess of purity. You need to be able to integrate into our temple, learn to help others if needed as they would help you. And you need to be able to dance, sometimes for long periods. Do you understand?"

"Of course! I can do that!" Elle exclaimed, jumping to his feet, "I can learn about Maeloria, and I can already dance a bit. But what do you mean by chaste, exactly?"

"I don't think that's something you have to worry about," the priestess replied with a smirk, "Chastity is when you refrain from lying with a man or woman."

Elle still wasn't quite sure what she meant, but he nodded anyway, eager to gain access to the temple. 

"Very well. Since you say you've been practicing, why don't you give me a little demonstration?" she suggested, crossing one leg over the other, "Think of it as a test to determine your sincerity."

"What, right here?" Elle asked, looking around, "But there's no music, I can't-"

"Come! Dance!" the woman commanded, raising her hands and clapping in rhythm. Elle's eyes widened in surprise as a mysterious force inexplicably lifted him from his chair and took hold of his hips, and he began to shift and sway in place, falling back on routines he'd gone over dozens of times in his shared room at the orphanage. The woman continued the beat for a few minutes, watching intently with a half smile plastered on her face, and when she was finally satisfied, she calmly folded her hands on her knee.

"So, did I pass?" Elle panted, his limbs now once again his own. He wasn’t exactly sure what had compelled him to dance; it was as if someone had attached strings to his arms and legs to move him like a toy puppet. 

"It was adequate," Hana sighed, throwing her long golden locks over her shoulder, "Very well. So long as you remain pure, you will be known and treated as an acolyte of Maeloria. I am Mother Hana, the headmistress and administrator. You will address me as Mother or Mother Hana. The other sisters you will come to know in time. Sister Yasmin will be your educator when it comes to duties and rituals, Sister Talia will be your dance instructor. Leave any personal belongings behind, all will be taken care of here."

Nodding in excitement, Elle hung on every word. A pit of anxiety had been eating away at his stomach all day, but with his acceptance into the temple it was dissipating already. With nothing else for it, he gave a quick bow in thanks before turning to leave, when something peculiar caught his eye. It could have been a trick of the light, but it almost appeared as if one of the gems on Hana’s necklace had faded in color... 

***
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AFTER SPENDING A NIGHT tossing and turning in an unfamiliar bed, Elle managed to find his way to the inner cloisters for breakfast, perking up a bit when he saw the varied selection laid out. The orphanage typically only ever had day-old bread with some milk for a morning meal, but here he saw a number of different fruits, nuts, fresh bread with soft butter, creamy yogurt, dark olives glistening with oil, and jars of vivid orange honey set to the side. Unsure how to approach this veritable feast, he waited until one of the other priestesses came forward to make a plate, watching as she filled a bowl with yogurt, sliced dates, and nuts, before drizzling honey over the top. Once she'd finished, Elle followed suit, matching her portions as best he could, filling the bowl mostly with yogurt and dropping bits of everything else on top before looking for a place to eat.

A handful of girls sat in a small group beneath a hanging veil of flowers, but Elle felt far too nervous to interrupt them. Instead, he found a table at the far corner of the garden and took a seat, hoping nobody would notice him. 

"So, you must be Elle," a voice from behind giggled, and he nearly jumped out of his seat when a pair of hands landed on his shoulders, "No need to panic, you're among friends here."

Letting go of him, the girl took a seat to his left, cradling her head in her hand as she inspected him with deep curiosity. Her robes looked to be of the same material as Mother Hana's, but while the head priestess' robes were long and flowing, these showed far more skin, especially around the midriff.

"I'm Yasmin, your new teacher," she spoke, introducing herself, "It's nice to meet you, Elle. How are you adjusting to temple life?"

"It's not much different from the institution I came from," Elle replied, dipping his spoon into the bowl, "So far, anyway. Didn't get much sleep."

"That's about normal, don't worry about it," Yasmin reassured him, shifting a bit closer to whisper in his ear, "Your dance teacher, Talia? Spent her first week here crying in bed; couldn't get her out of her room. But you didn't hear that from me."

Giving Elle a wink, Yasmin slid back to her seat on the bench as another girl with short black hair, but in the same attire, walked up.

"And speak of the devil, here she is," Yasmin said, gesturing to the girl now sitting across from them, "Elle, this is Talia, your dance instructor. You'll be spending a lot of time together."

Talia's eyes narrowed as she inspected him, and Elle felt a chill run down his spine. She’d been the subject of many of his voyeuristic escapades as he learned to dance over the years, but it wasn’t as if she’d ever caught him. Still, the intensity of her gaze suggested otherwise, though she remained silent until she regained her composure and held out her hand.

"It's nice to meet you, Elle," she spoke, her lips curling upwards slightly as he took her hand, "I'll be getting you up to speed, though I have a feeling it won’t take too long."

"Perfect!" Yasmin exclaimed with a clap, "So now that we're all friends, why don't we start our first lesson? Elle, you can keep eating."

Talia's eyes rolled as Yasmin slid over to sit beside her. 

"Mother Hana told you a bit about Maeloria, right?"

"Um, yeah, a little bit," Elle answered, gulping down a spoonful of yogurt, "She's the goddess of chasedy, or something."

"Chastity," Talia corrected, letting Yasmin continue on.

"Right, chastity! All priestesses take a vow of chastity when they serve Maeloria. She is the goddess of all things beautiful and pure, but also of desire. For there is little more desirable than that which you cannot have. And once it is taken, it's gone forever. Understand?"

Scratching his head, Elle tried to wrap his brain around the concept, but didn't quite get what she was saying. Something that was gone forever, but still there? The two priestesses let him ponder for a moment until Talia finally sighed and leaned over the table, cupping her hand as she whispered in his ear. Immediately, Elle's mouth hung open, speechless, and his face flushed bright red as Talia settled back in her seat, making a ring with two fingers on one hand and sliding a digit slowly back and forth through the hole.

"There, I think she gets it now," Talia chuckled, "I guess they didn't teach you much about that kind of stuff."

"I- I- Well, a little bit-" Elle sputtered, utterly embarrassed, "They had priests come in every so often to tell us how to suppress our urges. That it was the work of an evil spirit."

"Well, I don't know about all that," Yasmin cut in, waving her hand, "Here at the temple, we embrace those urges, acknowledge them. But we don't act on them. Instead, we channel those urges into our dances for those who come to worship. The more we feel, the better we dance, and the more they donate to the temple. It's a nice little cycle. There are other things to go over as well, like rituals and personal dances, but we'll get to those in time."

"Speaking of dancing, your first lesson will be in a few hours," Talia said, resting her head in her hand, "I'll come by your room with a new set of robes, so don't wander off."

Struggling to take everything in all at once, Elle's cheeks flushed pink again when he felt a foot brush against the inside of his leg. Yasmin and Talia were both sitting so close together it was almost impossible to tell whose foot it was, until Talia started to smirk.

"Elle, are you feeling alright? You keep swaying back and forth," Yasmin asked worriedly, "Maybe we should hold off on your lessons for the time being."

"Yeah, Elle. What's wrong?" Talia echoed, dragging the tip of her tongue across her upper lip, "Your face is all red."

"I- It's nothing," Elle stuttered, shuddering as Talia's foot slid up to his inner thigh and nearly falling over onto the table, "I think I just need some water. I'll be- I'll be fine."

"Are you sure? We have an infirmary here, maybe I should take you-" Yasmin suggested.

"NO! I mean, no thank you," Elle insisted, covering his crotch with both hands, "I just need a minute to gather myself."

"Well, alright then," Yasmin relented, standing up from the table, "Don't eat too fast, and make sure you drink a lot of water. I'll see you after your dance lesson."

"And I'll see you in just a little bit," Talia said with a wink, dropping her foot from Elle's thigh and following suit. When both girls finally left, Elle removed his hands from the uncomfortable tent in his sirwal and forced himself to keep eating, silently willing his erection to go away. 

***
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AFTER SPENDING SOME time recovering from his ordeal at breakfast, a knock at the door roused Elle out of bed. 

"Open up, I have your new uniform," Talia called, sending a shiver up Elle's spine as he recalled her teasing. 

"Coming," he replied, stepping nervously towards the door, as if too much movement would reignite his erection. As soon as he opened the door just a bit, however, Talia pushed her way inside and shut it behind her, shoving a white skirt and top into Elle's arms.

"Here, try these on," she instructed, blocking the exit, "This is what our acolytes wear. When you pass your initiation, you’ll get the standard temple robes. Let me know how it feels; we might have to make a few adjustments."

"What, right here?" Elle asked, clutching the outfit close, "I can't- Not with someone else in the room!"

"Come on, didn't you ever have to change with others at the orphanage?" Talia huffed in annoyance, "Fine, I promise I won't look, okay? Just hurry up."

Elle waited until Talia had turned her head before stepping back as far as possible, turning away before starting to undress. The top wasn't any issue, but he slipped out of the sirwal as quickly as possible and into the long skirt provided. Loose and flowing, the thin material had a slit on each side that exposed his legs, making him feel a bit naked.

"Alright, I'm finished, I think," Elle announced, turning side to side anxiously.

"Good, now stop fidgeting and let me get a look at you," Talia said, crouching slightly to inspect the outfit, "Top's a bit loose, but that's fine, now how about..."

Crouching directly in front of Elle, Talia hooked her fingers into the waistline of the skirt to test how it sat, her face mere inches from his crotch. Elle prayed fervently for her to finish quickly, and not to fuss with it too much, but just as she began to pull her hands away, the skirt dropped to the floor. There was a brief moment of silence as Elle, mortified and dumbstruck, became a living statue, while Talia simply stared at the half hard penis in front of her.

"I knew it," she whispered, standing up and grabbing Elle by the shoulders, "I knew you looked familiar! We used to have a little boy sneaking around all the time, watching us practice. So now that you're all grown up, you've come to get a closer look, huh?" Talia scratched her head a bit as she looked down at his member. "Well, not ALL grown up..."

"N-no! I mean, I did, but it's not like that!" Elle cried, averting his eyes from Talia's chest, "I really do want to join! They won't let me stay at the institute anymore. And I was watching you dance so I could learn!"

Talia's eyes narrowed, her brow furrowed, but her facade broke almost immediately as she burst out into laughter, covering her mouth with a hand.

"Well, this is supposed to be a dance lesson, after all," she giggled, watching Elle pull his skirt back up, "Alright then, show me what you've learned."

“Promise you won’t laugh?”

Talia took a deep breath to calm herself, but her smirk remained. “Promise.”

Tying off the excess fabric at the waist, Elle closed his eyes and began to sway his hips slowly, like he'd seen the priestesses do. Though there wasn't any music, he imagined a tune in his head and kept rhythm with his body, nearly forgetting Talia was standing in front of him. 

"Not bad," Talia admitted, mildly impressed, "You really have been practicing our routine. At least we won't have to start at the very beginning. But it looks like you only ever watched us practicing individual moves. Let me show you what a real dance looks like."

Opening his eyes, Elle watched as Talia brought her hands high above her head and rolled her hips in quick circles, making her skirt dance and shimmer hypnotically. Unable to look away, he stared at Talia's body which seemed to be made of water, shifting and flowing endlessly to the beat of her shaking jewelry. Not only did her hips move, but her chest, her arms, her belly, all seemed to be swirling in various patterns, independent of each other but at the same time conjoined in one smooth motion.

"So, what do you think?" Talia asked, pausing her routine to grin down at a dumbfounded Elle, "Think you can do that?"

Unable to formulate a response, Elle sat down on the edge of his bed as Talia shimmied her way over to him, rocking her hips all the while. 

"I- I didn't even- How do you-" he stammered, fumbling over his words, "That's- I can't-"

"That's the response I like. Works every time," Talia chuckled, slowing her movements until finally coming to a stop in front of his face, "You'll be able to do that soon enough, you seem to have an understanding of the basics. And we'll get you some underwear to help you hide this, too."

Elle looked up at the priestess quizzically, following the tip of her finger through the air until it landed squarely on top of the rising tent in his skirt.

***
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IT HAD ONLY BEEN A week since Elle had started living at the temple, but he was quickly falling into the routine of meal times, chores, and lessons. Both Yasmin and Talia were excellent instructors, and his dancing was rapidly improving. However, he noticed that a lot of the other priestesses would sneak glances in his direction whenever he was around, followed by hushed whispers and giggling. He did his best to ignore it, figuring it was normal since he was new, but sometimes when he caught them looking his way, they'd make strange gestures with their hands and mouth that he didn't quite understand. 

"Sister Yasmin, what does this mean?" Elle asked during his next lesson in the main courtyard, parting his fingers and flicking his tongue between them like he'd seen from the other girls. Catching Elle's motion out of the corner of her eye, Yasmin immediately spit out the tea she'd been drinking and nearly fell over, coughing violently as she waved her hand.

"Don't do that!" she exclaimed, holding back laughter and struggling to maintain her composure, "It's... It's something vulgar."

"Oh, so I should ask Talia about it then," Elle said with a nod, "I understand."

"No, you should not!" Yasmin cried, "What exactly has that girl been teaching you?"

"We've been going over dances, and then if we have time left over, she tells me about... other things."

"I'll have to talk to her about that..." Yasmin sighed, "But for now, let's continue on with our scriptures."

Elle did his best to concentrate on his studies, but he remained distracted by the nagging question on his mind. Something vulgar meant it was likely sexual, and Talia had been slowly filling him in on things of that nature, though it had remained strictly educational thus far. Things of that nature hadn’t really crossed his mind much in the orphanage, but being surrounded by beautiful women at every waking moment made it a bit difficult to ignore. Still, even though each girl in the temple was stunning his thoughts tended to drift back to Talia and her dancing. The image of her rolling hips was burned into his memory, and whenever she strayed from her lesson plan he couldn’t help but imagine her in the various positions she described.

Having spent the majority of his lesson watching Talia in his head, he practically sprinted off to find his dance instructor once it was over, ignoring Yasmin’s calls to let it go. When he turned the corner to the hall where Talia's quarters were, however, he practically ran face first into a pair of girls, barely avoiding collision at the last second.

"Oh, I'm sorry sisters," Elle apologized, bowing quickly, "I guess I got a little overexcited."

"Don't worry about it," the taller blonde said, bringing a finger to her chin, "Happens all the time around here. Say, Elle, wasn't it? Do you think you could help us out?"

"Er, I suppose," he replied, stepping back instinctively as the two girls stalked forward, their eyes locked hungrily on him, "What do you need?"

"Well, you see, my sister and I here have been practicing a new routine together, but we'd like some feedback," she said, glancing over at the red haired girl beside her with a grin, "I'm Galatea, this is Airi. We do all our performances together. What do you say?"

Looking at Galatea, then Airi, Elle found himself a bit flustered as they closed in on him. Both girls were taller than him, Galatea especially so, and when a marble pillar touched his back, he let out a timid gasp as the girls placed a hand on each side of his head, leaning in until their faces were inches from his.

"Y-yeah, I guess I could do that," Elle mumbled, shrinking back against the pillar. As soon as the words had left his mouth, both girls grabbed him by the hands and dragged him off, giggling excitedly as they skipped down the halls.

Minutes later, Elle found himself locked in a bedroom, shifting nervously in a chair as Galatea and Airi stood in front of him, practically licking their chops. 

"Now, you have to give us your honest opinion, okay?" Airi insisted, tying her long fiery hair into a loose ponytail, "We want to know what you liked, didn't like, stuff like that."

"I'll try," Elle nodded, watching Galatea behind her rub olive oil onto her pale skin until it glistened. Pouring more oil into her palm, she then let it fall onto Airi's shoulders, running her hands all across the girl's back, arms, then along her midriff. Airi soon followed suit, turning to face her sister and letting her hands travel along every curve of her body, staring at Elle all the while. Once they were both sufficiently oiled up, they began to sway with fluid motions, together and separately, letting the light dance off their shining skin. As Elle watched the two girls dance, he noticed they never once looked away from him, and he became acutely aware of his heart beat rising. Little by little, Galatea and Airi slid closer to his chair and began circling around him, lightly brushing his hair or exposed skin as they passed. 

When either of the girls were in front of him, the other at his back would constantly touch him to remind him of her presence, and he began to feel trapped, as if he were a rabbit caught between two writhing snakes. He began to lose focus as they continued to spiral around him, turning into a blur of red and gold. Every touch sent shivers along his skin, and when they finally came to a stop in front of him, he was almost completely unresponsive, his eyes glassed over and panting heavily.

"Hey, you alright?" Airi asked, waving a hand in front of Elle's face, "I think that's a sign we did a good job."

"I think so too," Galatea agreed, directing Airi's attention lower, "But that definitely is."

Following her sister's finger, Airi let out a gasp when she noticed the sizable pole protruding from Elle's crotch, forming a tent with his white skirt. 

"So the rumors were true," she murmured, licking her lips in anticipation, "We really do have a boy priestess here with us."

"I almost didn't believe it. He's so cute, I would have just thought he was a girl if someone hadn't told me," Galatea said, "Do you think we're the first to try him out?"

"Probably, though I think Talia's had her eye on him."

"That slut always gets the first pick, might as well play with him while we have him..."

When Elle eventually regained his senses, he found himself flat on his back, with the temple's soft mattress beneath him, though his head was cradled in something a bit firmer than a pillow. Looking up, he saw two large mountains with pink peaks over his head, and as he tried to make sense of what he was looking at, a delicate hand gently brushed his hair.

"Back with us, Elle?" Galatea's voice cooed from above, "You were out of it for a little while, we were pretty worried about you. Haven't you ever been teased by a girl before?"

"No, I haven't..." Elle mumbled in reply, attempting to sit up. Firm hands clasped his shoulders, however, forcing him back down into place. 

"Don't move too much, just relax," Airi whispered from below, and Elle turned his attention downwards, blinking a few times to make out the priestess kneeling between his legs. As his eyes focused, he started to see the details of her face, her hair, her jewelry- her robes were missing.

"Wait, what are you doing?" Elle cried, fighting against Galatea's grip, "Where are your clothes?"

"Oh no, my robes are missing too," Galatea teased, pinning him easily and covering his mouth with a hand, "Whatever will we do?"

"Speaking of clothes," Airi murmured, hooking her fingers in the waist of Elle's skirt, "I think you're wearing a bit too many."

Tugging carefully, the redhead pulled Elle's skirt and compressing bottoms away, exposing his erection to the open air. Both girls gasped in excitement, finally getting a good look at the boy's untouched shaft, but Elle fought even harder against Galatea's restraint.

"Stop, you can't!" he protested, managing to pull Galatea's hand briefly from his mouth, "If we do anything, we'll all be banished!"

"Oh, stop being so silly," Airi laughed, resting her hands on his thighs, "Everyone messes around, it doesn't count. As long as this," she rested the tip of her finger against his length before pointing to her own crotch, "Doesn't go in here, everything's fine."

"Wait, so you mean all the priestesses?..."

"With each other, and with the highest donors to the temple," Galatea replied, brushing her thumb across Elle's bottom lip, "What, you thought we were all made of stone or something?"

"Even Talia?"

"Especially Talia," Airi chuckled, leaning close and giving Elle's cock a soft kiss, "You'll be the first new person at the temple she hasn't immediately dragged into bed."

Airi's lips sent shocks up through Elle's pelvis, and he immediately collapsed back against Galatea's thighs, falling into the same haze as when they were dancing. He could feel her fingers wrap gently around his length, stroking ever so slowly, and when a strange wet heat completely enveloped the head, he looked down in confusion to see Airi's lips wrapped firmly over it. Her tongue swirled wildly over the tip, and when her mouth pushed all the way down to meet her fingers at the base, he shuddered violently as something traveled up his length, squirting out against the back of her throat.

"Well, that didn't take long," Galatea remarked, caressing Elle's face, "Still, it was his first time and he was pretty worked up. I suppose that's normal."

Airi gave a soft hum in acknowledgment, but remained in place as Elle's cock continued to pulse against her tongue, swallowing multiple mouthfuls of seed before gradually pulling away. Slurping happily all the way to the tip, she gave it another soft kiss before sitting up, grinning at the overwhelmed boy. 

"You know, I bet he can go again," Airi said, taking a swig of wine and shuffling up the bed, "I know you've been dying for a taste."

"He doesn't have a choice," Galatea laughed, switching places with the sister, "One way or another, he's getting hard again."

Placing both hands on Elle's hips, Galatea chased his flagging cock with her tongue, catching it and pulling it to her lips. Sucking gently, she continued to run her tongue along the underside as she slowly bobbed her head, coaxing his shaft back to life. 

"Wait, it feels strange-" Elle whined, still sensitive from his first ejaculation, but Airi's lips cut him off mid sentence, pressing to his and parting them to make way for her wine coated tongue. Overstimulated from both ends, Elle clutched helplessly at the bed sheets while the two girls toyed with him, moaning into Airi's mouth as an intense heat began to build at the head of his cock. Galatea's soft lips glided repeatedly over the tip, nearly sending him into convulsions, but she always stopped just before any possible release. 

As Galatea and Airi continued to push Elle's buttons, his body seemed to react of its own accord, with his mind just along for the ride. His hips would attempt to buck wildly as the friction and heat on his shaft grew stronger, but Galatea held him down effortlessly, swirling her tongue even faster in response. His eyelids fluttered as Airi kissed him passionately, and his hands pulled at anything within reach until those too were pinned to the bed, leaving him completely helpless in their grasp. The image of a rabbit being constricted by two grinning snakes flashed through his mind again, and he writhed violently as it brought about a second climax. However, instead of pulling away like Airi had, Galatea kept her lips wrapped around Elle's length, slurping loudly and bobbing her head faster. The heavenly sensation quickly turned sour as he grew overstimulated, but no amount of begging or squirming could free him from the coils of the two vipers. In fact, they seemed to revel in his discomfort, teasing his sensitive chest and the underside of his shaft until his back arched involuntarily. As his body reluctantly spewed out a third helping of thin seed onto Galatea’s tongue the corners of his vision began to blur, then all at once, everything fell dark.

***

[image: ]


ELLE WOKE UP SOME TIME later, in yet another bedroom, though this one appeared familiar. Looking over to his right, he saw Talia lying beside him, fully dressed to his surprise. 

"So, how much trouble am I in?" he groaned, falling back on her bed.

"You? None at all," Talia replied, placing a finger against his bare chest, "The other girls? Also none. They were telling the truth, as long as you don't actually mate with someone, there's no issue."

The distinction didn’t make much sense to Elle, but he wasn’t going to complain about it now. "They mentioned something about you having your eye on me, was that true as well?"

"Yeah, maybe," Talia hummed, walking her fingers up slowly, "Why, is that something you've been thinking about?"

"Yeah, maybe..."

Grabbing Elle by the face, Talia pulled him into a deep kiss far gentler than Airi's. With Galatea and Airi, he'd felt like a piece of meat to be devoured, but Talia's embrace relaxed him almost instantly. It was warm, comfortable, natural, and he eagerly reciprocated, welcoming her tongue as it flitted teasingly against his. 

"So Yasmin told me you wanted to know what a certain gesture meant," she whispered against his lips, "You want me to show you?"

Nodding slowly, Elle followed Talia's lead as she began to push him down. Placing a hand on his head, she slowly guided his face between her legs, parting them gradually while keeping a firm grip on his hair. With a quick flourish, she flipped her skirt out of the way, exposing herself to him, but Elle simply blinked in confusion, unsure what to do next. He'd never seen what hid beneath a girl's clothing before; this was all quite foreign to him.

"Lick it," Talia instructed, pulling on his hair gently. Elle obeyed immediately, cautiously extending his tongue and letting it drag upwards along her lips. He'd been worried, mostly curious, about the taste, but it was fairly neutral and inoffensive. With his fears pushed to the side, he gave it another lick, growing more confident as Talia sighed above him. Lying flat on his belly, Elle continued to lap at his dance instructor's dripping slit, taking note each time she let out a gasp or moan and repeating the motion. He quickly fell into a rhythm, swirling his tongue in various patterns and forming different shapes, constantly searching for reactions, and he came to realize why Airi and Galatea had been so playful with him. The excitement he felt at making Talia squirm, or having her fingers pull at his hair, was unlike anything he'd experienced before. 

"Goddess, you're a fast learner," Talia gasped, closing her thighs around his head. Elle simply closed his eyes and focused on his task, taking notice of a strange nub above her lips. When his tongue brushed over it, Talia's hips instantly arched upwards, purely by reaction. 

"Are you alright?" Elle mumbled, worried that he'd hurt her by mistake, "Do you want me to stop?"

"No! I mean, yes, just- Don't stop!"

Flattening his tongue and dragging it up over the same spot as before, he smiled to himself as Talia's muscular thighs clenched tight, threatening to crush his skull between them, but he didn't let up for a second. He could hear her whining and thrashing on the bed, and he wondered if girls climaxed the same way he had, lapping at her eagerly all the while. The answer to his internal question would come just a few minutes later, as Talia's back rose off the bed, her entire body shuddering violently. A small amount of warm liquid gushed into Elle's open mouth and against his chin, then Talia collapsed in a heap, shivering feverishly.

"So, how did I do?" Elle asked innocently, sitting up and wiping his mouth.

"I think I need to keep you hidden in my closet," Talia replied breathlessly, her chest heaving, "If anyone else finds out about that silver tongue of yours, the whole temple's going to be beating down your door..."

***
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OVER THE NEXT WEEKS, Elle saw a sudden rise in his popularity at the temple. Every girl started asking if he could give feedback on their dances, which inevitably turned into a series of tongue exercises for one, or both, of them. Even Yasmin, who was normally so polite and reserved, timidly asked for advice on her routine during one of his lessons, though she insisted nobody else find out. And while Elle realized that the priestesses were simply using him for their own gratification, he did still manage to glean useful information from both their performances and his near constant practice. From watching their routines, he found a myriad of new patterns and techniques to try in his own, and from his time spent between their thighs, he learned how to make them writhe in ecstasy. 

"Hey, you're getting a lot better," Talia remarked during his next lesson, "If you're doing this well with Yasmin, I think you're about ready to advance."

"You mean, I'll be a full fledged priestess?" Elle asked, pausing mid shimmy.

"Yeah, you'll be able to do private dances, earn some money for yourself, leave the temple whenever you want... Basically just more privileges."

Being able to contribute and earn money sounded nice, but the last part made Elle scratch his head.

"Wait, I've been restricted this whole time?" he asked, turning on his heel.

"You didn't know? All acolytes are forbidden to leave the premises until they complete their training," Talia laughed, "The new girls usually get a little stir crazy after a week or two, but if they don't have the discipline to follow the rules, we just let them go."

"Back at the orphanage, there wasn't anything to do and the food was pretty terrible," he explained, tapping a finger to his chin, "But here, I'm learning a whole lot, there's a full table at every meal, everyone's really nice... I guess I just never considered leaving."

"I suppose it's hard to pull yourself out of everyone's bed," Talia teased, chuckling when Elle's cheeks flushed pink, "Mine included."

"This is your fault, you know," Elle pouted, shoving her lightly, "If you hadn't told everyone that I was a boy, I would have just blended in with everyone else."

"I guess I just can't control these loose lips," Talia shot back, leaning over and running her tongue slowly over her top lip, "Besides, someone would have found out eventually. You're lucky it was me, and not a goody two shoes like Yasmin."

"Well, I don't think that would have made a difference..."

"No! Don't tell me-" Talia exclaimed, wrapping an arm around Elle's shoulder, "I'll keep it quiet, but it's good to know that even she has some weaknesses."

After the lesson was over, Elle returned to his quarters to rest, falling flat on the bed as the events of the past month seemed to catch up with him all at once. Staring up at the ceiling, he reflected on how lucky he'd been so far to not only find somewhere to stay, but to have the support of everyone in the temple. The orphanage wasn't the worst place in the world, certainly better than living on the streets, but people just seemed to come and go at will. Nobody cared to get to know one another; he could list the names of people he actually remembered on one hand. Even if the girls here were superficial, they were at the very least friendly with him and each other. And Talia... His heart skipped a beat whenever he thought of her, though he wasn't sure what it meant. He'd heard street performers serenading passers by with sonnets about love, was this what they were singing about?

The next day began early in the morning, with Talia arriving at his door to drag him off to the communal bath. After spending nearly an hour scrubbing and treating his skin with different soaps, he plunged his head into the water to rinse out the strange substance she'd applied the night before. Combing his fingers through his hair, he watched as the water turned deep crimson before spiraling down the drain, shaking his head reflexively to ensure it was all out. 

"Here, take a look," Talia said, handing him a polished silver mirror. Turning his head from side to side, Elle saw that his usual dark hair now held a noticeable red sheen. When he finished drying off, Talia led him to a table with some bowls and other tools laid out, sitting him on a stool.

"This is henna," she explained, dipping a pointed wooden utensil into one of the bowls of paste, "The same stuff you had in your hair. Learned it from a troupe from Indravaar, we use this sometimes to make patterns on our skin. It doesn't hurt, but I'm going to need you to keep still so you don’t mess it up."

"Alright, I'll try," Elle agreed, extending an arm and resting it on the table. There wasn't much more conversation between them as Talia carefully drew intricate lace over his wrist and up his forearm. The implement scratched slightly against his skin, but Talia's fingers holding him in place more than made up for it. 

"Are you nervous about your initiation?" Talia asked, still focused on her work, "I can feel your pulse racing."

"N-no, that's not it," Elle stammered, desperately trying to think of anything besides her touch, "I'm just... I'm not sure what's wrong."

"There's nothing to worry about, you'll do fine," she said, finishing his left arm and pulling his right arm onto the table, "Now, it's going to take a little time for the henna to set, so just don't brush it against anything for a while."

Letting his arm hang at his side, Elle remained as still as he could while Talia drew a similar pattern on his opposite wrist, biting his lip as he watched. This was hardly the first time they'd spent time together, or the most intimate they'd been, but something still felt different. The way her fingers crept up his arm, her warm breath against his skin, the scent of her perfume, it all swirled around in his head and made him feel like he'd downed a carafe of wine on an empty stomach. By the time she finished etching her design his balance was completely gone, and as he stood up to thank her, he nearly fell over onto the floor.

"Whoa, are you alright?" Talia asked, barely catching Elle and sitting him back down, "You've been acting weird all morning."

"Talia.. I..." he began, staring up at her worried face, unable to formulate the words he wanted to say, "I think I'm just hungry. I haven't eaten yet today."

"Get yourself some breakfast, then; just don't eat too much, or you'll tire out too quickly. I’ll come by to check on you in a little while."

Taking care not to rub his arms on anything, Elle made his way to the courtyard to find some food, making a small plate of nuts and dried fruit and bringing it to his room. There were still a few hours to kill until his initiation, but every time he tried to lie down to rest or go over the texts Yasmin had left him, the looming deadline overtook his thoughts. When Talia finally came to knock on his door again, his nerves were frayed beyond belief.

"Goddess, you look awful," she remarked as he opened the door, slipping inside his room, "What have you been doing?"

"Nothing, just... I don't know, pacing. Thinking," Elle said, circling around the room, "I can't seem to think straight, everything's a mess in my head."

"I know what you need. Come here, take a seat on the bed."

Following Talia, Elle sat at the edge of his bed, taking a deep breath.

"Now, just close your eyes and breathe calmly. I'll be back in just a minute."

Elle did his best to follow the instruction, but as he sat in silence, he grew more and more anxious, balling his hands into fists and humming impatiently. It had only been a few minutes since Talia had left, but something just kept eating at him, ever present in the back of his mind. 

"Okay, you can open your eyes again."

Blinking quickly, Elle opened his eyes to see Talia standing naked before him with a thin wooden pipe in her hand. Taking the flint from his night stand, she lit the candle there and held the thick end of the pipe to the flame, letting it sit for a short while before putting the opposite end to her lips. The sight and smell was familiar, as he'd seen Rami smoke many times at the orphanage, though he'd never tried it himself.

"Are you sure this is a good ide-" he began to ask, but fell silent as Talia placed a hand on the back of his neck, bringing her lips close. Holding him still, she kissed him slowly, letting the smoke gradually fill his mouth, forcing a sharp inhale with a soft bite of his bottom lip. Releasing him briefly, she took another drag as he coughed in front of her, inexperienced as he was, but when he regained his breath she embraced him once more, exhaling into his mouth and forcing the smoke into his lungs. Whether it was the effect of the hash, or Talia's soft lips against his, Elle wasn't sure, but his worries quickly faded into oblivion and all the tension left his body. Talia's weight gently pushed him to his back where she hovered just a few inches over him, taking long pulls from the pipe before feeding them to him.

"There, is that better?" she asked, placing the pipe on the stand and settling in against him.

"Yeah, this is... Thanks, Talia."

Staring up at the ceiling, Elle spent the next twenty or so minutes completely silent, listening to Talia's soft breaths and resting a hand on her back. When he felt in control of his limbs again, he began to slowly shuffle upright, stretching out like a cat before carefully stepping back onto the ground.

"Alright, I think I'm ready," he said, taking a deep breath and clapping his hands against his cheeks. 

"Here, put these on," Talia instructed, handing him an elaborate gold necklace, veil, and belt, "If you're going to be a full fledged priestess, you need to look the part. We wear these during our performances, and you're going to want to look your best for Mother Hana."

Taking the necklace, he slid it around his neck, feeling the heavy stone decoration rest against his chest. Something about it felt final, like this was a permanent step forward. Then he attached the belt, and finally the veil, clasping the ends behind his head.

"How do I look?" Elle asked, turning from side to side, "I think it all fits alright."

"Perfect," Talia replied, holding him still and planting a soft kiss on his cheek, "You're going to do great."

Taking Elle by the hand, Talia led him deep into the temple, past doors and down stairs he'd never seen before. The further they descended, the darker everything became, almost oppressively so. Even the candles along the walls seemed to struggle to stay lit, flickering weakly in the incense laden air. He could hear music floating up from below, the odd note or drum beat at first, but it grew louder as they finally reached the bottom, almost deafening. Opening the door at the foot of the stairwell, Talia pulled Elle into an expansive circular chamber, far larger than any room he'd ever seen before. In the center of it all stood the musical performers, somehow ignoring the girls dancing and swaying all around them in various states of undress. Patrons sat in a loose circle around them on elegant pillows and cushions, drinking freely and ogling the priestesses that passed their way. And at the very edges of the room were a number of heavy looking doors that appeared to lead deeper still into the belly of the temple.

"There, the door all the way in the back," Talia whispered, her lips brushing against Elle's ear, "That's Mother Hana's personal room. She's waiting for you there. Good luck."

Nudging him forward, she gave him a wave before making her way back upstairs, leaving Elle all alone in the hazy den. None of the patrons or dancers were even looking his way, but he still felt a bit of apprehension stepping forward, awkwardly slipping past them to the other side of the room. He could make out the muffled echoes of rhythmic thuds mixed with screams of pleasure from the other private chambers, but none of that was his concern. All that mattered was passing this test, and after a series of deep breaths he gave a short rap on the door.

"Come in," Hana called from the other side, and Elle pulled the ring shaped handle, sliding through the opening before it shut behind him. There he could see Mother Hana splayed out on a large bed, resting her head in her hand and eyeing him up and down. Her golden robe sat loosely on her body, just barely covering her ample chest as it threatened to slip away at any moment. The air in the room was even heavier with incense than the common area, with the scent of hash mixed in with the rose and sandalwood.

"So, from street urchin to temple priestess," she remarked, raising a thin eyebrow, "I'll be honest, I didn't think you'd last. But seeing you now, I'm pleasantly surprised. Let's not waste any time then, what are the tenets of Maeloria's teachings?"

"To spread the beauty of purity and provide a safe haven for those of chaste mind and body," Elle answered, holding his hands solemnly in front of him.

"Very good. How many rituals do we perform?"

"Twenty total. Ten for the public, seven for Maeloria herself, and three for the land."

"Who is the antithesis of Maeloria?"

"Kos, the god of war and death."

Sliding over to the edge of the bed, Mother Hana smiled warmly as she got a closer look at the boy in front of her. 

"I think we've gone over enough useless history for now," she said, letting her eyes fall to Elle's waist, "Why don't you show me what you've been learning from Talia."

Nodding silently, Elle took a moment to listen to the band outside, finding the music's rhythm and slowly joining in. Starting with a slow shimmy, he stepped forward while rolling his hips, closing the gap between himself and Mother Hana. When he reached the foot of the bed, he began to turn in gradual circles, exaggerating each movement and letting her get a good look at his contorting form. Meticulously checking off each technique in his head, he made sure to display everything in his repertoire, keeping his focus solely on Mother Hana throughout the performance. 

"Very impressive," she murmured, sliding onto the floor and circling Elle, "I can tell you're going to be a fine priestess. But there are a few more... rituals you must demonstrate."

Mother Hana towered over Elle as she placed a hand against his cheek, and all of a sudden he felt something twitch against his navel. Turning his head to the floor, he watched as the front of her robe rose upwards, with something firm and warm beneath it now pressed squarely against his midriff.

"Wait, you have a..." he began to stammer, but Hana's thumb quickly slipped between his lips.

"There are many wonderful hidden things in this world. The more you experience, the more you'll learn; and I've experienced quite a bit," she replied, pressing her digit against the boy's tongue, "Don’t concern yourself with such things right now. Show me your resolve. Show me you deserve to be one of us."

A slight tremble in Elle's knees and a gentle nudge on his shoulder was all it took, and in the next moment he was kneeling in front of Mother Hana. Her long robe fell to the ground, seemingly on its own, exposing a thick shaft nearly the length of his forearm and still swelling wider. The engorged head had a trail of clear slime already leaking from the end, and the rest visibly throbbed as it pointed directly at Elle's face.

"You want me to... lick it?" Elle asked, tentatively grabbing the shaft. It felt heavy in his hand, and was so large that he couldn't even close his fingers around it.

"I want you to do a little more than that," Hana whispered, gently stroking Elle's hair, "There's nothing to be afraid of. Every priestess before you has done the same."

Bringing his other hand up, Elle nervously rubbed the massive shaft as Hana deftly undid the clasp to his veil. Every stroke brought his face closer, until he could smell the earthy scented ooze collecting on the swollen tip. It was strange, but almost intoxicating as he breathed it in alongside the hash in the air. The soft skin of Hana’s shaft contrasted with the firm flesh that lay beneath. Feeling it twitch and pulse beneath his fingers was intimidating in a way, but even as his heart pounded in his chest he could not stop himself from working his hands along her solid member.

Without the barrier over his face, flimsy as it was, it felt as if he had no other choice but to obey the hand guiding him forward, and his lips slowly parted. Extending his tongue carefully, he touched it to the head of Mother Hana's cock, adjusting to the earthy flavor. As he swirled it around, he managed to catch a bit of the slime that had been leaking, swallowing instinctively before he even realized what he’d done. The flavor was completely unfamiliar; salty, almost acrid. It left a bitter taste on his tongue, but as his mouth flooded with saliva to wash it away, Hana’s grip on his head grew painful and the bulbous head of her shaft began to slide through his lips.

"Just relax, it won't bite," Hana said, forcing Elle's head down, "It'll be over before you know it."

The immense cock pushing past his lips forced Elle's jaw to stretch wide, flattening his tongue as it slid deeper. It was almost unbearably warm, and he could feel every pronounced throb as it belched more clear slime into the back of his throat. There it built, and built, until the reflex to swallow grew too strong and he reluctantly gulped down a mouthful of salty ooze. A wave of nausea welled up as the mixture of saliva and pre glided down Elle’s gullet, but he managed to stifle it by focusing on the task at hand, silently reminding himself why he was doing this in the first place.

Worryingly, the longer Elle remained on his knees, the more comfortable he became. He’d been apprehensive at first, but with each breath of hash and incense, each new helping of Hana’s pre on his tongue, he gradually grew accustomed to his position until the priestess no longer needed to guide his mouth along her shaft. His movements were stilted and awkward at first, but he gradually grew more comfortable until he was slurping along to the rhythm of the music outside. Whether it was due to the hash in the air or something else, he couldn't tell, but his own length began to rise beneath his skirt as he serviced the woman until it too was pointing straight ahead.

"You're doing wonderfully," Mother Hana encouraged, leaving him to his own devices but keeping her hand firmly on the back of his head, "I knew you would fit in here."

Giving a muffled groan in reply, Elle simply continued bobbing back and forth, trying to find Hana's sensitive spots like he had with the other priestesses. He noticed that when he pulled his lips back over the swollen head, her shaft would quiver in his mouth, and running his tongue along the underside exacerbated it, so he focused on those areas exclusively, stroking the remainder of her shaft all the while. As if confirming his oral investigation, it wasn’t long before Mother Hana's hold on his hair tightened, the twitching between his lips intensified, and suddenly a jet of warm liquid splashed against the back of his throat. Elle tried to pull away as his mouth was quickly filled with an even more gelatinous slime, but Hana kept him firmly in place, her nails digging into his scalp. The sheer amount made his cheeks balloon out comically, and the texture made him want to spit up immediately. Unfortunately, Hana’s grip kept his lips locked in place, forcing him to endure it for the moment. He could feel her member pulsating between his lips as it spewed four heavy doses of the stuff before it finally died down, involuntarily swallowing a fair bit of it before being released. Unable to keep the warm ooze in his mouth, and unwilling to gulp down any more, Elle fell to his hands and knees and let it spill out onto the floor, coughing violently as he tried to expel as much as possible.

"Very good," Mother Hana panted, stroking herself and wiping the last of her seed against his cheek, "But there should be no waste in the future. We aim to please, after all."

"Is that all? Am I done?" Elle asked, desperate to wash the taste from his mouth. He’d never ingested the seed of another before, nor had he ever felt the desire to, but feeling it sit in his belly now brought about a completely new type of uneasiness. 

"Done? We've just started!" Hana laughed, lifting Elle to his feet and guiding him towards the bed, "You wanted to join us as a priestess, you'll know how it feels to be one, down to the last inch."

Elle wasn't quite sure what she meant, but the message became clear as Hana pushed him onto his back and spread his legs, tossing his long skirt aside. Her shaft remained fully erect as she stood over him at the edge of the mattress, hovering threateningly, and as he watched it bob over his waist, he began to have second thoughts.

"Is- Is there anything else I can do instead?" he asked, voice quivering, "I don't... I don't think I can..."

"Oh, nonsense. You'll do just fine," Hana laughed, grabbing a jar of golden oil and pouring it slowly over her length, "Though maybe I should have instructed Talia to prepare you a bit more."

Hana took a few moments to rub the oil into her skin until her cock glistened in the candlelight before pouring some over Elle's exposed groin and bringing one hand between his legs. Completely ignoring his confused erection, she let her fingers slide down between his cheeks, carefully working the oil into his tensed hole. The very tip of her digit circled slowly, applying faint pressure and sending strange tingles throughout his waist, and Elle knew he couldn't hold out forever. Each time his ring relaxed, even slightly, Hana would gain enough ground to slip another knuckle through, until finally he was clenching around the base of her middle finger.

"It- It hurts..." Elle groaned, clutching at the bed sheets, "P-pull it out!"

"Oh, hush. This will go much faster if you would just be a good boy and relax," Hana admonished, slowly working her finger back and forth, "There, you're starting to ease up..."

Despite being coated liberally with oil, Hana's finger caused a mild burning sensation in Elle's rear as it slid through his hole, sapping all the strength from his limbs and leaving him breathless on the mattress. Even with how strange and uncomfortable it felt, however, he began to notice a new sensation each time her finger pressed a certain spot inside. Like little jolts of lightning, an odd tingle grew behind the base of his erection, traveling slowly up his shaft each time she hit home. When it finally reached the top, he half expected something to shoot out, but when he looked down at his waist, all he saw was a clear string of liquid hanging from the tip of his shaft. 

"There, I knew you'd start to feel it soon enough," Hana whispered, driving her finger deep, "Now let's complete our little ritual."

Dazed and unsure what was happening to his body, Elle didn't fight as Hana continued to play with his hole, gradually growing accustomed to the strange itch behind his shaft. After a few more minutes of preparation, she slid her digit free and grabbed him by the ankles, holding them beside his head. Still basking in the afterglow of the strange itch brought on by her prodding finger, Elle let the priestess do what she wanted. Only when he felt a new immense pressure building against his hole did he snap back to what was going on, and looking down again, Elle saw that Hana's hand had been replaced by her cock. Assisted heavily by the slick oil, the fat head was slowly stretching him out and breaking through his weakened ring. He tried to protest, to say anything, but the force of her jabs knocked the breath from his lungs. Every thrust managed to spread him open just a bit more, far wider than her finger, and his eyes rolled up in his head as Hana gradually speared him on her shaft. With just the very tip of her shaft barely past his ring, Hana maintained pressure until it finally relented, smirking when Elle let out a defeated groan and her slick cock finally sank inside.

"Don't worry, I'll be gentle," Hana cooed, holding Elle still as he swallowed inch after inch, "But goddess, you're a tight one."

Every thought in Elle's head screamed at him to fight, to escape this, but his quivering legs refused to obey. Hana's finger had been a strange new sensation, but having her shaft buried in his bowels was an entirely new level of discomfort. The girth of her cock ensured that there was no way for him to ever truly adjust, and she reached much farther than her finger ever could. There was an intense fullness in his belly as she hilted herself, and when she began to pull her hips back again, Elle appreciated the relief, even if it was only for a brief moment.

"S-stop, I can't-" Elle panted, "It's too big!"

"You really know how to flatter a girl," Hana laughed, plunging back in, "You're going to do well here."

Hana's hips rolled back and forth steadily, nearly sending Elle into convulsions as her shaft slid through his widened ring. No matter how much he squirmed or groaned, she refused to let up, keeping his legs pinned all the while. As her thrusts gradually grew more insistent, however, he started to feel the same strange tingle as before, amplified tenfold. Mingling with the pain and discomfort of her relentless sodomy, it drove him mad, making his toes curl reflexively as he was quickly overstimulated. In one moment he wanted nothing more than for this torture to end, but craved more in the next as the priestess sent shocks throughout his lower body. Hana, taking notice of Elle's reactions, changed her pace and started to drive into him with long steady strokes, taking care to angle her hips to maximize pressure on his sensitive button, and within a minute had him squirting white onto his belly as she grinned triumphantly.
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