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Nara was only vaguely familiar with the monastery in the hills outside town. She’d heard about it, of course. It was inhabited by those dedicating themselves to some god or the other who blessed them with holy power in exchange for vows of silence. In general they were rarely seen unless they came down to trade their herbs, or offer healing services.
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The vow of silence had one exception.
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If an alpha became a monk, he was released from that vow - but only during rut. 
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Nara recognized the monk the moment he stepped through the door. The plain, hooded robe gave him away—thick brown wool, rough-spun, tied at the waist with a simple cord. Bare feet, in order to not be separated from the earth.
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He didn’t speak. Of course he didn’t. Not until his rut allowed it. The madam had said she was to treat him as respectfully as she could - to be the shore upon which he crashed. Not to tease him too much, but to remind him that she was there to serve his needs.
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She waited, naked already, lounging on her legs parted lazily to expose the scent of her heat to him. He froze when it hit him—half-step, breath caught, a slow tremble spreading through his shoulders. Then he exhaled, one long, reverent breath, and she saw the shift take hold.
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He lowered his hood.
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Underneath: a man carved from restraint. Taut cheekbones, dark eyes, lips held tight like every sound was a danger. He stepped closer—slow, deliberate, almost afraid.. His cock strained against his robe, already hard, already leaking. He didn’t try to hide it at all.
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“You can speak,” she whispered, voice heavy with her own ache. “Your vow is eased during rut, isn’t it?”
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He flinched, like her voice cracked something inside. Then his lips parted. And from them came a single, ruined word showing all the discomfort of his situation and the silence he almost never broke.
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“Please.”
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He dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed, palms bracing himself as he breathed in her scent like incense. His face hovered over her dripping pussy, close enough to feel the heat, and when he stood again he was nearly weeping.

––––––––
[image: ]


“I want–”
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“I’m here,” Nara said soothingly, and on seeing the guilt all over his face added, “I see you need me. Use me.”
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“It is–a sin,” he ground out. “To be unable to master my urges.”
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“It is no sin,” she went on in her gentle tone, “The gods have given you this, and it is no sin to ease the need their gift has given you.”

––––––––
[image: ]


The monk’s robes were discarded quickly. His body was lithe and coiled with strength, tanned with the look of one who has spent a lifetime tending a garden. But he was trembling—barely leashed. He climbed over her, cock brushing her soaked cunt, and then he paused, forehead to hers, panting.
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“I fast. I bleed. I flagellate. I pray. Nothing—nothing—kills the rut,” he rasped.
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Then he pushed in and gave a gasp almost like a sob.
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Her cunt stretched around him, wet and ready, and the moan that ripped from his throat sounded like it had been locked behind years of silence. He thrust once, twice, then lost control—hips slamming into hers with punishing force, every movement wet and obscene.
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“God...” he groaned, teeth clenched. “Forgive me...”
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She kissed him, tasted him, and when they parted her he had to look down into her eyes as her cunt milked his cock. “There’s nothing to forgive. You need this. Say it, there is nothing wrong with that.”
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“I need this,” he groaned, voice rising as he fucked her harder. “I need to lose myself in you. I need your womanhood, your scent—I need it.”
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Pleasure rose in her gut, but there was a sudden stop before she could even approach her own climax.
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He came with a roar—his knot swelling, locking him inside, cock twitching as hot cum filled her. He trembled above her, half-sobbing, chanting broken prayers against her neck, every word filthier than the last.
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She felt the pulsing heat of him still locked inside her—his knot slowly deflating, his breath ragged against her throat. But despite the satisfaction this had obviously given him, his cock was still hardening again, twitching inside her. Thickening even as his eyes squeezed shut
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