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It was night, and Emma was returning alone from the center of the village to the monastery. The shadows of the trees twisted strangely in the thick darkness as she cautiously made her way through the forest, which seemed to have no end. The moon shone high in a cold sky dotted with silver stars.

After her parents tragically died in a car accident, Emma lived for 6 years with her aunt and uncle, who had no children. Although her life with them was very pleasant and comfortable, and although they offered to cover all the expenses of her studies, Emma already knew in advance what she would do as soon as she turned eighteen. She knew and felt it with every part of her soul.

Her heart longed for true love and purity that she could only feel by serving God.

As soon as she turned eighteen, Emma became a nun and has now lived for five years in a quiet and isolated monastery in a rural village.

She became a nun and put her life in the hands of the Lord. Her days were spent in prayer, physical work, and constant strengthening of the spirit. She was happy there. For a long time, she was happy there, and it seemed to her that she had found her peace after a long time of searching.

Still, the years passed one after the other, monotonous, submissive, silent, and Emma was still young, and no matter how hard she tried to turn a deaf ear to her heart, it still beat strong and loud.

She was only twenty-three years old, and the secluded life of isolation and celibacy was becoming more and more difficult for her.

More and more often, sinful Emma ran to the altar and fell on her knees, praying to God to drive away the dirty thoughts that came to her mind. More and more often, she had to watch over herself while showering, to prevent her from touching her soft breasts and naked body.

More and more often Emma spent her days repenting for her sinful thoughts that gave her no peace, and more and more, some insatiable fire kindled in her groin and rose along her whole body, until she felt that tickling sensation in her chest, and until the two small, pink bulges of her nipples rose under her black robe, and that familiar, warm juice trickled between her legs.

Days passed, and she became more and more inconsolable. No matter how many times she repented and begged the Lord for forgiveness and to deprive her of the terrible suffering and torment that she was experiencing, her sinful, dirty, and fiery desire grew stronger every day.

Emma didn't even dare to think about men, but when her thoughts wandered, she would quickly find herself blushing and the place between her legs growing hotter and wetter, itching and craving relief. 

Once she even touched that little pink bump with her finger and felt a pleasure like she had never felt before.

After that, she cried for hours and asked for forgiveness.

She knew that her body now belonged to God and that she had to remain undefiled.

It was already past ten in the evening, and a veil of thick, black darkness enveloped the forest. 

Emma was returning from the center of the village. The other nuns usually sent her when there was some work or obligations to be done in the village, for the monastery was quite a distance away, and young Emma was the only one of them capable of walking so long.

It was the same this time. After she finished her duties, she started her journey back to the monastery. Still, the road was long, and darkness had already fallen to a great extent as she walked through the forest alone, left to her tricky thoughts.

The forest has always awakened a kind of fear in her, but also some strange excitement. That something unknown, dark, and secret always made her feel a tickle at the bottom of her stomach.

The stars shone high above her head.

Lately, she liked being alone, away from the other nuns. More and more, she needed to separate herself. She felt dirty and sinful while staying with them. 

Solitude, on the other hand, brought her relief and freedom. Freedom, so sometimes, she could even allow herself to wander a little in her thoughts.

That's how it was now. To shorten the boring and endlessly long journey, Emma allowed herself to fantasize about the young man she had talked to in the village a while ago. The guy was young, probably her age, handsome, and stout.

He worked as a clerk in the village municipality, and the mere thought of him made her cheeks flush.

As she daydreamed, slightly dazed by the fresh night air, she thought she heard something behind the trees in front of her.

She stopped and took a good look, but there was nothing but shadows.

She continued on, her body felt a pleasant warmth, and she fantasized sweetly about the young man from the village.

She went out from the woods onto the clear path, and it seemed to her that she now clearly saw a huge shadow in front of her. 

She was too far away to make out exactly what it was.

As she got closer, the shadow took on more and more of a human form, except that it was much larger.

When she was about halfway there, Emma paused in confusion and then froze, petrified as the gaze of her blue eyes met the burning, wild-eyed gaze of the monster standing before her.

He turned to her and watched her intently as Emma felt every part of her body burn with his fiery gaze. She could see him completely clearly now.

It was a demon, probably twice the size of a man, with black skin that glowed in the cold moonlight, with twisted, black horns protruding from his head, and a fiery gaze. 

His entire body was strong and muscular. Strong and defined arms ended in clawed fists. His broad, strong chest heaved to the rhythm of his steady breathing.

Something about him was so magnetic, powerful, and intoxicating that Emma couldn't help but move closer to him. She stepped towards him to get a better look at his imposing frame, and the demon gave her a sinister smile.

-Hello Emma.

Her heart pounded hard, so hard it drowned out everything else, and his deep, piercing voice flooded every part of her body, making her skin crawl.

-Hello.

She replied timidly, unable to resist and not to be seduced by his magnetic appearance. It seemed to her as if everything she had known and believed before had suddenly fallen into the water. The words of prayer disappeared from her tongue as she felt the sweet and foul sin take over her body. As she looked into his burning eyes, she felt as if the demon was undressing her piece by piece and as if, finally, she could be completely naked in front of him.

He approached her and unbuttoned the first button of her black robe, beneath which her lush breasts, hidden, swelled to the rhythm of her shallow breathing.

- I can smell your lust. You're hiding behind that wretched robe in vain.

He weighed her once more and then undid another button. She shuddered at his words, and even more at the thought, now quite clear, that she wanted to give herself completely to him. She looked at his face, incredibly beautiful, and muscular body that completely covered her with its shadow, and felt how the heat, stronger than ever before, spread throughout her.

-Who are you?

She asked him, encouraged by the rush of excitement she was feeling.

- I am your master, even though you stubbornly refuse to admit it. Your fertile, little, wet womb belongs to me, and tonight I will fill it with my seed. I came to take you tonight, Emma, because you know that deep down, you are mine.

His words and his voice made her whole skin tingle in bursts of heat. Her heart was beating faster and faster. She refused to believe his words. 

She served God. She was clean. She was good. She was unblemished. She couldn't be a demon's slave.

-That's not true.

She answered decisively.

-But you know it is.

The demon's eyes glowed with an even stronger fervor. With a flick of his hand, he lustily unbuttoned her entire robe, and now her pale body was standing naked in front of him. She felt ashamed of her nakedness, but at the same time, she was pleased by the demon's lustful gaze that left invisible, fiery seals all over her.

- You want me. I can feel it.

He ran his black fingers over the smooth skin of her navel. The powerful, long horns that extended from his head seemed even bigger, illuminated by the bright moonlight. The forest was peaceful. The whole world seemed to stop. Everything boiled down to this one moment where Emma's heart beat faster and faster, enchanted and possessed by the evil demon's presence. His fingers then slid deftly over the skin of her warm, hot thighs. She felt the warm juices seeping from her hidden place, and it began to throb harder and harder, almost unbearable.

-Let me show you.

The demon smiled with his glistening, sharp teeth. He brought his face closer to hers so she could feel his hot breath. She wrapped her arms around him, touching the rough, black skin. She felt his lips touch her neck and chest. She trembled with excitement as she clung to his twisted, big horns.

Everything about that night was predestined for sin, unholy and lewd. Even the silent forest and the bright moonlight, as well as the fragrant flowers on the path beside the road, seemed lustful and lewd. 

His rough and hot skin was now against her body, and she could feel his weight as he wrapped her tighter in his embrace. An insatiable hunger washed over her as she shuddered and pressed closer to him. They lay down on the grass, and she could clearly see his beautiful, black face under the clear, starry sky. 

His hands were all over her body, touching her shamelessly.

Now she knew only one thing: that she must satisfy her arising hunger.

She spread her legs and let the demon penetrate her deeply. She was
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