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Content Notes

This story contains descriptions of themes and explicit sexual acts some people may be uncomfortable with. Please refer to the following list if you are unsure about whether this story is for you:





  	religious violence

  	religious trauma

  	abuse of power

  	mentions of PTSD

  	suicidal ideation

  	mentions of generational trauma

  	mentions of animal death

  	mentioned death of humans (mostly family)

  	implied animal cruelty

  	cosmic horror elements

  	mentions of war

  	mentions of cannibalism

  	mentions of interrogation and incarceration

  	guilt

  	heat and dehydration

  	(subtle) torture

  	murder

  	graphic descriptions of wounds and gore

  	non-consensual touching (non-sexual)

  	fear as an instrument of power

  	mental breakdown

  	manipulation and gaslighting

  	threats

  	rage

  	grief

  	(romantic) obsession

  	non-consensual degradation (non-sexual)

  	non-consensual pain (non-sexual)

  	consensual pain (sexual)

  	(mild) body horror

  	sadism/masochism

  	scratching and biting

  	bruises

  	wound licking

  	nausea

  	dehumanization and humiliation

  	body worship

  	mentions of dismemberment, blinding and removal of the tongue

  	hair pulling

  	teasing

  	tentacles

  	oral sex (on human genitalia)

  	rimming

  	face-sitting

  	anal penetration (by human genitalia and tentacles)

  	CBT

  	(light) urethral stimulation

  	cum retention

  	multiple orgasms

  	belly bulge

  	crying/sobbing

  	gags and collars

  	blood

  	facial

  	consumption of sweat, blood, and cum

  









»Like one that on a lonesome road

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And having once turn'd round, walks on,

And turns no more his head;

Because he knows a frightful fiend

Doth close behind him tread.« 




Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 1798 — The Rime Of The Ancient Mariner



  
Wolves Among Sheep

Drops of rain met the yellow, thinning foliage of late autumn trees, pattered down on tiled or thatched roofs, and moistened the ever-breathing earth. Water always swept up forgotten smells and saturated the air with wafts of wet stone, decaying nature and thirsty life, making it heavy and thick, refreshing but still hard to inhale.

Its presence also tended to muffle sounds, or at least confine them to their little islands of intimate proximity. The grey of dusking autumn and dawning winter muted anything that had dared to keep some color. It sucked any saturation out of what had once burned with the vibrancy of life.

Luther had always been a friend of the doze shortly before the few remaining leaves died and the last animal curled up in its burrow. It was the closest thing to peace before death, and since death had been his profession for a long time, he had learned to cherish the stillness that came with it and the way it had obscured his obsessions and fragmented sufferings for a while.

Most of the time, he had been the only person wandering the streets in such weather or far worse, another carcass, or bag full of bones on his shoulders, collecting what he could before heading to the almost-shelter of tired trees in order to find a place soft enough to dig a grave or, more precisely, set up a banquet for insects, worms and scavengers; to feed the very earth that satiated the townsfolk's hunger by carrying their crops, cattle, and game.

Times changed.

He was no longer a carrier of death and sustenance, and on this day he was also not alone. Slowly drenching in the cold bites that sometimes brought with them a tinge of acid or poison or whatever else the world tried to wash from its breath, he stood and stared as fabric began clinging to his skin and his hair clumped into a heavy layer on his forehead, his cheeks, and his neck under the Sinner's hood. It was hard to breathe through wet linen when its fibres had thickened with water, especially when the air was just as heavy with moisture.

Additionally, the shirt covering his chest did its best to squeeze any air out of his lungs with its tightening embrace. There was a lot more to hide these days—suspicious bruises and scratches that could not be created by use of cane or discipline. Marks he was not allowed to carry with the same pride he could his branding or collar.

It was sin. And it was not his own.

Directly in front of him, just as soaked but far less bothered by it, stood the man he served and adored, elegant even in the least flattering of circumstances. Father Nicholas, an anchor to a community that swarmed to him like moths to a flame. Standing like a pillar in the town square, he seemed to burn especially bright, but not with the kindness that usually lent his cold body an aura of warmth.

The people filled the streets, wrapped their coats tighter around their shivering bodies, and whispered and mumbled words that were soon swept away and percolated through layers of cobblestone and soil.

Something felt wrong.

There was a sense of impending doom, like a bitter stench or foul taste, varnishing nasal mucosa and palate, setting as a burning sensation in the back of the throat.

Father Nicholas, in all his sublime grace and confidence, seemed nervous.

No, not nervous.

Afraid.

Luther had watched every movement, every shift of expression, every little irregularity in the priest's demeanour for fifteen years—fifteen years that had seen catastrophes and challenges of all kinds—but not once had he witnessed honest, bone-chilling fear. It was cloaked in an unwavering posture and covered with masks, sure, but he could read the signs.

Maybe he was the only one.

Hopefully, he was.

The paved and well-used street leading out of town was dressed in shrouds of mist, which had barely faded since morning. It carried shadows and hoofbeats that crystallized agonizingly slowly into a coach drawn by blue roans. An old woman mumbled something about sercenian cold-bloods, but Luther did not know a lot about horses aside from the fact that they were useful when alive and especially heavy when dead.

And dead they looked. Not their muscular bodies or their soaked hair, for both were as alive as they could be, but their eyes had a strange quality to them. Pale marbles in grey-framed sockets, lacking anything that went beyond bare bodily function. Healthy horses, as far as Luther's experience went, displayed a certain amount of personality. Even the oldest and stupidest of its kind had traits beyond movement and a beating heart that marked it as a living creature, but the geldings harnessed to the coach were so devoid of character it was unsettling.

They seemed… broken, somehow.

Living dead things.

The coach itself was, although worn and scratched in places, an impressive sight. It was ornate with metal crowns and carved curlicues, and painted black and gold. The foggy windows showed nothing but the heavy folds of crimson velvet.

Luther moved closer to his master's side, disconcerted by his apparent discomfort. Father Nicholas turned his head, side-eyed the subtle approach of the collared Sinner. There was no reprimand. Instead, there was encouragement: a slight twitch of pale lips painted with unspoken words. It beckoned him closer, just a little.

The wind almost carried it away, the half-murmur-half-whisper, the urging undertones of imminent danger: »No matter what happens: Do not show him that you are afraid.«

Luther gulped, but he did not shrink back from the shadows and the sounds and the approach of the coach that now gradually came to a halt.

The coachwoman was tall and angular, with a face chiseled from a stone called discipline, and she looked at the gathering with blatant disinterest as she climbed down from the box.

Light caught in
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