Patheos: …Cool! Alright then! I’m cool with that if you are! You’re such a sumptuous little thing… And going for my member right off the bat—you’re a particularly brave one! I appreciate that!
Natisa: Your words are as splendiferous and encouraging as your physical magnificence is. You have my sincerest gratitude towards such frankly undeserved praise.
Patheos: Come now~ Don’t sell yourself so short! You’re—Oofh ♥ Splendid with those lips, and those silky hands! Hmmmmmm… That said— you’ve left me wondering if that’s all you can do. Natisa, my dear, if you’d allow me to sit down for a second?
Natisa: You’d need not ask me for a single thing, milord. I will heed your word without the slightest hint of refusal.
Patheos: Thaaaaat’s what I wanted to hear. ♥
[A small twinkle leaps out from a winking eye of the God that loomed over Natisa’s knelt form. Following upon his own suggestion, he gradually lowers himself towards the earth below him—His caramel quadriceps bulging and tensing underneath his perfect, blemishless flesh. Carefully setting his bunched up buttcheeks upon the soil lying in wait beneath him, he spreads himself out. Like the pearled gates of Heaven, his sinuous legs pull back open, re-unveiling that breathtaking endowment of his in all of its unrestrained splendor. A confident flip of his gilded eyes, and he leers at his current bride with a predatory little smirk, lifting up a finger to curl it in his own direction.]
Patheos: Do hurry, little lamb. ♥ It isn’t often I, Patheos, willingly put myself in this kind of compromising position! I prefer being on top after all, and—OOF!
[bookmark: _GoBack][Without so much as an uttered syllable, Natisa launches her own assault upon his swollen genitals—A hand clasping a firm, yet gentle and respective hold over that scintillating shaft—The patterns running along its sides glowing with the increasing beat of Patheos’ heart. Her eyes flutter back shut as she gently pulls herself in, mouth opened for her tongue to roll free of its interior, and take some gingerly laps at his mighty scepter. On the demigod’s end, his eyes split open in surprise—Golden irises flashing brighter with his building excitement as his mouth hung agape at this devout concubine’s ministrations.]
Patheos: I… H-Hah…! Wow! Talk about swift! And here I thought you’d raise a bit more of a fuss with tending to such an obelisk, but here you are… Fearless, and… Mmmm. ♥ VERY attentive. Once again, you’ve earned my praise, Natisa! Do be more confident in accepting it this time, and get a little more… Adventurous for me. ♥
[He might have actually been granted a worthy bride this time! She acts without hesitance, obeys without a song and dance, and acts with a frightening amount of precision that put even HIM on brief pause. Her smooth fingers glide over that arching and aching protrusion—running laps around that blood-swollen rod with a meticulous amount of care in how she moves her fingers in unison with her tongue teasing the tip of that flaring urethra—Which thusly began to leak with that salted, translucent ambrosia of the divine. A suitable reward towards all of her painstaking work to get him up to this point. Even Patheos had to brace himself, his eyes squeezing shut as his fanged maw opens to the chorus of blissful caterwauls and groans—His fingers raking into the earth below him in a desperate attempt to secure something. He wasn’t going to grab a hold of her JUST yet. He wanted her to earn her keep, and prove to him why the villagers put so much time into her. So far, she was proving herself to be more than capable of tending to his nigh insatiable needs. Not with nervous, virgin skittishness, but with a matured and collected set of skills that served to have his testicles quietly gurgle with a building amount of his heavenbound seed.]
Patheos: Oh—Ooooohh… Natisa, this is…! This is wonderful…! You’re doing so well! Truly, I am impressed! I grant you one request!
[Her lips once again retreat, much to the fleeting chagrin of the God she’s servicing. He’s truly been enraptured by that lovely mouth of hers.]
Natisa: Truly? Oh, you’ve sent my heart aflutter. If that’s so, then might I ask for one simple favor? I want to try and swallow some of it.
Patheos: Whoahoahooooold it there, Nats. Are you absolutely sure you want to try? There is a reason I don’t typically brandish this thing much anymore—It’s because most of the brides I’m sent can’t handle it! They come apart at the mental seams as soon as this thing goes near them… Now you’re telling me you think yourself brave enough to be able to hilt it in your throat?
Natisa: Forgive me. I act at your behest… However, I’m all too curious to test the limit of my acquired skills. My prowess stems from the incomparable desire and deeply instilled drive to tend to your needs, and I wish nothing more but to grant you pleasure beyond what you are used to. Please… If you would indulge me?
Patheos: Heheheh… Awwww, how can I say no to those eyes? You’ve twisted my arm, you vivacious temptress! Go ahead, put your tenacity to the test, and throat the rod of Patheos himself!

