What followed Jake’s 69ing with that pierced bat that had greeted him at the door was some of the rawest sex that he had ever experienced on a Halloween before. He had ended up on Rob's bed in his room, posters up above showed some sort of blue robot face with a caption reading “If God did not exist, it would be necessary to invent him.” Rob must have noticed him staring at that poster above the bed, because as he straddled up onto the cat's body he turned his gaze upwards.“Yeah, my parents have always been big into organized religion, so I figured... hey, if I don't follow the practice and occasionally bring stuff home from college that spits all over their precious idea of making deals with magic men, it'll piss them off.” The cat did not get a chance to look at the rest of the room as Rob turned around and quickly began to back his ass up towards his face, his intentions more than clear with every few inches that he closed in. “Ready for another treat, cat?”
“Y-yeahmmmmph.” With barely any warning at all, the bat brought his ass up and then pushed it back down on top of him, smothering his face in firm but squishable rear that the cat immediately pressed his fingers into, began to grip and squeeze like they were stress balls, making the bat shudder and laugh as he positioned himself, rocking his hips back and forth around on him. He was enveloped in that warmth now, purring as he brought his tongue gradually between those cheeks, pushing in when the time felt right, trying to press against that button with half-lidded eyes. Jake did not so much position Rob's ass dead-center against his face so much as grip and squeeze at him as if using a joystick, pressing his fingers on one side when he needed it to pull further to the center and then squishing on the other to counteract. The bat seemed fixated on bouncing around those cheeks for a bit before eventually getting the message, and between the two of them they eventually found the right angle for Jake to press in further and just...
“N-nnnnfh...!” Rob must have thought that he had already pushed in considering that moan. Jake laughed to himself, waited a bit as his tongue held to that pucker, and then began to drive it in, feeling the flesh around him beginning to curl in as the bat's body tightened up in response to that wetness pressing in. He would not go too hard on that rear, not at first, even if it was tempting to get in just to feel more of the way that the chiroptera's body was already beginning to grip down on his tongue. “J-Jake, wow... g-gonna need your phone nnnh...!” The bat trailed off into a grunt as he pushed another time into that asshole, a small little insertion that made Rob startle in such a cute way. Oh, if he was going to be visiting his family again sometime soon for the holidays, he was definitely getting it...  
Once the cat had put forth that second push and given himself a little more ground, he began to lightly tap his tongue up against the top of that passage, hands helping Rob to steady himself and stay seated on his mouth as he lightly prodded in there. He could feel the bat desperately trying not to wiggle again, laughing, shuffling around, and... Jake murmured and snorted out a laugh of his own as he heard the bat groan as there was a pffh, pfffh, phhslck, shhlck, shlck, shhlck from above him. He was going to make himself jizz before he got his full tongue in there... The bat seemed to like the texture of that organ pressing against his sensitive places. It was to the point that, as he started to swirl it around, Rob was starting to actively push himself further down onto his tongue with a gasp, adding more inches to himself as Jake reached up and grasped him by the thigh, helping him to go down as far as he wanted, practically gyring his way in as the bat breathed out and gripped around him even as he pushed himself down. Jake helped him keep pushing... pushing... throbbing a little bit himself as he realized that, with that “A-aaaauuuhhh!” the bat was making himself go all the way down towards his face. He stopped pulling for a moment, only to feel a paw press against his cock as if to tell him otherwise, and then quickly began to keep on bringing him further downwards as that shhlck, shkclkSHLCKSLCK grew in his ears, followed by a huffed breath as the pressure around his tongue only grew. Soon, it got to the point where there was increasingly less room to roll his tongue, and he began to let himself be nothing more than a straight wet tapered pleasure source within the bat's rear, starting to flick back and forth again as he extended his tongue out as far as he could go and felt Rob beginning to lightly bump up against his face, breathing heavily as he planted both hands next to himself momentarily. Jake, at first, thought that he was trying to brace himself and try to slow down.
He needed to learn that the bat was not interested in taking things that slowly. Soon, he was beginning to push his rear back up against him again, and again, urging and rolling that ass back, making Jake's tongue push up against his walls with a deeper gasp as he continued to lightly press his pads up against the cat's shaft, making him continue to stiffen up until he was rock solid again. He must have known that Jake was going to lap him even harder if he was horny... and soon, the feline was beginning to throw caution to the wind as the bat rode and pressed against his face and began to curl his tongue up as best as he could, taking a big lick against those innards and feeling the resulting desperate little squeak that came from the bat as he tensed up, froze... yielded a bit more of that control. His claws dug in a bit into that soft thigh flesh as Jake realized that the chiroptera was a little more weak to having his asshole eaten than he might have let on. If that was the case, well...
Jake could absolutely work with that. Despite Rob's attempts to try and take back control, to grind his cheeks up against his face, the cat was more than ready to capitalize on the way that he was starting to tense up and stop moving as he was teased. He began to curl his tongue and roll it like he was lapping at an ice cream cone, dragging down against that passage before making it rise and pull back. Then, he repeated the motion, heard the bat gasp out sharply, felt him grip both feet around his cock as if to at least tell him to keep doing that. Good, he was not going to stop. More than that... he started to rock and pull his head backwards, making sure that his organ was curling back as far as it could go and then pushing inwards enough to strain those walls a little, to press into where the curvature tightened down too much for him to go further. He kept on reaching forwards and touching it with his tongue, doing it again and again, not letting a little thing like Rob clenching down on him stop him, only slow him down...
Such an overwhelming focus on that sensitive tailhole could not be held out against forever. Considering that Rob had already been pretty stiff when he had sat down on Jake's face, the cat could easily sense what was coming as he began to tighten up further and stiffen in place on him, as stock still as a trembling statue. “J-Jake, you... y-yooooouh...” That voice was getting deeper as it merged with a moan as Jake continued to frantically roll and push his tongue up inside of that folded and tight tunnel. Before he knew it, that voice was starting to heighten as the bat pushed down hard and squeezed like he was trying to immobilize his organ completely. “A-aaaaaaaAAAAAAAAH-”
The bat gave a powerful screech that pealed so high that Jake could quickly no longer hear it as his member began to shoot across the feline's belly, coating the fur with a load that seemed practically just as voluminous as the last orgasm that he had felt pulsing down his throat. It splattered across his belly in a way that Jake could feel scattered slightly, droplets of warmth spreading out from the hot trails that were being laid out over him. Heat layered onto heat and gave him the vaguest feeling like he was some kind of cinnamon bun being prepared to be consumed, touching down at the farthest point around his pelvis and continuing to spread outwards, pooling on him even as the earlier cumblasts across his body started to dry down and the arc of every pulsed strand started to land closer and closer to Jake's chest. Eventually, with a breath, Rob's cream started to only lightly dribble down off of his tensed length as he let himself sag onto the cat's face and utterly pillow him. “Mmmmmh...” Rob began to lightly grind his ass back against the cat's face again, even as he continued to dribble out. “Gimme a bit, and I'm going to ride your dick until you see stars.” Somehow, he was still... He was still ready to go?! The night progressed on as they moved to the next exciting shared pleasure. More oral, fingering, and anal… all of it in that two hour limit that Rob had given him.
By the time that the collegiate bat excused himself to go pick up his brother from that birthday party, the cat was a cumstreaked mess on those covers, eyes rolled into his head and mind obliterated. He was still lightly playing with himself when a pair of hands grasped him by the shoulders and another pair placed a strangely chemical-smelling cloth in front of his head. The exhaustion that had been lingering after that bout of rampant, wild sex overtook him quickly as the world went dark… Jake woke up to several things all at once. One, he was not on Rob’s bed, but the dirt ground. 
Two, he would have had morning wood, but it was still night and the full moon was high up in the air. 
Three, something was in his ass and thrusting with a “HRRRRRHNH! HRRRRNH! HRRRRNH!” in a way that made Jake’s cheeks blush as he became quickly aware of the mixture of pleasure and discomfort that dumped on his waking mind and washed the exhaustion out of his head like a bucket of water, lust-tinged water. He clenched and huffed, the cock that was shoved into him was massive, heavy, practically resisted his attempt to squeeze down on it and even slow it down. All that did was work a confused and started “H-hhhhuhhhnnnh…” out of his mouth. Four, there were several naked figures around him with several brands on their inner thighs and torches that were bright enough to turn the evening a shade of orange-resting-under-blue. Each and every one of them were chanting in a language that he could not understand. The black-striped grey feline started trying to crawl away, doing his best to try and move across the white chalk-marked ground, only to have a large bony claw come down and pin him by the shoulders and neck down to the floor while what looked like a goat skull with a fireball inside of its maw bent down in front of him. The flames inside of its eyeholes somehow stared directly at him, its mouth opening as it let out a rasping, rattling laugh. 
“Ahhhhahahahahahhahahah!” The horns that pushed out of its head were made entirely out of what looked like a shaped flame that curled up and over the back of its denuded head, dripping what looked like lava onto short shaggy fur that was stretched across a muscular pair of shoulders. That heavy dick inside of him jolted forwards at the same time that that head did.
Jake screamed and clawed at the ground, started kicking around as two of the naked figures in front of him came closer, practically mirroring the laughter that the goat-skull thing had just given out, pointing knives at his face. “Honey, the offering awoke!” They looked familiar, even if he had never… wait… “Our son sure knows how to choose them, doesn’t he?” The red hair on her. The thicker eyebrows on him…
Their black fur. “Not pure enough to avoid falling into the trap, just pure enough that He of Twisting will accept him! Robbie’s hedonism still serves, even if he won’t!” She cackled loudly as she pressed the knife up against his face, that… thing grasping Jake by the hips and hiking his ass up before continuing to thrust. “This is your last bedding on Earth, kitty cat, and you can enjoy it or spend it without a tongue, He of Twisting is not picky.”
“N-nnnnh…” He looked around in a panic and tried to ignore the fact that the demon-beast somehow knew exactly the right way to fuck him, how he liked to be pinned down like this, how he liked to be entered raw and fucked hard. Somehow that was not the part of this that he hated. If it was anything other than a monster fucking him raw right now, he might have actually wanted it to keep going on… “Y-you…” He struggled to get the words out as it continued to stretch his hole like he was its cocksock, able to hear its breathing as it looked over him. “You have to do something, y-you can’t just stand there and let your friends do this to me!”
This time, the entire group surrounding him joined in with the monster’s laugh, although he could pick out a touch of guttural arousal in its tone that made itself more apparent in the heavy “Hnnnnnrh…” that it let out once it was done cackling at his attempt to appeal to empathy that clearly no longer existed in their hearts. “Tired of your mewling now.” She looked back to her husband. “You mind wrenching that jaw open for me?”
As the other bat walked forwards and twisted his knife in a sideways angle, Jake let out a started gasp at the same time the goat demon thrust in hard enough to make him feel like the skull-headed lover was trying to make its dick fully arch inside of his backside as it stuffed itself up to the hilt. “Nno!”, he frantically yelped, fear and arousal pushing through him. “No no, I’ll… hhhhnfhh…” Jake could feel the heavy shaft urging at his walls with every throb that pulsed through it. “I’ll be good, sorry, sorry…”
“Oh, you better.” She pulled the blade up to her chest and lightly rolled the edge against her areola with a soft grunt, not enough to cut her but enough that he could see the flesh lightly pressing down against its weight. “He of Twisting likes to see its sacrifices climax before it takes their souls.” Jake’s eyes widened. It was going to do what now?! “Hahah, hey, I don’t think he realized he has a soul!”
It was starting to get to be a bit hard to focus on what they were saying as that demon continued to pound into his rear, battering against his nerves and making his body fill with panicked excitement, adrenaline and arousal mixing as he felt the subtle discomforting ache of his hole being stretched wide and then relaxing over and over again with every hard thrust. “Pure enough to be a sacrifice means pure enough that that soul gets in the way of dragging you to its domain,” the male half of that duo stated. It was like it was trying to drive him into the dirt, bury him horizontally as it rested its weight on him and continued to drive hard into his backside. “It has to devour it, pull it into the furnace within itself.” He had been stripped nude too at this point, dick allowed to pre over and again the geometric pattern that had been drawn underneath him, impossible to understand it from this perspective. “Then it can do what it does best. It can twist.” He felt so hard already… it did not help that every push reintroduced him to how thick and weighty the monster’s cock was, how he felt like it was a struggle for it to sheathe the whole thing in him and yet it was pushing to do so anyways, socketing itself in him hard enough that each of its thrusts was making a SPLCKSPLCKSPLCKSPLCK as its hips impacted hard against its rear. “It’ll feast once you start climaxing, I suppose because your soul tastes better in the throes of lust. Isn't that right?” It almost felt like every push was starting to loosen him up deep inside of his body, like the goat-demon was trying to stretch those innermost parts of him, like it wanted to nestle in there and was making room. Why did Jake have an image in his head of himself kneading at a pillow before bedtime?
“Right as always!” He… there had to be some way out of this, even if his body was betraying him by making this feel so good, even the feeling of that weight pressing down on him thrilling in the worst way while he felt those impacts settle deep inside of him. Jake’s eyes rolled up into his head as he gave a deep moan… and then pushed it higher as the creature grasped into his shoulder and pushed him back against its length. M-maybe… maybe if… it was so hard to think at this point as the creature planted its dick into him and ground in hard. Something hot, as hot as an electric blanket, pushed against his cheek while a guttural voice murmured in his ear, followed by another press into him that made his hard-on pulse out precum hard enough to splatter against his belly as the demon continued to grind him into the dirt. Maybe if he moaned out loud enough, someone would hear him to come and rescue him? The cat pressed back against that shaft and let out a desperate, strained cry as he felt his walls being stretched out by that throbbing dick leaking heat into him, molten without being burning, arching a little bit against the monster on top of him as he forced himself to take the pleasure full brunt. It was enough to make him really feel the friction of his walls, knowing only that he was being fucked and it felt right, attempting to grip as hard as they can on that shaft, dragging across it, sliding over that length as it surged out as if to rebuke it, to hold it open. It was easy to forget what was awaiting him like this while getting wrapped up in those sensations, groaning desperately, even as the surrounding attendants chanted louder, raised their torches higher in the sky as if to drown him out, to bury him under the moment…
Soon, as he felt fuzzy balls the size of grapefruits colliding against his own, one of those longfingered hands reached up and filled him into a powerful kiss that smothered all the noise coming from him as much as it smothered the moisture in his throat and mouth, immediately giving him a cottony feeling in his maw as he was forced to kiss a literal tongue of flame. It was fluid, ethereal, enveloped his own tongue without burning it… and he just ended up wanting more. He had to focus, but… but his legs were clenching tighter around that dick, making that log being put into him feel even fuller as it was slammed between his cheeks. If Jake did not do something, he was going to lose his fucking soul, but… but this felt fantastic…
Soon, he was making out with it as that claw kept him pressed up against that maw, legs spreading and then gripping down to let the demon in as deep as possible and then lock down onto him, squeeze as much as he could, something thumping around in his head about somehow outlasting the demon and milking it into exhaustion… which was only an excuse, he knew, to just squeeze harder on that shaft. There was no way for him to outfuck an entity that did this on the regular, and if he did it would probably just get pissed with him. It… it was not slowing down despite the grip he was giving it, that resistance, and as it socketed itself deep inside of him he could feel his own shaft twitching desperately as his excitement continued to build within him, now tangible, now a full-on need that weighed on his mind.
In its own way, that building orgasm on its way terrified Jake. The consequences were right in his face and all he was focused on was… his fingers twitched as he told himself not to grab his dick, even as he brought one of his hands down to his inner thigh and began to grip and squeeze at it in a compromise or bit of restraint that he knew was not going to last for much longer. The growing urge to grasp at his dick and absolutely pump the intense urge he had to completion was starting to make his thoughts teeter, he… he just had to get away, right? It was going to eat his soul, he… the cat shined as the monster desperately tongued at him with that ghostly organ and planted that much more substantial one inside him up to the base again, making his thoughts burst as he reached down, grasped his rod and began jacking it almost as fast as the creature was pounding his ass raw. “I love it when they break!”, the father bat cackled out as Jake pumped desperately and squeezed down on the beast, knowing that he just had to get away once he climaxed, it would not be expecting him to be able to think, and now that he had given in it just felt so good, more, it was grasping him tighter as he kept on stroking, more, he was overwhelmed by the scenario more he felt amazing as every press into him blasted more pleasure through his body more pleasure built on pleasure within him, cascaded through him like hot flowing lava he needed more to fill him, that pre flowing through him, he was not done, holy fuck he wanted this demon to fill him up with more cum, more dick, more…!
It started to rise inside of him, pushing out towards his shaft, surging out of him in a way that rocked his body, pleasure rising, tensing up on that length as it hugged him close, and then… Then, Jake could feel himself starting to spurt out as he gave a desperate and relieved moan in his throat, that first cum rope leaving a back blast of mind-melting excitement through him even as that spectral tongue pushed down further into him, slithered down his throat so easily as it rooted around within him while the next splurt of cum washed out of him, and then the next, eyes fluttering as he was impailed on that dick… Soon, the organ coiled, and every pulse of his length was accompanied by a loud ULPH from the goat-beast as a glowing blue light began to coalesce within his stomach, enlarging and pulling upwards with every ULPH. He was starting to feel… weird, floaty, like he was already feeling that post-but exhaustion settling in even if he was still… ULPH. That last cumshot had been a little stronger, a little more intense, but there was this woozy, giggly, drunk feeling in the feline’s head that was catching his attention as… ULPH. There was something weighty and yet not at all heavy starting to pull up against his chest, almost getting stuck there. Kind of annoying, he wanted it to… n-nnnnh… his climax spilled out of him undistracted, making him shiver and momentarily pulling him away from the feeling of that tongue dragging something out of him as he wriggled on He of Twisting’s dick. ULPH, ULPH, GLLLLMRPH…! The outline of something frantically squirming rose out from Jake’s throat flesh as the light followed it, the goat demon pulling away to reveal a spectral form of the cat, screaming and crying frantically as it was devoured down his throat to the cheering of the surrounding attendants. Jake just watched with an incredibly spacey feeling in his brain as his dick drooled down its length, while it tilted its head back swallowed. The silently screaming blue and transparent cat shot his hands out against the sides of the skull's mouth, only to disappear down that gullet as the flame tongue dragged it in, bulging its throat out and rolling down towards its stomach, disappearing under its chest…
There was a momentary lancing agony that spread all across Jake’s body as he gritted his teeth, like he had just been shoved into a fire… but then it fade, and suddenly, suddenly he was fine. More than fine. The cat had a dreamy look on his face as he stared up to the monster. He felt really nice right now. Wordlessly, it told him they were going as if pushing the knowledge into his head by sheer thought, and then it grabbed him, and he happily let himself evaporate painlessly into a pillar of dissipating flames with it.
For the next century, He of Twisting used Jake as a cockwarmer, turned his lap into its seat, made him suck down gallons of molten cum… He did not sleep in the caverns. He did not eat, except when the goat demon jizzed that physical weighty lava fluid down his throat. Jake did not feel pain except when the demon fucked him enough where he started to crave it. The feline knew nothing in its empty head but the joy of service and the mindless bliss of no longer having an animating spark as it was gradually changed on the inside. The flame melded away what was in him and replaced it with itself so that the cat could not exist without it. With a snap of its fingers, Jake began to appear and disappear, making existence that much more disorienting as it became more spirit than physical being. Eventually, a white-hot collar with a glowing orange chain was fastened to its neck, which was fastened to He of Twisting’s arms as that flame cum began to drool out of Jake’s mouth, its eyes eventually being replaced with flickering coronas that pulled up from his gaze like raging candle fire. When He of Twisting prowled the depths of the infernal landscape, Jake followed in that collar, hissing at all unfortunates that passed by like the other sacrifices the goat demon had been given and now stumbled and prowled around its sides like a living carpet of a cape. The cat was now simply a bound accessory to one of many of its facets, an incredibly passive plaything and one of many that decorated it when it brought itself together and roamed those torturous and scorchingly hot realms.
Jake was fine with that, though. He of Twisting told it what to do, and thanks to the demon, it was perfectly comfortable amidst flames and heat. Without a soul, eternity just seemed like moments that came and went, came and went, came down its throat and went to collect another mortal, came down its throat and went to collect another mortal, came down its throat and went to collect another mortal, came and went, came and went, came and…
