The Temple of So’eli and G’ti
By Mattspew

Servi stood reluctantly at the tall entrance in front of him, curiousity blended with hesitance as he looked over the dark purple swirls that adorned the portal. Though the goat was excited to enter, having heard from a good source that this temple would contain something that would appeal to him, he found himself apprehensive at the last moment. This could be due to the bias of his source, as they were easily excited by things of this nature, though he felt it was because he was slightly out of his element. 

However, as he stood on the steps leading inside, the sun’s hot rays beating on his soft, wooden mask and hearing the bustle of the city around him, he admitted to himself that it would be much more comfortable indoors. He held his breathe and grasped the ornate door handle and opened it, the sandles on his cloven feet flopping quietly as he snuck inside.

The foyer was small in width and length, contrasting with the height of the doorway, though it was as well decorated as the exterior. Sculpted wood curved over the walls and the ceiling with a violet hue. The shadows were only broken up by the occasional white accent and window, and the pale candles that decorated the entrance hall with an unnatural luminescence, flickering only subtly in reaction. The sound of soft ambient music played through hidden speakers, and though there was no receptionist, there was a tablet affixed to a short booth in the middle of the room, which Servi assumed was for signing in. He walked to the tablet, signed his name and time of arrival, and submitted the entry. 

The difference between the outside city and the walls of this temple was palpable and strange. Servi expected as much, given the eccentricities described in the rumors about this new establishment, and he was excited to see what was true and what was conjecture.

Across the main entrance was another door that mirrored the entry, and the goat approached it cautiously. On the other side, he could feel a low hum, broken off by the occassional yelp. It seemed like activities were already underway; Servi had planned to arrive before morning activity was present. He felt his pair of shafts tensing slightly, their foreskins tightening subtly as he imagined what was on the other side. With a hint of embarrassed apprehension, he enters through the second set of doors.

Upon entering, his senses were bombarded with a variety of stimuli, with the most notable being visual. The room was a huge auditorium, similar in aesthetic to the entrance, but on a much larger scale. Servi did not expect such a grandiose chamber from such an unassuming entrance, even with its eccentric decor. All around him were people of different shapes and sizes, the acolytes of this place presumably, performing acts of a sexual nature upon each other. Everything from fellatio to reproductive intercourse was occuring, some positioned on furniture and some not, and Servi deduced that he was definitely in the right place. 

However, his contact within the temple was not easily seen. The goat looked over the mounds of flesh that surrounded him in the gargantuan chamber, but could not see the tell of his friends blue and white appearance. Unsure of where exactly he should start, he takes a few careful steps forward, his sandals squelching against the floor covered with biological fluids, though he noticed there was very little semen.

He walked with determination, while keeping an eye on his steps around the orgies that stood in his way, not wanting to interrupt. Seeing that everyone was distracted, and probably wouldn’t mind his call, he cried out “Wetnip? Where are you?”

To his left, he heard a modulated reply in a cheery tone, “You’ve finally arrived!” 

Servi turned to face its source, rolling his eyes slightly at what he saw. A bipedal being with a spherical head, sky blue and off-white and adorned in a mask not too dissimilar from his own, sat on one of the many benches that lined the hall. He was in the middle, with a small assortment of persons of varied sex enclosed around him, each taking their turn molesting the package that he held. This was definitely the android designated Wetnip.

The goat approached, cautiously stepping in between the piles of orgiastic pleasure, saying “Your directions were wrong, and I actually got here a few minutes ago.” When he was less than a yard away from his robotic friend, he added “Besides, it’d be hard to find anyone in here. This place is a lot more packed than I thought it would be.”

“That’s partially my responsibility!” Wetnip beeped with a proud signal, “Ever since I started handling So’eli’s social media, lots of people have been coming here!”

Servi notices the open space on the bench next to the robot and those around him, one of the few open spots in the room, and takes it upon himself to sit. As his bare bottom collides with the painted metal of his seat and his cocks rise as he watches the group play with his friend, he says “I’m still waiting for an explanation as to why I’m here. Though your offer definitely intrigues me, I have to wonder what exactly the point of all this is.”

“Oh, yeah, sure.” Wetnip responds half-heartedly, distracted by the more organic beings worshipping his dripping hose. He manages to squeak out “I was just letting my buds play with me while I was waiting for you. It is a bit difficult to stop them once they’ve started though.” Servi looked down at the robots friends, and they did look quite enamored with the pouring pre and the synthetic penis that it poured out of.

“Wetnip,” Servi said with a bit of subdued, but still noticably anxious excitement, “you know that I came here for a reason; I want to learn about this place. I can’t do that when you’re distracting people with your preseminal stream.”

Wetnip released a digital sigh, and after petting one or two of his fans heads, began to push them away. Amid soft wails of disappointment, he says “Don’t worry, I just gotta show my buddy around a bit, then I’ll be right back!” as he rises from the bench. Servi rises as well, and as Wetnip began to navigate through the droves of humping followers around them, followed in suit.

“Where do we start?” Said the goat, shadowing the robot closely.

“We should probably start at the start.” He made a simulated chuckle, and explained “I’m taking you to see So’eli.”

“He’s the one who started all of this, right?”

“Well, half of it. This place is ran by him and his partner, G‘ti. So’eli is the one that got me into this, though.” He takes a moment to wave at someone on a nearby bench as they passed, and continues “So’eli likes to meet with all of the new recruits though. You’ll be meeting G‘ti later today.”

Eventually, they reach a door on the side of the chamber. On each door read a sign with the deity’s name upon it, scribed in a bold, creamy font. Wetnip clasped the ornate metal handle, and held it open with his three-pronged hand, inviting Servi inside. As the goat passes, Wetnip leans forward a bit, smearing Servi’s thigh with a good helping of his pre-ejaculate.

So’eli’s office contrasted greatly with the auditorium they left, though it kept the color selection. It was circular, with various phallic and yonic imagery decorating the room. In the center was a low table with a single sheet of paper and an ink pen upon it, surrounded by floor pillows. There was, however, no one inside of the room that they could see.

Servi raised one of his brows in confusion, and inquired “You did tell him that I was coming today, right?”

“Dude,” Wetnip answered casually, closing the door behind the goat, “the guy’s practically a divine being. I did tell them, but they probably already knew before I did.”

Suddenly, there was a warmth that enveloped the room, a bead of sweat forming on Servi’s temple. A disembodied voice filled the room with a commading tenor, “I remembered when you reminded me as well, Wetnip.” 

Servi turned around to see if this voice came in through the doors behind him, finding no one but the plucky robot. When he turns again, his vision is filled with a lavender iris.

He jumps back a bit in shock, not expecting the sudden appearance, gasping loudly as he tried to explain what he saw. Above the table was a dark violet orb, which held within it an eye that stared directly at Servi, blinking with understanding. It was suspended in the air, scanning the goats appearance from his short horns and long ears, down to the sandals pre-coated sandals on his feet. A moment passes, and the sphere says with its all-encompassing vocalizing “It is a pleasure to finally meet you, Servi. Our mutual friend has told me a lot about you.”

Still attempting to recover from the sudden appearance of the powerful creature, Servi replies “I-I’ve heard a lot about you too.”

“Oh, really?” So’eli’s eyelids squinted in amusement, and comments “Obviously not too much, given Wetnip’s predilection to distraction.”

Wetnip appeared to be masturbating his half-hard faucet to one of the sculptures affixed to the curved wall, and retorted “I wanted to keep him interested with lots of suspense. He’s into that.”

Servi scoffs, slowly becoming more comfortable. “No, I’m not.” 

“But regardless, you are here now, and I am certain that you have many questions.” The eye hovers down to the side of the table, floating about half a meter above one of the floor pillows. “But first, please sit.”

Servi cleared his throat with a subtle bleat, and moved down to the table, sitting on his knees atop the pillow. The sheet of paper slowly moved across the surface of the table, with the pen following it, until is sat still in front of the goat.

So’eli, once Servi had settled down, began with saying “Now, as I’m sure you are aware, this establishment was created to study the orgasm, and creating the perfect ejaculation. We have found several practices that we utilize to attempt to find that point, mostly involving activities such as edging, to create build-up that could lead to such an extraordinary action. When one removes pleasure from sexual activity, the orgasm is much more natural, and one of the ways we try to achieve that is with as much sexual activity as is safely possible.”

Servi nods, and inquires “It seems that the attendants here don’t seem to have much of a problem with that.”

So’eli chuckles, his disembodied voice audibly pleased, “Quite so. While the rituals they perform are quite erotic, we feel that ejaculation should require more effort, and more precision, to make an experience that is long-lasting and more potent.” The iris and pupil move towards the sheet of paper, and he continues “And, this brings us to your involvement.”

Servi glanced over to Wetnip, who was creating a small puddle in front of the statue. Servi turns his gaze back to the floating eye, and pointing at the robot, says “They said that you are interested in the reproductive sciences as well as the metaphysical aspect; I believe I could bring a lot to the table.”

“I know you could. You have already displayed some skill in magical enhancement; it is quite difficult to not notice your diphallia.”

Servi glanced down at his shafts, each still semi-hard, and says bashfully “That was the result of a botched experiment. Though, I admit, they are nice to have around.”

“Botched or not,” So’eli stated, “they display that you do have talent for genitalia manipulation, which is something that we have a place for here.”

The goat pondered for a moment, and asked “Just what exactly would you need from me?”

“We require resources in order to achieve our goals. One of these resources is our selection of talented researchers, from alchemists to sexologists, who bring us closer to finding a way to achieve the perfect orgasm.” He squints happily, and continues “As a researcher here, you would have access to your own laboratory, reliable resources, and a supply of eager subjects willing to test whatever methods you concoct.”

“Sounds ideal.” Servi looked over the paper, which appeared to only have a line for a signature.

“You will also be receiving a monthly stipend, elevated on account of your skill, will be more than enough for you to provide for yourself during your employment here.”

Servi thought to himself, many of these thoughts wondering if this was legitimate. He had heard good things about the temple, though he was sure most of this hearsay was just rumor, but the benefits seemed to be quite inticing. There were also not many jobs available to him that would allow to be around such arousing imagery as often as this.

Servi picked up the pen and scrawled his cursive signature on the paper in front of him, and said “I am interested.”

The orb wobbled with visible pleasure. “Glorious!” After Servi places the pen down on the table, the paper flew upward, accompanying So’eli as he moved towards the door of the office. “Now, if you will please follow me, we shall bring you to G’ti so he can evaluate you himself. While I handle logistics and resources for the temple, he leads the research team.”

Wetnip turned his back from the statue he was pleasing himself with, and with his staff at full mast, opens the door for So’eli to float through. After he exited his office, the robot faced Servi, who rose quickly from the table. “This is a lot stranger than you described.” He says in a hushed tone.

“Do you like it?” He says with a synthetic chuckle, his pre squirting at Servi’s legs as the goat passed.

Servi responds, looking into the fake eyes adorning Wetnip’s dome, “Of course I do.”

During their meeting, the amount of people inside of the temple’s main chamber had increased drastically. It surprised Servi, given the relatively new reputation of the location, but the entire chamber was echoing with moans and damp with the scent of sex. So’eli didn’t seem to pay any mind to it, but Wetnip was rotating his spherical head this way and that, wanting to see everything that was going on around him. Servi himself was not immune to the sight, as evidenced by the two standing erections flopping between his hips and each other as he walked.

Once they had moved to the wall opposite of the entrance, Wetnip jumped ahead of Servi and So’eli and opened up a door courteously. On this set of doors was painted the words ‘Initiation Room.’ The sphere entered, but when Servi was about to follow, Wetnip grabbed at the goats shoulder, saying with a sultry, though digitized chuckle, “I’ll be out here waiting for ya. I have some more pre to get out.” 

“All right, then.” Servi grinned and reached down with one of his hands to softly flick the robots dripping cock as he walked past him. “Have fun!”

Before the door closed behind him, Servi heard Wetnip reply “You know I will!”

Ahead of the goat was a corridor that differed from the rest of the building, as the hints of white were replaced with shades of red. The same unusually bright candles made the violet and crimson paint seem much more intense, with the walls being only disrupted by the dark doors that lined the hall. As they walked, Servi could smell incense and a deep droning that seemed to echo through his head, both growing more intense as he walks further in.

After a blink, Servi’s eyes widened as he saw So’eli in a different form; It was so sudden a transformation, that it made him jump. He suddenly had a body, one that walked with flamboyance on his two legs, with two arms swaying around his lavender, pear shaped physique. Between his legs, Servi could not look away, as the creature had sprouted a rather hefty set of masculine genitalia.

“I am sorry,” So’eli apologized, “I use my other form for transportation. This is what I really look like.“ Servi had secretly hoped that their spherical self was not their only form. After all, they were described by many as deities, and it would have been odd for such biologically focused beings to be without a penis.

They approached the end of the corridor, which opened to a room of odd architecture. It was large, but was shaped with diagonal creases, forming a tall pyramid. At its apex was a glowing red light, shining bright over the room’s inhabitant as they walked into the chamber.

In its center was another being similar to So’eli, sporting a more toned and muscular body, contorting his legs around each other in a meditative position. His head was a triangle pointing downward, a light slit stretched across his face, with a dark lavender body. He floated above a white mat, his edged head facing directly towards the arriving pair. The being’s large genitals drooped from underneath their crotch, freely hanging as he levitated. Seated at each side of him were two hooded figures, their attire a dark red and obscuring, with a vulpine snout poking one cowl and the other with a mass of tentacles drooping forth. Both sat in a similar pose, with their erections facing up towards the floating man.

“G’ti,” So’eli interjected above the droning, “Servi has come to be briefed.”

The line on the meditating being split into two lines connected at their ends, revealing a single two-dimensional eye that spread across his face. This eye looks towards Servi, and a voice deeper than So’eli proclaimed “It is good to meet you, Servi.”

Servi was at a loss for words at the surreal sight, but managed to bleat out “Likewise, G’ti. This is quite an unique temple you and your partner have.”

“It was quite an undertaking, remodeling it.” The droning ceased, and the triangled man unfolded his legs to stand, approaching Servi with an open palm extended. “But we found the building at a great price.”

Servi took the deity’s hand, shaking it briefly before admitting “I was actually talking about its concept. I haven’t encountered many groups that practice the things you do here.” When their palms parted, G’ti turned around and walked back into the center of the room. After he was submerged in the red neon light above him, he beckons the goat closer. “That being said, I like what you’re doing here.”

As Servi approaches, his spherical partner approached from behind Servi, and with a chipper tone, said “All that is left is the initiation.”

Servi’s hair stood up slightly, and he asked “What exactly does the initiation entail?”

G’ti ran his hand down Servi’s bare, fluffy chest, his fingers trailing down towards the goats navel. “We wish to personally see how long you can last before ejaculating.”

So’eli placed his hand on Servi’s bottom, softly groping his cheek under his fluffy tail. “This is done with all of our new members.”

Servi could feel both of his cocks eager response, his foreskins tight around his shafts. He was eager for this, but he was unaware of just how much until now. “I suppose we should get that taken care of then.

“Glad you agree.” The triangular deity placed a hand on one of the goats cocks, softly massaging along the underside of his shaft. His other hand did the same to the other. He comments “I don’t see many cases of diphallia that look as expertly done as these. They do not have the energy of something that is natural.”

“Well, you see-”

“He says it was a side effect of an experiment,” So’eli placed another hand on Servi’s rear, using his thumbs to spread apart his butt, revealing his anus to the warm, sweet air, “but it seems too well done to be an accident.”

Servi chuckled nervously, unsure of how to respond in the midst of this molesting. All that he can do is release a few gasps and sighs, subtly rocking his pelvis against G’ti’s rubbing fingers. He rests his forehead against the lavender chest in front of him, breathing heavily into his skin, feeling So’eli’s probing fingers travel further underneath the goats tail.

“Does this please you?” G’ti asked, his grip on Servi’s pair of lengths tightening, making his large balls flop forward and back against his thighs. 

Just as he was about to answer, he feels a finger graze across his sphincter, and So’eli released a short giggle as he felt Servi tighten. He whimpers out “Yes, it does.” 

So’eli’s digit continued to rub against the smaller goats asshole, and with each thrust Servi made into G’ti’s firm hands, that finger pressed further against him, threatening to insert itself inside. Judging by Servi’s squirming against it, So’eli knew that he was eager to feel it.

Servi glanced away from the deities, seeing the hooded cephalapod and canine using their hands to manipulate themselves at the sight, their groins pouring pre. Servi, in comparison, only had a few drops leak out of his pair of foreskins. He felt only slightly inadequate, but the pair of deities servicing him from both sides gave him encouragement as he held onto G’ti’s waist, pushing and pulling away and against their soft skin.

Having teased his rear end enough, So’eli slips a finger inside of the goat, pushing downwards against the prospective researcher’s prostate, making him bleat loudly against G’ti. His muscles contract tightly around the digit, but Servi pushed against it, letting the round being penetrate deeper into him. So’eli comments “Usually takes a bit more effort to get in there. You’re pretty well practiced in sexual activity?”

Servi is barely able to respond after the shock of feeling the presence within him, but replies shakily “Y-yes. Wetnip has helped on occasion.”

“He is one of our most devout acolytes,”  G’ti keeps his hands on Servi’s shafts as he kneels down, rotating his palms around them, watching each foreskin wrap and stretch over each of his glans with his eye, “though I do wonder about his motivations.”

Servi chuckles, his legs spreading to become more comfortable and letting the divine creatures continue to explore his groin. “Robots can be tricky like that.”

So’eli sneakily shoved another finger into Servi’s ass, stretching his anus as the deity presses more firmly against the goats prostate. The goat releases a loud gasp, his knees buckling as he filled his rear end fill. The fingerer chuckles, spreading his digits to stretch the goats tailhole further. “You have a very nice posterior. Many of your subjects will want to sample it.” Servi couldn’t help but imagine how this would play out, seeing the results of his research filling his ass with their fluids. 

This turned out to be too much for him to bear. Within a minute of the comment, he felt his urethra flex, with two copious servings of his cum spraying out of his shafts. It coats G’ti’s relentless hands with his thick seed, and splatters against his triangular face.

G’ti continues to masturbate Servi as he flows freely, his fallen semen creating a sizable puddle between the three of them. As the caprine’s seed dripped down along the deities face, he says “Quite a high level of production for such a small creature.”

“I-” Servi stutters, bathing in the afterglow as he tries to respond between each spurt of his essence, “It was the result of a more successful experiment.”

“And easily testable, it seems.” So’eli smirks playfully as he feels Servi’s anal muscles clench with each spurt of cum before slipping them out. “We’ll have to work on your ability to hold back.”

After Servi’s flow ends with the last of his cum leaking from his hooded tip, he replies “If it means anything, that was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had.”

G’ti rises from his kneeling pose, the semen dropping from the edges of his head. Servi noticed that while he was still very flaccid, there was quite a bit of presemen steadily falling from his glans. “If your work goes well here, there will be many more to be had, and of greater quality.”

So’eli rises as well, giving a playful slap to one of the goats butt cheeks. “I assume you are still interested in the position then?”

“Yes, of course I am!” Servi replied with eager zeal.

Both of the gods chuckled, though G’ti’s was more subdued. The triangular god said “Then you may start tomorrow. For now, though, feel free to acquaint yourself with the surroundings, and pick any of the free labs down the hall you came through.”

Servi was indeed eager to begin his research, but as G’ti approached the middle of the room to levitate and meditate, the goats eyes traveled to the fox and octopus in their crimson rodes, who still sat patiently on both sides of the room, sitting in their own puddles of pre.

“May I borrow these two?” He asks the floating man.

As the droning began to rise in volume again, G’ti said “Yes.”

Servi waved at them just as So’eli added “Have fun!” and with only their erections poking out from their robes, he led the pair of dark, pantsless figures back down the hall. After finding a room with no plaque attached to it, he enters, claiming it as his own. Just as he was about to enter with his pair of followers, he expected Wetnip to appear out of nowhere, but he also suspected that he was off in the auditorium having his own fun, and opened the door to see what he had to work with.

The small chamber was brightly lit, as the candles that adorned the rest of the building replaced with halogen lights, ensuring that very few shadows could hang in each corner. The room was fitted with a flat bed for test subjects and a desk with a selection of alchemical tools and organic ingredients, along with some vials of numerous liquids with labels on them. He approaches the counter, grabbing one of these vials and swirling its odd opalescent hue around in its container.

He breaks eye contact with the vial to look over the two figures he brought with him. He says, an excited glimmer in his eyes, “Let’s get to it, then.”
