
        
            
                
            
        

    
Part 1: The Approach

The church stood like a stone sentinel against the darkening sky, its stained glass windows glowing with the last light of day. I hesitated at the bottom of the worn steps, my heart hammering against my ribs. It had been months since my last confession—since before my twentieth birthday three weeks ago—and the weight of my accumulated sins felt almost physical, a pressure building inside me that needed release.

The heavy wooden doors creaked as I pushed them open, the sound echoing in the empty nave. The smell hit me immediately—incense, old wood, and candle wax, a combination that always transported me back to my childhood, kneeling beside my mother in the hard pews. But I wasn't a child anymore, and the sins I carried weren't childish either.

My footsteps echoed on the stone floor as I approached the confessional booth. A small electronic sign beside it glowed red with the word "OCCUPIED," so I settled into a pew to wait, nervously rubbing my sweaty palms against my jeans. I hadn't expected anyone else to be here on a Wednesday evening.

As I waited, I tried to organize my thoughts, to prepare the litany of transgressions I needed to unburden. The parties. The drinking. The parade of willing bodies in my college dorm room. The things I'd done with them—and had them do to me. Heat crawled up my neck at the memories, inappropriate for this sacred space but impossible to suppress.

The confessional door opened, and an elderly man emerged, head bowed, shuffling toward the exit without looking at me. The sign switched from "OCCUPIED" to "AVAILABLE," and I rose on unsteady legs.

I'd heard rumors that the parish had a new priestess—unusual for our traditionally conservative diocese, but part of some progressive initiative from the bishop. I hadn't seen her yet, having avoided church since her arrival. Now, as I approached the confessional, I wondered what she would be like. Probably stern and middle-aged, with sensible shoes and a disapproving frown for young men with my particular catalog of sins.

The confessional booth was dimly lit, the worn velvet kneeler a deeper burgundy in the shadows. I closed the door behind me, sealing myself in the small space that smelled of wood polish and the lingering cologne of the previous penitent. The screen between me and the priest's side slid open, revealing only a shadowy outline through the decorative lattice.

"Bless me, Father, for I have sinned," I began automatically, then stopped, embarrassed. "I mean, Mother. Sister? I'm sorry, I don't know the proper address."

A soft laugh came from the other side, melodic and unexpectedly young. "Priestess is fine, though most people just call me Mother Teresa. Not to be confused with the saint, of course."

Her voice was warm honey, nothing like the stern tones I'd expected. Low, with a slight rasp that suggested either smoking or singing.

"How long has it been since your last confession?" she prompted when I remained silent too long.

"Six months," I admitted. "Maybe seven."

"And what brings you here today?"

I swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how close she was—just inches away through the screen. "I've... I've strayed from the path. Significantly."

"That's why we're all here," she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "Tell me about these strays."

Something about her tone, the intimate darkness of the booth, the anonymity of the screen between us—it all conspired to loosen my tongue. Before I knew it, I was confessing everything. The girl from my Economics class bent over my desk while my roommate was in class. The twins I'd met at a bar who'd taken turns riding me in the back of their father's SUV. The married woman from my summer job who'd taught me how to use my tongue in ways that made her scream.

Each confession spilled out more explicit than the last, details I hadn't intended to share tumbling from my lips—the taste of the first girl, the sounds the twins made when they came, the way the married woman's thighs had trembled against my ears.

I should have been mortified, but something about the priestess's silence, punctuated only by her increasingly audible breathing, encouraged me to continue. I confessed fantasies as well as acts—the things I'd imagined doing to my female professors, to the barista at the campus coffee shop, even to the daughter of my parents' friends who'd just turned eighteen.

When I finally fell silent, the confessional booth seemed smaller, warmer. I could hear the priestess breathing on the other side of the screen, slightly faster than normal.

"Those are... significant transgressions," she said finally, her honey voice thicker somehow. "Tell me, do you truly repent of these sins?"

I hesitated, knowing I should say yes but unable to lie in this sacred space. "I regret that they're considered sins," I said finally. "But I can't honestly say I regret the acts themselves. They felt... good. Natural."

Another silence, longer this time. Then, "I appreciate your honesty. That's rare in the confessional."

Something rustled on her side of the booth, fabric moving against fabric. "Usually, I would assign prayers for penance, but I sense that wouldn't address the root of your... situation."

I leaned closer to the screen, trying to see her more clearly through the lattice. "What would you suggest, Priestess?"

"I think," she said, her voice dropping even lower, "that this requires a more direct intervention. A more personal counseling approach."

The screen slid fully open, no longer obscuring her face, and I found myself staring at the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen in clerical attire. She couldn't have been more than thirty, with large brown eyes framed by dark lashes, full lips painted a subtle pink, and chestnut hair escaping from beneath her short veil. The white collar at her throat stood in stark contrast to the smooth olive skin of her neck.

"Step out of the booth," she instructed, her eyes never leaving mine. "And meet me by the altar. I think we need to address your confession more thoroughly."

I nodded, speechless, as she slid the screen closed. Through the lattice, I watched her shadowy form rise and exit her side of the booth.

With trembling fingers, I opened my door and stepped out into the church, which now seemed entirely empty except for the two of us. The priestess stood by the altar steps, the dying light from the stained glass windows casting rainbow patterns across her black cassock.

As I approached her, I realized two things simultaneously: she was even more beautiful up close, and I was unmistakably, inappropriately aroused by the whole situation.

"Come," she said, turning toward a small door beside the altar. "We'll continue your penance in my office."

I followed, drawn by her voice, her scent—something clean and floral with an undercurrent of musk—and the gentle sway of her cassock as she walked. The door led to a narrow corridor and then to another door marked simply "Priestess."

She opened it and gestured for me to enter. "After you," she said, and as I passed her, I caught a glimpse of her eyes. They were dilated, dark with what I was stunned to recognize as desire.

The office door closed behind us with a soft click that sounded, to my heightened senses, like the turning of a lock.

Part 2: The Office

Priestess Teresa's office was not what I expected. Instead of the spartan, functional space I'd imagined, it was almost luxurious—dark wooden bookshelves lined with ancient-looking leather-bound tomes, a plush oriental rug covering most of the stone floor, and a large antique desk with an ornate wooden chair behind it. A small leather couch sat against one wall, flanked by floor lamps that cast a warm, intimate glow across the room.

"Please, sit," she said, gesturing toward the couch as she closed the door firmly behind us.

I sank into the soft leather, my pulse racing as she moved not to the desk chair but to a cabinet in the corner. She opened it to reveal a small collection of liquor bottles.

"I find that sometimes confession flows more easily with a little... lubrication," she said, selecting a crystal decanter of amber liquid. "Scotch?"

I nodded, unable to take my eyes off her as she poured two generous glasses and handed one to me. Our fingers brushed during the exchange, and the contact sent electricity racing up my arm.

She didn't sit behind her desk as I'd expected but joined me on the couch, leaving barely a foot of space between us. Up close, her scent was intoxicating—something floral but with an underlying musk that seemed at odds with her religious attire.

"Your confession was... unusually detailed," she said, taking a sip of her scotch. The liquid left a slight sheen on her full lips that caught the light. "Most people speak in generalities. 'I had impure thoughts.' 'I committed adultery.' But you..." Her eyes met mine over the rim of her glass. "You painted quite the vivid picture."

Heat crawled up my neck. "I'm sorry if I was too explicit, Priestess. I didn't mean to—"

"No," she cut me off, her free hand moving to rest lightly on my knee. "Don't apologize. The confessional is for absolute truth. I'm simply... impressed by your candor."

Her hand remained on my knee, a warm weight that seemed to burn through my jeans. I took a large swallow of scotch, welcoming the burning sensation as it traveled down my throat.

"I have to confess something to you in return," she said, her voice dropping to that honeyed rasp that had first caught my attention. "I'm relatively new to the priesthood. I was ordained just eighteen months ago."

She set her glass down on a small side table and removed her veil, releasing a cascade of chestnut hair that fell just past her shoulders. The transformation was immediate—without the veil, she looked less like a priestess and more like a beautiful woman in a somewhat costume-like black outfit.

"Before joining the church, I led a... different kind of life," she continued. "I was studying psychology, specializing in human sexuality. I thought I understood desire, temptation, the human need for connection." Her fingers flexed slightly against my knee. "But then I had a calling. Or what I thought was a calling."

She picked up her glass again and finished the scotch in one smooth swallow. "The truth is, I joined the church to escape myself. To impose external discipline on desires I couldn't seem to control on my own."

My mouth had gone dry despite the scotch. "What kind of desires?" I managed to ask.

Her eyes met mine, dark and serious. "The kind I've never acted on. The kind that make your confessed sins seem almost innocent by comparison."

She took the glass from my hand and set it aside, then shifted closer on the couch until our thighs were pressed together. "I've taken vows of chastity," she said, her voice barely above a whisper now. "I've never been with a man. Or anyone. But listening to you in there..."

Her hand moved higher on my thigh, and I fought to control my breathing. This couldn't be happening. Not with a priestess. Not in a church.

"Your words painted such vivid pictures," she continued. "The things you described doing... having done to you... I could see them all in my mind. Feel them, almost."

Her face was inches from mine now, her breath warm against my lips, scented with scotch and something sweeter. "Tell me," she whispered, "the part about the twins again. In detail. What did it feel like to have them both?"

I swallowed hard, torn between shock at what was happening and an overwhelming surge of desire. "They were identical," I began, my voice rough. "Blonde, with these perfect small breasts and tight bodies from years of gymnastics."

Priestess Teresa's breathing quickened noticeably, her pupils dilating as I spoke. Her hand slid higher on my thigh, now just inches from the growing hardness that strained against my jeans.

"The first one, Jade, she straddled me in the backseat. She was so wet already that she slid right down onto me in one movement. So tight and hot around me that I nearly came right then."

"And the other one?" Teresa prompted, her lips now so close to mine that I could feel the words as much as hear them.

"Amber. She was watching at first, touching herself. Then she got impatient. She climbed into the car and straddled my face. I'd never done that before—had someone ride my face while I was inside someone else. It was..."

"Show me," Teresa whispered, and then her lips were on mine.

The kiss was hesitant for just a moment, as if some final thread of restraint was snapping, and then it turned hungry, desperate. Her lips parted, and her tongue sought mine, tentative at first and then bolder, exploring. For someone who claimed to be a virgin, she kissed like she'd spent years studying the art.

I reached for her, my hands finding her waist through the thick material of her cassock. She was smaller than I'd realized, her waist narrow beneath the shapeless religious garment. She made a small sound into my mouth—part gasp, part moan—when my hands tightened on her.

Then, abruptly, she pulled back, her breathing ragged. "This is wrong," she said, but her hands remained on my shoulders, her body still pressed against mine.

"Do you want me to leave?" I asked, my own breathing no steadier than hers.

She bit her lower lip, her internal conflict evident on her face. Then she stood, smoothing down her cassock with trembling hands.

"No," she said finally. "But we can't do this here. Not in the church itself."

For a moment, I thought she meant to end whatever this was, to send me away with an assignment of Hail Marys and a warning to curb my lustful ways. Then she walked to her desk and picked up a small set of keys.

"There's a small apartment connected to the church," she said. "For visiting clergy. No one's using it right now." She met my eyes, challenge and desire mingling in her gaze. "Would you like to continue your... confession there?"

I stood, adjusting myself in my jeans, making no attempt to hide my arousal. "Lead the way, Priestess."

She approached me again, rising on her toes to speak directly into my ear. "There's a side door. Go out that way and walk around to the small red door at the back of the church complex. Wait for me there." Her breath was hot against my skin. "I'll need a few minutes to... prepare."

Her teeth grazed my earlobe, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my groin. "And when I join you," she whispered, "I don't want to be called Priestess anymore. My name is Teresa."

She pressed the key into my palm, her fingers lingering on mine. "Don't make me wait too long," she said, before stepping back and gesturing toward the door.

As I slipped out into the darkening evening, the cool air did nothing to calm the fire burning in my blood. I looked back at the church, its stained glass windows now dark, and wondered at the unexpected turn my confession had taken.

The small red door waited at the back of the church complex, just as Teresa had described. I unlocked it with shaking fingers and stepped into a small, simply furnished apartment.

And then I waited, my sins still unabsolved but new ones already taking shape in my mind.

Part 3: The Apartment

The visiting clergy apartment was small but comfortable—a combined living room and kitchenette, a tiny bathroom visible through a partially open door, and what I assumed was a bedroom behind a closed door at the far end. The furnishings were modest but not austere: a comfortable-looking sofa, a small dining table with two chairs, a few religious prints on the walls. A crucifix hung above the sofa, the carved figure of Christ staring down at me with wooden eyes that seemed to follow my movements.

I paced the small space, anxiety and arousal battling for dominance in my body. What the hell was I doing? This wasn't just some girl from a bar or a classmate looking for a hookup. This was a priestess. In a church. If anyone found out...

The sound of a key in the lock froze me in place. The door opened, and Teresa slipped in, quickly closing and locking it behind her. She'd removed her clerical collar, and the top buttons of her black cassock were undone, revealing the hollow of her throat and a hint of collarbone. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, slightly tousled as if she'd been running her fingers through it nervously.

"You're still here," she said, and I couldn't tell if it was relief or surprise in her voice.

"Did you think I'd leave?"

She shrugged one shoulder, a surprisingly girlish gesture at odds with her religious attire. "I wouldn't have blamed you. This is... complicated."

I took a step toward her, closing some of the distance between us. "Do you want me to go?"

Her eyes met mine, dark and conflicted. "No," she said finally. "But I need you to understand something. I've never... I wasn't lying about that."

"About being a virgin?"

She nodded, a slight flush coloring her cheeks. "I've had opportunities, of course. Before I took my vows. But something always held me back." She took a deep breath. "And since becoming a priestess, I've tried to honor my commitment to chastity. I really have."

The rawness in her voice touched something in me. "What changed?"

She took a small step closer to me. "Your confession. The way you described everything—not just the physical acts, but the pleasure, the connection. It awakened something I've been trying to suppress." Another step closer. "All my life, I've been the good girl. The one who follows the rules. The one who denies herself."

Now she was close enough that I could smell her perfume again, that intoxicating mix of floral and musk. "Tonight, I don't want to be good anymore," she whispered.

I closed the remaining distance between us, my hands finding her waist through the thick fabric of her cassock. "Are you sure about this?" I asked, giving her one last chance to back away, to preserve her vows.

Her answer was to rise on her toes and press her lips to mine. This kiss was different from the one in her office—less desperate, more purposeful. Her lips moved against mine with a surprising confidence, and when her tongue slipped into my mouth, it felt like a deliberate claiming.

My hands tightened on her waist as the kiss deepened, pulling her closer until her body was flush against mine. Even through the layers of her cassock, I could feel the heat of her, the curve of her breasts pressing against my chest. She made a small sound in the back of her throat, half sigh, half moan, and the sound sent blood rushing to my already hard cock.

When we finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, she rested her forehead against my chest. "I don't really know what I'm doing," she admitted, her voice muffled against my shirt. "Just what I've read about. Fantasized about."

I tilted her chin up, making her meet my eyes. "We can take it slow," I said. "Or we can stop altogether."

Something flashed in her eyes—determination, maybe, or defiance. "No. I've made my choice." She stepped back and, with steady hands, began unbuttoning her cassock. "I want to know what it feels like. All of it. Everything you described in your confession."

The cassock parted to reveal a simple white slip underneath. She shrugged the black garment off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor around her feet. Without the shapeless religious uniform, her body was a revelation—curved in all the right places, her waist narrow, her hips flaring gently, her breasts high and full beneath the thin material of the slip.

"Your turn," she said, her voice steadier than I would have expected.

I pulled my t-shirt over my head, revealing the chest and abs I'd worked hard for in the campus gym. Teresa's eyes widened slightly, and her tongue darted out to wet her lips as she looked at me.

"Can I..." she began, then seemed to gather her courage. "Can I touch you?"

I nodded, and she stepped forward, placing her palms flat against my chest. Her touch was tentative at first, then more curious as she explored the contours of my muscles, the sparse hair on my chest, the way my skin jumped when her fingers brushed over my nipples.

"You're so warm," she murmured, her hands trailing down to my stomach, tracing the definition of my abs. Her fingers hesitated at the waistband of my jeans, and she looked up at me, a question in her eyes.

In answer, I reached for the hem of her slip. "May I?"

She nodded, raising her arms to allow me to pull the garment up and over her head. Underneath, she wore simple white cotton underwear—utilitarian rather than sexy, but somehow all the more arousing for its innocence. Her breasts were fuller than I'd expected, straining against the plain white bra.

"You're beautiful," I said, and she flushed, the color spreading from her cheeks down her neck to her chest.

"I've never been naked in front of anyone before," she admitted. "Not as an adult."

I reached behind her, finding the clasp of her bra. "We can keep the lights off, if you'd be more comfortable."

She shook her head. "No. I want to see everything. I want to remember everything."

The bra came loose in my hands, and I slowly drew it down her arms, revealing her breasts. They were perfect—full and round, with dusky pink nipples that had already hardened into tight peaks. I couldn't help myself; I cupped one in my palm, feeling its weight, testing its firmness.

Teresa gasped at the contact, her eyes fluttering closed. "That feels... different than when I touch myself," she whispered.

The image of her touching herself—this priestess, this virgin, exploring her own body in secret—nearly undid me. I brushed my thumb across her nipple, and she shuddered, her hands grabbing my shoulders for support.

"The bedroom," she said, her voice throaty. "Please."

She led me by the hand to the small bedroom—just a double bed, a nightstand, and a dresser. A small lamp cast a warm glow over the simple space. Teresa turned to face me, her chest rising and falling rapidly with her quickened breathing.

"I want everything," she said. "But..." she hesitated. "I'm afraid it will hurt."

I stroked her cheek, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "We'll go slow. And we can stop anytime you want."

She nodded, then reached for the button of my jeans. "Show me," she said. "I want to see what you look like."

I let her unbutton and unzip my jeans, lifting my hips to help her slide them down my legs. I kicked them aside, standing before her in just my boxers, my erection obvious beneath the thin fabric.

Teresa's eyes were fixed on the bulge, a mixture of fascination and apprehension on her face. Slowly, she reached out and placed her palm against it, her touch light but deliberate.

"It's so hard," she marveled. "But I can feel it pulse. Like it has its own heartbeat."

Her innocent observation, combined with the pressure of her hand, made me throb against her palm. She smiled at the reaction, more confident now. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my boxers, and she looked up at me for permission.

"Are you sure?" I asked again.

Her answer was to pull the boxers down, freeing my cock to spring up against my stomach. Her eyes widened, and for a moment I feared she'd changed her mind at the sight of me fully aroused.

"Can I touch it?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Please," I managed, my own voice rough with need.

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft tentatively, exploring its length, its girth. Her touch was unpracticed but exquisite in its curiosity, each new discovery—the sensitivity of the head, the ridge along the underside, the way the skin moved slightly with her strokes—bringing new expressions of wonder to her face.

"It's softer than I expected," she said, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the drop of precum that had gathered there. "The skin, I mean. Like velvet over steel."

I groaned at her touch, at her words, at the sheer eroticism of this virgin priestess exploring my body with such open curiosity. "Teresa," I warned, "if you keep touching me like that, this is going to be over before it begins."

She smiled, a surprisingly wicked expression that transformed her face. "We can't have that," she said, releasing me. "Not when I have so much more to learn."

She stepped back and, with only a moment's hesitation, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her plain white panties. "You've seen all of me," she said. "And I want to feel everything."

The panties slid down her legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her thighs. She stood before me fully naked, vulnerable but unashamed, her body a work of art in the soft lamplight.

"Lie down," I said gently, gesturing toward the bed. "Let me show you what pleasure can feel like."

She obeyed, arranging herself on the simple white sheets, her dark hair fanning out on the pillow. As I moved to join her, she reached up, her hand on my chest stopping me.

"Before we go any further," she said, her eyes serious despite her nakedness, "I need to know one thing."

I waited, suddenly afraid she'd changed her mind.

"The married woman from your confession," she said. "The one who taught you to use your tongue. Will you show me what she taught you?"

Part 4: The Lesson

Her question hung in the air between us, bold and explicit despite her inexperience. The contrast between her religious vocation and the words coming from her mouth made them all the more erotic.

"Yes," I said, my voice rough with desire. "I'll show you everything she taught me."

I joined her on the bed, the mattress dipping beneath our combined weight. I hovered over her, supporting myself on my arms to avoid crushing her with my body. Her skin looked almost luminous against the white sheets, her dark hair spreading around her head like a halo—an irony that wasn't lost on me.

I lowered my head to kiss her again, this time letting my body settle partially onto hers so she could feel my hardness against her thigh. She gasped into my mouth at the contact, her hips instinctively shifting beneath me. Her hands, which had been tentatively resting on my shoulders, grew bolder, sliding down my back, exploring the muscles there.

I trailed kisses along her jaw, down the column of her throat, stopping to pay special attention to the pulse point where her heartbeat fluttered visibly beneath her skin. Her breathing quickened as my mouth moved lower, across her collarbone, toward the swell of her breast.

"Is this okay?" I murmured against her skin.

"Yes," she breathed, one hand coming up to tangle in my hair. "Please don't stop."

I took one nipple into my mouth, circling it with my tongue before sucking gently. The sound she made—a startled, pleasure-filled gasp—went straight to my cock. I lavished attention on first one breast, then the other, learning what made her squirm, what made her grip my hair tighter.

"I didn't know," she panted, "that it could feel like this."

I smiled against her skin before continuing my journey downward, placing open-mouthed kisses along her sternum, the soft skin of her belly, the slight curve below her navel. Her thighs parted instinctively as I settled between them, but I could feel the tension in her muscles, the nervousness beneath the desire.

I looked up at her from between her legs, meeting her eyes. "We can stop anytime," I reminded her. "Just say the word."

She propped herself up on her elbows to look at me, her face flushed, her lips swollen from our kisses. "I don't want to stop," she said. "I just... I've never..."

"I know," I said, pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh. "Just relax. Let me make you feel good."

I started slowly, dropping kisses along her inner thighs, deliberately avoiding the center of her desire. I could smell her arousal, see the evidence of it in the slick moisture gathering between her folds. The sight of her—open, vulnerable, trusting—was the most erotic thing I'd ever experienced.

When I finally ran my tongue along her slit in one long, slow lick, her whole body jerked as if she'd been shocked. "Oh!" she cried out, her head falling back against the pillow.

I took my time, exploring her with my tongue, learning the terrain of her pleasure. She was incredibly responsive, her body telling me exactly what she liked even if she didn't have the experience to guide me verbally. When I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, her thighs trembled on either side of my head. When I sucked the sensitive bud gently between my lips, her hands flew to my hair, holding me in place.

"That," she gasped. "Right there. Please don't stop."

I kept up the rhythm, the pressure, listening to her breathing, the small sounds escaping her throat. When I slid one finger slowly inside her, she was so wet that it met almost no resistance. Her inner walls clenched around the digit, hot and tight.

"More," she urged, surprising me with her boldness. "Another one."

I added a second finger, stretching her gently as I continued to work her clit with my tongue. Her hips began to move against my face, seeking more friction, more pressure. I curled my fingers inside her, searching for the spot that the married woman had taught me would drive any woman wild.

When I found it, Teresa's reaction was immediate and intense. Her back arched off the bed, a string of words spilling from her lips that sounded suspiciously like Latin prayers mixed with profanity. I increased the pace of my fingers, the pressure of my tongue, driving her higher.

"Something's happening," she gasped, her thighs beginning to shake. "I feel like... I can't... oh God..."

The blasphemy of her calling out to God in this moment, in this way, should have given me pause. Instead, it spurred me on. I redoubled my efforts, my fingers pumping into her as my tongue flicked rapidly over her clit.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed off the walls of the small bedroom. Her body clenched around my fingers in rhythmic pulses, her thighs clamping around my head as waves of pleasure washed over her. I gentled my touch but didn't stop completely, drawing out her orgasm until she pushed weakly at my shoulders, oversensitive.

I moved up her body, watching her face as she came down from the high. Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted, her chest heaving with each breath. She looked transformed—no longer the composed priestess but a woman undone by pleasure.

"That was..." she began, her eyes fluttering open to find mine. "I had no idea."

"That was just the beginning," I said, settling beside her on the bed, my erection pressing insistently against her hip.

She turned to face me, her expression a mix of satisfaction and newfound hunger. "Show me more," she said, her hand moving tentatively toward my cock. "I want to feel you inside me."

I caught her wrist gently. "Are you sure? We don't have to rush."

Her eyes met mine, clear and determined despite the flush of arousal on her face. "I've spent my whole life following rules, denying myself pleasure, thinking virtue meant sacrifice." Her free hand came up to cup my cheek. "Tonight I choose differently. Tonight I choose to know what it feels like to be filled, to be complete."

I couldn't argue with the conviction in her voice. I rolled onto my back, bringing her with me so that she straddled my hips. "Like this," I said. "You can control everything—how fast, how deep."

Teresa looked down at me, her hair falling around us like a curtain, creating a private world for just the two of us. "Guide me," she whispered.

I reached between us, positioning myself at her entrance. She was incredibly wet from her orgasm, her folds slick against the head of my cock. "Go slow," I advised. "A little at a time."

She nodded, biting her lower lip in concentration as she began to lower herself onto me. The sensation was exquisite—her tight heat enveloping me inch by inch. I gripped her hips, helping to steady her, fighting the urge to thrust up into her welcoming body.

When she had taken about half of me, she paused, her breathing rapid. "It feels so... full," she gasped. "So much more than your fingers."

"Take your time," I said, my voice strained with the effort of remaining still. "We're in no rush."

She nodded, and after a few deep breaths, she continued her descent. When she met resistance—the physical evidence of her virginity—she paused again, her eyes meeting mine. "Will it hurt much?"

"It might," I admitted. "But just for a moment."

Teresa nodded, determination replacing the momentary flash of apprehension. Then, in one decisive movement, she sank down fully, taking me to the hilt inside her. She cried out—pain mingling with pleasure in the sound—and I felt a brief resistance give way.

"Don't move," I said quickly, holding her hips still. "Give yourself a minute to adjust."

She nodded, her inner muscles fluttering around me as her body adapted to the invasion. The sensation was incredible—so tight, so hot, so perfect that it took all my willpower not to thrust up into her.

After what felt like an eternity, she began to move experimentally, lifting herself slightly before sinking back down. The discomfort on her face gradually gave way to wonder, then pleasure as she found a rhythm that worked for her.

"It doesn't hurt anymore," she said, her movements becoming more confident. "It feels... amazing."

I began to meet her movements, thrusting up as she came down, establishing a steady rhythm that had us both gasping. Her inexperience was more than compensated for by her enthusiasm, her natural instincts guiding her to movements that maximized her pleasure—and mine.

"You feel incredible," I told her, my hands moving from her hips to cup her bouncing breasts. "So tight, so perfect around me."

My words seemed to excite her further. She leaned forward, changing the angle, her hands braced on my chest as she rode me with increasing abandon. The new position had the base of my cock rubbing against her clit with each movement, and soon she was moaning continuously, her inner walls clenching around me in a way that warned she was approaching another climax.

"I feel it building again," she gasped. "Like before, but different. Deeper."

I reached between us, my thumb finding her clit, circling it in time with our thrusts. "Let go," I encouraged her. "Come for me, Teresa."

The use of her name—not Priestess, not Mother, but Teresa—seemed to push her over the edge. She came with a cry that might have been my name or a prayer or both, her body clamping down on me in rhythmic pulses. The sensation was too much to resist; I gripped her hips and thrust up hard into her, my own orgasm crashing over me in powerful waves.

In the last second of clarity before pleasure overwhelmed me, I remembered she was a virgin in every sense, including in matters of contraception. I tried to pull out, but she held me firmly in place, either not understanding or not caring about the risk.

"No," she said, grinding down onto me. "I want to feel everything. All of it."

I couldn't have stopped if I'd wanted to. I exploded inside her, filling her with pulse after pulse of my release as her inner muscles milked me dry. The sensation seemed to trigger a second, smaller climax for her; she shuddered above me, her nails digging into my chest as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

When it was over, she collapsed onto my chest, both of us slick with sweat, our breathing ragged. I wrapped my arms around her, stroking her back as our heart rates gradually slowed. I could feel our combined fluids beginning to leak from where we were still joined, a physical reminder of the line we had irrevocably crossed.

After a long silence, Teresa propped herself up on my chest, looking down at me with an expression I couldn't quite read. "I should feel guilty," she said softly. "I've broken my vows in the most fundamental way possible."

I tensed, waiting for the regret to set in, for her to pull away from me physically and emotionally.

Instead, she smiled—a slow, satisfied smile that transformed her face. "But I don't feel guilty at all," she continued. "I feel... free. Like I've finally found the truth I've been searching for."

She shifted, and I slipped out of her, both of us gasping slightly at the sensation. She moved to lie beside me, her head on my shoulder, one leg draped over mine.

"This can't be just once," she said, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. "Now that I know what it feels like, I can't go back to not knowing."

I turned to look at her, surprised by her words. "What are you saying?"

She met my eyes, and I saw in them a clarity, a certainty that hadn't been there before. "I'm saying that I think my calling wasn't to the church after all. It was to understand pleasure, connection—the things I studied before, but from the inside, not just academically."

Her hand drifted lower, finding me already beginning to harden again at her touch. "Would you be willing to teach me more?" she asked, her voice taking on that honey-rasp that had first captivated me in the confessional. "There are so many things I've only read about, only imagined."

As her hand wrapped around my rapidly stiffening cock, I knew that my confession had evolved into something far more complex than absolution. It had become a different kind of salvation entirely—for both of us.

"I'll teach you everything I know," I promised, rolling her beneath me. "And we'll learn the rest together."

Her legs parted for me, welcoming me back to the heaven I'd found between them. "Then consider this," she said, guiding me back to her entrance, "your penance."

Part 5: Sacred Profanity

Dawn was breaking by the time we finally fell asleep, tangled in sheets damp with sweat and other fluids, our bodies exhausted from hours of exploration. I'd lost count of how many times Teresa had come—each orgasm seeming to awaken a deeper hunger in her rather than sating it. For someone who had been a virgin mere hours ago, her appetite for carnal knowledge was insatiable.

I woke to the feeling of her mouth on me, her inexperienced but enthusiastic lips wrapped around my morning erection. She'd been a quick study the night before when I'd guided her through her first attempt at oral sex, and she'd clearly been paying attention.

"Good morning," I groaned, my hands finding her hair, still loose and tousled from our night together.

She released me with a wet pop, looking up at me with mischief in her eyes. "I hope you don't mind," she said. "I wanted to practice."

"Practice makes perfect," I replied, guiding her back down.

She took me deeper this time, pushing herself to the edge of her gag reflex before pulling back, her hand working what she couldn't fit in her mouth. The sight of her—this woman who less than twenty-four hours ago had been hearing confessions in her clerical attire—now naked and eager between my thighs was almost too much to process.

After she'd brought me to the edge and backed off several times—another skill she'd learned quickly the night before—she climbed up my body and straddled me. She was already wet, her arousal evident in the slick heat that pressed against my stomach.

"I've been thinking," she said, reaching between us to position my cock at her entrance. "About all the sins you confessed to me."

She sank down on me in one fluid motion, both of us gasping at the sensation. Though she was no longer a virgin, she was still incredibly tight, her body gripping me like a velvet fist.

"And?" I managed, my hands finding her hips as she began to move.

"I want to try them all," she said, her pace increasing. "Everything you described. The positions, the scenarios, the..." she faltered briefly, a blush spreading across her cheeks despite our current activity, "the kinkier things."

I thrust up into her, meeting her movements. "Such as?"

She leaned down, her breasts brushing my chest, her lips at my ear. "I want you to take me on the altar," she whispered, the words themselves a sacrilege. "I want to feel you inside me in the house of God."

The thought was so forbidden, so blasphemous, that it sent a surge of arousal through me. "You can't be serious," I said, though my cock twitched inside her at the idea.

She sat up, still riding me, her eyes dark with desire. "I've never been more serious. I've spent years praying at that altar, feeling nothing but emptiness. I want to experience true transcendence there."

Her pace quickened, her hands braced on my chest. "And that's not all," she continued, her voice breathier as her pleasure built. "I want you to spank me. Tie me up. Call me names. All those things you said the married woman taught you."

I flipped us suddenly, pinning her beneath me, driving into her with renewed vigor. "You want me to treat you like a slut?" I asked, testing the waters, seeing how she'd react to the crude language.

Her eyes widened, but not in offense. "Yes," she moaned, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Your slut. Your whore. Your... confessor."

The blasphemy pushed me to the edge. I pounded into her, all restraint gone, and she matched me thrust for thrust, her nails raking down my back, undoubtedly leaving marks.

"I'm coming," she cried out, her body arching beneath me, her inner walls clenching around my cock in waves of pleasure.

I followed her over the edge, emptying myself inside her for the third or fourth time since our night began. As we lay panting in the aftermath, I wondered if she was serious about the altar. About the rest of it.

My question was answered when she rose from the bed thirty minutes later and began to dress—not in her full religious garb, but in a simple black skirt and white blouse she retrieved from the small dresser.

"Get dressed," she said, tossing my clothes onto the bed. "The church is empty until noon on Thursdays. We have the place to ourselves for the next four hours."



The main chapel was eerily silent as we entered through a side door, our footsteps echoing on the stone floor. Morning light filtered through the stained glass windows, casting rainbows across the empty pews. The altar stood at the far end, draped in white cloth, a large crucifix hanging on the wall behind it.

"Are you sure about this?" I asked, though my body was already responding to the forbidden nature of what we were about to do.

Teresa turned to me, her eyes bright with excitement and nervous energy. "I've never been more sure of anything," she said. "But first..."

She led me not to the altar but to the confessional booth—the same one where our journey had begun less than a day ago. She opened the penitent's side and gestured for me to enter.

"One last confession," she said, a wicked smile playing at her lips.

I entered the small booth, the space even more confined than I remembered. Teresa disappeared momentarily before entering the priest's side. The screen slid open between us, and I could see her shadowy outline through the lattice.

"Bless me, Father, for I have sinned," she said, her voice taking on the cadence of ritual. "It has been twelve hours since my last confession."

I played along, somehow aroused by this perversion of sacred ritual. "Tell me your sins, my child."

"I have committed fornication," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Many times. In many ways. And I'm about to do it again, on the holy altar."

I could see her hand move to her skirt, hiking it up. "I'm touching myself right now, thinking about it," she continued. "Thinking about being bent over the altar, taken from behind while Jesus watches from his cross."

The confession booth suddenly felt stifling, too hot, too small. "That's... quite a sin," I managed.

"Would you like to watch me sin right now?" she asked, and before I could answer, the door to my side of the booth opened.

Teresa stood there, her skirt indeed hiked up around her waist, her hand between her legs, working herself through the thin material of her panties. "Come out," she said. "I have something to show you."

I followed her out of the booth and down the center aisle toward the altar. When we reached the steps leading up to it, she turned to face me.

"I've been fantasizing about this since I was assigned to this parish," she admitted, beginning to unbutton her blouse. "Whenever I knelt before the altar to pray, I imagined being taken there instead."

Her blouse fell open, revealing she wore no bra underneath. Her breasts were marked with faint bruises from my mouth the night before, visible evidence of our sins.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice surprisingly authoritative. "I want you naked in the house of God."

I hesitated only briefly before pulling my shirt over my head, then stepping out of my jeans and boxers. The cool air of the church raised goosebumps on my skin as I stood completely naked at the foot of the altar steps.

Teresa's eyes raked over my body, lingering on my erection, which stood proudly despite the sacrilegious setting—or perhaps because of it. She finished removing her own clothes until she too stood naked, the morning light from the stained glass painting her skin in kaleidoscopic patterns.

"Do you know what else I've fantasized about?" she asked, climbing the steps to the altar and lying back on the white cloth, her legs spread wantonly. "Being eaten out right here. On this altar where I've administered communion."

The image was so profane, so utterly blasphemous, that I couldn't resist. I climbed the steps and knelt between her legs, in a grotesque parody of prayer. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, her scent intoxicating in the incense-tinged air of the church.

I dragged my tongue through her folds, tasting her, worshipping her in this unholy way. She moaned, the sound echoing off the high ceiling, her hands tangling in my hair to pull me closer.

"Yes," she gasped as I sucked her clit between my lips. "That's it. Right there. Oh God, yes!"

The blasphemy of her calling out to God while being pleasured on His altar should have given me pause, but instead, it drove me wild. I devoured her, my tongue delving inside her, then circling her clit, working her mercilessly toward orgasm.

When she came, her cries echoed throughout the empty church, a profane hymn of pleasure. Before she'd even finished shuddering through the aftershocks, she was pulling me up, positioning me between her legs.

"Fuck me," she demanded, her proper priestess's diction completely abandoned. "Fuck me right here, right now."

I needed no further encouragement. I thrust into her in one smooth motion, both of us groaning at the sensation. The altar beneath us creaked slightly with each thrust, the white cloth bunching beneath her back.

"Harder," she urged, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Make me feel it. Make me remember this every time I stand behind this altar."

I complied, pounding into her with increasing force, the sacred space filling with the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin, of wet flesh yielding to hard. The crucifix on the wall seemed to watch us accusingly, the carved figure's wooden eyes bearing witness to our sacrilege.

Teresa noticed the direction of my gaze and smiled wickedly. "He's watching us," she said, her voice breathy with pleasure. "Does that excite you? To fuck a priestess beneath the eyes of Christ?"

It did, God help me. The forbidden nature of our act, the utter desecration of this sacred space, pushed me to a level of arousal I'd never experienced before.

"Turn me over," Teresa commanded suddenly. "Take me from behind. I want to look at Him while you fuck me."

I withdrew from her long enough for her to flip onto her stomach, her perfect ass raised in invitation, her upper body prostrated on the altar in a mockery of reverence. I positioned myself behind her and thrust back in, the new angle allowing me to penetrate even deeper.

"Yes," she moaned, her face turned to the side, her eyes fixed on the crucifix. "Harder. Spank me."

I brought my hand down on her ass, the slap echoing in the empty church. She cried out, not in pain but in pleasure, pushing back against me, demanding more. I obliged, alternating between rough thrusts and sharp slaps that left red handprints on her pale skin.

"Call me names," she gasped between moans. "Like in your confession. Call me your slut, your whore."

"You're my little priestess slut," I growled, the words feeling both wrong and incredibly right. "Look at you, taking my cock on the holy altar. What would your congregation think if they could see you now?"

She moaned at my words, her pussy clenching around me. "They'd see the truth," she panted. "That I worship cock more than God."

Her blasphemy pushed me closer to the edge. I reached around her body to find her clit, rubbing it in time with my increasingly frantic thrusts. "You're going to come for me again," I demanded. "Right here on this altar. Show God how a real priestess worships."

She came with a scream that would have woken the dead, her body convulsing around me, her hands gripping the edges of the altar so hard her knuckles turned white. The sensation of her inner walls clamping down on me triggered my own release, and I exploded inside her, filling her with my seed in this most sacred of spaces.

As we collapsed onto the altar, sweaty and spent, I had the fleeting thought that we had crossed a line from which there was no return. Not just the breaking of her vows, but this deliberate desecration, this unholy communion.

Teresa seemed to read my thoughts. She turned in my arms, her face flushed with exertion but her eyes clear and untroubled. "Don't look so worried," she said, tracing my jawline with her finger. "God is love, remember? All forms of it."

I wasn't sure I agreed with her theology, but I was in no position to argue, lying naked and still half-hard on a church altar.

"Besides," she added, her hand drifting down my body to wrap around my cock, which twitched eagerly at her touch, "we're not done yet. I told you I wanted to try everything from your confession."

She slid off the altar and knelt before me, a position she'd taken countless times in prayer, now assumed for a very different purpose. "And I always keep my promises," she said, before taking me into her mouth once more.

As her lips closed around me in this unholy sacrament, I realized that our sins were just beginning.

Part 6: Revelation and Decision

In the week that followed our sacrilegious encounter on the altar, Teresa and I fell into a pattern of increasingly daring sexual exploration. Each night, after she finished her clerical duties, she would meet me at the small apartment behind the church, and we would give ourselves over to pleasure with an abandon that bordered on obsession.

She proved to be an apt and eager student, her natural curiosity and lack of inhibition making up for her inexperience. Each night, she would ask to try something new from my confession—role-playing scenarios, different positions, acts that pushed the boundaries of what I thought a former virgin would be comfortable with.

"I want you to fuck my ass tonight," she announced on the fifth night, as casually as if she were suggesting we try a new restaurant. "The twins in your confession—you said one of them let you do that. I want to know what it feels like."

I nearly choked on the glass of wine I'd been drinking. Despite everything we'd done together—including things that would make the most experienced sex worker blush—there was still something shocking about hearing such explicit language from her lips.

"Are you sure?" I asked. "It's not always comfortable the first time."

She smiled, that wicked smile that had become increasingly common, erasing all traces of the reserved priestess. "I've been... practicing," she admitted, a slight flush coloring her cheeks. "With my fingers. And this."

From her bedside drawer, she pulled out a small silicone plug that made my eyebrows shoot up. "Where did you get that?"

"Online shopping," she said with a shrug. "Next day delivery is a miracle of modern technology."

That night, I took her in a way that felt like the final breaking of a taboo we hadn't yet breached. The sight of her on all fours, her face contorted in a mixture of discomfort and ecstasy as I slowly pushed into her forbidden entrance, was one I knew would be seared into my memory forever.

"Oh God," she gasped as I finally seated myself fully inside her. "It's so... much. So full."

"Do you want me to stop?" I asked, holding perfectly still despite the incredible, tight heat enveloping me.

"Don't you dare," she growled, pushing back against me. "Fuck me. Make me feel it."

I did as she commanded, starting slow but gradually increasing my pace as her body relaxed around me. When my hand slipped between her legs to rub her clit, she came with a force that shocked us both, her entire body convulsing, her inner muscles clamping down on me so hard it triggered my own explosive release.

Afterward, as we lay tangled in the sheets, her head on my chest, she traced idle patterns on my skin with her fingertips. "I think I've tried everything from your confession now," she mused. "We'll need to find new inspiration."

There was something in her tone that made me prop myself up on one elbow to look at her. "You sound like you're planning for the long term."

Her eyes met mine, serious despite our post-coital state. "Aren't you?"

The question caught me off guard. In the whirlwind of our sexual exploration, I hadn't stopped to consider what any of this meant beyond the immediate pleasure. "I hadn't really thought about it," I admitted.

She sat up, pulling the sheet around her in a sudden display of modesty that seemed at odds with the woman who had been begging me to fuck her ass twenty minutes earlier. "I have," she said. "I've been thinking about it a lot, actually."

She took a deep breath. "I'm leaving the priesthood."

The declaration hung in the air between us, weighted with significance. "Because of me?" I asked, unsure how to feel about being the catalyst for such a life-altering decision.

She shook her head. "Not just because of you. Because of me. Because this past week has made me realize I've been living a lie." She gestured between us. "This—sex, pleasure, connection—it feels more holy to me than any prayer I've ever said."

I sat up beside her, trying to process her words. "What will you do?"

"Go back to my studies," she said. "Finish my PhD in human sexuality. I think I'll have a unique perspective to offer now." A small smile played at her lips. "Maybe write a book someday. 'Confessions of a Former Priestess.'"

"And us?" I asked, surprised by how much her answer suddenly mattered to me.

She looked at me, her expression softening. "That depends on you. This started as just physical exploration for me—catching up on all the experiences I'd denied myself. But somewhere along the way..."

She trailed off, suddenly looking vulnerable in a way I hadn't seen since our first night together. "I've developed feelings for you," she admitted. "I don't expect you to reciprocate. You're young, just starting your life. I'm thirty, starting over."

I reached for her hand, twining our fingers together. "I have feelings for you too," I said, surprising myself with the truth of it. "I don't know what that means for us long-term, but I know I'm not ready for this to end."

Relief washed over her face. "So we'll figure it out together," she said. "Day by day."

"Day by day," I agreed, pulling her into my arms. "But first, I have a confession of my own."

She pulled back to look at me, curiosity in her eyes. "Oh?"

"Remember when I told you about the married woman who taught me to use my tongue?" I asked.

She nodded, a hint of jealousy flashing across her face. "Vividly."

"I lied," I admitted. "Or exaggerated, at least. She wasn't married, just a grad student in my freshman seminar. And she didn't 'teach' me so much as provide one awkward, fumbling experience."

Teresa's eyebrows rose. "So all those skills..."

"Mostly learned from porn and speculation," I confessed. "I wanted to sound more experienced than I was."

To my surprise, she burst out laughing. "So I've been corrupted by a novice," she said when her laughter subsided. "That's actually oddly fitting."

She pushed me back onto the bed, straddling me with newfound purpose. "In that case," she said, reaching between us to guide my already hardening cock to her entrance, "maybe it's time I teach you a few things I've learned this week."

As she sank down onto me, her body enveloping mine in familiar heat, I realized that whatever came next for us—whether we lasted a month, a year, or a lifetime—we'd both been forever changed by the unexpected turn our lives had taken after a simple confession.



The following Sunday was Teresa's last day as a priestess. She'd already submitted her resignation to the bishop, citing a crisis of faith rather than the more scandalous truth. I sat in the back pew, watching as she delivered her final sermon to a congregation that had no idea their spiritual guide had spent the past week exploring every sexual position imaginable with a parishioner half her age.

"Faith takes many forms," she told them, her voice clear and confident. "Sometimes the path we think God has chosen for us turns out to be merely a detour on the way to our true calling."

Her eyes found mine briefly in the crowd, a secret understanding passing between us. "I have been called to a different path," she continued. "One that I believe will allow me to serve in a different, but equally meaningful way."

After the service, as the congregation filed out, many stopping to wish her well and express their sadness at her departure, I waited patiently. When the last well-wisher had gone, she approached me, still in her full clerical attire for the last time.

"Ready?" she asked simply.

I nodded, offering her my arm. "Ready."

As we walked out of the church together, neither of us looked back at the altar where we'd committed our most sacrilegious acts. Whatever sins we'd committed there had been absolved, not by prayer or penance, but by the honest pursuit of truth and connection.

Outside, the bright sunlight seemed to welcome us into our new, shared future—one without confessional screens or sacred vows, but perhaps with its own kind of holiness all the same.

cover.jpeg
CONFESSION
TO MY
PRIESTESS

~

]ENNA SAHARA





