
        
            
                
            
        

    
“Do you feel it? The light of the Lord embracing you?” Sister Agnes whispered, her voice trembling as her hands gripped the edge of the wooden desk. Her habit, once pristine and immaculate, was now slightly askew, the fabric clinging to her skin with a thin sheen of sweat.

I knelt before her, my face buried between her thighs, my lips and tongue working in a rhythm that was anything but holy. “I feel something,” I murmured against her heated flesh, the words sending a shudder through her body. Her knees buckled, and she let out a soft, desperate moan that echoed in the small, dimly lit room.

“Is this... is this what He intended?” she gasped, her voice barely audible above the sound of her own ragged breathing. Her fingers tangled in my hair, not to push me away, but to pull me closer, deeper. “Is this His will?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My focus was entirely on the task at hand—or rather, the task at mouth. Her taste was intoxicating, a mix of salt and sweetness that drove me wild. I licked and sucked, my tongue tracing the contours of her most intimate place, savoring every shudder, every gasp, every whimper that escaped her lips.

“Oh, God,” she cried out, her voice breaking as her body tensed. “I think I’m... I think I’m going to—”

Her words were cut off by a strangled moan as her body convulsed, her hips jerking uncontrollably against my face. I felt it then, a sudden rush of warmth that flooded my mouth and spilled down my chin. She was coming, hard, her entire body trembling with the force of her release.

“Yes,” I growled, the word muffled against her flesh as I drank her in, my hands gripping her thighs to keep her steady. She was beautiful like this, her face flushed with pleasure, her habit twisted and tangled around her body. Gone was the prim and proper nun. In her place was a woman, raw and unfiltered, lost in the throes of ecstasy.

And it was all my doing.

---

It had started innocently enough. I had been visiting the church, a small, quiet place nestled in the heart of the city. I wasn’t particularly religious, but I had always found solace in the stillness of the sanctuary, the way the sunlight filtered through the stained-glass windows, casting colorful patterns on the stone floor.

Sister Agnes had greeted me at the door, her smile warm and welcoming. She was younger than I had expected, her eyes bright with a kind of innocence that was both endearing and, admittedly, a little alluring. Her habit did little to hide the curves of her body, and I found myself wondering, briefly, what she might look like without it.

“Welcome, my child,” she had said, her voice soft and melodic. “How may I assist you today?”

I had shrugged, feeling a little out of place. “I’m not sure. I just... needed a moment of peace, I guess.”

She had nodded, understanding. “Sometimes, the chaos of the world can be overwhelming. The Lord’s house is a place of refuge, of solace. Come, let me show you around.”

And so she had. She led me through the church, pointing out the various relics and statues, explaining the history behind each one. Her knowledge was impressive, and I found myself genuinely interested in what she had to say. But there was something else, too. Something in the way she looked at me, the way her voice caught ever so slightly when our eyes met. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but it was there.

Eventually, she had led me to a small room at the back of the church. It was sparsely decorated, with a simple wooden desk and a few shelves lined with books. “This is where I study,” she explained, gesturing to the desk. “I find that the quiet helps me focus.”

I had nodded, admiring the simplicity of the space. “It’s nice. Peaceful.”

She had smiled, a hint of something in her eyes that I couldn’t quite place. “Sometimes, the peace can be... overwhelming. Do you know what I mean?”

I hadn’t, not really, but I had nodded anyway, not wanting to break the moment. And then, before I could say anything, she had stepped closer, her hand brushing against mine.

“Do you ever feel like there’s something missing?” she had asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “Something that you can’t quite put your finger on?”

I had swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Yeah,” I had admitted, my voice just as quiet. “Sometimes.”

She had nodded, her eyes searching mine. “I think... I think I know what it is. And I think you do, too.”

And then, without warning, she had leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a kiss that was soft, tentative, but filled with a kind of longing that took my breath away. I had frozen for a moment, unsure of how to respond, but then something inside me had snapped, and I had kissed her back, my hands reaching up to cup her face.

It was as if a dam had broken. Her hands had clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer as our kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more desperate. Her habit had been the first thing to go, discarded on the floor as quickly as she could manage. My clothes had followed soon after, until we were both bare, our bodies pressed together in the dim light of the room.

“I’ve never...” she had started to say, but I had cut her off with another kiss, silencing her doubts, her fears. And then, slowly, carefully, I had lowered her onto the desk, my hands exploring every inch of her body as she moaned softly beneath me.

“Let me show you,” I had whispered, my lips trailing down her neck, her chest, her stomach, until I reached the very core of her. She had gasped, her hands gripping my hair as I tasted her for the first time, savoring the way she trembled beneath my tongue.

And now, here we were, her body still quivering with the aftershocks of her release, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “That... that was...” she started to say, but I cut her off again, this time with a kiss that was anything but gentle.

Her body was still trembling beneath me, her skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. The air in the room was thick with the scent of her, a heady mixture of incense and something primal, something raw. Her eyes were wide, her lips slightly parted as she looked up at me, her chest rising and falling with each shaky breath.

“I’ve never...” she started again, her voice barely above a whisper. Her hands were still tangled in my hair, her fingers trembling as if she wasn’t sure whether to push me away or pull me closer.

“Never?” I asked, my voice low, my hands resting on her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh. Her cheeks flushed, and she shook her head, her eyes darting away for a moment before meeting mine again.

“No,” she said, her voice barely audible. “I’ve never... I’ve never been with anyone. Not like this.”

I could feel the weight of her words, the significance of what she was telling me. She was giving me something precious, something sacred, and I knew I had to handle it carefully. But at the same time, there was a hunger in her eyes, a need that mirrored my own, and I knew that she wanted this as much as I did.

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice soft, my hands moving up her sides, my thumbs brushing against the underside of her breasts. She shivered beneath my touch, her breath hitching in her throat.

“Yes,” she said, her voice firm now, her eyes locked on mine. “I want this. I want you.”

There was no hesitation in her voice, no doubt in her eyes, and I knew she meant it. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was slow, gentle, but with an undercurrent of something more, something deeper. Her hands moved from my hair to my shoulders, her fingers digging into my skin as she kissed me back, her body arching up into mine.

I pulled back just enough to look at her, to see the anticipation in her eyes, the way her lips were slightly swollen from our kisses, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath. I moved my hands down her body, my fingers trailing over her stomach, down to the apex of her thighs. She gasped, her body tensing as I touched her, her hips lifting off the desk, seeking more of my touch.

“I’ll be gentle,” I promised, my voice low, my eyes locked on hers. She nodded, her lips parting as if she wanted to say something, but no words came out. Instead, she reached down and took my hand, guiding me to where she wanted me, where she needed me.

I could feel the heat of her, the dampness, and I knew she was ready. I positioned myself at her entrance, my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady. Her eyes were wide, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as I slowly, carefully, pushed into her.

She gasped, her body tensing, her hands flying up to grip my arms, her nails digging into my skin. I could feel her tightness, the resistance as I pushed past her hymen, and I paused, giving her a moment to adjust. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her lips pressed together in a tight line, and I could see the pain flickering across her face.

“Shh,” I whispered, leaning down to brush my lips against hers. “It’s okay. It’ll get better, I promise.”

She nodded, her eyes opening to meet mine, and I could see the trust in them, the faith that I would take care of her. I pushed forward again, slowly, carefully, until I was fully inside her, our bodies pressed together.

“God, oh God,” she moaned, her voice trembling, her body shaking beneath me. I could feel her muscles clenching around me, and I knew she was feeling the same things I was—the intensity, the connection, the raw, primal need.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my voice low, my hands moving up to cup her face, my thumbs brushing against her cheeks. She nodded, her eyes fluttering shut as she wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “It’s... it’s amazing.”

I smiled, leaning down to kiss her again, this time deeper, more urgent. Her hands moved up to tangle in my hair, pulling me closer as I began to move, slowly at first, testing the waters, making sure she was okay. She moaned into my mouth, her body arching up into mine, her hips moving in time with my thrusts.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her head falling back as I moved faster, harder, her body responding to mine in ways I hadn’t expected. “Oh God, yes!”

Her voice was loud, echoing off the walls of the study room, and I knew there was no turning back now. We were lost in each other, in the moment, in the way our bodies moved together, the way we fit together perfectly, as if we were made for each other.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her hands gripping my arms, her nails digging into my skin. “Please, don’t stop.”

I groaned, my hands moving down to grip her hips, holding her steady as I thrust into her, each movement driving her higher, closer to the edge. She was moaning, her body writhing beneath me, her hands clutching at me as if she was afraid I would disappear.

“You’re so tight,” I muttered, my voice low, my eyes locked on hers. “So perfect.”

She moaned, her body arching up into mine, her hands moving down to grip my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. “Harder,” she begged, her voice trembling, her eyes dark with need. “Please, harder.”

I groaned, my hands moving up to grip her thighs, holding her steady as I thrust into her, harder, faster, each movement driving her closer to the edge. She was screaming now, her body convulsing beneath me, her hands clutching at me as if she was afraid she would fall apart.

“God, oh God!” she screamed, her body trembling beneath me, her muscles clenching around me as she came, her release washing over her in waves. I could feel her, her body tightening around me, and I knew I was close, so close.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my hands moving down to grip her hips, holding her steady as I thrust into her one last time, my release washing over me, my body trembling with the intensity of it.

“Oh God!” she screamed again, her body arching up into mine, her hands clutching at me as she came again, her body convulsing beneath me. I groaned, my body shaking with the force of my release, my hands gripping her hips as I spilled myself inside her, our bodies trembling together in the aftermath.

We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies pressed together, our breaths coming in ragged gasps, our hearts pounding in unison. I could feel her, her body still trembling beneath me, and I knew there was no going back from this. We were connected now, in a way that went beyond the physical, beyond the illicit, beyond the forbidden.

“That was...” she started, but I cut her off with a kiss, silencing her words, silencing her doubts. There was no need for words now, no need for explanations. We both knew what this was, what it meant, and nothing else mattered.

“You’re amazing,” I whispered, my lips brushing against hers, my hands moving up to cup her face, my thumbs brushing against her cheeks. She smiled, her eyes fluttering shut as she leaned into my touch, her body still trembling beneath me.

“So are you,” she whispered, her voice soft, her eyes opening to meet mine. “So are you.”

I smiled, leaning down to kiss her again, this time slower, gentler, our bodies still pressed together, our hearts still pounding in unison. We were lost in each other, in the moment, in the way our bodies fit together perfectly, as if we were made for each other.

And then, slowly, carefully, I pulled out of her, my body trembling with the effort, my hands moving down to grip her hips, holding her steady. She gasped, her body shuddering beneath me, her hands clutching at me as if she was afraid I would disappear.

“Stay with me,” she whispered, her voice trembling, her eyes locked on mine. “Please, stay with me.”

I nodded, my hands moving up to cup her face, my thumbs brushing against her cheeks. “Always,” I promised, my voice low, my eyes locked on hers. “Always.”

She smiled, her eyes fluttering shut as she leaned into my touch, her body still trembling beneath me. And then, slowly, carefully, I pulled her into my arms, holding her close, our bodies still pressed together, our hearts still pounding in unison.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice soft, her eyes opening to meet mine. “I love you.”

I smiled, leaning down to kiss her again, this time slow, gentle, our bodies still trembling with the intensity of what we had just shared. “I love you too,” I whispered, my lips brushing against hers, my hands moving down to grip her hips, holding her steady.

And then, slowly, carefully, I pulled her into my arms, holding her close, our bodies still trembling with the intensity of what we had just shared. And for a moment, everything else faded away, leaving just the two of us, lost in each other, in the moment, in the way our bodies fit together perfectly, as if we were made for each other.

She lay in my arms, her head resting on my chest, her breath still uneven from the intensity of our shared moment. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my skin, her touch soft, almost reverent. The room was quiet, save for the sound of our breathing, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and desire. Her eyes were closed, her lips curved into a contented smile, and for a moment, I let myself revel in the warmth of her body against mine.

But then, reality crept in, sharp and unyielding, and I knew I couldn’t let this continue. I couldn’t let her believe this was anything more than what it was. This isn’t love, I told myself. This is just sex. And she needed to understand that.

I took a deep breath, my hand stilling on her back. “Sister Agnes,” I said, my voice low but firm.

She stirred, her eyes fluttering open, a dreamy smile still on her lips. “Yes?” she murmured, her voice soft, almost a whisper.

I hesitated for a moment, then steeled myself. “I need to tell you something.”

Her smile faded slightly, and she propped herself up on one elbow, her eyes searching mine. “What is it?”

I met her gaze, my expression serious. “I don’t love you.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy and unrelenting. Her eyes widened, her lips parting slightly in surprise. For a moment, she just stared at me, her breath catching in her throat. Then, slowly, she sat up, pulling away from me, her hands trembling as she clutched the sheet to her chest.

“What… what do you mean?” she asked, her voice shaking, her eyes filling with confusion and hurt.

I sat up as well, my tone steady, almost cold. “I mean exactly what I said. I don’t love you. This… what we’ve been doing… it’s just sex. Nothing more.”

Her breath hitched, and she looked away, her fingers tightening around the sheet. “But… but you said…”

“I know what I said,” I interrupted, my voice harsh now. “But I was caught up in the moment. It didn’t mean anything.”

She flinched as if I’d struck her, her eyes welling with tears. “So… so everything we’ve done… everything we’ve shared… it meant nothing to you?”

I shook my head, my expression hard. “No. It didn’t.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath, her hands trembling as she wiped at her eyes. “I… I don’t understand. How can you say that? How can you be so… so cold?”

I leaned forward, my eyes locking with hers. “Because that’s the truth. I’m not here for love. I’m here for one thing and one thing only.”

Her eyes widened, her lips parting in shock. “You… you mean…?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice low and deliberate. “I’m here to fuck you. That’s it. Nothing more.”

For a moment, she just stared at me, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. Then, slowly, her expression changed, the hurt and confusion giving way to something else… something darker, more primal. Her eyes gleamed with a newfound intensity, her lips curving into a slow, almost predatory smile.

“Is that so?” she murmured, her voice low and sultry now, her fingers trailing down her chest, her touch deliberate, almost teasing. “Well then… why don’t you prove it?”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the sudden shift in her demeanor. “Prove it?”

She nodded, her smile widening, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes. Show me what you’re really here for. Show me… how much you want to fuck me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, I surged forward, pinning her to the bed, my body pressing down on hers, my lips crashing against hers in a brutal, possessive kiss. She moaned into my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair, her body arching up to meet mine.

I broke the kiss, my lips trailing down her neck, my hands roaming over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her soft, supple skin. She gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders, her breath coming in short, uneven pants.

I moved lower, my lips brushing over her breasts, my tongue flicking against her nipples, teasing them until they hardened beneath my touch. She moaned, her back arching off the bed, her hands clutching at the sheets.

But I wasn’t done. Not yet. I moved lower still, my lips trailing down her stomach, my hands parting her thighs. She gasped, her hips lifting off the bed, her body trembling with anticipation.

I paused for a moment, my eyes meeting hers, a wicked grin tugging at my lips. “You want me to prove it?” I murmured, my voice low and husky. “Then let me show you just how much I want you.”

Without waiting for a response, I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue delving into her wetness, lapping at her like a man starved. She cried out, her hands tangling in my hair, her hips bucking against my face.

I held her down, my tongue working her mercilessly, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She was so close… so fucking close… and I wasn’t about to let her stop now.

With a final, desperate cry, her body jerked, her climax crashing over her like a tidal wave. I held her through it, my tongue never stopping, until she was spent, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

I pulled back, a satisfied smirk on my lips, my eyes gleaming with triumph. “Still think I’m here for love?” I asked, my voice dripping with amusement.

She didn’t answer, her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath, her eyes glazed with pleasure. But then, slowly, she pushed herself up, her gaze locking with mine, her expression filled with a newfound determination.

“No,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

Before I could respond, she grabbed me, pulling me down on top of her, her legs wrapping around my waist, her hands gripping my shoulders. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice low and urgent. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I reached down, positioning myself at her entrance, my cock hard and throbbing. But then, I paused, a wicked grin tugging at my lips.

“Not there,” I murmured, my voice low and husky. “Somewhere… tighter.”

Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. “You… you mean…?”

I nodded, my grin widening. “Yes. Your tight little asshole. That’s where I’m going to cum.”

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes filled with uncertainty. But then, slowly, she nodded, her expression determined. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Do it. Fuck me there.”

I didn’t waste any time. I reached down, coating my cock with her wetness, then positioned myself at her tight, virgin asshole. She gasped, her body tensing, her hands clutching at the sheets.

“Relax,” I murmured, my voice soft but firm. “Just relax.”

She took a deep breath, her body slowly relaxing beneath me. And then, slowly, carefully, I pushed forward, my cock breaching her tight ring of muscle. She cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders, her body trembling beneath me.

But I didn’t stop. I pushed forward, inch by inch, until I was fully sheathed inside her, her tight asshole gripping my cock like a vice. She whimpered, her breath coming in short, uneven pants, her body trembling with the intensity of the sensation.

“You’re so tight,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady. “So fucking tight.”

She moaned, her head falling back against the pillow, her body arching up to meet mine. “Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please… fuck me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I pulled back, then thrust forward, my cock sliding in and out of her tight asshole with slick precision. She cried out, her hands clutching at the sheets, her body trembling with each thrust.

I fucked her hard and fast, my cock slamming into her with relentless precision, her tight asshole gripping me like a glove. She moaned, her body arching up to meet mine, her breath coming in short, uneven pants.

“You like that?” I growled, my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady. “You like the way I’m fucking your tight little asshole?”

She nodded, her eyes glazed with pleasure, her lips parted in a silent moan. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. “Yes… please… don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I fucked her harder, deeper, my cock slamming into her with relentless precision, her tight asshole gripping me like a vice. She cried out, her body trembling with each thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders.

And then, with a final, desperate cry, I buried myself deep inside her, my cum spilling into her tight asshole in hot, pulsating waves. She moaned, her body jerking with each spurt, her tight asshole milking me for every last drop.

For a moment, we just lay there, our bodies trembling with the intensity of our shared climax, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. And then, slowly, I pulled out, my cock slick with her wetness, my cum dripping down her ass.

She lay there, her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath, her eyes glazed with pleasure. And then, slowly, she turned to me, her lips curving into a slow, satisfied smile.

“So,” she murmured, her voice soft but firm. “Was that proof enough?”

She looked at me, her eyes still heavy with the haze of pleasure, but there was a challenge in them now. A spark. Her lips parted slightly, her breath still uneven, and she tilted her head just enough to expose the delicate curve of her neck. I could see the faint marks my hands had left earlier, and something primal stirred in me again.

“Proof?” I echoed, my voice low and rough. I leaned over her, my body casting a shadow over hers, and I let my fingers trace the line of her jaw, down her throat, until they wrapped lightly around her neck. Her pulse quickened under my touch, and I felt her shiver. “You think I’m done proving anything to you, Sister Agnes?”

Her eyes widened, just a fraction, and I saw the flicker of uncertainty—or was it anticipation?—cross her face. She swallowed, her throat moving against my hand, and she whispered, “Then show me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My grip tightened slightly, not enough to hurt her, but enough to make her gasp. Her lips parted, and I could see the flush spreading across her chest, her body already responding to the faint edge of danger. I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear as I murmured, “You’re playing a dangerous game, Sister.”

She let out a shaky breath, her hands gripping the edge of the desk beneath her. “I’m not afraid of you,” she whispered, though her voice trembled slightly. Liar, I thought, but I didn’t call her out on it. Instead, I let my free hand slide down her body, over her hip, until it reached the curve of her ass. I gave her a sharp smack, the sound echoing in the quiet room, and she gasped, her body jerking against mine.

“God—” she started, but I cut her off with another smack, harder this time.

“You’ll call my name,” I growled, my hand still resting on her ass, the skin warm and slightly reddened under my touch. “Not His. Do you understand?”

She nodded, her breathing coming faster now, and I could see the way her body was already arching toward me, her need outweighing any hesitation. I released her neck, letting my hand slide down to grip her hip, and I positioned myself between her legs. She was already wet, her body ready for me, and I didn’t waste any time.

I thrust into her in one smooth motion, feeling her tight heat clench around me. She let out a sharp cry, her nails digging into the wood of the desk, and I leaned over her, my hands gripping her hips as I set a brutal pace. Each thrust was deep and unforgiving, and I could feel her body shaking beneath me, her cries turning into breathless moans.

“Is this what you wanted?” I ground out, my voice rough with exertion. My hands moved to her ass again, kneading the soft flesh before delivering another sharp smack. She gasped, her body arching against mine, and I could feel her tightening around me, her orgasm building fast.

“Yes—” she managed to choke out, her voice strained. “Yes, please—”

I didn’t let up, my pace unrelenting, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. I could feel her body starting to tense, her breaths coming in short, desperate gasps, and I knew she was close. I leaned over her, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “Come for me, Sister. Let me feel you.”

Her body clenched around me, and she let out a strangled cry, her back arching as her orgasm crashed over her. I felt her tighten around me, her body trembling with the force of it, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a low growl, I buried myself deep inside her, my own release spilling into her in hot, pulsing waves.

For a moment, we were both still, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the heavy air. Then, slowly, I pulled out, my cock slick with her wetness, and I stepped back, letting her catch her breath. She lay there, her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath, her eyes closed, and I could see the faint sheen of sweat on her skin.

I watched her for a moment, my own breathing still uneven, before I straightened up and reached for my clothes. She opened her eyes then, her gaze meeting mine, and there was a stillness in her expression that I couldn’t quite read.

“You’ll come back?” she asked quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.

I paused, one hand on the zipper of my pants, and I looked at her. Her habit was disheveled, her hair mussed, and her lips were swollen from our kisses. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly claimed, and something in me stirred at the sight.

“If I need spiritual advice,” I said, my voice rough but teasing, and I saw the corners of her lips twitch, just slightly.

I turned to leave, but her voice stopped me before I reached the door. “Promise me,” she said, and there was a note of something in her voice—desperation, maybe, or hope.

I looked back at her, my hand on the doorknob, and I nodded. “I’ll be back, Sister Agnes.”
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