
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


Sinful Urges

 


Cindel Sabante

 


Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2013© Cindel Sabante

All characters in this story are fictitious.
Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

 


For the full listing of
stories written by this author, 
Click Here









You always want what you can't have.
Everybody knows the saying, and for me, it couldn't be truer. If I
was told I couldn't have something, I wouldn't stop until I found
some way to make it mine. But I wasn't after clothes or cars. I
didn't care about cash. I wanted something more. I wanted men. Men
that I couldn't have.

It started in high school. I'd been such a
good girl until my senior year. But the day I turned eighteen, it
was like a switch was flipped. Suddenly I was an adult in the eyes
of the society. Overnight I lost all interest in the boys I went to
class with. I wanted a man now. And that man just happened to be my
history teacher, Mr. Woodard.

He wasn't like most of the teachers.
Handsome, fit, and younger than most of the rest of the staff by
half, he was exactly what I was looking for. But when I cornered
him one day after class, he shot me down quickly. He couldn't be
with a student. His job, his reputations, his relationships; they
were all in danger if he let it happen.

But that only made me want him more. I
couldn't get Mr. Woodard out of my mind. It was crazy, but
something was driving me forward. I needed to get him alone. I
needed to touch him. I needed to kiss him. And above all, I needed
him inside of me. I couldn't think about anything else.

It took two weeks to finally get him to cave.
Two weeks of waiting by his car, or staying after class, or
"accidentally" bumping into him in the hall. Two weeks of
progressively shorter skirts and bras that pushed up my already
well stacked body. Two weeks of stolen glances and secret
smiles.

On a Friday, two weeks after my eighteenth
birthday, Mr. Woodard kept me after class. I sat silently in my
chair, waiting to be lectured again about how inappropriate I was
being. And as he walked to the door, not saying a word as he closed
it tightly and locked the deadbolt, I was too busy staring at his
ass under his tight slacks to notice that we were now alone, truly
alone, in a room together for the first time.

"I can't... I can't keep this up," he said as
he turned to me. "Every day, seeing you like this. It's too
much."

That's when I noticed how hard he was under
his pants. His bulge pointed at me as he walked over with a slight
limp and a red face. His couldn't look me in the eyes, instead
choosing to stare at the tile floor. But he kept creeping forward.
And while he was coming towards me, I was struggling to understand
what had changed from yesterday. Was I wearing something special
today? Was it my perfume? Did I say something extra sexy?

I wasn't a virgin when I started chasing my
teacher. A string of boyfriends, each hotter than the last, made
sure of that. I knew my way around a cock and loved how it felt to
have one slide into me slowly. But none of the boys I'd been with
could have ever prepared me for a real man. Especially one as
turned on as Mr. Woodard was at that moment.

I wasn't ready for what I'd pushed Mr.
Woodard to. All of my boyfriends were gentle with me. They asked
me, sometimes even begged me, to take them to bed. They were
passionate, they were kind, and they were ultimately forgettable
because of it. But Mr. Woodard... he was a man possessed. He'd
tried so hard to resist his urges. But I kept pushing and they kept
building until he couldn't take it anymore. There was no asking.
There were no tender kisses. I'd created a monster. And that
monster was interested in one thing and one thing only. Me.

I didn't know what I'd done at first. "Mr.
Woodard," I said in an innocent tone, "why did you lock the door?
Did you want to-"

I never finished the sentence. His eyes
lifted from the floor at that instant, burning with desire as his
gaze rolled up my body. They tracked up my long legs, and hovered
at the hem of my mini skirt before sliding to my breasts. He
grabbed himself through his pants as he stared at my cleavage. Then
his eyes met mine and it was like someone had slapped me across the
face.

I'd never seen a look like the one he was
giving me before. It scared me a little. I wondered if I'd made a
mistake. If I'd pushed him too far. Slowly I stood up from my desk
and took a step back. "Mr. Woodard I think I made a mist-"

I never finished that sentence either. With a
quickness that I never thought he could have possessed, he was on
me before I could move. His hand slid across my mouth as his other
hand grabbed my arm and spun me around. I nearly fell to my knees
as I struggled to keep my balance in the high heels I'd started
wearing just for him. But he caught me around the waist before I
could fall, with only the shortest of shrieks slipping from my
mouth before his hand clamped over my painted lips once more.

He leaned in close and pressed his nose into
my hair, inhaling deeply. I heard him sigh as he pressed his body
against mine, grinding himself against my ass as his hand around my
waist pulled me even closer. My heart was hammering in my chest and
my eyes were wide. I regretted everything that led up to this. I
wasn't ready. I didn't want this to happen now.

"You just kept pushing me!," he growled into
my ear as he forced me over to his desk. "Every day with those
skirts of yours! And waiting for me by my car! Or when you fell
against me in the hall. I knew that was no accident. But I can't
ignore it anymore." His voice dropped to a whisper and his breath
tickled my cheek. "Abigail Summers, you've been a bad, bad girl.
And I need to punish you."

His hand left my mouth but I couldn't get
anything out before he bent me over his desk. He kicked at my
ankles, forcing me to spread my legs while he pinned me down. He
was leaning against me so hard that I couldn't breathe. I clawed at
the desk, trying in vain to push myself away from the pressed wood
but there was nothing I could do as he lifted up my skirt and ran
his hand along my backside.

"A bad girl!" He said as his hand came down
hard across my ass. "Bad!" Smack! "Bad!" Smack! "Bad
bad bad!" Smack! Smack! Smack!

I cried for him to stop but he wasn't
listening. His hand just kept whipping out over and over. He kept
telling me how naughty I was. How bad I'd been.

"Please Mr. Woodard! You're hurting me!" I
said between breaths.

He stopped. But when I tried to push myself
off of the desk, he pushed me back down. Hard. "Hurting you?
Hurting you?!" He spanked me again. "Do you even know what you're
doing to me?!"

"I'm sorry!"

His hand left my back but I was too scared at
this point to move. I didn't know what was happening anymore.

"Tell me how bad you are Abigail. Tell me
what you did. Tell me what you wanted."

"I... I wanted you..." My whole body was
shaking. His hands returned to my body, with his fingers sliding up
my thighs until they hooked onto the sides of my panties. I kept
talking. "I wanted you to fuck me so I flirted with you. I'm so
sorry Mr. Woodard. I was such a bad girl!"

Mr. Woodard slid my panties down to my knees.
His hands ran across my ass as he spoke to me. "You wanted me to
fuck you? To bend you over my desk?" I heard the sound of a zipper
before his hand grabbed my hips. "Well Abigail, you've got what you
wanted."

The force of his entry made me cry out. Mr.
Woodard's cock was thicker than I expected it to be and even with
as wet as I was, pain flooded through my body as he rammed himself
as deep as he could into my wanting pussy. A pained sigh escaped
from me which only seemed to excite him. His fingernails dug into
my hips as he pulled out then pushed himself back forward.

"This what you wanted?" he asked angrily. "Is
it?!"

I wanted him, but I hadn't expected it to be
like this. My thighs were slamming into the edge of the desk with
each of my teacher's thrusts and he was stretching me so wide that
pleasure and pain were in a constant battle. His hands were rough
when he touched me and his fucking was wild. No, I hadn't expected
this. But now that I had it, I wanted more!

"Yes! Fuck me Mr. Woodard! I've been a bad,
bad girl!"

One of his hands landed in my hair after I
said it. With a hard tug, he pulled my head up off of the desk as
he pounded me. Now my head was bobbing with my scalp burning each
time he thrust into me. I tried to pull away from him but he was so
much stronger than I was. So in control.

Again and again he pushed into me with wild
abandon. He was breathing hard behind me and I was having trouble
myself. Moans came quickly as my pleasure finally overrode the pain
he was causing me. And the harder he fucked, the rougher he became.
His hand left my hip to grab my shoulder instead. He pulled me into
him as he pushed against me, doubling the force of our bodies
smashing into each other. He scratched, he slapped, and he pulled
my hair. And when he finally came, I left myself lifting completely
off the desk for a moment before he collapsed against me.

I'd been so close to coming myself that it
only took a few quick strokes of my fingers against my clit to
explode with ecstasy. Mr. Woodard was still wedged inside of me,
with his cock pulsing over and over as he spilled inside of me. I
felt so good, but so bad at the same time.

As soon as my teacher was finished, he pulled
out of me and nearly ran across the room. As I pushed myself off of
the desk, Mr. Woodard was busy apologizing as quickly as he
could."I'm so sorry Abigail. I don't... I don't know what came over
me. You just drive me so crazy..."

My whole body hurt as I leaned over to pull
my panties back up. Mr. Woodard's cum was slowly leaking down my
leg. My whole body was covered in sweat. And my heart, it wouldn't
stop pounding. I couldn't believe what we'd just done.

I walked to the door without a word and
turned the lock before pulling it open. But before I walked from
the room, Mr. Woodard called out from behind me.

"Please Abigail, you can't tell anyone! I
promise this won't happen again!"

I turned around and looked at the man who'd
just fucked me. He was shaking like a leaf as he stared at his
hands. I wasn't sure I was done with him yet. And what we'd just
done... It was the best sex I'd ever had. I smiled at him as I
leaned on the door. "We'll see Mr. Woodard. We'll see."

"Wait!" He called out as I left the room.
"Abigail! Wait damn it!"

I left him there that day, stewing in his own
juices. And for a week after, he wouldn't even look in the same
direction I was in. When I finally got him alone again, he was a
shell of what he'd been. We had sex again, but any passion there
was gone. He wasn't between my legs now because he wanted to be
there. He was there because I had him by the balls. If he didn't do
what I asked, I could ruin him and he knew it.

It was the last time I let him stick his cock
into any part of me. That wasn't to say I didn't visit him from
time to time, locking the door at lunch behind me so I could sit on
his desk while he dropped to his knees in front of me. There was
still some thrill left in making a man who used to have such
control bend down and lick me out. But I still wanted what we'd had
the first time. I wanted that passion. I wanted that rough animal
that he'd turned into. And that's when I knew what I had to do.

I needed to chase what I couldn't have. I
needed to tempt them until they couldn't take it anymore. And then
I simply needed to wait until they lost themselves, giving up
everything they stood for to be with me for a single wild,
passionate moment.

 


*****

 


Two years later and my passion for men I
couldn't have was stronger than ever. What started with teachers
turned to professors as I moved onto college. And soon it wasn't
enough that he was simply a professor. He had to be married as
well. Then the professors weren't enough. I moved onto my doctor. I
slept my way through half of the school staff and most of the local
hospital and it still wasn't enough. I juggled half a dozen men at
a time, just waiting for one of them to lose control and take me.
And sometimes it would take months, or in one case an entire year,
but men were all the same. Sooner or later the animal inside would
get out and play with me.

I was starting to get bored. There was no
challenge anymore. I knew how to twist a professor until he danced
like a puppet on strings. I knew how to push a doctor until I ended
up bent over across the exam table. They were no longer things I
couldn't have if I could get any of them to give it all up for one
quick moment with me.

I even tried woman as I grew bored. But women
simply didn't have the passion. I gave them up quickly. I needed
sex. I needed it rough. I needed it spontaneous. And I needed it
soon.

My need was growing so strong that I was
starting to lose focus on everything else around me. I had a dozen
men at my beck and call that would drop everything to crawl between
my legs for a few minutes, but I wanted none of them. All I could
think about was the next man. The next cock.

That's when I met Father Daniels. I was
looking for help when I stumbled into a sex addict’s anonymous
meeting. And the meeting just happened to be in a church. With the
meeting being run by man who instantly drew me in. I'd been chasing
Doctors and teachers because their professions told them I couldn't
have them. But a priest... His whole religion was against me.

I might not have even thought of it if he
hadn't been so handsome. Dressed in simple slacks, a skin tight
black polo, and with that little square of white showing under his
collar, the man in front of me was probably twice my age but he
kept himself in shape. His arms strained the sleeves of his shirt
and when he stood up to greet me, I could have sworn I could make
out the six-pack abs the holy man was hiding under his clothes.

"Welcome to our meeting. This is a safe
place," he said as he held out his hand to me.

His smile lit up the room and green eyes
twinkled at me. Clean shaven, with high cheekbones and a strong
chin, the priest looked like he belonged in a comic book or some
kind of action movie, not holding a bible in one hand and a rosary
in the other.

When my fingers touched his, it was like
lightning struck me. My whole body cried out at once for his touch.
I felt myself grow wet instantly. I'd come to the meeting to find
peace. But instead, I found my next target.

"I'm Abigail," I said in a shaky voice, while
trying to flash the most flattering smile I could. It is even
possible? I thought to myself as I let my eyes run up and down
his body. He's a priest. There's no way...

"And I'm Father Daniels," he said as his
smile somehow grew even wider. "But everyone here just calls me
Jake."

Jake. The name bounced around in my head as I
lost myself in his smile. His teeth were so straight. So white.
Everything about him was perfect. And I could feel myself blushing
as I held his hand, refusing to let it go as he tried to pull away
from me. I couldn't remember feeling like this since Mr.
Woodard.

"Care to sit down?" He asked as he motioned
to the circle of chairs behind us. A few people were already
sitting, with a few more gathered around a snack table. "The
meeting is about to start."

It was like I was lost in a dream. I took a
seat and stared at Father Daniels the entire time. Before I knew
it, the meeting was over before I knew it had even begun. Time
simply skipped over anything that didn't involve the man in front
of me.

People shuffled out one at a time, making
sure to thank the Father and shake his hand before leaving. I just
stayed in my seat. My knee bounced up and down under my hands as I
watched him, wondering what it would be like to have him take me
between the pews.

"Enjoy the meeting?" he asked me once
everyone else had left.

I snapped back to reality at his words. "I
uhhh... yeah. Good meeting."

He smiled at me. "I'm glad. But now I have to
ask you something else Abigail. A favor."

My mind ran though a hundred different sexual
positions. I hope his favor included one of them. "Anything Father.
It's the least I can do."

"Think you could help me with the
chairs?"

Any excuse to stay around Father Daniels
longer was enough for me. We folded up the chairs and carried them
to a storage closet, stacking them against a wall until we were
down to the last two chairs. My whole body was tingling as I
followed behind him for the last trip of the night. I stared at his
ass as he walked, wanting to spin him around before grabbing that
firm backside and pulling him close to me. I wanted him so bad!

Jake put the last chair against the wall and
thanked me for the help before turning around. "I'm glad you stayed
behind Abigail. That would have taken-"

He never finished his sentence. While he was
busy arranging the chairs neatly in the corner, I was pulling off
my skirt and unhooking my bra. By the time he turned around I was
completely bare above the waist, with my nipples as hard as
diamonds as I bit my lip and rocked back on my heels.

Jake's eyes ran over my body and for the
tiniest of moments, I thought it might have been as easy as this to
get him on top of me. HE pulled at his collar as his eyes locked on
my breasts and I could tell by the same he was standing that his
cock was swelling at the mere sight of me.

But then he shook his head and his eyes
returned to mine. His mouth became a hard line, with all emotion
driven from his features. "Abigail, I'm flattered but I'm a priest
and this is a church. Please, put your clothes back on."

"No one would have to know. I could just
close the door and-"

"I said get dressed Abigail." His eyes burned
into me. It was the same look I'd seen from so many men right
before they lifted me from my feet and slammed me against the wall
and ripped at my clothes. But Jake wanted me to put more clothes
on, not take more off.

I took a step forward, reaching out for him.
"Touch me Jake. Touch me and then tell me you don't want this."

"Clothes Abigail. Now." His head turned away
from me and his fingers dug into his pocket before pulling out a
rosary.

I bent down and picked up my shirt, slipping
it over my head quickly. I should have been annoyed at being turned
away, but his rejection only excited me more. I'd come to the
meeting looking for a way to tame my urges. Instead, I found a new
challenge. And I couldn't wait to break him down.

"You win Father. I'm leaving," I said. But
before I left the room, I picked up my bra and tossed the black
lace cups towards him with smile. "You can keep that though. I'd
give you the matching panties, but I'm not wearing any today."

 

I left the room while he was staring open
mouthed at the underwear in his hand. And before he could say
anything, I was down the hall and walking backwards, just waiting
for him to chase after me. They always did.

Sure enough, Father Daniels popped out of the
room with the bra in hand, waving it above his head while he
followed me down the hall. "You can't do this Abigail!"

The hell I can't, I thought as I blew
a kiss towards Jake and spun on my heels, making sure to shake my
hips a little more than normal as I walked away. "I'll see you at
the next meeting Jake. Maybe I'll wear those panties just for
you."

I'd entered the church nervously, with
thoughts of getting over my obsession. Now I was practically
skipping down the stone steps as I left. He was a priest and I
couldn't have him. But I knew that sooner or later, he'd take me
just like everyone else. And I had a feeling that when he did, none
of the men before him would measure up.

 


*****

 


Four months since our first meeting and I
still hadn't cracked Father Daniels. I thought I'd come close a few
times, but every time he managed to pull himself back from the
brink before turning me away. I didn't limit myself to just our
addicts meeting anymore either. I'd started attending church. I'd
joined the choir. I volunteered for every church function. All to
stay close to Jake.

I didn't even bother with other men anymore.
My priestly passion was the only thing I thought about anymore. And
while everyone around me thought I was finally cleaning up my life
after finding God, I was secretly trying to take one of His
shepherds for my own. Not that I felt too bad about it. I was only
borrowing Jake's beliefs to stay close to him.

I left him presents. Little reminders of how
much I wanted him. I wore the panties to the next meeting like I'd
promised, and slipped them off in the bathroom half way through.
They’d been soaked with my own juices when I walked up behind Jake
and slipped them down the front of his tucked shirt. He nearly tore
his clothes off trying to reach my undies. And the next week he
found a picture of me completely naked on his chair, looking
confused as I stood baring it all for him. On the back I'd written
"Where did my clothes go? Have you seen them Father?"

Every Monday, Tuesday and Thursday we had an
addicts meeting. I'd speak at each one, telling the group about
another one of the men I'd seduced. I'd look Jake in the eye as I
told each one, making sure not to forget any detail. And while I
talked, I made sure my hands were sliding over my skin. I made sure
to bite my pouty lips and lean forward enough that Jake, and
everyone else in the room, could see right down my shirt. I wore
short skirts and skimpy tops that left little to the imagination.
And when I left the meeting at the end of the night, Jake never
rose from his chair anymore. He was too busy hiding the massive
erection he was sporting from everyone else.

But it wasn't the meetings that I seemed to
catch his attention at the most. He always looked distracted when I
told him all of my dirty stories and of all the different ways I'd
made men happy. No, it was at church where I seemed to really
shine. I'd sit in the front row in a simple Sunday dress with a
nice sweater. I wore a silvered cross around my neck which hung
teasingly above my bust line. A hair band held my bangs back and
tiny diamond studs sat on my earlobes. I looked like I walked out
of the 1950's but Jake couldn't keep his eyes off of me.

It was like he was delivering mass for me and
me alone. No one else in the church mattered. And people were
starting to notice. I could hear whispers in the hall when I walked
by after service. When I volunteered now, women pulled their
children back when I came close, while the men all looked at me
with wanting eyes and ready hands. Even my good girl routine was
driving men wild.

Every man except the one I wanted. Father
Daniels continued to keep his distance. But he couldn't hide from
me. I was on a mission. That's how I ended up in the confessional,
on my knees and waiting for him to slide the window open in front
of me. I wasn't here to confess my sins. I was here to commit
more.

The window slid open. I could see the shadow
of Jake on the other side of the partition.

"Forgive me Father, I want to sin," I
whispered as I watched the shadow. "It's been a week since I've
touched you. And that's just too long Jake."

The shadow sat up a little straighter.
"Abigail?"

"Yes Jake."

"You have to stop this! People in the church
are talking. If the diocese finds out about us-"

"Us?" I asked. "Oh Father, do you have
something to confess?"

Jake practically yelled back at me. "You know
what I mean Abigail! Do not twist my words to suit your
desires!"

"Shhh," I whispered with my lips nearly
pressed against the partition. "You wouldn't want to make a scene
Jake."

"You have to leave Abigail. Please. And don't
come back."

It hurt to hear the words but it wasn't the
first time I'd heard them. They were the last defense of a
desperate man before he broke down completely. I had him right
where I wanted him now.

"You feel it too. Don't you Jake? There
really is something between us. Something you don't want to
admit."

The confessional went quiet for a long time.
I started to think Jake had left somehow without me knowing. I
called out to him. "Jake? Father Daniels?"

I could barely hear his answer he was talking
so low. "I feel it... You have to leave..."

"Leave with me Jake. Come home with me. Lay
down with me." I watched his shadow lean forward, coming closer to
the partition. "Show me God's love Jake. Take me home and fuck
me."

His answer did come in words. His shadow
stood up and light flooded the other side of the partition as he
pushed open the door to his small chamber. A moment later and the
heavy velvet curtain I was kneeling behind was pulled open as well.
With fire in his eyes, Jake looked down at me before grabbing my
arm and haling me to my feet.

"Out of my church!" He said in a low growl.
"Get out and don't come back. Not for mass, not for confession, not
for meetings. Just stay away!" He pulled me towards the exit.

I planted my feet and managed to stop him for
a moment. "I'll leave if you fuck me Jake. I promise I'll stay away
forever if that's what you want. But until you do, I'll be here
every day."

"You'll leave or I'll call the police
Abigail. This has gone too far!" He yanked on my arm again.

"And you'll tell them what? That the sex
addict who came to you for help is being a handful? What will the
church think when you tell them how you turned your back on a soul
trying to be saved?"

His face drained of color as he stared at me.
"You... You know that's not true!"

"But that's the story I'll tell
everyone."

Something a grunt and a scream came out of
Jake before his fingers clamped down on my arm and he marched me
towards the door again.

"Fuck me Jake. You know you want to."

"Shut up!"

"Fuck me! Bend me over and show me the kind
of man you are. Fu-"

Without warning, Jake pulled me close,
tipping me off balance in my nice heels and sending me crashing
against his muscled chest. His arms wrapped around me, pinning my
hands to the sides before his other hand slid across my mouth. I
could feel his breath on my cheeks as his head rested on my
shoulder.

"Shut up!" His hand tightened around me and I
felt my feet leave the ground. We were only a few feet from the
front doors of the nearly empty church. But before we reached the
exit, Jake pulled me off to the left and lowered me back down until
my heels touched the tile below me. Then I felt his hands at my
back as he pushed me into an alcove. A tiered table of candles
flickered next to me, bathing the small space in soft light. "I
don't want to hear another word out of your mouth. Ever again!"

There was always a fine line when I pushed a
man. When he broke, would he lash out? Would he be violent? Would
he want to hurt me? I wasn't just using them for sex. I was taking
something from them that they didn't want to give up. And the more
a man had to lose to be with me, the more dangerous they were.

Jake had everything to lose. And that made
him more dangerous than anyone I'd ever been with before. I could
see it in his eyes as he looked at me, with my back pressed to the
wall and the only exit on the other side of the man in front of me.
Fear shot through me as my adrenaline started pumping. It'd been so
long that I'd forgotten what this felt like.

With shaking knees and a real sense of dread
in my stomach, I met Jakes eyes and tried to calm him down. "Listen
Jake, we don't have to do anything right now. Just calm do-"

His hand shot out and caught me across the
cheek, turning my head as the sound of his palm on my skin bounced
off the walls. "I told you to shut up!" He grabbed my hair and
pulled me forward violently, dropping me to my hands and knees in
front of him. "This is what you wanted right? My cock? Well here
you go you dirty little whore!"

Jake pulled me up onto my knees by my hair,
holding my head at crotch level as he unzipped his slacks and
pulled his cock out in front of me. My scalp was burning but I
welcomed the pain. My whole body was crying out for the dick in
front of me, bobbing up and down in rhythm with Jake's heartbeat.
Another sharp tug on my hair bent my head back until I was looking
into his eyes.

"Go ahead you slut. Stick it in your mouth.
Do all those nasty things you've been telling me about." His hand
fell from my hair.

I looked back down at his cock as I reached
out. The danger of Jake becoming violent had passed for the moment,
but the fear wasn't going away. This was different than any of the
other times I'd been with a man. Jake hadn't ripped my clothes off.
He hadn't hidden us away. And I'd never been forced to give a
blowjob before. I'd always simply been bent over and fucked. I
didn't know where this was going and that worried me just as much
as it excited me.

My fingers ran along the base of his shaft
and I looked up at him to see if he liked my touch. But he wasn't
looking at me right now. Instead, he was standing there with his
eyes closed; his face contorted with anger. I looked back down at
the cock in front of me and grasped the base. This wasn't what I
wanted, but if I could get him excited enough...

I kissed his tip lightly before I opened my
mouth and slid forward. His silky hood played over my tongue before
the rest of his shaft slipped into my mouth. I could feel his tip
press against the back of my throat and more a moment I thought I'd
start gagging but I pulled back quick enough. With just his head
still in my mouth, I ran my tongue over the sensitive ridge of his
cock while I stroked his base. I felt his body quake as he stood
there. And the sigh of pleasure I heard a second later told me
everything I needed to know.

"You see Jake?" I said as I pulled my lips
from his cock. "It can feel go-"

His hand slammed against the back of my head,
forcing me forward. His cock pushed into my mouth and hit my throat
again but this time I couldn't pull myself away. He held me there
as I gagged on him. "I wasn't always a priest Abigail. But when I
became a priest, I made a commitment. To live my life for God. To
stay celibate. To keep pure. But you... I can't with you
around!"

I slapped my hands against his thighs. I was
gagging so hard I couldn't breathe! His pubes pressed against my
face and tickled my nose as I struggled against him but unless he
let me go, there was nothing I could do.

"I don't see any other way," he said as he
pulled my head back. His dick slipped from my mouth before I
collapsed to the floor, gasping for breath. "God forgive me Abigail
for what I'm about to do."

Jake pulled me to my feet before spinning me
around. With my back to him, he pushed me forward until I was
facing the table of candles. I tried to look back at him but as
soon as my head started to turn, his hand would slap me across the
ear.

"Bend over and hold onto the table Abigail. I
want you to pray. Maybe some good will come out of all of this."
His hands slipped up my legs, pushing my dress up my legs until the
hem was above my hips. His hands ran over the cotton panties I wore
before fingers hooked under the waistband. My whole body shuddered
as my undies fell to my ankles.

Jake's hands ran over my ass while I leaned
over the table and wondered what he'd feel like as he slid into my
tight, wet pussy. And as his hands slid between my cheeks before
running over my slit, I did pray. I prayed that he felt as good as
all the men I'd fucked before him. I prayed that I came quickly.
But above all, I prayed that Jake wouldn't suddenly come to his
senses and pull away.

His fingers teased me, sending another wave
of pleasure through my body as his tips tickled my pussy lips. And
when his hands pulled away from my weeping slit, I was ready for
his cock to take their place. I wanted to feel myself stretch as he
slid into me. I wanted his tip to push against the back of my pussy
like he'd done to my mouth. I wanted him to hold me tightly and
ride me roughly.

But Jake didn't want to do any of those
things. His cock pressed against one of my ass cheeks before
slipping down my crack and pressing against my asshole.

I tried to tell him. "Jake, that's not the
right ho-" Jake pressed forward, with his spearhead piecing my anus
with force. "-ooly shit!"

I wish I could have said this was the first
time I'd ever had a man in my ass, but it would have been lie. The
few times it had happened, it wasn't very good though. So much lube
had to be used that I felt like a slip n' slide. But I would have
taken the liberal amount of lube over what Jake was trying now,
using only the wetness of my saliva still on his cock from my
tongue instead of some KY.

"Get out! Get out Jake!" I was crying as his
hands found my hips. He pressed forward again, pushing deeper into
me as I moaned in pain. "Oh God it
hurts!"

"I told you to keep quiet!" he yelled. He
pushed forward again, stretching my asshole wider than I'd ever
felt. The priest wasn't small. Not by any means.

I couldn't keep quiet. When Jake slid back
out, it felt like my insides were going to follow his cock. I
wanted him to make me moan, but not like this. "Please Jake! It
hurts so much!"

I felt a tug on my ankles as Jake stepped on
my stretched out panties. "Step out," he said as he pressed back
into me slowly.

I did as he asked, carefully pulling my feet
from the leg holes of my underwear. Every movement I made sent
another spike of pain through me but I finally managed to get the
panties off and onto the floor. Once they were off, Jake shifted
his weight for a moment. When he straightened back out, I felt
something press against my lips before he said, "Open up."

My mouth opened and a moment later I felt
the soft cotton of my balled up undies forced between my teeth. Now
my moans were muffled by the panties but that didn't solve the
issue of the pain in my ass. But Jake was prepared there too. As he
slid back out, I felt his fingers dip into my still wet pussy,
wriggling around inside of me as he soaked his fingers in my
juices. For a brief moment, everything he was doing felt good, but
when his fingers lipped back out of me, the pain in my ass
returned. But when Jake pushed forward again, his dick slid a
little easier. He'd greased his shaft with my slick juices.

It helped a little, but not enough. Jake was
sliding in and out easier now, but that just meant he could push
into me faster, harder. My body bucked each time his hips slammed
into my ass, sending his dick deep into my asshole. The candles
below me had been pretty at first, but I'd quick grown to hate them
as the multiple flames heated the air around me. I was sweating and
tears rolled down my cheeks but the warmth licking at my face dried
it all before anything could drip to the floor.

Jake was picking up speed again, sending a
fresh wave of pain through me. More sobs wracked my body. But he
still wasn't done with me. His fingers pinched my sides as he
spoke. "Touch yourself whore. You wanted this. Now I want you to
enjoy it."

With a shaking hand, I let
go of the table and ran my fingers down my stomach until I found my
clit. Jake was right about one thing. I had wanted this. I'd begged for it,
just like I'd done so many times before. And when my fingers
touched my button, the pleasure it caused chased away any pain. It
was like a switch was flicked. Now my moans were borne of pleasure
instead of agony.

Jake could tell. He squeezed me again and
picked up his speed once more. "Yes. Moan for me you little slut. I
want you to come and I won't stop until I hear it. Come for me
Abigail. I want to hear how much you like being fucked."

Her words, combined with my hand and his
cock, made sure I didn't last long. It only took a minute of my
tiny fingers playing over my pussy before my breath came in quick,
shaky sighs. Every muscle in my body tensed as I moaned, with my
back arching and my toes curling. Jake held me in place and kept
slamming himself into me.

I felt amazing! Wave after wave of energy
poured through me, tempered by the hammer hits of Jake's cock deep
inside of my ass. The pain around my asshole was still there, but
with my fingers on my clit and his head slamming into something
deep within me, I didn't care anymore. This was everything I
wanted.

But Jake had other plans. He wanted me to
come, but he didn't want me to enjoy it. Without warning, one of
his hands left his hip and picked up a candle instead. And just as
quickly as my pleasure rolled through me, he stole it away,
replacing my ecstasy with the feeling of fire blossoming across my
spine. He was pouring hot wax across my back!

My muffled screams didn't make it much past
the cotton panties still wedged in my mouth. The wax cooled quickly
but the skin underneath throbbed painfully. He'd poured a line all
the way down my uncovered spine. And he wasn't done yet. Another
strip of wax hit my skin, horizontally this time. It bisected the
first line and it took me a moment to realize that Jake had just
drawn a crucifix across my skin.

He didn't last much longer. His hands
squeezed me once more as he pushed himself in deep and held himself
there I felt him swell within me, filling my ass with his cum. and
when he pulled out, it was quick, harsh. When he let me go, I
collapsed to the floor. I was a sweaty, burnt, leaking mess. And
when I looked up at Jake, he was smiling.

"I hope that's what you came here for,
because it's all you'll ever get from me." He pulled the panties
from my mouth and tossed them in front of me. "Don't talk. I don't
want to know what you're thinking. Just get dress and get out."
Jake walked away, leaving me alone in the little alcove with
nothing but my thoughts.

I pushed myself to my feet slowly, pulling
my dress over my back and wincing where the light cotton material
touched my burnt skin. And when I slid my panties back up my legs,
I shivered as they slid in place. They were soaked from my juices
and my spit. But the real pain came when I took my first step
towards the door. My asshole burned with each tiny movement and my
stomach was cramping bad.

I'd been robbed of my orgasm. I'd been fucked
rough. I'd been burnt and hit. But I'd gotten what I wanted. And
when I thought about the look in Jake's eyes when he pushed me into
the tiny alcove, or the strength in his voice when he spoke to me,
a smile crept over my face. The pain would go away, but my memory
of today would linger.

When I pushed open the doors of the church,
sunlight kissed my skin. Once I'd managed to walk down the step,
careful in how I moved, I looked back over my shoulder, hoping for
one last glance of Father Daniels. He wasn't there, but if he was,
it might have taken a little away from the man he was. And that man
had given me the best sex I think I'd ever had.

I lowered myself into my car slowly, wincing
when my ass, then my back, hit the canvas seat. I'd never come back
to this church. I'd never see Father Daniels again.

But that was okay.

There were plenty of other priests in the
city.
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