Sins of the Father

Father Andrew smiled at the blond woman sitting across from him as he finished his work.  Father Andrew had agreed to speak to her in private after he finished his duties this evening, and he busily sought to complete his paper work.  As he signed and dated the papers in front of him, he could not help but become aware of how intently the young woman was staring at him.  Father Andrew knew that her name was Lauren, was in her mid-twenties, had always appeared pious and sweet, and had just recently begun attending the parish after being away from the faith for some time.  She was an attractive woman he thought, in passing.  Finally, he completed his paperwork, and laying his pencil upon his desk, looked up to see Lauren staring at him with intense eyes and a uncertain smile on her lips.

“So, Lauren,” Father Andrew said, “What can I help you with this evening?”

There was a moment of silence, before Lauren spoke.  Then looking at him in a smile that was almost angelic she said, “Father, my boyfriend has asked me to marry him.”

“Oh, congratulations!  How long have the two of you been together?”

“A little over a year, Father.”

“Ok.  Do you have some questions regarding the ceremony, or using the church for the wedding?  Is he Catholic?  Exactly, what can I help you with?”

“Well, Father Andrew, Brian is good to me, and I love him.  I am not sure though, if he is the right man for me.”

“Well, before entering into the covenant of marriage you must be completely sure that the two of you are right for one another.  Why do you think that he might not be the one to marry.”

“It’s embarrassing,” Lauren said. “However, I need to tell someone who might understand, and will not pass judgment on me without knowing all of the details.”

Father Andrew shifted in his chair put his elbows on the desk in front of him, and laid his head to rest on one hand.  “Why don’t you tell me what you are talking about, child.”

“Well, Father, I do things that are not in line with our teachings.  Things that are sinful.”

“Like what,” Father Andrew inquired.

Smiling inwardly, Lauren whispered, “dirty things father, sinful things.  Things that are naughty but make me feel good.  Brian does not know about the kind of things I do, and if he did I am sure he would not approve.”

“Lauren, if you mean sex, I have to tell you that…”

“Please Father, you said you would listen to me and try to help me with my problem.  You promised.”

Beginning to feel uncomfortable, Father Andrew leaned back in his chair.  At forty years old, he had never been comfortable when it came to talking to his parishioners about the sins of the flesh.  He had only been with one girl before devoting his life to God, and that was so very long ago.  As his mind began to wonder, Lauren’s voice pulled him back down to reality.

“Father, please listen to me.”

“I am sorry, child.  Please tell me what I can do to help.  If it is confession then Saturday…”

“No, Father.  I just need to talk.”  As Lauren said that she smiled impishly.

“You see Father, Brian is great in every way, but when it comes to sex, he simply does not do it for me.”

“Child, there is so much more to a relationship, a marriage than sex.  Surely, if he seems to be right for you in every other way then any incompatibility the two of you may or may not have in the bedroom is a minor thing, isn’t it?”

Lauren pondered the Father Andrew’s words for a long moment, and then asked.  “Father, are you a virgin?  Have YOU ever had relations with someone of a sexual nature?”

“My relationship with God provides me with all the love I need.”

“Father Andrew, I am not talking about love.  I am talking about sex.  I am talking about satisfying your needs.”

“Lauren, my experiences are not at issue here, what is the issue is that you seem to be basing the quality and future of your relationship with Brian based upon a little thing like sex.  I know many couples whose marriages are happy and satisfying because sex is not the focus of the marriage”

Feeling like the priest did not understand her frustration and the seriousness of her dilemma Lauren leaned forward. Her eyes looked over the Jesuit.  He was a good-looking man, with a slight graying of his black hair around the temples, and the wire framed glasses that he wore giving him a scholarly and venerable look. Lauren had never liked to not be taken seriously.  It angered her and made her feel insecure.  

“Father, do you know what it is like to want to fuck?”

Lauren could not believe she had just said that, but it was too late to take the words back.

Father Andrew could not believe her words either.  “Lauren, I do not see how I can help you.  If you will not heed what I have to say then the solution I have to offer will most certainly not appeal to you.”

“What exactly is your solution?”

“Why prayer, of course.  Prayer, spiritual counseling, and sacrifice.  In life we must often sacrifice for the greater good.”

Lauren stood and stared at the priest.  She knew that coming here and talking to him was probably a mistake.  She had felt awkward from the very beginning, and know she was frustrated, embarrassed, and more than a little angry. All her life she had been sexually misunderstood.  A lot of it had to do with her experiences in the church.  It started with the nuns in school, with their talks of imminent damnation if you gave in to the urges of the flesh.  Yet, more than one nun had touched her or stroked her in a way that made her feel good, yet sinful.  The stories that some of the younger boys told about certain priests and the things that they would have the altar boys do after communion and the Eucharist had been delivered.  All her life, Lauren had been a sexual creature, and she left the church so that she would not feel damned about being sexual.  Well, maybe she was damned, after all.  Yet if she was, then she would be damned if she would not teach Father Andrew a lesson about humanity, about sexuality.  Color rising in her cheeks, she turned and locked the door to the small office in the church’s basement.

“Lauren, what are you doing?”

“You and I are going to talk plainly and simply, Father.  I am going to teach you something tonight.  Something you really should know about.  It will help the next person that comes to you for advice.”

“Lauren, I think it is time we concluded our talk.  I will see you at mass, and we can talk afterwards if you like.”

“Shhh…” Lauren said, putting a delicate finger to her lips.  Staring at the priest, her finger trailed down her chin, over her neck, and down to the button of her blouse.

“Lauren what do you…”

“Father, be quiet.”

“Child, listen, if you…”

“Father Andrew, if you do not shut up and do exactly as I say I will scream.  The little old cleaning woman outside will come running, and then there will be a scandal so big that it could destroy the church.  The last thing the church needs right now is scandal.  You know that, as well as I.  Now, you sit there and you watch, and do everything I tell you.  Otherwise, I will scream and it will all be over.”

Father Andrew could not believe that this was happening.  How could this sweet girl do this to him?  He had only hoped to help her, now things had taken a turn that was most foul.  She was right, though.  If she screamed, there would be questions and scandal.  Already the parishioners were shaken and wary, any more scandal could undermine the entire congregation.   His resolve, his faith, and the good lord would see him through this.

Slowly Lauren began to unbutton her blouse.  The perversity of what she was about to do causing her entire body to flush with a heat that radiated from the top of her head, through her chest and breasts, causing her nipples to stand out so erect they ached, and caused her sex to begin to heat and grow wet.  As the buttons of the blouse gave way to her fingers, Lauren could not wait to expose her bosom.  She had bee blessed with breasts that were large and firm.   The nipples were a rose color, and when aroused they were sensitive and stood up high above the areole that surrounded them.  Again looking at the priest, Lauren finished unbuttoning her blouse, and untucked the shirt from her skirt.  She could feel the air conditioned air of the small office, and it gave her a slight chill as her bra covered breasts were exposed to the priest.

“Lauren, please do not do this.”

“No Father, you are going to learn this lesson.  You may not like it, or you just might.  Either way I am going to show you that sex does play an important part in everyone’s life, even a priest’s.” 

Lauren’s breasts strained against the material of her bra.  The fabric itself was thin, and her nipples protruded through the material, marking her excitement.  Father Andrew stared at Lauren as she undressed herself, not believing what was happening.  His eyes were drawn to her breasts, their hard nipples, and the soft taper of the curves that led to her hips.  Father Andrew looked at the flair of her hips, and her flat tummy.  The skirt Lauren was wearing was black, and professional, but accented and highlighted her curves nicely.  The skirt was tastefully short, but showed off thighs that were tanned and well toned.  With a sudden start, the priest realized that he was looking at this woman in a less than holy manner.

“Lauren, in the name of God!  Please…”

“Father, if say anything else, unless I tell you too, I scream.  Imagine what it will look like with me exposed, in your office, behind a locked door.”

Lauren had him.  She knew it, and Father Andrew knew it.  He could only pray that whatever lesson the poor misguided woman thought she could teach him would be over soon.

Looking the priest directly in the eye, Lauren undid the frontal clasp of her bra.  She heard an involuntary gasp escape the priest’s lips as he helplessly looked at the breasts now laid bare before him.  Slowly she rubbed the little marks on her bosom cause by the material of her bra.  Then she lifted them up, allowing her hands to cup and appreciate their weight.  Father Andrew’s mouth began to open and gape.  He felt an uncomfortable dryness in his thought, and he noisily sought to clear it.  Slowly, Lauren began to kneed her breasts, and then play with the nipples, lightly tweaking and pinching them.  This sent a tremor through her body, and her clitoris throbbed deliciously.  The moisture that had begun to build in her loins was greater now.  She took a finger, and placed inside of her mouth, then brought the digit down to the right nipple to wet it, and make it even harder.

“You see Father, when a man, or another woman, wants to arouse a woman’s body, the breasts should never be neglected.  Besides being made for nursing, they are a great source of pleasure.  You can understand that, cant’ you?”

Father Andrew closed his eyes, but said nothing.

“Hmm… not going to answer me, huh?   Well, I think you understand what I am telling you.”

Father Andrew tried to think pious and saintly thoughts.  He thought that closing is his eyes would allow him to focus in on his convictions.  It did not.  In his mind’s eye he could see Lauren touching and caressing her breasts.  Slowly, the priest’s eyes opened, and he could immediately feel himself lost.  Lauren’s hands and moved from her breasts to remove her blouse and bra, and she was now rolling her skirt up her thighs.  She bunched it up around her waist and hips.  The priest’s breath quickened, and his manhood began to lengthen and grow hard in his pants.  A tiny pair of black panties, with a thin, almost transparent crotch covered Lauren’s sex.  The lips of her sex appeared full and puffy, and Lauren looked at her mound with a devilish smile when she realized that the good father’s eyes were transfixed by the sight.

“Do you like what you see, Father?  Shh… you do not have to say a word, I can tell.”

“Lauren please let me say one thing,” the priest almost whispered.

She smiled, enjoying the fact that he asked for permission.  “Go ahead.”

“If we, you, continue, then no good can come of this.  Please stop.  Your soul is at stake.

For a moment, Father Andrew’s words gave Lauren pause.  She knew that this was incredibly wrong.  Yet, when she saw the rising and falling of the priest’s chest, and his hand unconsciously disappear beneath the desk, all thoughts of sin and propriety and consequences vanished.  She was resolved, and Father Andrew had a lesson to learn.

“Father,” she said, ignoring his words.  “Watch and learn.”

Father Andrew mouth gaped open as Lauren’s fingers, with their painted nails, rubbed the delicate skin of the inside of her thighs, and then pulled at the waistband of her panties.  This caused the lips of her pussy to become flattened against the material, and the priest gasped again.  Slowly, Lauren rotated to on her heels, so that her backside was presented to father Andrew’s gaze.  She then bent at the waist.  Her buttock flared out, and she knew that the lips of sex were open and displayed as she slipped off her panties; first over her ass, and then down her legs.  Turning back around she could see that the priest was breathing heavy, and his face heated and flushed.

Lauren’s finger began to lightly move over her mound.  Cupping it first, then gently working her fingers around the lips.  One hand found its way back to her breasts, while the other came to rest on her clitoris.  Slowly and deliberately, she massaged the mound, coating her fingers with her excitement, and urging the lips apart.  With three fingers she coaxed the pleasure from her clitoris by rubbing and stroking the nubbin and its tiny, delicate hood.  

Father Andrew’s cock was fully erect, and painfully straining against his trousers.  He had never witnessed such a sight as this in his entire life.  This woman had aroused in him sensations and feelings he had long since thought buried.  He was hard, and aroused, and felt damned because of it.  He could do nothing but watch as Lauren pleasured herself brazenly.  Slowly, he became aware of the scent that filled the tiny office.  It was the scent of a woman aroused.  It was a smell of that made him dizzy and light-headed, and again he closed his eyes.

He opened them suddenly when he felt a hand on shoulder.  Lauren had moved over to where he sat, and placed herself in front of him on his desk

“Look at me.”

He did, with a reluctant upwards glance.  As he did, Lauren brought one of her fingers, coated with her excitement to his lips; slowly she circled his lips before pushing her finger insistently into Father Andrew’s mouth.  The taste of her pussy was rich and sweet, and the taste caused Father Andrew to feel as if he were going to faint.

“That’s it, Father,” Lauren said in a whisper.  “Taste me.  Taste what a woman’s pussy tastes like.  Taste me, and tell me you don’t like it.”

Father Andrew let the finger play in his mouth, then he began to swirl his tongue around the invading digit, and before long he was sucking hard on Lauren’s finger, trying to capture every drop.

“No need to be greedy, Father.  There is plenty more where that came from.”  Taking a side of Father Andrew’s head in each of her hands, she looked down and bent the priest’s head down with her.  Father Andrew’s breath was quick, and he groaned aloud as he and Lauren both eyed her sex.  Lauren spread her legs in a slow and deliberate fashion, reveling in how the priest stared and appeared to be enraptured at the sight of her pussy.

“Can you smell me, Father?  Can you smell just how turned on I am? Can you smell my excitement?”  The priest said nothing, but only shook his head, confirming all that she had said.

Dropping a hand from the right side of Father Andrew’s face, she traced the inside of her left thigh while parting her legs.  Her glistening sex flowered open, and the scent of her and wetness became all the more apparent.  A finger found its way to her clitoris and rolled it around for a few seconds, before parting her lips and diving inside of her.  There the finger moved gently back and forth, in and out.  

“You see Father, when a woman is this excited, she gets all wet and slick.  This allows a finger, or a cock, to move inside of her with ease.  It is wonderful biology.”

“Yes, Yes, ….I know,” the priest, muttered in an almost sacred tone.

Lauren removed the finger that was deliciously moving inside of her, and over clitoris.  Again she traced the taste of her over Father Andrew’s lips, wetting them with her slickness.  However, instead of feeding him as she had done, her finger made its way to her own lips.  The priest watched as her tongue extended out of her mouth to encircle just the tip, and then gazed in erotic wonder as the finger was swallowed by a mouth that sucked the taste of it just has greedily as he had done a moment before.

“Hmm… I love the taste of pussy,” Lauren said boldly.  Then looking down at the priest, she removed his glasses and laid her hands of either side of his temples.  Gently, but with deliberate purposefulness, she brought his mouth down to her pussy.

“Lauren, please…”he whispered. “Don’t.”

Ignoring a plead that was both half-hearted and pitiful, Lauren brought Father Andrew’s face so close to her pussy that she jumped when she felt the warm air of his labored breathing against her sex.  The priest’s eyes were again closed, and she could almost swear that he was reciting a prayer.  

“Kiss me, Father.  Open your eyes, and kiss me.”

  Trying not to, but failing miserably, Father Andrew opened his eyes and stared at the sex of Lauren.  Indeed, it was open like a flower; slightly pink were the lips, and the entire mound, save for the lips, were covered by a fine, thin down of blond hair.  Moisture seemed to not only saturate her mound, but almost gushed from it like some perverse fountain.  The priest, as Lauren guided him down to her sex, and placed upon it the most delicate of kisses.  His tongue snaked out his mouth, tasting Lauren’s excitement on his lips.  As he did this, Lauren ground her pelvis into Father Andrew’s face; coating his face and soaking his chin and mouth.  

“Push your tongue inside, Father.”  He did, and Lauren moaned.  It was by no means the best oral attention her pussy had ever enjoyed, but the perversity, the sinfulness was more exciting than anything she had known.  The priest’s tongue probed inwards, and moved clumsily but deliciously around her clitoris, and across the lips of her pussy.  His nose grazed her clit as she continued to guide the priest by the face, causing her to gasp and shudder.

“Father, hold your mouth right there.  Good.  Now, gently suck.”  Lauren had placed Father Andrew’s mouth directly atop her clitoris.  His crude sucking had her reeling now, and she savored the sensations as the priest pleasured her.  

“Harder.  Yes, yes,, Yessss…..”

With a shudder, Lauren climaxed violently.  She bit her lip to remain quiet, but roughly ground Father Andrew’s face into her pussy.  

“Oh, oh, she moaned softly as her climax subsided.”

Father Andrew continued to devour Lauren’s pussy oblivious to everything else.  Finally, Lauren pulled his mouth away from her hypersensitive sex.  She stared down, into Father Andrew’s eyes, and saw a man who was all but unrecognizable to the saintly clergyman she had first began talking to not so long ago.  The realization of what he had just done began to pry its way into Father Andrew’s mind, and he was immediately filled with remorse, guilt, and shame.

“Oh God, what I have done?  What have we done?”

Immediately Father Andrew bolted up, and stood. He was oblivious to the fact that he was positioned between Lauren’s open thighs.  He turned to go, to flee; to escape the office where he had betrayed this woman by giving in to lust, but as he did Lauren grabbed the priest by the belt and the front of his pants.  Father Andrew’s erection was lewdly visible, and was displayed prominently beneath his black trousers.

Lauren’s hands grasped first the belt, and then the erect cock covered by wool.  Father Andrew weakly attempted to push away her hands, but Lauren held fast.  She then began a slow, rhythmic manipulation of the priest’s cloth-covered cock.  Fist she squeezed and rubbed her thumb over the head, and then gave several strong tugs, moving her hand up and down.

“Lauren, child, please…don’t.”

“Father,” she whispered.  “I told you not to speak, unless I told you to.  You learned the first part of your lesson well. Now I am anxious to see how well you perform during the second part.”

Looking down as she stroked and jacked Father Andrew’s cock through his pants, one of Lauren’s hands pushed the cock flat against his pelvis while the fingers of her other began to unzip him.  The sound of the zipper bring lowered was faint, but to Father Andrew it was like thunder roaring in his head.  He closed his eyes, and lightning flashed behind them.  He could feel sin waiting to envelope him; he could feel damnation breathing its hot breath down the very nape of his neck.  He jerked as his penis was exposed to the cool air of the tiny office.  Lauren had unzipped him, and the head of his cock poked out of the opening in the crotch of his boxers.

“Hmm… Father Andrew, it seems you are enjoying my tutoring.”

The priest looked down and groaned as Lauren’s right hand wrapped around his penis and jerked it methodically.  Back and forth the hand went, milking the priest, fanning the fires of his damnation.  Lauren’s thumb glided over the head, and a trickle of fluid oozed from the opening, allowing her to coat the head of the cock with a shiny wetness.

Lauren stroked the cock, and soon the priest began to move his hips to the rhythm of her hand motion.  More fluid oozed from the head.  The shaft became thicker, the veins rising prominently.  Lauren sensed that the priest was ready to climax; to cum.  The very thought of it made her even wetter, and the electricity that spread through her body made her nipples and clitoris stand erect and ache with a dull throb.

“Why Father,” she whispered, her own breath catching in her throat.  “I think you are going to cum.”  “We can’t have that, not yet anyway.”  Lauren stopped her stroking, and gripped the base of the cock in her hand.  She tightened and gripped the base of Father Andrew’s cock until it seemed that the priest calmed down and backed away from his impending orgasm.

Lauren looked up, and she and the priest once again made eye contact.  For a few seconds that stared at one another, each seeing different things.  Lauren saw a man lost, lost in a sea of confusing and conflicting emotions.  While Father Andrew saw the instrument of his destruction.  For a moment, Father Andrew had an enjoyed a sense of rationality and control, but it fled quickly when Lauren’s hand resumed its manipulations of his cock.  Lauren, still looking him in the eyes, stood up abruptly, and kissed the priest full on the lips.  Father Andrew’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as Lauren’s tongue forced itself into his mouth.  

Forcefully, savagely she kissed him, keeping her own eyes open as she did so that she could watch the torment and joy on the face of the priest.  She pressed herself into the priest, never letting go of his cock.  Her breasts, with their hard nipples burned into the chest of Father Andrew, and she aimed his cock at her sex.  Father Andrew moaned into Lauren’s mouth as the head of his cock made contact with the fine hairs and dampness of her vagina.  On and on they kissed, all the while Lauren rubbing her nipples into his chest and rubbing the head of the priest’s cock against the outer lips of her pussy.  Finally, Lauren broke the kiss, and then pushed Father Andrew backwards into the chair behind his desk.

There he sat, looking as if he dwelt somewhere between enraptured and lost, not knowing what might happen next.  His cock stood erect and proud, its head coated with his own excitement and the excitement of Lauren’s sex.  Slowly, Lauren walked over to him and straddled either side of his legs.  Without saying a word, she leaned forward and pressed her nipples to the priest’s mouth. 

“Lick my nipples, Father.”  “Lick them, and suck on them.”

Tentatively, then roughly, the priest did as he was instructed.  He suckled Lauren’s bosom with a novice’s zeal, his tongue licking one nipple, then crudely sucking on the other.  Lauren’s hand made its way down to Father Andrew’s cock, again giving it a rhythmic up and down stroke; causing it to harden even more, milking out the precum.

Lauren leaned back, causing her breasts to fall away from the priest’s greedy mouth.  Then making sure she had his attention, positioned her pussy directly above Father Andrew’s prick.  He looked down, and then gasped as Lauren began to once again coat the head of his cock with her wetness.   She rubbed the head over her clitoris, inflaming her own arousal, and then slightly parted the soft lips of her pussy with its hardness.  Both Lauren and the priest looked as the head of the cock sliced and parted the lips of her sex.  Then looking up she spoke.

“Do you want this, Father?  Do you want to feel yourself inside me?  Do you need to feel yourself inside of me?”

The priest was silent.  He could say nothing; he could do nothing.  He was at her mercy.

His mouth moved, but no words escaped it.  His eyes looked heavenward, but found nothing that could save him  

Then it happened Lauren lowered herself onto him, and he felt himself begin to enter her.  Slowly, she worked herself down the length of the shaft.  The cock was not too long, but it was generously thick and round.  It parted her lips, and filled her wonderfully.  She gasped, and groaned loudly as she settled her entire weight on his cock.  Still, Father Andrew could say nothing.  He merely groaned loudly, as his cock was enveloped by her sex.  The heat of her pussy was delicious, and unlike anything he could ever remember feeling.  Instinctively, Father Andrew began to push upwards, trying to work himself in and out of her.

“Ugh, oh…”, the priest moaned.

Lauren watched the face of the priest change and contort, as she began to move her pussy up to the top of the priest’s cock, then slide herself down it until her clitoris mashed into the hair surrounding the shaft   Upwards, then downwards her pussy glided over the thick shaft inside of her.  Lauren’s own pleasure increased as she did this, and she could tell by the look on the face of the priest and the swelling of his cock that he was close.  The thought that he, this man of god and devotee of the tenets of Catholicism, was about to cum inside her spurred her towards her own climax.  She began to rock he hips back and forth, mashing her clit against his pelvis and causing Father Andrew to groan even louder.

“Are you about to cum, Father?  Are you ready to cum inside of me?”

“Yes, oh yes!”

“Then do it!  Cum for me, Father!  Cum inside of me.”

That was all that Father Andrew could bear.  He was close to climax even before he entered Lauren, and now the heat and grip of her sex and her words drove him over the edge.

“Uggh, oh GOD, oh…” he growled.  His hands gripped Lauren’s hips mashing and grinding her sex into his.  His cock began to spew and empty inside of her, and he buried his face into her breasts to muffle a scream.

As for Lauren, the orgasm of the priest was the catalyst that began her own.  She could feel Father Andrew pour himself into her, coating her insides.  And as his hands gripped her hips, he flattened her clit against the base of his shaft.  This drove her headlong into climax, and she shook and moaned as her orgasm seized her.

“Yes, ohh, umm,” She moaned as she came and pressed the head of Father Andrew into her breasts.  Lauren’s hands pulled and knotted his hair as the waves of climax buffeted and battered her body.

Then as the passion ebbed, Lauren pulled the head of the priest from her chest.  She looked down at Father Andrew tenderly, and whispered, “ You see, Father, you did have a lesson to learn after all.”

Lauren then placed her hands on the shoulders of the priest and pulled herself off of his cock.  The priest’s semen oozed from inside of her as she did this, and Father Andrew’s cock emerged from her sex, visibly coated with the remnants of their encounter.

Slowly, and without words Lauren put back on her bra, then her blouse, and finished dressing herself.  Shamefully, Father Andrew tucked his cock back into his wool trousers and remained sitting in the chare with his head bowed.  There seemed to be nothing to say to one another, no words that would be appropriate.  As she turned, to leave Lauren looked back, and then spoke.

“Don’t feel bad Father, after all sex is such a minor thing in people’s life.  Even if you don’t forgive yourself, the good Lord will.”

And with that, Lauren left behind the priest and the parish she had hoped to embrace.

