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His perfection
was worldly, and godlike. Sister Theresa found herself mesmerised
as her mouth turned dry. She licked her lips in contemplation.
Instinct is the foundation of Holy Spirit – the snare of
concupiscence hard to avoid. Her gaze darted to her feet as he
approached. She had no choice but to look up again – he was
approaching her and politeness was her duty. She found her eyes
scan all the way up from his expensive loafers, neatly pressed
chino's, over that bulging crotch, up his expensive cream-white
shirt with pearl buttons, the two top ones opened. It was a sunny
day.



"I'm here for confession..." His resonant voice reverberated
through her as he gave a beaming smile. His mouse brown hair combed
back revealing his masculine, symmetric face, not too butch – but
square. His eyes were deep yet piercing, full of wisdom, set above
that aquiline nose. His teeth were pearl white as he smiled,
perfectly set. His broad shoulders cast a shadow like angels wings
beneath the Sun.



"Um... Uh...." Sister Theresa drawled and swallowed, she trembled
slightly, her heart beat faster and she felt tingles plume inside,
her nipples prickle with some unforgivable apprehension. She gave
her soul to God.



The Stranger simply stood, raised his eyebrows, smiling.



"The priest is not here yet. Mass starts soon. You may enter and
stay. He can hear your confession afterward." She smiled. Glad to
have recomposed herself.



"Eucharist before confession???" He mused, smiling, his eyes
wandered up and down her smock. Which was unnerving, it made her
tingly. Shiver in tingles.



"Oh... I'm sure God knows your heart in earnest. You are Willing.
That's the main thing." She smiled warmly, encouraging him.



"Indeed I am Willing Sister." He smirked, and entered the church,
looking back to her with a wry grin as he disappeared through the
door.



"Something about that man..." She wondered. It's as if he knew her,
or she him. She was unbearably attracted to him. The tingles and
Desire were bothering her more and more over the past months. She
was a nun for barely two years and it was a difficult path. Only 22
years old – her body was full of ardour. But she gave her soul to
God in earnest, and wished only for Unio Mystica with God, and
prayed often that God would ensure her Guardian Angel care for her.
Angels do God's bidding, as humans only err to do and err often.
May she be rightly guided.



She looked around desperately. And with no mind – entered the
Church.





He was kneeling
in prayer, head bowed, on the pew third back from the Altar. Christ
on the Cross looked down upon them, in carnal suffering his spirit
rose above all. She genuflected and as she shuffled up toward the
altar, her robes casting plumes of air around and between her
thighs, she could not help but look at him. His broad back and
shoulders were perfectly lean through his crisp white shirt. His
mouse brown hair was immaculate from behind as it was from the
front. The man was an immaculate conception in himself – something
perfect. Light from the darkness. The tingles bloomed behind her
mons veneris and her eyes rolled to the ceiling, pleading for
strength and succour from her building suffering. Dealing with
these tingles and yearnings was becoming increasingly unbearable.
And then He comes along!



God give me strength!!! Liberate me from my suffering!



For some unconscious reason, she sat on the aisle opposite him, she
couldn't stop glancing. He turned and looked to her,
grinning.



"Mass shall begin soon." She smiled awkwardly. The irresistible
urge to approach him and say something was overpowering. There were
moments she wondered if this was her True Path and this somehow
felt like the penultimate moment. The moment of moments.



His Rolex watch scintillated from the sunlight entering the windows
as he rose slowly, with confidence, and gracefully moved toward
her. Sister Theresa looked up, her mouth agape in some odd sense of
awe – she was not afraid, but astonished. Astonished by his
confidence and presence. He smiled as he looked down upon
her.



"What is your name?" He asked warmly.



"Sister Theresa." She murmured.



"Sister Theresa. I am an envoy of God. Trust me on that. And I am
here for your confession and your suffering." He smirked, quite
wickedly, and raised his eyebrows awaiting her response.



"Why do you want my suffering???" She murmured. She grew
afraid.



"Because that is what you want." He smiled warmly "Do not be
afraid. I will deliver you through it, and liberate you."



Sister Theresa's consciousness became a blur. Is he going to
torture her and kill her??? Suffering???



"I don't know..." She whimpered, little tears welled in her
eyes.



"Suffering is a gift from God," he smiled "and it comes in many
forms. Do not fear it. Your suffering is your Desire."



"Am I going to die???" She pleaded.



The god laughed warmly from the depths of his throat, raising his
eyebrows again as if to say 'silly girl!'



"No." He said "You are going to be reborn. You will suffer through
Pleasure my dear. Not pain."



Sister Theresa was perplexed, and looked up to him like a lost
lamb. But somehow, she knew exactly what he meant. She couldn't
help but smile, and finally laugh a little, her giggles
reverberated around the Church. She blushed as she held her mouth
and looked around. Thankfully it was empty.



"I can't say no can I?" She whimpered.



"You are free to do as you Will." He reassured warmly. "Stand up
now Sister Theresa. You can stay here or walk out that door." He
took her right hand in his left and rose her gently to her feet,
and took only one step back. She could feel the heat from his body
even through her smock, and the scent from his expensive cologne,
behind which his natural odour titillated her even more.



"I gave my soul to God." She whispered, unable to stop pursing and
licking her lips, her right fingers playing a little with his
left.



"You did indeed." The god smiled "And your body?"



Sister Theresa paused. "Yes... My body and soul..." she concluded,
with forced conviction.



"I will never force your conviction." He smiled "I don't need to.
But indeed you have given body and soul – thus I am here." The god
smiled to her.



"Who are you?" She asked curiously – her curiosity drove her
attraction to His Mystery as much as his perfect looks and obvious
prowess.



"I am who I am." He smiled, before kissing her softly on her left
cheek, then her right, then squarely, softly, slowly, passionately
full on the mouth.



Sister Theresa's eyes closed as her breathing shortened and
quickened, the heat of his lips upon hers was thrilling and
enthralling. His scent and warmth so close as his left fingers
tickled the palm of her right hand and wrist, rubbing up her
forearm. He took her other hand and kissed her again, fully on the
mouth, sucking gently, swaying his lips in a waltz of growing
passion. His fingers tickled and caressed her hands and danced with
her fingers, caroused up her forearms, causing waves of sensation
to flow over her body like soothing waters.



"Mea culpa..." She whispered as her head swooned back, helplessly,
wantonly, baring her neck for his hot lips.



"God has always known what is in your heart." He whispered, before
cascading a flow of hot kisses down her neck, with intermittent
nuzzles and nibbles, his big arms wrapping around her waist, both
embraced before the Altar.



Sister Theresa's hair flowed wild and free as her veil was thrown
off, caught under the long wooden benches some ten feet behind her.
She knew she would not be needing it anymore. She was free. The god
now sucked her mouth passionately, deeply, intensely, his big hands
massaged firmly up and down her back as she naturally wrapped her
arms around his big neck and shoulders.



Everything felt so natural.



His kisses were skilled and magnificent. His lips suckled and
massaged her upper and lower lips in turn, before pulsing
passionately over her whole mouth, the tip of his tongue tickling
and licking around behind her lips, dancing with her tongue, before
tickling the roof of her mouth in little spirals and dances.



She giggled and pulled as the tip of his tongue tickletickled the
roof of her mouth. That was new to her! It was invigorating,
torturous, agonising, yet an irresistible turn on. She looked into
his eyes as she felt his cheeks smirk in wicked humour. His big
hands meandered to her lower back, then squeezed her bumcheeks,
drawing her pelvis against his. Her rapid breathing now became deep
and heavy, she was heavy with Passion.



And simply wanted more.



He paused, drew back, and smiled to her, his big hands still
clutching her bumcheeks.



"More!" She gasped.



"More is the Magick number." He winked, with that cheeky
irresistible smirk, then with both hands, grabbed the front of her
smock and ripped it with unbelievable strength.



Within seconds her black robes were cleaved in two, like some false
temple cracked down the middle, and her body was freed. She stood
there in her plain white underwear, in total shock. Waves of air
flowed over her entire bare body along with a blast of shock and
shame.



"Huh!" She gasped, not gasped, but almost bawled. If anyone came
in, God forbid!



Christ on the Cross looked on. Witness to all things.



The god simply stood, smirking, admiring her with that eagle gaze,
up and down, up and down, his eyes meandered, taking in
everything.



"You're very beautiful Sister Theresa. It's a shame to hide such
beauty. Hide not the Light with a lampshade!" He smiled.



Something about the way he expressed himself. The things he
said – rung a bell. It was as if he knew her deepest thoughts even
before she knew them herself.



"Oh my God!" Sister Theresa gasped, and for some pathetic reason,
crossed her arms over her bosom. It struck her she was more ashamed
of her very plain bra than anything else. She looked up to him, and
smiled like a naughty child. He simply waved his hand.



"Don't be silly." He smiled "Cast off thy vestments!"



She lowered her arms to her sides, oddly wanting to be seen,
despite the strange sense of shame – which thrilled her. Two years
of nonsense had ended. She could not carry on like this anymore.
That she knew. God as her witness she knew.



"Liberate me." She said, her throat a little dry, it felt like she
took a leap across a great Abyss, a point of no return.



The god smiled and stepped forward, reached around her back and
unclasped her bra. She gasped as it fell off, the cool air wisping
around her erect nipples. She couldn't stop gasping amidst
shuddering breath. Guilt and fear returned, as if the horror of
that Abyss now presented itself before her. What is she doing after
all???



"Oh Please!!!" She whimpered as he knelt before her, and pulled her
panties to her ankles, nonchalantly, slowly, as if he were doing
the most menial of tasks. Yet never did he move without sensuality.
Tingles bloomed and her clitoris surged as cool air wisped around
her vulva and bare bumcheeks. The intense sensation of her
nakedness was overwhelming to the point of torture.



"Step out of your panties please," he cooed

cover.jpg
Baldassare Cossa

With a Stranger

IN
CHURCH






