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An altar boy quietly slipped through the side door, kneeling reverently at a small stand near the altar. The soft chime of his bell echoed through the church, signaling the entrance of Father

Jim, who appeared from the opposite door. He strode confidently to the center of the altar, commanding the congregation's attention. With a graceful flourish, he raised his arms high, prompting everyone in the pews to rise in unison.

As Leah looked on, she felt her legs tremble beneath her, captivated by the regal figure before her. The deep crimson stole, elegantly draped over his broad shoulders, contrasted beautifully with his white vestments. The gentle light filtering through the stained-glass windows illuminated his face, highlighting a serene expression that radiated calm and authority, leaving a profound impression on all who gathered to witness the sacred moment. The man stood before his congregation, clad in a high-collared white linen robe that cascaded to his ankles. The light and airy fabric shimmered softly under the gentle glow of the overhead lights, its brightness creating a striking contrast against the dark stubble of his beard. A cincture—a long, rope-like cord, meticulously tied around his waist—cinched the robe at his midsection, emphasizing his presence and adding a touch of ritualistic elegance to his appearance.

He scanned their faces, stopping briefly when he noticed Leah. He allowed a warm smile to spread across his lips before continuing. He lifted his hands in a welcoming gesture, his voice resonant and warm as he greeted his flock: "The Lord be with you."

The congregation, a mix of ages and backgrounds, settled into their seats, their expressions reflecting reverence and anticipation. In unison, they responded, "And with your spirit,” a harmonious echo that filled the space, binding them together in shared faith and community.

Leah followed the service with keen interest, her eyes locked on Father Jim as he gracefully navigated the altar, exuding warmth and authority. Each gesture he made, from how he raised his hands in blessing to the gentle tone of his voice, commanded the congregation's attention with a palpable blend of love and respect. As the Mass drew to a close, Father Jim's rich voice could be heard clearly, "The Lord be with you," his tone imbued with compassion as he offered the heartfelt farewell, "Go in peace." With that, he turned away from the altar, the soft rustle of his vestments accompanied by the sound of footsteps as the Altar Boy escorted him. The sacred atmosphere lingered in the air as the congregation began to rise.

As everyone else filed out of the church, Leah remained seated in the stillness of her pew. The air was thick with silence, and the faint smell of candle wax lingered as five minutes dragged on, feeling more like an eternity in the hushed sanctuary.

Just as she began to feel the weight of solitude, the side altar door opened, and Father Jim reappeared, his silhouette framed by the soft glow as he dimmed the altar lights. He went over to the altar railing, glancing at his watch with a calm, knowing brow, while Leah felt tension in the air.

Suddenly, a clunk echoed through the stillness, and Leah’s heart skipped a beat; it sounded like the door locking behind the last parishioner. 

Father Jim looked up, breaking the palpable silence, and said, “The doors automatically lock at 6:00. They only open from inside. We’re alone.” His voice was steady, yet there was an unspoken understanding that it was time to finish what they started last Friday.

Leah rose from her pew, a rhythm of footsteps echoing in the hushed church as Father Jim stepped forward, swinging open the altar railing gate with a welcoming gesture. As Leah glided down the aisle, her fingers deftly loosened the buttons of her blouse, conveying confidence and resolve. Father Jim draped his stole over the altar rail with a gentle but deliberate motion, followed by the white cincture, his movements smooth and intentional. He unclasped his high collar, and with each unbuttoning of his robe, a palpable tension filled the air, setting the stage for the moment they had been waiting for. As Leah unbuttoned two more buttons, her fitted bodice separated, nearly exposing her rosy nipples. Father Jim grinned, realizing she was not wearing a bra, and continued unbuttoning his robe.

As Leah neared Father Jim, he shrugged his robe off his shoulders. Correspondingly, Leah shrugged off her top. She stood before him naked to the waist, except for her scarlet scarf. She gingerly removed his black t-shirt. He let her hands flow over his chest and well-formed, strong biceps. Then he motioned to the altar railing gate, indicating for her to kneel on the gates’ padded cushion. Leah obeyed his guidance, knowing what was about to be revealed.

Father Jim stepped close to her, unbuckled his belt, and unbuttoned his shirt. Leah reached and unzipped his trousers. Her hand dug into his shorts, retrieving his beautiful cock. She began to stroke him, but he took her hands and placed them together on the railing as if she were in prayer. Then he guided his cock into her mouth. She sucked him lovingly. He pulled his dick out of her mouth and said, “Pray to me. Say my prayer, I’m sure you know it.”

Leah began, “Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name.” As she continued, Father Jim grazed his wet cock on her cheeks, slipping it back in her mouth to keep it wet. Leah garbled the words of the prayer while he was in her mouth, then clearly continued when he pulled out again. She got as far as, “And lead us not into temptation...” at which point he placed his hand on the back of her head, forcing his cock to the back of her throat and making her gag. Her scarf was now draped over her shoulders, trailing gracefully over her breasts. Her face was far from graceful, glistening with saliva and pre-cum.

Leah choked a few times, then he directed her to stand, saliva dripping off her chin onto her chest. He hoisted her into his strong arms. She wrapped her legs around him, and he carried her to the end of the altar, putting her down. She lay back on the cold marble. Father Jim raised her feet to the edge, smiling when he saw she wasn't wearing panties. He went down on her, licking and encircling her clit with his tongue. “My god,” Leah thought. “Where did he learn that? Surely not in divinity school.”

She unzipped the side zipper of her skirt and raised her hips. Father Jim slipped the skirt off and cast it aside.

Ironically, he murmured, “Leah, you taste like heavenly honey.” He stood and gazed at her, lying on the altar with her legs spread, wearing just a scarlet scarf.

Then he eased his cock into her wet, aching pussy, fucking her gently as she moaned. The feeling of being filled by a priest lying back on the altar was like a missing piece clicking into place.

As he quickened his pace, an unfamiliar sensation surged within Leah, one that felt almost transcendent. Emotions of a divine nature swelled inside her, each heartbeat synchronizing with the enchanting rhythm he set and the throbbing cock inside her.

Leah turned her head to the left, the dimming twilight casting long shadows over the rows of empty pews, their polished wood reflecting only the faintest hues from the cool stone walls. With a shiver of ecstasy, she twisted her neck to the right, her gaze drawn upward to the crucifix. There, the figure of Jesus loomed, his piercing eyes looking straight into her soul. At that moment, she felt an uncanny kinship with Mary Magdalene, making love to Him. She was genuinely convinced that Mary wasn't a whore. She was just a woman like her with deep desires.

Father Jim grasped Leah’s ass with both hands, sliding her nearly off the edge of the altar. He thrust into her hard. Leah’s pulse thundered in her ears. She bit her lip, letting go a gush that felt like molten gold. He furiously thrust harder. Leah's yell echoed, “Cum inside me.”

He exploded, picking her up in his arms again and letting his balls drain completely. He gently let her down and dashed to gather their garments. Taking Leah’s hand, he guided her into the intimate dressing room next to the altar.

The space was inviting yet straightforward, featuring a plush upholstered chair, a cozy cot, and a table adorned with a crystal decanter of rich, red wine and two elegant crystal glasses. The soft light created a warm atmosphere around them as he poured generous servings. They settled onto the cot, the anticipation lingering in the air. Father Jim, lost in contemplation, took a slow sip of his wine, the silence thick with unspoken questions. “Do you regret what we did?” she finally asked, breaking the stillness.

He smiled, replying, “We did nothing sinful, and I have no fear of consequences. What we did was lovely.”

Leah replied with her hand on his cock, “It was extremely lovely. What kind of intimacy would you believe to be a sin?

I believe in the sacrament of marriage. It is crucial for the health and future of civilization because informed, consensual sex is not only natural to our design, but also more beneficial than harmful. God would have no reason to restrict it, other than extramarital sex.

“Even same gender sex,” Leah asked. 

“I experienced that in college, have you?”

“Yes,” he replied. “I’ve had oral sex many times when I was in the seminary. It was quite satisfying, but God’s finest creation is the fairer sex.” He traced her neck and curves as he spoke, kissing and nuzzling her breasts, down her abdomen, and between her thighs. His stiff stubble was painful but euphoric.

Leah felt that same unique feeling when he penetrated her again, giving her another orgasm almost immediately. She couldn't explain how different sex was with him, but it was magical. Another incredible orgasm made her nearly faint. She lost track of time, unaware of how long he lasted, until she gushed on him and felt him explode inside her.

They lay together in silence. A divine afterglow washed over Leah, feeling his sperm seep out of her. “Do you want me again next Monday?” she hopefully
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