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UNLOADING HER ‘SINS’

 


The chilly morning air as Sarah
emerges out from the exit doors of Farringdon Station into the
picturesque brickwork setting of Central London's Clerkenwell
neighborhood somehow manages to penetrate the stocky woolen coat
she tossed on before leaving her apartment early enough to enjoy
this naughty little unscheduled visit to her girlfriend Mary's
workplace and it triggers in her lean but curvy body a series of
shivers that run up from her tailbone to the base of her neck and
which remind her just how much she hates winters in
London.

"Bloody English weather..." Sarah
grumbles, her Scottish twang charmingly profane during this
low-toned utterance, while quickening her stride a little to ward
off the cold during the 10-minute trek to the church.

"You here to see Mary?" Boris the
cleaner asks as Sarah clambers up the steps while he's sweeping the
topmost of them.

"Yeah, is she in her
office?"

"Nah, in confession. Some office lady
had something to get off her chest, I heard."

Sarah smirks at the Russian immigrant
who she's fairly certain has neither a work visa nor citizenship
and yet still seems to have no issue holding down several part-time
jobs around the city (this church cleaning gig being only one of
them) and nods.

"I'll go in and wait then."

Inside it's quiet, lonely even, as
Sarah marches down the empty lines of benches to grab a seat
roughly four meters or so from the church's sole two-door
confession booth that is positioned against the wall at an even
distance between the right side end of the first row of pews and
within throwing distance of the polished wooden podium where Mary
sermons twice a day on weekdays and three times on Sundays. And,
now pleasantly at rest, Sarah folds one trim leg overtop of the
other and messes around halfheartedly on her smartphone until a
truly average-looking chick in so-so office attire exits the
confessor side of the booth seeming more sure of life than Sarah
imagined she was on entering and who with barely a glance spared to
the blond modelesque beauty idly loitering nearby makes her way
down to the front doors just as Boris is stepping inside with his
cleaning gear so he can (given it's now dead-on 9am) stash his kit
in the storage closet before he tramps three doors down to the mum
and pop bakery that Sarah often picks up a scone from - because
Boris surprisingly is one hell of a baker - on days where she
sneaks in to visit the woman who she's quite open about being
completely head over heels in love with.

Sensing a chance to indulge in a
little subterfuge, she pockets her cell phone quickly and rushes
over to enter into the confession booth before Mary can walk out
and inside she takes a seat.

"Mother," Sarah commences, striving
yet failing to emulate a credible British accent, "it has been
nearly 10 days since my last confession."

A very, very, very protracted sigh
emerges from the other side of the privacy screen.

"Sarah, I know that's you."

The blond-haired confessor chuckles
and returns, "Come on, honey, don't you sound a little too annoyed
about me visiting? I mean, all I've come to do is 'unload' my sins.
There aren't any other ulterior motives like the last few
times."

Rather than replying to Sarah's
statement, the church's sole female priest shifts open the small
door that people use to pass her things and extends through it her
hand, which, of course, Sarah is savvy enough not to take as Mary
definitely plans to slap hers for violating their agreed-upon rules
about workplace visits for what is at least the fifth time this
month alone.

"You always do this."

A sly smile slides across Sarah's
stunning features. "Uh-huh. And, If you didn't leave so early this
morning then I might not have come to bother you at
work."

There's a shorter sigh that is maybe
50% more forgiving than the first.

"As you know, the Lord requires much
of me and I can't always be there for you."

"Yeah, I get that," Sarah states, "but
don't you think your girlfriend should get a little of that special
attention you pay the big man in the sky from time to time as
well."

Another sigh is issued - this one
mostly aimed at Sarah's rampant atheism - and she feels just a
slight sense of guilt over being such a constant burden on her life
partner, even though the reason for that isn't something she can
easily do anything about.

"Just hurry up and stand
up."

Sarah acts as requested, unbuttoning
the front of her woolen coat while she does, and lets that heavenly
hand (because if God exists then Mary definitely has been gifted
all ten of his digits) skillfully run between her sculpted thighs
to gently stroke the indented groove of her most intimate of
places.

"You've soaked through your business
trousers again, I see."

Around the edges of her hairline
Sarah's skin reddens slightly in embarrassment.

"I can't help it. The usual combo of
sex toys wasn't enough this morning and I really need a warm body
to calm me down and, truthfully, the only one I have on hand is
yours."

Almost immediately after this foolish
verbal blunder, Mary's flirty fingers are angrily retracted back
through the small door in the confession booth's screen.

"Babe..." Sarah unzips her business
trousers and shimmies them down to her knees. "I didn't mean that
the way it came out. You know I'm a one woman girl."

There's a lengthy considering pause
during which Sarah wonders if she's about to be
punished.

"I know that. It's just..." Another
smaller sigh ensues. "Anyway, stick out your hand
please."

Gingerly Sarah places her hand palm
down on the extended sill of the window leading into Mary's side of
the booth and the woman slaps the back of it firmly.

"You are lucky - you know that,
right?"

"Yes, and I am grateful for every
morning that I get to wake up next to you."

These sweet words of affection most
certainly have the right effect on her lover because Mary's hand
immediately returns to bury three of her unbelievably skillful
fingers deep into Sarah's waiting cunt and from there a feeling
that she's nicknamed 'god entering her' has her legs clamp together
solidly as her g-spot is found and stimulated.

"Ahhhhhh---"

Even though Sarah gagged herself
pre-orgasm, the cry of pleasure which her lips unleash as a huge
wave of good feelings runs through her entire body is still far too
loud.

"Turn around and push your ass to the
window."

The bottom half of Mary's face appears
and Sarah figures today must be special or something because when
she reclines back onto the woman's lips, her life partner starts
furiously tonguing her seated lady gully and, as anticipated, it
only takes 3 minutes for her to cum again.

"It appears you are unsatisfied," Mary
proclaims.

Actually, Sarah kinda was, but the
tone of her lover's voice tells her that she's managed to flip the
woman's switch (a once-a-year occurrence and an event to be
commemorated) and so does exactly as directed after being told to
pull up her trousers and immediately depart the confession
booth.

Outside there's no one lingering about
as Mary swiftly emerges in her nun's habit (the woman strongly
disliking trousers despite her branch of the church being super
progressive and all) and Sarah strolls along after the shorter
woman like a rabid horny hound dog behind a sweet smelling bitch
until they come to the office the woman works out of when not
attending to her flock.

"I'm going to put the 'out to
breakfast' sign on the front door," the sexy brunette mentions, "so
you can wait inside, but I don't want you touching anything,
okay."

Sarah leisurely strolls over to the
room's huge wooden desk, stares around at the super orderly rows of
books and bibles on the shelves lining the walls and fantasizes
about what is about to happen next until a few minutes later when
her lover returns and promptly orders, "Come to me."

A tidal wave would have less force
than the overwhelming sense of lust that the woman just expressed
in those three wonderful words and Sarah collapses to her knees,
opens her mouth and is thrown under the woman's long black dress to
be deliciously greeted by the shaven slit of her pantyless (because
Mary detests underwear as well) goddess and there she buries her
mouth deeply into the flavor and aroma of her life partner's
perfect pussy.

"Ahhhh... that's really pushing my
buttons."

Sarah is gently guided back inside the
confines of the dark cave formed of Mary's work attire so that she
can lay on the hard wooden floor and upon her face the woman sits
and uses the whole of it like an old-fashioned washboard to squeeze
out the abundant juices spilling from the soaked folds of her
magnificent cunt.

"I should've, uh, waited, ohhh, for
you this morning... ahhh... I wasn't being consid-ah-erate to
your-ooo-needs and I-I-I'm sorrry-."

Sure, truthfully, a lot could be said
for Mary's attentiveness to settling down Sarah's problematic
sexual compulsions in the morning - it being a hot time for her
when her condition is at its most severe - but presently she
couldn't care in the slightest about all that because right now
she's focused on prizing out the woman's delicious clit from its
hood and there's no doubt Mary is liking that by the sweetness of
her cute little moans and groans - which by extension makes Sarah
feel even better - and lovingly, when she has that little petite
pleasurer exactly where she wants it, she begins doing her best to
return the favor of the two earlier orgasms to her lady
love.

"Yes, GODDD, thank you!"

A powerful splash of smutty fluids is
haphazardly discharged and Sarah guzzles a decent helping of it
down like it's the finest of wines.

"Get up. Hurry!"

Sarah is forcefully tugged up by her
long blond hair, despite being halfway compliant at the time, and
is flung over the desk so her business trousers can be yanked down
to her ankles and her panties essentially torn straight from her
buttocks.

"God says we should love those we care
about as much as we can, you know," Mary states, inserting three
fingers and forcing Sarah's crystal blue eyes to stray heavenward,
"and so, my darling, I'm going to love you quite a lot from now on,
so you had better be ready for that."

When she blew her girl load in less
than 3 minutes, Sarah had deemed herself quite lucky, but - as
always - she is reminded yet again during the divine finger fucking
that follows that there is no one on this great green Earth who can
beat Mary's sheer expertise in matters of the cunt and swiftly
another orgasm is brought about and, thereafter, the slick digited
angel wanders around to the opposite side of her desk, throws open
the bottommost drawer, takes out a four-liter bottle of lube, and,
most worryingly, extracts the largest of five strap-ons in the
drawer to place it down next to the lubricant.

"I have to go to work after this..."
Sarah tries.

"Oh, I see," Mary replies, midway
through unzipping her dress at the back. "Do you have any important
client meetings scheduled?"

"No, paperwork mostly. My boss is on a
business trip until next week."

Mary leans down to look Sarah in the
eye - the woman's sooty brown orbs irresistibly seductive in that
moment - and grins in a way that usually culminates in both of them
engaging in the kind of sex that the hundreds of men and women
Sarah slept with prior to being set straight by her own personal
slice of heaven here on that unforgettable evening that followed
them being introduced to one another by a mutual friend at a church
sponsored matchmaking party that Sarah had initially attended for
the purpose of trawling for more fuck buddies (yet where
unexpectedly [and happily] she'd met the love of her life
instead).

"Then, it's fine if you call in sick,
isn't it?"

The dildo fastened to the pink harness
which Mary's hungry eyes are urging Sarah to let her insert into
her pussy is exactly 25 centimeters from base to tip and if she was
to draw a straight line through its thickest point in the center
then it would be 7 full centimeters of silicone (about the size of
her own clenched fist) and not once has she taken half of it, but
every time Mary brings it out Sarah ends up bowlegged and bedridden
for the next 24 hours with thoughts of never having sex again
vaguely drifting in and out of her mind.

"By the way, did you hear they
launched a new model of this lovely toy?"

Sarah glances to the strap-on that
Mary is holding.

"No, I hadn't heard that."

From the bottom drawer arises what
seems to be a duplicate of the one that her lover just placed in
the center of the broad desk.

"They seem the same to me," Sarah
notes.

A small pink switch at the fake dick's
base is flicked into the 'on' position and the enormous beast
starts to shake, rattle and roll like it's having a fit.

"The reviews that I
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