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STRANGE
CONFESSIONS

Dressed to draw attention and to
confess her naughtiness to the hottest priest she’d ever seen,
Katrina excitedly slipped into the huge church. Having appeared for
services over the past months with increasingly daring outfits, she
was sure she’d caught his interest.

Clasping her rosary beads in her grasp,
she twitched tightly clad hips on the way to an empty pew. To her
surprise, several women were ahead of her. She settled down to wait
while glancing at all the stained glass and high ceilings. Having
backed off from church and confession long ago, she couldn’t
believe she was eagerly waiting to confess.

After evading many rapid proposals of
marriage, she’d grown irritated with the dating scene years ago and
now needed something different to fuel her fantasies. Words such as
desirable, sexy, and edible were thrown at her so often that she’d
begun growling back clingy, boring, and ‘oh, give me a fucking
break!’ on too many occasions.

While waiting, she couldn’t help but
grin over how it had all started. She’d been shopping when she’d
overheard a heated conversation. Thinking it was a joke, she’d
become intrigued when everyone agreed that it was indeed strange
for such a hot priest to have the last name of Strange.

They’d spoken with brazen candor about
fantasies, declaring their desire to explore some Strange. Since
she knew most of these women were married, their heated assertions
had caused Kat’s radar to fly off the map. Upon hearing it was a
priest, she’d fervently prayed all the way home.

The door to the booth opened, whipping
everyone’s attention in that direction. Kat’s well-manicured
eyebrows involuntary climbed halfway up her forehead as she watched
the woman practically skip down the aisle while fanning her
face.

Two women headed for the emptied booth,
causing her to discreetly cover her mouth over the volcanic giggle
threatening to erupt. The woman who’d just departed kept her eyes
to the floor as she quickly headed down the aisle. Kat had to
wonder what these husbands thought of all this.

She vowed to wait forever in order to
unload her thoughtful and steamy confession. While she waited, her
mind mulled over Father Strange, wondering why a hot young man
would choose such a profession. She’d heard the ‘calling’ excuse,
but couldn’t believe that it was true in his case.

A people-watcher by nature, she
wondered if this overly handsome priest arrogantly knew his effect
on women. Quite charming with intense blue eyes, she believed he
worked his charisma to purposefully increase his parish. Planning
on knocking him off his pedestal, she swept her long dark hair over
her shoulders and pressed her perfect shade of berry lips together
in anticipation.

When the door opened once again, her
finger paused in tapping her chin while blatantly studying the
newly departed female’s movements. With cheeks a bit too pink, the
lady was clasping rosary beads so tightly that Kat was surprised
they didn’t disintegrate. The woman’s eyes rose to hers for a
split-second and Kat almost giggled at their dreamy
state.

Crossing her long legs, she slid a
finger to smooth down her too-short skirt as she adjusted her high
heel strap. Kat was definitely not suited for waiting patiently,
but tried to occupy herself with thoughts of what she’d say to the
hot priest. Remembering his passionate delivery of sermons, she
grinned as she squirmed in her seat.

With her nipples tingling, Kat
contemplated his thick wavy hair - perfect for running her long
fingers through. Prominent cheekbones with dark stubble resting
underneath, which made her satiny skin tingle at the sheer thought
of him raking his chin over her. She distractedly rolled the rosary
beads over her skirt, scandalously pondering how he’d use her stash
of toys.

She glanced at the candles as sweat
popped out on her brow, but drenched her movements in contrition as
she rose to head that way. Calming the sway of her hips, she
ignored the disapproving clearing of throats behind her. Having
worn a plunging blouse and push-up bra, her already ample breasts
were displayed at their finest.

With cleavage glittering from a touch
of fine fragrant powder above her cinched waist, she’d already
received quite a few growls and even stopped traffic crossing the
road on her way to the church. The shade complimented her green
eyes to perfection while the application of makeup lent her already
exotic features just the right touch.

She plucked a candle up to light before
placing it amongst the others. Even though she’d forgotten what the
ritual was all about, she stood for a moment and prayed for him to
notice her. The door behind her swung open, spurring her to turn
and sachet passed the door on her way to her seat.

While impatiently waiting, she noticed
that darkness was rapidly falling while she savored a variety of
sinful memories. She tried her best to ignore the spiraling ache
that shot through her when she thought of his powerful
stance.

The last woman finally vacated the
booth. With a withering look aimed at Kat, she made her way down
the aisle. Kat stifled her grin, rising to take her place at
confession.

She quickly knelt and placed the
rosaries between her hands. Putting on her most penitent
expression, she squinted at the small ornate screened partition as
he shifted in the seat and started his priestly murmur.

Once she’d fallen into the response,
most of the ritual came back to her. When he told her to confess
her sins, she bit her cheek and took a deep breath to enhance her
ample cleavage while responding, “I have grown bored with the
normal, Father. Too many men expect me to give myself freely to
them. What happened to strong, demanding men instead of ones that
ask for everything?”

She peered through the finely woven
screen and could just make out his frowning back at her. Catching
the slight movement of his hips, her gaze dropped, but he was
positioned so she couldn’t see his hands. Challenge rushed through
her as her gaze rose once again.

Slyness flew into her eyes. She
practically purred, “For instance, I’ve been reduced to pulling my
own hair when deep throating a man’s cock.”

A thump hit the floor from the booth he
was inside. Wondering if he’d dropped his Bible, Kat didn’t wait
for him to speak but rushed on, “No matter what is done, I cannot
cum with men these days. I want to be tied down and mercilessly
spanked while begging to be fucked.”

He coughed and cleared his throat, but
she didn’t wait for his words. After her slight pause, she
confessed, “Are there no men left that can please me? I’ve prayed
over it, but God seems to turn a deaf ear to my needs.” With
profound innocence, she asked, “What am I to do?”

A husky voice asked, “Do you even
believe you’ve sinned?”

The obvious lust in his voice teased
her, but she needed hotter fuel for her fantasies. Taking a deep
breath, she revved her vocal purr to porn quality, “Sinned? Isn’t
it a sin to not be happy, Father Strange? By the way, that’s a
catchy name. Anyway… every fiber of my being needs that grand
release from a real man, but I haven’t had a climax in years. I
grow tired of the same bullshit fantasies day after day. Last
night, I dreamed…”

A knock on the booth made them both
jump. Cloth shuffled and another thump came from the booth in which
he resided as an elderly voice asked, “Is there someone in
confession?”

Kat groaned, but Father Strange’s loud
clearing of his voice and cough smothered it before he growled,
“Sister Mary, give us a moment please.”

A shuffle of footsteps moved away
before beads hit wood as the nun settled onto the pew directly in
front of them. Kat bit back a string of curses, literally crossing
her eyes as Father Strange patiently asked if she was repentant of
these sinful thoughts. Although both knew otherwise, she answered
positively while secretly wishing he would brutally spank her for
sinning.

He pleasantly surprised her by
suggesting confessions that were more frequent. Hiding her grin,
she left the booth and nodded respectfully to the elderly nun.
Holding a lemony smelling cloth, the woman jerked in shock when her
eyes rose over Kat’s tightly-clad body before a cough hacked out of
her throat.

With hips practically dancing on her
way down the aisle, she glanced over her shoulder to briefly check
out Father Strange on her way to the door. His gaze was resting on
her tightly clad ass before skating up her body to lock his blue
eyes with hers. She left the church with encouragement brewing in
her mind and busily analyzing every nuance of Father Strange’s last
words and expression.

*****

Later that night, she pulled open her
closet to select a thin whip, oversized dildo, and anal beads.
After carefully cleaning them, even though she meticulously cared
for all her toys, she sought out fresh batteries before situating
herself on the bed.

With legs spread and ass hiked in the
air by pillows, she shoved the beads up her ass while rubbing the
long dildo over her pussy before sinking it deep inside her. She
focused on memories of him and snapped the whip lightly over her
clit.

Slowly fucking herself with the lengthy
dildo, she nudged her clit with the end of the whip before snapping
it again. Hissing at the delicious sting, which caused her hips to
jerk, she quickened the dildo’s pace as she dragged the dampened
whip over her nipple. With an expert flick of her wrist, she
snapped both nipples to attention before sinking the handle of the
whip between her ample breasts.

Using her teeth to maneuver the whip,
she squeezed her breasts together while fucking her cleavage.
Closing her eyes, she imagined his cock sliding between them while
she pumped the dildo furiously into her pussy. As the first
anticipatory clench struck, she quickly snapped the whip over her
clit repeatedly while rocking the dildo side to side.

With hips rhythmically pumping, she
clenched her ass tightly while pushing at the long dildo so that
her taint was massaged. All the while, she whipped her clit while
watching her breasts bounce and listening to her queefs. Imagining
that he fucked her ass, she immediately cried out as the waves of
climax washed over her.

She kept going, reversing the whip to
beat her nipples while fucking herself harder with the dildo. Her
pussy sucked and queefed around the dildo until she jerked the
beads out of her ass and, rolling to her knees, shoved the long
dildo up her ass as her face hit the sheets.

She proceeded to fuck it even harder,
clenching tightly around it as she sank fingers into her pussy
opening to push at the embedded dildo. Writhing against her sheets,
she nudged her clit with her palm while spreading fingers wide
inside her clenching pussy. She finally removed the dildo, growling
over getting no satisfaction from any man.

After cleaning the toys, she placed
them back where they belonged and went back to bed. Curling around
a body pillow, she said a quick prayer of forgiveness before
falling asleep.

*****

A few days went by before she saw him
again, but it wasn’t at the church. While grocery shopping, she
spotted a man dressed in a polo shirt and dark jeans, but glimpsed
him from the back at first. His physique, along with the smiles he
was receiving from nearby shoppers, drew her attention. Since she’d
never seen a priest wear anything but their customary uniform, her
thoughts didn’t lead her to Father Strange.

Kat never left the house without a
touch of eyeliner and lipstick and nothing worn looked shabby on
her. She’d been repeatedly told that garbage bags would be
transformed into formal dress if allowed to grace her body. The
form-fitting jeans and blouse she wore were nothing spectacular,
but they still garnered her appreciative glances.

Having worn sneakers, she had to
stretch for items tucked away on the top shelves. As she was
focusing on nudging her fingertips to the corner of a box, a hand
suddenly plucked it off the shelf. She rocked back on her heels,
smiling as she turned to her helper and found a dimpled Father
Strange holding it out to her.

Up close and without the tightly woven
mesh of the confessional booth, she realized he’d missed his
calling to be the hottest male model on earth. For once in her
life, heightened arousal brought about a complete lack of words.
Having completely forgotten the box of rice which he held, her eyes
dragged down his tall frame before she squeaked out, “Hi there,
why…?”

His eyebrows shot up in question when
she suddenly stopped talking, but when she just stared at him, he
said, “Hi, yourself. You looked like you needed help.”

“Yes… of course. I’m not used to seeing
priests out of… uniform.”

Dimples stood out on his cheeks as he
nodded in understanding, “Let’s just say that I get tired of all
the black, Miss…?”

She dumbly nodded, wanting to tell him
that he looked sinfully gorgeous, but said, “Call me
Kat.”

Taking the box, she raked her long
nails over his fingers, which granted her a rather naughty look as
he said, “Will I see you at services this Sunday?”

She quickly nodded and asked him,
“What’s your least busy day for confession?”

He laughed before studying her face and
quickly saying, “You could always set up a late-night
appointment.”

Surprise flew through her, “Really?
You’d do that?” His eager nod prompted her to say, “Well, that
would be great!”

Respectfully nodding back, he suddenly
winked, “Maybe drop by later tonight.”

Her eyebrows rose in surprise as she
giggled out, “Oh, I’ll confess my heart out!”

Brazenly winking back at him, she
beamed, “My sinful nature definitely needs some…
cleansing.”

Her words deepened his dimples as he
eagerly nodded again. Saying goodbye, she detected his eyes on her
ass when she walked away. Thinking that he wasn’t as pure as she’d
thought, she
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