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​Summary
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She came seeking absolution... he offered damnation.

Mara, angel-voiced choir girl, has always sung for heaven. But when Father Corin, a priest consumed by forbidden desire, notices her, the line between sin and salvation blurs.

In the shadows of the church, he offers her a dangerous absolution—one that binds her body, her heart, and her very soul. Kneeling before him, she surrenders, and together they explore a love that is sinful, sacred, and consuming.

As the season of Lent deepens, passion ignites into obsession, secrets twist into devotion, and Mara discovers she carries a life neither of them expected. With sacred vows broken and hearts exposed, can love survive the weight of sin?

Dark, erotic, sacrilegious, and utterly addictive, The Resurrection of Sin is a story of forbidden desire, submission, and love that defies God and man alike.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Trigger Warnings
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This story contains:


●  Explicit sexual content, including BDSM, submission, and eroticized power exchange



●  Sexualized relationships involving a priest / religious figure (consensual within story)



●  Sacrilegious and religiously charged sexual themes



●  Pregnancy and intimate sexual content during pregnancy



●  Emotional intensity, obsession, and taboo desire





Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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​Dedication
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For those who worship in shadows,

and for the sinners who sing in secret—

may your hearts always find their true sanctuary.
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​Mara
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The first notes of the hymn, a soaring, ancient melody dedicated to the Archangel Michael, struck the air like a physical blow and shook me more profoundly than they should have. The vibration ran from the polished rail of the choir loft down through my fingertips, making my bones hum. Below us, the towering wooden beams of St. Jude’s Parish Church groaned—not just under the weight of their own five centuries of age, but under the sheer volume of sound, a deep, structural sigh. Yet, it was neither the music nor the architectural despair that caused the true seismic shift within me, but the silent, unyielding focus of Father Corin’s gaze.

I could feel the pressure of his eyes tracking me even before I dared to lift my chin and confirm it. He stood far down the central aisle, framed by the gothic archway leading to the nave, his silhouette dark against the pale, dusty light filtering through the high, stained-glass windows. When my solo line arrived—pure, effortless, and trembling slightly with suppressed emotion—I offered it up like a vulnerability. That was when I caught the edge of something in his eyes: an intensity that bordered on feral, an expression that should never belong to a man sworn to ethereal devotion. It was not admiration; it was assessment. Something hungry. Something waiting.

I tightened my hands around the worn leather spine of the hymnbook, the embossed edges of the cross digging painfully into the softness of my palms. That superficial pain became my anchor, a distraction from the deep, electric charge humming between us. I forced my stare onto the score, focusing on the complex counterpoint, striving to be absorbed entirely by the sacred task. The rest of the soprano section, oblivious, sang on—a wall of beautiful, pious sound that failed entirely to shield me. My heart hammered a pagan rhythm beneath my ribs, skipping beats as his eyes, I knew, followed the rise and fall of my throat with every breath I took.

“Good,” he murmured later, standing at the foot of the choir loft’s narrow staircase. The rehearsal had concluded, and the last, lingering echoes of the organ faded into the damp silence of the stone. His black cassock swept the uneven slate floor, the movement hushed and authoritative. He did not raise his voice; his words were casual, meant only for those of us filtering past, yet they settled specifically in my chest like a molten-hot prayer I wasn’t meant to hear, a secret benediction. Good. I could feel the weight behind it: not merely artistic praise, but a precise acknowledgment of my singular performance and the emotional tremor I had failed to conceal. Ownership, terrifyingly, almost.

I bit the inside of my cheek, profoundly embarrassed by the sudden, overt heat flooding my face, and ducked my head low beneath the brim of my hair. I could not, however, deny the exquisite, forbidden thrill that accompanied the shame. Every note I had sung seemed to have been offered directly to him, a siren call disguised as liturgy, even while the rational part of my mind screamed the litany of appropriate warnings: This is wrong. Dangerous. Sacred ground. And yet, in the hushed cavern of the church, I wanted the danger.

I feigned an urgent errand to the sacristy, needing to escape the remaining stragglers and the suffocating proximity of his presence. Leaving the choir loft felt like stepping off a cliff. The labyrinthine corridors of the old rectory smelled perpetually of stale incense, cold mildew, and damp, unyielding stone. Every step I took toward the heavy oak exit door was measured, cautious, yet my body was a traitor: a sudden, deep flush of warmth spread low, a pulse of feverish excitement that had nothing to do with God and everything to do with the man in the black robe.

He appeared at the far corner, silent as a shadow, just as my fingers touched the cold brass handle of the door. 

“Mara,” he said, the sound so low and rich it seemed to absorb the surrounding quiet. Only I could hear it. He stopped a respectful but paralyzing distance away, yet his silhouette seemed to swallow the small space. His heavy woolen cassock brushed lightly against the inside of my elbow as he shifted—a fleeting, accidental touch that felt like a deliberate intrusion. I had to fight the urge to shiver, or perhaps, to lean in.

“The church is entirely empty now,” he continued, his tone perfectly neutral, yet laced with implication. His eyes, the color of warmed, dark honey, held mine still. “If you wish for a moment of quiet contemplation... or perhaps, if you have any questions about the text of the hymn...” 

He let the sentence dissolve in the heavy air, unfinished, unnecessary. The options—contemplation or conversation—were patently false. We both knew the real choice he offered.

I swallowed, my throat dry as ash, and gave a small, almost imperceptible nod. I should have turned that brass handle and fled into the crisp October evening, seeking the salvation of the public street. I should have run. But I was rooted. My own curiosity, my own nascent sin, was the heaviest anchor binding me to the cold stone floor. I did not need to know what he meant; I already knew. And I wanted... him.

He offered a faint, shadowed curve of lips, a smile that seemed carved from unspoken secrets and sins perfectly understood. 

“You have a gift, Mara,” he said, stepping marginally closer. The scent of old linen and sharp frankincense drifted from his robes. “But even gifts can be corrupted, bent to a different purpose...” He paused, his gaze dropping briefly to the pulse fluttering visibly in my neck. “...or wholly redeemed.”

I inhaled sharply, the air catching painfully in my chest. For one horrifying, thrilling moment, I wondered which path I was being offered, and which I truly desired.

And that was the instant the entire structure—the ancient choir loft, the immutable stone walls, the scent of piety, the empty, hallowed pews—felt like it could collapse around me, not from age or gravity, but from the immense, suffocating weight of this raw, illicit desire. The pull of something I had no righteous name for became the only law of physics.

I was Mara. I was a good girl. I had always tried to be. I had always sung for God alone.

But as the final, lingering echo of the hymn finally died away in the silent church, I knew, with the certainty of a confession whispered in the dark, that I would never be the same. The divine music had merely been the conduit for a very mortal, very dangerous fall.
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​Corin
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The air in the cathedral was supposed to be cold, sharp with the lingering scent of old frankincense and the solemnity of impending fasting. Ash Wednesday was three days away, and I should have been lost in the rigorous mental preparation for Lent—meditating on mortification, setting aside the distractions of the flesh, aligning my spirit with the Divine.

I should have been praying. I should have been preparing for Lent. But the liturgical calendar was nothing but parchment and dust compared to the devastating immediacy of her presence. But I could not stop thinking about her. Mara.

She was the antithesis of Lenten discipline. She was the disruption, the siren song echoing in the vast, purposeful silence of St. Jude’s. Angel-voiced Mara, kneeling in the choir loft, unaware of the sin she had already stirred in me. I remembered the precise way the candlelight caught the fine, blonde hairs at the nape of her neck, the delicate tension in her jaw as she reached for a high, sustained B-flat.

Her voice was not merely beautiful; it was a silver thread woven through the rigid tapestry of the service, pulling at the loose knots in my own soul. Her voice lingered in the empty church, the final note vibrating through the stone, and I felt it deep in my chest, a pull I could not name. It was a profound, agonizing resonance. It was not lust at first. Not entirely. That came later, a scorching, unwelcome trespass. It was... recognition. I saw the shadows in her eyes when she prayed, the fierce, almost desperate eagerness for divine fulfillment, and I knew instantly that her spirit was as burdened and seeking as my own. Her sin, raw and trembling, calling to mine. It was the awareness of a shared, deep-seated spiritual hunger that transcended the confessional screen.
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