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​Summary
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The moment she sees him—six-foot-something of inked, broad-shouldered temptation in a collar—plus-size virgin Ivy knows she's in trouble.

Father Thorne isn’t like the priests she grew up hearing about. His sect doesn’t require chastity... just brutal, unwavering honesty. And honestly?

He wants her.

Wants to chase her through the woods like the sinner she is.

Wants to hear her beg while he breaks her open for him and only him.

Wants to ruin her innocence and then put a ring on her finger.

But Ivy is sweet, shy, and one confessional away from discovering exactly how far he’s willing to go to claim what’s his.

He’s not here to save her soul. He’s here to own it.
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​Trigger / Content Warnings
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Before you begin, please be advised that this story is intended for mature audiences only and explores a range of complex, explicit, and potentially sensitive themes. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative is set within the framework of a non-traditional religious sect, featuring altered doctrines and its own unique moral code. The central plot revolves around the intense and complicated relationship between a younger, naive heroine and an older, dominant priest. This dynamic intentionally explores a significant power imbalance and focuses on the theme of innocence being deliberately corrupted, with the heroine's loss of virginity serving as a pivotal element of her journey.

The story contains frequent and explicit sexual content. If you are sensitive to any of the following, please proceed with caution. Specific elements include:


●  Explicit Depictions of Sex: Scenes are detailed and graphic.

●  Power and Corruption Dynamics: The sexual relationship is intertwined with themes of religious authority and the seduction of an innocent by a powerful figure.


●  Consensual Primal Play: Includes scenes of a consensual, roleplay-style chase or hunt, where the heroine is pursued by the dominant male character.


●  Possessive & Obsessive Behavior: The male protagonist displays highly possessive and obsessive tendencies toward the heroine.


●  Breeding Kink: The topic of pregnancy and impregnation as a sexual theme is either discussed or acted upon.


●  Size Difference: The physical differences between the partners are a point of focus, including discussions of discomfort related to penetration.


●  Rough Handling & Loving Aftercare: Scenes may involve rough or intense sexual acts, which are consistently followed by periods of gentle, loving aftercare to ensure the heroine's emotional and physical well-being.


●  Sacrilegious & Public-Ish Scenarios: Sexual encounters take place in or near sacred spaces (such as a church, confessional, or sanctuary), and the dialogue often includes explicit dirty talk that uses religious imagery and blasphemous language.



Beyond the romantic and sexual plot, the story also touches upon difficult familial relationships, specifically a toxic maternal dynamic characterized by body-shaming and emotional neglect.

Important Final Note: Despite the dark themes, power imbalances, and intense scenarios, all sexual interactions within this story are depicted as fully consensual and are ultimately emotionally safe and fulfilling for the heroine.
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​Dedication 
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For anyone who’s ever been told to “behave”—and ignored it. Especially the ones who make hearts race and collars sweat.
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​Ivy
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The first time I saw him, I dropped the communion tray.

Not the whole thing—just the silver goblet. It hit the hardwood with a clatter that echoed through the chapel like a crash of thunder. I winced as it rolled in a slow, humiliating arc across the center aisle.

Sister Bernadette made a hissing sound behind me—like a kettle about to boil over—but I was already dropping to my knees, cheeks burning. My black cotton skirt rode up. My green, knitted cardigan bunched at my elbows. I could feel every pair of eyes on me as I scrambled after the goblet like a child chasing a ball in church.

And then I felt his eyes.

I looked up from the floor—and saw him.

He stood near the altar, freshly arrived, tall and still. A dark figure beneath the vaulted beams, framed by the faint glow of stained glass and flickering candles. His collar was crisp, white against the deep black of his shirt which stretched over his broad shoulders. But his sleeves were rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms I had no business staring at, dusted with dark hair and wrapped in ink.

His eyes were pale gray. Not cold—but cutting. Like they saw straight through the sweater I wore, through my good-girl modesty, straight to the soft, wet ache blooming between my thighs. To how the cotton fabric of my panties stuck to my wetness.

He smiled then—barely. Just the corner of his mouth lifting in something that wasn’t quite amusement. Wasn’t quite kindness.

“Careful, little lamb,” he said, voice deep enough to tremble the floorboards. “The floor is no place for a girl like you.”

My fingers closed around the goblet. My breath caught in my throat.

A girl like me.

Whatever he meant, I felt it in my chest. In my stomach. In the trembling place between my legs that hadn’t stopped tingling since I knelt.

—-
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His name was Father Elias Thorne. Our new priest.

He was younger than the last, by at least twenty years. Taller. Wilder. Rumor had it he came from a stricter, more reclusive sect, though the details were vague. People whispered about it, but none of them seemed to know exactly what that meant. He wore the collar, gave sermons, performed blessings—but something about him didn’t feel like church.

He felt like temptation in black.

He shook hands after the service, smiling politely as Sister Bernadette introduced him to each family. But his gaze kept finding mine. Every time I looked up from the flower arrangement table, he was already watching me. Not in a creepy way. Not even in a lecherous way.

He looked at me like I was his.

And I shouldn’t have liked it. But I did.

—-
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That night, I couldn’t sleep.

I lay in bed with the sheets kicked down around my ankles, the ceiling fan spinning slowly above me, useless against the heat. My skin was sticky with sweat. My thighs wouldn’t stay still. My mind kept replaying the sound of his voice—little lamb—over and over, like a psalm I didn’t understand.

I’d never touched myself before. Not like this.

Maybe I’d squirmed a little, once or twice. Rubbed my thighs together after a particularly romantic book scene. But I’d never done it.

Tonight, I did.

I slid my hand beneath my nightgown, past the soft roundness of my belly, to the damp warmth hidden between my legs. I gasped when I touched myself, my fingers already slick just from thinking about him.

I imagined him standing at the foot of my bed, arms folded, voice low.

“Look at you,” I heard him say. “Touching yourself like a filthy little lamb. Just from kneeling in front of me once.”

My fingers circled clumsily over my clit. My breath hitched. I rolled my hips against my own hand, desperate and shaky, every nerve ending buzzing. I was wet—more than I’d ever been in my life. My folds were soaked, my thighs damp, the air heavy with the scent of me.

I bit down on my wrist to keep quiet.

And I kept going.

I imagined him pinning me down to the mattress, one hand braced beside my head, the other between my legs. Big fingers replacing mine. Skilled. Gentle at first. Then not.

“You want to be taken,” he’d say. “Touched. Opened. Filled.”

The word filled made my whole body shudder. My fingers moved faster, stroking, pressing. My other hand gripped the chain of the cross necklace around my neck. Not in guilt.

In reverence.

Like I wanted him to see.

It didn’t take long. I came hard, gasping into my pillow, thighs twitching, my slick soaking the sheets. My back arched and I whimpered—pathetically, shamefully—his name in the dark.

“Father...”

The fan spun.

The air was thick.

My cross was still clutched in my fist.

And for the first time in my life, I didn’t ask for forgiveness.
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​Elias
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Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.

I don't speak the words aloud. I never do. I just sit inside the old confessional after midnight, the wood creaking beneath my weight, the scent of incense clinging to my clothes like smoke to skin. My collar sits loose around my throat, my sleeves rolled, my pulse steady—but my thoughts?

My thoughts are vile.

And they all lead back to her.

Ivy Cartwright.

Sweet. Shy. Soft in every place I want to grip and bruise. She’s temptation wrapped in innocence. Always covered up in pastel cardigans and long skirts that still cling to the lush curve of her thighs. Always with her hands folded, her head down, her eyes wide and full of something she doesn’t even recognize as hunger.

But I do.

God help me, I see it plain as day.

—-
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It started when she dropped the goblet.

I saw her before she saw me. From the edge of the altar, I watched her move, trying to stay out of the spotlight, shrinking behind floral arrangements and that damned oversized cardigan like she could hide all that beauty behind a daisy and wool. And then the tray slipped, and she dropped to her knees.

And I saw everything.

The way her full thighs pressed together beneath that skirt. The way her breasts shifted under the thin stretch of her sweater. The flush that crept all the way to the roots of her honey-blonde braid. She looked up—eyes wide, lips parted—and for a second, I forgot where I was.

Forgot who I was.

Careful, little lamb. The floor is no place for a girl like you.

I meant it. And I didn’t.

Because I’ve imagined her on her knees every night since.

—-
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I didn’t sleep after that first service.

I paced the rectory like a wolf in a cage. Sat on the edge of my bed, collar discarded, hands clenched, heart pounding.

I told myself it was just an attraction. Just an innocent, natural response to a beautiful girl. Nothing sinful about noticing. Nothing wrong with appreciation.

But Ivy is not just beautiful. Ivy is pure.

And I want to ruin her.

Not gently. Not sweetly.

I want to press her face-first into the altar, lift her skirt, and split her open on my cock while she begs for more.

And that—that—is the sin.

—-
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I lasted until 2:17 a.m.

Then I gave up.

I locked the rectory door. Shut the heavy curtains. Lit the candle on the nightstand like it might make this filth holy somehow.

And then I unbuckled my belt.

My cock was already hard—had been since she said my name in that soft, breathless voice after service. Father Elias. Like it tasted sweet on her tongue.

I wrapped my hand around myself and hissed through my teeth.

“Fuck.”

I imagined her again—on her back this time, legs spread, lips swollen and glistening. That round belly rising with every breath. Those thick thighs trembling. Her pussy pink and wet and tight around my fingers.

I’d start slow. Let her squirm and whimper.

Then I’d give her everything.

I’d make her take every inch of my cock, even when it’s too much. Especially when it’s too much.

“You’re mine now, little lamb,” I whispered aloud, stroking myself, voice thick with lust. “You wanted the priest? You got him.”

I came with a growl, my whole body tensing as hot release spilled over my hand and across my abdomen. It was messy. Brutal. Necessary.

But even then, I didn’t feel clean.

I felt like a man who’d crossed a line he couldn’t uncross.

And I knew I’d do it again.

Because Ivy Cartwright doesn’t just tempt me.

She belongs to me.

She just doesn’t know it yet.
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​Ivy
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The church smelled like fresh flowers and old secrets.

I was alone. Or at least, I thought I was.

The morning sunlight filtered through the stained glass windows in fractured ribbons—red, gold, violet—splashing across the pews and the polished tile floor. The silence was peaceful. Holy, even. Just the distant creak of old wood and the rustle of silk ribbons as I tied one around a bundle of white lilies.

I came early on Saturdays to prepare the altar flowers. It gave me something to do with my hands, something gentle. And it gave me a reason to be in the same building as him.

Even if I hadn’t seen him yet today, I felt him.

He’d been here a week now, and every moment around him was like standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether you were about to fall—or be pushed.

I adjusted a bloom and turned toward the sacristy cabinet to fetch another vase.

That’s when I heard it. Footsteps. Slow. Deliberate.

My heart lurched.

I turned—and there he was.

—-
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“Morning, Ivy.”

His voice was softer than usual, but it still hit me low in the belly. I clutched the flower bundle tighter, the stems prickling my palms.

“Good morning, Father,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He didn’t wear the collar today. Just a black dress shirt, the top few buttons undone, sleeves pushed up again. His forearms looked even stronger in the daylight. His hair was still damp from a recent shower, and I smelled his soap—cedar and smoke, something expensive and earthy and male.

He walked slowly, but with intent, until he was just a few feet from me.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt,” he said.

“You didn’t.” I swallowed. “I like the quiet.”

His eyes lingered on my face, then dipped—just for a second—to the line of my neck, where my cardigan had slipped to reveal the strap of my sundress. His gaze was pure heat, pure and steady. When he met my eyes again, my breath caught.

“I like the quiet, too,” he murmured. “That’s why I come early.”

Is that why? I wanted to ask. Or is it because you knew I would be here?

But I didn’t say anything. I just adjusted the flowers in my arms and turned back toward the altar. I heard him step closer.

Too close.

“White lilies,” he said behind me, voice lower now. “Purity, isn’t it?”

I nodded, trying to breathe. “Symbolically, yes.”

His voice brushed my ear like a secret.

“And yet, the real ones only bloom after being touched by flame.”

Goosebumps rose along my arms.

He stepped beside me then, not quite touching, but near enough that I could feel his body heat through the air between us.

“Are you married, Ivy?” he asked suddenly.

I blinked. “No.”

“Engaged?”

I shook my head. “No. I’ve never— I haven’t...”

I trailed off before I could say I kissed anyone. Been with anyone. Done anything.

He didn’t look surprised.

Then, casually—as if discussing the weather—he said, “I’ll likely marry one day.”

The world stopped spinning.

I turned to him, heart thudding. “You— you can?”

That faint, knowing smile tugged at his lips again.

“My sect doesn’t take a vow of chastity,” he said softly. “Only honesty.”

I stared.

“But... priests can’t—”

“Most can’t. But my order believes denying the body leads to deceit of the soul.” His eyes dragged over me, slow and deliberate. “We embrace desire. We just don’t lie about it.”

My mouth went dry.

He tilted his head, watching me with something unreadable in his gaze.

“Does that shock you?” he asked.

Yes. God, yes.

And it thrilled me.

“N-no,” I said too quickly.

He smiled—just a little. “Lying in a church, Ivy?”

I flushed all over. “I just... I didn’t expect...”

“That I might not be celibate?” he offered.

I bit my lower lip. “That someone like you might get married. You’re—”

I broke off, too flustered to finish. I meant handsome. Commanding. Perfect in a way that doesn’t happen to people like me.

His expression darkened slightly.

“I’m what?” he asked gently.

I looked down, hands tightening on the bundle of flowers. “You’re... not the kind of man who goes for girls like me.”

There. I’d said it. Softly. Honestly. Bitterly.

Girls like me—soft, round, awkward. The kind people overlook. The kind men keep as friends, not fantasies.

He was silent for a breath. Two. I thought I’d gone too far.

Then I felt him step even closer, until the warmth of his body was like a flame licking at my skin.

“If I were to want something,” he said, voice deep and slow, “I wouldn’t pretend I didn’t. And if I desired someone...”

He let that hang there, the weight of it thick in the air.

“I wouldn’t give a damn if she thought she wasn’t the kind men want.”

My throat closed.

He leaned in just slightly, and with a reverence that made me ache, he brushed a single stray flower petal from my hair.

His fingers didn’t touch the skin.

Not quite.

But the air between us was electric, like a storm suspended in amber.

“I should go,” I whispered.

He nodded slowly. “Of course.”

I turned, heart pounding, legs unsteady—and walked straight into the confessional curtain on my way out.

I didn’t look back.

But I felt his eyes on me the whole way down the aisle.

—-
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That night, I dreamed of him.

Not as a priest.

But as a man who chased me through the woods, pinned me down in the dirt, and whispered my name like a secret he didn’t want to give up. Taking from me the one thing no man has ever had, and I gave it willing.
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The first time I saw her walk into church wearing white, I almost forgot my sermon.

It was a simple dress. Modest. Sweet. High neckline, capped sleeves, cinched just above the soft swell of her belly. The hem brushed her knees when she walked, and the color made her glow like stained glass.

But all I could see was her.

Ivy Cartwright. Sweetest temptation I’ve ever known.

I stood at the pulpit, a Bible open in front of me, speaking words I’d memorized years ago—scripture I’d taught to boys preparing for vows, verses I’d written longhand in dark rooms with candle wax bleeding on my fingertips.

None of them mattered.

Because she sat in the fourth pew, eyes wide, lips parted slightly, and when our eyes met, she looked away so fast her braid shifted over her shoulder.

I gripped the edges of the pulpit.

My cock was hard under my vestments. Had been since she entered. Every slow sway of her hips, every bounce of her thighs when she knelt, every shy glance flicked in my direction—they all sent sharp, white-hot signals straight to the part of me I’ve spent my entire career trying to control.

And I’m failing.

Because I don’t want to be her priest anymore.

I want to be the man who drags her into the confessional, locks the door behind us, lifts that sweet white dress, and slides my cock into her virgin cunt until she cries my name and begs me never to stop.

Father Elias.

She doesn’t even know what she’s doing to me when she says it.

—-
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I stumbled through the sermon.

Parables blurred. Phrases caught in my throat. I saw the flush rise in her cheeks every time I looked her way, and I knew—knew—she was thinking about yesterday.

About me.

About the way I stood too close, the things I said, the flower petal I brushed from her hair with fingers trembling from restraint.

I ended the service early. I blamed the heat, the poor air circulation. A half-truth. A sin my order would forgive.

They would not forgive what I did next.

—-
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I waited in the corridor beside the sacristy as the congregation filtered out, smiling politely, shaking hands. Ivy moved slowly, lingering near the flower table like she wasn’t sure whether to stay or flee.

When she turned to leave, I stepped into her path.

“Ivy.”

She startled slightly, her eyes snapping up to mine. I watched her throat work as she swallowed.

“Yes, Father?”

I leaned closer. Not enough to frighten. Just enough to let her feel the heat rolling off me.

“Would you mind staying for a moment? I need a word.”

She hesitated.

Then nodded.

“Y-yes. Of course.”

I stepped aside to let her pass and watched the curve of her hips as she walked.

—-
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The sacristy was warm, private, dim with filtered light. A place where vestments were kept and holy water was stored and secrets were whispered.

I shut the door behind her.

She turned to face me, nervously tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

“You’re trembling,” I said.

She stiffened. “I’m not.”

“You are.” I stepped closer. “You always do, when I’m near.”

She flushed deep red, eyes darting toward the crucifix on the wall like it might save her.

“You said you wanted to talk,” she whispered.

“I do.”

I moved slowly, circling her like a predator might circle a doe. I didn’t touch her. I didn’t have to. She was already biting her lip, shoulders rising with every unsteady breath.

“I shouldn’t have said what I did yesterday,” I murmured, stepping behind her. “About marriage. About desire. That wasn’t fair to you.”

“I... I didn’t mind.”

“I know you didn’t,” I said. “That’s what scares me.”

She turned to look at me, wide-eyed, lips parted like she wanted to ask what I meant—but she didn’t.

Instead, she said something that stopped me cold.

“I meant what I said. Men like you don’t want girls like me.”

I moved to stand in front of her again.

“Then you don’t know what kind of man I am.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine. “What kind are you?”

“The kind who doesn’t give a damn about softness,” I said, voice barely above a whisper. “Except to sink my hands into it. The kind who doesn’t see extra weight—just more of you to take. The kind who’s tried to be holy, but can’t stop imagining you bent over the altar, taking every inch I have.”

She gasped.

I leaned in.

“I should tell you to stay away from me, Ivy.”

She stared at me, chest rising fast, lips parted in shock.

“But I won’t,” I breathed.

And then I stepped back. Just one step.

Her face crumpled—confused, aroused, desperate.

I opened the door.

“You’re free to go.”

She walked past me in silence, her breath catching on the exhale as our arms brushed.

She didn’t look back.

But I knew she was trembling again.

And I knew—next time—I might not stop. No, I would not stop.
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I didn’t go straight home after church.

I wandered the park trails for hours, walking with shaking hands and a hollow ache between my thighs. The trees were tall and green and lovely, but all I could think about was him. The way he circled me like I was prey. The way his voice dipped lower when he said the word softness. The look in his eyes when he told me he imagined me bent over the altar.

The altar.

The holiest place in the building.

I shouldn’t want what I want.

I shouldn’t feel what I feel.

But I do.

And it’s getting harder to pretend otherwise.

—-
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When I finally got home, I didn’t eat. Didn’t shower. I climbed straight into bed and buried myself under the covers like a sinner hiding from God.

Except I wasn’t hiding.

I was invited.

My hand slid down the front of my dress before I even realized what I was doing. I was still wearing the white one. The one he saw me in. The one he made a sound at—the softest growl, so quiet I might’ve imagined it—when I passed him in the sacristy.

I pressed my thighs together. The fabric of my panties clung damp to my skin.

I was soaked.

Soaked from nothing more than words and a look and the promise of something he almost gave me.

I slipped the dress up, shoved my underwear to the side, and let my fingers find the source of the heat between my legs.

And I let myself imagine.

—-
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I imagined him dragging me by the wrist, down the center aisle of the empty chapel, my heels clicking on tile, his grip bruising. The pews blurred. The stained glass turned to smoke. The world narrowed to him.

He throws me down on the altar like an offering.

My back hits the linen cloth. His hands are on my knees, spreading me wide. His voice is rough, reverent, furious with need.

“You wanted a man of God?” he growls. “You got him. All of him.”

He doesn’t take his clothes off. Just opens his belt, shoves his slacks down, and pulls out the thick, heavy length I only saw in my dreams.

It’s too big. I gasp just looking at it.

He doesn’t wait. Doesn’t tease. He grips my thighs and drives into me in one long, brutal thrust.

I scream.

Not from pain—though there is pain—but from rightness. From the way he stretches me, fills me, splits me open and makes me his.

My fingers are working faster now, slick moving in wet circles over my clit. My other hand grips my breast through the dress, squeezing hard, pretending it’s his mouth on me, his fingers tugging, pinching.
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