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Good & Proper


My husband has just dried himself from the shower and started putting on his work clothes. I can't deny he's still a handsome man, though that barely seems to matter these days. He's shown about as much interest in sex with me, as I've shown him in return.

I want to believe it's just a phase we're going through, but more and more I wonder. A little about him and his desires. As the local pastor, he's obviously a religious man. Sometimes I think he needs to be reminded that in our religion, he’s not breaking any rules by being married. And sex with me—his wife—is not a sin.

More than anything, though, I wonder about myself. Because I'm a hot mess, lately. Not only have I been feeling all kinds of tingling desires at odd times of the day, what's most notable is the times when I'm not feeling frisky. Which is to say, whenever my husband's around.

Brent has to keep odd hours, a lot of the time. People don't only get religious crises in business hours. They can hit day and night, and on weekends. I knew that going into our marriage, and I can accept those kinds of interruptions no matter what. My husband is better at his job than at…well, most other things.

Today is a whole other kind of situation, though. And he has a long day ahead of him, leaving me to care for our sweet little daughter alone. Something I've had to do more and more, lately, and I’m the first to admit that's my doing. I don't back away from my decisions, though.

"Vanessa," my husband says, already sounding defeated. "I do wish you could come with me, today."

The words alone are just words. But there's a tone in there. Somewhere between annoyed and petulant.

"Me too, Brent, but someone has to stay here with Gwendolyn."

"If you didn't keep driving all our babysitters away…" My husband leaves that comment hanging. I'm not sure if he's trying to keep the peace, or trying to passive-aggressively pick a fight. That is, by dangling that kind of comment and waiting for me to start something.

Okay, so we've had three different babysitters so far. Okay, so none of them worked out. But how is that my fault? They're the ones who were acting inappropriately all the time. It was as if the three of them all read the same instruction manual, with the singular intent to be as provocative as possible.

First Becky, then Heather, and lastly Kimberly. All of them best friends in high school. All of them custom designed to catch the eye of anyone who sees them. With their long legs dangling out of short skirts and their perky breasts constantly on the verge of leaping out of their tiny tops, it's like they shared a singular wardrobe and a singular mind.

I mean, really…is that actually the way young women dress these days when they're babysitting a pastor's daughter?

Honestly, I can't even be sure they weren't trying their hands at seduction. My husband is, after all, a good-looking mid-30s man who apparently lives a very repressed life. There’s a high chance he’s moving into midlife crisis territory.

Every time any of the girls sat for us, they’d always turn up with their makeup done perfectly, yet with great subtlety, with their hair glossy and styled, and with their beautiful young faces shining with hope and positivity.

Who could resist a woman in her prime like that? Let alone three of them.

My gosh, it had been all I could do to stop staring at them myself. Why would I keep forcing temptation on my poor husband? He’s a pastor, but he’s still only human.

In the end, every time, it proved too much for me to stand. I'm not even certain quite why they made me so darn angry, but I'm done with babysitters, now. Kimberly was the final straw. Admittedly, I gave her much less leeway than either Becky or Heather, because she continued the pattern they’d already established. The pattern of turning up looking exquisite, and being all friendly and sweet.

Okay, so in the end, something just had to give and I was simply over my own feelings by that point.

What my feelings actually were is…well, confusing. It always felt like red hot anger, but I'm certain there was a strong streak of envy in there. Seriously, there's nothing quite like a trio of 19-year-old goddesses to make me feel like an old hag when I'm barely even 30 yet.

But what scares me is the unresolved mess of whirling confusion that's taken up residence in my mind, ever since the first time beautiful blonde Becky turned up to babysit our sweet little daughter. How she evoked strange sensations that stole my breath, and punched my heart…and weakened my knees. And how dismissing her after little more than two months only brought more confusion, in the form of the tall and slender Heather.

It took me barely four weeks before I moved her tight little bottom along, but then that brought the slinkiest of them all into my home. Kimberly, with her dirty blonde hair and her whip-smart little mouth, only made it through two sessions before I marched her on.

On the surface, the idea of me being jealous of these young hotties is a little ridiculous. I'm Brent's wife, and as far as I can tell he lives up to the whole god-fearing and basically puritanical nature of being a pastor.

But there's no denying that those girls were absolute temptresses. My gosh, the things they made me feel were…well, were something extremely odd.

And maybe Becky, Heather and Kimberly are the reason my husband is so disengaged from me and our marriage. Maybe he secretly lusts after their young, tender bodies.

And why wouldn’t he? With their full lips, and clear eyes, the healthy pink blush in their cheeks, and the hypnotic sway and bounce of their tight young bottoms and breasts. Who wouldn't notice that kind of thing?

"Listen, Vanessa," Brent says, finally pulling me out of my own thoughts. "I don't know what to do about this babysitter thing, but it's starting to affect our family."

"I'm sorry, Brent."

"How do you think it'll look to my flock that you won't be there, today?"

I honestly don't give a hoot how it's going to look, but I keep silent about that.

"I know it's hard, Brent. But I don't really know how to explain it." I try a classic diversion tactic. "It's a mother's instinct."

"You don't trust the girls? Any of them?"

"No. I don't."

"Vanessa, I've seen them in action with Gwendolyn. And we've both known them at least in passing for years. Their other clients speak so highly of them." He puts his hands on his hips, clearly growing frustrated. "They're all excellent babysitters, despite…"

Suddenly, my curiosity is sharp and urgent. "Despite what?"

My husband leans his head to the side. "Oh, I hear little rumors. That they have more sleepovers together than most girls their age normally would."

"Meaning what?"

Brent screws his mouth up the way he does when he's finished talking about something. "Meaning nothing. It takes all kinds in the world, and I personally have no problem with any of those girls when it comes to babysitting."

I clamp my lips tighter and cross my arms. My husband pauses and then makes an annoying ahhh sound.

"It's because you think I'm going to lose my mind and fall for one, or all, of them?"

For a brief moment, I have a completely awful streak of hate flashing through my mind. That's not the way a good, supposedly Christian wife should feel about her man. But right at this moment I don’t feel particularly Christian in any way.

It's as if my husband can see straight into the darkest corners of my mind. He knows me too well for me to hide my feelings, but I choose to keep my thoughts to myself on that one. Instead, I redirect him.

"You don't want to be late, darling."

Brent sighs and shakes his head. "We'll have to talk about this tonight, Vanessa."

"I look forward to it." Not.

He plants a quick kiss on my cheek and then heads out the door. I watch from the window as he backs his car out of the driveway, and then I turn back to the kitchen.

I hate feeling like this. Fiery negativity, blistering insecurity about my own looks, and above all, jealousy of those three girls.

Now I'm alone with Gwendolyn, it feels safer to admit what's going on inside me. That I'm in a state of utter confusion. The way my body kept reacting to the presence of Becky, of Heather, and of Kimberly, is way outside my comfort zone. I'm the pastor's wife, for gosh sakes. I'm not meant to feel…squishy about anyone but my husband. I'm not even sure it's appropriate for me to feel that way about him.

I'm certain all of this is a sign that I'm not pious enough. Not strong enough in faith or constancy. Because every time I think about any one of my former babysitters, I feel like nothing more than a base, sexual creature. With a filthy need that's been dormant for far too long. One that should never be awakened. Doesn't the bible tell us that kind of thing is a sin?

My little girl is still asleep when I check in on her. She's truly a blessing, and at times like this, the fact she's such a good sleeper feels like an even bigger bonus.

I slip quietly into our bedroom and strip off, putting just a satin robe on. There's no need to dress up for anyone, today. Gwendolyn doesn't care what mommy wears, and everyone else will likely be at the church fair.

So it catches me by surprise when I hear the doorbell ring. For a moment I weigh up my options. Whether to pretend I'm not home. Whether to put something more substantial on. Whether to just say to heck with it all and go see who it is.

Barely 10 seconds have passed before there's an insistent knocking at the front door. Whoever it is, they seem pretty certain someone's home. If this is a hawker…well, I'll be having some decidedly un-Christian words with him.

I head back down the hallway and open up…and then my entire chest tightens.

It's not a hawker. It's my three former babysitters. All of them, standing at my door, looking less than impressed with me. And yet, still breathtakingly beautiful, each and every one of them.

I take a deep breath and try to shake it off. Whatever is going on with me, I know it's not appropriate. And I'm not sure what I can do to stop it.

"Mrs Proctor," Becky says. "We need to talk."

Heather and Kimberly stand either side, and slightly behind her, nodding in agreement.

"I really don't see what there is to talk about, girls."

"You're not being fair, Mrs Proctor," Heather says. "To any of us." She puts her hand on her hip and shifts her weight. The slight tremor runs all the way through her slender young body, and I whip my head across to look at Kimberly instead.

My face heats up with the beginning of a blush. "What do you mean, girls?"

Becky puts her hand on my arm. "Please, can we come in?"

No, no, no, I scream inside my head. Because if I let them in, then all those crazy feelings I can't explain will ambush me again. But as the pastor's wife, I'm supposed to extend hospitality to everyone. Darn it.

So I step aside, letting them come in. I offer them some refreshments, but they shake their heads.

Kimberly says. "We just want to talk."

"So talk," I say, not meaning to sound so snippy.

All three of them share a look. I'm not certain exactly what kind of look it is, but my belly tightens, and I'm suddenly finding it difficult to breathe.

"Okay, so we don't only want to talk," Becky says, moving right in close to me. I step back automatically, until my bottom bumps into the wall behind me. I cross my arms, partly in defiance, but mostly in defense.

"That's right," Heather adds. "We actually want to…" Her beautiful young face goes bright red, and she bites down on her plush bottom lip.

"Girls, please. What's happening here?"

Becky, always the most confident of the three, curls her pretty mouth up on one side, and slides her soft little hand side to side over my forearm, exploring the space from my wrist to my elbow and back again. "See, Vanessa," she says, calling me by name for the first time ever, her voice low and liquid. "We have a bet going between us."

"I don't like gambling." Yeah, because that's the really big issue right now. Oh, my…why is she still stroking her dainty fingers over my skin? Why does it feel so nice?

Heather moves in at one side, leaning against the wall beside me, her breath all warm against my neck. "Don't you want to know what the bet is?"

"It, um…it doesn't concern me."

Kimberly comes in at the other side, and I'm completely surrounded by beautiful young women. The light floral and fruit scents of their hair and their skin all combine to create a wonderful cocktail of sensual fragrance. "That's where you're wrong, V."

V? Nobody's ever called me anything but Vanessa, or Mrs Proctor, since I married Brent. I don't think I've ever had a pet name before, even when I was a little girl. So why does it thrill me to have this girl, barely 19 years old, talking to me like we have a special bond?

"I don't…understand…"

Becky glides her hand all the way up my arm, and presses her palm to the side of my neck. She comes up onto her tippy toes and leans in, until the tips of our noses are touching. "We think you like to dine at the Y. But you just can't admit it."

"Um…" She's so darn close to me I can't even focus. "What do you mean?"

Heather hums, sounding both curious and fascinated. "What we mean, V, is that you're into women."

"Um…"

“Like, sexually,” Kimberly says, and threads her fingers into my hair, easing my head around until I'm looking straight at her. "Becky thinks you're a lesbian. Heather thinks you're bi."

I swallow heavily, blinking like I could fly away on my eyelashes. "A–and you?"

Kimberly lets out a short laugh. "Me?" She pulls me a little closer. "I just wanna fuck you." She hauls me forward and comes to meet me, planting the soft heat of her mouth over mine, flicking the tip of her tongue against my lips until I open up to her.

My mind goes into overdrive as her sweet little whimpers vibrate against my mouth. But then I realize I'm kissing back. That I'm parting my lips and letting her tongue come inside. And I feel so damn good about it, that I don't even care anymore.

Then Becky moves in, and Heather does too, and before I know it, I'm being kissed, and touched, and fondled, and stroked in ways I never thought I'd ever be. By all three of my former babysitters, who should rightly be completely ticked off with me right now.

One of the girls, or all of them, untie my satin belt and part my robe. I'm breathless with embarrassment and excitement as they glide the garment back over my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

I'm naked. Holy heck. Three beautiful young women are standing here with me, gazing at every exposed inch of my body. All my curves, all my flaws, all my—

"Fuck, you're beautiful, V," Becky says, her voice full of what sounds like awe.

"Me? No, I'm…I'm just—"

"Fucking gorgeous," Kimberly says, gliding the back of her hand down between my breasts and onto the roundness of my belly. I used to be flat there, like all three of them are, but since I had Gwendolyn…

"I knew you were into chicks," Heather says. "That's why you kept firing us. Right? Scared of how horny we made you?"

I don't want to admit it, but I've just had Kimberly's tongue in my mouth, and my entire body feels like it's on fire with lust. Sometimes it feels as if my needs and desires are eating me alive. This is definitely one of those times.

"I'm sorry, girls. I know I shouldn't feel these things. That it's a sin, and I'm an immoral woman. None of it's your doing."

Becky puts her small hands on my hips and steps even closer. "See, that's where I disagree. Firstly, I don't think it's a sin to feel hot for another woman. And secondly, it most certainly is our doing. In part, at least. I was trying like hell to seduce you from the moment I started babysitting for you."

"Oh, Lord…"

"Same," said Kimberly.

"Oh, fuck, yeah," Heather added. "It's a ton of fun playing around with each other, but we've all been crushing on you for ages, V."

The instant she finishes speaking, she pulls my face across and kisses me, harder and deeper than Kimberly did. And lord almighty, but it's so darn good I could just about cry.

I'm absolutely awash with sensations, and my ladyparts are even more awash with arousal. Gosh, even over the sweet scents of these three girls—their skin, their lip gloss, their shampoo—there are spicy bursts of my own fragrance. And I'm breathless with anticipation and more than a little fear.

The three girls work as a team, and they're as precise as they were back when they were cheerleaders in high school. Six hands kneading my breasts, my bottom, my hips, my thighs…and gliding ever closer to the holiest part of me.

Any time one of them glides her mouth away from mine, another one takes her place. Every sound I make is muffled and swallowed by the kiss of another woman. There's nothing going on right now but pure sin…and it's the most perfect moment in my sexual life.

I'm little more than a puppet right now, as Becky, Heather and Kimberly move my arms and legs out of the way, and kiss me in all kinds of interesting places. When Heather dips her head and draws my nipple into her sweet mouth, I arch so hard I bump my head against the wall. Without realizing I'm even moving, suddenly I have her lush brunette locks in my fist and I'm pulling her closer.

Kimberly works the same magic on my other side, flicking my pink bud with her tongue before wolfing that stiff little thing into her mouth as well. They work in perfect harmony, suckling and biting, whimpering with desire as they pleasure me.

But then Becky drops to her knees and kisses my belly, and I swear something short-circuits inside my brain. My entire body tenses, and I gaze down, between the brunette and dirty blonde of Heather and Kimberly. When I lock eyes with Becky, she fires that sexy lop-sided grin at me again, kisses me on one hip bone and then the other, and then trails the tip of her tongue back to the center.

The blue-eyed goddess kinks her head to the side and strokes her silky soft cheek over my trimmed pubic hair. She closes those pretty eyes and smiles, making a low purring sound as she rubs side to side over my kitty.

"Fuck, V," she murmurs. "You smell so tasty."

"T–tasty?"

"Oh, fuck yeah."

Becky opens her eyes as she parts her lips, and then kisses me right in the heart of my bush.

"Oh, lordy…"

My whole body trembles, and I hold tighter to Kimberly's and Heather's hair as Becky glides her luscious mouth lower. She blows a cool breath right through the dripping wet split of my…my pussy…and it drives a sweet shiver up and down my spine.

Kimberly and Heather each take hold of one of my thighs, and they pull firmly as they bite down on my nipples. I slide lower, parting my legs that little bit more, and Becky moans with desire.

"Holy fuck, you're beautiful, V." She licks her pretty lips…and then licks mine. The beautiful blonde drags her slick tongue along my split, moaning through her open mouth as she samples my most private area. For a moment she pauses, drawing her tongue inside and rolling it around in her mouth. "Jesus."

Her blasphemy comes out as a hot whisper, and her breath flows through my bush. As the pastor's wife, I probably should chide her for using the Lord's name in vain. But Heather chooses that moment to come back up and kiss me, driving her hot tongue deep inside my mouth.

Kimberly releases my other nipple and latches onto the side of my neck, sliding her hand across from my thigh to my bush. She glides it down until she has a finger either side of my slit and she draws me open. The air kisses my inner lips, and a second later, so does Becky.

I haul my head to the side, reluctantly breaking my kiss with Heather so I can gaze down at my blonde former babysitter. "Oh, lord, Becky, what are you doing? You…we…shouldn't be doing this."

She lifts her face away from me and smirks. There's no mistaking the wetness on her lips and her chin. "You want me to stop?"

I know she should. I'm a married woman and I'm not a…I mean, I don't think I'm…oh, Lordy. "No, Becky…I don't want you to stop."

"Then hush so I can eat your goddamn gorgeous pussy."

I let out a short gasp as Becky dives back in. Her tongue is like magic, fluttering and flicking over my clit, then sliding down and driving up deep inside me. She's got one hand up between my thighs, gripping my ass as she devours my kitty. And when she takes her other hand and slides two fingers inside me, I swear I'm slipping away from reality.

Heather and Kimberly chuckle, and then they lean across me, their mouths meeting in a kiss so deep and searching it has me gasping for breath just from watching it. Their lips part, their tongues wrestle, as they whimper with need only inches from my face. They each grip one of my breasts and squeeze as they moan into each other's mouth.

Becky takes her tongue out of me for a moment. "Fuck, that's hot," she hisses, and then takes my clit between her teeth, squeezing gently as she curls her fingers up inside me.

My whole body quivers as she glides in and out of my hot channel, all the while swirling her tongue around my throbbing bud. I can barely breathe, barely think, barely do anything but let her pleasure me in ways I've never experienced before. Certainly my husband has never made me feel this way.

Brent has barely ever even put his mouth down there. And honestly, I never expected him to. The whole thing always seemed so…sinful. Improper.

And it still does. Not only because it's not my husband down there. Not even just because it's a beautiful young woman swamping my kitty with her pretty little mouth. It's just that oral sex is, by its nature, an act of pure pleasure. Of indulgence. It's recreation, not procreation, and that's just…so…oh, my goodness, it's so fucking hot.

I cry out in shock at my own blunt rudeness, despite the fact that curse word only happened inside my head. I haven't allowed myself to even think that kind of language since…well, pretty much since I met Brent. Now, suddenly, nearly every thought I have is peppered with the filthiest words imaginable.

"You like this?" Becky asks between ravenous licks.

"Oh…" I suck in a hard breath and lean my head back on the wall. "Oh, fuck yes, Becky. Fuck me with your slutty little mouth..."

"Jesus Christ," Kimberly says, a hot, hissing whisper. "I've never heard you swear before, V."

"Yeah," Heather chips in. "I wasn't even sure you knew words like that."

"You little strumpets are corrupting me with your…your perfect bodies. Your perky tits. Your hot, wanton mouths. I want to fuck you all. Every fucking one of you."

Becky moans, long and low, and the sound buzzes against my most sensitive places. She pulls away with a filthy, sticky wet sound and mutters between her clenched teeth. "Curse words coming out of your mouth? It's the fucking hottest thing I've ever heard, V."

She slams back into the heart of my pussy and works me faster and faster, and the sounds of my own gasps and moans fill my ears. It's like a symphony of ecstasy, with all four of us moaning and whimpering, sighing and panting. My knees quiver, threatening to give way under the relentless demolition job that Becky's giving me with her savage mouth.

"I'm so close," I whisper, not even certain if she can hear me. "Oh, my goodness, Becky, I'm so, so close.”

"Fuck, yeah," Kimberly hisses. "Make her come, Becky. Make her come on your hot little tongue."

"Oh, fuck!" I let out a shrill scream as my entire body tenses. Every muscle in my arms and legs contracts as my clit pulses and throbs against Becky's eager mouth. My nipples ache as Kimberly and Heather squeeze them harder and harder, and my belly shoots out lightning that sparks through my limbs, and through my mind.

But it's nothing compared to the explosion of sensation in my pussy. My channel ripples and clutches, and my juices flow out into Becky's waiting mouth. She sucks and swallows, and I hear the wet sounds of her lips and tongue and throat as she drinks me down.

I'm floating away, on a wave of pleasure so deep and overwhelming I can barely keep my eyes open. I'm gasping for breath, clawing at the wall behind me, at Kimberly and Heather, at anything to hold onto as my orgasm rages through my body.

My vision blurs, and I feel myself falling. But then my world steadies again, and I'm aware of three beautiful young women holding me up, supporting me, as they smile and laugh and whisper words of encouragement into my ears.

Becky comes up to join the others, and we share a long kiss, with our tongues tangling and twisting, as I taste myself, rich and fresh and spicy on her sweet little mouth.

"Oh, my goodness," I whisper, when I finally manage to pull back. "You girls are going to be the death of me."

Heather giggles. "Then we should practice the kiss of life." She leans over and takes Becky's mouth, a kiss easily as hungry as the one she gave Kimberly before. She makes a sweet humming sound, and then licks a trail around her friend's pretty lips. It takes me a moment before I realize she's trying to taste my juices straight off Becky's skin.

Then Heather comes across and kisses me next, and I do the same thing. Tracing her lips, searching in vain for even the slightest trace of myself on her lush young lips. When I can't find any, the feeling of disappointment is a huge surprise. The kiss that follows is more than enough to tide me over, though. It's sweeter and softer than any of the other kisses so far, but it finds its way deeper inside me.

And even though I've already had an enormous orgasm, these three delicious young women aren't slowing things down. They're kissing me all over—even in some places my husband hasn't bothered visiting in years, if ever. Becky's focused on my neck and shoulders, Kimberly's working my hips and the outside of my thigh. Heather's kissing my belly and my breasts, her eyes closed and her mouth open.

I'm so used to sex with my husband—or at least, the memory of it, lately—that I probably assumed we were all done and dusted because one person climaxed.

As far as I know, none of these girls has come even close to orgasm yet. What kind of Christian—what kind of hostess—would I be if I didn't repay their…uh, kindness?

"Girls, can we…get more comfortable?"

Heather pauses, her lips pressed to my belly, a fraction of an inch above my short bush. When she looks up at me, it feels as if I could dive straight into those pretty brown eyes and swim away. Away from expectations, from strictures, from rules. And for this moment, I'm completely sold on the idea of that.

Becky takes my hand and pulls me away from the wall, and Heather and Kimberly move in behind me. The four of us head down the hallway to the spare bedroom. Each of these girls has spent a few nights there in the past. Back before I gave into my fear and misplaced shame, and fired their tight little asses.

The girls walk in and I close the door, leaning back on it as they strip each other's clothing away. They're so natural and easy about it, and it's clear they've done this many times before. But there's none of the weary indifference that Brent seems to feel these days when he sees me naked. There's still the playful thrill of discovery flashing between them.

When they're all naked, I'm lost in their sweetness for a moment. They're so young, and yet they're clearly fully-grown women. The soft plumpness of their cheeks is reflected across their entire beautiful bodies, from their high-riding breasts, to their softly curved bellies, and on down past their hairless mounds to their long, shapely legs.

Despite all the rules we're breaking, despite how wrong this all should seem, I don't believe I've ever felt so free in my life. The three girls snuggle in close, as if they're posing for a picture and I'm holding the camera. They press their heads in together as they gaze at me, and then Kimberly raises her hand to beckon me over.

My knees are not to be trusted as I step forward, but I manage to reach the three of them without collapsing. Each of them leans forward and kisses me on the lips, one at a time, and I can't hold in the soft moans of pleasure.

Then Heather and Becky fall back onto the bed, a gorgeous mess of tangled limbs. Kimberly crawls on and stops, her ass propped up toward me. She rolls down in between the other two and I have an absolute buffet of beauty presented to me. And it's impossible to know what to put in my mouth first.

So I crawl onto the bed and hover above all three of them. I kiss Kimberly first, on the side of her neck. Then Heather, on her cheek. And finally, Becky, on her full pink lips. From her, I still get the slightest taste of myself, and it scares me as much as it thrills me.

I'm still floating in that wonderful haze of lust and longing when I realize Heather has moved behind me, and has her soft hands on my ass. She gently spreads my cheeks, and her hot breath courses down over my most sensitive and private places.

As Becky hooks her hands around the back of my neck, Heather kisses first one cheek of my ass, and then the other. The two of them work together, and as Becky pulls me into a deep kiss, Heather pushes her tongue up against my tight little pucker, and starts swirling her wet, soft tip around my ring. It feels so darn good, and it takes me completely by surprise. I let out a low moan that Becky swallows whole, and it's all I can do to keep my knees underneath me, and my ass in the air.

A moment later, it's all to no avail, as Heather shoves my hips sideways and I roll over onto my back. Becky swoops over and latches onto my nipple, and Kimberly comes over the top and pillages my mouth with another deep, searching kiss.

The four of us are lost in a swirl of lips and tongues, of hands and limbs. Kimberly suckles on my tongue like a baby feeding, and Becky digs her teeth into my nipple so hard I cry out with sweet pain.

It's only when Heather swamps my wet slit with her perfect mouth that I think maybe I'm dreaming this whole thing. Despite everything we've already done, this moment is surreal in its entirety. To have three gorgeous young women pleasuring me all at the same time is something I'd never have dreamed of. My gosh, until an hour ago, I couldn't be certain I even liked women in that way.

Now, I'm sandwiched between three slinky young bodies, trying like heck to give back as good as I'm getting, and feeling certain I'll never be able to. I wrench my head to the side, just to catch my breath and beg for a reprieve.

"Please, girls…I can't take much more…"

Becky slides her hand across my belly as she sits up to gaze down at me with a hungry smile. "You can, V. And you fucking will."

"I need to…" I swallow before saying the rest, wondering if I'll even manage the words. When Heather drives her tongue deeper inside me, it's like she gives me the strength I need. "I need to taste you. Any of you."

"Mmm," Becky says, and wiggles her eyebrows.

"All of you," I moan.

That seems to be exactly the right thing to say, and Kimberly comes in closer beside me. I turn my head, and her shapely breast fills my vision. A moment later and her pretty little nipple fills my mouth.

I latch on, and I suck it like I stole it. I haven't sucked my husband's cock like this in years. I haven't wanted to. Not the way I want this.

Kimberly cries out and grips her perky boob, pushing it toward me as she throws her head back with pleasure. Becky leans across and suckles on her friend's slender throat, and I whip my head across so I can latch onto the blonde bombshell's tight, hard little nipple.

Kimberly and Becky work together to guide my hands down, begging without words for me to explore their bodies.

Heather's still sucking on my pussy, making fireworks explode behind my eyelids. She slides her hand down over my stomach, and then between my thighs. She takes her mouth off me for a second and glides her fingers along my slit, teasing my clit with the pad of her thumb. "Oh, fuck," I whisper. "Don't stop, Heather. Don't you dare stop."

She giggles and bites into my inner thigh. "You're so fucking sexy, V. I never thought you'd give in to your desires so easily."

"I never knew I had desires like this," I gasp. "Not until you girls showed me how good it could be."

Kimberly moans, plants her pretty mouth in the heart of my belly. Her nipple's still wet with my saliva, and one glance to the side shows me her tight young pussy is glistening as well. The entire room is filled with the sweet, hot scent of girl on girl sex.

"Oh, fuck," Becky whispers into my ear. She grips my breast as I suck on hers. "Fuck, I wanna watch you come again, V."

“Then you better watch me right now, Becky," I whimper. "Because I'm about to come all over Heather's tongue."

Becky lets out a long, low moan of excitement, and then she sits up. “Actually, I have a better idea.”

A moment later she tosses her leg over me and straddles my face. Heather dips her head and takes my clit in her mouth, fluttering her tongue over it as Becky eases her pretty young pussy down onto my mouth.

This moment is a revelation. Until today, I'd never even tasted my own pussy. Now here I am, with this young woman's most tender flesh kissing my lips.

I take a hold of Becky's hips, and I pull down so I can really drive my tongue home inside her. The sharp sweet tang of her hits me like liquor, and I grunt almost like a man as I stroke and poke and suck on her wet lips. She cries out, and it sounds like surprise as much as ecstasy. Like she thought I'd pull out when confronted with the sweet perfection of her…cunt.

Instead, I lap up every drop of Becky's arousal as I seek out her clit. She grinds herself down on me as Heather devours my pussy. The two of them work together, perfectly in sync, and it sends me rocketing toward another explosive climax.

"I'm gonna come," I whimper, barely able to even form the words as I munch on this sweet young pussy that's riding my mouth.

Kimberly stands above Heather, and takes hold of Becky's head. She gazes down into my eyes as she pulls her friend's face in against herself. And as Becky licks her hot young pussy, Kimberly shoots me a cockeyed smile. "Fuck yeah, you are," she says. "Come for us, V. Come all over Heather's beautiful fucking face."

Heather makes a sobbing sound of pleasure and drives her fingers deeper inside me, curling them up against my g-spot.

My whole body clenches, and then a hot rush of liquid heat explodes from my pussy. My clit pulses, my channel ripples, and my eyes roll back as I give in to the ecstasy of being completely lost to this moment. To three beautiful young women, all giving me everything they have, and taking everything I have to give.

I don't know how long it takes before I come back to earth. Before I feel as if I'm truly me again. But when I do, all three of them are huddled around me, stroking my hair and my face. Whispering sweet nothings to me.

I pull Becky closer and kiss her deep and hard, tasting Kimberly on her tongue. It's so intimate, and so delicious, that I just know I have to drink it straight from the source.

So, despite the fatigue of multiple orgasms, I find my way over between Kimberly's long, slender legs, and I plant my mouth down in her glistening slit. She gasps in surprise, and hauls her long legs wide apart, making fists in my hair. In mere seconds I start to lose control, and suddenly I'm driving my tongue through her hot lips, making stroke after savage stroke as I explore the sweet spice of her.

I glance across for a moment to see Becky down between Heather's thighs, drinking deeply. It feels as if we could do this all day, switching partners over and over, making each other come until every one of us succumbs to dehydration. But of course, that can't happen. My daughter will awaken soon enough. My husband will come home way before I could ever get enough of these three. But those are problems for later.

Right now, the only thing on my mind is taking Kimberly all the way to climax. I push first one, then two, then three fingers inside her hot little channel, and I close my lips around her clit. As I fuck her with my hand, I suck and lick and bite on her pleasure bud, and in next to no time, she tightens her fists, she pulls her knees right up, and she cries out like a siren as she comes against my mouth, filling my senses with the spice of her climax.

Moments later, Heather makes a sharp hissing sound as Becky takes her all the way over the edge as well.

When we all catch our breath, we huddle up together, all four of us in the double bed. We each glide our hands over the other women's bodies, we giggle and bite and moan as we worship each other. We share kisses rich with each other's nectar and savor it like it's a rare delicacy.

Then we cuddle up together, our legs tangled, our arms wrapped around one another's naked bodies. The scent of sex is still thick in the air, but it feels as if I've come home. Like I've found myself without having even realized I was lost.

All four of us whisper words of need, and of lust, and of pure fucking passion. And in the back of my mind, there's a tiny voice that whispers all the negative thoughts. About all the different kinds of sin I've just committed. Infidelity. Impurity. Lust and greed. Not to mention how these three have clearly coveted another man's wife.

But the love I feel right now is a wonderful warm blanket. And in this moment, it feels big enough, and powerful enough, to put out all the fires of hell.

I still don't know what this means for my marriage. All I'm sure of is that I, Mrs Vanessa Proctor, the pastor's wife…fucking love eating pussy. And I plan to do it every goddamn chance I get.

THE END
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