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  Chapter One


  


  “I know this is church, but I feel like I’m in hell.”


  Austin gave a minimal nod of agreement at Darren’s whispered words. In addition to having spent the last ninety minutes listening to three presentations of his senior group classmates, the room itself was unbearably warm.


  Upstairs, where the Sunday sermon was being given, the AC was cranking to the point Austin’s mother had asked him to run out to the car and grab her sweater during one of the hymns.


  Down in the large basement which was divided into a main section and three small classrooms for the younger age groups, it was the total opposite. The two rickety old ceiling fans and the one standup fan in each room served to only blow around the hot air.


  Not as much hot air as there was blowing upstairs based on how, even downstairs, they could faintly hear Reverend Ashton’s booming voice railing away about damnation and how pretty much everyone not sitting there were going to burn in hell.


  Austin didn’t believe that. Truth was he didn’t believe in much when it came to church. Other than a basic belief in God, and if there was god there had to be a devil, Austin didn’t buy into all the preachy self-righteous ‘do it this way of be damned’ mantra.


  After all, the bible was written by men claiming divine inspiration, and Austin was pretty sure that inspiration was based partly on self-interest, the rest whatever mushrooms they were eating or what they rolled and smoked back in the day.


  Give him enough bud and he could tell some tall tales himself, and the one time he was dumb enough to try acid he could see how John, and the other ‘prophets’ could see visions of greats beasts with lots of heads and horns along with a lake of fire.


  Despite his disinterest in hell and damnation, he’d been going regularly to Sunday morning service since his parents had discovered Truth Tabernacle back when he was fourteen.


  The Tabernacle, run by Tom Ashton and his wife, Hanna, was a Pentecostal holy roller denomination that seemed to think just about everything short of breathing was some form of sin.


  They took the bible literally to the point some of the women no longer cut their hair, didn’t wear makeup, and always wore knee length or longer skirts and nothing that showed off…well anything.


  The men were always clean shaven, Austin laughed at that because back when Jesus was around men hardly shaved, not like they had Gillette razors, back then they did it with damn knife blades.


  The ‘brothers and sisters’ of the church didn’t lie, didn’t swear, many of them didn’t even watch TV because it was all sin. Fortunately, his parents weren’t that zealous. They enjoyed the basic message, but his mother wore slacks and although she’d let her hair get longer, still cut it periodically.


  She always wore makeup, bristling at the archaic idea only ‘harlots’ wore it, and there was no way she was giving up Netflix or any other streaming service. In general, Dad was more into it, always reading his bible, rarely watched TV, had stopped going to the Casino because gambling-like everything else- was a sin.


  Other than when Austin had broken the taillight of dad’s car by backing into a pole, he couldn’t remember the last time his father had dropped an F-bomb. He also went to the Wednesday night bible study and Sunday evening service whereas, like Austin, Mom only went on Sunday mornings.


  He felt Mom went more to make Dad happy than she was into the whole shtick, but she had made a lot of friends there and enjoyed helping with some of the fund raising events.


  Fortunately, neither of them pushed it at him. In the beginning they asked him to come to some services to see if he liked it. He didn’t care much for the message, but the music was lively and they had a band which included both electric and acoustic guitar, a bass player, an organ, and drums.


  The youth Sunday school class wasn’t much more exciting, but he’d made a good friend in Tom and Hannah’s son, Noah, who was the same age as him. And of course, there was Hannah herself who unknowingly inspired him in a very different way.


  The combination of wanting to do something to make his parents happy, seeing a friend, a feeling of belonging to something, and the not so pure indulging in pervy thoughts of his youth group leader, he’d gone mostly every Sunday for the first three years.


  Most of the last year, however, saw his attendance drop to once a month. Between his part time job at Anthony’s Deli, studying, and playing Lacrosse, both of which had earned him a scholarship from University of Miami, and dating Jasmine, something had to give. That something wasn’t going to be getting into the college of his choice, earning money, or his girlfriend.


  Well, as of three months ago, his former girlfriend. And since the breakup, and after his high school graduation, he’d been attending church just about every week again. Using it, along with work, and anything else he could think of to forget the face it was more of him being dumped than a mutual break up.


  Dumped because Jasmine wanted to see other people, and she’d been seeing so many of them Austin found it hard not to think about whether she’d waited to officially kick him to the curb before seeing anyone else.


  That suspicion continued to grow after Darren told him he spotted Jasmine with her fourth “other person” in the short time they broke up. Between those guys she seemed to be somewhat dating and rumors he’d heard of her going home with random guys she met at clubs, it was becoming increasingly possible Austin had been getting sloppy seconds.


  The fact Jasmine was slutting it up wasn’t just upsetting because it could have been happening their last few months together, but frustrating because she’d led him on for a long time with a good girl routine.


  Austin had been shy with girls, but not because he lacked anything they would be interested in. He’d always been tall and had a rugged build from playing hockey and lacrosse in middle school into high school and would continue as a Miami Hurricane.


  In addition to his physical attributes, Austin possessed a pair of enticing ocean blue eyes, thick naturally wavy hair and was one of those kids who by sixteen could manage a decent beard and currently, and much to the dismay of some of the hardcore church members, sported a thin neatly trimmed one along his jawline.


  The beard, like his hair, was a sandy brown, and accentuated by soft, borderline pretty features, he used the beard to cover up, and a big disarming boy next door kind of smile.


  But when he hit the age and stage where he began to suffer from sex on the brain, and even though physically, and looks wise, he had nothing to be ashamed of, he found he had difficulty speaking with girls.


  Not entirely true, he could talk to them if it was as friends, but as soon as he realized he was seeing that girl in a sexual manner, it’s like his mind, and mouth, went on strike and he could never get anywhere.


  Even when the girls would be flirty and give him a signal they were interested he locked up. When Cassie from his algebra class gave him her phone number and asked him to call her and he didn’t get up the nerve to, she started a rumor he was gay.


  It never gained any traction but didn’t make him any more confident. Looking back, and while listening to Emily drone on about sin, sin and hey, look, more sin. He wondered if the church did have something to do with it.


  Always talking about sex as a sin, ‘scared straight’ stories from traveling youth ministers about young men his age getting girls pregnant and affecting their future. The wait for the right one message, sprinkled with a dose of no fun until the wedding night.


  Austin didn’t believe pre-marital sex was bad, but now that he was older, he knew he used that teaching as an excuse to not chase the girls the way most of his other friends were.


  The situation resolved itself when he met Jasmine just before his seventeenth birthday. She was pretty, sweet, and even though he still had no experience, he’d had enough fantasies and seen enough porn to know she had a nice body.


  Big doe eyes, long dark hair, on the taller side and slender. Not much on top, but long legs and an amazing ass to compensate. She asked him out, and when he stammered a nervous no the first time, asked again. This time he said yes and they’d been dating up until the breakup. But Jasmine, although she wasn’t a church girl, may as well have been.


  Like him, she was a virgin, and had parents who had instilled in her the importance of sex being with someone you care about. But after six months of building up with painful slowness from kissing to a little touching to more touching to the glorious-at the time-night she slipped her hand into his shorts in his car and jerked him off, they finally did have sex.


  Once the ice was broken, Austin figured they’d be off to the races, but Jasmine seemed to think it shouldn’t be an all the time thing-as opposed to now, he thought bitterly.


  They would go out, but sex wise each date was a crap shoot, either her or his parents were home and they had nowhere to go, or on occasions someone wasn’t home, she’d still end the date with a kiss goodbye.


  When they did have sex it was good, or he assumed it was with nothing to compare it to, but Jasmine would get on top or on all fours for him. Unfortunately, her ‘head game’ as Darren so eloquently put it left a little to be desired.


  She didn’t care much for it but would do it occasionally. In the several months they were active she had only given him three start to finish blow jobs, and each time she told him to tell her when he was coming because she didn’t want it in her mouth.


  More often than not she’d give him a few sucks and that would be it. She always claimed at least she was fair because she had some hang ups with him going down on her and didn’t let him do it anywhere near as often as he wanted to.


  She liked his fingers down there, but other than that their sex was pretty much sex. Even though he knew nothing good could come of it, he kept thinking Jasmine had no problem sucking and getting sucked with the guys now.


  Meanwhile, he’d been moping around, jacking off more than he had since he first learned he could do it, and sitting here in church listening to how he shouldn’t want any of that nasty sinful sex anyway.


  As his day dreaming took him down an annoyingly familiar path of late, Austin reigned in his focus and turned his attention outward to where Emily Ross, no, it was always ‘Sister Emily” in church, was wrapping up her presentation on sin and repentance.


  Emily was Austin’s age meaning, like him, it was her last year in Sunday school and soon she’d be upstairs listening to the hellfire and brimstone of the regular sermons and would probably be fine with it.


  Emily’s father was a deacon of the church and her Mom the treasurer, and she had been born and raised in the faith. She was tall and on the thin side, and even though he’d known her for several years, Austin still had no idea what kind of body she had.


  Her skirts weren’t just long, but loose fitting as were her tops. Even at picnics or the annual car wash or any field trips the T-shirts she wore seemed two sized too big. She was a pretty girl with bright blue eyes, and a sweet smile.


  Her honey blonde hair was beautiful, but even that she always had up in a bun or pinned up, both looks were way too old for her. On the rare occasion he’d seen her in a ponytail, it made her look her actual age and much cuter.


  While he listened to her talk about sin, he idly wondered if she’d ever committed one. Not one of the ten commandment sins, but some good old fashioned fornication. As he had with the small handful of other girls or young women close to his age in the church, Austin tried to imagine if they might not be the good girls they acted like.


  A few kids at school who knew he went to the Tabernacle always asked him about the girls, saying girls, and guys, who were that repressed turned out to be the wild ones and wanted to know if he had any stories.


  Being shy, then with Jasmine the last year he hadn’t tried to feel any of them out, or up, for that matter. But he had a feeling the kids were wrong. Maybe other churches, but the girls raised in Pentecost were goddamn Amish when it came to things like that.


  Austin had the normal sex on the brain imagination of an 18 year old, and on occasions while jacking off had tried to imagine Emily giving head or on her hands and knees letting him fuck her doggy, but she was so buttoned up physically and had such a serious persona, he couldn’t even get anywhere in his fantasies.


  Most of the ‘god for life’ kids as he referred to them would go off to Bible College where they hoped to meet their future husband or wife. Austin grinned inwardly at the idea those must be some crazy parties out there, and in his mind heard Weird Al’s line from “Amish Paradise” We’re going to party like its 1699.


  As if reading his mind, Darren pushed his notebook against his arm and Austin looked down to read, “Think she’s been on her knees to do anything besides pray?” Once he knew he’d read it, his friend quickly flipped the page back to where he was taking notes on Emily’s presentation.


  Austin quickly scribbled on the back of the page next to the one he’d been jotting down his own notes. “I bet she watches gangbang videos on porn hub.”


  “Yeah, right she’d probably faint.” Darren drew a face with a mouth wide open in shock. “Bet the poor girl’s never been wet.”


  Austin went back to watching Emily in her long, pink, and totally unflattering dress and again wondered if there were any dirty secrets behind those blue eyes, but to Darren’s point he doubted she’d ever so much as jilled off.


  What would she do it to? Thinking about a hot young stud whose idea of dirty talk was quoting the bible? He had to suppress a smile at his own joke, then went back to paying attention as Sister Hannah would always call upon one of them to ask two questions of the presenter.


  He’d love to ask her something snarky, like did oral sex count as sex, but joking around with Darren or in his own head was one thing, he’d never want to be disrespectful.


  His presentation had been last week, and it was an easy one. He’d chosen Revelations which with its gloom and doom of plague and famine, the four horsemen, false prophets and Armageddon didn’t seem like work, but was actually cool to talk about and he breezed through it with no sweat.


  Unlike how he was sweating in the warm basement and the collared gray shirt he wore wasn’t helping. The area had been hit with a sudden heatwave and temperatures had been close to ninety the last two days and the next three were supposed to be even hotter.


  Making today’s class worse was during the summer The Tabernacle changed from 9am to noon and 6-8pm services to a midday 1-4, which gave the basement even more time to heat up than had they been down here in the morning.


  “Thank you, Emily that was an excellent job!”


  The voice speaking behind him belonged to Hannah Ashton, minister’s wife, youth ministry leader, mom to one of his best friends, and…Austin’s secret obsession.


  Hannah was a big part of why he always went to church when he was younger and now that he was once again single, why he was back to attending every week.


  That and in ten days he’d be leaving with his parents for Florida. They were flying down with him and they’d all stay with his aunt Linda who lived an hour from the school.


  Mom and dad weren’t happy with him going to school down out of state, especially seeing he’d also been offered a scholarship to study sports medicine at Boston University which was only two hours away.


  But his aunt being close enough to help him if he had any trouble, and with a promise he’d visit her once every couple of weeks to prove he was still alive, helped them accept it’s where he wanted to go.


  Miami, with its beaches, wild nightlife and unending buffet of hot girls was going to be culture shock to him, but he felt he’d kept himself back from having a lot of fun in his high school years, and hoped the change of scenery, and bevy of scantily clad hotties would help him overcome his hang ups, and start enjoying the fruits of being a young good looking guy during the best time of his life.


  Because he was leaving, Austin figured he’d show up for church throughout the summer to spend time with people who, although he didn’t adhere to their lifestyle, had always been genuinely nice to him, and the church was even throwing him a small party next Saturday night at a hall they’d rented.


  But there was also Hannah, the woman who unknowingly paraded through his fantasies, going full porn star on him and performing every sexual act his overactive hormones and imagination could come up with since his first week in Sunday school.


  Seeing he once again had no real life stimulation he felt he may as well feed his longtime, and admittedly bizarre, Hannah fetish before he left for school and wouldn’t be back until the holidays.


  He sensed movement as Hannah rose from the chair in the corner of the room where she’d been observing. He and the other five members of the group were sitting at their small desks in a semicircle, and Austin quickly turned his notebook over to conceal his notes to Darren when he heard her heels on the hardwood floor directly behind him.


  She passed him on his left, and Austin caught a faint whiff of her perfume. He had no idea what the name of it was, all he knew is Hannah always smelled like candy, and he longed to know if she tasted just as sweet.


  As she glided by, her ass was less than two feet from him and he did his best to turn just enough to try and get a sidelong view of her without looking…well, like he was looking.


  He wasn’t sure why be bothered, not like there would be much to see. Hannah’s charcoal gray pleated skirt, like everything she wore, was knee length and fell loosely down her legs giving no indication of what was under it.


  Her black button down blouse, long sleeves even in this heat, which she wore untucked, wasn’t any tighter than the skirt, but it was unable to completely cover the curve of her breasts, telling him there was a good chance she had a lot going on in the chest department.


  His eyes dropped lower, taking in the exposed lower portion of her legs. Despite the heat she still wore sheer black stockings, but they didn’t hide the fact Hannah’s calves were slim and toned, telling him she made use of the Peloton and treadmill the Ashton’s had in their spare bedroom.


  Also told him the rest of her legs, especially her thighs, would be nice and tight as well. Considering Hannah was on the taller side, he imagined there would be a lot of leg to appreciate.


  While watching Hannah take Emily’s place behind the wooden podium set up in front of them, Austin wondered, as he often did, what his obsession with her was. Not that she wasn’t attractive, not just ‘for her age’ as people liked to say, but she was a fine looking woman period.


  Devoid of makeup, something his mother always gave the women of the church credit for because she wasn’t that brave, Hannah’s face was still smooth and free of any lines around her lips or eyes, making her look younger than her age of forty two.


  Her raven black hair was a sharp contrast to her a complexion that was fair to the point of ghostly and according to Hannah had earned her the nickname of Elvira back in high school.


  Austin hadn’t thought of it until she’d mentioned it, but there was a resemblance. The name Elvira could have also been brought into play because as he was fond of noticing, it was clear despite her best efforts to hide them she was as busty as the real Elvira.


  Even without makeup or natural color to enhance them, Hannah’s high cheek bones and delicate features gave lent her a natural beauty which was accentuated by a pair of large expressive brown eyes beneath naturally long curly lashes.


  Other than her eyes, the only spot of color on her face was the natural pink hue of her lips. Those lips were large, inviting, shaped in a perfect bow, and made for two things: kissing and sucking.


  Unlike Emily, Austin had no problem imagining Hannah using her lips for more than praising the lord. Who was he kidding, he had been imagining the pastor’s wife doing everything he could imagine to, and with him, for the last few years.


  Maybe that was part of the reason for his longtime crush. Hannah was a good woman which made it hotter to think of her doing bad things. That and there was a case to be made for less is more and something to the imagination.


  Most hot women of all ages showed off to some extent, some inappropriately, others enough to catch your eye and get you thinking about them. Hannah showed nothing to the point a glimpse of her calves had him thinking.


  The closest he’d come to seeing anything more exciting than her lower legs, was two years ago when he’d been hanging out with Noah and went to use the bathroom.


  He passed by their bedroom and the door was open a few inches. Hannah was in front of the mirror, her right hand on top of the bun on her head, and a moment later her hair came down.


  Until then he’d only seen it either in her ever present bun or swept up. He figured she had long hair but was surprised to see it reached her mid back and had some natural waves to it.


  It wasn’t just long, but thick and lustrous; the sunlight from the window behind her making it shine. The way it cascaded down over the white material was sexy as fuck, and when she gave her head a toss to shake it out it was even better. Put it in slow motion and it could be a scene from a shampoo commercial.


  Austin was so captivated by her hair he didn’t immediately notice her blouse was open. He saw that when she leaned over to put her hair clip on the bureau. At his angle he couldn’t get a good view and he was afraid if he leaned in further she could see him in the mirror.


  Her white bra was as plain as her blouse, but it looked like there was a good amount of white material needed to conceal her breasts. Not that he could see much, the bra was far more functional than sexy, but he did get a glimpse the creamy white skin of her upper chest and curve of her breasts above the bra.


  His eyes widened when she shrugged her shoulders and he realized she was removing her blouse. He’d swallowed nervously, his heart pounding at the thought he’d get to see her in just her bra, and maybe she’d take that off too!


  The sound of a door opening behind him made him remember he was standing out there in the hallway and it could be either Noah coming out of his room or Reverend Ashton out of his office.


  Either one wouldn’t be happy to catch him peeping so he quickly walked away. That sad little thrill, seeing her still in a blouse with an old fashioned bra that showed less than the average bikini top, was enough to give him wank fodder for weeks.


  Picturing her continuing, dropping the blouse, and letting the skirt fall to the floor, taking off her bra and…


  “Austin, what would you like to ask Emily?”


  Hannah’s voice, another thing that drove him wild, because there was a smoky rasp to it that whether she wanted it to or not, had an undeniably sultry quality to it. A made for phone sex voice if he’d ever heard one and he longed to hear it in his ear whispering sinful things to him.


  “Oh,” he looked to his left where Emily sat on one of the end two chairs with Rachel, the other girl in the class.


  There was a space, then Roger and Noah next to each other, with him and Darren on the far end. Austin glanced down at his notes, scanning what he’d written.


  “Austin?” Hannah prodded.


  “Right, just seems like she did a great job covering things, um” he frowned when he looked at what he’d written that was more of a question to himself than one he would ask out loud, but he was drawing a blank and could feel everyone staring at him.


  “We know adultery is sin because you’re breaking a vow,” he pushed himself to add the corny line. “Before God.”


  “That’s correct,” Hannah nodded.


  “But why is premarital sex a sin? We’re single consenting adults so what’s wrong with it? We get free will, right?”


  “Immorality is the simple answer,” Hannah replied, but gestured to her right. “But let’s hear if Sister Emily has a more in depth response.”


  “I do,” she leaned forward so she could see Austin around the others. “Hebrew’s Chapter thirteen verse four says ‘Marriage should be honored by all, and the marriage bed kept pure, for God will judge the adulterer and all the sexually immoral.’”


  “Excellent,” Hannah complemented her. “Sex within marriage is honorable, but sex before ruins the purity and sanctity of the marital bed.”


  “So, if a guy dates a girl for a few years and it doesn’t work out, then he meets someone else, and marries them, their marriage is tainted?” Darren asked. “Sounds kind of outdated.”


  “Some of the bible is,” Hannah admitted. “But then again, is it? Or are we trying to justify our moral decay?”


  “You don’t always get it right the first time around,” Darren shrugged, then elbowed Austin. “Right?”


  “Keep the jokes for outside the class.” Hannah shot a reproving look at him. “However, as products of a modern society perhaps there is some gray area within this rule.”


  She pointed to Austin. “Two questions”


  “Twist on the first. Adultery is a sin because it’s a betrayal, but what if a couple was open?”


  “Open?” Emily frowned.


  “They agree to see others or invite someone to share together,” Austin explained


  “That’s sick.” Emily scowled.


  “That’s not an educated answer, sister,” Hannah chided her. “Give a better response.”


  “All sex prior to marriage is fornication because you’re no longer pure, so by extension if other people were introduced to it, that would violate the purity of the marriage and the vow, you’re marrying each other’s heart, not the bodies of others.”


  “That’s a great non scripture response.” Hannah told her. “Good job mixing biblical values and your own words.”


  “Thank you, Sister Ashton.” Emily beamed at her.


  “Interesting question Brother Meyers, been watching some things you shouldn’t?”


  “Can’t be ignorant of what’s out there,” Austin said carefully, “I saw a documentary on HBO about the Hot Wife lifestyle.”


  “Hot wife?” Robert asked. “Like really attractive?”


  “They’re that too because they’d have to be to…”


  “We’re not going to discuss that here.” Hannah cut him off. “Everyone here is old enough to know what sex is, and it’s a topic that should be discussed so that we can be educated on what is natural, and what is unnatural.”


  She eyed Austin for a few uncomfortable seconds.


  “God’s word on the matter, Brother Meyers, not HBO’s glorification of the perversion of the blessed union of marriage, is what we discuss, understood?”


  “Sorry, sister,” he bowed his head, feeling like an idiot.


  “I take it, this hot wife thing is really bad?” Robert asked.


  “What part of we’re not discussing it did you miss?” Hannah sighed.


  “Just google it,” Darren suggested, “Or go to Urban dictionary.”


  “Or just avoid it all together. There is no need to learn about things that are against the Lord’s teachings. Let alone from sources that make it sound enticing.” She turned her gaze to Darren, her normally soft eyes, set in a hard glare.


  “Darren, most here were not raised in the world as you were, and still are. Things you laugh at or shrug off can be overwhelming to young men and women who have been sheltered from the worst the world has to offer.”


  “Not doing them any favors,” Darren told her. “Have to get out in the world at some point, right?”


  “You’re not completely wrong,” Hannah replied. “But there’s wading in and diving into the deep end without knowing how to swim.”


  “Baby steps, got it.” Darren nodded. “My bad.”


  “Emily’s talk on sin led directly to sex, which for your age is no surprise and although awkward, I’m glad the topic came up. Sex can be as much of an addiction as drugs, gambling, and alcohol.”


  “That’s a little dramatic.” Austin shook his head.


  “Is it? Sex can ruin lives. How many marriages are destroyed for infidelity? Men spending money on phone sex, porn, the webcam girls, and those disgusting strip clubs.”


  “Didn’t think of it that way,” he admitted.


  “In a way sex is even more dangerous. You have to be a certain age to drink, smoke, or gamble, and other drugs are illegal. But sex? It’s free, it’s everywhere, and there is no age limit to when you can start.”


  She paused to glance around the small class.


  Which is why it’s so important to meet your future wife or husband in the church so these sinful ways of the flesh aren’t seen as viable or attractive options. Sex is only to be enjoyed within the confines of marriage.” Hannah looked around speaking to all of them. “But it is one of the biggest temptations and example of willing spirit’s struggle with weak flesh. But a strong union with God in its corner will always hold fast.”


  She stared at Austin when she finished. “But trust me, people much older than you face the same temptations, sometimes even more strongly, and we have to be just as on guard as young people.”


  While the others murmured in agreement, Austin nodded, trying to hold Hannah’s gaze and wondering why she was giving him such a long look. Because of his question of course, why the hell had he all but pointblank asked “Hey, how about swinging and threesomes?”


  He caught movement to his left and saw Noah staring at him.


  “Really?” he mouthed.


  Austin gave him a rueful grin, then looked down at his notebook, doodling on it so it looked like he was noting Emily’s answer. Hannah prevented any more awkwardness by giving her own thoughts on all three presentations.


  As she liked to do while speaking, Hannah moved away from the podium, drifting towards the far left where the girls were sitting. He jumped when Darren hit his arm and showed him his notebook.


  “Why’d you go there? You trying to see if the Rev will share?”


  Austin sighed to himself. A few months ago, when he was over Darren’s house they’d found a bottle of Johnny Walker in his older brother’s room and took a few swallows which was all it took, combined with sharing a blunt, to get them buzzed. Buzzed enough that he confessed his thing for Hannah.


  He’d been hearing about it ever since to where Darren asked if he’d thought of her while screwing Jasmine or asked her to shout Hallelujah when she came. Part of why his jibes’ hit home was he had thought about Hannah on a few occasions when with Jasmine.


  Throughout the year they’d dated, and even though he did have feelings for her, the crush he’d had on Hannah never completely went away. He didn’t think of her nearly as much due to the fact he was no longer a virgin masturbating himself to sleep every night but with a cute brunette


  A fair skinned brown eyed brunette on the tall side, and even with good girl ideals, at least at first. Only difference was in the chest department as Jasmine’s breasts were on the smaller side, but now that it had been a few months since the breakup Austin wondered if in fact Jasmine was Hannah version 2.0 somewhere in his mind.


  More likely than not there was some truth to that. Being she was the first woman he fantasized about; it might have subconsciously created a type he looked for. Now single again, he was back to thinking about her as much as he had in the past, not just when he saw her in church or over her house, but when he needed nighttime inspiration.


  He once again tried to bring his attention to the present, and on something more proper, but both were made difficult when he looked to his left to see Hannah now sitting in a chair located to the left of the podium and in front of the girls.


  She was listening to Emily while fanning her flushed face with her notes and he wished he could see her red and sweaty beneath him. Her legs were crossed, but the damn skirt so loose he couldn’t see any further up her leg than her calf. Her shoes were as unsexy as the rest of her outfit; black pumps with a heel that might have been an inch.


  She was however, kicking her leg slowly back and forth and at one point flexed her foot outward, causing her heel to slip from her foot and hang from her toes. It was a sexy move and made him wonder if she were doing it on purpose.


  There were four boys in class, three of whom were 18, who’s to say she wasn’t teasing? Logic, if she wanted to tease she wouldn’t have her blouse buttoned up to just below her neck and in a skirt you’d need a GPS to find her ass in.


  “Say it with me,” he thought. “Sister Hannah is a good woman. She is a Sunday school teacher, not a cock tease, get a grip on yourself.”


  Odds are he’d be gripping himself later because Noah had already asked him if he wanted to come over for lunch then hangout awhile seeing he’d be leaving soon, which meant ogling Hannah while still wondering what he was hoping to see.


  But just because she wasn’t a tease, and the undeniable reality she would never be more than an object of his unrequited lust, didn’t mean he had to give up on one of his go to fantasies.


  That Hannah was a freak.


  On the surface, the fact she was married to a man who spent his life sounding like the stereotype evangelist who demonized anything ‘worldly, and of the flesh’ would make that seem farfetched.


  Sex in the marriage, as just discussed, was allowed, but when you were that damn anal about everything, it was hard to see that type as seeing sex as fun rather than an act of procreation.


  Yet on the other hand, Reverend Ashton strayed from the TV evangelist mode in his physical appearance. An imposing figure, he stood 6’3” with broad shoulders and a wide chest. On occasions when he got himself all worked up and removed his jacket, his dress shirts clung to his upper arms and he wore them tucked in, showing no sign of anything hanging over his belt.


  He’d played football in high school and in an amateur league in his younger days and despite having just turned fifty two, still looked like he could lay a serious hit on someone.


  The fact he was ten years older than Hannah was cause for some occasional gossip as the church mice, as his mother called them, thought it was odd he hadn’t met his wife in Bible College where most ministers met theirs.


  Further fueling that topic was the Ashton’s weren’t originally from Rhode Island and had moved here from the west coast. Not that Austin saw anything odd about that, but he wasn’t the type to buy into the rumor mill.


  From what Noah had told him, his parents had met at a revival in Los Angeles where Reverend Ashton had just started a small church, and when she showed up there, the two started dating.


  A minister dating a member of his flock was seen as wrong in some people’s eyes which was why the gossips said that once they were married, they decided to move to the East Coast so they could ‘start over’.


  Hannah never addressed the rumors, but Austin’s father said the reverend told him the west coast had a lot of different denominations and competition, and he found the area to be far too tolerant when it came to ‘sin’.


  He had contacted the home office of the United Pentecostal Ministry about wanting to relocate to the East if any church needed a new minister, and that turned out to be here, when the former minister of the Tabernacle retired twenty years ago.


  It was a testament to how prudish, and how much time some of these people had on their hands, that an age difference and someone wanting to relocate, was somehow enough for them to think there was a scandal involved.


  The years between them fed both of Austin’s equally nosy interest in their personal life. One side being maybe the reverend stayed in shape to be able to satisfy his younger wife who, according to the all-knowing porn world, was in her milf cougar prime.


  The other that he wasn’t keeping up with her and she was going without. There was also the possibility that was no fun; Hannah was a dud herself, and they had a boring sex life and both content with it.


  But he liked to imagine Hannah being that horny milf, and even if her husband rather see her on her knees to repent than to blow him, that didn’t mean she didn’t try though. He imagined her in sexy lingerie, hair down, talking dirty, acting dirtier.


  Not that he’d ever find out, but it was a lot more fun to think she could be that wild one his friends claimed church girls could be. He jumped again, and rolled his eyes when Darren pushed another note at him.


  “What’s she get tempted to do? Lift her skirt two inches over her knee?”


  Austin shook his head rather than write back. He was eighteen, not eight. Phones had to be off and out of sight during class, which was a good thing, or Darren would be texting him nonstop.


  But he did flip his notebook back a couple of pages and show him a ‘prayer’ he’d scribbled last week while thinking of Hannah instead of paying attention to Noah’s presentation on turning the other cheek.


  “Now I lay me down to sleep


  Dreams of Hannah taking it deep


  May she ride me all through the night,


  Then wake me with head in the morning light.”


  Darren put his hand over his mouth and lowered his head, his shoulders shaking as he tried to hold in his laughing. Austin turned the notebook over then watched Hannah make her way to the opposite corner where the small organ that used to be upstairs now resided.


  “It’s a few minutes before four, and as always, I’d like to close with a song, and then its Brother Noah’s turn to close with prayer.”


  Hannah pulled out the bench and as she sat and flexed her fingers over the keyboard, she slipped her shoes off and put her stocking feet on the pedals. She played like this all the time, even upstairs when she played the new organ, or the piano.


  It showed the depth of his fixation on her that the move never failed to do it for him. Yes, it was sad, it was a woman with her shoes off, and still not barefoot, but clad in stockings.


  But they were sheer and he could see her foot beneath them. Hannah played the opening notes to ‘I don’t know what you came to do, but I came to praise the Lord.’ Her slender fingers danced across the ivory keys, and Austin tried not to think of them around his cock. Hannah did keep her nails long, and even wore a clear coat so they wouldn’t break and Austin wondered if she caught shit from other women in the church because it might be considered ‘make up’


  His eyes dropped down to where her heels were on the floor and he watched her flex her feet forward to press the pedals down. Hannah sang the first line, and as always, especially during slow songs, it was an odd contrast to hear a spiritual hymn sung in that smoky voice more suited to something bluesy, or better yet, raunchy talk.


  To his left, Noah, and the girls clapped in time with the song, all three of them singing along. He clapped methodically, keeping the rhythm while he watched Hannah’s feet, and picturing them in the air.


  Next to him, Darren clapped for a moment, then gave up and doodled in his notebook. He wasn’t really into the church but had been coming the last two months because he was using the lessons for material for a paper on religion he’d be submitting to his philosophy course he’d be starting in September.


  Austin clapped on autopilot while his eyes lingered on Hannah’s stocking feet. He pictured them as thigh highs, a sexy contrast to the soft white flesh of her upper thighs. He shifted to the idea of them sliding up his leg, resting on his chest, on his shoulders. Shit, he’d suck her damn toes if she wanted him too. He awkwardly missed a clap when he was assailed by the sudden image of her feet around his cock.


  He felt his face grow even hotter and a trickle of sweat slipped under his collar to run down the middle of his back. In his mind’s eye he gripped her feet and thrust his hips, fucking them.


  Hannah would pull up her skirt as he did, revealing the fact she wore nothing under it. She’d spread her lips, showing off the pussy she was going to let him taste. His cock would explode, thick white lines of warm sticky cum spraying over the black material.


  She’d wrap her toes around his shaft, curling into it, helping to squeeze every drop from him. Austin found he’d stopped clapping at some point and pushed himself to resume and not call attention to himself.


  He lifted his eyes to Hannah’s face. Her head was tilted upward as if she thought she were singing to god. Her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she sang. Her face was as flushed as everyone else’s and a strand of her long hair had escaped her bun.


  The curly lock stuck to her sweaty cheek and Austin tried to imagine her hair completely down, and her looking blissfully up at him rather than the ceiling. When Hannah’s voice trailed off and she played the final notes, he felt as if he’d just awoken from wet dream.


  Complete with what was close to a full hard on beneath the desk. Hannah paused as there was some applause from the younger kids who had come out of their classrooms with their teachers so they could all hear the closing prayer.


  “Brother Noah, will you please?”


  Noah stood as everyone else bowed their head and went into a long rambling prayer about being blessed to be in god’s house and surrounded by his brothers and sisters. Austin lowered his head and closed his eyes like the others, trying to get a grip on himself after what could best be described as a waking wet dream.


  He cracked his eyes open when Darren pushed his notebook against his hand.


  “You’re pathetic! You looked like you were going to pop!”


  Knowing if he didn’t reply Darren would keep bothering him, he went back to the other page and scrawled,


  “What can I say, I think she’s hot.”


  “She was just playing the damn organ!” he quickly replied.


  When Austin ignored him, he added.


  “You just wish it was your organ she was playing.”


  With a grin he wrote back;


  “I’d let her show me how to play mine any day!”


  He jumped when Hannah leaned over between them. Dammit! He hadn’t heard her come up behind them because she still had her shoes off. Before they could react, she snatched up their notebooks.


  Austin stared at Darren who mirrored his oh, shit look for the next few seconds as Hannah didn’t say anything until Noah ended his prayer.


  “Amen” she said along with the others while looking at Darren’s notebook. She dropped it back into his hands but stared at his for a few heart stopping seconds.


  “You boys are a little old to be passing notes,” she commented, her eyes still on what he’d written. Oh, shit, had he written on the page with the dirty prayer?


  “Sorry, Sister,” Darren mumbled.


  “You’re right, Brother Meyers, I am hot.” She wiped at her brow for emphasis. “We all are.”


  Austin braced himself for what she was going to say about the next remark.


  “I didn’t know you had an organ!” Hannah beamed down at him while handing him back the notebook. “That’s wonderful!”


  “Yeah, well, I don’t have one,” Austin hoped he didn’t sound as shaky as he felt. “But I’m thinking of taking music as an elective this semester and was going to try the organ.”


  “Well, if you do let me know.” Hannah put her hand lightly on his shoulder. “Because I’d be happy to give you some lessons when you come back for the holidays.”


  Was she being sarcastic? Was she so naïve she didn’t get it? Her smile seemed sincere, and when her eyes met his it was only briefly and there didn’t seem to be anything behind the look.


  “See you all back here next Sunday, and don’t forget, we’re having a sendoff for Brother Meyers on Saturday at the 1025 club so come join us for some food and fellowship and to wish Austin luck down in Florida.” Hannah announced. “Have a blessed week.”


  Austin let out a long breath, then rose, and turned, wanting to slink out of there as quickly as possible.


  “Darren and Austin, I’d like a quick word with you in the office, please.”


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Without waiting for their reply, she walked across the room and into the small room in the corner her and the Reverend used as an office. Ignoring the looks and smirks from the other kids, Austin slowly followed her with Darren trailing behind him.


  They walked into the room to find Hannah sitting on the edge of the desk waiting for them.


  “Close the door.”


  Darren did as she asked, and for a moment they both stood there as she looked at each of them in turn. They both struggled to meet her gaze, and even though he knew they were in for it, Austin wished she’d say something and get it over with.


  “There’s an expression boys will be boys,” she broke the silence. “I understand that. I understand young men struggle with impure thoughts driven by normal desires and fueled by society’s obsession with pornography and sex.”


  “Having said that, there is a time and place for those thoughts and crude talk, church would be the last of those places, don’t you agree?”


  “Yes, sister,” Austin said softly.


  “Yes, ma’am.” Darren added.


  “Darren, you aren’t here for the right reasons. You’re using the church for a school project, but I’ll never turn away a chance to teach the truth, and help enlighten someone, maybe win them over.”


  “But you obviously don’t want that, and after this, you’re no longer welcome at Truth Tabernacle, understood?”


  “Yeah, and I’m sorry.” Darren told her, then with a roll of his eyes added. “That these kids have to live like the damn Amish.” He turned and stalked out, closing the door loudly behind him.


  “That was quite the nasty little poem you wrote about me, Austin.” Hannah’s words caused his stomach to twist and his face flush in shame.


  “Sister Hannah, I’m so sorry about this, I was just,” he lowered his head. “Know what? No excuses, it was wrong, and I’m an ass…” he caught himself. “Jerk. I promise when home for the holidays I won’t come back here.”


  “You’ll always be welcome here, Austin.”


  “I…really?”


  “I can tell your apology is sincere, and we all make mistakes. Plus, you’ve been a great friend to Noah, and always respectful towards me and my husband in our house, well, I thought you were respectful to me.”


  “I don’t know what to say or what I was thinking.”


  “You’re a young man, and a very attractive one.”


  “I am?”


  “You look much older than you are, you’re easy on the eyes as the saying goes, and have quite the build on you. But you don’t act conceited, in fact from what I know, you’ve always been shy with the girls. I find that endearing.”


  “I don’t feel endearing,” he mumbled.


  “I’d be flattered in a way that someone your age and with what you have going for you would find me attractive, but that’s where the disrespect comes in.”


  “Because it was so nasty.”


  “No, but because it’s wrong to mock someone.”


  “I wasn’t making fun of you.”


  “Please, I’m as plain Jane as it gets.”


  “There’s nothing plain about you.” Austin wanted to smack himself as soon as he said it. Just dig a deeper hole, why don’t you?


  “Nice try, and very smooth,” she shrugged. “But just because I’m a woman of god, doesn’t mean I don’t know men, and what they look for and who they look at.” She placed her hand on her chest.


  “No makeup, hair always up, long skirts, loose clothing, boring shoes. I don’t just not advertise as the saying goes; I look like I’ve gone out of business. Hard to believe I’ve inspired those types of thoughts in you. More a case of trying to get some laughs from your hyena of a friend.”


  “No, I…” this time he caught himself. What was he going to do, tell her no, I really have it bad for you?


  “No answer?” she nodded. “Because I’m right. I saw what was written about Emily as well. You two were just sitting there making fun of the prudish church girls.”


  “Uh, you’re not going to tell her, are you?”


  “Of course not, it would hurt her feelings, and I don’t think you mean to be mean. Men of every age are often clueless when it comes to the things they say to and about women.”


  “I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings.”


  “It’s okay, I’ve lived this lifestyle a long time. I’m used to being made fun of, and sadly, Emily and Rachel will get used to it.”


  Despite her words there was a look of hurt in her eyes, and seeing it, and knowing he was responsible for it, he threw caution to the wind.


  “It’s not like that, I mean it.”


  “I said it’s okay,”


  “No, it’s not,” he insisted. “I didn’t say anything because I figured I was in enough trouble, and you should be mad at me, but I can’t stand here and see you feeling bad.”


  “Austin, that’s sweet, but…”


  “There’s nothing sweet about it, or me. I’m sorry what you saw was crude, but it was real.”


  “Real?” she cocked her head. “Of course it is, you wrote it.”


  “But I meant it,” Oh, man he was going to be in for it. “I’ll be honest and say I’m not sure exactly why, but I’ve had a crush on you since the first time I came to Sunday school.


  “But back then it was just me thinking you were pretty, because you are. You’re more than pretty, you’re gorgeous and its without trying. Women do all these things to make themselves look good, but you’re just a natural beauty.”


  “You are good, amazing you only had the one girlfriend.” Hannah smirked. “But pretty isn’t what those comments suggested. Pretty is you’d want to kiss me. A crush means there might be some ‘I wish she was my girl’ vibes, what you wrote was pure lust.”


  “Sister…”


  “How about just Hannah, this isn’t exactly a church conversation.”


  “Hannah,” saying her name for the first time without the title in front of it gave him a weird thrill. “Like I said, I don’t know why, but there’s something about you. You’re not just attractive, but you…” he hesitated, how could he say it?


  “What about me?” her gaze met his and her eyes were difficult to read. She didn’t look mad, or upset anymore, but there was something there in the sense she seemed to be listening and not dismissing him.


  “You…do it for me, I guess. You saw what I wrote and I think things like that all the time. You’ve been my,” he stopped. “I can’t.”


  “Although our church doesn’t believe in confession, we do believe in admitting our sins especially to those we feel we may have transgressed against. What you say here doesn’t leave this room, and if you have harbored impure thoughts about me, perhaps telling me will get it out of your system.”


  When he frowned, she added. “As I’ve said before, just because I’m in the church doesn’t mean I’m naïve, you’d be surprised at some of the things I’ve heard and seen.”


  “Let’s just say you’ve been my go to girl, even though you’re obviously not a girl.”


  “Go to girl?” Hannah raised her eyebrows. “Seriously?”


  “Yeah, I…I’ve thought a lot about you in ways I shouldn’t. Even thought about you when I was with Jasmine. I made the mistake of telling Darren and that’s what got this started today.”


  “I thought I’d seen you looking, but kept thinking I was wrong, why would you?” Her lips pursed in thought. “I didn’t do anything to bring this on, did I?”


  “No, other than having a sexy voice, which you can’t help, you’ve always been proper in every way, and I think that’s it. You’re so good, it made me think you had to be bad sometimes, and that made me think of you being bad with…” he swallowed nervously. “This is really humiliating.”


  “Not to me,” she didn’t laugh when she said it. “So we’re going with repressed church girl gone wild?”


  “Yeah, that would be it, but not just in my head, I…there’s just something about you.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I just feel like you’d be that bad woman, at least for your husband. But I suppose that’s just part of the whole stupid fantasy.”


  “Best friend’s mom,” she said softly. “Woman of God, married, much older than you. Good woman you dream of treating bad.” His eyes widened as she ran down the list. “I’m every taboo there is, and as we all know, forbidden fruit is the most tempting. We all crave a taste of sin from time to time.”


  “I’m sorry, I really am. You must think I’m a damn pervert, and probably be weirded out anytime you see me now, but I didn’t want you to think you’re plain, because you’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever seen.”


  Hannah’s lips parted, but she seemed to be unsure of what to say. She lowered her head, looking at the floor and he imagined she was trying to think of how to reply without telling him he was the creep he pretty much was.


  “Well, I didn’t see this coming when I came to church this morning,” she spoke softly.


  “You want me to get my dad so you can tell him?”


  “I told you this was between us, no one else needs to know how you feel about me.”


  “I appreciate that.”


  “Maybe this will give you some closure, if nothing else, you’re heading down to a party school. Those hot young things will make you forget all about the church lady.”


  “I don’t know, I still get nervous with girls, and they’re kind of wild down there.”


  “I’m assuming you slept with Jasmine, you have experience.”


  “She was the good girl who went bad, just for everyone else,” he lamented.


  “Her loss,” she grunted. “Youth is wasted on the young. She has a good looking boyfriend who treated her well, and she thinks it will always be that way. But you’ll be fine down there, they’ll be happy to take advantage of you.”


  “That doesn’t sound good.”


  “If you don’t find some confidence they’ll smell you a mile away, and they’ll give you what you want, but they’ll use you for everything they want.” Hannah gave him a tight smile. “Not the council I should be giving, but I worry about you down there.”


  “Thank you, and thank you for being mad cool about this,” he looked around evasively. “Are we, um, cool? Or do you think I’m a sick creep?”


  “We’re cool as you say, and I imagine there are worse things than being an object of desire for a young man. Us boring, married women will take what we can get.”


  “I feel like I owe Reverend Ashton an apology, just for how I think about you.”


  “That’s a very nice thing to say. You’re a good man, Austin. Most would have just taken the lecture and gotten out, you told me a hard truth because you were upset I was upset. You have some amazing in you as well.”


  “Not feeling it.”


  “Well, who knows, if you’re lucky you might feel amazing later on.”


  “Huh?”


  Rather than reply Hannah glanced at her watch.


  “I have to get upstairs, I like to join Tom in saying goodbye to everyone, and Noah is leaving straight from church to go on a fishing trip with Brother Horn and his boys, so I want to see him before he leaves.”


  “Yeah, sure,” he forced a laugh. “Good talk, and thanks again for letting this slide.”


  “I’m not completely letting it slide.”


  “Oh.”


  “Don’t be worried, let’s just say that after this, you owe me a favor.”


  “Anything you want.”


  “First, always be careful saying that, you never know what someone might want.” Her lips curled into a strange smile. “Think about that.”


  “Okay.”


  “Now, let’s forget all this drama and head upstairs.”


  He put his hand out. “Hannah, you really are amazing.”


  She took his hand as she slid off the desk.


  “I know pride is a sin, but trust me, you’re not the first man who’s told me that.”


  She’d gripped his hand lightly, and as she removed it, ran the tip of her finger lightly down his palm. “I’ll see you soon.”


  She walked past him, heading upstairs and Austin trailed behind her, watching her legs and the way the skirt tightened slightly around her ass each time she took a step.


  He really was an asshole. She’d just caught him saying crude things about her, let him off the hook, and here he was right back to perving on…what was he perving on? A baggy pair of jeans would show more ass than he was seeing now.


  When they reached upstairs, Austin ducked out the side door that led to the parking lot, rather than mill through the church goers, and to dodge the Reverend as long as possible, it would be weird enough sitting down to dinner with him after his wife now knew he had…


  He stopped in mid step while coring the lot. He’d been so intent on worrying about getting in trouble, then hurting her feelings, he’d spilled his guts about his feelings for her, without fully grasping the obvious. Hannah now knew he had a thing for her. How goddamn humiliating, but on the bright side he was leaving soon.


  He resumed walking and picked up the pace. Darren had parked out front and didn’t know if he’d be waiting for him to say something. If he was, Austin wanted to get to him before he said something stupid to one of the kids.


  When he came around the corner of the church he was relieved to see Darren’s car was gone. He’d probably call Austin later to see what happened and say nasty things about the church.


  Hannah was right, he hadn’t realized Darren was that much of a dick, but other than being on the hockey team together, he hadn’t hung around with him much. He spotted his parents talking to another couple and headed in their direction.


  They were near the stairs and at the top of them, in front of the double doors leading into the church Hannah and the Reverend were shaking hands and chatting with people as they left.


  Hannah’s back was to Austin, and a sudden breeze kicked up, causing the back of her skirt to press against the back of her legs and her ass. He was close enough to get a cheap thrill at how the skirt hugged the curve of what looked to be a nice ass.


  It was a brief one as her hands went to her skirt, pushing it down and back until the breeze subsided. The fact she was immediately aware of her skirt, and how quickly she pushed it down was another indication he was sniffing the wrong trail in thinking Hannah was anything but as proper in the bedroom as she was anywhere else.


  Austin stood off to the side waiting for his parents to finish their conversation and thought about how next Sunday would be his last day in church until he came up for Thanksgiving weekend.


  “Not the first man to tell me that.” Hannah’s words jumped into his mind. The words followed by the little tickle down his palm. Was that meant as an innuendo? In his mind’s replay, and no longer panicked as he was during the conversation, her already sexy voice seemed to have come out huskier, as if she’d meant it in a flirty way.


  But if she did do it on purpose she could have just been doing it sarcastically, or maybe playfully to tease him after what he’d told her. As he considered it, he watched Hannah embrace a woman on her way out, but when she turned to the woman’s husband, took his hand as she said goodbye.


  Because a woman embracing a man not her husband or related to her was seen as improper. What the hell was he thinking she was flirting with him? The last of the parishioners had filed out, and Austin frowned when he saw Hannah look his way while speaking to the Reverend.


  The frown turned into a flutter in his stomach, when her husband turned to walk down the steps and call out to his parents who had begun walking over to him.


  “Oh, fuck,” he whispered when Ashton caught up to them with Hannah trailing behind.


  With a feeling of dread, he watched them speaking to his parents and when Ashton pointed over to him, he tried to swallow, but his mouth had dried out. His father was nodding to whatever Ashton was saying while Hannah chatted with his mother, but he saw her give a couple of sidelong glances his way.


  He wanted to walk over but couldn’t get himself to move. Instead, he waited as they spoke for another moment, and his heart skipped a beat when Dad and the reverend began walking towards him while Mom and Hannah continued to talk.


  “Hey, Austin,” Ashton boomed in his deep made for radio voice. “Your dad said I could have a word with you.”


  “Uh, sure.” He took Ashton’s hand and winced at the power in the older man’s grip. He could be a dead man walking if Hannah told him the things he’d told her or written about her.


  “Hannah was just speaking to me and it seems we have a situation.” Ashton sounded calm and he seemed relaxed, but Austin felt as if he was ready to piss himself.


  “My back’s been acting up, and I can’t put in our AC’s. Noah was supposed to do it, yesterday, but it seems packing for his trip and spending hours on the phone with Sister Rachel were more important.”


  “Oh, yeah it’s really hot.” Austin nodded, a palpable feeling of relief washing over him.


  “Hannah will kill me if I try to do it because one of them is old and rather heavy. I was wondering if you’d be so kind as to come later and put them in for us?”


  “He’d be happy to,” Dad answered for him.


  Austin’s relief faded. Was this a set up to get him over there so Ashton could chew him out? Hannah had said no one needed to know, but his parents told each other everything and if she had been playing it off, but was really upset?


  “Well, if Dad doesn’t mind, we could follow you home right now and I’ll pop them in. Should only take a few minutes.”


  “Sure,” Dad nodded. “I can help, get it done faster.”


  “How about you give us a little time? We need to run a couple of errands and grab something to eat. How about 7:00?”


  “Okay,” Dad shrugged. “He’ll be there, you can take Mom’s car.”


  “Good, thank you.” He rested his hand on Austin’s shoulder, his very large hand.


  Austin wasn’t small by any means and from playing hockey he could both give, and take, some serious hits, but standing this close to Ashton who was both taller and wider than he was, he wasn’t confident he’d want to mess with him on any level.


  Imagine getting your ass kicked by a minister for telling her he thought nasty things about her. Hopefully Ashton was the turn the other cheek sort, or better yet, he was just paranoid, but he’d like to see what the reverend tried to pick up that would hurt that back.


  “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about your going to college,” Ashton continued. “Give you come advice that you may or may not heed.” He smiled. “Perhaps help you with some problems you might be facing.”


  “Sounds good,” he tried to sound casual. “You guys have been great to me; I’d be happy to help you out.”


  “That’s good to hear because we might need something else taken care of.” Ashton told him.


  “He’s all yours.” Dad volunteered him again. “Whatever you guys need.”


  “Brother,” Ashton clapped his father on the shoulder, but looked at Austin as he spoke. “God always gives us what we need, even when we didn’t know we needed it.”


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  Austin pulled up to the Ashton’s and took a deep breath. This wasn’t a setup. He wasn’t being asked over so Reverend Ashton could yell at him for obscene thoughts about his wife, Hannah had kept her word on being quiet.


  He was there for the exact reason they asked, to install the AC’s and from the sounds of it maybe help with another project. With that in mind, Austin changed out of his church clothes and into a plain black t-shirt, a pair of black shorts and sneakers.


  He grabbed the small bag of tools he’d brought with him in case The Reverend didn’t have something they needed from the front seat and got out of the car. At six thirty it was a little cooler and the sky was now overcast; the weather calling for possible thunderstorms.


  Austin walked up the porch stairs and rang the doorbell. He waited, tapping his foot, his paranoia still refusing to go away about walking into an angry lecture about coveting thy minister’s wife. He also wondered what the problem was Ashton thought he had, and how he could help him?


  Or was the problem his admitted confession of Hannah?


  The door opened, but there was no one standing there.


  “Come on in, honey.” Hannah’s smoky voice sounded from behind the door.


  Honey? Where had that come from? He walked into the small foyer and heard the door close behind him.


  “Hey, Sister Hannah, I…” he turned to see her as he spoke, and his mouth remained open, but no sound came out of it.


  Before him Hanna wore an emerald green dress that wasn’t just low cut, but only fell to her mid-thigh, and so tight it looked painted on. The dress hugged a pair of breasts that were even bigger than he’d imagined and low enough to not only show off the smooth creamy flesh of her upper chest, but some of her impressive cleavage, enough he could make out the curve of the top of her breasts.


  He was unable to keep his eyes from lingering on her chest, but when he did manage to tear his gaze away, it dropped to her legs. There was a lot of long well shaped ivory flesh showing, her thighs as toned as the calves that were the only portion of them he’d previously seen.


  Her legs ended in a pair of green wedge heels with straps that crisscrossed over her feet to fasten to the cuff around her ankle. Austin received another shock when he saw her toenails were painted to match the dress.


  His eyes roamed the length of her legs, marveling at how fine there were, as well as how much she was showing. He couldn’t help stopping at her chest once more, before finally making it to her face, and he was as blown away by her appearance from the neck up as he was her body.


  A black choker with a green clasp encircled her neck, the black a sexy contrast to her porcelain skin. Hannah’s hair was down, her long naturally curly locks framing her face, fanning over her bare shoulders, and some of it, falling over her chest, the curls ending just below her breasts.


  As good as her hair looked, what held his attention was the fact Hannah wore makeup, and on the heavier side. Her green eyeshadow popped against her thick black mascara, and her lips were coated in a shade of peach which perfectly accentuated the green of her eye makeup and dress.


  It highlighted just how sensuous they were, adding even more body to her already full mouth.


  “Hey, you okay?” she asked, and he blinked, wondering how long he’d been staring.


  “Yeah, I….you look….wow.” He wished he could have come up with better, but he was completely blown away. He’d been right about one thing, damn she was fine.


  “I like wow,” she gave him a big smile, her white teeth flashing against the peach lipstick. “Better than the old lady clothes, no?”


  “Yeah, are you guys going out or something?”


  “No, I could never go out like this in public. I’m Sister Hannah, pastor’s wife, youth minister and all around prig.”


  He nodded as she spoke, trying to focus on her words while his eyes were unable to stay on her face. He felt like he was in overload mode, looking from her chest and legs to her shoulders and arms.


  After years of seeing nothing more than her from her elbows and knees down, he was overwhelmed by how much flesh she was showing. On their way from her supple thighs back to get another peek at her breasts, he lingered on her hips which the dress clung to like a second skin.


  Hannah wasn’t slender, she had some curve to her, but they were just enough, and in all the right places, and he couldn’t wait for her to turn around to be able to see the ass he’d been thinking about for years, while really having no idea what it looked like.


  Going by everything else in front of him, it was going to be as flawless as the rest of him.


  “Thing is,” Hannah went on seemingly unfazed by what he knew was his obvious gawking.


  “Noah doesn’t go away often, so when he does I like to let the hair down, literally,” she reached back and pulled her hair over her shoulder. “And be playful.” She put her arms over her head and put her back to him.


  The dress was backless showing her off from her neck down to just over the curve of her ass, and that ass didn’t disappoint! Well rounded, and plump enough to invite the spanking he’d dreamed of doling out to her.


  As fine as her ass was, the real shock was….


  Hannah’s back was heavily tattooed, there was one on the back of each shoulder, and both were sharp contradictions to the church. The left featured a winged female demon with horns, and bare breasts. The pointed tail came around her to cover between her thighs, and her fork tongue protruded lasciviously.


  The right shoulder sported a pentagram with goat-headed man sitting cross-legged within it. Each point featured a symbol over it, and inside each of the five triangles. He recognized it as a satanic image, a Baphomet.


  The middle of her back featured an ornate crucifix that started just below the back of her neck and ended just over the dress. A black snake wound around the length of the crucifix, and in its open mouth just over the top of it, was an apple.


  At the bottom of it, in gothic letter, and curving over swell of as were the words “Taste of Sin”


  “Holy shit!” Austin exclaimed.


  Hannah turned back to face him.


  “What’s wrong, Austin?”


  “Nothing, I…those tattoos!”


  “From a lifetime ago when I was a different person, but” she gave him a wicked smile. “You wanted to see me as the good woman gone bad, didn’t you?”


  She flipped her hair back over her shoulder, accompanying the move with a toss of her head. The move caused him to catch the scent of her perfume. It wasn’t her usual candy scent, but something stronger, muskier, something that, like her, screamed sex appeal.


  Jesus, she was fucking hot. More than that, there was no way a woman with those looks, that body, and that ink was anything short of a freak. Ashton was one lucky bastard, maybe this was how he hurt his back, trying to keep up with his younger, wild ride of a wife.


  “Course with me it’s more like bad girl, gone good, who goes bad sometimes.” She giggled. “That makes no sense, kind of nervous.”


  “Why are you nervous?”


  “Because this needs to work, but there’s a lot of reasons it might not, and a lot of risk, but I’m a brat and want what I want, and…” she took a breath and now that she’d mentioned it, Austin did notice her face seemed flushed beneath the makeup and her eyes wider than usual.


  “But yeah, where were we? Playful!” she giggled. “Yes, no?”


  “More bad ass than playful with those tats.”


  “You don’t like them?”


  “I’m surprised, but yeah, they’re hot, the black ink looks great on your skin.”


  “You like the dress?” she looked up at him through her long lashes. “You like how I look?”


  “Sister…”


  “Hannah, and the reverend is Tom tonight, this isn’t church, just friends hanging out, okay?”


  “Okay, but uh…where is he?”


  “In the bedroom waiting for us.”


  “Bedroom?”


  “It’s where one of the AC’s are.”


  “Right, but,”


  “You didn’t answer, how do I look? As good as you imagined? Or am I a letdown?”


  “Hannah, you are sexy as fuck,” he slipped. “Shit, I mean um, sorry didn’t mean to drop an F bomb.”


  “Austin, look at me. This isn’t church, do I look like the kind of woman who gives a fuckity fuck about someone saying fuck?”


  “Not at all.”


  “Okay, then. Here’s the deal, this is not the Tabernacle. No rules, no preachy, no judging. Just be yourself, relax and have some fun.”


  “Putting in AC’s sounds like fun,” he sighed, then asked the question that he’d put off because he’d been so blown away with everything about her. “Hannah, why are you dressed like that?”


  “I told you, we don’t get a lot of nights alone, and I can’t dress up, or should I say down, in public, so I parade around like this at home to give Tom a thrill.”


  “But I’m here.”


  “Maybe I want to give you a thrill,” she raised her eyebrows and sucked on her lower lip. “Am I thrilling you?” her eyes dropped down and he swore she was staring at his crotch.


  Which had seen an increase in size since he saw her, he wasn’t hard, but he’d been on the rise until she started talking and acting strange.


  “So you’re teasing me because of what I told you?”


  “I’m many things, but I’m not a tease,” she gave her hair a haughty flip. “Look, if we didn’t have that talk this morning, I wouldn’t be dressed like this, flying the colors, and rocking the trashy makeup, but since we did I thought I’d give you some validation, because you’re right, I’m not what I seem all the time.


  “Plus, I’m very flattered and seeing you’re leaving soon, I thought I’d give your fantasy some reality, a little inspiration so to speak.”


  “Very inspiring,” Austin agreed. “But Reve…I mean Tom doesn’t care that you’re dressed like that in front of me?”


  Hannah burst out laughing.


  “Oh, honey, that’s a good one!”


  “I don’t get what’s funny.”


  “Sorry, kind of a private joke, but you’ll catch on.”


  He nodded, staring down at her legs, but not as turned on as he was. Something was off, was this some type of weird game she was playing? Knowing he was interested was she doing this to get her husband jealous?


  That made no sense, but neither did anything at the moment. He had a bizarre feeling he was in some type of porn clip, showing up at the milf’s house to fix something, and she’s there dressed up to get messed up.


  His concern must have shown because she sighed and tapped her dress between her breasts.


  “I know for me this is a lot, but it’s not like I’m naked. Women dress like this out in public every day. This just seems like it’s a bigger deal because of who I am and how you always see me.”


  “True, but that dress is a lot even for most places, looks like something you’d wear to a club.”


  “Nah, just date night in my own house, at least when we’re home.” She waved her hand. “Stop being an old lady, main thing is I did this for you so how about you just enjoy, what do you think?”


  “I think this is the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me,” he told her. “No joke.”


  “Hmm, you are smooth,” the words came out in a purr, which caused his eyes to widen and more stirring between his legs. She brought her hand to his cheek, allowing him to see her fingertips matched her toes and outfit, except they featured a black tip across each nail.


  “Not here though,” she lightly ran her nails through his beard. “I like this by the way, looks good on you. Makes you look like a man.”


  “Thanks,” he managed to say as her hand dropped to his arm, squeezing his bicep. “I’ll take it back, everything about you screams man. Sports really paid off for you.”


  “I guess so,” what was going on here? He swore if he didn’t know better she was flirting with him.


  “Yes,” she nodded. “You really fill out that t-shirt, don’t you?” she pressed her hand to his stomach. “Nothing small or soft about you.” Hannah gave him a sly smile. “At least I hope that’s the case.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Just that I’m glad you’re here because honey, I think you’re the right man for what needs to be done tonight.”


  She glanced down, as if seeing the bag in his hand for the first time.


  “What do you have there?”


  “Some tools for whatever you guys need help with.”


  “Just leave them,” she pointed to the end table.


  “Sure I won’t need them?”


  “There’s only one tool you’re going to need.”


  “Which one?” he went to unzip the bag.


  “Don’t worry, Tom has that one too.”


  She spun on her heel, “Come on, you didn’t come here to chitchat, right?”


  “Sure,” He still felt as if there was something off about her tonight, but it was hard to think about it when he was confronted with the toned backs of Hannah’s legs, and the sweet swing of both her hips and her ass as he followed her through the living room and down the hall.


  His nose picked up the trail left by her perfume, and between the scent and watching Hannah’s ass, he took a second to adjust his semi hard cock in his shorts. Now that he was over his shock, he had to admit her inked back was pretty damn sexy, nothing about this woman wasn’t, even her feet in the ‘playful shoes’ looked good.


  She stopped in front of the closed bedroom door and pointed. “Shoes and socks off please, it’s a very expensive carpet.


  “Socks too?” he asked while leaning against the wall and lifting his right leg to pull his sneaker off.


  “House rules,” she giggled. “Besides, the carpet feels sooo nice on bare skin.” Another kitten like purr led to another twitch below his waist, and he couldn’t see him saying no to anything she said in that phone sex voice.


  “Hope I don’t drop the AC on my foot,” he joked as he peeled his sock off, then lifted his other leg to do the same.


  “That won’t happen,” Hannah assured him.


  “What about you?” he gestured towards her feet. “Rules for me and not for thee?”


  Hannah laughed loudly and it caused him to smile at the reaction, he’d never heard her laugh like that.


  “It depends, you want them on or off?” she asked.


  “I…thought you said we had too.”


  “I get to do what I want, but if want me to take them off, I will.” Hannah shrugged and the movement caused the top of her tits to jiggle. Damn, they were big.


  “Only fair, right?” he tried laugh, but he could hear the nerves in it. He was more and more convinced this was a game, paying him back for what he’d written.


  If that was the case, she’d won. He’d be in full out spank mode for weeks envisioning her in that dress and getting to see so much of her, let alone the hair and makeup.


  “Right, only because it’s fair,” Hannah winked at him, then bracing her hand against the door leaned over to unbuckle the strap around her right ankle.


  The move gave him a view down her dress, allowing him to see her breast down to where he could make out a hint of black on her white skin. He stood there transfixed by the sight as she slipped her shoe off, then switched to undoing the other.


  She fumbled with the buckle, and he didn’t care. At this point there was more than a stir going on in his shorts. His cock swelled as he imagined the skimpy bra that allowed him to see so much, then getting his hands, or better yet his mouth, on those big round luscious tits.


  Hannah slipped her other shoe off and when she straightened his eyes dropped to her bare feet. The strap had concealed the fact that each of her middle toes featured a silver ring, and beneath the cuff on her left angle was a silver bracelet.


  He focused on the anklet, he had the feeling it meant something, but he couldn’t recall what. But the jewelry, which in addition to the makeup, choker, and the amount of skin Hannah was showing, were all things the church considered wrong, as the only jewelry one was allowed to wear were wedding bands and watches.


  This was what he’d fantasized about in church this morning that Hannah would put on the sexy behind closed doors. If she were dressing playful, odds are she was going to be playful when she undressed, just one problem with it being right now, her husband was in the next room.


  The room Hannah had gestured for him to enter. Austin took a breath and stepped through the doorway telling himself these were the leaders of a church, they weren’t strangers, psychos, or deviants, what did he think was going to happen?


  The first thing he noticed was how dark it was. It was nearing seven with storm clouds rolling in, but the real source of how dim it was came from the fact the blinds were down on the two windows and were black rather than the normal white.


  They reminded Austin of the thick dark blinds you found in hotels to cover the windows or glass doors so people wouldn’t get woken up by the sunlight coming through.


  The room was dominated by a massive king sized bed with an ornate, intricately carved head and foot board made of some type of expensive looking ebony wood. There were posts on each corner that rose to eye level and were tipped with a point shaped like an ace of spades.


  Even in the dark, the wood had a slight glow to it, probably from furniture polish. Two things struck him about it. The size, and how expensive looking it was. No, there was one more thing, the comforter on top of it was blood red with a black pattern across it, and the pillowcases black with red trim.


  It looked like the type of bed that belonged to someone with money, who was also a bit of a kinkster as it had a very gothic feel to it, more than something a minister and his wife would sleep in. But it was in keeping with Hannah’s dark body art.


  Facing him was a long bureau with a similar expensive looking wooden frame around a mirror that reflected the bed. His eyes darted to the left where he spotted a tall armoire the doors of which had the same carvings and dark wood.


  He looked more closely and the carvings looked to be some type of runes that he’d see in a fantasy movie. Or maybe something about the occult because the size and color had him thinking of that Desade Days of Sodom shit he’d made the mistake of trying to read a couple of years ago.


  A flat screen TV was on a small three drawer stand that was part of the set. An expensive piece to use as a TV stand. The TV was on and paused on a title screen that read “Revival 4/10/21.”


  Ashton had this incredible woman in his bed and he watched revival videos at night? On the other side of the bed from him rested a large leather recliner with a wooden frame matching the rest of the room.


  The chair was in an odd place, sitting against the wall, facing the bed rather than the TV or being in front of a window, the way his mother had a small reading chair in his parent’s room.


  But it wasn’t the chair that startled him, it was Tom sitting in it, which wouldn’t have been that big of a deal other than the fact he was shirtless, and wearing what he first thought were black shorts, but after an uncomfortable moment of staring, he was convinced were pair of boxers.


  What the fuck was going on?


  “You okay, son?” Tom asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”


  “Told you to put some damn clothes on.” Hannah came up alongside Austin, and he flinched when she put her hand on his back. “Look, he’s all jumpy now.”


  “Sorry, I’m fine, so where’s the air conditioner?” he asked,


  “It’s in the window behind the blind.” Tom pointed. “But it’s off because someone thinks it’s fun to sweat.”


  “Only sometimes.” Hannah replied. “You do look good sweaty, my love.”


  “You look good just being you, my little vixen,” Ashton replied with a smile.


  “Aww, thank you, baby! You’re looking to play too, aren’t you?”


  “We’ll see how it goes.”


  “Play what?” Austin took a step back. “What the hell is going on, why are you guys acting so messed up?”


  “Told you,” Tom gestured to Hannah, “He’s only 18, and this might be too much.”


  “I know how old he is, 18 and barely been kissed.” She spoke while gripping the edges of the TV and turning it at an angle, then walking around the bed to stand in front of her husband. “You’re the one who wanted to skip sitting down and having a conversation in the other room.”


  “You said he’d be gung ho.”


  “He’s over here,” Austin waved his hand. “Going to be honest, you guys are making me nervous.”


  “Why don’t you come sit over here, honey?” Hannah patted the edge of the bed. “And we’ll talk.”


  Austin looked over at Tom who was nothing short of a goddamn specimen. It was obvious he was a big man, but seeing him shirtless, showed that none of that size was in the wrong places.


  His biceps bulged while just sitting there with his hands clasped in his lap, and his shoulders were broad enough to take up the entire width of the large chair. His chest, smooth and hairless to the point, Austin figured he shaved or waxed it, was as muscular as the rest of him, his pecks well defined to the point a lot of men half his age would be jealous.


  If they weren’t jealous of his chest, they would be of his stomach, which was not just flat, but hard, with his abs well displayed even while sitting and relaxed. Unlike a lot of guys who were big on top, Tom’s legs matched his upper body, his thighs thick and the muscles in his calves resembled bowling pins.


  On his way back to look at his face, his gaze inadvertently fell on his crotch and he quickly looked away, but not before he noticed Tom might have one more significant muscle going for him.


  He managed to look him in the eye, thinking of his mother commenting he was a good looking man, which he was. His short thick hair was an equal mix of salt and pepper, but his seamless face belied his age.


  Ashton’s eyes were a strange shade of steel gray and when he looked at you, it seemed like he was looking right through you. Those eyes sat below a set of grey and black eyebrows that formed a V when he squinted his eyes while staring, making Austin think of a wolf. Like his body, Ashton’s face was rugged.


  A powerful jaw with a strong chin, a nose with a slight hook to it, like the beak on a predatory bird, a hawk maybe, and sharp angular cheek bones. The guy was a damn alpha male in every sense, right down to the smoke show wife.


  “Austin,” he said softly, “There’s no reason to be worried. Nothing is going to go on that you don’t want to go on. Come sit, and let’s have a talk.”


  “About what?”


  “Seems you have a little problem, and we do too, but the good thing is we can help each other.”


  “Come on, baby,” Hannah turned to him with an enticing smile. “Help your go to girl out.”


  Great, she’d told Tom about this morning. That was the problem.


  “I’m sorry about that,” he muttered, his face flushing.


  “Don’t be,” Tom made a dismissive gesture. “I’m proud to have a hot wife.”


  “Aren’t you clever?” Hannah smirked at him.


  “I’m lucky, lucky to have such a beautiful and sexual woman as my wife.” Tom told her.


  “Hmm, keep talking like that and I just might green light you.” Hannah leaned over and gave him a quick kiss.


  “Baby steps,” Tom told her. “Come on over, there’s nowhere else to sit and I don’t want to talk across the room.” He whispered to Hannah who nodded and sat on the arm of his chair.


  “See? You can sit there by yourself, because it looks like Hannah’s making you a little nervous.”


  “You are,” Austin admitted. “Man, you are jacked.”


  “Thank you, but why would you think I’m mad at you?”


  “Hannah told you what happened.”


  “She did,” he sighed. “Please sit, if I wanted to make trouble for you I’d have told your parents, and more importantly, why would I have you here with Hannah dressed like this?”


  “True.”


  “You can leave if you want,” Tom pointed to the door. “But it would be a mistake. On the other hand, you sit down, be willing to listen, and keep an open mind? Trust me, you will not regret it.”


  “Don’t leave,” Hannah pushed her lips out in adorable pout he didn’t think she’d be capable of and belied the bad girl look she was sporting. “Please? I got all dressed up for you.”


  “She did,” Tom agreed. “You don’t want to make your crush sad do you?”


  “Jeez,” Austin sighed. “This is embarrassing.”


  “Far from it, sometimes when we think we made a mistake, it turns out to be a good thing.” Tom explained. “How about you sit down, and like I said, you get uncomfortable you leave, fair enough?”


  “Austin, if you’re thinking we’re going to give you a hard time about something?” Hannah tugged on the top of her dress. “You’ve seen my tattoos, this dress, me in makeup, and we wouldn’t want anyone to know about any of it, so we can’t really piss you off or upset you, now can we?”


  “I would never say anything like that,” Austin said. “I’d never want anyone to think bad about you.”


  “Hear that?” Hannah playfully slapped Tom’s shoulder.


  “Good answer because as the saying goes anything that is said or happens here, stays here. We have more to lose than you, but Hannah says we can trust you, and that response makes me feel better.”


  “I’m getting bored,” Hannah folded her arms over her chest, propping her breasts up to the point Austin thought there was a chance they could pop out. “How about I just make this happen?”


  “Make what happen?”


  “Patience,” Tom told her.


  “Not for much longer. I…”


  Tom put his finger to her lips.


  “Austin, please be a man and not a boy.”


  He bristled at the comment, and walked around the bed, sitting on the edge about four feet from the chair.


  “Okay, so Hannah told you what I wrote and think about her,” he began. “I’m sorry if it upset her, and then you. It was disrespectful to both of you.”


  “Not in the slightest.” Tom shook his head. “Austin, we talk about sin all the time, but let me talk in general terms. Jealousy is an ugly emotion, you know that?”


  “Seems to be.”


  “There are men, and women, out there who if they see someone look at their partner they’re upset, let alone finding out someone is lusting after their wife.”


  “Uncomfortable.” Austin said, trying to push himself to smile at the joke.


  “Know what that is? Its low self-esteem. The anger is a projection of cold male insecurity and that’s fear. Fear that they’re so lowly that their partner would leave them for someone else just because they paid them some attention.


  “That type will also tell you that if a man is fine with his wife getting some attention, that man is some type of wimp. He’s less than a man because he’d happy to see his wife get some love from someone else who finds her attractive.”


  He put his hand on Hannah’s thigh.


  “I love it when I see a man look at my wife, why? Because look at her! Hannah is a total package of beauty and body; she has everything a man could desire.”


  “Thank you, my love.” She put her hand over Tom’s squeezing it.


  She then opened her legs wider and eased his hand higher up her thigh until it was under her dress.


  “I don’t think she’s going to leave me because if she did, well I guess I didn’t make her happy, or maybe she didn’t really love me. I sure as hell am not going to act like a teenager and get angry.


  “What I think is when those guys look at her, when they think about her on her knees sucking their cock or fucking them? They’re thinking man, some lucky bastard gets this every night. They see me and they think, good for him.”


  Austin was taken aback, and it showed as Tom laughed.


  “I think Hannah told you everything about tonight is off the record, so sorry for being crude, but it’s not easy to be so nice all the time.”


  “I bet; don’t know how you’ve done it your whole life.”


  “I haven’t, but we’ll get there. Thing is, a real man? A real man is secure enough in his manhood, and in his wife’s love for him, and his in her, that other men desiring her is a compliment.


  “Finding out a young stud like you is dreaming of my goody goody wife going full out porn star on you? I’m happy for her because it makes her feel good, and it makes me feel good.”


  “Stud?” He rolled his eyes. “Please, I’ve had one girlfriend.”


  “Glad you mentioned that.” Tom nodded, “That’s the problem we were talking about.”


  “It is?” Austin asked, but his attention was drawn to Tom sliding his hand along Hannah’s thigh, caressing it.


  He was going higher up than he had before and she had spread her legs further, giving Austin a view of the soft white flesh of her inner thighs and a flash of black material between them.


  “Hannah said she broached the subject briefly with you this morning, but I am concerned for you. That school you’re going to is one of the most depraved in the country.”


  “Little dramatic don’t you think?” Austin laughed nervously.


  “Let’s see,” Tom raised a finger with each point he made. “One of the wildest club scenes in the country, countless strip clubs, beaches where girls wear string and call it a swimsuit.


  “Spring break is an orgy of thousands of young people with little clothing and raging hormones.”


  “Yeah, but I’m there for school, all that stuff is outside of school,” he replied lamely.


  “And you’ll never leave the campus?” Ashton grunted. “Even there, that school is an NCAA powerhouse when it comes to sports. It draws the type of men who will never study, they’ll get passed for their prowess on the field and in the meantime party and chase the girls who go there to meet that type of man, to hope she’s the one he likes best and ride his coat tails into pro sports and a gold digger’s lifestyle.”


  “You’re getting preachy.” Hannah waved a finger at him in warning.


  “It’s the harsh truth, that’s why no one likes hearing it,” he glanced her way. “It’s why so many people have their dirty little secrets, because they don’t want to be told how wrong it is, yes?”


  His gaze met hers, and a slight smile touched her lips before she responded. “Right, but there are no secrets from the lord, now is there?”


  “Never, but sometimes those secrets need to remain between a soul and god because people don’t always understand that one person’s truth might be another one’s sin.”


  “Or they may welcome another man’s sin.” Hannah’s reply was accompanied by another repressed grin, and Austin had the feeling he was missing out on some type of running joke between them.


  “Well, I can’t say much about sports, it’s how I managed to get accepted, and I want to study sports medicine. If I’m lucky I can get to work with one of the teams down there.”


  “You could have gone to BU for that, in fact, weren’t you also accepted somewhere locally?” Ashton asked.


  “I was, but I grew up here, and if I go to school close I stay here and live with my parents. I want to go out of state, see some new things and be more independent, learn to be my own man.”


  “Good answer,” Hannah nodded. “Nothing wrong with learning to be a man.”


  “Thank you, sister, I…”


  “Of course, you’re nowhere near one yet, and I think that’s where my husband is going next.”


  “Now who’s being harsh?” Tom chided her and gave her a thigh a light slap. The sharp yip she released mixed with the sound of flesh hitting flesh, sent a surprising thrill through him.


  “But what my wife means is that you’re 18 and being a man in the eyes of the law and being one in life is very different. You’re a good boy, Austin with good parents who have provided for you.


  “You’ve yet to be out in the real world, and in a place like that? They will chew you up and spit you out if you’re not careful.”


  “My aunt is down there if I have trouble. I’m going to stay with her on the weekends every couple of weeks.”


  “She’s not going to save you from the biggest problem you’ll face down there,” he paused for effect. “Lust. Those girls are fast, loose, and immoral. They smell innocence and they love to take it.”


  “I want to meet someone, but a good girl, like Jasmine was.”


  “Was is the word from what I hear,” Tom frowned, “But forget her, let’s get back to the matter at hand. Sex is like a drug. You get that first taste of that sin, and you want more and it is right there and freely available as Jasmine is finding out, she’s your perfect example.”


  “I don’t want to be with a lot of people, just one girl I can be good to.”


  “You say that, but down there? In that heat and that environment? There will be so much nubile young flesh in front of you it will be like an alcoholic in a liquor store. A buffet of sin, and you are not going to be able to resist that temptation.”


  Nubile young flesh. Was the reverend sneaking on porn sites? No, just being overly dramatic. But he wasn’t wrong, Austin was looking forward to that flesh in hopes that many hot girls and the very temptation he was being told to avoid would get him over his being shy.


  “You’ve had that first taste.” Hannah surprised him, “But here you are lusting for me in a bad way, and until tonight I never gave you one thing to look at. What will you be like down there, surrounded by nearly naked and eager girls?”


  “So what am I supposed to do?”


  “Because of what she did, Jasmine wasn’t a good confidence builder for you. Hence why you admitted to Hannah you thought of her even when dating your girlfriend, she obviously wasn’t satisfying you.” Tom pointed out.


  “This is awkward,” he sighed.


  “The only way you can resist those predatory girls in order to hold out for a good girl, is to have an experience that won’t make you so desperate to see what they’re like.”


  “Not just holding out for a good one,” Hannah added. “But the bad ones could be fun for a night, and if you’ve been there before and know you will again, you’ll be able to leave it at that on your terms, not get wrapped because she was your first good lay.”


  “This is like the Twilight zone.” Austin grunted. “But okay, I’m leaving in a few days, what am I supposed to do? Go to a club and try to meet someone?”


  “You’re too shy for that, and they’ll be around your age, so who says they’re any better than Jasmine?” Hannah brushed off the idea. “You need an experience you’ll never forget with someone none of those little sluts can compare too.”


  “What’s left, an escort?”


  Tom snickered and Hannah smacked his arm again. “Stop that,” she hissed.


  “Come on, it’s funny,” Tom sighed when she shoved his hand off her thigh.


  “Maybe not,” he shrugged his massive shoulders. “But no, the answers not an escort.”


  “Then what do you think it is?”


  “You are young aren’t you?” Tom sighed. “I’d think it would be obvious at this point.”


  He put his hand back on Hannah’s thigh.


  “You’re going to fuck my wife.”


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  “What did you say?” Austin’s jaw drop, but as soon as he reacted, he realized Tom was right, it should have been obvious the way they were acting.


  “In addition to your confession, Hannah told me you asked some interesting questions about open marriages.”


  “Yeah,” he looked at Hannah as he replied and his heart skipped a beat when she parted her lips and flicked her tongue across them. Despite his shock, his cock reacted, twitching while watching her pink tongue glide over her peach lips.


  “She said you watched some kind of a special?”


  “I did,” his eyes dropped to Hannah’s chest. Those tits, did he really have a chance to touch them? Lick them? Forget her tits, could he lick her pussy? No, this couldn’t be real, he was being punked. No way was his minister offering him his wife.


  “They talk about the hot wife?”


  Austin nodded while watching Hannah slide off the arm of the chair and into Tom’s lap. He opened his legs so she was sitting directly on his crotch, her bare feet several inches from the floor as she leaned back into him while he slipped one arm around her waist.


  A flash of silver from the bracelet caused him to focus on it, and after Tom mentioning the documentary, Austin realized what the bracelet meant to him. In those circles an anklet meant the woman was in play, a sign of a…


  “Hannah is a hot wife. She enjoys taking other lovers, and she does it as much for me as herself because I love it.”


  “No,” Austin shook his head. “No way.”


  “I know it’s a surprise, but…”


  “You run a church! All you do is talk about sin, so how can you do this? You like those fake evangelists on TV? Hypocrites?”


  “We love the church, and we live the life to the best of our abilities.” Tom remained calm. “But your question today combined with your thoughts about my wife is why Hannah wanted to do this.”


  “That and I love young hard cock.” Hannah’s eyes dropped between his legs and she sucked on her lower lip, causing another surge in his boxers.


  “Duly noted.” Tom squeezed her harder against him and kissed her cheek affectionately. “Austin’s young even for you though.”


  “Sin is like a drug, always need the next fix,” she snickered. “And over time it takes more to get that rush.”


  “Hannah and I agree that once married there shouldn’t be the same definition of adultery. To us if both parties are willing and involved what’s the harm?”


  “The sanctity of the marital bed, according to Hannah this morning.”


  “We have to talk the talk, and we should because this lifestyle doesn’t work for everyone.” Tom paused and looked at Hannah who nodded and said, “Go ahead, but make it quick, I need his cock in my mouth.”


  “Oh, my god,” Austin whispered.


  “That’s it, brother, praise the lord!” Hannah clapped as Tom looked as if he were trying not to laugh but lost the battle.


  “That was good.” Tom was still smiling. “Loosen up, Austin, your dream girl wants to be your dirty girl, but first, a quick story.”


  “I’m not going to bore you with details, but I was raised in the church, went to Bible College and became a minister. While in school I met a nice girl and was engaged in our senior year.


  “When I graduated the way it works is you have to do an internship of sorts for two years at other churches before you are a fully licensed minister and can start your own. I found a church who would accept me, but it paid very little and I took a job in construction where I made excellent money and between that and football earned me the build I still have. I was a good looking young man but sheltered.


  Between raised in the church and then college, I’d never been in the real world before. The guys I worked with were rough around the edges, they drank, got into fights, some drugs, but also the strip clubs.


  “Los Angeles is rife with them, and their crew would go out every Friday night, a bar first for some drinks, then the club.”


  “So much for a short story.” Hannah grumbled, but not only remained where she was, but rocked her hips, sliding her ass over Tom’s lap.


  “You’re being distracting won’t help,” Tom replied, but did nothing to stop her. “They talked me into ‘being a man’ and instead of going out with Natalie, my betrothed who I adored, I went to the bar with them.


  “I wasn’t driving and when the guys found out I’d never drank before they all bought me rounds of beer and shots. Being big I didn’t get completely drunk, but all inhibitions were gone.


  “We went to the strip club and I was shocked by seeing women who were brazenly naked. So much flesh,” he paused, and wiped at his face where he was beginning to sweat.


  “So much flesh,” Hannah repeated in a sultry whisper as she switched to working her hips in slow circles, grinding on her husband’s cock. “Hard flesh.” She added, her lips parted and her breasts rising with her now heavier breathing.


  “All those years of being taught how wrong this was went out the door. I was overwhelmed with lust, and like the bar, the other men loved it and paid for lap dances for me.


  “A lot of the clubs there have back rooms for,” he cleared his throat, “Private dances, which meant they’d fuck you for a price. The guys took up a collection, asked me who I thought the hottest girl in the place was, and sent me in the back with her.


  “I kept my virginity until I was 21, then lost it in three minutes to a stripper in a tiny back room with used condoms on the floor. I went home, passed out. Woke up the next day and was riddled with guilt.


  “I told Natalie what I did and that she deserved better than me. I left the church and for six years, I worked, as much as I could, and most of my money went towards sex.


  “I didn’t date, I had no desire to, and looking back I know it was because I needed the sleaze to get off. I hired hookers and I was a regular at many of the clubs where I went into the back rooms every time, sometimes more than once and with different girls.


  “But like we talk about I needed more. When it hit me the reason why I only went with that type is because I knew they’d fucked so many men, and especially at the clubs would hop off one, and right to the other.


  “I have no idea why, but I liked being sloppy seconds. Liked being inside a woman who had just had another man, or men, there right before me. Liked that they just wantonly fucked every man that had the money.


  “Bad boy,” Hannah purred. Her eyes were now partially shut, and her face flushed and sweaty. Her hips kept moving and she’d pressed the soles of her feet against the lower part of the chair to be able to push harder into him.


  Austin was sweating himself. A trickle down his back and sliding down his left cheek. His eyes didn’t leave Hannah as Tom told his story, and his cock was close to fully hard as he watched her, and even though he heard every word, there was another voice, this one in his head that kept repeating “Look at her, she wants to fuck me!”


  “I discovered an underground club that had live sex shows. Fifty dollars a ticket they’d let a half dozen people in this small room with a bed in the middle of it and a guy and girl would come out and fuck.


  “Bareback, around the world, they’d put on a full show. You could throw money on the bed and tell them what to do, and it was made known the girl was available afterwards for a price.


  “I met that price many times and wanted them right away. I didn’t want them to shower or clean up, I wanted her as freshly fucked as possible. Word got out I was a big spender and they arranged for the guy to cum inside her, then she stayed on the bed and when everyone else left I took her, shoved my cock right into her pussy while it was still full of another man’s cum.”


  “TMI?” Austin grimaced. “That’s a bit much.”


  “Hurry up, I need to cum.” Hannah told him, the looked at Austin. “Going to make me cum, baby?”


  He’d longed to hear those words, but how the hell could he do it with Tom watching, because it was becoming clear that was his thing.


  “One night there was a new girl there, so beautiful, and so wild. The goth type, white skin sacrilegious tattoos, and the most eager sex crazed vixen I’d ever seem.


  She went by the name of Jezebel Sinn and would claim no man could resist a taste of sin.”


  “I was usually right,” Hannah acknowledged, and even though it was obvious Hannah was the woman Tom was talking about, her admission still hit him hard. Sister Hannah, a stripper, hooker…putting on sex shows.


  “From a lifetime ago, when I another person,” she’d said in the other room.


  “This girl wasn’t just there for money. She fucked like a porn star and would even take more than one man at a time, and the way she was into it, if it was an act, she’d have a case full of Oscars, she even came on stage.”


  “One night after she’d been spit roasted, with cum still dripping from both ends, I fucked her. I came back twice more that week and had sex with her, and there was just something about her. I asked her out.”


  Spit roasted, he was so casual about it, and this was his wife he was talking about. The wife currently showing she hadn’t lost her lap dance skills the way she was moving her hips. The wife he still wanted to see fuck other men.


  And tonight, that man could be him.


  


  “In the past I didn’t date because of my fetish for women who’d been recently used, but seeing what she did for work, which was an as well as a stripper when she wasn’t fucking for an audience, I had it made, the fact she was 18, and been working before that with a fake ID, didn’t hurt my need for debasement.


  “We eventually realized there was more there than lust between us. There was affection and we were the perfect pair, an out of control exhibitionist with a nymphomaniac’s sex drive, and me a voyeur who had achieved the ultimate thrill of it being my woman who was being used before she came home to me.


  “We moved in together, and I never asked her to stop working because I loved watching and being in the batter’s box. But we both drank way too much; she was into coke and other party drugs and weren’t living our best life.


  “We were in love and the sex was amazing, I had a good job, she made plenty of money, but a lot of hers went on bad habits and I encouraged them because frankly, seeing her drunk and high while being used was an additional turn on.


  “On the surface we felt we had the life we wanted, but I began to feel there was something missing. One night we were walking home from the club that was only a couple of blocks from our apartment and heard gospel music. A church was having a revival.


  “The music spoke to me, and we went in and when the preacher came on, his message broke me. I was in tears at once again hearing the word of god. The reaction in Hannah was strong as well even though she’d never been to church.


  “We started attending and that’s when I told Hannah my past, and how I felt the call once more. I went to the minister after I’d been going for several months and we’d both quit drinking and Hannah experienced a true miracle in the way that overnight her desire for drugs and drunk was no longer there.


  “I told him everything, about how I’d backslid, and all that I’d done, but felt the need to serve. God, Reverend Mills, and the Church, were all about second chances. Hannah and I made our love official, married before god in the faith I was raised in. After two more years, I retook the test for the minister’s license and passed.


  “I spent a year working under Brother Mills. By then Hannah had quit the sex industry and working as a teller at a bank. But her real purpose had arisen in her desire to work with the teens of the church, her experience as a very troubled teen herself helping her to help them avoid the mistakes she made.


  “I still worked construction and Hannah had received two promotions at the bank. Everything was good until she stopped by the site to bring me lunch and one of the guys recognized her from the strip club, not just as a dancer, but she’d blown him in the back.


  “You can imagine what was said, and after a nasty fight I lost my job.”


  “I felt bad, and because I’d done those things for four years at a lot of places, I knew it could happen again, and with Tom back in the ministry, I could be the end of him, so I offered to leave him.


  “I said screw that, but she was right and that’s why I put in to transfer. We came here, took over the Tabernacle, Hannah had been transferred to a local branch of the bank, and a year later we had Noah. Life was good.”


  “Except we felt we were missing something.” Hannah added in a low husky voice and her grinding her slowed on Tom’s lap.


  “I’ll be quick about this. We of course had given up that scene the night we walked into the revival. But after a few years, I think Noah was around 5, we went out of town for a conference. Afterwards we went to a pub for some food, and a man kept staring at Hannah.


  We noticed and we both felt that thrill. We knew we should have left, but instead I sent her over to talk to him alone. Told her if the vibe was right to ask him back to our room, but make it clear I’m there, or no deal.


  “He went back with us and it was an insane night of all out lust. We were there for three nights and we found someone every night. We’ve been doing it ever since. Not as often as we’d like, we usually wait until there’s an out of state revival we can go to as cover, and there’s some very discrete groups locally where members can find what they want.


  “Yes, it’s against the church, and if we were caught it would be the end of us running one, but like we tell you, it’s an addiction.” Hannah said. “We do a lot of good for people, lead a good life, we’re good parents, but every so often we get that taste for sin.


  “I need to see a stranger sink his flesh into my wife,” Tom took over. “I need to see her taken, and sometimes not so nicely.”


  “I like it rough sometimes,” Hannah breathed. “Be talked down to, demeaned, just used.”


  “And it does it for me to have a man treat her that way while I just sit there with my cock in my hand, watching him take her however he wants to, make her his and not mine. The fact she’s now a good god fearing woman makes our game that much better, seeing her corrupted by lust and became a fuck toy for another man”


  Tom’s voice had grown huskier and there was a tremor in it, his eyes had a faraway look in them as if even as he spoke to Austin he was seeing Hannah with the other men he was discussing.


  “But I’m always yours after they leave, or sometimes while they’re still here and they watch.” Hannah’s eyes were completely glazed over and her lips remained parted, her face and chest flushed and expression one of sheer lust.


  She was moving up and down and Austin saw it was from Tom now thrusting his hips up into her. The effect their story had on him was mixed. On one hand he was still having a hard time believing they weren’t who he thought they were, and how wrong it was in the eyes of the church they lived for.


  On the other hand, even with Tom there, his cock was so hard his balls were beginning to ache as he envisioned Hannah doing all the things he’d described. Maybe he had a touch of that ‘sleaze’ in him as the idea of her fucking countless random men was one he found strangely arousing rather than disturbing.


  And he could be next.


  “Sometimes you’re ours at the same time, you dirty little slut,” Tom told her.


  “Your slut.’


  “No, you’re everyone’s slut,” He corrected her. “Nasty cum dumpster.”


  Austin should have been appalled at Tom’s words, but the way Hannah sucked on her lower lip and the look on her face, had his already hard cock straining to break free, and knowing exactly where he wanted it to go.


  But hadn’t he just said ‘ours’ that meant he joined in? He recalled Hannah saying he was looking to ‘play too’ when they’d first come in.


  “So that’s what tonight is about, Austin.” Tom’s hand slid up Hannah’s stomach and she moaned softly when he squeezed her right breast. “Hannah makes you a man, gives you the confidence you need to not be an easy mark for the slutty coeds, and we get our fix.”


  “But an even better one. Never done anyone we know before, and you’re so young,” Hannah looked at him the way a thirsty man would look at a cold beer. “And you’ve thought about me for so long, I want to show you that no matter what I did in your mind, I’m even better in real life.”


  “But…Tom watches?”


  “Come on, son, you telling me you’re embarrassed? You’re a jock, you’ve showered with guys for years, seen more cocks than most women ever will.”


  “Not me though,” Hannah winked at him.


  “You saying you can’t do it with me here?”


  “I…it’s kind of weird.”


  “Hannah will make you forget all about me, or just flat out not care. She’s been making men hard longer than you’ve been alive.”


  “You want me, don’t you?” Hannah put her hand over Tom’s pressing it harder to her breast.


  “More than want,” he shifted to try to take some pressure off his cock. “I need you.”


  “I’m yours,” she smiled, but it faded with her next words. “But no Tom, no me. This is what we do, and I’m not asking him to leave.”


  “Right.”


  “Here,” Tom reached down to a small table next to the chair and picked up a remote. “I figured you’d either want proof of our story, but more than that, I was watching you as I told you our story, and it had an effect on you. I think you’re more open to this than you think, but here’s some inspiration.”


  He clicked the remote and Austin turned on the bed to watch the TV.


  “A quick little montage of some of Hannah’s greatest hits.”


  The screen came to life on a party scene, people on a dance floor, and all the women hot as hell and in skimpy outfits. The camera panned until it landed on Hannah in a long red dress that featured slits up to her hips, and a top which was two strips of material forming an X to cover her breasts.


  She had her back to a man, grinding her ass into his crotch. She spun to face him and kissed him. The was a jump cut to Hannah still in the dress, but on her knees, sucking the man from the dance floor’s cock as he sat on the edge of the bed.


  Austin tried to swallow, but he had no spit in his mouth, but there was some leaking going down his thigh as precum dripped from his aching dick. He was watching goddamn Hannah porn.


  A cut to Hannah now naked and riding the man, her tits bouncing wildly and just when Austin didn’t think anything could surprise him, not only was her naval pierced, a silver chain dangling from it, but there were back spikes through her nipples.


  Hannah taking it doggy, her mouth and eyes wide, hands digging into the sheets. The man straddling her, fucking her tits and a moment later squatting over her, jerking his spurting cock directly into her open mouth.


  Hannah with a different man on her back, legs in the air, playing with her tits, her head facing the camera and smiling. “How does he look fucking your wife, baby?”


  Her on her knees being roughly face fucked by a long thick cock, strands of drool and cum sliding down her face and onto her tits. Austin’s hand strayed to his cock, rubbing it through his shorts while an X-rated kaleidoscope of Hannah in action blurred across the screen, but not so fast he wouldn’t be able to commit them to memory.


  Her sucking, fucking, on top, on her knees, on her side, on the floor and against the wall. Different men in each clip, cum on her tits, ass, her back and a shot of it oozing from her smooth pink slit.


  The last image was of her on her hands and knees getting fucked in each end, as startling as that was, the man fucking her mouth was Tom, his wife blowing him while a man pounded into her from behind.


  The screen went blank, and Austin’s voice came out in a weak whisper.


  “You…watched all that?”


  “Watched? Who do you think was filming it?” Tom produced a camcorder from the table. “I set it on something if I want to be in the video.


  Austin wiped at his sweaty face. He’d never been so hard in his life. Tom recorded it, recorded his wife with other men. That meant they watched them at some point, watched them, and got off to them, fucked to them.


  “Austin, you okay?” Hannah asked.


  He nodded but remained still. His body felt as tense as his cock, and he could feel his pulse in his temples. His face was flushed and he knew it wasn’t just from the heat. Everything he’d heard, and what he just saw was something straight out of that documentary, except these were people he knew.


  And a woman he wanted to the point of obsession. That woman, the one he’d just watched in a video compilation made from their collection of homemade porn. Tom getting off on watching, her on being watched.


  It was wrong unnatural…sinful.


  A taste of sin, Hannah had used that expression as had Tom. She had it tattooed on her back from when she was paid to have sex, and at an age probably younger than he was now.


  Hannah Ashton had been a stripper, a whore, fucked in front of a live audience. His mind raced, hearing her voice from earlier, she was older, his friend’s mother, a good woman, a married woman. All the reasons he shouldn’t want her, with the additional one that he could only have her if her husband watched.


  “Hello?” He was dimly aware of Hannah getting up from Tom’s lap and approaching him. “You need some water?”


  “Let him go,” Tom sounded defeated. “I told you it was too much for him, he’s overwhelmed.”


  “You’re right,” even his throat was tight, his words coming out in a constricted whisper. He was overwhelmed. Overwhelmed with lust,


  He felt Hannah’s hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, is there anything I can do?”


  “Yeah,” he took a breath and rose to his feet. “Everything.”


  He took her face in his hands and kissed her hard. Caught by surprise, Hannah released a muffled yip, but quickly recovered, her lips responding to his. They were even softer than they looked, and he kissed her more forcefully, his mouth working over hers.


  “Goddamn,” he heard Tom whisper, and the fact it didn’t bother him at all, leant him even more confidence.


  Hannah’s hands slid up his arms, squeezing his thick forearms, then doing the same to his biceps before sliding under his shirt and gripping his shoulders. Austin’s hands dropped from her face and he slipped his arms around her waist.


  She groaned when he crushed her tightly against him, then drove her tongue into his mouth. He eagerly accepted it, swirling his around it as she removed her hands from his sleeves and ran them down his sides.


  His hands were on the move as well, roaming over the soft smooth skin of her back, one sliding up under her hair, the other at the small over her back. As their tongues waged war, he moved his hand lower, his palm gliding over the curve of her ass.


  He reached the bottom and gave her cheek a hard squeeze, amazed at how firm it was.


  “To the side,” Tom said softly.


  Hannah put her hand on his right hip and pushed. Austin didn’t move right away. Tom wanted them to move for a better view as right now he was only seeing Hannah’s back. It made him slow his kissing, and Hannah whispered against his mouth.


  “Me, baby, you just focus on me.” He allowed her to steer him to the side, and she added. “He was against this, didn’t think you could do this, how about you prove him wrong?”


  She resumed their kiss, her tongue teasing around his lips, before he surprised her by slipping his around it and into hers. He gasped when she caught his tongue between her teeth, giving him a tiny nip, then sucking gently on it.


  She pressed into him, her heavy breasts crushing against his chest. Her hips thrust forward and he moaned softly as his hard cock poked into her stomach through their clothes.


  Hannah let her head fall back, breaking their kiss, and taking her hint, Austin fastened his lips to the soft white skin of her throat. She purred in pleasure as he sucked on it, then worked his lips over to the right side of her neck.


  Her hands went from his hips to under his shirt, her nails teasing along his stomach, then up his chest. He released a sharp hiss when she captured his nipples and pinched them.


  He gripped a handful of her hair and pulled her head to the right so he could access the other side of her neck. In his excitement he’d been rougher than he meant to be, but Hannah’s low moan and the way her hips rocked, told him she didn’t mind.


  She returned the favor by raking her nails down his chest causing him to grit his teeth, but the pain was lost in the thrill that he was doing it, he was standing here making out with Hannah, his damn hand on her ass.


  She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged on it. Austin lifted his arms, allowing her to peel it off him, and toss it to the side.


  “Hmm, look at this,” she cooed, her palms on his chest. “Young and hard everywhere.” She emphasized her last comment, by grinding into his crotch. She lowered her head, kissing the top of his chest, then sliding her tongue across it.


  Austin broke out in goosebumps and his breath caught at the feeling of her soft tongue. A moan escaped him when she traced a wet circle around his nipple while her hands went to his shorts.


  She turned her head, now licking his other nipple and his heart skipped a beat when he felt his shorts pop open. He heard and felt his zipper being pulled down and groaned when her hand ran over his cock through his boxers, before gabbing the side of his shorts.


  She pushed them down, lowering herself until they reached his knees and fell the rest of the way to the floor. Hannah kissed his stomach, then teased her tongue just over the edge of his boxers, sending a shiver through him.


  She straightened and kissed him once more while gripping his cock through his underwear. He moaned louder, and she used his lips parting as an invitation to push her tongue between them.


  Hannah jerked his cock through his boxers and he struggled not to keep moaning like an idiot. He lost the battle when she used her other hand to cup his balls and gently squeeze them.


  “Looks like I have some work to do.,” she spoke loud enough for Tom to be able to hear her. “Your cock is all swollen and your poor balls are so full.”


  “Think you should do something about it?” Tom asked, and again, his voice gave him a momentary jolt; a reminder there was a man, no, not just a man, the husband of the woman who had just stripped him down to his boxers.


  But that woman’s hands were currently between his legs, playing with his yearning cock and aching balls, and in the moment, that pleasure outweighed his unease. All that mattered was Hannah’s hands between his legs.


  “I have to,” she replied, turning her head to look at her husband. “I am the youth leader, after all. Isn’t it my job to help a young man in need?”


  “He is full of sin,” Tom’s voice had a breathy tone of excitement to it.


  “A lot of sin,” she squeezed his cock and he moaned into her neck. “So much long hard sin.”


  “I think you have to save him, my love,” Tom suggested. “Only one way to do it.”


  “Drain him of all that nasty sin,” Hannah’s fingers dipped into the slit in his boxers, her fingers grazing his cock. “How should I do it, baby?”


  “Sin is like venom from a snake bite,” Tom told her. “It needs to be sucked out.”


  “You want me to suck his cock?”


  “You know I do.”


  “Like watching another man use your wife’s mouth? Seeing him fuck my face, make me choke on it? Use me like a cheap whore?”


  “You are a whore,” Tom told. “My whore.”


  “No,” she removed her hand from his boxers and spun around in his arms, putting her back against his chest. “Tonight, I’m not yours, I’m his.”


  She ground her ass into his cock, her back pressing against his chest. Hannah let her head fall back, resting it on his left shoulder, offering him her neck. Austin lowered his head and kissed her, groaning as she worked her hips in a circular motion, teasing his already tormented cock.


  She grabbed his hands and rested them on her flat stomach, while sighing contentedly as his lips worked along the length of her neck. The one advantage to always seeing Hannah with her hair up was getting to imagine kissing the delicate flesh of her elegant neck, and it was as soft and smooth as he’d dreamed it would be.


  He raised his eyes, risking a look at Tom. The reverend’s eyes were focused on Hannah as she cooed and sighed, rocking into Austin’s body. There was a look of longing on his face that matched the way Hannah had looked Austin, and he was sure it was the same way he looked at her.


  His eyes dropped to see Tom’s hand in his lap, his fingers sliding along the borderline disturbingly large bulge in his boxers. Austin hadn’t thought much about it until it inspired his question today, but he’d been aroused by the documentary he’d seen, not that there had been any explicit sex in it, but the concept of it, a wife letting a strange man have her and the husband encouraging her to do it.


  Tom looked as turned on as the husbands in the show said they were. He seriously wanted to watch him take his wife. His wife, the women Austin longed for from back when he wasn’t even sure what he was longing for.


  He felt his unease slipping away to the point that when he swept her hair over her shoulder and placed a soft kiss on the back of her neck, he kept his eyes on Tom who in turn seemed focused more on Hannah, taking in the expression of pleasure on her face.


  “That’s nice,” she cooed, while hooking her thumbs into the thin straps of her dress and pulling them down her arms.


  He took her up on her unspoken offer, kissing the tops of her right shoulder where the dress had been. He worked his way over to her other arm and Hannah gripped his wrists and pushed his hands down her stomach, spreading them apart.


  He reached the end of her dress and his cock jumped when he felt her smooth toned thighs against his palms. Hannah pulled his hands inward, then back up, until he was now caressing the warm soft flesh of her inner thighs.


  “Feel free to feel free, baby,” she whispered, while removing her hands from him.


  “Go ahead, touch her,” Tom said softly. “She’s all yours, another man’s wife to do with as you please.”


  “A minister’s wife,” Hannah added, her voice even huskier as he fondled her thighs, his large hands sliding up and down her soft skin. “A good woman.”


  “Miss holier than thou who wants her holes filled.” Tom added. “And not by her husband.”


  His tone had shifted from soft with an undercurrent of excitement, to one with a nasty edge to it. Rather than bother him, the crude comment about his wife spurred Austin on.


  He ran his hands up from her thighs over her stomach and cupped her breasts through the dress.


  “Oh, yeah,” Hannah moaned as he fondled them, marveling at both their size and weight. “That’s it, honey, play with those tits, the one’s you’ve wanted for so long.”


  “Be better without the dress.” Tom had barely uttered the words, and Hannah raised her arms over her head.


  Austin, his heart pounding and his cock throbbing against her ass, dropped his hands, gripping the hem of her dress. Hannah’s breath caught when he pulled it up, and in front of him, Tom leaned forward, his gray eyes bright.


  “Strip her,” he said quietly. “Cheating church whore should be naked.”


  Another nasty remark and another jolt of electric excitement flowing through him and making his cock twitch against her ass. Was Tom right, when he said he could see his excitement during his story, not to mention what the video had done to him? Did he have a taste for this taboo game? Or was it just that he wanted that taste of sin so badly he’d do anything to get it?


  He felt her dress resist when he reached her prominent breasts but tugged harder until it slipped over them. He pulled the soft material over her head and tossed it to the side.


  Before it had hit the floor, his hands were back on her body, his palms sliding over her flat stomach and down her thighs. Hannah squirmed against him, and reaching behind her, put her arm around his neck, her fingers curling into his hair.


  She pulled his head down, while turning hers. Her lips parted, and her pink tongue already protruding, she met his mouth with hers. Austin moaned as she kissed him harder than before, her tongue no longer teasing, but driving aggressively into his mouth.


  She writhed against him, her bare skin pressing to his and her ass working harder into his now sticky boxers as his leaking cock had created a spreading slick spot. His hands slid around the outside of her thighs, cupping the sides of the cheeks of her ass and gripping them.


  His hips were rocking at this point, sliding his cock along the curve of her ass through his underwear.


  “Psst,” Tom hissed, startling him, but when he looked at him, he nodded his head to the right.


  Austin followed his gaze to see himself and Hannah reflected in the mirror over the bureau. She was now clad only in a black thong and a skimpy black lace bra. Despite being on the taller side and having a little thickness to her, she looked small against him, and he loved how he could encircle her waist with his hands and long thick fingers.


  Hannah let her head fall back, and he pressed his lips to her neck, keeping his eyes on the image across from him and taking in the silver pendent dangling from her pierced naval. Her eyes were closed, and her lips parted and her soft moans had his hips moving faster.


  Austin’s hands shot up her sides, and once again cupped her breasts, this time through the thin lace of the bra. Hannah leaned forward, her hands slipping between them as she reached for her bra.


  “Let him do it.” Tom suggested.


  She dropped her hands and he groaned when she gripped his cock though his underwear. Austin’s right hand went to her back, and he fumbled with the clasp of the bra.


  He’d never been great at it with Jasmine, but now his fingers trembled with excitement. Hannah sliding a finger into the slit in his boxers and along his hard shaft wasn’t helping.


  “Someone’s all wet and sticky.” She noted.


  “Bet that goes for your slutty cunt too,” Tom commented.


  “Someone has to make me wet,” she giggled. “Not going to be you tonight.”


  Austin managed to pop open her bra and as soon as it loosened he pushed the straps down her arms. Hannah bent her arms, allowing him to slip it past her elbows and let it fall to the floor.


  His hands were back on her now bare tits and Hannah whimpered when his palms slid over her hard nipples. Austin kept his lips on her neck, and his eyes on the mirror taking in the vision of Hannah, now clad in only a thong, wiggling and moaning as he fondled her breasts.


  He slid his hands down for a moment to get a full look at her breasts and he released a sharp breath into her neck, expressing his appreciation. As much time as he’s spent thinking about her breasts, nothing had prepared him for the sight before him. Hannah’s tits weren’t just amazing, they were fucking epic. The hottest he’s ever seen, and that included porn.


  Her milky white breasts were bigger than he’d ever imagined; even the video clip hadn’t compared to seeing them in person. Her pale pink nipples, only visible due to the fairness of her skin, were small in comparison to her breasts, and rather than the spikes he’d seen in the video, were decorated with silver hoops.


  Her nipples were erect and had a slight upturn to him, as if they were staring back at him and just when he thought his cock couldn’t ache anymore, a twitch in his underwear made his balls tighten and feel as if they were ready to explode.


  Not just because of her tits, but the thong consisted of two strings over her hips and a patch of black lace between her ivory thighs. There was an additional shock of another tattoo high up on her thigh and just below her hip, a large image of Medusa’s head complete with snakes curling around her scaly face. The images evil red eyes, forked tongue and yellowed fangs had fantastic detail, and another reminder of Hannah’s Jezebel days.


  The woman in his arms was the stuff of fantasies, and not just his, but any man. Austin was sure when they went out of town she had no issue finding a man willing to fuck her, especially if she dressed the way she had for him.


  Two odd things happened in reaction to that thought, the first was he couldn’t imagine how many men she’d had over the course of her life, especially when she was young and selling herself. The second was….the idea she’d been fucked by so many men turned him on.


  “I think he likes what he sees,” Hannah put her arms over her head, and gave her tits a shake, sending them bouncing deliciously.


  “He’s one of the few men who haven’t seen them.” Tom cracked.


  “That’s right, I show my tits to anyone I want, don’t I?” She cupped her breasts, her green tipped thumbs sliding over her nipples. “Let them touch and lick and suck on them while you sit there playing with your cock like a little boy.”


  Hannah released her breasts and purred when his hands to their place. Austin caught her nipples between his fingers and she shuddered against him when he gently rolled her hard pink flesh.


  “Such big strong hands,” she murmured, putting hers over them, then pushing her ass into his crotch. “Big everything.”


  He continued to tease her nipples, while watching Hannah in the mirror, her head back against him, eyes partially shut, and lips parted, the normally fair skin of her face flushed beneath the make up as was her upper chest.


  “Twist the hoops,” she whispered.


  Austin took the edge of the thin silver hoop between his fingers and did as she asked.


  “Harder,” she instructed. “I like pain.”


  Jesus….but he did as she asked twisting harder, and faster. Hannah’s gasp, which was followed by a high pitched moan caused him to do it even more forcefully and the pitch of her moan went higher, but her breasts heaved in his hands and her fingers dug into the backs of his hands.


  She surprised him by spinning around in his arms and slipping her arms around his neck. Hannah eased into him and rocked side to side, sliding her breasts across his chest, before pulling his head down into a hard kiss.


  He winched when her fingers raked his scalp through his short hair, then gripped it tightly. She stepped back, and pulled his head down while arching her back, shoving her right breast in his face.


  Austin didn’t hesitate to open wide and suck not just her nipple, but as much off the soft flesh of her breath into his mouth.


  “Suck it,” she hissed. “Suck that fucking tit!”


  Austin swirled his tongue around her swollen nipple, flicking it playfully under the hoop, before sucking it between his lips. Hannah shifted to the side, offering him her other breast and he happily gave that one the same attention.


  He cupped her breasts, squeezing them as he licked and sucked her hard pink flesh.


  “How does it feel, sucking a married woman’s tits? Doing it right in front of her cuck husband?”


  Her hands went between them, and he his heart skipped a beat when she gripped the sides of his boxers. She eased them down, but when they caught on his aching erection, she yanked them down harder.


  His cock sprang free, and he moaned its slid along her thigh, then again, and louder when Hannah gripped it, and slowly pumped it.


  “Mine?” she whispered.


  “Fuck yeah.” he breathed around her nipple.


  She added her other hand, jerking him with both.


  “Look at this cock,” she turned her head to face Tom. “It’s going to look good in your wife’s slutty holes, isn’t it?”


  “Get in there and we’ll see,” Tom replied. “Plus sucking it will shut you up.”


  Hannah released his cock and Austin released a sharp breath when she shoved him in the chest. Caught off guard he staggered back a step and when his legs hit the bed, sat down on it.


  Behind Hannah he saw Tom staring at him, and his eyes were directly on his cock as he rubbed his through his underwear.


  “He is hung,” he noted. “You might even be able to feel it.”


  “Ouch,” Austin winced and both Tom and Hannah laughed.


  “Trust me, baby,” Hannah stepped up between his legs. “He’s going to make me feel it, aren’t you?”


  “Whatever you want,” he swallowed when she hooked her fingers into the strings on her hips.


  “I told you earlier to be careful saying that didn’t I?” she eased the strings down her thighs until the patch of black lace began to lower, exposing a hint of black fuzz between her legs. “Because you have no idea how much I want.”


  She put her back to him and pushed the thong down further. Austin’s cock bobbed between his legs when he watched the crotch of the thong stick to her pussy and slowly peel away.


  She bent over in front of him to push it down to the floor, and he was confronted with not only her amazing ass, but her pale pink slit winking at him from between her thighs. Her lips were puffy and her swollen clit visible beneath its hood.


  She straightened and kicked the thong from her foot and at Tom, who caught it, and pressed it to his face, inhaling deeply. His eyes closed as he took in her scent, and Austin’s widened when he slowly licked it, a thin strand of sticky fluid trailing from his tongue to the thong.


  “At least someone can get me wet.” Hannah declared, then turned back to Austin.


  She swung her right leg over his left, and sat down, straddling his thigh. He groaned at not just the heat of her pussy but how wet she was. Hannah put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him.


  It was a quick hard kiss, that she punctuated by flicking her tongue over his lips. Hannah then leaned back, far enough for Austin to be able to lower his head to her breasts.


  He sucked her left nipple while gripping the hoop in the right, while Hannah rocked her hips, sliding long his leg, and leaving a sticky trail in its wake. Hannah moaned when he switched to the other nipple and her hips moved faster, then faster.


  She suddenly slipped off his leg and went into a spin. She whipped her leg up and around and he flinched as it passed over his head. Continuing the spin until her back was to him, she dropped her ass into his lap.


  “Oh!” Austin gasped when her ass pressed his cock back into his stomach.


  Hannah shifted slightly to the side until his dick was between the cheeks of her ass, then ground her hips in a slow circle. She braced her hands on his knees, and moved her hips up and down, sliding his cock between her smooth cheeks.


  “Fuck,” Austin moaned, his hands going around her and grabbing her tits.


  Hannah’s hips then went wild, twerking up and down, then moving in insanely fast circles that has her ass sliding all over his trapped cock. She threw her head back, sending her long hair behind her and hitting him in the face before it cascaded over his chest.


  She leaned into him, her back against his chest and lifting her legs, placed her feet on his thighs. She pushed up higher until his cock slipped from her ass and was now between her legs.


  Hannah lowered herself and he moaned when her pussy was now resting on his shaft, pushing his cock straight out. She rocked her hips, sliding his length through her soft wet lips.


  When she glided over his head, he whimpered and his hips jerked. She slid back and forth, pressing down on his cock so her lips spread around his shaft. He’d never heard of getting jerked off with a girl’s pussy, but he had no doubt Hannah knew a lot of things he didn’t.


  “What do you say, baby?” Hannah asked Tom. “I still give a good lap dance?”


  “You doing that because you forgot how to suck cock?” he countered.


  “Maybe I just want to taste my cunt off his cock.” Hannah dropped her feet to the floor and rose from his lap, and Austin stared down at his now glistening, sticky cock.


  His attention was quickly drawn to Hannah who had sunk down into a squatting position between his legs. Leaning over him, she cupped her tits and wrapped them around his cock. Austin struggled not to keep moaning like a fool when Hannah bounced up and down, sliding his cock between her big soft tits.


  She bent her head and he gasped when her tongue flicked over his head when it thrust through her breasts. She stopped moving, the next time his cock pushed through and this time traced a wet circle around the sensitive ridge of his head.


  His hips rocked, and his head brush along her soft lips, but she teasingly eased her head back. They jerked again when she shoved the tip of her tongue into his oozing slit and when she lifted her head, there was a strand of precum dangling from her tongue.


  “Go ahead, fuck my tits,” she remained still and when he pumped his hips, she added. “Fuck his tits.”


  Austin moved his hips as much as he could while sitting, and Hannah, after a look at Tom during which she slurped the precum into her mouth, lowered her head. She kissed the tip of his cock when it passed through, then the next time made him whimper when she opened her mouth, letting his head enter it, but had it wide enough he couldn’t feel anything except her warm breath.


  His gaze shifted to the mirror and he groaned at the view of Hannah squatting from behind, and imagining her doing it over his face, grinding her slit into his tongue the way she had his cock.


  The view added to his already out of control desire and he grabbed her tits, pressing them harder to his cock and fucked her tits harder. They were now slick from her pussy lubing up his cock and his hard shaft glided smoothly through her perfect tits.


  “Look at you, titty fucking Sister Hannah,” she giggled. “Too bad your stupid friend couldn’t see you now.”


  “You’d probably want him to join in.” Tom commented. “You going to suck his fucking cock, or do I have to come over there and shove your mouth on it?”


  “Don’t threaten me with a good time.” Hannah nudged his hands from her breasts, then leaned back, and he held his breath when she took his cock in both hands and pumped it.


  “Look at this, baby, two hands and still not covering it,” she licked her lips as she glanced at Tom. “I think it’s as big as yours, maybe bigger.”


  Nothing Austin would think he’d want to hear, but he immediately envisioned what their sex life must be like. Tom had this in his bed every night, and he was in as good a shape as she was, and if he were hung, the idea of him pounding Hannah was more of a turn on than he thought it would be.


  Hannah squeezed his cock hard enough to cause pre cum to spurt out, and she ran her hand over his head, making his hips jerk, and used the fresh sticky fluid to make his cock even slicker as she stroked it now with just the one hand.


  She parted her lips and he moaned when she blew lightly on his tip. Hannah turned her head, pressing his tip to her soft cheek and rubbed him on her face. His cock left a sticky mess on her face, but she turned her head keeping him against her.


  She drew him over her soft full lips and he longed to shove his cock into her mouth, but she didn’t linger, just kept going until he was now making a mess of the other side of her cheek.


  Hannah leaned her face into his cock like a kitten nuzzling into someone’s hand.


  “How’s his cock look in my face?” Hannah breathed.


  “Look better in your mouth. Stop teasing all of us and suck it.” he sighed dramatically. “Never thought you’d have to be told to put a dick in your mouth.”


  “So long,” she sucked on her sticky lower lip. “So hard, so fucking young.”


  “18, you should be ashamed of yourself,” Tom scolded her.


  “Baby, haven’t you learned?” Hannah smirked at him. “This whore is shameless.”


  With that, she opened wide and took his cock deep into her mouth.


  “Shit!” Austin exclaimed as Hannah bobbed her head rapidly, her went tongue and soft lips pressed to his hard flesh.


  His hands went to her head, his fingers wrapping in her long hair and she moaned in approval. Hannah’s dark eyes met his as she slowed her sucking but was now easing him deeper each time she lowered her head.


  Jasmine could barely get two thirds of him in her mouth, but Hannah was already there and showing no signs of having any trouble. She opened her mouth wider, and he gasped when she took his full length, her lips pressing into his pubic mound.


  She held him there, her eyes still on his, then worked her mouth back up his shaft and released him. She kissed his tip, then went to work with her tongue, putting on a show a porn star would be proud of.


  Hannah fluttered her tongue rapidly down one side of his shaft then the other. She swirled it under the ridge of his head, making him squirm then went back to covering every inch of him with soft teasing licks.


  She shoved his cock back and he moaned when she sucked his balls into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around them, then focused on just sucking the right one. She eased her head back, stretching his sac while stroking his cock with a skill that spoke of her promiscuous past.


  She switched to his other nut, sucking harder on this one while pumping his faster. Hannah then went back to work with her tongue, bathing his sac with her warm wet flesh.


  She ran her tongue up his shaft then sticking it out further, slapped his cock against it. He saw pre cum spray into her mouth and his cock throbbed with need in her grip. Hannah turned her head and slapped her cheek hard against it, filling the room with the sound.


  She did the same to the other side, all the while staring at her husband. Hannah turned her focus back on him, and pressed her lips to his tip, she slowly parted them, easing them down over his head and down the full length of his shaft.


  Hannah shook her head side to side rubbing his sensitive head along the roof of her mouth and making him squirm. She slurped her way back up his cock, then resumed bobbing her head, but more slowly than before.


  She moaned each time took him deep and her hips were rocking as she sucked him. She released his cock, now sucking him hands free and cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples with her thumbs.


  “Fucking slut,” Tom whispered. “Youth minister on her knees sucking one of your students. A boy your son’s age,” he grunted. “Our son’s friend.”


  Hannah moaned at his words and sucked him faster and much harder, now thrusting her mouth down on him. She gagged when she reached his base, and pre cum and drool sprayed from her mouth.


  Undaunted she eased back, then rammed her mouth down again, then again. His fingers tightened in her hair as Hannah made sloppy choking sounds as she repeatedly forced his cock down her throat.


  “Corrupting a boy you should be saving,” Tom continued. “Taking advantage of his innocence. Using your body to lead him into sin. Jezebel is still in there, isn’t she?”


  “Hmm-mm!” Hannah whimpered around his cock.


  She released him with a loud slurping sound, pre cum dangling from her chin and breathing hard.


  “More,” she said between her ragged breathing, then took him deep in one long suck. She gagged again, then went into overdrive.


  She sucked him faster and faster and at this point was slamming her head down onto his cock so forcefully it bordered on violent. Austin moaned and squirmed as Hannah gave him the kind of nasty sloppy blow job he thought only existed in porn.


  Her eyes were watering and her face red from exertion as she violated her mouth and throat by pounding him into it.


  “See that, Austin” Tom asked. “That’s the kind of blow job you get from a dirty skank that used to make a living with her mouth and cunt. Look at her, slobbering all over your dick like the desperate middle aged housewife she is.”


  Hannah’s eyes were as wild as her sucking. Wide, bright, and glazed over with lust. Her mascara was running from her watering eyes and leaving black streaks down her already sticky cheeks.


  “That’s why she does this, she needs to think someone still wants her used up cunt, so she has to go after young men who don’t know any better. They don’t know they’re not just sloppy seconds but the last man at the buffet.”


  The effect of his words on Hannah were for her to go at him even harder, banging her head down harder and harder, gagging and choking, her face now lobster red from exertion.


  She grabbed his hands and pushed on them.


  “Fuck her mouth,” Tom told him. “Shove your cock down her throat, use her like the sleazy cum dumpster she is.”


  Cum dumpster, holy shit, he had seriously stepped into the Twilight Zone. But Hannah whimpered when he said it and pushed harder on his hands. Her watery eyes met his, and he blinked when she gave him a slow wink and tugged on his hands.


  Austin pumped his hips, pushing his cock into her mouth, and when she once again pushed on his hands, he took the cue and shoved her head down into his rising cock. She gagged and a spray of sticky spit flowed down his balls and inner thighs.


  His reaction was another surprise as knowing it was him this time that had caused her to gag, he pumped his hips harder and gripped her hair tighter while shoving her head down.


  Hannah’s hands dropped to his thighs, her nails gouging into him as he assaulted her mouth in a way he never thought he’d be capable of. His long and deep seeded lust for her, the Ashton’s taboo game, Hannah’s secret and seedy past, and the revelation they still played this game have overcome any inhibition he might have.


  He pounded into her helpless mouth, every thrust eliciting another sloppy nasty sound from her and more warm messy fluid from her mouth spilling onto him.


  “Here, let’s make this like the good old days.” Something fluttered through the air and landed next to Austin’s foot. A ten dollar bill.


  “Suck that cock, suck that cock,” Tom chanted. “That’s what they did to her at the clubs. Isn’t it Jez?”


  Hannah whimpered, but willingly accepted his next rough plunge into her mouth.


  “You either have some damn good control for your age, or she’s lost her touch.” Tom clucked his tongue “Not good seeing she’s only good for her mouth.”


  As if his words had summoned it, Austin felt the first twinges in his cock that he was getting close. But as they’d said to him this was a once in a lifetime experience, and he was going to live it to the fullest.


  Below him Hannah was a hot mess, black streaks on her cheeks and a mix of tears and sweat sliding down her red face. Her hair was damp in his hands from sweat and her chest and tits were splattered with the drool spilling from her mouth.


  “Fuck,” he gasped as his balls tightened and he could feel the come building in his cock. He tried to slow down to enjoy as much of her mouth as he could, but as soon as he did. Hannah took over.


  She bobbed her head rapidly, sloppily gobbling his cock with an enthusiasm, he couldn’t believe, especially after the way he’d just used her mouth. She cupped his balls. Gently rubbing them and with a loud moan, he went over the edge.


  Hannah squealed when his cock erupted in her mouth, shooting what felt like a huge spurt deep down her throat. She grabbed his cock, and jerked him, but pulled him from her mouth.


  But she kept it open and his tip over it, stroking him and letting both him and Tom see each spurt spill into her mouth. Hannah stuck her tongue out, sending cum flowing over her chin and down onto her tits and chest.


  She turned her head, side to side, getting cum on each of her cheeks, then took him back into her mouth, greedily sucking for the last of what he had. Austin whimpered like an idiot, when she swirled her cum coated tongue around his sensitive head, and his hips thrust as he wiggled on the bed as she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she managed to get a few more drops from him.


  She released his cock and turned her head towards Tom.


  “Look at the mess he made of your wife,” she breathed, cum and drool spilling from the sides of her mouth.


  “Fuck, that’s hot,” Tom said softly, and with a start, Austin realized he’d pulled his cock from his boxers and was slowly stroking it.


  His cock matched the rest of him, damn it was big, and again the idea Hannah sucked and rode this every night gave him an unexpected thrill.


  Hannah grabbed Austin’s shirt from the floor and wiped her face and chest off.


  “Hey, I have to wear that,” he complained.


  “Poor you,” she tossed it on the floor, and he noticed her voice was hoarse from having her throat abused. “You had your fun, I’m horny, and” she grabbed his cock. “You’re still hard.”


  “Youth, wasted on the young,” Tom said.


  “Well, I’m not wasting this youth. “


  Hannah rose to her feet, and grabbing his knees pushed his legs together. Before he could react, she swung her leg over his, gripped his still twitching cock and lowered herself onto him.


  “Fuck!” Austin cried out as he was engulfed by her hot, tight, and unbelievably wet pussy. “Oh, fuck…I…I just came!” he moaned as she immediately bounced up and down, riding him hard.


  “You’ll stay hard for me, for as long as I need you to.” Hannah informed him, grabbing his shoulders as she used her legs to propel herself up and down the length of his cock.


  “He is still so hard!” Hannah groaned, “And so thick!” she pressed down on him and worked her hips in tight circles.


  Austin’s head was a raw nerve at this point and he writhed beneath her as she contracted her pussy around him. Hannah resumed riding him, bouncing harder and faster, each time she impaled herself on his full length she released a high pitched yip and his cock jerked each time he heard it while one thought repeated in his head.


  He was fucking Hannah Ashton.


  More accurately, she was fucking him as she was riding him like she was at the rodeo.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out, throwing her head back. “Fuck this is a big cock!”


  “Took it no problem,” Tom told her. “With both holes.”


  “Keep talking like that, you won’t get anything but your hand.” Hannah warned him, then smiled down at Austin. “But you my bad boy are going to get anything you want.”


  “Um, be careful with that?” he managed to joke in between his groans of pleasure.


  “I love it!” Hannah kissed him affectionately. “Tom, he is a damn natural.”


  “You were right,” Tom admitted.


  “Always am.” Hannah slowed her bouncing and Austin slipped his arms around her waist, pulling her against him.


  His head was no longer as sensitive and he was now able to enjoy being inside her warm wet pussy. Hannah tilted his head up and lowered hers to give him a long lingering kiss.


  He moaned into her mouth as she switched to rocking her hips back and forth, then side to side.


  “I knew you’d stay hard for me,” she whispered, then pushed away from him and slid off his cock.


  She put her back to him and once again gripping his cock, she lowered her ass into his lap and guided him inside her. Hannah gripped his knees and pounded her hips up and down, twerking with him inside her.


  He grabbed her hips, squeezing them as she fucked him. His eyes locked onto the surreal sight of his glistening cock slipping in and out of her pink slit. Her cheeks jiggled slightly each time she thrust her ass against him, and he shifted his grip to them, fondling her ass while she worked his cock.


  She turned to look at Tom, who at his angle could see them from the side.


  “He’s riding your ride, baby. What do you think of that?”


  “I think you can tell what I think.” Tom brandished his cock at her. “You’re in trouble later.”


  “Who says it’s later?” she cocked her head at him and gave him a slight nod.


  Austin was only dimly aware of the exchange because what really mattered was his dick in Hannah’s tight twat. She sat back, pressing against his chest, and as she had before, put her feet on his thighs.


  Unlike before, he was inside her and resumed rocking up and down as he slipped his arms around her and grabbed her tits, fondling them as she gave rode his cock. Hannah grabbed his right wrist and pulled his hand between her legs.


  She pressed his fingers to her excited clit and groaned when he moved them side to side.


  “Make me come,” she moaned. “Make his wife come on your big young cock.”


  She turned her head to kiss him, while gripping the nipple he’s abandoned, while slowly moving in his lap. Her movements were teasing, but having already cum, and thrilled as fuck she’d kept him hard; he was content to revel in the joy of having a naked Hannah in his lap moaning while he played with her pussy.


  “You know I love that position,” Tom said, for the moment the snarky insult game forgotten. “So hot.”


  “I am your hot wife,” Hannah said softly, then offered Austen her neck, a gift his lips eagerly accepted. “Honey, this feels sooo good! That girl was a goddamn fool.”


  “That girl didn’t know how to bring out the man in him, but you’ve been making boys into men for a long time, haven’t you?” Tom asked her.


  “Hmm, can we put that slogan in the church newsletter?” she giggled, then whimpered, her hips jerking when Austin pressed his two fingers harder to her clit and moved them in hard fast circles.


  “That’s it,” Hannah’s back arched into him and her hips thrust up into his fingers. “Just like that, baby.”


  Her toes curled into his thighs and her body tensed against him. He groaned when she dropped her free hand to his balls, rubbing them as she continued her slow motion riding.


  Hannah tugged on the hoop, stretching her nipple so far, he winced, thinking it had to hurt. But he mimicked, her pulling on the other and twisting it the same way she was. Hannah’s breath caught and her pussy contracted hard around his cock.


  “Yeah, yeah,” she moaned. “Rub it harder, twist that fucking nipple!”


  Austin worked his fingers faster, moving from side to side to rapid circles, as he roughly spun the hoop in his fingers, turning her pink flesh. Hannah’s heels dug into his thigh and she pushed against him, her entire body tensing.


  “Go ahead, slut, come on your boy toy,” Tom encouraged him. “Get that cunt nice and sloppy for when you make him eat it.”


  “Sloppy for…” her breath caught and Austin flinched when she threw her head back and released a long loud squeal.


  She exploded on his lap, her pussy convulsing around his cock while she thrashed wildly against him, her hips bucking, and legs and back pushing into his. He kept working her clit and when he gave her nipple a hard twist in time with hers, she let loose with another porn star quality wail.


  The wail tapered into a rapid series of sharp yelps that sounded like hiccups as her orgasm exploded through her. He groaned as her rapidly contracted around him, squeezing and releasing his cock.


  Her hand remained on his balls, rubbing them and adding to the sensation of having his cock massaged by the contractions of her climaxing cunt.


  “Oh, fuck, I needed that!” Hannah sighed as her body slumped against him. “I came hard, honey.”


  “Take her,” Tom demanded. “Best time to really give it to her is right after she comes.


  Galvanized by Hannah’s orgasm, and Tom’s comment, Austin displayed his considerable strength, by wrapping his arms around her waist, and surging to his feet. She cried out in surprise, as he spun them around and unceremoniously dropped her onto the bed.


  Austin, moving more on lust fueled instinct rather than conscience thought, grabbed her ankles, pulled her forward until her ass was at the edge of the bed, lifted her legs, and drove his cock inside her.


  “Oh fuck!” Hannah cried as he took her with long hard strokes.


  “Fuck yeah!” Tom’s voice rose in excitement. “That’s how you claim a woman!”


  Austin gripped the back of her knees as he hammered into Hannah with a frenzied eagerness that had her yelping and moaning, her eyes rolling back like cherries in a slot machine.


  She lifted her feet, pressing them into his chest, her toes, curling into them. He shifted his grip to the top of her knees and leaned forward, pushing her legs back and now plunging deeper into her.


  “Fuck her!” Tom encouraged him. “Take all that frustration out on that cock teasing bitch! Make her pay for all those nights you stroked it to her!”


  Tom’s getting louder and what he was saying, had the desired effect, causing Austin to rear back and put more power into his thrusts.


  “Strutting around all pious and proper, talking about serving god when all she’s done her entire life is serve men on her knees!”


  “Oh, oh, oh!” Hannah yipped as she lay there, her arms out to the side, fingers gripping the sheets while her gorgeous tits bounced wildly. “My god, he’s fucking me so good!”


  “Hear her? Calling on God while her slutty cunt is stuffed with cock? The cock of her son’s best friend! Shamelessly wanton women like her need to be taught a lesson! She craves cock, well then give it to her as hard as you can, punish her with that with which she craves.”


  Tom was in preaching mode and it was one sermon that truly spoke to him. Austin grabbed her ankles and yanked her legs open, stretching them as far out as his arms could go.


  “Fuuuuuucckkkkk!” Hannah howled, her mouth and eyes wide as he resumed his vicious attack on her now wide open and helpless body.


  Austin’s balls slapped against her ass, and his sac, as well as his inner thighs were now sticky from the juice squirting from Hannah’s sloppy slit when he pounded into her. In another move he had no idea was coming, Austin released her left ankle, letting her leg drop, but yanked her right leg towards his left.


  With a yelp of surprise, Hannah ended up on her side, her right leg extended straight in the air along his chest. He slipped his cock back inside her while wrapping one arm around her thigh, and the other on her hips, holding her down on the bed.


  Hannah squealed and her foot kicked above him as he plundered her in the new position. Her free leg dangled between his, and he closed them, to pin it there.


  “This has been in front of us all this time?” Tom asked. “Son, you should have confessed to Hannah sooner!”


  “He’s coming over again,” Hannah moaned. “Every goddamn night until he leaves!”


  “And I think a trip to Miami will be in our future.” Tom added.


  Austin, his knees beginning to tremble as his hardcore fucking began to take its toll on him, couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Coming back for more, them seeing him in Florida, fucking Hannah in a hotel!


  He didn’t want to come yet, and sliding from inside her, he pulled her leg to the right, once more getting her on her back. She’d barely hit the bed when he was on his knees, burying his face between her thighs.


  “Yes!” Hannah cried out in joy, “Oh, yes!”


  Austin plunged his tongue directly into her sloppy hole, not caring that some of the sticky mess flowing into his mouth was his own precum. He moved his head, keeping his tongue rigid, and Hannah whimpered and squirmed as he tongue fucked her.


  He sensed movement and turned his head enough to see Tom. He’d stood up from the chair and was removing his underwear, his huge cock standing at attention, his head swollen an angry purple and dripping precum.


  His heart skipped a beat, at the sight, but out of the corner of his eye, he caught Hannah putting her hand up to him, and he sat back down in the chair, his hand back on his cock, his eyes focused on Austin devouring his wife’s pussy.


  He turned his attention back to that pussy, that sticky sweet, sloppy and delicious pink flesh that his cock had been buried in and would be again after he made her come on his tongue.


  He swirled that tongue inside her and slurped loudly, getting a mouthful of her juices and making her moan his name. He placed his hands on her soft trembling, and now sweaty thighs and spread his fingers, using his thumbs to spread her wide.


  Austin probed the folds of her swollen lips with his tongue, taking his time to let himself calm down so he could get back to fucking her, but also to fully enjoy the intoxicating scent of Hannah’s pussy.


  She slid her legs over his shoulders, the soft soles of her feet on his back and lightly moving up and down. Hannah’s dark eyes met his as it was now his turn to look up at her.


  She sucked on her lower lip as she watched his tongue enjoy its slow journey of exploration through her pussy and to her clit. Hannah gripped the hoops in her nipples, twisting them and her hips lifted, trying to guide his tongue to her once again swollen button.


  When Austin found it, he flicked his tongue over it, then made her gasp when he took it between his lips and gave it a hard suck, then another. He sucked her more gently and she responded each time by moving her hips and smearing her sticky pussy in his face.


  “Shove your fingers in her cunt,” Tom instructed. “Trust me, it’s wide enough.”


  “Because of his fat cock,” Hannah replied, then added. “Do it baby, finger my cunt.”


  Austin was more than happy to ease too fingers into her admittedly messy pussy, and slowly pumped them into her while switching to swirling his tongue around her excited flesh.


  “Three fingers,” she told him. “I’m not that little girl you were playing with before,” she giggled. “You’d have broken her in half if you fucked her the way you just fucked me.”


  Austin added another finger and she groaned as her pussy stretched around his invading fingers. He buried them deep, and Hannah’s pussy contracted around them. He returned his attention to her clit and trying to match the blow job she’d given him, went to work with his tongue.


  Jasmine had hang ups, and he’d only been able to go down on her a few times, but he loved doing it, and was going to take full advantage of being between the thighs of a woman who was happy to have her pussy eaten.


  Hannah sighed contentedly as his tongue danced over her clit. Side to side, slow, then faster circles, up and down, and even a couple of attempts at trying a figure eight. He mixed in several hard, then softer sucks and the way she moaned and the slow rocking of her hips told him he was hitting the mark.


  He moved his fingers within her, but gently and after each hard suck, she’d contract around him. Her fingers remained busy on her nipples and while she lay there, eyes closed and her lips parted.


  Her face was still a mess, read, sweaty and her quick wipe off hadn’t gotten rid of all the black streaks. Her peach lipstick was smeared around her mouth, and with her hair fanned out around her on the black and red comforter, he thought she looked hot as fuck.


  Unlike when she was on his lap, she was more relaxed and seemed happy to let him take his time, showing no urgency to come right away. Austin was fine with that as he was loving having his face buried in her hot sticky, and for various reasons, forbidden flesh.


  But it also let his cock, which was still mostly hard get a breather so he’d be able to last when he resumed fucking her. The fact he knew there would be more fucking was close to as exciting as having Hannah beneath his tongue.


  “Faster,” Tom didn’t seem to share their patience. “Suck her off so you can get back to giving her what she deserves.”


  “I deserve to come,” she informed him, keeping her eyes closed. “Patience is a virtue, dear.”


  “Says the woman with the taste of a teenagers come in her mouth.” Tom countered. “All you deserve is what you know you’re about to get.”


  Hannah’s response was to rock her hips faster, and Tom noticed. “Yeah, just the thought of what’s coming is enough to get you off, isn’t it?”


  Her reply was a low moan and her feet sliding up onto his shoulders, where her toes curled hard into him. She stretched her nipples further, and arched her back, lifting her ass off the bed.


  “Lick it faster,” she urged him. “And get your other finger inside me.”


  Austin was at a point where nothing surprised him, and he gently eased his pinky into her. She whimpered as he stretched her pussy open, but her hips moved faster.


  “Right there,” she breathed. “Don’t stop, honey, please don’t stop!”


  “Begging to come,” Tom made a disgusted sound. “Middle aged woman begging a kid to get her off by licking her nasty cunt. Bet you need all his fingers in there just to feel them.”


  As before, his derogatory commentary influenced both of them. Hannah moaned louder, now twisting her nipples violently, while Austin’s cock swelled to a full erection.


  “Fucking cunt has more miles on it than a used car.” He laughed nastily. “Forget the car, you’ve had more passengers than a damn train.”


  “Ohhh!” Hannah whimpered, her thighs trembling and her back arching, pushing his fingers deeper into her stuffed cunt. “So close,” she squirmed in his face, then uttered the words that caused his breath to catch, and his cock to jerk.


  “Put a finger in my ass,” she paused and added. “Hard.”


  Austin slipped his free hand from her thigh to beneath his chin and slipping the tip of his finger into her puckered pink rosebud, hesitated before plunging it into her. Hannah yelped, then went into a long drawn out high pitched cry as the move sent her over the edge.


  Both her holes contracted around his finger and even as he kept his tongue moving on her clit, he marveled at the feeling of his finger in her ass. That had been off limits to Jasmine and he was amazed at how tight it was as well as being much dryer.


  He could feel his other fingers through the thin membrane between her ass and pussy, and moved all of them in and out, sliding them along each other. Hannah’s hips bucked wildly, and she clamped her thighs around his head, pinning his face to her hot quivering flesh.


  Her feet slid from his shoulders and he grunted when her legs kicked, her heels drumming into his back as her orgasm had its way with her. Hannah once again emitted the sexy hiccups she had earlier as she continued to torture her nipples by stretching ad roughly twisting the hoops.


  Her body tensed and a low guttural growl escaped her. The sound was accompanied by her holes tightly squeezing his fingers before relaxing, and a sudden spray of clear sticky fluid into his face.


  He jerked back, and a second squirt caught him directly in the mouth, splattering against his chin and flowing down to his chest.


  “Oh, my….god,” Hannah groaned, her legs and body going limp. “I…thing the room is spinning.”


  “Fine, you came,” Tom said. “Now spread your fucking legs and get back to doing what you do best. Getting fucked.”


  Austin didn’t need Tom to tell him what was next. He eased his fingers from inside her, and rose to his feet, his cock at the ready, preparing to once again plunder Hannah’s sweet box.


  She stopped him by putting her bare feet on his thighs and pushing against him, sliding herself further onto the bed. Once her feet were on the mattress, she pushed herself back more, sliding away until her head was on the edge of the other side of the bed.


  Austin followed her, crawling up onto the bed while trying not to imagine Tom looking at his ass. He slid up between Hannah’s legs which were stretched out on the bed, and went to lean over, her planning on putting his hands by her head, and fucking her missionary which is what she seemed to want.


  She stopped him by putting her hand on his stomach.


  “On your knees,” she told him. “Fuck me on your knees.”


  Austin shrugged, not really caring how he fucked her, as long as he was fucking her. He slid up closer, and she lifted her legs, draping them over his hips. He entered her still quivering flesh in one long thrust and she moaned softly as be began to fuck her.


  Hannah was still breathing hard from her orgasm, and her arms lay limply beside her as she remained still, letting him have his way with her. He couldn’t fuck her as hard in this position, but didn’t mind, the longer he could go the better.


  “You call that fucking?” Tom objected behind him. “You don’t need her to move, just get those legs in the air and take what you want!” he sighed. “Hope you didn’t think you came here to make love to her; whores don’t deserve that.”


  “This whore wants what’s coming to her.” Hannah’s eyes looked past Austin at Tom as she spoke, her words followed by a slow lascivious wink before focusing on him. “You heard him, I don’t think you dreamt of candlelit dinners and whispering sweet nothings to me,” she lifted her legs and put her heels up on his shoulders. “Come on, baby, make your church whore yours.”


  How could he say no to that? His church whore, god this woman was an absolute prize. Austin gripped her thighs and as he had before, gave it to her hard and fast. Hannah let her head fall back to where it was hanging off the bed, and he wondered why she’d put herself in that uncomfortable of a position.


  The answer came when Tom appeared to his left, coming around the foot of the best, his long cock bouncing between his legs. Austin stopped his thrusting when he walked along the bed until he was opposite of him, his cock directly over Hannah’s face.


  “Don’t stop on my account.” Tom said softly. “Keep fucking her.”


  “Um,” for the first time since he’d seen the video, Tom’s presence bothered him. “I…”


  “I’m not interested in you, son. I’m not going to touch you. You stay on your side of the slut, and I stay on mine.” He gave him a nasty smile. “She has more than one hole.”


  “Fuck me,” Hannah lifted her head to look at him, Tom’s cock sliding through her hair. “I want you both,” she reached back and grabbed Tom’s cock, stroking it. “I want to be taken by two big strong men, with big hard cocks,” she licked her lips. “I told you I was bad, didn’t I?”


  “Stop talking, I’ve been on the sideline long enough. Tom put his hand on her forehead, shoving her head down and unceremoniously dropped his balls into her open mouth.


  Hannah moaned and Austin saw her tongue sliding over Tom’s large sac.


  “Nothing like a good tea bagging to shut her up,” he commented, then groaned when Hannah stroked his cock while noisily slurping on his balls.


  Austin’s cock had begun to soften, but Hannah’s pussy tightened several times around him, making him moan. She rocked her hips, pushing her heels into his shoulders to shove him deeper.


  His hips responded of their own accord, thrusting forward as his cock once again swelled into the raging hard on he’d had since hearing their story. Hannah moaned in approval then angling her head back, pulled Tom’s cock down and into her mouth.


  Tom leaned forward, and pushed his cock deep down her throat, making her gag, then pumped his hips, fucking her mouth. He cupped her head in his large hands, holding her still as he repeatedly fed her his long thick cock.


  Hannah squealed and made wet choking sounds, but her hands went to her breasts and her hips continued to meet Austin’s cock. His hips moved faster as he stared, a dreamlike feeling coming over him as he watched Reverend Ashton, face fuck his wife three feet away from him.


  “You can do better than that.” Tom caused him to jump when he reached out to him, but it was to grab Hannah’s ankles. He yanked her legs back until her feet were over her head and her ass now off the bed, causing Austin’s cock to plunge even deeper.


  Hannah’s hips jerked and she released a gurgling squeal around Tom’s cock each time Austin plunged into her.


  “I think she said harder, didn’t you, skank?” Tom slapped her right breast and slipped his cock from her mouth.


  “Fucking give it to me,” she hissed, her once again watering eyes wild. “Both of you! Take me, use me, make me a fucking pig on a spit! I want everything you both have any way you want to give it to me!” she stared at Austin. “Tom loves to share me, and I love being shared, and we’re sharing with you, now be a man, and show him how much you want his wife!”


  She let her head fall back, and opened wide, wagging her tongue at Tom, who plunged his cock back into her. This time he fucked her mouth even harder, and Austin’s mouth hung open as he watched her throat work, bobbing as the full length of her husband’s cock entered her faster and harder.


  She gagged several times, spit flowing from her mouth but her hips kept moving, imploring him to fuck her. Tom hooked his arms behind Hannah’s knees, keeping them against them, then grabbed her arms and pinned them to bed as he ravaged her throat.


  The sight broke through his hesitation and Austin went to town, pounding her with long powerful strokes. Hannah bucked between them making a series of choking gurgling sounds, as she was taken in both ends.


  Her face was beet red, a fresh stream of mascara and tears running down her face, but in between the nasty wet sucking sounds, she whimpered and moaned, and she made no effort to struggle against either of them.


  Tom released her right arm and Austin almost pulled back when his hand slid down her stomach towards his cock. He stopped between her legs, his thick fingertips on Hannah’s clit.


  His fingers were inches from Austin’s thrusting cock, something he’d have said hell no to if anyone had ever described this to him, but he was at a point where he felt drunk on sex, and nothing was going to hold him back.


  “Yeah, there you go.” Tom whispered. “No hang ups, no inhibitions. A real man has no jealousy and can enjoy the gift of a man sharing his wife.”


  Tom somehow delivered all this with his cock lodged in his wife’s throat and his hand on her clit, and the fact he could had Austin again thinking about how many times they’d done this and how much damn control the older man had.


  He couldn’t bring himself to respond, keeping his focus on his cock tearing into…another’s man wife, and that was one thing he didn’t want to block out because it was flat out fucking hot.


  Hannah bucked harder between them, her squeals getting higher and higher pitched as Tom worked her clit aggressively, his fingers moving side to side so hard they made wet slapping sounds against Hannah’s moist lips.


  Her feet lower legs kicked above Tom’s arms and her feet pointed upward as her husband brought her towards her third orgasm while getting hammered by two cocks. Her pussy convulsed around him, and her free hand went to her right breast, tugging on the hoop.


  Tom slowed his thrusting into her mouth, then went from rubbing her clit to slapping it with his thick fingers. He dealt her several hard smacks that made Austin wince, but after the last one, Hannah growled in her throat and she thrashed wildly between them.


  Tom yanked his cock from her mouth, and it was followed by a flood of drool as well as Hannah’s gargling squeal. He slapped his cock hard against her face, beating her with it as she cried out repeatedly, her legs struggling to kick free from behind his arms.


  Her head fell back and her breasts heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, Tom let her legs go and they dropped onto the bed along with her arms as she lay there like a limp rag doll.


  Austin had slowed his thrusting, then slipped his cock from inside her, when Tom said, “Sit back, we’re just getting started.”


  He grabbed Hannah’s arms and with a wrench of his powerful shoulders, rolled her onto her stomach. He leaned over, gripping the sides of her thighs and tugged her up onto her knees.


  “Well?” Tom gestured to him. “You going to admire the view, or fuck her?”


  Austin did take a moment to take in Hannah’s amazing ass as well as her heavily tattooed back partially obscured by her long hair. The real treat was getting a look at her pink slit framed perfectly between her white thighs.


  He looked up at a gagging sound and saw Tom had grabbed her head and shoved his cock back down her throat. He didn’t force her this time, however. Hannah’s head bobbed rapidly and he heard her moan as she sucked her husband’s cock.


  Austin grabbed her hips, squeezing them, and plowed into her. Hannah cried out around Tom’s cock, but didn’t miss a beat, her head still rhythmically moving as she steadily blew him while getting taken from behind.


  “Come on, you call that hard?” Tom asked him. “You’re a big boy, Austin, put some power into those hips!”


  Austin thought he was fucking her pretty damn hard, but tried to put it in another gear, hammering away at Hannah’s now dripping and sopping cunt.


  “Let me show him,” he pulled his cock from her mouth, and Hannah eased forward, and away from Austin.


  She rose on her knees, turned around between them and got back on all fours. Austin groaned when she took him into her mouth, sucking him, then squealing around him when Tom entered her from behind.


  He gave her several slow pumps, then with a wicked smile at Austin, reared back and went to town. Hannah released a long muffled cry as her husband fucked her so hard she was rocking into Austin.


  “Suck it, slut!” Tom hissed and putting his hand on the back of her head, shoved her mouth down on Austin’s cock, forcing her to take it all the way.


  Drool flowed out of the sides of her mouth, as Tom gripped her hair and proceeded to pull her head back and forth, fucking her mouth with Austin’s cock whole delivering powerful thrusts that had her squealing and gagging around him.


  “Fucking whore,” Tom used his free hand to deal a sharp slap to the right side of her ass that sounded like a gunshot. “One cock isn’t enough for you, is it?”


  He slapped the other side of her ass just as hard, then went into a frenzy of quick hard slaps, his hand a blur as he went from one cheek to the other. Hannah cried out around him with each blow, but her eyes rolled back every time he struck her, and her ass wiggled back and forth, as if begging for more.


  That formerly white ass had rapidly turned red and he could see the imprint of Tom’s palm and fingers on it. Tom yanked his cock from inside her, and Hannah sat up on her knees between them.


  She grabbed each of their cocks, stroking them and looking at each of them in turn. Her eyes were wild and her face an absolute mass of sweat, pre cum, make up, and smeared lipstick.


  She was breathing hard and moaning as she jerked both of them. She leaned down and took Austin back in her mouth, bobbing her head rapidly. She released him and leaning the other way, sucked on Tom.


  “Holy shit,” Austin moaned as Hannah went back to him, sucking while jerking Tom, then going back to blow him.


  “Let’s see if he learned how to fuck.” Tom suggested, and Hannah obediently got back on all fours. She moaned when Austin put his hands on her ass which was hot and swollen beneath his hands.


  He entered her quickly just as Tom slipped back into her mouth, and taking a deep breath went at her as hard as he could, using all the strength in his hips. Hannah’s muffled cries around Tom fueled his assault on her, and throwing caution to the wind, he slapped her ass.


  She yelped and Tom nodded in approval. “Teach this cheating bitch a lesson, boy!” he demanded.


  Austin peppered both sides of her already red ass with hard slaps that stung his own palms, and as she had for her husband, Hannah wiggled her red ass at him, asking for more.


  Caught up in his lust, he grabbed her head and pushed it into Tom forcing her to take his cock. Hannah gurgled and whimpered as he fucked her as hard as he could while holding her head still as Tom moved his hips, fucking her mouth.


  Hannah tapped Tom’s thigh and he slipped his cock from her mouth, another sign of how well they had this down to a damn science. She looked up and whispered something to him, and his eyes lit up.


  “Higher,” Tom said to him.


  Austin stopped in mid thrust. “Higher what?”


  “Your cock,” Tom smiled. “Fuck her ass.”


  “I…what?”


  “Fuck me in the ass!” Hannah tossed her head, to clear her hair from her sticky face and look at him over her shoulder. “Shove that big fucking dick into my ass and make me squeal!”


  She lowered her head and raised her ass higher in the air and feeling as if he were in the hottest dream he’d ever had, Austin slipped from her pussy and pressed the tip of his cock to her pink rosebud.


  He pushed against it, feeling her tight flesh begin to spread around him. He eased forward, trying to go slow, but Hannah slammed her hips back into him, driving the full length of his cock into her incredibly tight ass.


  “Fuck!” Hannah yelled. “Oh my god, it…oh, fuck!”


  Austin froze as her cries sounds more of pain than pleasure, but Hannah rocked forward, then back into him, then again and again, harder each time. Each time he sank deep into her tight flesh she squealed but kept going.


  He began moving his hips, fucking her and could feel her spreading around his thick shaft. Hannah leaned forward, her mouth open, and Tom eagerly filled it with his cock. Hannah rocked back and forth, taking Tom’s cock deep in her mouth, then back into Austin, pushing him into her ass.


  Both remained still as Hannah rocked faster and faster, whimpering and moaning. She pushed back into Austin and wiggled her hips, and Tom nodded. “Go ahead, she’s ready.”


  Austin resumed fucking her, not as hard as before, but still giving it to her good and her cried around Tom’s cock were a twisted music to his ears. Her ass was more open now and he fucked her more confidently now that he didn’t think he was hurting her as much,


  Hannah pulled away, sat up, and turned around, and with a smile, Tom shoved his cock in her ass. She squealed, her eyes rolling back, and blew Austin’s mind by taking him back into her mouth.


  Ass to fucking mouth, this woman seriously had no limits. Tom pounded her ass harder than he had, but she kept sucking on him, her eyes half shut and a look of wanton lust on her face.


  Tom withdrew from her and climbing onto the bed, stretched out on it. Hannah didn’t hesitate to swing her leg over his hips, and impale herself on his cock, riding him fast and hard.


  Unsure what to do, Austin watched her ride her husband, her tits bouncing wildly. She grabbed the headboard, using it for leverage and bounced harder and faster, her head back and mouth open.


  Tom grabbed her hips, guiding her up and down, then slid them higher until he gripped her shoulders, he pulled her forward until she was lying on top of him. Hannah turned her head and whispered. “What are you waiting for, there’s a hole wide open for you.”


  “No fucking way,” Austin blinked.


  “No way you won’t or no way you think I mean it?”


  “Uh…”


  “You’ve been the man so far, don’t stop now,” Tom said from beneath her.


  He opened his legs wide and Austin stared at Hannah’s asshole while watching her work her hips, pumping Tom’s cock in and out of her wet cunt.


  “Go big or go home,” Austin whispered.


  He slid up between Tom’s legs and plunged his cock into Hannah’s ass.


  “Fuck yes!” Hannah screamed as Austin thrust into her while her husband pounded her from below. “Yes, yes, oh fucking yes!”


  Her cries took away his misgivings about being able to feel Tom’s cock moving within her, and he gripped her hips fucking her harder. Tom’s arms went around her back, crushing him down to her, and pushing her ass higher for Austin.


  “Oh, I…fuck…oh….” Hannah was so far gone she couldn’t speak coherently. Her attempts at words turning into yelps and squeals.


  Austin felt her ass squeeze his cock, and she whimpered something he couldn’t make out, but Tom said, “Keep going, the nasty bitch is going to come on our cocks.”


  Cumming while being double penetrated. Austin would never doubt porn again, these women did exist and he was with one of them.


  In his excitement, he fucked her harder, his cock pounding into her tight, but now well lubed asshole. Beneath him, Tom thrust up with all the power in his hips, bouncing Hannah up into Austin’s descending cock.


  Hannah threw back her head and released a long loud howl of pure primal pleasure as she came between them. Her ass repeatedly squeezed his cock and Austin moaned as his balls tightened and he felt himself nearing the point of no return.


  “Fuck,” Tom groaned. “I’m going to…”


  “Come inside me!” Hannah moaned. “Both of you, please! I…Ohhhhh!” Hannah moaned as Austin lost control, his cock erupting deep in her ass. He stopped thrusting, unable to move as her ass contracted, milking his spurting cock.


  Beneath her, Tom moaned something and Hannah squealed in pleasure. She wiggled her hips, making both he and Tom moan as she worked their cocks for every drop.


  “Yes, fill my holes! Oh, god, it feels so good!” Hannah purred as her two lovers emptied their balls inside her quivering ass and pussy.


  “Oh, fuck me,” Austin groaned when he had nothing left.


  He eased from inside her, taking in the sight of some of his cum oozing from her now gaping ass. Tom’s arms fell away from her, and when she lifted her hips, his cock slid out followed by a gush of cum flowing from her pussy back onto his twitching cock.


  Hannah swung her leg over Tom, sitting next to him, then seeing the mess on his cock, leaned over, taking him into her mouth and eagerly slurping the cum off him.


  She turned and fell back onto the bed, stretched out next to Tom, both trying to catch their breath. Austin, now feeling uncomfortable that the sex was over, slid out from between Tom’s legs until he was kneeing on the edge of the bed.


  “Come here,” Hannah patted the bed on the other side of her. “He’ll stay on his side,” she giggled.


  Austin shrugged, what the hell, his dick had been damn close to Tom’s laying there with Hannah between them was nothing compared to that. He stretched out next to her, Hannah turned her face to his and gave him a quick kiss, and Austin grimaced, knowing where her mouth had been.


  But when she kissed Tom, he not only lingered, but shoved his tongue in her mouth.


  “Hmm, you boys put it to me good,” she sighed, resting a hand on each of their stomachs. “I’m going to feel this tomorrow.”


  “You’re still a slut, Hannah.” Tom said. “And I love you for it.”


  “Aw, you say the nicest things, baby!” Hannah giggled.


  “I think you’re ready to handle those tarts down in Florida now, don’t you, Austin?” Tom asked.


  “I…I mean…like…holy fuck!” Austin whistled and Hannah and Tom both laughed. “That was just…I used to daydream about Hannah being a closet freak, but you have got to be kidding!” he laughed at himself. “You guys should be on porn hub.”


  “Maybe we are,” Hannah teased, “There are masks you know.”


  “Really?” Austin asked.


  “Nah, but we are on a couple of private hot wife club websites,” Tom said. “With said masks.”


  “You have a good time, honey?” Hannah rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow and smiling down at him.


  “You’re amazing,” Austin told her. “Hey, um, can I ask a question?”


  “Honey, you fucked me in the ass, I think a question is okay.”


  “You guys said that I could, you know, come back over before I have to leave.”


  “Yeah?” Hannah asked. “You want to fuck me again?”


  “I don’t think you should have to ask that.” Austin started to laugh, then gasped when her hand dipped down, and gripped his cock.


  “I don’t know,” she shook her head while stroking his cock, which struggled to rise in her hand. “Think Austin should fuck me again tomorrow, Tom?”


  Tom sat up next to her, “No, I don’t think so.”


  “No?” Austin asked, his voice husky as Hannah stroked him faster while draping her leg over his.


  “No,” Tom repeated, and tapped Hannah on the back.


  She quickly slid down the bed and Austin moaned when she took his cock into her mouth, her head bobbing in his lap.


  “I think,” Tom put his hand on the back of his wife’s head, pushing her mouth down on his cock. “You should fuck her again now.”


  “Jesus,” Austin breathed as despite coming twice, and only minutes ago, his cock was rapidly swelling in Hannah’s mouth.


  “That’s it, brother,” Tom laughed as Hannah sat up and swung her leg over Austin’s and guided his cock into her messy cunt. “Ask and ye shall receive!”


  


  The End
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