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Her moans grew louder and louder. The stair creaked when I was halfway up. I winced at the sound. I froze, staring up the stairs, fearing that she had heard me. I swallowed, my blood rushing through my veins. Did she hear me?

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

No, she didn't.

I let out a heavy sigh and kept going. I climbed higher and higher up the stairs. I swallowed, my heart pounding a mile a minute. I neared the top. I could see the carpeted hallway. The bathroom door closed. Her bedroom was at the end of the hallway. I swallowed.

Stepped off the stairs.

I peered down the hallway. Her bedroom door was open. I could see the edge of the bed, sunlight streaming through. I bit my lip and then crept down it. Her moans and pants were getting louder and louder. And there was something else.

It was a video playing, coming from a smartphone so it wasn't great quality or clear, but I could tell there was moaning. A girl. Maybe two. Was Mrs. Beringer watching porn?

“Oh, my god,” squealed from the phone. “Eat my asshole!”

“Ooh, yes, yes, eat her asshole, you naughty girl,” cooed Mrs. Beringer.

I couldn't believe it. Mrs. Beringer wasn't just watching porn—she was watching butt-licking, lesbian porn. This wave of heat fluttered through me as I moved down the hallway. My cunt was on fire. More and more of her bed appeared.

And then there she was. The MILF was kneeling on her bed, her rump aimed almost right at the door. She had her phone before her, face down and ass up. Her fingers were rubbing at her pussy half-hidden by her thick, black bush. Her legs were far apart, her butt-hole just winking between her cheeks.

I almost fainted.

“Yes, yes, lick that dirty asshole,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. The preacher's wife thrust two of her digits into her cunt. “You're going to make her cum, you dirty, nasty dyke. You're such a filthy, sinful girl. Yes, you are.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Preacher's Wife Lesbian Surprise

Dear diary,

You're the only one that I can talk to. The only one that I can confess my secrets to. I am a lesbian.

A shiver ran through me just writing THAT!!!

I'm a lesbian.

I, Sarah Michelle Bush, am a lesbian.

I love women. I want to MAKE LOVE to women. I know it's a sin. I pray and pray and pray to G-d to take these sins away from me. But no matter how hard I try, it won't go away. There's no one I can talk to. All my friends would be so shocked. My step-mother would be horrified.

But I am. I want to do things to them. I sometimes read stories on the internet. There are so many naughty ones. They make my pussy feel all wet and tingly until I abuse myself. I want to scream it out over and over again.

I have to write it down. I have to tell SOMEONE. That's you, diary. I know you can keep a secret. I'm the only one with the key. You won't betray me. You won't hate me. I want to be different. To stop being a lesbian. I do! So much. I'm nineteen now. I'm so scared that I'll succumb. That I'll be wicked and sinful and actually DO THINGS with a girl.

I want G-d to take this away from me, but He won't. Yet. I just hope if I pray hard enough it'll happen. I have to stop going to those sights and reading about all those young women and naughty MILFS.

M I L F

Mother I'd Love to Fuck

I want to fuck them. I want to eat their pussies. Their cunts. I want to lick them. And I want them to eat me.

My step-mother.

Mrs. Beringer, the preacher's wife.

My boss at Morning Jolt, Mrs. Chavarría.

Ms. Keighley, my college professor.

Mrs. May, my sexy neighbor.

Mrs. Karim, my Arabic doctor.

Mrs. Fredrickson, my old Sunday School teacher.

I WANT THEM ALL!!!

But I can't. I have to be strong.

Well, that's enough for today. I have to go. My step-mom needs me to run an errand to the preacher's house. We'll talk later. Thank you for listening to me ramble and complain. I know you'll help me get through this.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

*   *   *

Naughty thoughts drifted through my head as I headed to the preacher's house. I held a platter of chocolate chip cookies my step-mother had baked. They were for some potluck or other being held at church on Sunday. I should be at college—I was a Freshman at the small Christian college in my little town—but it was a holiday. So I was enjoying my free time.

I tried not to think about MILFs. I bought myself a diary and started writing in it, using a purple pen with a gel-like ink. The script flowed. It was so freeing to put it down on paper. The one thing I couldn't tell Jenny or Matilda or Suzie Q. I was a lesbian. I must be the only lesbian in our small town. It was a very Christian place. There was a church on every street corner.

Or so the joke went.

I swallowed as I spotted Mrs. May gardening. It was a warm, spring day. She was bent over, oblivious to the fact her ass, clad in her white shorts, was aimed right at me. A curvy and wonderful sight. She was my step-mother's age.

The right age for a young, nubile nineteen-year-old lesbian to seduce. I could sneak up on her and grab her rump. I could squeeze her asscheeks and offer to trim her hedges or vacuum her carpet or polish her hardwood floors. Whatever she needed. I would just devour her while she moaned and gasped and cried out in ecstasy.

It would be so wonderful.

My naughty pussy grew so hot. That wicked, sinful itch settled into me. I groaned and paused to pray to God. Lord, deliver me from the temptation of this carnal sin. It didn't help. God didn't answer my prayers. It was like he wanted me to be a lesbian.

But that couldn't be true. Lesbians were sinners. I didn't want to be a sinner and burn in hellfire like Preacher Beringer shouted from the pulpit. He always sounded so sure that brimstone awaited homosexuals.

So why wouldn't God take this temptation from me?

I shivered, the heat growing inside of me. I tore my gaze from Mrs. May's rump. There was no way she would accept my seduction. She would be offended. Mortified. She might tell my step-mother. Then I would have to face her disapproval. She would tell my father.

I'd be kicked out. Disowned. No daughter of my daddy would be a lesbian.

I swallowed and kept walking. I just had to find the right boy. Fall in love. This was a phase. I'd heard that before. LUG. Lesbian Until Graduation. A girl who thought she was gay but as she got older realized she liked men and wanted to settle down with them.

That had to be me.

But men were so... disgusting. They had itchy whiskers. They were all hard and smelly. They didn't have soft curves or big boobs or yummy pussies. Well, my pussy was yummy, so I just hoped that other women's were, too.

I winced. I shouldn't be thinking that. I should like guys. I pretended to. I would roleplay being straight and claim to find this or that guy hunky. I knew enough about what girls found attractive to fake it. To squeal and giggle and lie.

That was a sin, too.

I could be honest and be a lesbian, or lie and be straight. Why couldn't one of them be right?

I walked faster, struggling to ignore that naughty itch in me. I would have to masturbate when I got home. Read another one of those naughty stories about that girl in the 1950s I found. She was so submissive. Passed around by this cabal of secret housewives and teachers. It was so wicked.

Made me so wet.

But that was a story. Not real life.

My skirt swished about my thighs as I moved through the neighborhood. My flip-flops smacked against my soles. I nodded to Officer Della as she walked her beat. She might be a MILF. I wasn't sure if she had kids or not. She was gorgeous either way. She had those handcuffs...

Whimpering, I kept going.

“Where you off to?” a voice said.

My doctor stepped out of the local drugstore. The Arab woman and her family were probably the only Muslims in the county. They had to drive an hour to the city to visit a Mosque on Fridays. She wore her usual scrubs and a flowery headscarf that framed her dusky face. Even in her loose clothing, I could tell she had a sexy figure.

“D-Dr. Karim,” I said. “Hi. I'm just off to my preacher's house. You?”

“Picking up a prescription for a patient.” She held up a brown paper bag. “She's too old to go get it herself and she doesn't have anyone.”

Dr. Karim was one of the nicest people I knew. I beamed at her as she headed down the street. I was entering the “downtown” which was just a few blocks of stores and professional services. A few restaurants, a flower shop and a hardware store, the post office. No bar, though, this was a God-fearing, dry county.

I thought about being in the stirrups as Dr. Karim gave me my first pelvic exam. That had been last year when I turned eighteen. I imagined her doing more. That she'd notice me getting wet. Aroused. That she just had to duck her head down to eat me out until I came all over her face.

“Dr. Karim! Is my pussy healthy?” moaned through my imagination.

“Mmm, it's tasty,” she answered, dripping in my cream.

My face burning, I crossed Main Street and headed towards the preacher's house. It was near our church, First Baptist. I could see the steeple rising over the flowering dogwood trees planted along the front yard here. The houses were all small, built over a hundred years ago, but the yards were spacious, full of flowering plants and shrubs and verdant lawns. A sprinkler ran in one, spraying water up in the air in rotating arcs.

I wanted to jump through it and cool off.

I passed the white church. I knew the preacher was inside; his car was parked out front. That old Buick always stood out. He parked it here so his parishioners knew they could visit him. I kept walking down the sidewalk and his yellow-painted house beyond. Mrs. Beringer would be home.

In my imagination, she answered the door wearing only an apron, her busty tits swaying behind the cloth, nipples peeking out the side. She would have this sultry look in her eyes and purr, “Sarah, I baked you a yummy pie. Care for a taste.”

“What sort of pie, Mrs. Beringer,” my fantasy asked back.

“Hair pie. The best sort for a nubile, naughty lesbian like you.”

Then I'd fall to my knees right there on her doorstep and eat her out. Just go to town on her while the cicadas chirped in the background. My tongue flashed across my lips as I reached the door. There was no doorbell, just a brass knocker. Holding the tray in one hand, I knocked.

RAP! RAP! RAP!

I let it go and waited, shifting to hold the platter with both hands. I squirmed, biting my lip. I didn't hear any movement inside. My pussy steamed, my panties soaking up the vapor as I waited. And waited. Did she not hear me?

RAP! RAP! RAP!

Still nothing. She might not have heard me. If she was upstairs. I opened the door without hesitation. I'd known her all my life. I had been over here many times. Sunday School was held in her living room, taught by the lush Mrs. Fredrickson. She had been the first woman to ever awaken desires in my girlish flesh for other women.

Those glasses of hers...

“Mrs. Beringer,” I called, pushing down those thoughts of Mrs. Fredrickson. “You home, Mrs. Beringer?”

I didn't hear an answer. I frowned, looking over the living room. The Beringers didn't have a TV but had a lovely parlor that had two couches facing each other, a love seat, and a pair of recliners. Big, comfy chairs. It was a wonderful spot to have a bible study. I liked to sit on one with my legs folded beneath me. A marble coffee table dominated the center, a silver bowl holding potpourri in the middle filling the air with freshness.

That wholesome spice.

“Mrs. Beringer?” I moved past it into the kitchen. It was small, the house wasn't that big, but it was tidy. Like I imagined an army kitchen. Everything in its place, copper-bottom pans hanging from their rack, knives in their wooden block, the faint hint of lemon cleaner filling the air.

I set the cookies on the counter and moved towards the dining room. The sliding glass door was open, the curtains framing it rustling in a breeze blowing in. I gazed out at the backyard. Bees buzzed around the blossoming azaleas and hydrangeas. Her yellow rose bushes were in full bloom and the apple tree still held its white blossoms, but they were starting to drop.

No Mrs. Beringer.

But she had to be home. The front door was unlocked. Had she gone for a walk? Or was she upstairs and hadn't heard me. I paused at the stairs. Hardwood runners had a dark gleam, the banister polished bright.

“Mrs. Beringer?” I asked again. I wanted to let her know I'd left the cookies. Maybe I should text her? The preacher and his wife might not own a TV, but they did have smartphones. Who didn't have them these days?

It didn't feel right to go upstairs. It was only their bedrooms up there. Their daughter had gone off to college out of state, Pepperdine out in California. I bit my lip. Maybe she was taking a nap. I had just decided to leave a note when a soft moan drifted down from above.

I blinked at that. It was almost...

Another moan. Feminine.

That couldn't be what I thought it was. Mr. Beringer was at the church. And there was no way that Mrs. Beringer would be... My ears burned at just the idea of her having an affair. I swallowed. My hand gripped the banister as my curiosity swelled.

A throaty groan, full of wanton pleasure. “Yes! Do it!”

Do what?

I swallowed. I knew this was wrong, but I couldn't help myself from taking the first step. Mrs. Beringer was up there doing something naughty. This was so surreal. The perfect wife, the fire-and-brimstone preacher's wife, couldn't be doing anything immoral, and yet those sounds she made were not innocent at all.

I took the stairs one at a time, my heart thundering in my chest. My hand gripped the banister, my skirt swirling about my ankles. The blood rushed through my veins as I moved higher and higher. My palm slid along the railing, leaving a streak of drying sweat behind.

“Oh, you naughty girl,” the preacher's wife moaned. “Why are you doing that? That's filthy.”

What was going on up there? She couldn't be... with a girl. What was the other girl doing to her? Why had another girl seduced a MILF that I wanted? A MILF that had told me to be a good, pure woman and that abstinence until marriage was the only way. She had made sure every girl going to our church had a purity ring and made that vow.

I might be the only one my age to still have her virginity. And that was because I was a lesbian.

Her moans grew louder and louder. The stair creaked when I was halfway up. I winced at the sound. I froze, staring up the stairs, fearing that she had heard me. I swallowed, my blood rushing through my veins. Did she hear me?

“Oh, yes,” she moaned.

No, she didn't.

I let out a heavy sigh and kept going. I climbed higher and higher up the stairs. I swallowed, my heart pounding a mile a minute. I neared the top. I could see the carpeted hallway. The bathroom door closed. Her bedroom was at the end of the hallway. I swallowed.

Stepped off the stairs.

I peered down the hallway. Her bedroom door was open. I could see the edge of the bed, sunlight streaming through. I bit my lip and then crept down it. Her moans and pants were getting louder and louder. And there was something else.

It was a video playing, coming from a smartphone so it wasn't great quality or clear, but I could tell there was moaning. A girl. Maybe two. Was Mrs. Beringer watching porn?

“Oh, my god,” squealed from the phone. “Eat my asshole!”

“Ooh, yes, yes, eat her asshole, you naughty girl,” cooed Mrs. Beringer.

I couldn't believe it. Mrs. Beringer wasn't just watching porn—she was watching butt-licking, lesbian porn. This wave of heat fluttered through me as I moved down the hallway. My cunt was on fire. More and more of her bed appeared.

And then there she was. The MILF was kneeling on her bed, her rump aimed almost right at the door. She had her phone before her, face down and ass up. Her fingers were rubbing at her pussy half-hidden by her thick, black bush. Her legs were far apart, her butt-hole just winking between her cheeks.

I almost fainted.

“Yes, yes, lick that dirty asshole,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. The preacher's wife thrust two of her digits into her cunt. “You're going to make her cum, you dirty, nasty dyke. You're such a filthy, sinful girl. Yes, you are.”

Why, God? I prayed as I stared at the ultimate temptation. One of the MILFs I lusted for masturbating to lesbian porn. She was like a platter laid out before me. I've prayed and prayed for you to take this away from me, and instead, you give me this. Mrs. Beringer is a lesbian?

I had fought and fought and fought against these feelings in me. I had felt so much shame and turmoil and torment over my sexuality, and then I walk into this. It wasn't fair. It wasn't right. It wasn't just at all. Why should I suffer if the preacher's wife was hiding this?

Why should I deny myself what I craved? It was right there for me to devour. I wanted to lick and lap at her. To feast on her.

I would lick her. I would rim that dirty butthole. I would eat the MILFs ass and let her experience what she lusted for. It would be amazing. Just the best thing in the world. My tongue slid across my lips. A wave of heat rushed through my body.

I moved forward with defiance. If God wanted to give me temptation, then I would take it. I would revel in it. I would enjoy the heck out of it. I entered the bedroom, Mrs. Beringer oblivious to my presence.

I grabbed her butt-cheeks.

“What?” she gasped.

I buried my face into her ass-crack and licked her at her sphincter.

“Who is that?” she gasped. “Oh, my god!”

She pulled her rump from my face, the sour flavor of her asshole coated my tongue. Annoyance flared through me. I gripped her hips and pulled her back. I pressed my lips right on her asshole again and rimmed her.

“Oh, my god, is that Sarah?” she gasped. “What are you doing?”

“Eating your asshole like that naughty girl in the video,” I moaned. “So stop moving right now!”

“No!” she gasped, struggling to pull away for me.

I held on tight as my tongue swirled around her asshole. I caressed her with such hunger. I licked and lapped at her with all the passion that I could muster. It was such a delight. I loved the taste of her, but she wiggled her hips, smearing her butt across my face. Irritation flared through me.

“Stop that!” I growled.

“You're licking my butthole!” gasped the reverend's wife. “What is wrong with you, Sarah?”

“Wrong with me?” I was getting so annoyed with her. “You are the one masturbating to lesbian porn and aiming her asshole right at the door like you want me to eat it. And I want to eat it. Oh, Mrs. Beringer, I want to eat your ass out so much, so you just kneel there like the good MILF and let me do it!”

“I...” She swallowed. “This is wrong. I know I shouldn't watch porn. I didn't even mean to start but... Sarah!”

I had resumed licking her asshole. My tongue swirled around it. She groaned as my fingers slid from her hips to grip her butt-cheeks. I kneaded those plump mounds as I swirled my tongue around her sour and puckered sphincter.

She let out a throaty groan. She shuddered there, her butt-cheeks clenching around my face. It felt incredible to eat her out. To lick and lap at her sour sphincter. It was such a delicious treat to enjoy. I sucked on her asshole. I loved how she groaned when I did that.

“This is so wrong,” she whimpered. “I'm not... I'm not a lesbian, Sarah.”

“I am,” I groaned. I said that aloud to a person for the first time. This wave of heat washed through my body. “I'm a lesbian, and I'm going to eat your MILF ass out, so you just sit there and let me do it or I'll be so hopping mad at you!”

“I... Okay,” she whimpered.

She stopped struggling. She went still. Like she was submitting to me or something. That sparked a heat in me. This naughty itch that I didn't even know that I possessed. I squirmed there, the fires growing in me as I resumed rimming her asshole.

Submission...

I laved my tongue over her asshole. I licked that sour hole, reveling in how dirty and nasty and lesbiany it was. I didn't care if that wasn't a word, I was reveling in the lesbianiness of this moment. Of my first act of sinful surrender to what I craved.

My fingers kneaded her ass. The reverend wife let out a naughty groan. Her butt-cheeks clenched, squeezing about my face while I swabbed that naughty hole. The earthy flavor suffused through my mouth. I had read about this in naughty stories.

Now I was doing it.

My lips nibbled on her asshole. Then I slid around her sphincter with my tongue again. I caressed that puckered hole. She shuddered and moaned, whimpering like a naughty lesbian MILF in heat. This was incredible.

The preacher's wife.

Mrs. Beringer herself.

“Sarah,” she whimpered. “This is so wrong.”

“I know,” I purred. “And you love it.”

She didn't answer me.

My right hand lifted up from her rump.

CRACK!

I smacked it down hard on her ass. The stinging heat melted across my palm. She gasped from the impact. “And you love it, right?”

“Y-yes,” she whimpered. “Oh, Lord, I do. I can't believe it. Sarah!”

Triumph surging through me, I licked at her asshole again. I swirled my tongue around that naughty booty hole. I lapped at her. Licked at her. I loved every minute of caressing her. She tasted so good. That sour musk soaked across my tongue.

I reveled in it. I licked her booty with such hunger. I devoured her. Feasted on her. She groaned as I enjoyed on that naughty hole. My tongue stroked over her wrinkled anus. I pushed my tongue against the center.

I felt the hole give before me.

I had to do it. I had to shove my tongue into her asshole. I pushed harder.

“W-what are you doing, Sarah?” she whimpered as her anal ring parted for my hungry tongue. “Oh... Oh, my... Oh, that's naughty. That's so dirty. You shouldn't do that.”

I absolutely had to.

My tongue wiggled into her asshole. That sour flavor of her bowels swelled. That wonderful musk grew stronger and stronger. I savored it. My pussy clenched as I reveled in the flavor. This wanton heat grew in me. My tongue danced around in her bowels.

I swirled. I caressed her. I loved every minute of loving her bowels. I feasted on her booty with hunger. With this mad, delicious, wicked intensity. I swabbed all over her asshole. I loved every inch of her bowels.

My cunt melted. My twat clenched from the heat that rushed through me at what I was doing. My pussy soaked my juices. I fucked my tongue in and out of her asshole. She moaned and gasped. She made such wicked sounds.

“Sarah! Sarah! What are you doing to me?”

“Loving you,” I moaned into her asshole. I thrust my tongue into her and wiggled around for a moment. “Loving your MILF asshole.”

“MILF?” she asked. “They put that in titles. MILF. They say it all the time. It means older woman, right?”

“Mother I'd Love to Fuck. That's you, Mrs. Beringer.” My fingers slid down the curve of her rump and found their way to her silky bush.

“Sarah!” she gasped as I brushed her married pussy. “Oh, Lord, Sarah. I'm so... So...”

“Hot?” I asked, stroking up and down her folds. “Wet? I know. I can feel it.” I brushed her clit.

She gasped.

“Mmm, you want me to slide my fingers into your cunt. You were having so much fun fingering your twat, weren't you?”

“Y-yes,” she groaned. “I did. I... I... Sarah, please. I need it. I need to... to...”

“Cum like a lezzie MILF whore?” The words from those stories I'd read spilled out at me.

“Sarah!” she gasped in shock.

CRACK!

“Say it!” I hissed. “Say you want to cum like a lezzie MILF whore or I'll stop.”

She whimpered. “I want to... to... to cum like a lezzie MILF whore!” She shuddered, her butt-cheeks clenching about my face. “I can't believe I said that. What are you doing to me, Sarah?”

“Making you cum like a...”

“Lezzie MILF whore!” she gasped.

I thrust my fingers into her cunt, rewarding her submission. I read you had to do that. Besides, I wanted to do that. I sank my fingers into her twat's depths. I loved the way she gripped me. She clung to my digits, her snatch almost sucking at my fingers.

I pumped them in and out of her. I thrust them to their depths and then pulled them back out again. She groaned as I massaged her silky twat. A woman's pussy was wrapped around my digits. I had never felt this. I still had my cherry.

I fucked my tongue in and out of her asshole while pistoning my fingers in and out of her cunt. It was such a wicked thing to do. I felt so naughty. My cunt clenched, the heat rushing through my body. I groaned, my cunt on fire. The pleasure surging through me. It was such a hot delight. I whirled my tongue around in her bowels.

I caressed her. Loved her. Fingered her.

“Sarah!” she moaned, her pussy clenching around on my digits. “Oh, Sarah, yes!”

I thrust my tongue deep into her asshole. Her married cunt grew so hot around my digits. The preacher's wife moaned. Her passion echoed through the room. It was such a delicious sound to hear.

Then she squealed. Her asshole writhed around my tongue. Her pussy convulsed around my digits. Hot cream gushed out and bathed my hand. She was cumming. I shuddered, heat rushing through my body at giving her this delight.

I ripped my fingers out of her cunt and my tongue from her asshole. As she moaned, “Sarah,” I planted my mouth on her married twat and drank her MILF cream. The spicy juices flooded my mouth. They spilled over my lips and down my chin.

“Oh, Sarah, yes!” she moaned as I fluttered my tongue around in her pussy. “That's it. That's so good.”

I feasted on her. I licked up all those juices pouring out of her. I savored them. My first taste of a woman's pussy was while she was cumming. Mrs. Beringer's pussy! Her husband was at their church having no idea what I was doing to his wife.

A heady rush washed through me.

Mrs. Beringer panted. I groaned and pulled my face from her twat. I licked my lips, savoring that spicy musk. It was better than her asshole. Better than my own cream. I thrust my digits into my mouth, sucking off her cunt from them.

It was amazing. I swayed, my panties soaked by my juices. My nipples throbbed in my blouse. My blonde hair swayed around my shoulders. I groaned as I nursed off all of her cream from my digits. My body blazed.

I ripped my fingers out of my mouth and hissed, “Strip me naked, whore!”

“W-what?” she gasped.

“Strip me naked so you can suck on my titties and lick my virgin pussy!” I snapped, aching for it.

“B-but I'm not a lesbian!” she protested.

“Not a lesbian?” Anger surged through me. “You were masturbating to lesbian porn.”

She swallowed. “I just... I mean, I found it by accident and... I couldn't resist... I mean... I don't want women. I like men. That's what's right.”

“You didn't have a problem cumming on my mouth,” I said. “You loved it, didn't you? Better than your husband, right?”

“Well... I mean... You did all the touching. I didn't—”

“So you're going to be a selfish cunt and not return the favor!” I spat.

“Sarah Michelle Bush!” She whirled around on the bed, her big tits heaving into view. Her flushed face stared at me. She put her and on her hips. “Where did you learn to talk like that?”

Hissing in frustration, I cast my gaze around the room. In her closet, I spotted several thin, leather belts. The type she wore to cinch her skirts. I grabbed the nearest one, a dark maroon one, and pulled it off the hanger. I folded it in half and then smacked the looped end into my hand. Pain stung over my palms.

“W-what are you going to do with that?” she asked.

“You are going to strip me naked, suck on my titties, and eat my pussy or else,” I purred, advancing on her.

“B-but I'm not a lesbian,” she protested.

I lunged onto the bed and swung the maroon belt at her rump, reaching past her to do it.

SMACK!

“Sarah!” she gasped.

SMACK!

“Ouch! Sarah!”

“Are you going to strip me naked and eat my pussy, Mrs. Beringer or do I have to...?” I drew back my arm as she rubbed at her butt, her large breasts swaying before her.

“No!” she gasped. “I'll do it! Okay.”

I cupped her face and stared into her brown eyes. “You're going to be a good MILF and do what I say, right?”

She nodded.

I kissed her.

She stiffened as my lips planted on hers. I had licked at her pussy and her asshole. She had to taste both on my lips still. She groaned, not moving as I kissed her. Her eyes were so wide. I flicked my tongue out, sliding over her mouth.

Then I thrust my tongue into her mouth. I danced it around like I had her asshole, savoring my first kiss. I shuddered as I realized I'd eaten out a woman's butthole before I had my first kiss. This was so kinky. My pussy clenched, my panties so juicy.

I was just about to break the kiss when Mrs. Beringer's lips worked on mine. Her tongue timidly brushed mine sweeping around in her mouth. I shuddered as I felt her surrender, my fingers relaxing her chin. My other hand dropped her belt onto the bed.

She didn't pull away.

She whimpered.

I groaned.

I kissed her for at least a minute, my hands drifting down and squeezing those big, soft breasts of hers. A mother's pillowy tits. I groaned, this heat rushing through my body. I felt dizzy from this wicked heat.

It was so wonderful to kiss her. It was exhilarating to experience the preacher's wife playing with my tongue. I groaned, digging my fingers into her soft breasts. I loved every moment of it. This wonderful heat rippled out of my aching cunt.

I broke the kiss, a line of spittle connecting our lips. “Mmm, that was perfect. Now strip me naked.”

“Y-yes, Sarah,” she moaned.

“Mistress Sarah,” I said. That was what those lesdommes in the story had their submissives call them. Mistress.

“Mistress?”

I picked up the belt, arching an eyebrow.

“Y-yes, Mistress Sarah!” she gasped and shot her hands out to the blouse I wore. It was short-sleeved but high-neckline one, the fabric pastel blue.

She worked the buttons through the eyelets with an alacrity that pleased me. I shuddered as she popped the last one through its hole. Then she opened my blouse. A white bra cradled my small breasts. Her big boobs shook as she slid my top off my arms and stared at me.

Then she reached behind me, pressing her boobs into my tits. Only the cups of my bra kept our nipples from directly kissing. But I felt her hard nubs. Pleasure rippled down to my cunt. I groaned at the sensation. This wicked heat rushed through me.

I whimpered in delight.

Her fingers found the clasp. She fumbled at it, biting her lip as she worked. Then she twisted it apart and, sadly, pulled her boobs from mine to slip straps off my shoulders. She pulled them down my arms. I loved the feel of them caressing my skin.

It was a wicked treat. I groaned as they came off. My cunt was on fire as she unveiled my little titties. They quivered there, my nipples hard and pink. Her eyes fell on my perfect, barely legal tits. She swallowed.

Then hear hands went for my skirt.

I smacked them away.

“M-Mistress Sarah?” she gasped, a hurt look in her eyes.

“You haven't licked my titties yet,” I purred. “Go on. Those are ripe, nineteen-year-old titties just aching for you to pleasure them.”

She swallowed and leaned forward. Her black hair swayed about her face. Her breath washed over my right nipple. Her tongue thrust out. She touched just the tip of it to my nub and then jerked her head away.

I grabbed the belt again. “You think that was what I meant? Lick me like the lezzie, MILF whore you are!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!”

She darted her head in this time. Her tongue swiped across my small titty. She swabbed my nipple with her warm, wet appendage. I groaned at the contact. The bliss shot right down to my pussy. My cunt clenched as the heat swept over me.

My hips wiggled from side to side. I groaned, my pussy clenching tight. The heat rushed through my body. It was intoxicating. She licked again, bathing over my tit and grazing the side of my nipple. She licked around my boob.

My pussy drank in the heat. I shuddered at the naughty things she did to me. I fanned my face, whimpering at just how amazing it was. I couldn't wait for her to do more naughty things to me. I bit my lip, my heart hammering in my chest.

She darted her head over to my other nipple and swirled her tongue around it.

I gasped. “Yes!”

“You like that, Mistress Sarah?” she asked.

“I love it, you naughty MILF-slut!” I grinned down at her. “Did you?”

“Yes,” she whispered and then licked my nipple again.

Her tongue swiped right over it. I groaned at that hot appendage. My cunt grew hotter and hotter with her every lick and lap at my nipple. Her hands grabbed my hips. The belt slipped from my fingers again as I loved her tongue bathing my titty.

The naughty MILF licked and lapped everywhere on me. I bit my lip, savoring the delight she swirled around my nub. Then her plump lips sealed around it and sucked hard on my nipple. Her cheeks hollowed.

“Mrs. Beringer!” I gasped, loving the submissive preacher's wife nursing on my nub.

She popped her mouth off. “I'm sorry. You said to lick, Mistress Sarah, but the girls in the videos always do it.”

“No, no, I love it! Don't apologize. Just keep doing it!”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah!”

She darted her head down and sucked my nipple into her mouth again. She nursed on it. This was incredible. My cunt clenched. The heat rushed through me. I whimpered and moaned, my cunt on fire. The pleasure surged through my body.

I wiggled my hips from side to side. It was an amazing treat to experience. I shuddered, my cunt on fire. This was the absolute best. I would have such a huge orgasm. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest.

I would explode in delight.

“Oh, that's it. That's amazing,” I groaned. “Yes, yes, you're making my pussy melt. Ooh, I can't wait for you to eat my pussy.”

She stared up at me with her brown eyes glossy with lust. The MILF was so turned on. She kept nursing at my bud as her hands slid down to my long skirt. Her fingers caressed over my skin. They had such a lovely touch.

My cunt clenched. The heat rushed through me. I groaned, loving the feel of her naughty touch. Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts. She dragged them down off my hips. Inch after inch of the stretchy material slid over my rump and then they were falling down my thighs to my feet. Her fingers stroked me.

Found my panties.

She pulled her mouth from my nipple and stared down. She licked her lips, her eyes feverish.

“Wait,” I panted.

I crawled onto the bed and then lay back against the pillows like I were a queen reclined on her divan about to be serviced. I rubbed my legs together as she stared at me. She bit her lips, her large breasts swaying.

“Now you may remove my panties.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned. It was so amazing how easily she slid into this submissive role.

I shuddered as her hands slid up my thighs. Her fingernails tickled me. Then she reached my panties. She hooked her fingers into them. I groaned as she dipped her digits into the waistband. Then she tugged them down. She rolled them off my hips. I lifted my rump, so eager for her to pull them off.

I needed this MILF to eat me out.

She dragged my panties down my thighs. I thrust them up into the air. She peeled my panties past my knees and then over my calves. In a final flourish, they came free. My legs parted and fell around her, my pussy, covered in my blonde bush, on display. A tangy musk swelled through the air.

My passion.

“Oh, Lord,” breathed the preacher's wife.

The MILF leaned down, her eyes locked on my pussy. I smiled, knowing she would feast on me with hunger. She would lick and lap and devour me. Her breathe washed over my vulva, rustling through my pubic hairs, moments before she kissed into my bush.

Her lips made contact with my pussy.

I gasped, feeling a woman's mouth on me for the first time. A married MILF. The preacher's wife licked at me like the sinful woman I now knew she was. I shuddered as her tongue slid up my virgin folds, caressing over my hymen in the process.

“Mrs. Beringer!” I moaned. “Ooh, you wicked lezzie MILF! Ooh, yes, yes, eat my cunt like the naughty whore you are. Yes, yes, just like that. You're such a kinky dyke! An absolute lezzie slut! No more watching lesbian porn. You get to live it.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned into my twat.

Her tongue licked and lapped at me. She caressed over my pussy folds. I whimpered every time. She brushed my clit. Sparks flared. They burst out of me. This naughty shower of ecstasy that spilled such delight across my mind. I loved every second of it. My mind melted from the wicked delight she churned in me.

I humped against her, smearing my pussy against her mouth. My virgin flesh quivered in delight. The heat swelled and swelled in me. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut. The rapture would burst over me.

It would be amazing.

My first lezzie orgasm and it was at the hands—well, mouth—of the preacher's wife. Today just kept getting better and better.

“Mrs. Beringer!” I gasped when her tongue flicked my clit. “Oh, yes, yes, that's it. That's amazing. Ooh, you're going to make me explode. Yes, you are.”

Her tongue kept flicking my clit. Her eyes stared up my body past my small, jiggling tits. She groaned as she feasted on me. Her tongue swirled around my clit. The pleasure was intense. Amazing. I would have such a huge orgasm. Just a mighty burst of rapture.

I shuddered, the ecstasy building and building in me. The pressure swelled in my cunt. I came closer and closer to that moment of bursting bliss. It would be incredible. Intense. Her tongue stroked over my bud. She had me trembling.

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Beringer!” I groaned. “Do you know what you're doing to me?”

“Making you cum, Mistress Sarah?” she asked, sounding timid.

“Don't say it like a question! Be bold! Tell me what you're going to do with that pussy-licking tongue.”

“Make you cum, Mistress Sarah!” she moaned and fluttered her tongue around my bud.

My pussy clenched deep inside of me. My hands shot down and grabbed two fistfuls of her black hair. I held onto her curls and kept her pressed right there on my clit. I squeezed my eyes shut, whimpering as the pleasure swelled in me.

This mighty explosion of rapture that would have me bursting with ecstasy. It was incredible. Just a naughty burst of bliss. I bit my lip, groaning through them. I squeezed my eyes shut. My thighs clamped about her face, holding on tight as she licked and lapped at me.

“Suck on it!” I gasped. “Suck on my clit, you lezzie MILF whore!”

She sucked on my bud. She nursed on it with hunger. It was the best. Just amazing. I squeezed my eyes shut. I gasped, my breasts jiggling. I squirmed on my back, sucking in deep breaths. My tits swelled as the pleasure rose in me.

“Yes!” I squealed.

Came.

My virgin pussy convulsed with such celebration. I felt it spasming, sending out the waves of rapture that swept through me. They were intense. Far, far more intense than any I had experienced in my life. I groaned, my eyes so wide from the bliss. The ecstasy swept through my body. I squirmed on the bed, my fingers holding her face to my cunt.

“Oh, Mrs. Beringer!”

“Mistress Sarah,” she groaned between licks.

She lapped up the cream gushing out of me. Her tongue swiped up my passion. This was incredible. She stroked over my folds and brushed my clit. The bliss that burst from it sent another wave of ecstasy rushing through my body and into my mind.

Then another. A third.

I groaned, my thoughts drowning in a tide of rapture. This was better than masturbating. Way better than my imagination. The MILF lapped up my cream and kept me cumming and cumming. They spilled from one to the next.

“You naughty MILF!” I squealed.

“Oh, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, her tongue sweeping over my cunt. “Oh, yes, yes, Mistress Sarah!”

“Oh, that's so good,” I panted. I sucked in breaths, my little tits jiggling. I hit that wild peak of my orgasm.

I hung there as she drank the tangy cream flooding out of my pussy. I loved every moment of it. I savored all that delight. It was the best thing in the world. It was fantastic. Just an amazing delight to enjoy. A real treat. I groaned as I fluttered there.

Then I panted into gasping bliss. She nuzzled at my pussy, lightly licking me as I came down from my orgasm. I struggled to catch my breath. Mighty gasps exhaled out of me. My eyes fluttered. I shook my head.

“Oh, wow,” I moaned. Then I sat up on my elbows. “Still think you're not a lesbian, Mrs. Beringer?”

She lifted her face, her cheeks flushed red. “N-no, Mistress Sarah.”

“What are you?”

“A lesbian.”

I arched an eyebrow.

“A MILF dyke lezzie whore who loves your young pussy, Mistress Sarah!” she squealed.

I smiled at her. I had such plans. Oh, such wicked, wicked plans.

*   *   *

Dear diary,

I'm back from Mrs. Beringer's house. You would not believe what happened. The preacher's wife is a lesbian MILF. I know! I'm so gosh darn excited!! I found her masturbating to lesbian porn and I licked her butt, then she licked my pussy and I spanked her and she's now my MILF submissive.

I have a lezzie MILF slave.

Ooh, we need to get toys. Yes, yes, that's what I'll do. I'll have her buy me sex toys. Then I'll use them on her. Like in church or something. This is so exciting. I was so scared about just admitting I was a lesbian, and now I had my own MILF.

I wanted more. There were so many MILFs in my life. How many of the other mature women in my life are secretly hiding this? I could form my own network of submissive, lesbian MILFs. Like my own harem of them or something.

G-d thought I could resist the temptation he placed before me, but I cannot. I will not. I am a lesbian. I'm not going to stop enjoying this. This was the best. I had such a huge orgasm. It was amazing!

I'm squealing here just writing it. So loud that my step-mom asked me what I was doing in here. If she ever knew...

Of course, I never thought Mrs. Beringer could be a lesbian. It made me wonder...

Ugh, I have to go to dinner. Will talk to you more later, diary. I'm sure I'm going to have a lot more adventures.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Preacher's Wife Lezzie Submission!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “MILF's Lesbian Discovery”

I rubbed my thighs together as she worked the buttons of her V-neck blouse. The silk ruffled. She popped her fingers through the buttons. She glanced at me and froze. Then she turned around, putting her back to me as she kept undoing them.

Her modesty only made me hotter. She was the same age as my step-daughter. I leaned forward, my clit throbbed. Her black braid swayed down her back as she opened her blouse and slipped it out. She exposed her slender back. The straps of her white bra marring the delicious view. Her gray skirt clung to her rump.

I licked my lips.

“Don't be shy,” I told her. “Just us women.”

“I know,” she said. “Even in the locker room, I was always shy.”

“Why?” I asked. “You're cute. You have a great body. Celebrate it.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Lorde,” she said. “Still...”

“I won't judge,” I said. “You're amazing. You have a great butt, those long legs, and you have those cute breasts.”

“They're so small,” she said, glancing back at me.

“Mmm, no such thing as too small when it comes to tits,” I told her. “It's not like a dildo. They're great at all sizes.”

If you want to read more, click here for MILF's Lesbian Discovery (The Lesbian MILF's Assistant 1)!
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