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Chapter 1

 


We arrived in Scramonston in the full heat of high summer. The air was so sticky with moisture it seemed as if even the cattails in the swamp were sweating. There was a beautiful blue lake just north of the city with a small beach that Faith remarked would be perfect for swimming.
 

I had prodded her into the guilty pleasure of hiring movers. Mostly because I had no interest in hauling chesterfields and beds up and down stairs.
 

Mostly.
 

Faith had agreed after some convincing. I finally had a job, after all, and things would not be as tight as they had been and I think a part of her was looking forward to being a lady and supervising where things were set instead of dragging them around herself.
 

So Faith and I sipped lemonade on the porch and watched as the men, very professional I might add, did their job.
 

Every hour or so they would indulge in a cigarette break. They would huddle by the truck just out of earshot smoking and talking amongst themselves.
 

Faith was oblivious to their furtive glances as she had been to all men's glances since the day we met.
 

And I?
 

And I.
 

I, a newly ordained minister, sat next to my wife pretending to look in a different direction. But behind my dark glass I was indulging my forbidden fantasy, my dirty secret that no one but I knew about.
 

Had I prayed?
 

Oh how I had prayed. I had prayed so often and so hard to the Almighty to heal me of this affliction. I had prayed every night on my knees that He might make this dark desire that haunted my thoughts go skittering back into whatever hellish crevice it had crawled from.
 

But I knew deep in my heart that this was a battle for me and me alone. I would have to exorcise this demon on my own.
 

I tried. Every day I tried. Sometimes I was overcome by weakness.
 

This was one of those times.
 

My eyes danced back and forth behind my glasses. To Faith, her sweet smile that made the contours of her face the softest I'd ever seen. Then to those rough and muscled men and their occasional leering stares.
 

I felt the familiar short-circuit in my mind as I took another sip of lemonade. The thought, ignited by the sight of the their eyes raking over her supple curves skipped the human, thinking, rational part of my brain and darted straight to the animal reflex.
 

The image it inspired flooded through me like a drug, shooting down my spine and nestling itself firmly between my thighs, hardening my member and warming my loins.
 

Faith. Beautiful, blonde Faith. Her sparkling blue eyes. Her pert but ample bosom. Her round bottom and slender legs that ended in dainty, pointed toes.
 

That lovely creature Faith that I had the privilege of calling my wife. I laid her on her back in my mind. I watched those legs split lovingly open, saw the perfect pink rose kissed by dew yawn ever so slightly.
 

And what did I do then? What did I think of next?
 

Why, I put all three of those black men that were smoking by the truck around my pretty flower. Why? Why did I imagine these things? Why did I harden as I imagined their meat defile my beautiful wife?
 

“William? Will?”
 

Faith's gentle voice shook me from my dark reverie and put me back into the sticky heat.
 

The men were standing by the porch eyeing me, expectant and waiting.
 

“William, are you alright?” Faith asked quietly, setting her hand on my arm.
 

I shifted in my seat, so as to hide the bulge that had formed below my waist. “Yes…what? I'm fine.”
 

Faith shot me a curious look. “The gentlemen were just saying that they’re done. They moved the last few items. I believe…I believe it’s time to…”
 

It took me a moment to realize what she meant. Faith didn’t like speaking about money aloud in front of strangers but she nodded at my jacket.
 

I turned in my seat and reached in for my pocketbook muttering, “Yes, yes, of course it is.”
 

The first gentleman who looked like he was in charge handed me his invoice.
 

I made the check out for the requested sum, then pulled out a few bills, then a few more, to tip the men for their services. Or perhaps to assuage my guilt at the thrill I had gotten at their expense.
 

They were all thankful and tipped their hats and muttered thank-you’s on the way back to the truck.
 

Faith smiled as she watched them leave.
 

I sat clutching the arms of my chair as I waited for the finale of my depravity.
 

It came just as I expected.
 

As each of the men mounted the cab of the truck they glanced back.
 

I made sure it looked like I was looking the other way but my eyes were affixed to their backs.
 

As each of them drank in one last glance of Faith, sitting primly in her chair, the faintest snarl curled their lips and bared their teeth.
 

And there I was again, in that world I so loved and so reviled. Faith splayed and moaning on the ground as they defiled her with their veiny cocks.
 

And me, the preacher, gazing and lusting on the sidelines.
 

“William?”
 

Her voice startled me again. My eyes met hers but she couldn’t tell behind my glasses. 
 

She reached up and took them off, shaking her head. “William, what has gotten into you? Is it this heat?”
 

“What? How do you mean?” I stammered, feeling like a cornered animal, ready to bolt.
 

Faith raised an eye and smiled. “How do I mean? You seem comatose? And nervous at the same time!" A giggle bubbled up from her tummy and she covered her mouth. "Those men were standing there for a good minute before I had to wake you up. Are you sick?” She pressed the back of her hand to my head. Her skin felt cool against the summer heat.
 

I shook my head, shaking out the last of the vision that had entranced me, and smiled. “I’m fine. Just a little tired is all.”
 

Faith smiled, seemingly reassured. “Shall we go in? Maybe open a box or two?”
 

The question was innocent enough but in my aroused state my mind drifted to the soft, fleshy box that I would attempt to pry open that night. The thought made my cock throb.
 

The motion of it caught Faith’s eye. Her gaze darted to my crotch then to the side as she realized what she was looking at. A moment later, her cheeks flushed.
 

“I think that’s a wonderful idea!” I said, standing up and adjusting my trousers, sparing her the embarrassment of an uncomfortable silence between us.
 

Faith forced a smile but couldn’t bring herself to look at my eyes.
 

As the familiar guilt welled inside me I walked through the front door of our new house.
 

Oh, how I would have to pray that night.
 






Chapter 2

 


I met Faith Summers at a bible camp. We were both nineteen and I had already heard the calling to service. Up to that time I had resisted my bodily urges, for the most part. There were moments of weakness, of course, nights when the ache became too great.
 

But Faith’s beauty burst the dam.
 

I still remember what it felt like to first touch her as we shook hands. She had the most pleasant demeanour and the softest skin and I had not met many girls before. I fell for her almost instantly, her constant stream of questions about me and my life drawing me out of my shell.
 

That time was also the first time my little black demon came crawling out.
 

After Faith and I had finished our conversation, she turned politely to the next boy in line and began asking him the same things.
 

My heart sank even as my lust swelled. A deep and confusing jealousy gripped me, one I could barely control. I stared as she smiled and giggled at this boy in the same way she had with me. My cock grew to an uncomfortable hardness and I didn’t know why.
 

That night I gave in to my carnal desires and took myself in hand, the whole time thinking of Faith and what she had looked like simply being polite to that other guy.
 

I spent the week getting to know her between classes whenever I could and falling more and more in love with her. By the end of our time at the camp, I was sure of the path that had been chosen for me and quite confident that Faith felt the same way.
 

I announced my intentions to her and felt the most wondrous flood of joy and relief when she replied with a “yes.” Little did I know that the most difficult part of my life had just begun.
 

As I was heading to seminary almost immediately following the camp, Faith and I asked our parents for permission to go on a small holiday. Both my parents and her in-laws were thrilled at the news of our union.
 

You might think it quick, that we decided to marry after only a week but we were both very sure of ourselves and each other and it wasn’t unusual in our tradition. The fact we’d met at bible camp reassured our parents that we would live a good life together.
 

Though we had our parent’s blessing for the marriage they were less enthusiastic about a young un-wed couple sharing a vacation. Her parents, instead, invited me to their house which was just a few hours drive from ours, so Faith and I could spend time together under their watchful eyes.
 

Though I had the best intentions to remain chaste until our wedding, I saw how wise their decision was once Faith and began taking strolls alone together or sitting on the bench under the big willow tree in their backyard, often holding hands.
 

It was a struggle to control my aching cock throughout the day. Just the scent of her in the room would send blood rushing from my head and into my cock. I spent the days trying to hide the growing bulge, the evenings praying for forgiveness and the nights pumping myself to release after release as I envisioned Faith.
 

On my last night, her parents suggested we might stay up after they went to bed. Her mother took her into the kitchen for a private conversation while her father stayed in the living room with me. He took a seat next to me on the sofa and put a heavy hand on my knee. “I suppose you know what I mean to talk about?” he asked.
 

I did but didn’t want to admit it, for fear that by doing so I would betray sordid thoughts I’d been entertaining about his daughter for the last few days. I shook my head.
 

“Come on now, William,” he said in his deep voice. “We are men of God but we are men. You can trust me when I say I know how difficult it is to keep the faith in times like this. But I know that you will respect my daughter and for that you have my thanks.”
 

It was impossible that he didn’t see that even then my cock was bouncing. Shame and guilt welled through me at my lack of control of my primal instincts.
 

Without another word he gave my knee a pat and headed up to bed.
 

Faith emerged from the kitchen a few minutes later, red-faced and clearly embarrassed.
 

Her mother followed her father upstairs and suddenly we were very alone. After a few moments of awkward silence between us Faith cut the tension in the room. “Shall we go sit outside?”
 

It was a beautiful summer night. The crickets were all around us and frogs croaked quietly from the pond. A gentle breeze would whip up now and again, tossing the tresses of Faith’s blonde hair up past her ear. She would reach up and tuck them back and close her eyes, draw in a breath and smile at how lovely it all was.
 

We sat mostly in silence, a little depressed that this had to end but happy that it had happened.
 

“What did my father say to you?” Faith asked after a while.
 

I hesitated, a little embarrassed and not sure if I should tell her. But then I came to the conclusion that she was going to be my wife and we should learn to speak of these things. After all, just talking about it wasn’t a sin. “He said that we are men of God but we are men,” I explained.
 

Faith burst into soft giggles, a sound that made me fall in love with her even more.
 

I cleared my throat and shifted in my seat, suddenly made uncomfortable by her laughter. Why I’m still not sure. I still find women to be complicated creatures and more complicated is the way they make men feel.
 

Maybe because they have the thing we most desire. Maybe because they are the givers and we men are the takers and that puts us at their mercy.
 

“What did your mother say?” I asked, mostly to break the silence that had settled between us again.
 

Faith smiled. It was a shy smile but there was some mischief in it, too. “She sat me down and explained what it means to be a good wife,” she whispered.
 

I cocked an eye as my cock engorged with blood. My mouth dried out and I could barely speak, only whisper. “And what did she say about it?” I asked.
 

Faith smiled again, then shook her head. She turned her chin up so she was almost looking down her nose at me. “Oh no, mister. That will have to wait until our wedding night.”
 

We sat and chatted some more but it was difficult because my mind kept drifting back to Faith’s answer to my question and wondering what would happen on our wedding night, and what her mother had told her.
 

The next day we both felt a sadness as I left but were heartened by the fact that we would be together again soon.
 

A few months into my time at the seminary, I realized that three years would be far too long for us to be apart. There were other students who were older and had wives, one couple even had a child, and I decided that I would marry Faith much sooner than expected and bring her to live with me.
 

It was a small wedding and held at her parent’s church. We couldn’t afford a large one and neither of us wanted one anyway. Just our parents and a few close friends. We married in November, which is a strange time but I was young and eager to begin my life with her.
 

The reception dinner was held at their family home, which was also where my parents and I were staying.
 

Everyone got along well enough and after dessert her father began joking with me that he was sure I was eager to get to sleep. Everyone had a good laugh at my expense as I sat red-faced at the table, even Faith.
 

We helped clear the table, said our goodbyes and then walked upstairs into the guest bedroom her mother had prepared for our first night as man and wife.
 

I had a hard time even looking at Faith after we’d closed the door. We had been alone together before but I was practically shaking in anticipation of our consummation of the marriage.
 

Faith stepped close to me, put my hand in hers and made me look into her eyes. “Are you nervous?” she whispered.
 

I nodded, unable to speak at all any more.
 

“Me too,” she said softly. “A little bit. Do you want to help me take my dress off?”
 

Oh holy light from heaven did I ever want to do that. Faith turned around and explained how I should unzip the dress, then how to peel it off her shoulders.
 

One touch of her soft skin had my cock throbbing in my pants.
 

The dress fell off of her and into a puddle of fabric around her feet and for the first time I saw Faith without anything but her underthings.
 

My eyes gorged on the creamy round orbs of her bottom cheeks. She had a tiny dimple at the small of her back and her legs were so long and lovely that I nearly erupted into my underwear.
 

Faith turned around and looked at me. As I held her lovely gaze she reached behind herself and unhooked the clasp of her bra, then let it fall away revealing her beautiful breasts.
 

I sucked in a breath at the sight of her pert peaks. She had very small nipples and they pointed straight out as if begging to be suckled. I couldn’t help but stare at them.
 

In between the two perfect mounds, her crucifix glistened, reflecting the light from the bedside lamp.
 

“Do you want to touch them?” Faith asked quietly. Without waiting for an answer, she lifted my hand and pressed my palm against her breast.
 

I could have ravaged her there and then I was so aroused. The kind and caring William had disappeared, consumed by a ferocious wild beast that wanted to plunder her flesh and make her completely my own. Somehow I managed to stand my ground.
 

I kneaded her fleshy breast then let my fingers drift down until my thumb and forefinger were on opposite sides of the pretty pink bud of her nipple.
 

Faith began to breathe more heavily and as she did her chest rose and fell, rose and fell. Her back seemed to arch, pressing her chest against my palm and making her bottom rise up and out behind her. “Maybe we should go to the bed?” she asked.
 

I immediately began undoing every button I could on my shirt, on my pants, unzipping, throwing clothes off of myself and not caring where they landed.
 

Faith walked softly to the bed and tucked herself under the covers. Before I could get all of my clothes off she reached up and turned out the light.
 

As soon as I was fully naked I scrambled over to the bed and dove under the covers, my hands grabbing for any piece of Faith I could find. I let my clammy palm drift down past the tiny mound of her belly and settle against the inside of one of her thighs.
 

“Oh William,” she whispered. “Please be gentle.”
 

It was the last thing I wanted to be but for Faith, I would oblige. Losing myself completely to my primal instinct, I rolled over onto her as she graciously spread her legs.
 

My cock bulged and throbbed, sticky pre-seed already dripping from the tip. I found the warm, wet entrance of her womanhood and pressed against it with my swollen rod.
 

Faith sucked in a breath. Her body rose beneath me. Her legs splayed slightly more open as she offered herself to me, her husband.
 

I leaned forward. Our lips touched. The sweet taste of strawberries from dessert still lingered in her mouth. My tongue swept into her mouth that opened and took it inside.
 

Unable to resist any longer, I eased my hips forward and felt the lips between her lips split apart and begin to suck me inside.
 

A moment later the head of my raging manhood touched her maidenhead. Balanced on the precipice of ultimate pleasure, I savored the sensation of her heat rushing into my body through my cock.
 

My hips jutted forward, uncontrollable any more.
 

Faith gasped, then exhaled, her hot breath coursing over my ear and cheek.
 

My cock pressed against the membrane, then I felt it split and felt the rush of something warm around me as I plundered her body up to the hilt of my shaft.
 

“Oh William!” Faith exhaled. Her hands rose up and around my back and a second later her fingers seemed to turn into claws that dug deep into my back.
 

My head started spinning with arousal and lust. Finally planted firmly between my new wife’s virgin legs I managed to thrust three times before the throbbing started.
 

I shuddered over her as I ejaculated what must have been a river of seed into her belly.
 

And just like that, it was done.
 

Suddenly it felt awkward to be lying there with one part of me inside her. A small twinge of guilt hit me. Surely Faith deserved the same kind of release I’d had? But my cock was flagging already.
 

I eased out of her and rolled off, reached a hand between her legs and touched the soft lips of her pussy I’d just defiled.
 

But instead of spreading for me further, Faith took me gently by the wrist and away from her sex.
 

“I thought you might…”
“It’s alright,” she whispered and there was a tightness to her voice I’d not heard before.
 

“Faith? Are you alright?”
 

She didn’t answer for a moment, then sniffled. “Fine. That was nice. I just…it was my first time. It can be a little hard leaving something like that behind.”
 

A guilt welled inside me at not being more sensitive to the fact that while I had gained something, Faith had lost something in the process. “Faith I’m sorry…”
 

“No, William, don’t. It’s alright. You’re my husband now. I love you and I want to be a good wife. I’m just a little nostalgic, that’s all.”
 

I took her into the crook of my arm and held her in the darkness for a long time both of us lost in our thoughts. I thought she’d fallen asleep when her voice drifted up at me through the darkness.
 

“William?”
 

“What is it, my love?”
 

“I’m…this isn’t easy for me to bring up and of course if you feel strongly otherwise I will heed what you say but…”
“What is it?”
 

“I wonder how you feel about starting a family so soon? You are still in seminary, after all. We won’t have much money or even a house and…well, I just thought that…”
 

“Faith,” I said, turning on my side so I could look at what little I could make out of her eyes in the darkness. “You don’t have to say any more. I think I understand. You’d prefer we wait? Is that it?”
 

Faith nodded and looked away. It was too dark but by the way she moved I could tell she was embarrassed to be talking about it. “It’s just that…I’m not on any sort of…”
 

“Shh,” I said, pressing a finger to her lips. “Really, there’s no need to say any more. I understand. I’ll be as careful as I can from now on.”
 

Faith turned back, smiled and nuzzled against my chest.
 

I settled back onto the bed and closed my eyes to try and go to sleep. But there was a thought that haunted me, that seemed to be circling above me in the darkness.
 

My first ejaculation into Faith’s vagina would be the last I would have for what seemed like it was going to be a very long time.
 






Chapter 3

 


We celebrated our first night in the small house by unpacking some boxes in the bedroom, then ordering pizza for delivery.
 

We were both hungry as horses after a long day of driving and trying to settle in and ate quickly. When we were done Faith admitted to being quite exhausted and said she was going to take a shower.
 

The all too familiar question gripped me as she started up the stairs.
 

In a way it was a moral quandary for me. I felt a bit like an addict each day as the evening drew close and I would begin twitching and wondering if I was going to get my fix.
 

Faith was, as she had promised she would be, a very obliging wife. She did her best to keep me pleased and would only ask to be excused from her marital obligations when she was sick or otherwise indisposed.
 

Yet every afternoon I would start to pine and wonder whether it would be one of those nights, as if they happened with frequency, which they didn’t.
 

Generally Faith would give some indication of her state and readiness for my intrusions. If she didn’t, it was generally a bad sign.
 

My stomach sank as I watched her disappear up the stairs for I was certain that I would be left lying in the darkness that night, my loins aching for release. It was with the greatest of relief that I watched her descend with a slight smile on her lips a moment later.
 

She picked her way around the boxes, her summer dress billowing in the humid evening air that seemed to hang inside the house without a breeze to push it through. As she came up to me she looked up at me with her big blue eyes, cherry red lips smiling widely to reveal her pearly white teeth. “I nearly forgot,” she whispered.
 

“Forgot what?” I asked, breathless with hopeful anticipation.
 

“I nearly forgot to ask you to join me upstairs after my shower.”
 

A deep and indescribably pleasurable shudder rushed through me at the invitation. “Of course I will,” I replied.
 

Faith’s eyes darted from side to side and her cheeks reddened a little before she looked at me again. “William?”
 

“Yes, my love? What is it?” There was something else. The delicious possibility of what it might be had already begun to engorge my cock.
 

“Well it’s just…I thought that maybe since, you know, you have a job now and we have the house…” She trailed off and though I had a good idea of where she was headed I wanted very much to hear her say it.
 

“Yes, my love?”
 

“Well…it’s just I thought it might be a good time to…”
“What is it, Faith? Tell me?”
 

Something about the way I’d said it must have betrayed that I was feigning ignorance because Faith narrowed her eyes at me and gave me a playful slap on the arm. “William Caldwell you are doing this on purpose, aren’t you?”
 

“What?” I asked. I opened my eyes wider but couldn’t resist a smile.
 

“Trying to make me blush!” Faith squealed.
 

This led me to start chuckling because that had been my purpose. She was so beautiful when she was shy that I would sometimes lead her into embarrassment just so I could admire the way her face heated and the awkward posture she took. “Very well. You’re right. I am being a bit of a devil, aren’t I? I take it you mean to say it would be a good time to start a family?”
 

To my delight just saying it myself had the same effect as making Faith say it would. She blushed and turned away and shifted, as if she was suddenly uncomfortable in her own body.
 

I stood and watched until she could take it no longer and turned back to look at me, still embarrassed.
 

“What is it?” I asked, hoping to tease the moment out a little longer by teasing Faith.
 

And for the first time in our two years of marriage Faith’s polite, pious, kind and gentle demeanour seemed to crack. Her eyes rolled slightly to one side. Her lips tightened as her frustration at my teasing showed.
 

It was the most fleeting moment. But it was disconcerting, nonetheless.
 

I immediately felt bad. “Oh, Faith,” I muttered putting a hand on her arm. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean anything by it! I just like to…you’re so pretty when you get embarrassed like that. I was just having a bit of fun. Forgive me.”
 

A small breath was enough to restore her composure and she smiled. “Of course. You’re just being silly. I know I can be such a prude sometimes. We are married, after all. Why should I be embarrassed about talking to my husband about starting a family? About having a child by him.”
 

Oh, that tickled something deep and dark inside me. Possibly because it was the most direct way Faith had ever referenced intercourse. It made another shudder race down my middle and settle between my legs, bolstering the already firm erection that had formed and making my cock bounce.
 

This time there was no hiding the bulging mound in my trousers.
 

Nor could Faith hide the glance of it she stole. By the time she looked back up at me it was too late. I had seen her look at my cock and she knew I had.
 

Something primal passed between us in that moment. It ignited something inside me and it must have inside Faith, as well. The smile faded from her lips and I could have sworn her posture changed. She stood a little straighter so that she was pushing her breasts out towards me, as if she were displaying them for me, presenting herself for my appraisal.
 

Of course it had the effect of hardening my cock even further and Faith could not help but notice that, too.
 

She swallowed, leaned towards me and, in her lewdest acknowledgement of sex yet whispered, “I won’t be long. I hope you’ll be waiting for me.” Then she spun around and bounced up the stairs leaving me hard and panting and ready to descend into the gutters of my mind so I could become animal and breed her.
 

The thought, and our discussion of it, excited me greatly.
 

I was in bed with the lights off, dutifully waiting for Faith when she slipped in and closed the door freshly showered and wearing her robe.
 

My heart pounded in my chest. Finally, after so many spilled emissions, I would be able to rut myself to completion inside her.
 

My eyes didn’t adjust to the darkness quickly enough to see her slip the robe off or get the glimpse of her naked body I craved. My disappointment was soon assuaged, though, when Faith slipped her warm still damp body between the sheets and nestled herself next to me.
 

She lay on her back with her head on the pillow in the usual pose and I felt her thighs part. It was how she welcomed me into herself.
 

But something got into me that night. Speaking truthfully, something had been bothering me now for some time. We had been husband and wife for two years and yet when it came to our nightly conjugal affections it felt as if we were strangers.
 

I had learned through trial and error how to bring Faith to orgasm every now and again. But I craved more. 
 

I am a preacher but I have never put much stock in the sexual repression some have imposed on religion. I don’t believe that God is offended by our pleasure.
 

Faith, on the other hand, was much more reserved. We had a pleasant intercourse but she was definitely shy about it, even if she was willing to oblige most of the time.
 

I wanted to feel closer to her in the bedroom. I wanted her to feel as excited by our marital bed as I was. I decided to take the plunge.
 

“Faith,” I whispered, leaning in and kissing her cheek.
 

“William?” She sounded very confused. “Is everything alright?” It was a natural question to ask. Normally by that point I would be between her legs already and not saying her name.
 

“Faith, I want…” I felt her body tighten next to me in apprehension at what I was about to say. Still, I had to try. “Faith, I want to please you.”
 

A few moments of silence passed. I could feel her heart beating harder in her chest. “You do please me, William.”
 

“I want to…” My own heart was thundering inside my rib cage.
 

Courage, William. She’s your wife. Just say it.
 

“Faith, I want to…I want to…I want to use my mouth.”
 

Faith stiffened even more and sucked in a breath.
 

My cock had started softening from the nerves at having said it. I worried whether I would be able to perform when…
 

“Alright.” The single word was just barely more than a breath.
 

Alright.
 

Alright.
 

My heart swelled with joy. I had dreamed of this moment, played it out in my imagination a million times and now she had said alright.
 

Immediately the blood surged back into my cock. I crawled down the bed, lifted her leg and ducked under it before she could change her mind.
 

The musky fragrance of Faith’s pussy filled by nostrils and I sucked in a deep breath.
 

She squirmed, as if trying to escape, trying to cover herself from this new intimacy but I wrapped my arms around her thighs and drew her close. The wiry hairs above her soft lips tickled my nose.
 

Practically shaking with excitement, I pushed out my tongue and pressed it against her sweet rose. Her taste exploded inside my mind. Pungent and tart and acidic and a little bit sweet. I swept up the line of her split, then back down, then back up until I found the bump of her engorged bud.
 

Faith whimpered above me and her body shook a little in my arms. “Oh, William,” she breathed.
 

I was so excited by this point that I couldn’t resist exploring her pussy with my tongue. I split open her folds and let some of her juices spill into my mouth, relishing the way they intensified her taste.
 

I pushed my tongue into her tight tunnel, the swept up to her clit.
 

This made her shudder so violently that I smiled, knowing I had found a secret button to her pleasure. As I began spinning around it all the tension, all the nerves, all the embarrassment seemed to melt out of her.
 

She began to undulate on the bed in front of me, her hips rocking back and forth, her legs grazing against my cheeks as she drowned in uncontrollable lust.
 

It was such an erotic and arousing feeling, making a woman flail like that, I knew I would never be able to get enough.
 

A short time later she began panting heavily. I looked up her body. In the darkness I could just make out the two stiff points of her nipples on her swaying breasts.
 

Her legs tightened around my head.
 

My tongue burned inside my mouth but I could taste that victory was close.
 

More of her juice had begun to seep out of her and the muscles in her pussy clenched at my chin. The sticky sounds of my affection filled the room.
 

Faith let out a high-pitched whine. Her muscles hardened. Then came her release.
 

As an orgasm rushed through her her pussy spat hot squirts of juice at my face and chest. She curled her fingers into my hair and drew me close, smothering me with her cunt.
 

I licked and lapped as if my life depended on it.
 

The climax was short but sharp and as soon as she had slid down the other end of it, she was clawing at me, begging me to crawl up her body and into her hot puss.
 

I did so with a cock so hard and throbbing I thought it might burst. As I came face to face with Faith I knew in that moment that something about her had changed.
 

She had a wild look in her eye. Wild and wondrous and aroused by the possibilities this magical sensation presented. She looked at me in disbelief and before I knew it pressed her hands against my cheeks and pulled me to her mouth. Her tongue plunged into my mouth and searched for mine.
 

Meanwhile my cock was poised at the entrance to her hot sheath. I was straining not to release already and I couldn’t imagine lasting very long once I went inside, but I wanted to enjoy the moment a little longer.
 

Faith’s hands drifted down my back and onto my buttocks. “William,” she whispered, after pulling away from our frantic kiss. “Go inside me, William,” she said, her voice desperate. “Go inside me and fill me with seed.”
 

Well.
 

Hot and hellish tarnation.
 

I had never in my life imagined I would hear a woman speak that way to me. Nor had I ever expected how such an utterance would make me feel.
 

I was no longer in control of my faculties. My hips lunged forward, plunging my cock into her sopping, sucking cunt.
 

I felt the ejaculate well from my heavy sack almost instantly. “Lover,” I whispered, hoping to hold on to reason, to prevent the flood of seed from stealing the moment from me.
 

Faith looked wild. “Yes,” she whispered, her back arching so her pussy clamped down on my rod even more tightly. “Yes, William. Yes. Fill me with it!” she ordered.
 

My cock flexed. The rushing gush of my eruption drowned me in pleasure and sent the first hot blast of semen into Faith’s tight slit. I bucked above her delivering pulse after pulse of batter and shoving it into her depths with the head of my cock.
 

All the while Faith sighed and cooed and smiled beneath me as if I could not have given her any greater gift.
 

The peak of the orgasm seemed to sear forever. When the pleasure finally began to ebb I kept rutting into her, pushing my delivery deep into her body and enjoying the last tendrils of lust before the slipped back into the base of my brain from where they’d come.
 

Something different happened that night.
 

Instead of slipping out of her and rolling onto my side of the bed, I stayed inside Faith and she kept her arms wrapped around my chest, clinging to me with her legs.
 

We nearly fell asleep like that and I felt that this must surely be what was meant when two become one.
 

We both slept heavily that night and I do not recall having any dreams.
 

Little did I know that in the next day, my wonderful troubles would begin.
 






Chapter 4

 


It was in the blistering heat of the noonday sun that Faith and I arrived at the small, white parish where I was to begin my ministry.
 

I had been in correspondence with a Mr. Samuel Jones, the deacon at Scramonston parish, about the details of my employ there but we had never met.
 

When a large green Cadillac pulled up and a large, black gentleman in a very well-kept but hot-looking suit stepped out, I will confess that I was a little shocked. He swung the door shut, grinned widely at us revealing white teeth that were stark contrast to his dark skin, and walked up to the church steps where we were waiting.
 

“Reverend Caldwell?” he asked, extending a muscled paw.
 

“Mr. Jones,” I said, shaking his hand. He had a powerful grip and I knew immediately by his firm handshake that I would like the man. However, my face must have betrayed at least some of my confusion.
 

“Is everything alright?” he asked, furrowing his brow and stepping away.
 

Now I am not one to beat about the bush. “Everything is absolutely fine, Mr. Jones,” I replied, “but I will admit to you honestly that I didn’t expect you would be black and please let me explain the reason for my…”
 

Samuel Jones smiled, chuckled, then held up a hand stopping me in mid-sentence. “There is no need to explain yourself,” he said. “I’m well aware that it’s odd that a black congregation would hire a white minister, especially around these parts. But I assure you, we have had white ministers in the past. In fact, all of the ministers of this parish for as long as I can remember, have been white.”
 

“Oh?” I said. “How many ministers have you had since you’ve been in the congregation?”
 

Samuel looked like he couldn’t be too much older than thirty and it seemed unusual that there would be that many ministers in his lifetime.
 

“Oh, don’t worry, Reverend,” he said, still chuckling. “We don’t chase them away on purpose!”
 

I’ll admit to becoming a bit flustered by what he’d said. “I wasn’t saying that…”
 

“No, no! I’m sorry! That was a rude joke,” he said, waving away my worry that I’d said something wrong. “You see, we’re a small congregation here at Scramonston and we generally attract young preachers, such as yourself. Once they have some experience, they tend to move on to greater things. As I’m sure you know the compensation is modest, though comfortable for these parts. In any regard, I think that you will find all of our congregation to be quite friendly. I know they are all very eager to welcome you here at the church!”
 

While his friendly manner did put me at ease, I could not ignore the tightening feeling in my stomach. It took a moment but I pinpointed the reason for it thanks to him.
 

Samuel Jones turned to Faith who was standing by my side. For a very brief moment his smile grew wider and I saw the greedy flicker in his eyes.
 

I almost missed it. He did conceal it quite cleverly by a quick cough into his fist. The distraction almost worked, but not quite.
 

Right after the cough his eyes skittered down Faith’s supple frame, pausing at all her softest places.
 

It was the natural reaction that all men had to my beautiful wife.
 

My natural reaction came next. I sank into my deep, dark place.
 

The guilty pleasure flooded through me once again as my mind flooded with the filthiest perversions. 
 

Faith laying naked on her back.
 

Faith’s legs unfolding in welcome.
 

Faith’s nipples hardening.
 

Mr. Samuel Jones forcing his fat, veiny cock into her pink hole. The hole that was meant for me.
 

Mr. Samuel Jones filling Faith with hot seed.
 

“William?” Once again Faith’s voice shook me from my stupor and I realized what had happened. They had shaken hands, exchanged pleasantries. The whole time I had stared at him, those vile imaginings hardening my shaft. I shook my head to clear it.
 

Samuel chuckled again. “It’s more than likely this heat,” he said, noticing the sweat on my brow. “Why don’t we step inside. There is no air conditioning but at least we’ll be out of the sun.”
 

I nodded and turned to walk up the stairs but just before I did, I saw Samuel reach out and gently touch Faith’s arm to lead her up.
 

Her reaction nearly made me faint.
 

The slightest gasp escaped her as she glanced down at where his fingers had touched her skin. Her eyes widened, pupils dilating.
 

If I hadn’t been watching her like a hawk eyeing his prey I would have missed the tiniest tremble of her lip.
 

I nearly stumbled into the church. How on earth would I be able to perform my duties here with this distraction?
 

Inside the church was warm but at least we were out of the sun, as Samuel had said. He led the two of us around on a brief tour before finishing back at the doors.
 

It was a simple building with a modest pulpit and wooden pews. In almost all ways it was exactly the way I had envisioned beginning my service. All ways except one.
 

As Samuel made small talk with Faith I watched her smile and nod. A strange fear crept through me. Did she look different? Was she acting differently with him? Was she usually this open? Did she smile this much? Was I imagining that she kept looking down his body, her eyes raking over his thick frame the way his had over her?
 

You’re being crazy, William! Snap out of it!
 

I did. I did my best to smile and nod at their conversation even as more and more panic gripped me. After a few more pleasantries, Faith asked if she could use the restroom and Samuel pointed her down the stairs to the basement.
 

She excused herself and soon the two of us were standing alone.
 

“Well,” Samuel began, “I think that about sums it up. Tomorrow is Saturday and some of the other members of the congregation and I thought it might be nice if you would join our picnic? Did you see the lake just north of town? We picnic there on Saturday’s. We thought it would be a nice way to introduce ourselves before the first service on Sunday?”
 

What was I to do?
 

The beach?
 

“I…I…certainly,” I finally managed, though I barely got the words out. All I could think about was what Faith would wear to the beach and what Mr. Samuel Jones would be wearing.
 

“Wonderful,” he purred, smiling widely and rubbing his hands together. “Just wonderful. We’re all very excited to have you. I think you’ll fit right in.”
 

Faith emerged from the downstairs a moment later. She walked towards us and smiled a pleasant smile. I was about to suggest we leave when she spoke. “Samuel, I found one of the doors downstairs locked before I found the bathroom. Is there something special in that room?”
 

Samuel smiled. “Oh, yes. That’s a little recreation room. We have our weekly meetings in there.” The smile faded as he patted the pockets of his suit. “Oh, I seem to have forgotten the key. Would it be alright if I showed you some other time?”
 

“Of course!” Faith replied, nodding. “I was just curious, that’s all.”
 

Samuel nodded back. “Well, I’m sure you’ve both got a lot of packing to do. If you don’t have any more questions…”
 

“No. No more questions,” I replied, my mouth going dry.
 

“Wonderful.” He raised his hand towards the door.
 

Faith climbed into the car and I shut the door behind her.
 

Samuel Jones stood on the steps of the church watching us go. He waved. “Wonderful to meet you!” he called out. “And we’ll see you tomorrow at the beach!”
 

I winced. I’d already begun scheming, trying to find a way to excuse myself from the event without telling Faith about it at all. Now I would have to come up with something more elaborate to weasel out. I waved and forced a smile.
 

As we pulled out onto the street Faith turned to me. “Beach?” she asked.
 

I smiled weakly. “Church picnic,” I explained. “They invited us.”
 

Once again something changed in Faith. She sat up a little straighter in her seat. “Oh,” she remarked. “Well that will be lovely, won’t it?”
 

I nodded but could think of only one thing.
 

What had I done?
 






Chapter 5

 


“You’re going to do what?” Faith had a note of panic in her voice at what I’d said.
 

I had a twisting panic screaming inside me, one that blocked out the rational voices in my mind. I struggled to control the shake in my voice as I spoke. “I’m going to resign.”
 

Her face contorted further in confusion, disappointment and fear. “William what are you talking about?!? You’re starting to scare me! Please! Tell me what’s wrong?”
 

Staring into her beautiful blue eyes only paralyzed me further as those vicious thoughts flooded through my mind. I did my best to push them out and focus on the task I’d set for myself.
 

I could not be the preacher to a black congregation. Not with this perversion that I carried. How could I? How could I manage that?
 

But, of course, there was also the question of how could I not?
 

We were in debt because of the house we’d just bought. There had been various fees associated with closing the sale and I had a small amount of debt from my time at the seminary. With no money and no other immediate prospects there really was little I could do besides move home to my parents or to Faith’s. But I knew I couldn’t really do that.
 

We are men of God, but we are men.
 

Faith’s father’s words rang in my mind and for a moment I settled into an oasis of calm.
 

You can do this, William.
 

With Faith standing stunned in front of me, I knew that I had to act like the man I was. Just because I felt a certain way did not mean I had to act on it. I could call on my will and the Lord to help me resist these terrible temptations.
 

I shook my head, trying to shake out both the lewd images which still presented themselves and my own fear at trying to tackle this demon.
 

The realization came suddenly. In fact, this would be the perfect place to do such a thing, to grab this horned devil of lust and exorcise him once and for all. Hope filled the emptiness my fear had created and I took a deep breath and touched Faith’s arm. “I’m sorry,” I said quietly. “I’m sorry.”
 

“William, there’s no reason to be sorry I just don’t understand,” she said, her voice cracking.
 

I had scared her and for that I felt terrible. “I think…it must be some sort of jitters. Nervousness at beginning the job. I let it get the better of me.”
 

Faith frowned and shook her head, unconvinced.
 

I couldn’t blame her. I wasn’t normally this dramatic or flighty.
 

“So you’re not going to do it? We’re going to stay here, right?”
 

Her question made me feel even worse about what I’d said. She was, after all, unemployed herself and completely dependant on me.
 

What a coward I’d been in letting this demon get the better of me and worrying her! “Faith,” I said calmly, squeezing her arm, “I do mean this. I’m sorry. I promise this was just a bit of stage fright. I spoke before I had thought things through. I’m sorry I worried you.”
 

The concern eased in her expression. She sighed.
 

My eyes drifted to the way her beautiful breasts heaved with her breath.
 

“Alright. If you’re sure?” she asked.
 

“I’m sure. I mean it. I’m very sorry.”
 

“It’s alright, William. It’s alright.” She touched my arm and squeezed me back. Her pleasant smile returned and excitement flickered back into her eyes. “Why don’t we go see if we have something to wear to the beach?” she asked.
 

The bottom fell out of my stomach even as I forced a smile. “Of course,” I managed, though the air had left my lungs.
 

Faith bounced up and down, clapped her hands together, spun around, then bounded up the stairs taking two at a time.
 

I trudged along behind her steeling myself against the panic that threatened to overwhelm me once more. When I walked into the bedroom, I could barely believe my eyes.
 

Faith stood in the middle of the room in nothing more than her underwear.
 

My cock surged to life at the sight of her glorious curves and soft, fleshy parts. She was bent over digging through a box, presumably searching for a suitable outfit.
 

I gazed at her, stupefied by her sudden lack of shame. Was she really so excited by the prospect of going to the beach that she had forgotten all modesty?
 

When she stood up and turned around I could not bring myself to avert my eyes.
 

She gasped and covered her mouth, as if suddenly remembering that I was there and that she was only in her underthings. The air in the room seemed to freeze as another new moment passed between us. We gazed into each other’s eyes.
 

“I’m…I’m sorry, I…” Faith shook her head. “I forgot you were coming and…oh William, I’m just so excited about the beach!” Her hands moved to cover her breasts and crotch, drawing my eyes to those parts of her body.
 

As my cock filled with blood a pride surged from deep within me. Modesty be damned. This was my wife! If I wanted to look at her, I had every right to. “Faith,” I said, stepping towards her, “you are so beautiful.” I stopped right in front of her and ran a hand down her bare arm.
 

She looked away but her body reacted in the way I’d hoped it would. Her chest rose, protruding towards me and the muscles in her legs tightened, rounding out her bottom. “William, we shouldn’t…”
 

“And why not?” I asked, emboldened by the pride and protectiveness of her I felt. “It’s not written that a man can only have his wife at night.”
 

“William!” she exclaimed. But her shock only served to excite me even more.
 

I reached up and pulled one strap of her bra so it fell down her arm.
 

Faith tightened her arms around her vulnerable parts. “William!” She sounded scared but not entirely.
 

I pushed ahead, leaned forward and kissed her shoulder. Her shudder sprang my cock to full hardness.
 

Somewhere in the back of my mind the question presented itself. Or perhaps it was the front of my mind and I was no longer thinking with that part. What had happened to make Faith so excited about the beach that she had torn her clothes off as she searched for a bathing suit?
 

The part of my mind I was thinking with had no interest in that question at that moment, however. I trailed my lips above her collarbone until the touched the soft flesh of her neck. I let my tongue flick out and tasted her alabaster skin.
 

Salty and a little bit sweet. Just like her pussy.
 

“Oh, William,” she breathed, her stiff body softening under my kiss. The way she spoke my name was entirely different than how she’d said it just a few seconds before and it spurned me on.
 

Her hands fell away from her body. Slowly at first. She took a deep breath as I kissed up the side of her neck and nibbled on her ear.
 

I could barely contain my own excitement. My gambit had paid off! I had asserted myself and Faith was about to submit to my dominance. I reached down and began to unbuckle my belt still planting kisses along her neck.
 

As her breath and pulse quickened I caught a faint whiff of the smell of her arousal. It seemed almost too good to be true. I enjoyed our night life the way it was but now my mind began peeling back the veneer of modesty and discretion surrounding it. A plethora of possibilities opened before me.
 

Dropping my trousers and shorts I reached a hand between Faith’s thighs and pressed my fingers against her panties. They were sticky with damp. I yanked them down to the sound of another pleasing gasp from her and slid my fingers against her drooling slit.
 

Faith made a noise somewhere between a moan and a groan and let herself settle onto my hand so that her lips split open around my fingers with a filthy little slurping sound. She even went so far as to begin grinding a little on my hand, working my fingers towards her little button.
 

My cock throbbed and jerked, stiff as an iron rod between my legs as my fingers drenched with the juices spilling from her core.
 

Her eyes popped open and she stared at me and I believe that in that moment I would have done anything she asked, such was my connection with her. Her lips parted. She sucked in a breath and paused, poised on the edge of speech, then looked away and fell back from me a little, as if she’d changed her mind.
 

“Faith?” I whispered. “What is it?”
 

She shook her head slightly and I could tell that the veil of modesty I’d lifted was returning. She started to blush and hunch over, ashamed at standing in front of me in the nude.
 

I couldn’t let the moment go. I pressed my fingers deeper into her pussy and at the same time kissed her neck again in an attempt at seducing her back into the mood.
 

She relaxed. A whimper escaped her as my insistent fingers plied her insides.
 

“Faith, I love you. I want to make you happy. Now tell me what it is you were going to say?” I leaned back and stared into her eyes again but kept working my fingers into her tight and slippery cunt.
 

Her jaw dropped open, most likely at the lewdness of it but she didn’t protest. She started to speak again but stopped herself. “Oh, William, I can’t.”
 

“You can,” I whispered next to her ear and twisted my fingers inside her.
 

Another moan.
 

“Faith, you can.”
 

“Oh it’s just…”
“What is it?”
 

“It’s just I felt so good the other night. When you…
 

“It’s alright, Faith. You can say it. There’s no shame in this,” I prodded her on, desperate to hear her filthiest desires. “We are man and wife. There’s no shame in it.”
 

“When you did that thing…when you went…down there.” Her eyes darted to where my hand was disappearing between her legs.
 

Oh sweet victory. I had done it! I had somehow broken through the hard shell of Faith’s prudery and now I was going to tease the sweet soft filth from her and learn about all her messiest desires. “Oh Faith,” I said, my voice almost a growl.
 

The sound must have excited her because she sucked in another breath and gazed deeply into my eyes. “Oh William,” she whispered as I pulled my hand out of her pussy to lead her towards the bed.
 

A frown flickered across her brow. Something not quite right. Her soft palm touched my arm. “Wait,” she whispered. “Here.”
 

“Here?” I echoed, not sure for a moment what she meant. Then it became obvious and I became so excited by not just the prospect of kneeling before my angel and paying tribute to the space between her legs that brought me such succour, but also by the fact that she had asked for such a dirty thing.
 

I immediately dropped to my knees and put my hands on her thighs, coaxing her to step apart.
 

She did and I watched as her creamy thighs parted.
 

Then my eyes raked up and settled on the puffy lips I’d sullied with my fingers.
 

Faith wilted a little because of my gaze.
 

“Don’t worry my love,” I reassured her. “This is alright. There’s no need to be ashamed.”
 

Faith nodded and in another moulting let her hands run down her body between her legs. The tips of her slender, white fingers settled on the damp lips and pried them apart.
 

I nearly climaxed from her doing so and from the beautiful sight she unveiled. Behind those fleshy curtains lay the perfect pink hole soaked and sopping, humid and hungry for a rigid cock.
 

But first I had to honor my wife.
 

Craning my head back I stuck out my tongue and lifted myself up until it came to touch that hole.
 

She let her fingers fall away and her pussy lips closed around my muscle. Her hands swept through my hair and just as I thought she would pull them away, she tightened them into fists instead so that each had a clump of my hair.
 

The act sent my cock bouncing at my lap again because it was so unlike her. So dominant and aggressive and I loved her for it. I swept my tongue up her slit until I found the nub.
 

The more I licked the more Faith became excited. From my position I could not help but stare up into her eyes.
 

She was staring down at me, apparently lost in the moment because she did not seem at all ashamed any more. Her hips began to wiggle above me and soon she tightened her grip on my hair and began to rock my head back and forth as I licked at her clitoris.
 

She got so excited by this that after a few more seconds she began to pump with more vigour so that I had very little to do any longer. She was, in effect, using my mouth to service herself while staring down at me with those wild eyes I loved.
 

My tongue began to ache but I felt more juice begin to drip from her pussy down my neck and I knew her pleasure would soon come. I was right.
 

This time, in the clear light of day, I saw how it ripped through her. I had a clear view of her eyes as they first rounded open wide as plates, then snapped shut.
 

Faith continued to rub my face against herself, tearing and tugging at my hair. What had started in her face tore down her back making her whole body shake. It blasted into the space between her legs and sent a gush of her hot juice into my mouth.
 

Faith leaned back and screamed.
 

Her use of me did not relent.
 

I kept my tongue out as far as I could for her though it burned with pain to do so.
 

Faith rubbed and rubbed and rubbed herself against my wet muscle, rubbing spasm after shaking spasm of her climax all over me and letting it drip down my throat. Like I was nothing more than a toy.
 

Then something snapped inside her. As her eyes opened the wild look melted away into the soft and gentle Faith I knew. She released my hair and practically fell down onto her knees in front of me. “Oh William, I’m so sorry! Are you alright? I don’t know what came over m…”
 

But I didn’t have any desire for her apologies, nor did I have the time. My cock was swollen to bursting and all I wanted was to release into her tightness.
 

I grabbed her buttocks to which she squealed but didn’t care. I pulled her onto my lap and held her up above my raging cock. Slowly, gently, I eased her down until I felt her frothy lips kiss the head of my member.
 

Aimed correctly, I released her weight and groaned as her pussy slurped down my shaft.
 

Faith reacted with a pleasant purr. She put her arms around my neck.
 

As she started to ride I almost couldn’t believe this was happening. What had changed? Was it really my directness that had helped her open up or was there something else?
 

The pleasure of being inside her so deeply quickly drowned the question.
 

And Faith surprised me yet again. Instead of looking away or trying not to meet my eyes, she stared directly at me, as if she were searching for something.
 

As my climax neared and my cock stiffened inside her pussy I could have sworn that I saw the tiniest smile flirting with one corner of her mouth. A smile I normally saw when Faith came to some sort of understanding of a situation.
 

That got quickly drowned out, too.
 

A moment later I came with a shout, my cock spurting seed deep into her belly as it flexed against her soft walls.
 

Faith rode out the orgasm for me and then, instead of dashing off to hide, leaned forward for a soft and intimate kiss.
 

I was in heaven, or as close as you can get here on earth.
 

I’d unlocked something wonderful inside my wife.
 

“William?” she whispered, her voice a pleasant addition to the bliss I was in.
 

“What is it?”
 

“Can I show you what I’m going to wear to the beach tomorrow? You can tell me if it’s too immodest.”
 

The beach.
 

Had Faith been thinking about the beach as I uploaded into her?
 

And despite my coming, the mention of the beach, the notion she might have been thinking of Samuel James and his big, black body as I filled her with my mess made my staff harden inside her again.
 

Just for a moment.
 

But certainly enough for Faith to notice.
 

She raised an eyebrow. “William?” she asked softly. “What was that?”
 

I swallowed trying to moisten my suddenly very dry mouth. “Nothing…nothing…just…”
 

Just what, William?
 

I cleared my throat. “We should…um, untangle ourselves from this situation first,” I said, trying to assert myself again.
 

Faith blushed only a little. She lifted herself from me and covered her parts but her eyes remained on mine.
 

Even as I stumbled up and turned around I could feel her gaze on me burning through my back.
 

I walked into the bathroom and shut the door, eyeing my reflection in the mirror.
 

The beach.
 

What would happen at the beach tomorrow? What did Faith think had prompted my stiffening? She was a smart girl. Would she put the two together? Would she figure it out and if she did, would she regret marrying such a pervert, such a disgusting man?
 

“William?”
 

I shuddered at the sound of her voice through the bathroom door. It sounded almost menacing, muffled the way it was. “What is it?”
 

“Are you alright?”
 

I put on my best smile and tied a towel around my waist then opened the door. “I’m fine. Just fi…”
 

I stopped in mid-sentence. I suppose that’s what it feels like to be struck by a train.
 

Faith Caldwell, my beautiful wife, had donned the swimming suit she intended to wear to the beach the next day. It was a simple one-piece thing. But her body transformed it into an act of God. It was red and outlined her voluptuous figure immaculately.
 

Faith’s eyes twinkled with glee. “Do you like it? I got it on special. I wanted to surprise you!”
 

I swallowed away the dryness that had invaded my throat again. “I…why, yes. It’s very fine!” I managed.
 

But all I could think about was how much Mr. Samuel Jones would like it, too.
 






Chapter 6

 


Needless to say I had a very hard time sleeping that night. Faith’s sexual awakening, which I’d so enjoyed while in the moment, began to cloud my thoughts.
 

I had been so proud of myself for helping her overcome her prudery but the more I thought about, the more I wondered if I’d really just done myself in.
 

For as much as I appreciated her loosening I couldn’t help but dwell on the fact that it was hers and not really mine as I’d planned. Of course we were married and she was in a sense doing it for me but I worried that now that I’d let that genie out of the bottle what other wishes would he grant?
 

So it was with bleary eyes and a very groggy head that I drove Faith and I to the beach the next day.
 

Faith loved to swim. She always had. They’d had a swimming hole on her grandparents farm and she often spoke fondly of her memories there.
 

We hadn’t been to the beach very often but whenever we did go she would always delight in it.
 

As we drove into the sandy parking lot she was all aflutter.
 

As was I but certainly not in the same way. I’d tried to barricade out the thoughts of how I would react to seeing Faith cavorting on the beach with the dark and handsome Samuel Jones to no avail. Most of the night had been spent trying not to imagine the filthy vision of him conquering my wife.
 

Faith popped out of the car and sprang up onto her toes trying to see beyond the small hill to where the water was. She clapped her hands together and giggled up at the beautiful blue sky like a giddy school girl. “Oh William, this day is going to be marvellous!” she sang.
 

All I could manage was a weak smile. I trundled around the car to the trunk and before I even had it open Faith was running over the sand and towards the water leaving me to bring our things.
 

Now I seldom feel even the slightest bit annoyed by anything Faith does but today was an exception. A pin prick of resentment dug at my side. Not so much from Faith letting her excitement get the better of her, mind you. Rather from my own delusion that maybe it wasn’t just the beach that she was so excited about.
 

Maybe there was something more to it. Maybe she had been thinking about Samuel Jones as much as I had?
 

The thought sent a now familiar pang of jealousy twisting through my insides and tightening up my gut. Tired and now getting grumpier by the minute, I hauled out the picnic basket Faith had packed along with the beach umbrella and blanket and the bag with my swimsuit and towels.
 

I slung the umbrella over my back by its strap, put the blanket and bag on top of the basket, then hauled them up and started up the sandy hill.
 

I slipped and stumbled my way up the small hill and I was panting heavily by the time I got to the top. Slamming the basket onto the sand I stood up straight to catch my breath.
 

The wind left my lungs instead.
 

The beach was small but impeccably kept. The waters of the lake were a sparkling blue. It wasn’t the majesty of the scenery that had taken my breath away.
 

It was the people running and playing in the gentle waves, dotting the sand on blankets and towels that had paralyzed me. They were all members of the congregation, I presumed.
 

Almost every single couple on that beach was of mixed race.
 

The men looked, for the most part, like Mr. Samuel Jones. They were all quite tall with dark skin and toned muscles that rippled beneath it as they talked and laughed. Some had women on their arms.
 

White women. Redheads. Brunettes. A lot of blondes. A lot of blondes.
 

As my breath came back my heart began to beat faster at the unusual scene. My delusions from the night before didn’t seem nearly as irrational now. I scanned the beach as fast as I could for any sign of Faith.
 

When I finally laid eyes on her my heart nearly leaped into my throat. She was surrounded. Surrounded like a little white lamb by big, burly dark wolves.
 

And in my mind they were leering at her, salivating and licking their lips, imagining about how they would enjoy their prize. To my utter embarrassment my cock began to engorge between my legs at the thought. I glanced around to make sure no one was looking, then quickly bent over, picked up the basket and began to stumble my way down the beach to rescue my wife.
 

I’m sure it was quite a sight, me with that umbrella balanced on my shoulder carrying a big ole’ picnic basket with all the gear piled on top. By the time I made it to their little group I nearly collapsed from exhaustion and the damp heat.
 

I let the basket fall to the ground, the sound of it grabbing the men’s attention and making them turn to stare at me. I quickly realized that the effort had done nothing to stave off my erection and I lowered the umbrella so that it covered my crotch.
 

A number of the large men furrowed brows and narrowed their eyes, obviously unsure of who I was or what I was doing at their picnic.
 

Faith peeked out from behind a forest of broad, black, rippling chests and smiled. “Gentlemen? This is my husband. Reverend William Caldwell. Honey? These are our new friends! The congregation at your church!”
 

The men’s expressions softened, then twisted into what I could only call wicked, devilish grins.
 

Terror flooded through me and my heart sank at this strange turn of events, this unbelievable coincidence that I would become the parish priest in a place like this with my…affliction.
 

“Reverend Caldwell!” a familiar sounding voice called out.
 

I turned in the direction it was coming from to see Samuel Jones walking down the beach towards us and waving at me.
 

I looked towards the men and leaned over to see past them to see my wife. She was giggling at something one of them had said, covering her mouth with her tiny white hand.
 

As my member hardened further I began to blush.
 

“I am so glad you could make it, Revered,” Samuel said, putting his large hand on my back and looming over me to shake mine.
 

I accepted his handshake but in the process let go of the umbrella and it fell to the ground.
 

Their eyes all fell to my crotch at once and everyone fell silent.
 

Faith stopped laughing and peered at me from out of the circle. Her brow was furrowed. She looked up at one of the men next to her, then the one on her other side. Then she followed their gazes, her eyes crawling down my body until they, too, came to rest on my stiff knob.
 

Her eyes widened immediately upon seeing it.
 

“Come, Reverend, you must be exhausted from this heat in those stuffy clothes!” Samuel said. “Why don’t you get your bathing suit and I’ll show you where you can change into it. I’ve got mine right here and I’d like to get it on too!”
 

I glanced at Samuel, then back at Faith who nodded at me in encouragement. “Go on William! I’ll be alright here.”
 

One final glance at the men surrounding her told me otherwise. Their smiles had turned to smirks, at least in my eyes.
 

But Samuel’s insistent paw on my back turned me around to walk towards a bunch of bushes on the other side of the beach.
 

I cast one last look over my shoulder but the pack had closed around Faith again and all I could make out were her lovely white legs surrounded by a forest of black stems.
 

Of course I could have protested. I could have said that I would not leave my wife’s side and that I would not leave her with those men but what sort of man would that have made me? Certainly not a man of God!
 

It would have made me a coward who gave in to his own paranoid fears. So, with a pounding heart and a still-stiff cock, I let Samuel lead me into the bushes. “Where…is there an outhouse?” I asked. “Somewhere to change?”
 

“Oh I should have mentioned,” Samuel explained with a wide smile, “there are no facilities at this beach. We all just usually change in the bushes right here. I do hope that’s alright?”
 

Well, now it was my turn to be the prude that I had teased Faith for being. It wasn’t that I minded so much it was just that…well, how do I say it. I was a little…self-conscious, perhaps, about the difference in our…about how I might compare to Samuel’s…well, his cock, that is.
 

Yet, again, how was I to say that?
 

Samuel’s smile widened. “Come now, Reverend. Surely you can not be embarrassed? We are all creatures of God, after all.”
 

And he had me there. I smiled weakly and began to remove my clothes.
 

Samuel pulled his shirt over his head and pushed his shorts and boxers down without so much as a single hesitation.
 

Naturally, or perhaps unnaturally I was staring to get confused which was which, my eyes were drawn to his midriff by my own curiosity. Well that did no good at all.
 

For there, between his legs, hung a cock that was fit to be a donkey’s or a horses. Thick, black veined and uncut, the skin of his shaft ended over his cock head, wrinkled and tough like an elephant’s trunk.
 

I tore my eyes away from the sight but I knew it was already too late. I waited, hoping he would put on his swim trunks and walk back to the beach so that I wouldn’t have to reveal myself. My cock was perhaps half the size, if that and that’s when it was fully hard.
 

But instead of stepping into his swimming wear, Samuel took that long dark hose in hand, turned only slightly and began to water the bushes with a thick stream of his own hot piss.
 

I saw my chance. I yanked down my pants and tried to step out of them as quickly as I could. Unfortunately this only resulted in my feet getting caught and me falling flat onto my back on the ground.
 

Samuel glanced over his shoulder, cutting off in mid-stream. “Reverend! Are you alright?” He turned around and that black tube came swinging at me. He leaned over and offered me a hand, much to my further embarrassment. Then he looked straight at my hardened cock.
 

This was, perhaps, the most humiliating moment of my adult life. Of course we were all God’s creatures, I knew that, but there is something of animal in us all and I could not help feel cowed by the difference in our endowments.
 

With my face burning red I took his hand and let him help me up.
 

He smiled graciously as I turned my back to him, then he, too, turned and continued to relieve himself.
 

It was as strange an introduction to a man as I had ever had.
 

Far stranger things were still to come.
 






Chapter 7

 


After returning to the beach Samuel began introducing me to some of the other members of the congregation. I politely shook hands and did my best to begin memorizing names. But I was distracted.
 

Faith was nowhere in sight and my eyes kept darting up and down the beach, over the sandy dune in the hopes that I would spot her.
 

After a while Samuel seemed to notice my discomfort. “Reverend I can see you are looking for your wife?” he asked.
 

I smiled and nodded. “Yes. I’m just…I hope she’s having a good time is all.”
 

Samuel shot me a grin. “Oh Reverend, I can assure you she is. We are all very friendly down here.”
 

Once again I swallowed away the dryness that had gripped my mouth and throat. I glanced at a few more of the couples that were lying on the beach taking in the sun and sand.
 

It was as if Samuel read my mind. “Forgive my directness, Reverend,” he began, “but it’s been my experience that people are always curious to ask but don’t want to be rude.”
 

“Ask? About what?” I lied.
 

Samuel ignored the obvious lie with a polite smile. “I realize that we have a large number of couples who are of mixed race. I thought of mentioning it to you when we first met but thought it would be better if you saw for yourself.”
 

“Well Samuel, I can assure you that it doesn’t trouble me,” I said, getting a bit defensive. “I’m a modern man and…”
 

Samuel raised a hand. “Oh no, not at all. That’s not at all what I meant,” he explained. “I was quite sure you wouldn’t have a problem with it. But it is a little strange to see so many all at once, isn’t it?”
 

I sighed, relieved that he didn’t think I would somehow be offended by the matter. “I suppose it isn’t something I’ve seen in such a concentrated way before, no.”
 

“Yes. Well, we are just a very inclusive bunch here at Scramonston. The community has sort of been built around that idea. You’ll see much more of that the more time you spend here.”
 

I smiled and nodded, grateful for the explanation and feeling a little less ashamed of what had transpired in the bush.
 

At that moment, Faith bounded up. “William, it’s wonderful! I’m having so much fun! I’m going to love living here so much.” She bounced away as quickly as she’d come.
 

Again all I could muster was my weak smile. While I was happy that she was happy I could not ignore the feeling that had begun gnawing away inside me. 
 

Samuel’s explanation had seemed genuine but the more I thought about it the more it didn’t make any sense. How could it be just a coincidence that there were so many mixed couples in such a small place? And why was it that all of the women were white and all the men black and none the other way around?
 

I spent the rest of the day trying not to dwell on the thought but found it difficult. I spun myself deeper and deeper into a brooding mood and by the time we were on our way home I had turned full grump.
 

Faith seemed oblivious as she hummed her way back to the car which only made me more sore. It was only when I slammed my door and began to back out of the parking spot that she noticed something was wrong.
 

“William? What’s the matter?” she asked, her voice betraying her concern.
 

“Nothing.”
 

Like I said, it was rare for me to get so sour. I glanced at her to see her roll her eyes.
 

“William Caldwell don’t you give me that!” she said tersely, shaking her head so that her blonde locks danced across her shoulders. “I’ve known you long enough to know your bad mood when I see it now fess up! What has gotten into you?”
 

Even Faith’s sweet concern couldn’t drag me out of the smouldering cauldron of my own fear and distrust. “Nothing,” I harrumphed. “Like I said. Oh look, a bird.”
 

Faith’s mouth tightened. She tilted her head to one side and stared me down.
 

I kept my eyes on the road but I could feel her gaze burning into my side. I didn’t expect her soft hand settling on my shoulder and I jumped and nearly swerved the car at the unexpected sensation. Thankfully there were no other cars around.
 

“Oh William you’re so tense!” Faith purred as she began to rub my shoulder.
 

I realized just how tense I was and let my shoulders sag.
 

“There. That’s better.”
 

We drove in silence for a while longer with Faith kneading my shoulder until the hard knot of anger that had formed in my stomach loosened somewhat.
 

By the time we pulled into the driveway the worst of my mood had passed and I turned to Faith to apologize. “My love, I’m sorry about that back there,” I said.
 

“It’s alright,” Faith said, shaking her head gently. “We all get in a foul mood from time to time. It’s just so unlike you. Now will you tell me what’s wrong?”
 

She asked the question so earnestly and with such empathy that I melted at once. I sighed, looked down at the floor of the car and gathered my thoughts. “Faith,” I began, then took a deep breath. “Faith I feel as if there is something strange about this place.”
 

“Strange?” Faith asked in that innocent way she had.
 

I hesitated, not sure about how to lay out what I’d been thinking about. “Don’t you find…don’t you find that seeing so many…mixed couples is a little odd?”
 

Faith raised one eye, scrunching her brow and shaking her head. “William what on God’s green earth has gotten into you? Do you have a fever?” she asked pressing her hand against my head. “First you tell me you’re going to resign and now this? I’ve never seen you to act so crazy. And that mood in the car! Too much time in the sun?”
 

I felt my mood begin to sour again. She wasn’t taking this at all in the way I’d hoped or perhaps I hadn’t explained it the right way. “I am not sick, I assure you,” I said, pushing her hand away.
 

“Then what is it? I barely know you for how you’re behaving.”
 

What I needed, I realized in that moment, was to find the answer to that question. The precise answer. What was it. What was it that was making me act so unlike myself that even Faith, my own wife, didn’t recognize me.
 

The answer came, as most answers to these sorts of questions do, in a single word.
 

Jealousy.
 

I was jealous. I was jealous because of my own twisted fantasies. I was jealous of Faith talking to all those men. I was jealous of Samuel’s long cock. I was jealous of it all and I had been oblivious to the feeling.
 

“Faith…” I began, but faltered. I said a silent prayer for strength. “Faith…I believe that I am feeling jealous of you.”
 

Faith gave me a very curious stare. “Jealous? Of what?”
 

Oh good heavens what on earth had I gotten myself into? How could I explain it to her now that I’d said it, how could I tell her just part of the story without sharing the whole thing.
 

But I couldn’t share the whole thing. I could never do that. What would her reaction be if I told her about my perverted dreams? I didn’t dare find out.
 

And then, in the worst of possible coincidences, my cock began to harden at the memory of Faith surrounded by all those big black men.
 

She hadn’t noticed anything yet but it was only a matter of time if I let it engorge fully that she would. I said another prayer to no avail.
 

“William. Will you tell me or not? What are you jealous of?”
 

Think of something!
 

“Faith…we have kept to ourselves mostly,” I said, the words coming out with some difficulty. “It’s just…when I saw you today on the beach and…and you looked so…you looked so beautiful and…and I saw all those men around you I…”
 

I locked eyes with Faith and time seemed to freeze.
 

I saw the moment something clicked.
 

Her eyes began their slow journey down my chest, down past my abdomen until they came to rest on the lumpy bulge in my trousers. They didn’t shoot back up the way they normally did. Faith crawled back up my body this time until our eyes met again. One corner of her mouth turned up. “Jealous?” she whispered. “Are you sure that’s the word for it?”
 

A shiver raced down my spine at how she said it. The look, that wild look appeared in her eyes except this time it was somewhat more controlled, as if she’d tamed the emotion sufficiently to be able to use it how she pleased.
 

“Faith?” I whispered back. “What are you talking about?”
 

Faith did not reply right away. Instead she glanced at my cock and her smile widened. “William,” she said, her voice nearly a low purr.
 

I gasped as she slipped her hand along my thigh and the tips of her fingers nearly touched my throbbing cock. “Faith? What are you doing?”
 

“Why, I’m just trying to be a good wife for you.” Her smile widened yet again.
 

More terror seized me as I felt I was watching the puzzle pieces fall into place inside her mind.
 

She slid her hand up and inch further and her palm came to rest on top of my shaft. “I felt something yesterday. After we…well, you know, after we were intimate.”
 

More dryness in my mouth. I tried to swallow it back as I stared into her smiling eyes.
 

“I felt something yesterday, William,” she said. At that moment she began sliding her palm back and forth along my cock.
 

It flexed in her hand and the semen in my nuts began to churn and froth.
 

“When you were still inside me. Do you remember?”
 

Of course I remembered but why did she? And who was this new woman? This was not Faith, my wife. Faith didn’t smile at me the way this woman was with that sinister edge. Nonetheless, I knew I couldn’t deny what had happened. I nodded at her. “Yes. I remember.”
 

Faith seemed very pleased by my honesty. “And today at the beach, William, I couldn’t help but notice…” she paused for a blush and to search for words. “Well, to put it bluntly, I couldn’t help but notice this.” She gave my cock a squeeze.
 

I nearly moaned. I was sinfully aroused and felt as if she had me under some wicked spell. For the life of me I could not look away from her eyes, or move.
 

Faith narrowed her eyes. “Would your jealousy have something to do with this?” she asked, squeezing me again.
 

My ears were ringing. My heart was pounding in my chest sending blood rushing through my body and making me even hotter than I had been at the beach.
 

Faith eyed me for a response but none came.
 

I didn’t know what to say. I felt like I could barely even move my mouth. I was hypnotized and completely under her control.
 

After a minute or so of silence Faith opened her mouth to speak but paused. Instead of saying anything she began sliding her hand along my hard shaft.
 

Swish, swish.
 

Back and forth, back and forth.
 

My cock was fully hard and I was mere moments from an orgasm. A hurricane of emotions churned inside me. A part of me was angry. At myself and how weak I had been to give in to these base urges and desires, how I’d let them control me and push me into my current predicament.
 

But a much larger part of me was immensely aroused. Something had happened to Faith. It was certainly my doing. Asking her to explore the boundaries in the bedroom is what had done it, I was sure of it. I had turned her from angel to vixen.
 

I felt terrible. I felt as if I’d transformed one of God’s faithful servants for my own depraved desires. What felt even worse was how much I craved this new woman, how much I wondered just how far she would stray from her former self.
 

How far would be too far?
 

All of the confusion and arousal spun inside me as I stared into Faith’s beautiful and now slightly wicked eyes. The first spurt of my ejaculate shot hotly through my cock.
 

I grunted and turned my eyes to my lap to leer at her pretty hand as it stroked me through my pleasure. How beautiful her fair skin looked doing such filthy thing.
 

Cum drained out of me and a dark stain formed on my pants leg where it seeped through my underwear.
 

I let out an enormous sigh as the heat of the moment passed and returned to myself. Just a sweaty, panting, dirty man sitting in the car with his wife.
 

After the silence became to much to bare I dared to look up and into Faith’s eyes again.
 

She was sitting up proudly in her seat her arms folded, supporting her generous breasts. Her smile had softened but now looked smug. “Well,” she said quietly. “That’s quite a secret you’ve been keeping from me.”
 

“Secret?” I asked.
 

“Yes. That being a little jealous helps you do that.” She cast her eyes down at my deflating bulge then looked back up. “Shall we go inside? I’m getting hot.”
 






Chapter 8

 


Faith seduced me once again that night. After making dinner and clearing the dishes, she came into the study I’d set up to try and work on my sermon for the next day.
 

We hadn’t spoken about what had happened in the car. Faith had kept mostly to herself while making dinner and I unpacked a few boxes. We exchanged pleasantries during the meal but I could not bring myself to bring up such an intimate topic in the light of day.
 

When she walked up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders and began to rub I sank into the sensation at first. It became quite clear that she was there to lure me up the stairs.
 

As much as I wanted it I had my first sermon to prepare for. “Faith, my love, I love you deeply,” I said turning around, “but I must work on this sermon. I have nothing prepared and tomorrow is my first service. I would not want to let the congregation down.”
 

Faith smiled and leaned forward to kiss me on the lips. She tasted sweet and smelled the same with just a hint of her natural odour poking through her perfume.
 

It tested my resolve.
 

“William you are such a good preacher I’ve heard you improvise before or have you forgotten?” she asked with a smile.
 

Faith had heard me preach on many occasions and had always commented on how moving my sermons were. There had been a few occasions where, due to some circumstance or other, I had been forced to improvise and Faith had made a point of mentioning how those sermons had been some of my most inspiring.
 

And so the pleasant warmth of the compliment combined with the feeling of her soft hands around my neck and wedged me out of my seat to follow her up the stairs.
 

As we closed the door to the bedroom I was about to turn out the light when Faith spoke. “No. Leave it on,” she said quietly.
 

I shivered with excitement at the prospect of another evening of exploratory intercourse.
 

Faith didn’t move. She stood in place in the center of the room smiling. “Well?” she asked. “Aren’t you going to take your clothes off?”
 

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of the strange request to take my clothes off while she watched but it was not an unappealing invitation. So, with Faith still staring at me I removed my shirt, unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my trousers and let them fall to the floor along with my underwear.
 

It was, strangely, a slightly humiliating act standing in front of her without any clothes on while she stared at me. Oddly enough, it caused my cock to rise.
 

Faith walked towards me staring into my eyes. Only when she stopped in front of me did she drop her gaze to stare at my inflating cock. She reached up and cupped two hands under it, raising it up higher.
 

I flinched with pleasure at her touch.
 

Faith looked up at me with her shinning blue eyes. “Do you like it when I touch it?” she whispered.
 

I nodded, already panting heavily with excitement.
 

“Would you like…would you like it if I were to kiss it?” she asked.
 

Good Lord how my hot member flexed and spasmed in her hand at the question.
 

It made Faith smile a little wider. “I suppose that means yes?”
 

I nodded again.
 

With all the gentleness of an angel descending from the clouds Faith knelt before me on the carpeted floor. She wrapped her two pretty little fists against my filthy seeder and parted her lips.
 

I stopped breathing as I stared at the tableau in front of me, Faith on her knees with my cock just inches from her parted ruby lips, her pink tongue peeking out of her mouth.
 

The Defilement of Faith.
 

It wasn’t just that she was on her knees about to perform the lecherous act on me that excited me, either. It was a combination of that and the fact that she appeared to be enjoying herself so very much.
 

An instant later she leaned forward and slipped the purple tip of my engorged knob past her pretty lips and swept her wet tongue along its underside.
 

My nuts tightened between my legs and I feared that I would erupt right then and there. Struggling to breathe again I managed to calm myself down as Faith explored my cock head with her tongue.
 

Each sweep of her wet muscle against my aching rod brought fresh waves of pleasure swelling through me.
 

I gaped as she took more and more of my meat into her mouth. It was such a lewd and filthy thing for her to be sucking on my dirty cock that it only made me harden more.
 

Faith looked up. Long black eyelashes fluttered over her beautiful blue eyes as if she were asking “Is this right?”
 

Profanity after profanity filled my mind.
 

It’s so fucking right.
 

Faith smiled with her eyes at how pleased I was, at how pleased she was making me. She took more of me into her mouth. Her hands worked the base of my cock in rough jerks.
 

As I felt the semen begin to leave my testicles I tried to pull back. I put a hand on her cheek and pulled my hips back, worried that I might ejaculate inside her mouth.
 

Faith only stared at me more intently as she shook her head, my cock still inside her mouth. She mumbled a muffled “Unh-uh,” and continued to pump.
 

My cock stiffened like a beam of steel at the realization of what she was going to do. My pretty little wife, my snowy angel, was going to pump my orgasm right into her sweet little mouth.
 

The thought sent me barrelling over the edge. I roared above her as she continued to pump and lick me with her tongue.
 

Slop after hot slop of my creamy seed retched into her mouth. I stared at my cock flexing in her hands, spewing its greasy pungent gift into her mouth.
 

Faith showed no restraint. Quite the opposite. The wild look returned to her eye but even wilder. She gulped and guzzled and drank my excretion until there was nothing left and my cock had begun its shrink.
 

As she fell back panting my flagging muscle slurped out of her mouth with a thin strand of spit and cum joining its head with her lip.
 

Faith looked down at the translucent thread, then up at me.
 

Portrait of a Whore.
 

She stood up. Sweat had beaded along her forehead and she was panting from the effort as she pressed her chest to mine and began to unbutton her shirt. “William,” she breathed sending a pungent whiff of the scent of my own cum at me. “William that was so filthy and dirty and wrong.”
 

Faith looked at me with her wild eyes. “William I want you to…I want you to take me to that bed and…and I want you to…to…I want you to fuck me, William. Fuck me.”
 

Well despite having just ejaculated into her mouth her profanity shot through me like a spear of lust. My cock bounced. “Faith…” I whispered shaking my head. “That’s so…you shouldn’t…”
 

A smile curled the corners of her lips. She threw off her shirt exposing bare breasts that tugged at my eyes. “I know I shouldn’t, William,” she confessed but something had a hold of her. An impulse or an instinct that she couldn’t control. “I know I shouldn’t because it’s wrong. But I can’t stop myself,” she whispered. She pushed down her skirt and underwear and exposed her soft core to me then fell back on the bed taking me with her.
 

Her legs spread slowly as I fell between them, then she pressed her soft thighs against my hips and squeezed. “I know I shouldn’t but it feels…oh it feels so good to be so dirty with you like this, William.”
 

My head was spinning. My mind could barely keep up with everything that was happening. Reason, logic and belief were a blur somewhere in the background. In the fore was my freshly surging lust and complete obsession with my newly created slut.
 

“Please William,” Faith said, squeezing my closer to her and wriggling her hips. “Please do it to me.”
 

But even the most arousing fantasies could not overcome the reality of my nature. My cock, having just been spent, refused to do more than a few flaccid bounces. I could not even get half-hard.
 

“Faith, my beautiful love,” I explained, “if you just give me a few minutes…”
But she would have none of my excuses. Her hand slid between us and I felt it wrap around my cock.
 

Faith was in heat. Faith needed cock.
 

“What if…”
My stomach tightened even before she said it. Somehow I knew what it was going to be.
 

“What if you were to think of me and all those large, black men on the beach, William?” she whispered against my ear, her breath so hot and steamy on my cheek. “Would that help?”
 

Her words and the vision they inspired were like a train fireman throwing fresh coal onto a dying fire. The flames inside me roared to life and pressure built until a good head of steam had brought my piston back to life.
 

Faith pumped it with her hand. “William, that is so filthy,” she whispered, breathless.
 

How filthy it was.
 

With my lust renewed I needed no further invitation. I grabbed her hand from in between us and pinned it behind her head on the mattress.
 

Faith gasped at the violence of the act.
 

Finding her soaked hole with my cock’s head, I plunged myself into her cunt.
 

Faith screamed with pleasure. Her head thrashed back and forth on the pillow as I fucked and fucked and fucked and fucked my wife.
 

She bucked and writhed beneath me and the sounds of me plugging her slopping hole slapped around the room.
 

Soon she began to clench and suck at me with her pussy desperate to be bred.
 

I, too, felt another climax well within me. I pushed up harder against her, then higher still so her ankles were by my ears and she was practically folded in two. I went higher still as we fucked together, mounting her like an animal might its mate.
 

Pumping my hard cock into her soft hole I felt her pushing back with all her might, trying to suck me inside. Her pussy clenched, then squeezed. She slammed her hips against me and let out a piercing cry.
 

Another load shot out into her cunt as I came with a shout.
 

We both hung at the peak for a moment, paralyzed in the electric pleasure of each other’s skin. The descent was slow at first, then sped up like a car without a driver racing down a hill. 
 

When we had both returned to ourselves I crawled off of her and as I did stole a glance at the messy lips of her pussy. They were gaping open, stretched by my cock but slowly closing like the petals of a flower for the night.
 

Before they closed I saw a sliver of my own creamy, frothing seed drip out. It made me shudder with pleasure again.
 

Reality closed in.
 

I looked at Faith to find her smiling back at me. Most of the wildness was gone from her eyes but not all of it. “Faith,” I said quietly.
 

“What is it, William?” she asked.
 

“We should talk about this.”
 

“About what? What’s wrong?” she asked, her smile fading and concern clouding her expression.
 

I swallowed again because my mouth was dry. “This. What you said. What you did and said to make me…to make me hard again.”
 

The clouds blew away and her sunny smile returned. “Oh. You mean that.”
 

“Yes. That is what I mean.”
 

“You mean about how you get jealous when you think about me with other men?” The smile cracked into a devilish grin.
 

My cock flopped on my lap. “Faith, you shouldn’t. I shouldn’t have said anything. I…I don’t know why I did. It’s not right. It’s not right to talk like that or say things like that. It’s not natural. I…I let myself get carried away. I gave in to this dark desire but we shouldn’t. Really. We just shouldn’t.”
 

Faith’s eyes darted around my face, studying my eyes and cheeks and mouth. She answered with a single word. “Why?”
 

“Why? Why? Well…because. It’s unseemly. It’s dirty and filthy and probably wrong…”
 

“Does it say so in the bible?” she asked.
 

The question stunned me. “Does it…does it say…”
 

“Does it say a man and a woman can’t enjoy a secret pleasure that they both share?”
 

Again, my breathing stopped.
 

That they both share?
 

It was a long moment before I sucked in air. “That they both share?” I asked, echoing my thoughts. “Faith, what are you saying?”
 

“Oh, William, it was so dirty and lewd when you told me that you were…aroused by your own jealousy. But the more I thought about it the more I…well, I became aroused by it, too. I spent all of dinner thinking about it, trying not to think about it. And then, when it was time for bed I, well, I just couldn’t help myself. I needed you. I needed to feel you. I needed to feel you inside of me and making me feel so good William,” she purred.
 

I stared wide-eyed at her, unable to believe that this was Faith, my Faith, the Faith I knew. It was, I knew it was, but she seemed like another woman entirely. It seemed as if with one simple act I’d tipped Faith over some precipice, pushed her over some ledge and now she was free falling into this other women, this depraved version of herself.
 

Lord only knew how she would end up.
 

Even as we gazed into each other’s eyes again Faith began rubbing herself against my leg.
 

And I could only think of one question.
 

God, what have I done?
 






Chapter 9

 


I did not and get up and prepare my sermon after that. We both quickly fell asleep and awoke too late the next morning. I darted out of bed and into the shower, then sprang still nude back into the bedroom to rummage for my cassock.
 

Faith hurriedly prepared a simple breakfast of eggs and toast and coffee and before long we were shuttling through the rising humid heat to church.
 

We arrived just as the first members of the congregation did. Samuel Jones was already there and had opened the church.
 

I apologized profusely for my lateness but he dismissed me with a wave of his hand and said that they were all very easy-going there and that I shouldn’t worry about such things.
 

So, it was with slightly trembling hands that I stepped behind the pulpit to a church full of smiling faces to perform my first mass. The nerves only lasted for a moment or two.
 

After all of the chaos and tumult that had hounded my like a storm over the last few days the pulpit felt like a place of respite. A place of solace.
 

All of the questions and worries that had been nagging me, gobbling up my attention, faded into the background then disappeared completely as I began the mass. By the time it was over I felt like a new man.
 

Greeting folks by the door as they left in my natural element and not at the beach made me realize that everything was going to be alright.
 

“Reverend?” Samuel James voice came from behind me.
 

I turned to see him smiling, standing with a couple I hadn't yet met. 
 

“Samuel,” I said returning his smile.
 

Samuel let out a hearty chuckle in his low baritone. “Please, Reverend. We know each other well enough for you to call me Sam.”
 

“Of course,” I replied.
 

“This is my brother Jackson and his wife Cecilia,” he said, gesturing at the pair.
 

Jackson did look similar in build and facial features to Sam. He was maybe a little stockier, carried a little more weight but had obviously spent a large amount of time at the gym.
 

Cecilia was a very attractive lily-white young woman with red hair and green eyes. She was holding onto Jackson's arm so tightly it gave the impression her life depended on it. She seemed very much in love with the handsome black man.
 

“Lovely to meet you both. I'm so looking forward to my time here at Scramonston.”
 

Jackson nodded and his lips split into the same toothy grin his brother had.
 

“Jackson and Ceci and I thought that, being new to town, you and Faith might like to join us for dinner tomorrow night? We're going to Mandy's Diner. It's really the only place in town. I'm sure you've noticed by now how small Scramonston is.”
 

“It's just the sort of place I was looking for,” I replied. “I very much appreciate the invitation but I'm sure you all will understand that I have to speak to Faith about it first.”
 

“Of course,” Sam said, nodding. “Of course.”
 

I finished greeting the rest of the congregation and went back inside the church to collect my things.
 

Faith had them all ready to go and leaned in to kiss me as she handed them to me.
 

“Oh my,” I said quietly, but smiling. “Be careful. The Lord's watching.”
 

Faith leaned away from me but kept her eyes affixed on mine.
 

The lapse in my memory of the events of the last few days came to an abrupt end.
 

The wicked was back on her face.
 

“Faith?” I asked.
 

“What are you scared that he might see?” she asked.
 

My heart sank a little. It wasn't that I minded the game she was trying to play so much as that she seemed to want to play it all the time. “Faith, really, please. Not here.”
 

I said it perhaps a little too sternly because her smile faded and she looked away. I figured there would be plenty of time on the drive home to sort it out and the church was getting stuffier by the minute under the rising sun. I walked towards the door and Faith followed me out.
 

The parking lot was empty save for one car. I recognized it to be Sam's, meaning he was still there.
 

As Faith and I descended the stairs he stepped around the corner of the church. “Reverend you're still here. And with your beautiful wife.”
 

I froze. Hearing him speak the words “your beautiful wife” made a tremor rush through me. I turned and what I saw scared me even more.
 

Faith was beaming, her cheeks a little rosy from the compliment. Whether she knew it or not, her eyes raked up and down Sam's muscular body and I knew she could only be thinking of one thing.
 

My veins filled with a dose of the most potent lust I'd ever felt, spiked by the jealousy their little exchange inspired.
 

They stared at each other for a moment too long but neither seemed ashamed of it.
 

I could not believe what I was seeing. My wife, my once faithful, pious wife had been corrupted and by my own hand. She was a reverend's wife and yet here she was in the church parking lot, flirting with another man.
 

“Did your husband mention the dinner invitation?” Sam asked.
 

Faith looked at me and frowned. “Why no. He didn't say anything.”
 

“Oh, well I'm glad I caught you then,” Sam replied. “Tomorrow night. Mandy's Diner. Only place in town but you'll love it. The food's delicious. My brother his wife and I would like to invite you as our guests. The Reverend said he had to ask you if that would be alright?”
 

Faith shot me a look, as if scolding me for not having said anything. “Of course it would be more than alright. We'll be there!”
 

“Wonderful!” Sam said.
 

As I took a step towards the car he leaned forward towards Faith. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him pick up her hand, lift it by the palm, then lean lower and press his lips against it in a kiss. He gazed into her eyes the whole time.
 

My cock throbbed to life.
 

“It was lovely to see you again, Faith,” Sam said.
 

“It was lovely to see you too, Samuel.”
 

I pretended to ignore the exchange and continued walking to the car. I was sweating profusely from the sun and my cassock. My heart pounded against my rib cage as I replayed the memory of what had just happened over and over again in my mind.
 

Dropping myself into the car I turned the ignition and gripped the steering wheel. By the time Faith was sitting next to me my knuckles were white and my cock was a solid column between my legs.
 

I didn't dare look at her and let on that I'd seen or heard what had happened between them. I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the street staring straight ahead.
 

Faith spoke softly and I could tell she was looking at me as she did. “That Samuel Jones, what a nice man.”
 

I couldn't help myself. I looked over to see that she was looking at me with her wicked smile. Her eyes drifted down my body and widened as they saw what was bulging in my lap. She looked up.
 

Our eyes met.
 

Faith's ruby lips parted slightly. “Oh my, William. Oh my.”
 

The words cut into me like a knife.
 

I said nothing until we got home. Even though I could barely drive the car from how much my head was spinning as it tried to make sense of what I was feeling and what I was supposed to feel.
 

When we walked into the house I dropped my briefcase on the floor which made Faith turn in the hall and look at me.
 

She was wearing her Sunday best. A lovely polka dot summer skirt which went half way down her calves. She wore a modest blazer for a top and she'd done her hair up tight in a bun with a pillbox hat. She folded her hands together and looked at me. “William?” she asked. “Is something wrong?”
 

My blood boiled. “Yes,” I said through clenched teeth. “Yes. Something is wrong. This has got to stop.”
 

Her expression grew serious. “Stop? What has to stop?”
 

I pressed on through my anger, not at Faith because it really wasn’t her fault, but at myself for having let things go this far. “Faith, I do not blame you. I don’t blame you that you are playing this game. I blame myself. It’s because of my own weakness that we’ve ended up here but I’m…I’m afraid that if I let this go farther…I’m afraid it will not end in a good place.”
 

“William? Are you…are you speaking about…”
 

“Us, Faith, yes. I’m speaking about us. I’m speaking about this…this attraction, this arousal my jealousy inspires between us. It feels so good, it does but I’m…it scares me, Faith. It scares me what will happen if we let it go on.”
 

Faith remained silent for a few moments, as if mulling over what I’d said. “It does feel good, doesn’t it?”
 

“It does, Faith,” I said, pressing close to her and squeezing her arms with my hands. “It does. But…”
 

Faith began to nod. “You’re probably right.” She looked up and into my eyes. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that I took it this far.”
 

“No, Faith, it’s not…you have nothing to be sorry about! This is all my doing,” I explained.
 

Faith shook her head. “It’s not just your doing, William,” she said, affixing me with her beautiful blue eyes. “It was just that you were getting so excited. It felt so…it was so intoxicating watching you get so excited. When Samuel took my hand in the parking lot…you saw that didn’t you? That’s what this is about?”
 

I nodded.
 

“When Samuel took my hand in the parking lot I…William,” she whispered, “my pussy got so wet.” She broke our stare and her eyes darted down to my midriff just in time to see the effect her words had had.
 

My cock engorged, bulging out of the front of my trousers.
 

“When his lips touched my hand,” she went on quietly, “all I could think of was how hard it would make you. And,” she said closing the distance between us as she put her arm around my neck, “what you would do to me once we got home.”
 

Inside me a battle was raging. A battle for my very soul, it seemed like. All of my inner demons had crawled out from all of their darkest hideaway and were tearing and clawing at my resolve trying to break my will and let them rule my mind.
 

God how beautiful Faith looked. How beautiful she would look in the bedroom with her legs spread, crucifix still around her neck, dangling between her voluptuous breasts.
 

But I had to put an end to this somewhere. I had to stop this before it went too far, before we both did something we’d regret. Didn’t I?
 

Didn’t I?
 

Or could I get away with just one more time. Just one last hurrah before I buried my twisted desires away forever and we both returned to our normal life.
 

Maybe just one last time wouldn’t hurt.
 

“Alright,” I said through clenched teeth, voice strained, jaw tight. “Just one last time.”
 

Faith looked up with innocent eyes as her palm settled around my hard shaft. “Are you sure, William?” she asked. “I want you to be sure. If you want to stop, we can…”
 

I shook my head. “I’m sure,” I muttered.
 

A faint smile flirted with the corners of her mouth. She took a step back but held her hand at my groin. For a moment the wild look filled her eyes but then narrowed into something sharper, more precise.
 

A bolt of adrenaline rushed through me at the realization of what it was.
 

Control.
 

Faith might have enjoyed the fact that I enjoyed this game but it was clear that she was getting at least as much pleasure, if not more, from the control she had over me.
 

A cold fear washed over me as the demons cackled in my mind at having won.
 

Faith let go of me, turned and walked slowly up the stairs.
 

Following the gentle sway of her round bottom I felt one last tug towards sanity. I could still turn back. I could still tell her “no.” I could still stop this.
 

Just one last time.
 

It would be just this one last time.
 

I pounded up the stairs tearing clothes off as I went.
 






Chapter 10

 


Faith was sitting naked on the bed when I stumbled into the room. Her legs were crossed and her back was straight. Stiff nipples crowned her plush breasts.
 

I raced over to her kicking off my pants and underwear and throwing my shirt into the corner of the room. I was just about to sink down on top of her when she put a hand on my chest.
 

“William?”
 

“What is it?”
 

“Will you…” Faith glanced down at the patch of down between her legs.
 

No further explanation was needed.
 

I sank to my knees, palms on her thighs.
 

She unhooked one slender ankle from the other and let me spread her legs.
 

I gazed at the rippled petals of her pussy, soaked with need.
 

“I want you to taste what this does to me, William. Our little game.”
 

I leaned closer. The first pungent whiff of her arousal sent more blood rushing to my hard vein. Closing my eyes I pressed my lips to her cunt and flicked the folds with my tongue.
 

Her juices seeped into my mouth sending off fireworks in my brain.
 

“Oh yessss…” Faith groaned. “Yesssss…”
 

As I began to lick and suckle her cunt she pressed her hand against the back of my head pulling me in closer again. This time, instead of forcing me and using my mouth as her wet toy, she held her hand softly in place petting me from time to time.
 

I would look up every once in a while to see her chest heaving with the pleasure my mouth brought.
 

When I began to feel more hot juice squirting out of her I knew she was closing in on her climax.
 

I redoubled my efforts. Muscles in my neck and jaw started to burn but I persevered. It was so arousing doing such a filthy thing and she looked so beautiful in her bliss that nothing would have made me stop.
 

She came with a sharp cry, cringing as the orgasm slammed into her.
 

Her pussy gushed hot streaks of sticky juice.
 

When the climax released her, she sank back onto the bed, arms at her sides, legs spread.
 

I scrambled up almost on the edge of my own orgasm.
 

Faith’s eyes fluttered open. “Wait,” she said. “I want to try something.”
 

Aren’t those words every man wants to hear when he’s between his wife’s legs?
 

Faith pushed me away.
 

I staggered back my cock aching to be swallowed by her tightness.
 

She folded one leg over the other and rolled over onto her knees. Looking back at me over her shoulder, she raised her delicious ass, presenting herself for me. “Take me like this.”
 

I let my palms settle on the fleshy orbs of her bottom. I almost couldn’t bring myself to look at it, knowing she was staring at me but I couldn’t resist, either.
 

My eyes settled on the spot immediately above her drooling pussy. That dark, forbidden hole I’d never laid eyes on. The tightly puckered muscles seemed to disappear into her like a glory hole into a lake.
 

My shaft hovered just above her pussy, flexing and throbbing but I couldn’t stop staring at her tight sphincter.
 

“William,” Faith whispered. “Give me your hand.”
 

I had no idea what she was concocting but I reached out towards her face.
 

Faith’s mouth opened slightly as she craned her neck. A second later she slurped my thumb between her lips and began to suck.
 

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Surely this crossed some boundary of decency did it not? Then why on God’s green earth did it feel so damned good?!?
 

Faith’s tongue flicked around my thumb as she made wet slurping noises on it with her mouth. She let it go but scraped her teeth along it as I pulled it out. “Put it in.”
 

A blast of excitement made my head spin. “What?!?”
 

“Put it into my…ass.”
 

A thick drop of pre-cum dripped from the head of my cock and landed between Faith’s ass and cunt.
 

I surrendered myself completely to her will. I pressed the tip of my thumb against her tight back hole.
 

Faith sucked in a breath, then relaxed. “Do it, William. I want to know what it feels like. I always have.”
 

Still slick from her licking, I pushed my thumb up to the knuckle.
 

Faith mewled and her ass raised even higher. “Deeper William. Please!”
 

Lust was raging inside me. With a rough grunt I pushed the rest of my thumb into her.
 

Faith moaned again. “Now fuck me!”
 

Hot mother of…there was no resisting it any more. A thrust of my hips plunged my cock into her tight and oozing pussy engulfing me in the wet warmth inside of her.
 

Cum was already surging through my balls. My mind was reeling. I began to rut into my wife.
 

Faith mewled and moaned and writhed in front of me.
 

My eyes dragged along her curves. My cock throbbed inside her. I felt the painful tickle that had tortured me so long snap, then explode sending me crashing into a sea of bliss.
 

The orgasm twisted me and sucked me out of my mind and down between my legs so the only thing I could feel was my cock throbbing and throbbing and throbbing as it spat hot seed against her walls.
 

Faith clenched her pussy around me, intensifying the sensation.
 

I was in heaven again.
 

Then it was gone.
 

The pleasure flushed out of me and I was again myself, standing with my cock inside her cunt and my thumb buried in her ass, suddenly very aware of my embarrassment.
 

Faith was panting in front of me but didn’t seem shy.
 

I pulled my thumb out of her slowly.
 

She moaned as it left, obviously still enjoying the sensation.
 

Then I stepped back and my cock fell out. This time I had the perfect view of her messy, used folds and a moment later the river of seed that came spilling from them.
 

“Oh William,” Faith mewled, still in heat. “That felt so good but…please…can you help me finish again?”
 

What sort of man would say “no” to a request like that?
 

Again I dropped to my knees. I faltered for a moment. I’d deposited quite a volume of ejaculate inside her. It was still oozing from her pink hole, the hole I would have to lick beneath to get at her clit.
 

“William, please?” She seemed to be in agony from her need.
 

I steeled myself, pried her thighs apart and pressed my tongue against her slit. The pungent, acrid taste of my own spunk invaded my nostrils first, then my mouth. My stomach clenched and I gagged at first but swallowed back the reaction.
 

Stretching my tongue out as long as it would go I finally found her taut nub. Each lick brought a fresh spurt of cum leaking out of her.
 

Trapped air hissed out of her pussy ending in a sloppy wet fart of cum that splattered out onto my nose. Still, I licked as hard as I could.
 

A few minutes later Faith came again with a scream. It was a short but intense orgasm and she collapsed into a heap on the bed once it was over.
 

I knelt by the side of the bed catching my breath my face covered in my own semen.
 

When Faith finally opened her eyes and looked at me they widened like I’d never seen them before. Her mouth popped open as she stared at me.
 

Then, a smile crept across her mouth and into her eyes. She covered her mouth to try and suppress it but it wouldn’t stop. A chuckle turned into a laugh that rolled into uproarious howls.
 

I blushed with shame.
 

“Oh William, I’m so sorry!” she said grabbing my wrist. “I didn’t think of that! I should have thought that…I should have thought of that.” She wiped the cream off of my face with her thumb and onto her leg and the sheets.
 

Then she dragged me up onto the bed next to her and we curled up together. She looked happier and more content than I’d ever seen her before.
 

“This is crazy,” she whispered after a while.
 

“It is,” I replied.
 

“But I love it. And I love you.”
 

I think I must have known already then that we had passed the point of no return. Giving into that one last time seemed to have changed something in both of us.
 

All I could think of was the way Sam had kissed her hand in the parking lot and how happy all of this made her.
 

How would I ever be able to take all that away?
 

“I love you too,” I whispered.
 

Then we drifted off to sleep.
 






Chapter 11

 


Mandy’s Diner was a funny little place. It was, in fact, the front of Mandy’s house. Her and her family’s living quarters were in the back and the front two rooms were the restaurant.
 

The whole family seemed to work there, though the way they were all related was not immediately clear. As in the rest of Scramonston, they were all couples of mixed race with black men and white wives.
 

There were a few white men actually. They served as the bussers of the establishment scrubbing dishes in the kitchen and all seemed a little subdued.
 

A few mocha-colored children ran around Mandy in the kitchen as she tried to cook.
 

“The fish here is excellent. Comes straight from the lake,” Samuel explained.
 

I smiled weakly at the suggestion and returned to pretending to read my menu. In fact, I was spying.
 

Jackson and Ceci were across the table from us. Sam was sitting at the head with Faith beside him and I beside her.
 

Since our seating I had been unable to take my eyes off just how close their hands were, Faith and Sam’s, on the table.
 

Faith was acutely aware of my leering because every time Sam would move his hand closer, she would squeeze my thigh and make my cock throb.
 

I don’t think I can properly describe the cocktail of emotions that was racing through me. Certainly guilt and shame and lust to name three.
 

I had felt shameful and guilty enough about my desires when they had been private. You can imagine how much more potent those feelings were now that I had shared them with my wife. Now that we were both flirting with the potential of them happening for real.
 

We hadn’t spoken about it, Faith and I, but somehow I didn’t feel like we had to. Her manner and attitude was changed in a way that made it obvious something had shifted between us, a balance had tipped.
 

Faith exuded a confidence and curiosity she had not before.
 

I was happy for this, I really was. But it seemed that there was just a little less room for my opinion between us.
 

Perhaps she had gained something because of our little game. Or, perhaps, she had taken something back that had been hers all along.
 

Regardless, I could sense her excitement, the electric energy surrounding her as Sam’s fingers inched towards hers on the table. That is why I kept my head down pretending to read the menu even after the others had all made their selections.
 

“What’ll it be folks?” A woman who was obviously one of Mandy’s daughters came over to take our order with pencil and notepad drawn.
 

The others all ordered and each of them got a slew of question about sides, levels of doneness and drink selections. When it came to my turn I looked up with a weak smile and simply said, “I’ll have the fish.”
 

Sam smiled at this. He seemed pleased that I had taken his recommendation.
 

For some reason this made me feel sorry for him. He obviously had no idea that he was part of our little game. That felt wrong, somehow. Like we were using him as a prop instead of treating him as a person.
 

But my dark demons that now sat firmly at the wheel of my will, cackling and rubbing their hands together as they steered, would not allow me to slam on the brakes.
 

I did my best to converse with both Cecilia and Jackson throughout dinner. But my eyes kept darting over towards the corner of the table where Sam’s fingers were perilously close to Faith’s.
 

My hardened cock kept an uncomfortable ache wedged between my legs. So much so that I could barely enjoy the fish.
 

Each time their hands would drift together it would swell in my lap and only as they drifted apart did it deflate a little, easing my suffering. When I finally could not take another moment of it, I excused myself to go to the bathroom to try and relieve myself in shame.
 

I did not. That, apparently, was a line I would not cross. Perhaps because I saw my own reflection in the mirror that made me wonder what sort of man I would become if I stroked myself in the stall of a public bathroom.
 

So, after splashing some cold water on my face, I stepped back out into the dining area covering my groin to hide the bulge.
 

What I saw nearly stopped my heart.
 

Sam’s large dark frame was leaning over the corner of the table and close to Faith.
 

Faith was giggling, one hand covering her mouth, obviously at something he’d said.
 

Their hands were no longer on the table. His was on her lap. He had hiked her skirt up over her knee and now his big, black paw was stroking the inside of her thigh.
 

My cock nearly burst, as did my heart.
 

Forcing myself to breathe and walk, I started across the room with my mind swimming in jealousy and doubt. And lust. Such lust.
 

Half-way across the dining room Faith turned her head to face me and our eyes met.
 

I saw something completely different than expected in her expression. I suppose I thought she would look frightened or nervous or shy at what was happening. She had, after all, crossed a certain boundary at that moment letting Sam touch her like that.
 

What I got was not a single flinch at seeing me walking towards her. Just the beginnings of a very, very wicked smile.
 

Her look stopped me in my tracks. The whole room seemed to disappear from around me leaving nothing but Faith and I staring into each other’s eyes as Sam’s dark hand continued to drift across her creamy, white skin.
 

The ringing in my ears turned to silence as my vision tunnelled.
 

Raucous laughter shattered the stillness cracking our private little universe and sent it crashing to the ground.
 

I sucked air into my lungs that were burning from holding my breath. Somehow, I forced one foot in front of the other until I was back at the table and taking my seat.
 

By this time Sam had lifted his hand from Faith’s leg. When I looked at him, he smiled, then frowned. “Everything alright, Rev? You look a little pale?” he asked.
 

“Yes,” I breathed. “Everything’s fine.”
 

Faith turned to look at me beside her and placed her hand on my lap.
 

My heart skipped a beat. Sam could clearly see what she was doing.
 

Seemingly unperturbed by this, she slid her fingers up the inside of my thigh until they came into contact with my engorged cock. She looked at me with a smile.
 

I looked at Sam whose eyes were on my lap as embarrassment burned my cheeks. Thankfully, at that moment dessert arrived.
 

I finished the meal by staring into my plate and occasionally trying to hide in my cup of coffee. Jackson and Ceci seemed as if they hadn’t noticed what had happened and prattled away cheerily across from me.
 

Sam and Faith exchanged occasional glances and polite conversation so I was left alone with my confusion and arousal.
 

We said our goodbyes after dinner. Jackson and Ceci promised they would have us over for dinner soon as did Sam.
 

I nearly fell over getting into the car. Turning the key in the ignition proved equally difficult but I managed that and to get us pointed in the direction of the house. When I glanced at Faith I found her smiling in a very amused way.
 

“You seem to be having some trouble with driving. Are you sure you don’t want me to do it?” she asked with a giggle.
 

I shook my head and muttered something but don’t even remember what. Her satisfaction with herself, the glee she was taking in this whole situation and how it was affecting me was as arousing as the line she had crossed back at the restaurant.
 

We drove the rest of the way home in silence. Faith didn’t speak until we were inside the door.
 

“What’s got you so quiet, William?” she asked, spinning around on her toes in the hall. There was that feigned innocence again.
 

It made my blood boil over in the best possible way. I became an animal.
 

Stepping towards her I grabbed her by the wrist and swung her into the living room. I barley knew my own strength but she ended up landing on the couch.
 

This had the effect of wiping the smug smile from her mouth.
 

For a moment I felt a pang of regret but her expression dragged me back into the depths of my lust.
 

She looked as hungry as I felt. Hungry to be reclaimed and defiled.
 

I tore her blouse apart sending buttons bouncing along the walls and onto the floor.
 

Faith gasped but arched her back, offering me her breasts.
 

I yanked her bra down and pawed at the two soft mounds, then let my fingers trail to their tips and pinched her nipples that were already hard.
 

She moaned but didn’t object.
 

Reaching under her skirt I yanked her panties down and tore them off her feet.
 

She was still wearing her heels and that was another lewd turn-on for me so I left them on.
 

I shoved my pants off my hips without bothering to undo them and my cock sprang out and bounced up and down, iron-hard.
 

Faith split her legs apart and welcomed me inside.
 

Without a moments hesitation I sank between her legs, found her soaked entrance with my throbbing cock head and furrowed myself inside. As my hips slid back and forth along her thighs the image of what had happened earlier that night in the restaurant formed in my mind.
 

I hadn’t been the only one to touch her leg that night. Before I’d shoved myself inside her, Sam’s hand had surely made her wet.
 

That was enough. I roared as my cock began to retch hot seed into her cunt.
 

Faith’s eyes were shut tight.
 

Through the thick fog of pleasure I wondered whether she was thinking about what a naughty wife she’d been and what she’d done.
 

Faith began to come. Her pussy squeezed and squelched around my cock and she shrieked.
 

We sailed through the convulsions of bliss together then descended on the other side. Once we were through a post-coital embarrassment gripped me at everything we’d done.
 

“You liked that?” Faith whispered, squeezing my cock with her pussy muscles.
 

I flexed inside of her which caused her to giggle.
 

“I guess that’s a yes!”
 

I eased my cock out of her and hiked my pants up to keep the semen it was covered in from dripping onto the couch. I fell onto the couch next to her.
 

Faith didn’t bother to close her legs giving me the perfect view of her slit, filled with my swimming seed as it slowly sealed shut.
 

“Oh Faith,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“What is it, my love?” she asked with another chuckle.
 

“I don’t know. I…I don’t think we should be doing this. It’s not…it’s just not right.”
 

That deflated Faith a little. She closed her legs and sat up beside me on the couch. She let out a sigh but continued to smile. “Maybe you’re right.”
 

I had not been expecting her to say that. “You think so too?” I asked.
 

Faith shook her head. “I don’t know what to think about all this. I know it’s wrong. I know it’s wrong to want to be with another man.”
 

My stomach twisted and it cause me to gasp in shock.
 

Faith reached out and put her hand over mine. “Only to please you, of course,” she added quickly. Her eyes darted sideways before meeting my stare. “I would only do it for you.”
 

Oh Faith. My beautiful, loyal, chaste wife. What had I done to her?
 

“You mean…you mean you would…”
“Oh William, I was only saying it because I knew you were thinking about it. Weren’t you? Weren’t you thinking about the restaurant as you finished inside of me? Weren’t you thinking about his hand on my leg? The way he was stroking it?”
 

My cock began to harden as I thought of it again. It was true. It was all true. I didn’t know how she knew me so well but she did. “I was,” I confessed quietly.
 

“It made me so wet. Knowing how hard you were getting, that is. Knowing how it was affecting you. I had to wipe the seat off after I got up. I’d soaked straight through my dress!”
 

“You had?” I asked.
 

Faith nodded. “It was all from thinking that I could do something like that for you. That I could be a naughty wife and how happy it was making you.”
 

My thoughtful Faith. What a lucky man I was. The idea of her actually taking another man inside herself, violating our sacred wedding vows was crushing upon me, grinding my insides into pulp.
 

“You would really do it?” I asked through clenched teeth.
 

“Only for you, William,” she whispered back. “Only if you really wanted me to.”
 

My whole body ached with need. My cock swelled.
 

“Come William,” Faith said, leaning back on the couch. “Take me again. I can tell you need it. You need release, don’t you?”
 

Oh, how I did.
 

I let her pull me in between her legs. Then I moaned as I slid into the comfort of her hot, wet sheath.
 






Chapter 12

 


One week later Sam invited us to his house for dinner. It happened in the same manner it had the week before, as I was greeting folks after service.
 

He waited until everyone had left then came up to shake hands. He commended my sermon, at which I must admit I felt some pride, then asked if we would come to his house.
 

Faith had gone into the church to collect my things and so it was just Sam and I.
 

As I mentioned I am not one to beat about the bush and I could not carry on with Sam without bringing up what had happened the week before at the restaurant. I looked him straight in the eye. “Samuel. What are your designs upon my wife?”
 

It would be natural to assume that his reaction would be outrage or innocence or denial. None of those were present in the smile that formed across his mouth. “I’m glad you enjoyed that little show, Reverend,” he replied.
 

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe any of it. I pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t in a dream. I wasn’t. It stung.
 

“Would you like me to stop, Reverend?” Sam asked. The smile had faded from his lips and now he was looking very serious and earnest.
 

I took a deep breath and pondered the question.
 

Yes.
 

That was the right answer. That was the answer a man of the cloth, well any man for that matter, should give. These thoughts, these fantasies that I was having and that we were acting on were not natural.
 

Standing there on the church steps I knew this was my Faustian moment. Why did I want so desperately to know what the other side of this would be like? Why could I not control the desire to know what sort of man I would be after I had watched my wife betray me in the most intimate way I could think of?
 

“Reverend?” Sam asked.
 

Except, unlike Faust, it was not just my soul I was selling. It was Faith’s as well.
 

Faith appeared by my side and hooked her arm through mine. “Ready?” she asked with a cheerful smile.
 

“Yes,” I mumbled, then looked at Sam again.
 

“Would you like me to stop, Reverend?” he asked again.
 

I looked to Faith. Her eyebrows were raised in curiosity at what we were talking about.
 

I felt my stomach sink.
 

Do the right thing, William.
 

I shook my head. “No.”
 

A silence settled over us and the hot air seemed to heat up even more.
 

“Stop what?” Faith asked, her voice so innocent and sweet.
 

This dragged me down even further as I thought of what I’d just done. What self-loathing I felt in that moment, having given her away for my own pleasure and knowing she would do it all for me.
 

“Well,” Sam said, “I’m very much looking forward to welcoming you for dinner tomorrow.”
 

I looked up to see Sam smiling at Faith.
 

She lifted her other hand and offered it to him.
 

He took it, bent forward and pressed his lips to it in a kiss.
 

“We’re very much looking forward to it, too,” Faith said cheerfully as she stared at his dark lips pressed against her pale skin.
 

And just like that, it was done.
 

Faith left the house early the next morning and didn’t return until the afternoon. She brought in three big boxes that all looked like they had been purchased at very fine stores.
 

“Where were you?” I asked as she arranged them next to the stairs.
 

Faith shot me a wink and a smile. “I wanted to pick up a few things for this evening,” she explained. “Now that we’re in a house and you have a job I thought it would be nice to have some nice things. Is that alright?”
 

“Well, sure,” I replied but something was making me wary, “but why today?”
 

Faith shrugged. “I thought I could wear them to Sam’s tonight. If that’s alright with you?”
 

I stepped forward to open one of the boxes but Faith quickly swept my hand away. “I thought it could be a surprise?” she said.
 

It seemed a little strange for her to be getting so dressed up just for dinner at Sam’s. But the guilt of what I’d done, how I’d given Sam permission to pursue her was still weighing heavily on me and if a few new things for my beautiful wife would assuage it, well so be it.
 

I smiled at her and offered to carry them upstairs.
 

“That would be lovely,” Faith replied, then gave me a kiss. She spent the rest of the day in the bathroom, then our bedroom presumably preparing herself for dinner at Sam’s.
 

When she emerged and walked down the stairs, her appearance knocked the wind from my lungs.
 

A flowing red dress that barely contained her ample breasts and ended only half-way down her thighs sashayed along her curves as she walked down the steps perched on pointy, open-toed heels.
 

The shoes had the effect of flexing her calves and thighs which were on permanent display, and raising her already round ass, creating a very pleasant shelf at the small of her back.
 

Her brassiere was tight and pressed her breasts together into a delicious cleft of flesh while thrusting them forward at the same time.
 

Her hair was pulled to one side and tumbled gracefully over her shoulder in fat curls. She had painted her lips and toes the same dazzling shade of red as her dress so that they looked like ripe fruit ready to be plucked. Mascara stretched her long eyelashes even longer so that she was truly batting them when she blinked. 
 

“What do you think?” she asked quietly, a little bashful about her appearance.
 

It was all I could do to close to my mouth. “I…I…I…”
 

Could not talk, apparently.
 

Faith giggled. “Does that mean you like it?”
 

I stepped towards her and meant to wrap my arms around her waist. She was still standing on the first stair and higher than me so I had to reach up.
 

“Oh, not right honey! It took me so long to figure this out!” she said, pushing me away.
 

Even though it was innocent, it was still a rejection and hurt a little bit. Especially when combined with the guilt at what I’d said to Sam. Still, I got over it.
 

“You look stunning,” I finally managed as I stepped away.
 

“Aw, thank-you William,” Faith said, tilting her head to one side. “You’re so sweet.”
 

“No, really. You look like you should be going to the opera or the ballet and sitting in the box seats and not to a simple dinner at a parishioners house.”
 

What it really looked like to me was that she was headed out to walk the streets for a living, the way she was dressed. But I couldn’t say something like that to her. She would be mortified. Especially since she was doing this all for me.
 

I left Faith downstairs and went up and put on some fresh slacks and a jacket I dug out of a box. It was a bit wrinkled but looked alright. Only when I came back down did I realize how mismatched we looked. But by that time there was no time to do anything about it.
 

We left for Sam’s the way we were, a princess with a pauper by her side.
 

When he opened the door Sam’s mouth cracked into a giant grin. Without even looking at me he took Faith’s hand and led her inside. He twirled her around his eyes raking along her curves as he did.
 

Faith giggled and covered her mouth at the attention. Her cheeks heated up.
 

I felt a little bad. She had done this all for me and was probably embarrassed at how Sam was reacting. I felt even worse at what was still to come: Sam’s inevitable advances, but I pushed the thought to a corner of my mind.
 

After he’d finished twirling her and kissed her hand, Sam looked over at me as if he’d just realized I was there, too. “Reverend! Please, come in!”
 

The house was pleasant and much larger than ours. I didn’t know what Sam did for a living but whatever it was he must have made a decent income from it.
 

The decor was tasteful but obviously of a very high standard and price. There was a lot of dark wood and clean lines.
 

The table had been set for three with candles glowing and gentle background music creating a very pleasant ambience.
 

Still holding Faith’s hand, Sam led us through the dining room and into the living room where three tall flutes sparkled with champagne. He offered one to Faith, then to me, then took one himself and raised it up towards the ceiling. “To new beginnings!” he toasted.
 

We both echoed the sentiment, though a certain dark dread crept through me at the double meaning it held. We touched glasses with a delicate clink, then drank.
 

The bubbles tickled my throat but the alcohol brought an almost immediate warm buzz in my stomach and head.
 

Perhaps Faith was nervous because she drank hers very quickly, prompting Sam to refill her glass.
 

Because of this I glugged mine down and had a second helping with her while Sam was still sipping through his first glass.
 

Now, Faith and I don’t use alcohol very often. Sometimes I’ll open a bottle of port at Christmas or Easter if we’re with guests. Other than that we refrain.
 

So you can imagine the effect that two drinks of champagne had on Faith. As she slurped down the last drops of her second champagne, she melted out of her inhibitions and right into Sam’s arms.
 

It happened so quickly I barely had time to react.
 

She set the glass down and fixed her eyes on him and gave him a good looking up and down.
 

Sam shot her wink and then me a smile before setting his glass down and slowly walking over to where she was standing.
 

My heart was thumping inside my chest as I stood with my back up against the wall. What was I about to watch? Was I really going to let her go through with this for my own gratification? Was I going to turn my wife into a filthy slut?
 

You might think that I could have still stopped things at this point. You might say that all I had to do was open my mouth and say “stop.”
 

Well, to that I will say that you have no idea what you are talking about. I had sunk into a part of my mind that one doesn’t just emerge from oneself. One has to be dragged out kicking and screaming.
 

This place felt so good.
 

Sam’s muscular arms encircled Faith’s waist the same way I’d wanted to not too long before.
 

Faith didn’t object or cry out or push him back. Quite the opposite. She looked up into his eyes and batted her long eyelashes as if to ask “what’s next?”
 

Sam must have had a lot of experience with women by how confident and suave he was. He leaned forward.
 

My cock stiffened. My pulse began to race. This was it. This was going to be another moment that I could never come back from. I was going to let another man’s lips touch my wife’s mouth.
 

Seeing it happen sent a rush of angry pleasure coursing through me.
 

His dark lips kissed Faith’s cherry-red mouth and before they sealed together I saw his pink tongue dart out and invade her mouth.
 

Transfixed, I stood and stared.
 

As their kiss deepened Sam’s hands began running along Faith’s body, up her back then back down before both of them came to rest on her round ass.
 

This felt like death and ascension to me at the same time. A knife in the gut and the glorious feeling of weighing nothing and floating up towards the sky.
 

Faith moaned into his mouth as he kneaded her ass and the sound made my cock harden to full stiffness.
 

Sam pulled away from the kiss but kept her body close to his. He looked at me and smiled. “You alright, Rev?” he asked.
 

I barely managed to nod.
 

Faith swung her head slowly back to look at me. She had a bleary-eyed look from the booze but her lips looked full and ripe and her breathing was heavy.
 

Ready for her bull.
 

She let out a delicious giggle that burbled through the room before swinging her head back to Sam.
 

He stood her up straight, stepped back, then allowed himself a nice long look at her. “You must be hungry,” he said.
 

Faith nodded and giggled again.
 

Sam smiled. “How about a little appetizer before dinner?”
 

Faith nodded and giggled again.
 

“Now being a preacher’s wife you most likely already know the best way to swallow something sacred, don’t you?”
 

Faith looked confused for a moment.
 

My innocent Faith. What had I done?
 

Sam unzipped his fly and reached into his pants.
 

The moment I’d been waiting for. All of my fantasies were about to be realized. The deal was about to be sealed.
 

He hauled out his fat, black hose that was crawling with veins. He looked into Faith’s eyes. “On your knees.”
 

Faith gasped. Her eyes were riveted to his cock. Immediately upon hearing the command, she sank to her knees still gazing at his massive dick.
 

“How about a little worship?” Sam said, leaning forward and pressing the wrinkled skin of his uncut head gently against her lips.
 

Faith’s lips parted. Her tiny pink tongue flicked out as if she couldn’t wait to taste his dark skin. Her eyes opened and she seemed suddenly fully alert at the first taste of him.
 

Sam eased his cock into her mouth with his hand. “That’s it. Give it a good licking. Make it nice and hard.”
 

I can not explain the particular intersection of the sacred and the profane I was at in that moment. I had just watched my wife’s mouth invaded by Sam’s big, black dick and yet all I could feel was an elation and arousal that was unrivalled by any up to that point in my life.
 

As I watched Faith’s dainty hands come up and wrap slender fingers around his growing spear all of the self-doubt and guilt and shame that had been plaguing me, disappeared.
 

I was at one with the universe, or so it felt.
 

Sam put a hand against Faith’s cheek.
 

She looked up and into his eyes.
 

He looked over at me. “Filthy little thing, isn’t she?” he asked with a smile.
 

Normal William, the William I usually was, would have defended his wife’s honor. The William I had become? He answered with one whispered word. “Yes.”
 

His cock grew in her mouth until it was turgid and stretched her lips around its thick neck.
 

Faith didn’t balk at his girth even when he pressed deeper into her throat and made her gag on it. She stared almost lovingly into his eyes as he poked the back of her neck.
 

Sam pulled his cock out to let her breathe.
 

After a few quick gasps Faith had her mouth stretched open and her tongue flapping just outside it, looking like she was begging to have it inside her again.
 

Sam teased her with it, nearly giving it to her before pulling it away and chuckling. He picked it up, cocked it, then sent it flying down to land on Faith’s forehead with a fat, wet slap. “Now that’s worship,” he said, smiling at me.
 

I shuddered at the way the profanity engorged my own cock.
 

“Alright,” Sam said feeding his cock back into Faith’s mouth.
 

This time she sucked it in with loud slurps and gurgled for him when he came to her throat.
 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.
 

“Let’s get a little something inside you before dinner,” Sam grunted. He began stroking himself into her mouth.
 






Chapter 13

 


My Faith astounded me. As Sam got more excited he also became more dominant and demanding. Once he had stroked himself to a good froth, he put one hand on top of Faith’s head and the other beneath her chin.
 

I balked but continued to stare as he used her mouth the way you would her pussy or ass. He simply treated it as another hole to be fucked.
 

And for her part, Faith did nothing to rebuke his invasive advance. She obediently kept her jaw slack as he continued to thrust himself into her filthy maw.
 

Finally, after some minutes of this, Sam twisted slightly to one side and a grimace stretched across his face.
 

The muscles of his cock flexed, his flesh rippling as he expelled his seed down Faith’s throat. He finished with a grunt and a sigh and pulled himself out of her mouth, his cock still stiff.
 

“Oh my,” he said, stuffing his flagging muscle back into his pants. “I do hope you’ve enjoyed that mouth?” he asked.
 

I looked at Faith. She was still contending with the last gulps of his fluid, swallowing them down, still on her knees. “I have,” I whispered. “But not like that.”
 

This made Sam chuckle and Faith turn to me and giggled.
 

I blushed in embarrassment at saying such a lewd thing, at seeing such a lewd thing, at condoning this whoring of my wife. At encouraging it.
 

Sam suggested we eat dinner.
 

Faith rose and as she did cleaned off the last remnants of his ejaculate from the corners of her lips. She slid her finger into her mouth and sucked it off, as if she had never tasted anything more delicious.
 

Sam walked through to the dining room but I waited for Faith. She walked up to me smiling.
 

“Did you like that?” she whispered. “Did you like what I did for you?”
 

I stared at her with wide eyes, looking mostly at her mouth, almost unable to believe what she’d just let him do to it. What I’d let him do.
 

And yet it didn’t feel bad. It was a strange feeling, knowing that until just a few moments ago she had always been mine and completely mine and no one else’s and that now a part of her would always belong to him, even if it was just a memory in his mind of fucking her face.
 

Faith got tired of waiting for an answer and pressed her palm against my hardened cock to get it. Her smile widened. “Good,” she whispered. “I thought you would.”
 

Then we both walked into the dining room to join Sam though I felt more like I floated there the way you do in a dream.
 

Dinner was a delicious roast that was perfectly seared and pink on the inside. Fresh greens and baby potatoes accompanied the meat with more red wine than Faith and I had consumed in the last year between the two of us.
 

By the time we had finished, we were both quite drunk.
 

“Would you like to see the upstairs?” Sam asked taking the last sip of his red wine.
 

In the dim glow of the candles and my alcoholic haze he seemed so friendly and welcoming.
 

I nodded. I had spent most of dinner fantasizing about what it would be like to see him take Faith for himself and in my state of inebriation, having lost my inhibitions, was eager to see it firsthand.
 

He seemed like he would be a dominant and demanding lover from his earlier exploit and there was something about seeing Faith used in that way that excited me even more.
 

We followed him upstairs which was as tastefully and elegantly decorated as the downstairs had been. The last room on the tour was the master bedroom, his bedroom and I quickly scurried into a corner to let the two of them get more intimately acquainted.
 

“Well, I hope you enjoyed the meal as much as I enjoyed your company!” Sam said.
 

My heart sank a little. His tone was that of a host trying to wrap up the night.
 

He looked at his watch, confirming my fear. “I do apologize for this but I have a very early morning tomorrow. One of my business associates from New York is flying in and I promised I’d pick him up at the airport which is a few hours away from Scramonston. Would you mind if we did adjourned for the evening? I promise I will make it up to you!” He looked at both of us and smiled.
 

Faith seemed as disappointed by this as I was. She of course shook her head and whispered a polite “no, of course not,” but I could tell that her heart was low.
 

We both politely said our goodbyes, as absurd as that was considering what had transpired between them, and left, opting to walk home instead of take the care due to all the alcohol we’d consumed.
 

Faith seemed sullen and almost inconsolable as we walked home in silence.
 

I, on the other hand, was an aching tangle of tickling knots. My nuts were churning with fresh semen that my cock was ready to burst forth.
 

As soon as we got in the door I put my advances upon Faith. I kissed her neck and ran my hands all along her curves the same way that Sam had. “My love, I need you right now,” I whispered with great urgency.
 

Faith gave me a shy and somewhat polite smile before walking up the stairs. It was not exactly the same passionate response she’d had the night he’d touched her leg or kissed her and I couldn’t help but wonder why. “Is everything alright?” I asked upon reaching the bedroom.
 

Faith was already undressing. She removed the red dress and her underwear, revealing her beautiful plush body with as much ceremony as if she were eating some dry toast. “Huh? Oh, I’m fine,” she said, laying herself down and spreading her legs.
 

Her pussy was certainly wet enough. A dribble of the clear liquid oozed out of her vagina and drooled down the crack of her ass.
 

In my state of arousal I was willing to look past what seemed like her disinterest. I quickly undressed, groaning as I unholstered my member. I didn’t bother removing my socks and instead sank between Faith’s legs.
 

For a brief moment I studied her expression, wondering what could possibly be wrong. Her pussy was slick and hot and yet she seemed…almost bored.
 

But the promise of being enveloped by her hot walls overcame my wondering at what might be wrong. I eased forward and slid into her tight slit, revelling in its warmth and wetness.
 

Of course I was so worked up by the evenings events that all it took was a few swift strokes. I grunted as my orgasm swept through me and I filled Faith up. There was so much of it that once her pussy was too full it began to seep back out and down onto my balls.
 

It was a short, sharp climax and I collapsed next to her on the bed panting and exhausted.
 

Faith got up.
 

“Wait, Faith!” I said, sitting up on the bed and trying to grab her hand. “You didn’t…would you like me to…you know. Use my mouth?”
 

Again that polite, tight smile. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s alright.” She disappeared into the bathroom. When she came out I had crawled under the sheets but fought of sleep. We needed to talk.
 

“You seem disappointed,” I said to her after she’d crawled in beside me.
 

“I’m fine,” Faith replied quietly, rolling onto her other side so her back was towards me.
 

I knew it was a lie. Faith was such a good-natured person she rarely got in a funk. She was usually the one dragging me out of a bad mood not the other way around.
 

I put my hand on her shoulder and gave her a squeeze. “Honey, I want to make things right. Please? Tell me what’s wrong?”
 

It took a moment. She sighed. I could tell she was struggling with whatever was going on inside her but she did finally turn around. Her eyes were round and sad.
 

“Come on, Faith. You can tell me.”
 

Faith’s eyes searched the room for what to say. “I guess…I guess I’m disappointed that I couldn’t do more for you.”
 

“What?” I croaked. “More for me?”
 

“Oh William, I know how much it meant to you to see him take me. I know how much you wanted to see him inside of me. I was so excited that I’d get to do that for you, that I’d get to show you what a naughty wife I was and then Sam went and did that. Sent us home the way he did.”
 

She seemed so genuinely saddened by the turn of events. It made my blood boil. Though I don’t normally get angry with people or carry a grudge, I started feeling resentful towards Sam.
 

Not that he’d promised us anything. I just hated seeing Faith this disappointed.
 

“Faith,” I began. I leaned close and kissed her cheek. “I’m going to pay Sam a visit tomorrow. As soon as he comes back from the airport I’ll ask for a meeting and have words with him.”
 

“Wait, what? Why?”
 

“I don’t like seeing you this upset and I don’t think it’s fair of him to treat us the way he did.”
 

It was only partially a lie. Guilt twisted my insides again. Of course I didn’t want to see Faith upset. There was, however, a more insidious motivation for why I was going to do it.
 

I had been almost as disappointed as she that he didn’t consummate their unholy union. I had been on pins and needles waiting for it and the let-down was immense. If I could speak with Sam and convince him that he owed it to us that would make Faith thrilled and me a hero in her eyes. I resolved to do just that.
 

“Oh Will,” Faith said shaking her head. “I don’t know if you should…”
 

“No, I think I should, Faith. I don’t want to see you this disappointed and I believe that Sam was out of line treating us like that.”
 

Faith looked up with hope in her eyes and batted her eyelashes at me the same way she had at Sam earlier that night. “Really, Will? You’d do that for me?”
 

My heart melted. I kissed her forehead and whispered “I’d do anything for you, my love.”
 

She curled into me and I heard her smile. We fell asleep wrapped up together just like that.
 

The next morning I left a message with his secretary asking him to please call me when he returned from the airport. He did and I immediately asked to meet with him to which he agreed. I drove over to his office with my heart in my throat. I wasn’t usually one for confrontation and so I was admittedly nervous about the meeting but I was spurred on by the way Faith had reacted to my resolve the night before.
 

Once I entered Sam’s office my hands were sweating and shaking quite a bit. I steadied my nerves as I approached the receptionists desk.
 

A somewhat sullen looking young man sat behind the desk with a headset over one ear tapping on a keyboard. When he looked up he seemed surprised to see me standing there. “Hello. You are?”
 

“Reverend William Caldwell. We spoke earlier? I’m here to see Sam.”
 

A look of astonishment peppered with, dare I say terror struck his eyes. “You’re the new preacher at the chapel?” he asked, sounding very flustered.
 

“Why yes. Yes I am.”
 

The young man swallowed and looked over his shoulder, as if her was nervous that there might be someone listening to our conversation. It was very strange behaviour for an office employee. He leaned forward and when he spoke his voice was hushed. “Reverend,” he began.
 

“Yes? Did I get the time wrong?” I wondered. I had been sure that he’d said eleven o’clock over the phone.
 

“No. No, no, it’s not that.” He seemed quite agitated and I had to wonder what was upsetting him so.
 

“Son? Is everything alright?”
 

“Rev!” Sam’s booming voice interrupted our conversation.
 

I looked up to see him walking out of the door behind the receptionists desk. Presumably it led to his office. I glanced at the young man to see him suddenly cowed. It seemed a little odd but Sam was approaching me with his hand outstretched so I put the matter out of my mind.
 

“Sam,” I said, gripping his hand and giving it a firm shake.
 

“Please, Reverend. Step into my office and we can talk.” Sam seemed very amiable for having woken up early and driven to the airport. We walked into his office and he shut the door.
 

The office was as tastefully decorated as his house. A small laptop sat on his desk but besides that nothing else. No jumble of papers, no mess. Sam seemed like a very meticulous person.
 

He beckoned towards a chair in front of his desk, motioning me to take a seat. He sat down in the large office chair behind the desk and laced his fingers together. “What can I do for you today, Reverend?” he asked.
 

I cleared my throat a number of times as I collected my thoughts. It wasn’t the sort of conversation I had ever had before and despite my rehearsals on the way over I struggled to come up with the right way to begin. Finally, direct as I normally am, I just blurted it out. “It’s about last night.”
 

Sam nodded solemnly and rocked back and forth in his chair. “I suspected as much. Is everything alright?”
 

I cleared my throat again and stalled by casting another look around the room. “Everything is fine though…well, to put it simply, Faith was somewhat disappointed.”
 

Sam raised an eye. “Oh?”
 

“Well, yes. You see…to be honest it’s not easy for me to say this…what it is, is that…”
 

Sam breathed in slowly. “Perhaps you’re trying to say that Faith had hoped for a more…intimate experience?”
 

My insides warmed at the way he’d spared me having to say the words myself. “That’s exactly what I meant to say,” I explained.
 

Sam nodded again. He pursed his lips as if pondering the idea. “And that’s something that you’d like as well?”
 

Once again the reality of what I was doing, what I was talking about, sending my wife into the arms of another man, slammed into me like a freight train. My mind started reeling. What must Sam think of me, a man of the cloth, asking him to defile my wife?
 

Sam leaned forward and put his arms on the desk, staring across it at me. “You’re conflicted by this, aren’t you Reverend?”
 

It was quite a disarming thing to say. So honest yet almost…tender in tone. “I…yes. I am.”
 

Sam nodded sagely. “Understandable. Especially given your calling, that you might feel uncomfortable exploring an alternative lifestyle like this.”
 

Alternative lifestyle? That wasn’t right. That wasn’t what this was about at all. Was it? “I…I don’t think you understand…”
 

Sam held up a hand. “Relax, Reverend. I think you’ll find, as I’ve said, that we here in Scramonston are an accommodating lot. We don’t judge or shun those of us that are different. We are accepting of all. But what you are asking for, what you are asking me to do, is a little bit more complicated than what happened last night.”
 

“Complicated?” I asked with a frown. “How?”
 

Sam nodded and collected his thoughts before going on. “The other men of the church and I, we have something of an agreement.”
 

“Alright.”
 

“You see we are all very close here in the parish and in Scramonston. It’s a small place and everyone knows each other well. We like to take care and let in only those that will share in our openness and acceptance of all traditions.”
 

This was all sounding very strange but Sam’s calm demeanour and deep voice had put me at ease. “And what do you mean by that, Sam?”
 

“In order for you and Faith to enjoy the benefits of our…arrangement, you would be asked to participate in a small ceremony. Nothing elaborate, mind you. Sort of an initiation rite.”
 

Now that sounded very strange. “Now Sam, I have said my vows and affirmed my faith and I don’t know if it would be appropriate to…”
 

“No, no, no,” Sam said, waving my concerns away. “It’s nothing that would replace your faith, Reverend. In fact I hope it would not do anything to compromise your position at the parish. We are so enjoying your sermons.”
 

I revelled in the warm burst of pride his compliment brought.
 

“It is more along the lines of a club. A society where we enjoy each other’s company. On Wednesday nights.”
 

I was hesitant, I will admit. But the demons that had dug their claws into the softest part of my mind tightened their grip, discarding my doubts. “What, exactly, would be required of us?” I asked.
 

Sam smiled. “I believe that would be best explained by you and your lovely wife simply attending one of the ceremonies. Why, there’s one happening this Wednesday, in fact. Would you like to join us?”
 

I pondered the offer. “I would have to speak with Faith about it but I don’t see why not.”
 

Sam’s smile widened. “Good. Very good. In that case, unless I hear otherwise, why don’t you and Faith meet me at the church at around seven tomorrow night?”
 

I nodded. A nagging doubt poked at me. “The church?”
 

“Oh yes! It’s the room downstairs that you found locked. That’s where we meet. For our activities.”
 

I nodded, still wrestling with a kernel of doubt. “Very well. I’ll speak with Faith but I’m sure that we’ll see you tomorrow.”
 

Sam stood up, walked around the desk and opened the door.
 

As I walked outside I saw the young man at the desk looking at me with the same worried expression he’d had when I’d walked in. Turning one last time to say goodbye to Sam, I found him glaring at the young man. It was all very strange. “Tomorrow night, then.”
 

“Yes. Tomorrow night,” Sam replied.
 






Chapter 14

 


“Are you sure this will be acceptable? He didn’t say anything about what the others were going to wear?”
 

I eyed Faith. She had put on a loose, white blouse and a loose, white skirt. Her toes were still painted red though she wore sandals this time and not heels. Her hair was tied back in a pony tail and she was looking much more casual than she had on Monday night.
 

“I think…I think that will be just fine. No. Sam didn’t say anything. But I think it’s simply a social club.”
 

Faith seemed skeptical. “Who else will be there?” she asked, walking around the table and collecting her things into her purse. Wallet, sunglasses, lipstick.
 

“He didn’t say. Some of the other men from the church. I suppose some of the women, too. Some sort of initiation ceremony.”
 

“You didn’t say anything about that,” Faith remarked. The information had seemed to pique her interest. “Initiation? Like a secret club?” Her eyes brightened and a smile stretched her mouth.
 

“I’m sure it’s as ordinary as can be,” I replied.
 

“Alright. But why?”
 

“Why? Why what?”
 

“Why and initiation ceremony?” Faith probed.
 

I’d avoided the question the day before when I returned and had managed to avoid it all of that day, too though she had been hounding me about my conversation with Sam ever since I returned. I could barely look her in the eye. “I…I spoke with him yesterday.”
 

“Yes I know you did! And you won’t tell me what about!” She said it playfully but there was a tension in her voice because she was dying to know.
 

“I…oh, Faith,” I sighed.
 

“What is it William?” she asked, stepping closer and taking my hand in hers.
 

“I asked him, Faith.”
 

“Asked him what?”
 

“I asked him to…to defile you. Fully. Well, he said it first.”
 

“He did?” She was a little more breathless now. More excited.
 

“He did. He seemed to know you were expecting a more…intimate, he called it, experience.”
 

Faith squeezed my hand, though I don’t think she did it willingly. “And what did you say?”
 

I hung my head. “I said yes.”
 

Faith took a deep breath. It seemed like she could barely contain her excitement. “But William, what does any of that have to do with this ceremony?”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know. He said that they were all very accepting here in Scramonston. Of any lifestyle.” I looked up into her eyes. “That’s not what we’re doing, though, is it Faith? This is not a lifestyle? We’re just…we’re just trying things out, right?”
 

Faith smiled her beautiful, warm, comforting smile and touched a hand to my cheek. “Of course, William. I just want to do what will make you happy.”
 

What a faithful and reassuring woman I’d married. I said a quick prayer of thanks. “Very well. Then let’s get going. We don’t want to be late.”
 

Faith, suddenly much giddier, skipped down the hall and out the door. She was waiting in the car by the time I got outside.
 

The air had already begun to cool as the sun had set a half-hour ago or so. We made the quick drive to the church in silence save for Faith humming every now and again. When we arrived the parking lot was filled with cars. The lights were all off upstairs but there was light coming from one of the small windows that led to the basement.
 

Faith and I got out of the car, walked across the dusty parking lot and up the church steps. Once inside, we made our way to the stairs. Just as we were about to walk downstairs, Sam came up. He greeted us with a wide smile.
 

“There you are! We were wondering if you were going to make it!” he said.
 

Faith immediately became more excited. She let go of my arm and moved closer to Sam, as a moth might get drawn to a flame. She smiled up into his dark eyes.
 

Of course it hardened me to see her this way. I tried my best to ignore the feeling. That wasn’t what we were there for, after all. But I could not chase the images of their depravity out of my head. In my imagination, Faith sank to her knees as Sam presented her with his massive column of flesh and she sucked it into her mouth.
 

To my great surprise one of the other wives, a woman whose name I could not remember, emerged from behind Sam, having quietly climbed the stairs.
 

I had begun to notice that most of the women in the parish shared a certain set of features. They were all blonde, for the most part, had lovely sparkling eyes and voluptuous curves. I did feel some guilt at paying attention to women other than my wife but the resemblances were uncanny and difficult to ignore.
 

“Reverend, this is Lucy Smith. You’ve greeted her after service, I’m sure,” Sam explained.
 

Lucy extended a hand and smiled widely at me.
 

I shook it and she turned her attention to Faith.
 

Sam turned to Faith as well to speak but not before giving her a once over with his eyes and smiling. “Faith, why don’t you go downstairs with Lucy. Some of the other wives are down there and you can all have a nice chat before we begin. The Reverend and I have a few things we need to talk about.”
 

Faith nodded obediently and took Lucy’s outstretched hand. I could tell she was a little disappointed at having to stray further from Sam but she seemed interested to meet the other wives. Together with Lucy they descended the stairs.
 

Sam took me by the arm and we followed the two of them down.
 

Lucy and Faith disappeared into one of the small rooms off the main corridor. Sam walked me into the bowels of the building and opened a door with a small key, the sort that one would expect to open a very old door.
 

As soon as we stepped inside I got an odd feeling about the place. The walls were heavily padded and there was a single chair in the center of the room but nothing in front of it. It was only once my eyes had adjusted to the darkness that I realized there was a curtain there covering a pane of glass.
 

“Sam?” I asked, looking sideways at him, “What is this place?”
 

Sam shot me a quick smile before closing the door and making sure it was locked. He led me over to the chair and I will say made me sit down because there could not be any doubt that that is what he required of me.
 

It was all a little confusing and unsettling but I was sure that Sam would explain in good time.
 

Sam walked around in front of me, standing between me and the curtain and folded his hands across his broad chest. “Reverend,” he began. “As I mentioned in my office, we are all inclusive folks here at Scramonston. We believe that everyone expresses their love of life differently and that none should be judged.”
 

I wiggled in my seat. He was really boring into me with his eyes and I found his gaze nearly to much to bear. “I recall that you mentioned that.”
 

“Good. What you are about to see, Reverend, is just another iteration, another manifestation of the way we can love each other and share our love for God. But I warn you, Reverend, you must have an open mind.”
 

The unsettled feeling crept into my mind. His words were kind and generous but the way in which he spoke them was quite…insistent. “I try to have an open mind in everything I do, Sam,” I explained.
 

Sam nodded. “Good. That’s very good. Then allow me to present you with our little arrangement.” Sam turned and swept away the curtain covering the pane of glass. The room was bathed in yellow light.
 

I gasped and clutched the arms of my chair.
 

In front of me, on full display, was one of the women I recognized from the congregation. She was lying on her back, on a bench that kept her at forty-five degrees. Her ankles and wrists had been spread and cuffed to the frame of the bench so that her breasts and pussy were completely exposed.
 

As with most of the other women, she was blonde with full breasts and a shapely body. Her pussy had been shaved to reveal a perfect cleft of flesh. A ripe peach ready to be plucked.
 

Of course I immediately averted my eyes. “Sam! What in the name of…”
 

Sam’s heavy hand descended on my shoulder stopping me in mid-sentence. Somehow the weigh of it implied that I should be silent. “Now Reverend, please remember that you agreed you would have an open mind.”
 

I tried to swallow away the dryness that had gripped my throat and mouth. Out of the corner of my eye I glanced back at the scene before me.
 

The woman seemed unperturbed by her predicament. Quite the opposite, she seemed quite excited.
 

“What is the meaning of this?” I snapped, turning to Sam.
 

“That is Gloria,” Sam explained. “You might not recognize her because she hasn’t attended our church yet.”
 

I shook my head, unable to believe what I was witnessing. “Then why is she here? What on earth is going on?!?” I was starting to grow panicked. I wondered where Faith was and if she could see the same thing I could.
 

Sam kneaded my shoulder with his strong paw and strangely, it calmed me down.
 

“Gloria…has only recently been accepted into our circle,” Sam explained.
 

For a moment my heart sank and my breathing stopped. I stared at the woman that lay spread eagle before me and couldn’t control my eyes from drinking in the sight of her forbidden flesh. “You mean…”
 

“This is our little ceremony that I spoke to you about, Reverend,” Sam said, his voice soothing and calm.
 

Confusion rolled into anger which rolled into lust inside me but I stayed sitting on the chair, riveted by what I was seeing. “What’s going to happen to her?” I asked. I turned and looked up at Sam.
 

He looked down at me and smiled. “That’s why you’re here, Reverend. So you can watch.”
 






Chapter 15

 


I shook my head but turned to stare at the blonde woman again. A door opened behind her. A man stepped into the room, his head bowed. He was completely naked. I turned my head to look at Sam, desperate for an explanation.
 

He stared through the glass and a smile began to form on his lips.
 

I couldn’t resist. I had to know. “Who is that? Who is that man?”
 

Sam didn’t take his eyes off the scene ahead. “That is Gloria’s husband.”
 

My eyes went wide as I watched him approach her from behind and take her hands in his. “What’s he doing?” I whispered.
 

“He’s getting ready.”
 

“Getting ready? Ready for what?!?” My voice was tight. My throat had a bulge in it and my insides were tossing and twisting like they never had before.
 

Sam smiled a little wider. “He’s getting ready to give her away.”
 

Suddenly the man stepped around from behind the scaffolding and came to stand next to his wife. She turned to look at him as he stared into her eyes, his expression pained.
 

Gloria smiled and shook her head. I saw her mouth the words “It’s alright.” I believe that if she could have lifted her hand she would have comforted him with a touch on his cheek. She spoke again but the pane of glass must have been too thick to allow any sound to pass. “It’s going to be okay.”
 

The man was breathing heavily. His shoulders slumped. His head hung low. He trudged back into position and took his wife’s hands again. The despair in his eyes shook me out of my stupor.
 

“What is this?!?” I hissed. “This is an abomination!”
 

Sam scowled. He looked at me with a very disapproving stare. “Now, Reverend. I thought you were going to keep an open mind,” he said.
 

I looked back at the man and his wife and the strange ritual that was unfolding before my eyes. “I am the first to keep an open mind but…just look at him! He’s miserable!”
 

Sam shook his head. “Are you telling me that you don’t feel any conflicting emotions about sharing your Faith?”
 

The question caught me off guard and threw me off balance.
 

Sharing my Faith.
 

Somehow, Sam seemed to have the precise words for what I longed to do. I shivered at how intimately he understood my desire and how he could enunciate it like even I could not. A long silence filled the room. “How do you know this about me?” I whispered.
 

Sam smiled. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Reverend, does he not? You have a way about you. There is a type.”
 

A type? A type of what?
 

“You see, Gloria’s husband Jude and I struck a bargain.”
 

“A bar…a bargain?” I stammered, unable to take my eyes off the lurid scene in front of me.
 

“Yes. He’s just like you. He wanted to see his wife with another man. Another big, black man. So I granted him his wish. In exchange he agreed that she could be a part of our little ceremony.”
 

I shuddered at the thought but it occurred to me that this was most likely the reason I had been brought here. A wave of shame passed through me at how my cock hardened.
 

“There is one other condition that Jude had to agree to,” Sam explained.
 

I turned to look at him again.
 

His smile had turned sinister, the corners of his mouth poking up. “He agreed that Gloria would be bare.”
 

A shudder raced down my back as I turned to look at Gloria and Jude standing behind her.
 

Dark shapes emerged from the shadow covered in black cloaks, their heads turned down. One by one they removed their hoods revealing men I recognized from my own congregation.
 

Sam reached over to the wall and flicked a switch. A speaker turned on inside the room allowing the sounds from the other side of the glass in so we could hear.
 

The men had all begun to hum.
 

“Now what?” I whispered, breathless, desperate for an explanation of what I was witnessing.
 

Sam closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Now, Reverend, you will witness one of our oldest rituals. Did you know that the parish here in Scramonston dates back to the early seventeen hundreds? It has quite a storied history.”
 

“I did not know that,” I conceded.
 

“There have been times of up and down but our mission has always been one of love. There is too much division in this world, too much distrust and doubt. What if we lived in a world where there was no black or white but something in between? What if we all joined and erased those lines that divide? Brought humanity together as one?”
 

As the humming on the other side stopped, the pieces began to fall into place in my mind.
 

The black men with their white women all around Scramonston.
 

The mocha-colored children that I saw running around the restaurant.
 

The strange ceremony in front of me.
 

Terror gripped me as I turned slowly to look into Sam’s eyes. I glanced back at Jude and Gloria. He was almost certainly about to watch his wife inseminated by the circle.
 

Sam remained calm. “Coitus sanctus, William. We are here on a mission. To unify. To heal the rift between our races through this sacred act.”
 

I turned slowly back to the glass. In the order they’d removed their black hoods, the men began to shrug off their robes one by one.
 

One by one their hard cocks were revealed, each one a rigid staff of flesh. The men took themselves in hand and began to stroke their dicks.
 

In the center of the circle, Gloria began to wiggle and writhe. Her pussy was already leaking clear juice as her body prepared to be invaded.
 

“The seeding circle,” Sam whispered. “Isn’t it beautiful?”
 

I glanced up at her husband standing behind her and the expression on his face sent a shock wave racing through me. The doubt and distress that had clouded it before. He looked almost as elated as Gloria did.
 

He stared at their hard members and I had no doubt that he, himself was becoming stiff. I saw him squeeze her hands.
 

Gloria stared down her body as the first man took his place between her legs.
 

I could not believe that such a thing was happening inside of my church.
 

Her first lover stepped forward and plowed his seeding muscle into her, splitting her pretty peach of a pussy.
 

Gloria bucked against her restraints. Her mouth fell open and a long, low moan came from her mouth as her pussy was stretched.
 

As the man between her legs began to thrust the whole bench and scaffolding began to rattle and shake. His emission came quickly and with a rough grunt as he slammed his cock fully into her sheath to deliver his potent load.
 

One by one the men took turns stepping between her legs and pressing their hard cocks into her now overflowing cunt.
 

I confess that I could not tear my eyes away from the scene. But as it went on, as each one of them took her, the seed of a thought sprouted inside my mind and grew into a flower.
 

This was what Sam was asking me to do. This was the ceremony he expected me to partake in. To bring Faith to this…this seeding circle and offer her to them. Bare.
 

I will confess also that the idea of it made me so hard.
 

But I could not. Could I? Would I really subject my angel to their rough advances? Would I lay her bare and open her flower and let them fill it, risking her unprotected womb to fulfill my sordid fantasy? Surely even in my depravity I would not bend to doing such a thing, to sharing my wife with so many men?
 

Would I?
 

By the time it was done, I was a shaking, sweating, panting mess. My cock was hard and I had gripped the arms of the chair so tightly that my knuckles had turned white.
 

Sam reached out, turned off the speaker and closed the curtain.
 

And just before he did I laid eyes on Gloria’s deflowered pussy drooling hot white seed onto the bench and floor.
 

Sam turned to me in the darkness and smiled. “So you see, William, that is what our little ceremony is about.”
 

I could not utter a single word except her name. “Faith.” Then more words came. “Where is Faith? Where is she?”
 

Sam’s smile tightened, as if he had expected me to say something different. As if he had been ready for my agreement. Perhaps he had seen my member straining between my legs. Perhaps he thought it was a done deal.
 

“You will see her shortly. But, William, it’s important that I have your blessing. I know you want to watch me with your wife. You must agree to our little bargain, then.”
 

“Bargain?” I asked. I felt frozen in place.
 

“Will you bring her to the seeding circle when it’s time, William?”
 

My mind was reeling. I had no idea what to say. Did I want to see my Faith defiled by Sam’s thick cock? Of course I did. But could I give her to these men in exchange, the same way Gloria had been given? “I…I don’t know.”
 

The smile left his mouth and Sam let out a disapproving sigh. “I thought you’d keep an open mind. No matter. Go home. Go home with your wife. You can decide tomorrow. Or the next day.” He walked behind me and I heard the door open. The room flooded with sounds from the corridor outside.
 

Women’s voices giggling and laughing. Among them, Faith.
 

I stood up quickly, shuffled into the hall, found her standing there and grabbed her arm.
 

“William?” she asked, surprised by my insistent grip. “Is something wrong?”
 

“Nothing,” I said, my voice curt. “Let’s go home.”
 

Despite my gruff manner, Faith turned and waved at the women behind us and laughed again. They laughed back and shouted goodbyes.
 

We were home in under ten minutes and through the door.
 

Faith turned and set her hands on her hips. “William! What has gotten into you this time?”
 

“Pack your bags. We’re leaving Scramonston tonight.”
 






Chapter 16

 


Faith’s powers of persuasion proved greater than I had expected. Instead of panicking or crying or throwing her hands in the air, she cooed and soothed and coaxed me down from my trepidated state and managed to convince me to sleep on my decision.
 

She led me up the stairs by my hand, smiling and saying everything was going to be alright.
 

How little she knew.
 

She undressed me, opening my shirt one button at a time before slipping it off my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor in a soft heap. Then she ran her hand across my chest.
 

I could tell she was aroused. She had that look in her eye, that controlled, calculating, wicked look and I wondered what had brought it on. Surely she, too, hadn’t seen what I had?
 

By the time she’d removed my pants and underwear I was stiff again. I wanted to stop her, wanted to tell her that we needed to talk but what would I say? Would I really describe what I had seen to my lovely wife?
 

When she slipped off her own blouse and bra and skirt and underwear, the beauty of her body and her gentle touch seduced me into lying down on the bed with her.
 

She lay me down on my back and her hand slid between my legs. Her fingers wrapped around my cock. “What’s gotten you so worked up, William?” she whispered.
 

Her breath was so deliciously moist and hot against my cheek. She gave my cock a long tug.
 

I looked into her eyes and couldn’t look away. “Faith…I…”
 

“Yes?” she batted her lashes at me playfully.
 

“We can’t stay here.”
 

She pursed her lips in a pout. “Why not?”
 

“We…it’s just…I’ve seen things. Terrible things…” I whispered.
 

Faith’s mouth cracked into a smile. “Terrible like your wife’s mouth full of a thick, black cock?”
 

I stiffened in her hand.
 

Faith squeezed her fist around me even harder and ran it slowly up and down my shaft. “I have a confession to make, William.”
 

I sucked in a breath at how good she was making me feel between my legs. “What?”
 

She lowered her eyes but continued to stroke. “I haven’t been entirely truthful with you.”
 

“You haven’t?”
 

Faith shook her head, contrite. She turned her eyes to look at me again. “You remember when I told you that all of the things I did, all of those filthy things were for you, William?”
 

I nodded. Another pulse of pleasure raced up from between my legs and drenched my brain as Faith continued stroke after long stroke.
 

“Well, I wasn’t being entirely truthful then.”
 

A powerful rush of jealousy burst through me but served only to heighten my lust. “You weren’t?”
 

“No, William.”
 

Stroke.
 

Stroke.
 

Stroke.
 

“I have to tell you, William, that I have been taking some pleasure in our little game as well.”
 

Another hot burst of jealousy shot through me. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My Faith, my precious little angel was actually admitting that she enjoyed all of the lewd and sinful things I’d made her do? Could it be true? “You have been?” I seethed through clenched teeth, so close to my climax I was nearly ready to burst.
 

“Oh I have been, William. So much.”
 

Cum frothed inside me and began to pull out of my testicles and swell into my shaft.
 

“I want you to let Sam use me, William.”
 

Oh God. How could I resist this?
 

“I want you to give him to me and tell him he can have me and watch as he takes me in front of you.” Her stroking had quickened, urging my orgasm closer. “Will you do it?”
 

“What?”
 

Her hand slowed.
 

My release ebbed, crawling back up my spine. “Oh please don’t stop!” I begged.
 

“Oh William,” she said, tilting her head to one side and arching her brow in empathy. “I love you so. Will you give me this one thing? Please?”
 

How perfect and precious she looked.
 

Her strokes sped up and once again I neared my eruption. But still…I couldn’t. Could I? “Faith…I…perhaps we can…”
 

Her grip on me relaxed. Her expression softened into sadness. She hung her head a little lower.
 

After everything she’d done for me, how could I deny her this request?
 

My hips began to buck, my body desperate to rid itself of this ache she’d stirred inside me. If only she would just tighten her grip again and…
 

Oh, fuck it!
 

“Yes.”
 

Faith perked up. “Yes?” she asked, slightly disbelieving at what she’d heard.
 

“Yes. Please, will you…”
 

And once again I saw that wicked little smile.
 

Her hand tightened around my cock. She started pumping as if she were trying to suck water out of a dry well. She eyed me with glee and wonder and delight.
 

The signal shot down from my mind.
 

My cock erupted, splashing hot sperm all over Faith’s hand and arm.
 

She smiled as she continued to milk me through my ejaculation, seemingly taking as much joy in it as I was.
 

Bliss blurred my vision and I thought I saw a halo surround my perfect little angel as her whole body shook from pumping me so hard.
 

When I was finished, she squeezed out the last few droplets of what I had left, then lay down next to me with one hand on my chest and her head on my arm. “Oh William. I love you so much,” she whispered.
 

I sighed as darkness loomed inside me to fill the emptiness after my climax.
 

For better or worse, it seemed that our agreement had been signed.
 



***

 


The following morning Faith was all aflutter. She woke me up with her songbird hum coming from the bathroom as she brushed her teeth.
 

With the first thought to hit my mind being the memory of what I’d agreed to the night before, I sprang from the bed and darted towards the bathroom in the hopes that I could make her change her mind.
 

On my way there, the phone rang. I paused, then thought to myself that there really could be no matter that was more important than the one I needed to discuss with Faith in that moment.
 

She popped her head out of the bathroom, toothbrush still in her mouth and smiled. She was wrapped in a white towel. “Would you get that?”
 

My shoulders slumped. I turned and walked towards the phone and picked it up. “Hello?”
 

“William.” Sam’s voice was just as deep over the phone as it was in person and hearing it sent a tremor racing through me.
 

“Sam,” I replied.
 

“I hope I didn’t wake you?”
 

“No. I was…I was already up.”
 

“Good. Did you have time to think about what we talked about last night?” he asked, getting right to the point.
 

Faith walked out of the bathroom, teeth sparkling and hair brushed. She smiled and mouthed “Who is it?”
 

“William? Are you still there?” Sam asked.
 

Faith frowned at the pause in my reaction then her eyes brightened at the realization of who it might be. “William, is that Sam?” she asked aloud.
 

William spoke on the other end of the line. “It sounds as if your lovely wife is in a very good mood this morning. Could I talk to her?”
 

So I was left with not much choice but to hand Faith the phone and listen to only her side of the conversation.
 

“Hello, Sam! Yes!” There was a pause during which I assumed William was explaining the reason for his call.
 

Faith shot me a sly look.
 

My stomach sank down between my knees.
 

“Why yes! We did have a conversation about it last night.” She paused, listening intently again. “Oh I think we’re both in perfect agreement about it, yes.”
 

I felt like crawling back into bed and never coming out again as I watched Faith bite her lip as she spoke to Sam. Who knew what filthy act he'd described to her to make her smile like that?
 

“Tonight? Tonight would be perfect,” Faith said, nodding. Almost as an afterthought she turned to me to ask “Er, would that be alright?”
 

I shuddered at how she'd almost forgotten to check with me. Still, I nodded. Why? God, I wish I knew. I wish I knew why I couldn't control this urge, why I would risk Faith and our marriage like this.
 

It had it's claws in me and wouldn't let go.
 

Faith's smile widened. “Yes. Tonight will be perfect.” Sam must have said something else on the other end of the phone because she blushed and looked at the ground before whispering "Bye," and hanging up.
 

Faith dropped the phone on the carpet floor, clasped her hands in front of her chest and crossed the room letting the towel fall away as she walked.
 

My eyes widened and my pulse accelerated at the sight of her freshly showered curves. I gasped when she sank to her knees in front of me and hooked her fingers in the elastic of the underwear I'd slept in.
 

She reached in with her other hand and pulled my hardening cock out. A devilish smile flickered across her lips as she stared at my inflating cock-head. “You're going to see it tonight, William,” she whispered, then bit her lower lip.
 

That must have been what Sam told her, that he was going to fuck her tonight. I was going to watch my wife get fucked by Sam.
 

I tried to let that sink in.
 

A panic erupted in me at everything that had happened the day before and what this meant. This meant that I would have to honor the agreement that I'd made with Sam. I would have to let him…no, I would have to offer her to the breeding circle. The same way I’d seen Gloria offered the night before. “Faith, wait!” I said but it was too late.
 

As the words came out of my mouth she popped my cock into her hot face and began to slurp and suck it with wet gurgles and smacks like a filthy little whore.
 

I tried. God how I tried to pull it out, to push her off me and talk to her, to explain what I was condemning her to if we went through with this.
 

But oh God her mouth felt so good. I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I’m a weak, weak man and Faith slurping at my thickening member had me at my weakest.
 

Each time I made a renewed effort she would only pop off my cock, giggle, then run her tongue up and down my shaft until it glistened with her spit. And what a filthy and beautiful sight that was.
 

After a few rounds of this, Faith wrapped her hands around the back of my legs and put her face on my dick in earnest. Opening her mouth wide she impaled herself onto me until I felt the back of her throat touch the head of my cock.
 

Then, with a deep gurgle, she began swallowing more and more of me.
 

I watched wide-eyed as my hard muscle disappeared past her lips and into her mouth. Her throat was as tight as her pussy and the sensation of her muscles rubbing the tip of my phallus as she swallowed coaxed the nut out of my balls.
 

Suddenly, she pulled off of me and sucked in a giant lungful of air. Then she gagged. When she looked up at me, she had tears in her eyes but was smiling that wicked, whorish smile. “William,” she said, grabbing my cock and slapping it against her face. “Fuck my mouth, William. Fuck my mouth the way Sam did. I…oh fuck, I loved that so much!” The last few words were spoken through clenched teeth as she slapped herself with my dick a few more times.
 

Faith was no longer the preacher’s wife. She was the preacher’s whore. And she was about to become the parish whore soon.
 

Lust surged into my cock at that lecherous thought.
 

I took a hold of Faith’s head the way Sam head, one hand on top the other beneath her chin.
 

A look of surprise flashed across her face but was quickly replaced by excitement as she popped her mouth open, ready for my intrusion into it.
 

I drove my cock along her tongue, pushing it deeper and deeper into her throat until all of it disappeared completely into her mouth.
 

Her hot wet slobber and sticky bile seeped from between my hard flesh and her lips, dripping onto the carpet.
 

After I’d held myself there for a while, I began to thrust, the same way I would into her cunt.
 

As Faith opened her mouth wider, each time I kissed the back of her throat with my cock would result in a nasty “Guh, guh, guh,” sound.
 

The whole scene, combined with thinking of Sam doing the same thing to her and wondering what he would do to her that night made the sperm surge out of balls.
 

I yanked my cock out of her throat, wrapped a fist around it and began to pump as the climax slammed into me like a tidal wave.
 

With spit and bile streaming down one side of her mouth, Faith perched herself on her hands and knees and craned her neck so her face was directly beneath my cock. She smiled widely as the first gush of semen landed in a perfect diagonal line across her face with a fat slap.
 

Rope after rope of jizz painted her face a creamy white.
 

She popped her mouth open and let some of it splatter across her tongue. She closed her mouth and rolled it around, tasting the seed, then began to blow little bubbles of it out.
 

I’d never seen a filthier sight. I roared as my orgasm crested, shooting more cream across her face, with some landing lower on her chest.
 

As the pleasure receded and my stroking eased, Faith reached up, slapped my hand away, then gobbled up my cock sucking it like she needed to drain every last bit of cum out of it.
 

I watched her cum-splattered face, stared into those dreamy eyes as she polished my knob to a glistening sheen.
 

When she finally popped off, she licked a little of my jizz off her fingers, pulling them out of her mouth with a pop as if she were sucking a lollipop.
 

A shiver ran through me. My angel’s fall was complete. She had once been the perfect pastor’s wife. Now she was the perfect whore and all thanks to me.
 

I had to try and save her one last time. “Faith,” I whispered, still panting somewhat.
 

“What is it, William?”
 

I sank to my knees. “I have to tell you something. We have to talk.”
 

Faith smiled with one corner of her mouth. “Oh no you don’t,” she said. “You’re not going to try and get out of seeing Sam tonight, are you?” she asked.
 

My heart stopped. How did she know?
 

“They told me that you might do this.”
 

What was she talking about. “Told you? Who?”
 

“The other wives,” Faith replied.
 

“What…why on earth were you…”
Faith chuckled and pressed her fingers against my nose. “Never you mind, William. A girl’s allowed to have some secrets, isn’t she?”
 

What was going on here?!?
 

“I love you so very much, William. But tonight I’m going to let Sam have me and you’re going to watch. And it’s going to be beautiful. Don’t worry. You’ll see.” Faith put her hands on my shoulders and stood up.
 

Sticky cum dripped from her face onto the carpet. A splotch landed on my cheek. She didn’t notice, or perhaps she didn’t care. She stared down her nose at me for a few moments, then turned and walked slowly back to the bathroom and a moment later I heard the shower running.
 

It was no use. A deal was a deal.
 






Chapter 17

 


Faith had driven into the city and spent the rest of the day there while I had sat in the house fretting about what the evening would bring.
 

She arrived home with more boxes, much to my chagrin. I was too preoccupied for the money she’d spent to bother me, though I knew we would be paying for my complacency and her spendiness later. A preacher’s salary is modest and mine was even more so than usual.
 

Nonetheless, I didn’t make a fuss or tell her she had to return anything. I felt too guilty about having led us into this and too afraid of what we were both about to do.
 

When she descended the stairs in her new outfit, a slender white dress that flared at the bottom with no bra and most likely no panties underneath, I caught my breath.
 

“Faith, you look stunning.”
 

Faith smiled and nodded her head slightly to one side at the compliment, as a queen might. She donned her stilettos and stood by the door looking even more regal as she eyed me on the couch. “Will you drive your wife to her lover?” she asked.
 

My throat tightened but I stood up. Walking across the room and into the hall I ran a hand down her pale arm. I looked into her eyes, tears welling in mine.
 

“William! I was joking!” she said, slapping my arm. “Come on.” And there she was again. My Faith. The innocent schoolgirl, the preacher’s wife. She laughed. “Let’s have some fun?”
 

“Okay.”
 

Because what could I say?
 

Faith floated out towards the car and I trudged along behind her. The whole way there I drove slouched forward, gripping the steering wheel so tightly it turned my knuckles white.
 

Sam opened the door in nothing more than a pair of boxer shorts and a robe. His snake was on formidable display against the thin fabric of his underwear.
 

It made me shudder to think that soon it would be inside Faith.
 

“Faith,” he said. “Please come inside.”
 

He didn’t acknowledge me this time but left the door open as he took Faith by the hand. I shuffled in after her and closed the door quietly so as not to disturb them.
 

“You look stunning,” he said, eyeing her up and down and smiling.
 

“Why, thank-you!” Faith replied with a curtsy like a southern belle followed by a giggle.
 

Sam leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. “Now come.” Still holding her by the hand he led her up the stairs.
 

I followed shortly after, heart sinking, cock hardening and mind reeling at what was about to happen.
 

As soon as all three of us were upstairs and in the bedroom Sam wasted no time in turning around and slipping the straps of her dress off her shoulders. It slid down her body and formed a white puddle of fabric at her feet.
 

I gasped. As I had suspected, she was completely nude underneath and now stood in front of Sam in only her high heels.
 

He took a step back and raked his eyes down her body, admiring the flesh he was about to invade. “My, my, my,” he growled like a wolf about to devour a lamb.
 

Faith’s nipples had already hardened. The faint whiff of her sex soaking in anticipation of his touch wafted through the room.
 

I breathed it in. My cock saluted the scent.
 

Sam picked up her hand and led her towards the king sized bed. He helped her sit.
 

Faith held his gaze even as she reached down to undo the straps that held her heels in place.
 

Sam smiled and shook his head. “Oh no! Leave those on.” He turned to me with a devilish grin. “I’m sure the Reverend will appreciate it?”
 

Faith turned to look at me and I found myself paralyzed by their smiles and stares. She didn’t look the least bit nervous. She parted her legs slightly and wriggled up onto the bed.
 

“William?” Sam asked.
 

I looked at him, my mouth hanging open in disbelief at what was about to happen. “Yes?”
 

“Why don’t you come and prepare your wife for me?”
 

Sweet, holy mercy what lust surged through me at the suggestion. I shuffled across the room as Sam stepped back and shrugged the robe off his shoulders.
 

I turned to Faith. She looked so sweet and innocent and that crashed violently inside my mind with the whorish act she was about to partake in. She took my hands and pulled me onto my knees in front of her, then parted her legs.
 

Without a word she put her hand on my head and drew me in, towards the soft folds of her pussy that were already drenched with need.
 

I glanced up one last time to find a look of intent in her eyes as she dragged my mouth to her orifice. A woman possessed.
 

As soon as my tongue touched her flesh, as soon as I tasted the sharp tang of the liquid that seeped from inside her, I began to devour her flesh.
 

I lapped up and down her crevice, drinking the hot liquid that poured from that chalice of flesh. Faith began to squirm and wriggle on the bed but she pressed my face even harder against her sex.
 

Behind me I could hear Sam stroking himself to hardness. One glance up showed that Faith was no longer staring at me but looking at Sam, looking into his eyes with a wanton lust in her own.
 

I slurped and guzzled, sliding my tongue against her slit and sucking in her engorged nub, rolling the tip of my tongue around it until I felt the familiar shudder of her thighs against my cheeks.
 

Her hips began to buck against my mouth as her excitement grew. Her nipples were hard and pointy and I longed to reach up and pinch them or crawl up her body and suckle on them, then drive myself into her soft flesh.
 

But that was not to be. That’s not why we were there.
 

“That’ll be enough.” Sam’s order sounded so commanding it was impossible to disobey. Even if I’d wanted to, Faith pushed me back, then moved me to one side. Without waiting to be told she lay down on her back and spread her legs in the same welcoming way I had imagined she would in all my fantasies, exposing her moistened rose.
 

My eyes fell to Sam. From my vantage point on the floor his cock looked even more formidable than I had remembered. It looked to be the size of Faith’s arm and twice as thick.
 

Looking back to Faith I couldn’t understand how it would ever fit.
 

Watching Sam sink onto the bed between her legs like a practised lover made my skin crawl and my cock throb.
 

He ran his black hands along the creamy skin of her thighs, obviously enjoying how soft it felt.
 

Faith was breathing heavily, her breasts heaving, back raised, desperate to be filled by the black python hovering just above her sex.
 

Sam leaned forward, nearly touching her pussy with his cock. He poked his thumb out and brought it to her mouth. She slurped it in and stared into his eyes as she polished the tip of it.
 

He let her suck on it for a while before pulling it out and reaching down and sliding it across her pussy.
 

My eyes widened as I watched it slide lower, lower, towards the dark hole of her anus. He let it linger for a moment, twisted it to share the wetness he’d collected, then, with a rough thrust, pushed it past her sphincter and into her ass.
 

Faith gasped, then moaned and pressed her chest out, displaying it for him, showing him he owned her.
 

“All them holes. I’m going to have me all them holes,” Sam said with a smile.
 

He popped it out of her ass as quickly as he’d pushed it in, leaned forward and fed it back into her mouth.
 

You can imagine my horror, my absolute and complete disgust and revulsion at seeing him make my wife do such a filthy thing. So why did my cock become even harder and begin to ache even more?
 

Faith slurped it up, obeying her new dark master. She sucked the filth right off of it, cleaning it with her tongue.
 

When he pulled it out again it glistened in the dim light of the bedroom. Sam lowered himself between her legs. He slapped his dark muscle against the soft folds of her weeping pussy the same way he’d slapped it against her face. Owning her in a way I never had.
 

Faith shuddered again. “Please?” she begged.
 

Sam smiled above her and let his hips fall a little, so the head of his cock was perched at her entrance. He turned and looked at me. “You sure about this Rev?” he asked. “There’s no going back from this.” The warning was accompanied by a grin.
 

I looked at Faith. She seemed confused. Shame at my omission, at what I’d failed to tell her, surged through me. I hung my head unable to meet her eyes.
 

Sam must have taken that as a “yes.”
 

A split-second later I heard Faith moan. When I looked back up she was no longer looking at me. Her eyes were closed. Her chest was pushed out even farther than before.
 

And Sam’s dark seeder was snaking into her tight pussy, stretching the soft folds that, until this time, had been mine and mine alone.
 

My whole body started to hum at the sight of it. Waves of dread crashed with euphoria at seeing Faith do something so sinful, at seeing her now really, truly cross the sacred line of our marriage vows and let another man access to her most intimate spot.
 

As her pussy swallowed more and more of Sam’s manhood her legs came up and then her arms, wrapping around his neck.
 

Another shudder of mind-bending arousal and jealousy snaked through me. I could no longer resist the urge to handle myself. As I struggled to yank my cock out a thought floated through my mind.
 

Faith isn’t on anything.
 

The conversation from so long ago reared in my mind and sent a bolt of worry coursing through me. Her pussy, the pussy Sam was squeezing his cock into, was uncovered, bare and unprotected.
 

Why hadn’t we talked about this? Why hadn’t we said anything to Sam? Why hadn’t we told him to use a condom?!?
 

I was about to stand up and say something, interrupt their gentle lovemaking on the bed when another, much more powerful sensation stopped me in my tracks.
 

What would it be like to see him finish inside her knowing that his seed would make its way up her canal in search of its prize?
 

It hardened my cock even more.
 

Maybe just this once?
 

It was a terrible thought and I wished I’d never had it but it gripped me completely. Of course there was always the chance that he would pull out, that he would ejaculate somewhere other than inside her. Was that a chance I was willing to take?
 

I am ashamed to say it but as it turned out I didn’t have much choice. As I watched him split her open I was speechless and frozen to the ground. The only thing I could move were my hands and.
 

Unable to resist the ache in my cock any longer I whipped out my own cock and began to stroke. Maybe everything would take care of itself.
 

Sam went slow. Each time Faith whined or gasped he stopped, let her adjust to his girth beneath him, gave her a little more time. Sometimes he would lean forward and kiss her softly on the lips.
 

To be honest, that was almost worse than seeing his cock sink into her. If I just watched his cock he could be a doll. A headless doll, a slab of meat, an organ that I was using to live out my own twisted fantasy.
 

When I watched them kiss, watched the way Faith closed her eyes as their lips met, he became her lover and she his. They were lost in a world of their own making and I was cast out on the sidelines looking in, rubbing myself. A stranger in my own marriage.
 

Finally, Sam seemed to come to a point where Faith could take no more of him. It was impressive that he’d managed to wedge as much of his thick dick into her as he had.
 

She let her hands drift down to his chest and pressed lightly against his pecs. “Sam?” she asked.
 

“Mmm?” he asked, leaning in for another kiss.
 

I breathed through the lusty rage that lanced through me at the sight of their intimacy.
 

“I don’t think I can take any more. It’s too big.”
 

Sam smiled. “Oh, baby. They all say that. Just hold on.” He eased his hips a little further making Faith gasp.
 

“Sam, I can’t!”
 

A slight snarl twisted his lip. He grabbed her wrist and pinned it to the bed.
 

Faith’s eyes widened.
 

Sam’s ass cheeks squeezed tight and he plunged his dark staff into her cunt.
 

The soft slurp of Faith’s pussy splitting wider, opening up for him was accompanied by a terrifying yet arousing yowl.
 

I even stopped stroking myself to focus all my attention on staring as this dark monster invaded a place inside Faith I’d never been before. I had been the first one to open her up.
 

Sam had just become the first to discover that there were places inside Faith I’d never go.
 

Faith’s eyes fluttered open and she gazed at Sam, seemingly unable to believe he’d just done what he had. “Oh God,” she whimpered. “It feels so good…”
 

It sounded like she was about to cry.
 

“Yeah?” Sam asked with another smile.
 

“Oh yes, Sam, yes!”
 

Sam pulled out a little bit.
 

I gawked at the white cream Faith’s pussy had produced and the way it sluiced around his flesh as he withdrew.
 

Without warning, he rutted forward and into her again.
 

Faith screamed and dug her nails into his back.
 

Even Sam grimaced at that. “Mmm, you’re going to make such a good little toy.” He began to slurp in and suck out his cock, gaining speed like a steam engine building head.
 

Faith wriggled beneath him trying to help but the fact was she was helpless. Senseless, almost. All she could really do was moan and writhe as he hit all the right places inside her.
 

Sam rose along with his tempo, his midriff pistoning that dark cock into Faith’s tender, pink cunt.
 

Her body rose and fell but each time rose higher again as her legs swayed around his hips.
 

My cock leaked pre-seed. Sam had mounted my wife and was fucking her, really fucking her like an animal.
 

I saw her climax coming. Her eyes popped open, round with dilated pupils. A shudder raced through her body. Her toes pointed straight out, flexing her calves.
 

“There you go,” Sam growled. “Let it out.”
 

BAM.
 

Faith’s climax blasted through her. She screamed and writhed and beat her fists against his back. But in between her legs, her pussy pulled and sucked on his cock, trying to coax the white out of its black.
 

Sam took her through it. He fucked her through it so good and hot and steady and all Faith could was scream and scream some more.
 

By the time she was done I could tell that Sam had gotten quite worked up himself. He winced as she wilted beneath him and pulled himself out. Reaching down beneath his legs, he wrapped a thick fist around his cock and began to pump.
 

My climax arrived with the first eruption sperm from the head of his cock. The deliciously hot chemicals of pleasure flooded my mind as I watched the first rope shoot over her pussy and land on her stomach with a wet slap.
 

Another rope shot out.
 

Sam grunted and squeezed himself a little harder but slowed his pumping.
 

The third blast was the pinnacle of his eruption and there must have been half a cup of semen that shot out of his fat, black cock and sprayed over Faith’s pretty tummy.
 

By the time he was done I had finished too. I looked down to see the sticky mess I’d left on the carpet. I looked back up, the sight of his potent seed so close to her tunnel and mine so far away giving me one final pulse of lust.
 

Sam turned and smiled. “Don’t worry about that. Cleaning lady will get that.” Then he leaned forward and kissed Faith’s forehead. She looked like she was about to pass out.
 

That was the first time I saw my sweet Faith take another man but it wouldn’t be the last.
 






Chapter 18

 


I shook the entire way home that night.
 

Faith sat in a lazy pose next to me, her eyelids heavy as she stared out the window. I felt so disconnected from her, so far away and I hated it.
 

Neither of us said a single word the whole way home. When we pulled into the driveway, Faith turned to me and smiled.
 

I didn’t know what to say.
 

“Do you want to have me?” she whispered.
 

I nodded and barely managed to whisper “yes.”
 

She opened the door and swung her slender legs out.
 

That made me think of the way they’d looked sliding along the outside of Sam’s dark thighs. That in turn hardened my cock so that by the time we were upstairs I needed nothing more than to see Faith undress and lay down on the bed.
 

She did just that. She slipped the straps of the dress off her shoulders and it slipped off the same way it had at Sam’s place. Faith walked over to the bed and lay down on it as I fumbled with my belt and plucked at the buttons of my shirt.
 

Lying down next to her was terrifying. She felt so different, so changed. It was probably all just in my mind but I couldn’t tear it out.
 

Another man had been inside her. Another cock had been inside her sweet, soft pussy. A thick, hard thing. Would things ever be the same between us? Would she still enjoy making love to me after being taken by a cock that was twice as thick and so long?
 

I knew I could never reach the place Sam had.
 

“William?” Her soft voice shook me from my thoughts and made me realize I’d been lying next to her thinking instead of mounting her like she expected.
 

“It’s…I’m fine. It’s just…”
 

“It feels strange, doesn’t it?” she asked, scrunching her nose up and giving me a funny smile.
 

“But I want you,” I said quickly.
 

Faith nodded. “I know. I want you to have me. I want you to take me back. You just…”
 

“What is it?”
 

“You’ll have to be careful. Sam’s cock stretched me out so much. I’m a little bit sore.”
 

“Alright.” My arousal was invigorated by thinking about pushing my cock into Faith’s sore pussy and I opened her thighs and crawled between her legs. Unable to resist I glanced down at her folds. My cock lurched at the up close sight of her desecrated rose.
 

I’m not sure how long I stared at it but after a while Faith spoke up. “Do you want to look closer?” she whispered.
 

I did. I crawled down the bed. Her normally pretty folds were a flappy mess. I was shocked to see her pussy was still drooling juice. I looked up her body to see her staring down at me. “You’re still wet?”
 

Faith bit her lower lip. She looked a little shy. “I can’t stop thinking about him. I was so turned on, William. I can’t stop thinking about how good he made me feel.”
 

Her words shot a bullet of jealousy straight into my gut but my cock reacted as it always did. It hardened beneath me on the bed. “Can I kiss it?” I whispered.
 

Faith nodded.
 

I leaned forward. The musky smell of Sam’s stale cum still plastered along her stomach mingled with the tart fragrance of her soaked snatch. I pushed my tongue against her lips and lapped up some of the juice.
 

Faith winced. Not the good kind.
 

I tried licking a little more gently but even that proved to be too much.
 

Faith pushed me away and touched her palm to my cheek. “I’m sorry, William. It’s too sore.”
 

“Alright. That’s alright,” I replied, crawling up between her legs again and kissing her mouth. I pointed my cock at her opening but felt her hand press against my chest.
 

“Really, I can’t. I’m sorry. Can I…do you want to use my mouth?”
 

The question gave me a filthy thrill. What sort of a slut talks like that? Desperate for another release, I rolled off of her and began crawling up the bed.
 

“Wait,” Faith whispered. “I feel bad for being so sore. I have an idea I think you’ll like. Get up off the bed.”
 

I scrambled off the bed and stood beside it, cock in hand as Faith rearranged herself. She lay across it sideways and let her head dangle over the edge with her mouth open, facing me.
 

My cock strained as I realized what she was doing. When she flicked her tongue out, I was sure. I took one careful step towards her and lowered my cock head to her mouth.
 

Faith flicked the top of it with her tongue. Then she reached around and grabbed my buttocks to pull me closer.
 

My cock popped into her mouth, slid along her tongue and touched the back of her throat before I could react. I planted my hands on either side of her and tried to pull out. “Faith! I don’t want to hurt you!”
 

But Faith, now an obedient and submissive little slut, simply shook her head with my cock still in her mouth and gave it a few stiff licks with her tongue.
 

What a filthy position to put herself in!
 

I loved seeing her that way and I loved her for accommodating me even if she was too sore. I was about to begin fucking her mouth when she pushed me away. My cock popped out with a loud slop.
 

Faith licked the spit and precum that clung to the side of her lips. “I want you to pull out before you finish, William. I have a special surprise.”
 

Oh good God did that make my erection rage. Plunging myself back into her mouth I gave in to her instruction that I should use her the way I liked and began fucking my cock in and out.
 

I watched as her neck took the shape of the head of my cock with each rough thrust. My balls tightened almost immediately and whose wouldn’t? I knew Faith would appreciate my quick release anyways so I didn’t worry about it too much.
 

As my cock hardened and my nuts came up between my legs I put my palms on the two plush pillows that were billowing back and forth across Faith’s chest and kneaded them. This only added to my pleasure and I felt my seed rise into my shaft.
 

I held out for a time longer but finally could not take the aching tickle between my legs. With a few more thrusts I knew I was about to come.
 

I yanked my cock from out of Faith’s mouth and was about to start stroking when she pulled me even closer over her face.
 

I grabbed my dick and started to pump.
 

As the first hot pulse of semen shot through my shaft I felt my nuts get swallowed into Faith’s mouth with a noisy slurp. A hot shot of dopamine rushed straight up my spine and made me cry out.
 

At the same moment that blast of seed shot out of my cock and sailed through the air. It landed across Faith’s tummy, criss-crossing Sam’s hardened deposit.
 

Faith sucking on my nuts caused such an intense pleasure that I blasted shot after shot of cum across her belly and coasted at the peak of my orgasm for what felt like hours. When it was finally over I staggered back causing my nuts to slip out of her mouth and drag across her face. They left a deliciously disgusting trail of spit.
 

I stroked out what little I had left, then fell to my knees as Faith rolled onto her stomach on the bed, laughing. “You are…I love you,” I said, pressing my forehead against hers.
 

“I love you too,” Faith replied, still giggling.
 

“What are we doing?” I asked after some silence. I leaned back to look into her eyes.
 

Faith shrugged. “Just having some fun?” she asked.
 

I wondered if that was all it was, some harmless fun? We’d broken a bond between us and now didn’t seem worse for wear but it seemed that we should talk about it. “Faith…I wanted to say,” I began but she pressed a finger to my lips.
 

Rolling over so she was on the bed length-wise, Faith crawled under the covers, then hooked her finger at me to join her.
 

When I did, she nuzzled into the crook of my arm and sighed. “I know you want to talk about it. Can it wait until tomorrow? I’m exhausted.”
 

Though I did feel the need to talk I also understood that Faith was tired. Besides, now that we were together again in the darkness, just Faith and I, it seemed like a conversation could wait until tomorrow. We’d reconnected and everything felt right.
 

It was just Faith and I again.
 

Or so I thought.
 






Chapter 19

 


The sobering light of day brought a fresh guilt and some shame to my mind. I woke early and rolled out of bed before Faith woke up. I took a long shower thinking about what had happened the previous night.
 

I didn’t regret it, exactly. I had loved seeing her with him, after all. But I did feel like we were treading on dangerous ground. The forbidden thrill of sharing my Faith had been realized.
 

It had been good but I didn’t think it would be a good idea to do it again.
 

Faith startled me when she opened the shower curtain and stepped inside.
 

“You’re up,” I said, unable to resist raking my eyes down her curvy frame.
 

Faith smiled. “I’m up,” she echoed. “And hungry.”
 

“Oh, I’ll go fix some breakfast,” I said, then made to step out of the shower.
 

Faith put a hand on my arm. “Not hungry for breakfast yet.” Her smile took a lecherous twist as she reached down between my legs.
 

This was unexpected. Or maybe it wasn’t. Things were starting to get a little confusing for me. Everything that had happened had made me lose my bearings a little.
 

Faith had changed so much since we’d begun our exploration but I had to. I was having a hard time deciding which changes to trust and which to discard.
 

Besides, I had postponed the conversation that I knew we needed to have. I was just about to mention it when Faith’s hand closed around my sack.
 

She was smiling as she gently rolled my balls around in her hand. “Did you like that last night? When I sucked your nuts?” she asked.
 

What was I to say? Of course I had. I nodded and stared into her eyes, glancing occasionally at her stiff nipples poking through the steam billowing in the shower.
 

Faith smiled a little wider and gave my balls a squeeze, glancing down to see my cock growing.
 

The reasonable part of me tried to intervene, tried to back away and tell her that we needed to talk but it was so warm and wet in there and her hand felt so good.
 

“Did you like watching me with Sam?” she asked with wide eyes.
 

My cock bounced suddenly, stiffening as she squeezed my balls again. Pleasure rushed through me at the memory but this was not at all the way I’d thought of having the conversation. We needed to really talk about things and not just…
 

“I guess that’s a yes,” Faith said, giggling at the way my cock was bouncing like a diving board someone had just jumped from.
 

“Faith, I…”
“William it’s alright. You don’t have to worry. I understand. I don’t mind that you like it. I want to make you happy. Would you like me to make you happy again?”
 

Her hand slipped from my sack and she wrapped it around my cock and began to stroke.
 

I shook my head, not because I didn’t want her to make me happy but because I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea. I didn’t know if it would be advisable to repeat the previous nights shenanigans and I needed to tell her as much.
 

“No you don’t want me to make you happy?” Faith asked with an exaggerated pout. She tightened her grip on me and gave a few rougher strokes that made me grunt.
 

“Uh…of course I want that, but…”
Faith pressed a finger against my lips and smiled. “That’s better. Because I want to make you happy too, William,” she said, gazing into my eyes and yanking on my stiff dick. “I want to make you so happy. I want you to watch me with Sam again, William. Would you like that?”
 

The question sent a rush of pleasure through me and my cock stiffened in her hand. “I…oh God!”
 

I had been about to object. But the heat in the shower and Faith standing naked in front of me and stroking me and reminding me of her and Sam together all twisted up inside me and I started to come.
 

And Faith got that wild look in her eyes. As she jacked me off onto her belly I saw the excitement filling her.
 

I felt as if I were falling into a void from which there might not be any return. My body had betrayed me by reacting to her question but it wasn’t really the way I felt.
 

After I’d finished, Faith kept rubbing my cock until it was completely soft.
 

I had just caught my breath and was about to bring up what I needed to talk about when Faith switched spots with me under the shower and swept the curtain open. “Can you make me some breakfast?” she asked, her voice sounding so sweet.
 

“I…” I paused.
 

There was water spraying all over the bathroom. Faith had semen leaking down onto her pussy and it just didn’t feel like the right time to bring things up. I could always do it over breakfast later.
 

“Of course I will.”
 

Faith smiled, then nudged me out of the shower.
 

As I cracked eggs and toasted bread I thought of the best way to bring up my concerns. By the time Faith had come downstairs I had rehearsed what I was going to say and had breakfast waiting on the table.
 

The phone rang.
 

“I’ll get it,” Faith said.
 

“No, no. You eat. I’ll get it.”
 

Faith smiled and sat down.
 

I ran into the living room and picked up the phone. It turned out to be the bishop calling to ask how things were going. I got quite flustered, not having expected a call from him and because of what I’d just been thinking about.
 

Once I’d got my bearings though, it turned into a productive conversation though I had to do some mental gymnastics to avoid the topic that was most on my mind.
 

After hanging up I walked back into the kitchen.
 

Faith was gone. Next to the dirty plate she’d left was a note.
 

Gone shopping. Back in the afternoon.
 

This was a surprising and somewhat disconcerting turn of events. I had really wanted to speak to her about the situation and what direction we should take but now it seemed I wouldn’t see her all day.
 

A foul mood began to cloud my thoughts. I began to feel a little resentment towards Faith at being so callous, even manipulative. After all, she had said last night that she knew we needed to talk. Did she really think our conversation in the shower had sufficed?
 

Or was there some other reason she was avoiding talking to me?
 

As I tended to do when confronted with a lack of insight into another's intentions, I began coming up with all sorts of conspiracies and confabulations. It took me a good half and hour to realize what I was doing and laugh myself out of it.
 

Never assume malice what can be explained by stupidity. Isn’t that how the saying goes? Of course I wasn’t saying Faith was stupid. She was probably lost in thoughts of her own and not trying to avoid me or anything like that.
 

Sure, it was strange that she’d gone shopping again and that was another thing we’d have to talk about but for the time being I was determined to simply assume everything was fine.
 

Which worked. Until Faith got home.
 

I heard her come in as I was working in the study. Then I heard her set some boxes down on the steps. I walked out, making sure to smile, to ask how her day had gone. I balked somewhat at the number of boxes I saw.
 

“William!” Faith squealed. She clapped her hands together and ran up to me like a delighted schoolgirl and wrapped her hands around my neck. “I’ve had such a day!”
 

Looking over her shoulder I could see that. “What have you bought this time?”
 

Faith leaned back but hooked her hands behind the back of my neck and bit her lip. “I’ve been a little naughty,” she said.
 

My stomach twisted at the way she said it. This was devilish Faith. “How so?” I asked, trying to remain cool.
 

“Well,” Faith said, raising her eyebrows and swinging a little side to side. “I thought…” She trailed off, her eyes searching the ceiling for what she wanted to say. “I thought that maybe we could go and see Sam again tonight?”
 

This caused my stomach to turn to lead and my eyes to bulge. And, unfortunately, my cock to start growing again.
 

Faith couldn’t resist a glance at it. Excitement filled her eyes at the sight of the bulge.
 

Alright, William. Now is the time. You have to talk.
 

I knew it was, I knew it. Faith had no doubt spent the day shopping for another outfit and thinking about Sam. This was…it was terrible. It wasn’t the way I wanted things to go at all, even though it turned me on so much.
 

“Faith, I’ve been thinking…”
She pressed herself against my chest. One hand slid down and grabbed my cock. “Oh William, I’ve been thinking about it too! I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about him and his cock and how big it was inside me and…how happy you were when I did it!”
 

Her words took me completely by surprise. I had expected she would have given some thought to what had happened but this? She seemed consumed by it. By him.
 

“You love it, don’t you William? You love that I just told you that! I can see it in your eyes.” Then she glanced down again. “And somewhere else, too!”
 

I shook my head but once again words failed me. Before I could stop her Faith was on her knees and had undone my trousers and yanked my cock out. She slid her pretty pink tongue along it and teased me by breathing onto the head. “Can we call him, William?”
 

“Tonight?” I balked.
 

“Tonight,” Faith replied, flicking her tongue against the underside of my phallus. “Don’t you want to see him take me? Don’t you want to see his big, black cock in my pussy?” she said, sounding like she was begging me to say “yes.”
 

Once again my own cock lurched in her hand betraying my desire.
 

“Oh I knew it, William!” Faith said. Sliding her hand to the root of my cock she plunged it into her mouth and began to suck.
 

I knew what I needed to do. But I gave into my weaker side and did not do it. Steeped in the overwhelming pleasure of Faith’s hot mouth sucking my hard member I let her bring me to climax instead and in a wordless way agreed to what she’d asked.
 

When she finished me into her mouth Faith practically raced upstairs with her boxes. She shouted down that I should call Sam and see if it would be alright if we went over again.
 

I trudged over to the phone and did as she asked.
 

“Hello?” Sam answered.
 

“Hello.”
 

“William?”
 

“Yes.”
 

A deep and quiet chuckle came across the line. “She’d like to come back?” he asked after a few moments.
 

I paused. My heart sank a little but lust churned in my nuts. “Yes.”
 

“And what about you?” Sam asked.
 

I waited longer this time because I had to think about it. Why was this so hard? Why was this so confusing? Why couldn’t I just say no? The image of Faith splayed open kept appearing in my mind. “Yes,” I said, finally.
 

I heard Sam smile on the other end. “Good. Drop by around seven. I’ll make sure I’m ready.”
 

I hung up and slumped onto the couch. I was going to watch my wife be fucked by Sam again that night.
 






Chapter 20

 


Sam’s defilement of Faith took a nasty turn that night. He had been kind enough to prepare a seat for me so that I could recline in comfort as he proceeded to make Faith his own.
 

She became so excited from the moment we stepped in the door that she gave herself completely from the moment he first touched her.
 

She willingly dropped to her knees and sucked his long, black hose into a glistening column of flesh. Once he was hard she scrambled onto her hands and knees, presenting her slick cleft to him.
 

Sam took it, sliding the head of his hard cock in, then the shaft.
 

Faith’s eyes bulged the deeper he got but she did not protest.
 

Sam took her like that for some time, one hand on his ass as he sawed in and out of her. He even went so far as to position himself so that I could see his black cock snaking into her pink hole in all its detail.
 

Then he did something quite unexpected. He pulled out of her and climbed up onto the bed. But instead of dipping his dripping night-stick back into her puss, he pointed the tip of it at the tight little button of her ass hole.
 

Faith gasped and I nearly rose to my feet to protest but her expression kept me riveted to my chair. The potent blend of fear and excitement painted across her face proved to be a powerful aphrodisiac. She even looked at me, as if asking for my guidance as to what to do.
 

Sam began to chuckle. “I guess he hasn’t used this hole?” he asked, nodding towards me as he spoke to Faith.
 

She shook her head. She glanced down over her shoulder and seemed to swell with excitement at the sight of his mighty cock pressed against her back hole.
 

Sam didn’t expressly ask for permission but it seemed implied by the way Faith was staring at him. Sinking lower her overcame the resistance of her sphincter and the head of his cock slipped inside her ass.
 

Faith clawed at the sheets as soon as his phallus had moved into her virgin back entrance and began to moan. It was a desperate, needy sound and only served to excite me further.
 

I never would have dreamed that my wife would have done something so depraved with another man. With each added inch of him she took within herself, my cock hardened and swelled until it was ready to burst. As his balls slapped gently against her pussy, I buried my hand into my pants to relieve the pressure in my nuts.
 

Once he was fully inside Sam began to fuck in earnest. He seemed to enjoy the tightness of her back passage, more so than he had her pussy, even because he quickly became tense and looked like he was going to come.
 

Faith was lost in a rapturous bliss, her fingers between her legs, sliding back and forth across her clit as Sam filled her behind.
 

Sam’s guttural grunt indicated he was about to dump his load into her and this served to push Faith over the edge. She screamed and flicked herself with an intensity I had not seen before.
 

Sam pulled his giant muscle out and slowed down, stretching out his pleasure.
 

This afforded me the perfect view of the root of it as it flexed and eased, pushed and pumped, retching hot, white seed into her bottom. His climax finished and still Faith was flailing at herself beneath him.
 

He let her finish herself before pulling out. He stepped off the bed and circled around until he was standing in front of her head.
 

My stomach seized as I realized he meant for her to clean him. But he had just been inside her dirty ass hole! This I could not accept. I rose to protest.
 

Before I could utter a word Faith had gripped the root of his cock with her hand and wrapped her lips around it’s head. She gazed into his eyes with such a devotion, such a deep look of gratitude that it shook me to my very core.
 

The two of them seemed lost in their own world, oblivious to my presence in the room.
 

So instead of objecting, I gave in to my own dirty urge. I walked to the foot of the bed and peered at Faith’s still stretched ass hole.
 

I grabbed my cock as I gazed into the gaping maw. The pink walls were slathered with his white spunk and as I stared at it gurgling and churning inside of her I came to my own release.
 

My own seed splashed impotently in my underwear and onto my palm.
 

Once Faith had finished cleaning him, Sam gave his approval of her good work and stepped out of the room.
 

I took the opportunity to sit down beside her and stroke her hair. “Faith,” I whispered.
 

Her eyes were already fluttering, a sign of how exhausted she was. “My love,” she whispered. “Was I a good whore for you?”
 

It pained and excited me to hear her say it but I knew she was doing it for me, because she knew I liked it. What a loving wife I had.
 

Nature called and I left her to go to the bathroom. By the time I’d returned, so had Sam. But Faith had fallen asleep. I moved to wake her but he held up a hand.
 

“Why don’t you let her sleep?”
 

A bolt of nervous energy raced through me at his request. As ludicrous as it was, letting him invade her body was a thrill but this? This was so…personal.
 

Still, Faith looked so peaceful lying there. Was I really going to be so selfish as to wake her up just so I could take her home with me? Just so I could avoid the jealousy that was hollowing me out even thinking about letting her sleep there?
 

“She’ll be fine,” Sam said, in a tone that seemed the decision had already been made for me. “You can come get her in the morning.”
 

No offer for me to stay the night. Why couldn’t I sleep on the couch? I almost asked the question but Sam’s stern expression kept me from doing so.
 

So, with a big hole in my gut and a heavy heart, I turned and shuffled down the stairs, out to the car and drove home.
 

Of course I didn’t sleep a wink that night. I paced the house and tormented myself with worry and wondered whether Sam was sleeping in the same bed as my wife.
 

Inconsolable, I turned to the only bottle we had to douse my jealousy and angst. I should have turned to prayer.
 

When I returned at six the next morning I hadn’t slept at all, or shaved, or changed my clothes. Not sure if they were up, I sat in the car waiting to see signs of life stirring in the house.
 

At eight there were still none.
 

Hauling myself out into the already hot sun I trudged up the stairs of the porch. I had my finger on the doorbell when the faint sounds of Faith’s moans rang from inside the house.
 

My heart skipped a beat then kicked back to life as a bolt of adrenaline coursed through my veins. I twisted the door handle and felt a temporary relief as it opened for me.
 

I stumbled inside, through the hall and up the stairs, my head spinning and the fog of my tiredness making the whole scene feel like a dream. Or perhaps a nightmare.
 

As the sounds got closer my gut clenched even tighter until I was leaning on the door frame, unable to believe what I was seeing.
 

Sam was on top of Faith. She was on her back, legs were spread, knees tucked to her chest. His mighty black frame nearly blotted her out save for her limbs. His hard cock slid slowly in and out of her frothing pussy. Her arms were wrapped around his neck.
 

I sagged beneath the weight of my torment. This was not fucking. This was making love.
 

Maybe I should have said something? I was too paralyzed to move, though and what could I have said? After all it had been me who drove Faith into his arms. Wasn’t this just the natural trajectory of events? A conclusion I should have arrived at on my own?
 

That’s not the only reason I stayed silent, though. Even as I watched my love being plundered and plowed, my own cock hardened with lust.
 

I had done what I set out to do. I had turned my Faith into a filthy slut.
 






Chapter 21

 


That Sunday I barely made it through the service, let alone my sermon. 
 

It was another hot summer’s day with the sun already high in the sky, baking us in the church. Everything would have been fine if it hadn’t been for Sam taking a seat next to Faith immediately before I began the service. The sight of them sitting in the church together and the memory of what had happened between them earlier that week caused my brain to short-circuit.
 

But that was not the only reason I had trouble that day. As I was about to begin speaking, having collected myself from the shock of seeing Faith seated next to Sam, I laid eyes on a woman who I could not place at first.
 

It took a few moments and the memory of where I’d seen her seeped into my mind. My stomach tightened into a knot.
 

It was Gloria. The woman I’d first seen laying spread-eagled in the center of the sowing circle. Beside her sat a black man with his arm around her. In the pew behind them sat Jude, his head lowered as if in prayer.
 

You can imagine that was shocking enough. What really shook me was seeing Gloria’s belly bulging, pressing against the fabric of her dress. She was either pregnant or had become very, very fat.
 

I stumbled and stammered my way through the mass and drew a blank when it came to the sermon.
 

As I greeted people afterwards, red-faced and ashamed, barely remembering what drivel I’d blathered at them, I noticed none of them seemed perturbed by my poor performance and that brought me some relief.
 

Then Sam emerged from the church with Faith on his arm.
 

He smiled widely at me as I panicked. I looked around at the other people walking to their cars. None of them seemed to have noticed that he was escorting my wife but it seemed dangerous, that he should be so close to her out in the open.
 

I glanced at the two of them and tried to shoot them a look that might indicate my discomfort but they were lost in conversation, Faith laughing softly at something Sam had said.
 

Something stirred inside me.
 

I looked back at the couples making their way to their cars. Something was off, not quite right. They were all talking to each other the same way Sam and Faith were, the women chuckling as the men’s low voices teased and joked.
 

Sam and Faith passed by me with barely a nod and descended down the steps. As they walked into the parking lot I covered my eyes against the blazing sun which all of a sudden seemed much brighter than before.
 

Somewhere overhead a crow cawed. I looked up to see the bird circling overhead.
 

When I turned my eyes back to the parking lot Faith and Sam had disappeared, swallowed into the sea of black men with white women on their arms making their way to their cars.
 

“Faith!” I called out.
 

Everyone stopped at once. The whole congregation turned and peered up the steps of the church at me.
 

Squinting against the brightness, my heart racing, I scanned the parking lot searching for Faith’s familiar smile. When I found it she felt so far away.
 

The crowd stilled. The whole world seemed to go silent save for a hot breeze blowing gently from the west.
 

Faith stepped forward, footsteps crunching on the gravel lot. “Yes? What is it William?”
 

The silence thickened. What was she doing? Why was she asking? In front of everyone! What did she want me to say? Why was she walking to Sam’s car with him and not in the church collecting my things?!?
 

“I…may I speak with you?” I asked, my voice cracking.
 

Faith frowned, as if the request were somewhat strange, but walked up the church steps.
 

Everyone else stood and stared.
 

“William?” Faith asked, scowling. “What is it?”
 

I looked back at the congregation. They, too, seemed to be waiting and wondering what could possibly be wrong.
 

“I…where are you going?”
 

Faith’s expression relaxed. “Oh, I thought I told you. Sam’s invited me over for Sunday brunch.”
 

My eyes widened and I struggled to control my breathing. What on earth was going on here? “What…what about me?” I asked. “What about us?”
 

“Oh,” Faith said, frowning again. It was obviously not something she’d considered. “Would you like me to ask if you can come?”
 

I balked. How had I let it come to this? How had I gone from confidant to outsider?
 

Well, I knew exactly how and it terrified me. It was through the decisions I’d made, the tiny incisions into the bonds of our marriage I’d performed to let Faith stray bit by bit a little more each time until we ended up here and she was no longer mine.
 

This is it, William. From this, there’s no going back. She will be his.
 

“No.” Just saying the word made courage well inside me.
 

Faith’s frown furrowed deeper. “No?”
 

I shook my head. “No.”
 

Muffled whispers rippled through the crowd in the parking lot.
 

“What do you mean ‘no?’” Faith asked, defiant.
 

I steeled my nerves and set my jaw. “I mean that you are my wife and that you will spend Sunday with me.”
 

Faith tilted her head back, raising her nose, and swallowed.
 

A pregnant silence followed where no one stirred and even the wind seemed to die down and the wildlife still.
 

Faith stared at me with a such a look of fury, as if I’d just spoken the gravest of insults. But it seemed that there was a line in the sand there, even for her. Somehow this final bond had not been broken and I could feel that she was being tugged in one direction by the promise of Sam’s black cock and in the other by her commitment to our marital vows.
 

I softened my expression because fights between a man and his wife are rarely won with fury on the man’s side. I touched her arm. “Faith,” I said softly, “it’s Sunday. Please.”
 

Her expression softened in that moment and I saw the glimmer of the old Faith again, my Faith, the one I’d fallen in love with and married and not the coquettish slut I’d turned her into. “William…” she whispered.
 

In that moment I knew I’d hooked her. I knew by the way she said my name. Now I just had to reel her in. “How about I make something? Eggs. You know you love my eggs?” I asked with just the whisper of a smile.
 

Faith turned her eyes down and I could see a smile was dancing around the corners of her mouth.
 

“Eggs Benedict?”
 

Faith looked up, a curious expression on her face until she realized I was joking.
 

Faith hated eggs Benedict, you see, but seemed to had some sort of amnesia about her distaste. She would order them constantly then rant and rave about how disgusting they were.
 

This is how I knew I had her, because the smile cracked across her lips at my little joke and she covered her mouth with a finger as she shook her head. “Alright, William. Alright.”
 

But there was one last test.
 

Heavy footsteps thudded up the wooden church steps, the sound ringing ominously through the heat.
 

“Faith?” Sam asked, putting a hand on her shoulder and giving it a squeeze.
 

Faith drew in a breath and closed her eyes and I saw his spell move through her flesh, felt her floating back towards him.
 

Her eyes snapped open. She shrugged off his arm and stepped towards me before turning to meet his dark gaze. “I’m going to spend the day with William, Sam,” she explained.
 

Sam’s eyes narrowed and his chest swelled as he drew in a breath. His upper lip flickered into the beginnings of a snarl. He turned his eyes towards me.
 

“I’ll go get your things,” Faith said. She ducked beneath his gaze, swung around me and disappeared into the church.
 

The anger faded from Sam’s expression, replaced by an easy smile. “No problem,” he said, shaking his head.
 

What?
 

“No…no problem?” I stammered.
 

“No problem,” Sam replied. The smile faded from his lips. “But remember, Will, about your promise. About our little deal. I’ll collect that this Wednesday at our weekly meeting, I think. Bring your wife to the church around seven. The boys and I will be waiting.”
 

I shuddered at his words and what they meant. The seeding circle. What I’d agreed to in exchange for seeing Sam take Faith. I nodded but just slightly because my neck felt stiff. My whole body did.
 

“And William?” Sam said.
 

“Yes?” I whispered, breathless.
 

He leaned in so close that I felt his breath on my mouth as he growled. “Make sure she’s bare.”
 






Chapter 22

 


Faith sat silently next to me inside the car on the way home with her hands folded in her lap. She stared out the window until we arrived at the house and even then she didn’t notice where we were and just kept looking into the distance.
 

I was sweating profusely in the stifling heat but knew this was the moment, my reckoning. I cleared my throat.
 

This shook Faith from her thoughts. She turned and looked at me and smiled. “We’re home. I didn’t notice,” she said softly. She reached up to open the car door but I put a hand on her lap. She turned and smiled again. “What is it?”
 

“This has to stop.”
 

Faith furrowed her brow. “What?”
 

“You know,” I replied quietly, squeezing her leg. “This is no longer some game we’re playing. I can feel him drawing you in. I feel you drifting away from me. You were even thinking of him just then, weren’t you?”
 

Faith opened her mouth to speak, to defend herself it seemed, from her expression. But as my words settled into her mind it gave her pause. She looked into my eyes. “Yes,” she answered with a nod. “I was.”
 

It brought a sharp pain in my heart that my wife would drive home from church with me on a Sunday after I had preached and be thinking of another man. “This is no longer just about us, is it Faith?” I asked.
 

Faith’s eyes darted from the dashboard to the backseat as she contemplated her reply. She swallowed and looked back up into my eyes. She shook her head.
 

“You’re falling for him, aren’t you Faith? You’re falling in love with him?”
 

Faith’s eyes widened slightly at first, no doubt at hearing it spoken aloud. Her gaze drifted down until she was looking at my hand on her lap. She nodded this time. “Yes.”
 

I was crushed by her admission even though I’d suspected it. But even as the pain of her betrayal twisted my insides I knew I had to find my strength. I took a deep breath, swallowed away the tightness in my throat and gave her leg a squeeze. “It’s alright. We’ve both made mistakes.”
 

Faith looked up and shook her head, her blue eyes glistening with tears. “No, William, you haven’t done anything wrong. This is all my fault. This is my fault because I was trying to make you happy. I just wanted to please you, William.” A single tear streaked down her cheek.
 

I sighed. “I’ve been dishonest with you.”
 

“What?” Faith asked, sniffling. “About what?”
 

I sighed again and shook my head. “This didn’t all come from you, Faith. It came from me. I was the one that wanted this. I was the one who had this terrible fantasy. I’m the reason we’ve ended up here and now we have to…now Sam has asked me to honor my end of the bargain.”
 

Faith shook her head, confusion spreading across her face. “Bargain? What bargain?”
 

It’s time now, William. It’s time.
 

I took a deep breath. “Do you remember that night we went to the church in the evening? When you met with the wives and Sam took me into that room?”
 

Faith’s confusion seemed to moult into concern. “Yes.”
 

“He showed me a very secret, very profane ceremony that night, Faith.” I lowered my gaze, unable to look at her as I said it.
 

“William? What was it?”
 

“It was…it was…” I looked up again. “I can barely bring myself to say it. He called it a seeding circle. There were men…so many men and…just one woman in the center, chained to a bench, her legs spread.”
 

“What?” Faith whispered. “What did they do?”
 

“Oh Faith,” I breathed her name. “They all took turns with her, my love. They…I’m almost sure they inseminated her that night. I saw her at the church today and she is with child.”
 

Faith’s mouth fell open and she touched her fingers to her lips as she gasped. “That’s…that’s…that’s…”
 

But she could not say what she thought that was. “There’s more,” I said softly.
 

“There is?”
 

“There is. That night, after we had left the church and were in bed I meant to tell you about it. I meant to tell you what Sam had said to me, the agreement he’d proposed, but you were so…you were so insatiably horny and then the next morning he called to find out my decision and you took the phone and I hadn’t even had a chance to tell you and I should have but…oh Faith, I’ve failed us both!” I cried.
 

“But failed us how?” she asked, shaking her head.
 

I looked her in the eyes. For this, I had to look her in the eyes. “I promised you to the circle, my love. To the seeding circle. I promise them your bare womb in exchange for seeing Sam inside you.” I slouched forward and stared at the seat. “I’m a horrible, wicked man. I should have said no but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t, Faith. I’m sorry I let you down.”
 

To my surprise Faith did no seem as perturbed as I had expected. After a few moments of silence I looked back up at her to see what looked like a guilty expression on her face.
 

“Faith?” I asked. “What is it? Did you hear what I said? This is all my fault but I’ll make it right. I’ll take us away from here tonight. We don’t have to stay here we can leave and never look back and never talk about this again. Let’s pretend like it never happened. Let’s pretend we never even started down this path and…”
 

Faith pressed her fingers to my lips, silencing me. She shook her head. “It’s not all your fault, William. It’s not.”
 

A long silence settled between us as I studied her face. “It’s not?” I said finally.
 

She shook her head again, blonde curls bouncing on her shoulders. “It’s not. That night, the same night you are talking about, the wives…the women I was with, they told me things.”
 

It was a strange admission and an unsettling one at that. “What? What things did they tell you?”
 

Faith avoided my eyes as she inhaled and collected her thoughts. “They told me about Sam that night, William. They told me about how big his cock was. They told me about how good it felt when he stretched their tight pussies with it in ways their husbands never could. They said he would take care of me and that you could stay on as the pastor and that nothing would change. They said it was just a lifestyle, nothing more.”
 

The realization that Faith had been complicit, even if just in some small way, was a difficult one to stomach for some reason. Up until this point I felt I had been acting alone, that each of these decisions, each further perversion was being nudged along by me. To now suddenly find out that Faith had something to do with it herself was…I felt a little angry. And a little betrayed. “Why didn’t you tell me about this?”
 

Faith continued to avoid my gaze. “Because I wanted to feel it, William, I wanted to. I wanted to feel what it would be like to have a big, black cock stretching me out and what it was like to be a toy…”
 

“A toy?”
 

Faith became even more shy. “That’s what they told me. They told me he would use me like a toy, William. I’d never been used like that by anyone before. I wanted to know what it was like.”
 

My heart stopped and my breath stood still in my chest. “And that’s why…”
 

Faith nodded and finally glanced up at my eyes. “That’s why I let him do all of those things, William. Because I loved it. Because I knew you would never do any of those things to me. You’re too nice.”
 

A punch to my gut.
 

Faith must have noticed because she immediately corrected herself. “In the best way! You’re such a kind and caring lover, Will. I just wanted to know what it felt like to be fucked.”
 

SLAM.
 

For a long time I wondered if I would ever be able to dredge myself up from the depths of the shame and humiliation and betrayal that I felt at that moment. I had thought this was had been all about me and it turned out that Faith had been having the time of her life as Sam’s toy.
 

First I began breathing again. Short, fitful breaths at first but I relaxed and managed to turn them into long, calming inhales.
 

My pulse slowly returned to normal after my heart had kicked back in and flooded my body with adrenaline. I felt like leaving, telling Faith that it was over and just starting a new life. I nearly said so.
 

But that would have been the easy way out.
 

“I’m sorry, Will. I should have told you.”
 

I shook my head. “Do you love him now?”
 

Faith shrugged. “I suppose some part of me does. Some dark part of me that likes being his…” Faith looked deep into my eyes. “Fuck hole.”
 

My heart sank.
 

“But not the way I love you. I could never have with Sam what I have with you.”
 

My heart began to lift.
 

It would be so easy to tell her it was over. After all, could I really bring myself to live with a woman who’d been so wanton, even if it had been, partially at least, at my request? Would I ever stop having dreams, or nightmares, of seeing Sam make her his in all the many ways he had?
 

You can do this, William. You can fix this.
 

The voice that spoke inside my head didn’t sound like my own but I decided to trust it anyway. I gazed into her eyes and remembered all of the things we’d shared and the life we’d built together before it all came crashing down around our ears. When relationships stop working because of decisions we’ve made, do we just throw them away?
 

Not me.
 

I was going to fight for Faith.
 

“Do you still want this? Do you still want us?” I asked.
 

Faith bit her lip and another tear ran down her cheek as she nodded.
 

Relief flooded through me. I could work with this. “Then let’s go. Let’s get out of here. Let’s leave right now. They’ll never find us and we can…”
 

Faith put her hand on my cheek. She tilted her head so the next tear raced down the side of her face until it reached her chin, clung there for a second, then dripped onto her lap. “No, William. You have to honor your agreement,” she said with a shake of her head. “We have to honor it.”
 

My jaw dropped in horror at what she was proposing. I looked down at her belly. Then I reached out and touched it. “But…what if…”
 

Faith smiled weakly. “I think we’ll just have to trust the Lord’s mysterious ways this time, William. We’ll have to trust that he knows what’s right.”
 

A shudder raced through me but I became convinced. How ironic that it was Faith, who I’d coaxed into straying so far from the Word, that would be the one to lead me back.
 

“Alright,” I said. “But if you change your mind and want to leave then we can…”
 

Faith shook her head and touched my cheek again. “We have to do what’s right, William. We have to do what’s right.” Faith gazed into my eyes and nodded and I was filled with the same warmth for her I’d felt when we’d first met.
 

I knew she was right. It was going to be hard but this was the right thing to do, honouring the agreement we’d made no matter how hard it was going to be for both of us. Then we could get away from this place and never look back.
 






Chapter 23

 


I barely slept for the next three nights.
 

Faith, bless her heart, was taking the whole thing so well I couldn’t believe it. She was as cheerful as ever, as if she wasn’t worried at all about what Wednesday would bring!
 

It gave me strength seeing her being so courageous.
 

On Wednesday afternoon she went upstairs and took a long time showering and grooming as I paced back and forth in the kitchen.
 

Doubt began to crawl through my mind. Were we really doing the right thing? The risks were so great, after all. I couldn’t stop thinking about all of those large black men and how much sperm they were going to deposit inside her.
 

I had just started wondering if there was any chance she wouldn’t get pregnant when a knock came at the door. I glanced at my watch. Six in the evening was an odd time for someone to come visiting and I wasn’t even sure if anyone knew where we lived, besides Sam.
 

Faith was still happily humming in the bathroom upstairs so I walked over to the door and undid the latch. It took me a moment to recognize the man standing on the other side.
 

“Reverend Caldwell?” he said, casting furtive glances from side to side as if someone might be watching and listening to what he was about to tell me.
 

“Yes. Now, where do I know you from, uh, mister…”
 

“Shh!” he said, pressing a finger to his lips. “They might be listening. May I come in?”
 

I scowled at the strange behaviour and the forward way in which he’d invited himself inside, but obliged him as he seemed to be in some distress. “Please,” I said, stepping aside and inviting him in with a wave.
 

He stepped into the house and pulled the door shut behind him.
 

“So where do I know you from?” I asked. I was starting to become a little suspicious of the man and wondering whether I should have invited him in at all. The telephone was all the way in the kitchen and if he tried something untoward I wouldn’t have been able to reach it very quickly.
 

“There’s not much time. You have to listen to me!” he hissed.
 

This got my heckles up and I took a step back and raised my hands. “Now, sir, I don’t know what this is all about but please keep yourself calm or I will be forced to…”
 

“My name is Jonah. You saw me at Mr. Jones’ office. I’m his secretary.”
 

My nerves eased at the young man’s admission. “Yes, of course. Jonah. Very nice to meet you. But…what are you doing here?”
 

The sound of Faith humming upstairs caught his attention. “She’s still here?”
 

“Who? My wife? Yes. We’re…” My throat tightened at what I had almost told him. I forced a polite smile before going on. “We have plans for the evening. She’s upstairs getting ready.”
 

“You’re going to the church.”
 

The blood drained from my face. “How did you know that?” I asked quietly.
 

Jonah took a step closer to me and lowered his voice when he spoke. “Reverend you have to listen to me.” His eyes were wild. “You’re going to see Sam and the others there, aren’t you?” It was spoken almost as an accusation.
 

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves. Perhaps this was a coincidence. Perhaps Jonah had no idea of what happened at the church and was thinking it was something else. “We are attending a social gathering there, yes,” I said, nodding politely.
 

Jonah stepped even closer and grabbed me by my lapels. “Don’t have to lie to me, Reverend. You’re going to the seeding circle aren’t you?”
 

My eyes nearly popped out of my skull as the blood rushed back into my cheeks in a fierce blush. “How on earth…who told you that…”
 

“Shh!” Jonah pressed his finger tighter against his lips. “Nobody told me. It’s Sam. He always gives it away when it’s about to happen. His mood is so…light.”
 

My mouth fell open. “Always gives it away? What?” I whispered.
 

Jonah shook his head. “You’re not the first one. There are many of us. So many.” He lowered his eyes.
 

“What?” I was dumbfounded. Was this a joke?
 

“Sam told you that he would sleep with her, wouldn’t he? That you could watch? And all you had to do was give her to the seeding circle. Just once. Isn’t that right?”
 

My mouth went dry. I couldn’t utter a word. I nodded.
 

“That’s what he said to all of us!” Jonah’s grip on my jacket tightened.
 

“All…all of you?” I stammered.
 

“It’s too late for us. We’re here now, our life is here. But there’s still time for you. You can still get out!”
 

I shook my head. This was all too much to take in at once. Yet Jonah seemed desperately sincere. “What, exactly, are you talking about?”
 

Jonah seemed to grow more desperate. “I’ve tried to help others. I’ve always failed. I snuck away this time to get to you, to warn you. Please, leave this place before you become another one of us and…” Jonah stopped abruptly. He cocked his head, as if listening for something.
 

“Son? Is everything alright?” I asked.
 

“Listen,” he whispered. “The whistling. It’s stopped.”
 

The front door burst open behind him so loudly the force of the air from it nearly knocked us both on our backs. Three brutish looking men stepped into the house.
 

Jonah scrambled to his feet and tried to run but the one at the front of the group reached out his large, dark paw and grabbed him by the scruff. He seemed to wilt like a flower under the too hot sun.
 

The large man dragged him out the door before I had managed to stand up.
 

“Just one moment!” I cried out. “What is the meaning of this!” I tried to step out the front door but the other two thugs blocked my path.
 

“Nothing to worry about, Reverend,” one of them growled. His tone left very little room for argument or even question.
 

“William?” Faith’s voice drew my attention up the stairs. “Is everything alright?”
 

She was a vision of perfection standing halfway down the steps, one hand resting on the balustrade. Her body was turned slightly sideways, accentuating all of her most sinful lines but her stare came straight down and bored into my depths.
 

“I…there was…he just…” I glanced back and forth between the two men standing behind me and Faith on the steps. Where did I even begin?
 

Leave this place before you become another one of us.
 

The young man’s words echoed in my mind.
 

Faith descended her beautiful dark green dress swaying and making it seem like she was floating rather than walking down the steps.
 

I came closer to her and met her at the final stair. I looked up into her eyes. “Faith, I don’t think you should…”
 

Her expression softened into a beatific smile. She touched my cheek oh-so-gently with the soft pads of her slender fingers and looked down at me with sympathy and love. “William,” she whispered. “It’s just the right thing to do.”
 

And in that moment it wouldn’t have mattered how many young men ran into the house tearing their hair out and screaming for us to run. She was my goddess, my queen, my angel and my life and I would do anything she asked.
 

Besides, she was right. It was the right thing to do. Was it not?
 

As Faith swept past me into the hall I grabbed my keys and prepared to follow her out to the car.
 

The two large men let her pass, then blocked my way again. “It’s alright Rev. We’ll make sure you get there. Come with us. Wouldn’t want you to be late.” One corner of his mouth twisted into half a sneer.
 

I followed them out into the cooling evening and stepped into the waiting SUV alongside Faith. I put my hand on hers that rested on the leather seat.
 

She smiled.
 

“I love you,” I whispered.
 

“I love you too, William. I love you, too.”
 






Chapter 24

 


Watching Faith disrobe willingly and enter the circular room in the basement of the church was one of the most thrilling and disturbing moments of my life.
 

The anticipation nearly killed me and I had to continually remind myself that this would soon be over. This vile, salacious act would be behind us and we would be together and happy again soon.
 

Or, maybe not.
 

It was that “maybe not” that drove me nearly insane as I thought of the possibility of how all this might end up. Maybe it would be over and we would never have to think about it again.
 

Or maybe, a few months after this night, Faith’s belly would begin to swell from the seed that had taken root inside her. What then?
 

What then?!?
 

It was a moot question. I knew exactly what then. I suppose I’d known it even before Jonah had burst into our house and warned me away on following through with this agreement. He had only cemented my certainty of what my fate would be.
 

I would become like all the other white men in Scramonston. Lurking quietly in the background washing dishes or being secretary’s or taking care of offspring that weren’t their own while their wives lived under the spell of big, black cocks.
 

Faith lay herself down on the bench and two of the other wives stepped into the room from a hidden door. They both wore long white gowns and beamed at Faith.
 

They whispered something to her as they buckled her wrists and ankles into the shackles that had bound Gloria. Then they glanced up and peered at me through the darkness. The three of them began to giggle.
 

The sound sent a wave of humiliation pulsing through me and suddenly I felt like a schoolboy again, being laughed at by the girls.
 

The women retreated and suddenly it was just Faith in the room.
 

The curtain behind the pane of glass swung open. The same room I had sat not too long ago with Sam over my shoulder explaining things. Another man sat in the seat I’d occupied. A man I’d never seen in Scramonston before.
 

Sam’s next mark.
 

His eyes widened like mine had. He tried in the same way to wrestle out of his chair, tried to escape the grasp of Sam’s heavy palm.
 

Of course, Sam calmed him down.
 

The man turned towards us and began to gape.
 

Sam reached over and I saw him flip the switch on the speaker. He levelled his gaze at me. “Take your clothes off, William.”
 

I had tried to prepare myself for this. I had tried to steel myself for this very moment for the past few days as I knew it was coming. Still, my hands shook as I removed my clothes.
 

I looked down at my cock which had started hardening. As had become my custom I compared it in my mind to Sam’s which I’d now seen so many times. Pushing past the thought, I stepped into the glaring lights of the circular room.
 

Walking up behind Faith I saw that her pussy was already wet and dripping the same way Gloria’s had been. A rush of anger shot through me. How could she be aroused?!? Was she actually enjoying this?!?
 

I stepped to one side of her and tried to soften my expression but the anger must have shown on my face.
 

“William?” Faith asked. “What is it?”
 

“Your pussy,” I snapped. “It’s drenched.”
 

A tender look of concern spread across her face. “Oh William, my love, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry that it’s like that. I’m just…scared. It must just be my body’s way of reacting to the fear. Please forgive me?”
 

If I could have kicked myself I would have in that moment. Here was my wife following through with the agreement I’d made, doing her best to be a righteous person, being the one to get us out of this mess that I’d created and I was ready to berate her for it!
 

I couldn’t believe it myself.
 

The humming began around us.
 

A moment of weakness buckled my knees. I crumpled beside Faith. “Oh God!” I cried. “I don’t know if I can!”
 

“William. William. William.” Her soft voice dragged me from my sorrow. “It’s going to be alright. Everything is going to be alright.”
 

Her courage inspired me again. I lifted myself to my feet and shuffled behind her where I put my palms in hers and squeezed to reassure her that I was right there with her.
 

The circle formed around us.
 

One by one the dark hoods fell away revealing the men’s faces. All of them I now knew to one degree or another. I’d seen them all at church or in the shops on Main.
 

They continued to hum, some of them making eye contact with me and nearly smiling, or at least so I thought.
 

In a way it was encouraging. Encouraging and uplifting to know that it would not be strangers who were pushing their dark muscles into Faith’s pussy.
 

These were friends.
 

They shrugged off their robes in the same order they’d removed their hoods exposing ebony columns of flesh, some still sagging, others already hard. All of the men wrapped their fists around their cocks and began to pump them, readying them for my Faith.
 

The first stepped forward in between her legs. He was a solid specimen, as they all were. The dark skin of his thighs pressed against Faith’s cream-colored legs.
 

My cock roared to life.
 

Rubbing his cock, he pointed the head of it at her engorged snatch and spat into his palm. He rubbed the lubricant along his shaft, then pressed his phallus against her soaked folds and slid it up and down like a painters brush.
 

Her hot juice dribbled onto it and down his shaft, pooling where his fist held the growing cock.
 

He looked up into her eyes and smiled.
 

Faith squeezed my hands. I could feel the energy bristle through her. She craned her neck to better be able to see the dark pole that was about to pierce her tight cunt.
 

“Mmm,” the man growled as he looked down to where she was staring. With no pomp or circumstance, he thrust his hips forward and plunged his head into her tight, soaked hole.
 

Faith moaned. She bucked against the shackles and her voice was so strained I thought he might be causing her pain.
 

But the moan rose to a breathy mewl and the bucking stopped as her hips began to flex instead.
 

The man purred as he let her ride the tip of his cock as best she could, tied down as she was. He held himself in place as Faith rocked her hips back and forth, sliding just the tip of his meat into her cunt.
 

Faith played along for a while but I could feel the tension rising in her body from the way she squeezed my palms tighter. When she could take no more of his teasing, she shuddered, looked up and let out a pained “Please!”
 

My own cock bounced and flexed at hearing her beg for another man’s fat cock.
 

Her new lover showed her mercy. He braced his hands on either side of her hips, cocked his hips, then lunged. His muscle lunged into her juices and her lips made a sticky slurp as he drilled up into her core.
 

“Yes! Fuck, God, yes!” Faith screamed.
 

The dark man got to work. With Faith firmly pinned beneath him in the seeding cage, his hips rutted back and forth pistoning his breeding cane into her deepest parts.
 

She squeezed my hand so hard her nails dug through the skin sending icicles of pain racing down to my toes. The sharp sensation did nothing to ease the ache in my cock.
 

Faith groaned.
 

I looked down to see that her pussy lips had begun to flex and tighten around his cock. Her body was starting to suck for his seed. 
 

Her orgasm was building.
 

The man increased his tempo, trying to match her excitement, to shoot his sperm into her at the moment of her climax and I knew very well why. Her orgasm would help his load along, her flexing muscles would draw it up deep into her body where it would have a much greater chance of reaching its target, piercing the membrane and taking root.
 

Faith began to shake.
 

I knew the first moment was near.
 

She howled up at the ceiling as she began to come.
 

The man grimaced and piled his dick balls deep into her sweet puss. His nuts tightened.
 

I could see just enough of his root to make out when it started to pump.
 

He held himself deep inside her as she writhed along his shaft. The two of them soared through their climaxes as I stood behind her watching helpless and holding onto her hands. The moment seemed to last forever.
 

When they were finally past their peaks he began fucking her again, using the ridge at the head of his cock to push as much of his deposit as deep into her as it would get. When he finally pulled out his meaty sword it was still throbbing and covered in hot, white jizz and Faith’s clear juice. He stepped aside and another took his place.
 

This one was Thomas. I recognized him from the church. He was just as strapping and just as dark as the one that had come before. He wasted no time in slipping into her, his cock gliding freely with the help of the mess already inside her.
 

Faith shuddered and cried out but quickly began to build towards another peak.
 

My eyes grazed her whole body, watching the way her toes curled and pointed, the way her belly moved as his cock slid in, studying how hard her nipples were.
 

All the while, in the background of my perception, the thought that I had led to this and that it might end in Faith’s belly swelling with another man’s child tormented and twisted me but kept me flagpole hard.
 

They took their turns, each of them fucking until their hot seed retched into her pussy, until it was dripping their ejaculate and the pungent musk of it hung about the room.
 

When the last had finished, they all donned their robes and quietly disappeared into the shadows from where they’d come.
 

Faith seemed exhausted but was staring down in what seemed to be a blissful stupor, watching the slime draining out of her pussy.
 

Motion caught my eye and I looked up to see that Sam had reached out to close the curtain. A moment before his hand touched it, our eyes met.
 

I was surprised by his smile. He leaned back and folded his arms across his chest, studying me. “I have to say, Reverend, I’m impressed.”
 

I can not describe my surprise at hearing him say so.
 

“I was sure that you would break our agreement and run.”
 

Another shock. “What…what would have happened if I had?” I asked, barely able to speak through my stupor.
 

Sam shrugged. “There was not much I could have done.”
 

Faith stirred. She looked up at me with wide eyes.
 

I felt a needle of betrayal at her surprised expression.
 

“It was the right thing to do, Will. The right thing to do.”
 

Behind the glass, Sam smiled again. “I like you, Will,” Sam said. “You seem…different than the others.”
 

His fatherly tone inspired a strange pride inside me.
 

“I want to give you a chance,” Sam said, nodding.
 

“A chance? What chance?”
 

“Step between her legs, Will. Put your cock inside her and try. Who knows? Maybe you’ll get lucky?” A slow chuckle rumbled out of him.
 

I was already stumbling around the bench. My cock bounced and danced between my legs as I laid eyes on the filthy mess leaking out of her. Without thinking I pushed two fingers into her pussy and curled them, scooping out a thick glop of the men’s mingled seed.
 

I could wait no longer. Pre-cum oozed out of the head of my cock.
 

She was so stretched from the invasion that I lanced into her easily. More of their seem pressed out between our joined flesh and a violent shudder ripped through me.
 

Fuck!
 

I was going to come!
 

Faith’s eyes widened at the first flex of my cock. A smile spread across her lips. She began to nod. “Yes, William. Yes! Fuck it into me! Fuck your cum into me and make me yours again! Fuck it into me and roll the dice!”
 

Everything that had happened since we arrived at Scramonston compressed into one point, one singularity inside my mind, a single, blinding point of light.
 

Heat and pleasure, anger and jealousy and lust erupted like a bomb up my spine. I roared as I shot my hot load into my wife.
 

It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced but it was also gone almost before I could grasp that it had happened.
 

I staggered back, fell out of her and watched a trickle of my own seed leak out of her. My mood swung lower as the chemicals that had brought me such ecstasy drained out of my mind.
 

But there was Faith, smiling like an angel, proud and loving and mine.
 

Something stirred inside me. Something was missing that had been there before. The realization of what it was made me feel lighter.
 

The demons, the ones that had possessed me and had driven me to push us both so close to tragedy, were gone. I was free of them, I could feel it.
 

No matter what happened, I knew everything was going to be alright.
 






Epilogue

 


It wasn’t quite as easy to leave Scramonston as I’d expected. We had nowhere to go, after all. Both our parents would have asked questions about why I’d quit a perfectly good job without another one lined up.
 

That took time. I did find something. It was west, close to the mountains with a less oppressive climate and a comfortable enough distance away that I hoped would help us leave our experience in the past.
 

In the meantime I continued on as pastor at the church.
 

I don’t know what I did to deserve it but Sam seemed to gain a respect for me after that day in the basement. He no longer invited Faith for suppers, though I knew there were times where she pined for it.
 

Sometimes, late at night, the old demons would come knocking at my mind. I would roll over in bed and prod at Faith and she would always oblige. Sometimes she would even get that wicked look in her eye, the one I loathed and loved so much.
 

But she never acted on it. She became a loyal, faithful wife and never again went to see Sam.
 

We knew even before the bump appeared that she had fallen pregnant. A few episodes of morning sickness and a quick trip to the pharmacy and a test confirmed it.
 

Strangely I didn’t feel the slightest bit uneasy about the paternity of the child. Somehow I just knew.
 

It was Faith, in fact, who insisted on the test.
 

I gladly took her to get it, held her hand through it and comforted her as we waited for the results.
 

The child is mine.
 

As soon as we learned the news Faith buried her face in my chest and cried. She swore she would never, ever do anything that would risk tearing us apart.
 

Once again I comforted her and told her that I believed her and that there was no need to worry, she had my trust.
 

We held each other close that night, lost in our thoughts but probably thinking the same ones. How close we’d come to our world shattering apart.
 

I regret none of it. I don’t even hold Sam in contempt.
 

Faith is back to her old self now. The woman I fell in love with and married and we don’t speak about the past.
 

But the old demons still come knocking, scraping at the cages I’ve built for them in my mind, yes they do. I invite them in. We share a laugh. They try to dig their claws in and stay the way they did before but now I politely refuse and they skitter back into the dark corners where I can lock them up.
 

Sometimes you just have to live a thing to come to terms with it.
 

Sometimes you’ve just got to let things out.
 

Good night and God bless.
 














***
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Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?
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When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 
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Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 
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Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 
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From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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