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Sin on Little Mill Road Pt. 01

My wife, Kami, recently had an uncle pass away that left her, as the only surviving relative, his entire estate which included a one-hundred-and-thirty-acre weekend property about ninety minutes from our home in Houston. Her uncle had fixed it up nicely so that it had a mixture of woods and open pasture, and he had built a three-bedroom house, complete with stone patio, fire pit, and hot tub. In addition to a small herd of cattle, tended by others, there were three horses that her uncle had kept on the place mostly for Kami’s visits, as she loves to ride.

Her uncle had been sixty-one when he suddenly passed away, so he was still relatively active. In fact, we had suspicions that the property had seen its fair share of women out for the weekend, and these suspicions were bolstered when we found a large box of condoms in the nightstand. More searching resulted in the discovery of a bottle of sexual lubricant and what looked to be restraints. Although Kami was deeply saddened by her uncle’s passing, finding these things helped lift her mood, and we had a nice laugh imagining him with his lady friends.

For the first couple weekends, we came out to check on things around the house along with the horses, but once we felt comfortable, and with the summer heat setting in, we moved to visiting every three or four weeks. However, when fall hit, and the temperature and humidity dropped, we returned to the weekly schedule. Kami would do some light chores, ride the horses, read and relax in the afternoon sun, and I would do maintenance projects and catch up on my sleep. In the evenings, we would usually start a fire outside, drink wine, talk and cuddle.

Kami and I met during the spring semester of our junior year in college and got married immediately upon graduation. So far, things had been going pretty well, and we were still very much into each other. We were making good money and progressing in our jobs at a reasonable pace, and although we had shared several conversations about kids, we had not yet reached the milestone date in Kami’s family plan. Not that the step would be all that difficult, as we used condoms since the pill caused Kami to gain weight, and neither of us found the idea of an implanted device appealing.

My wife is 5′7″ tall and slender with natural blonde hair that she wears short, accenting her lovely neck. In college, she was a bit skinny and awkward, resulting in her being self-conscious about her body. However, since graduation she has added a few pounds in the right places which has made her almost perfect in my view. Her long legs and perky B-cups breasts are nicely proportioned for her frame, with nipples that are easily made erect and point slightly upward. The changes have also improved her self-confidence, although there are still occasions when she will revert to her old nervousness.

In bed, she is normally a willing but not overly adventurous lover. I say normally because there are times when she will lower her reserve and let go. Typically, it happens when some there is a festive atmosphere that includes drinking, and her reticence in-between those moments often makes me frustrated because I know it is in her.

The property was located five miles off the state highway and required that we first take several county roads, with the last one being Little Mill Road. It was a single-lane asphalt topped track in reasonably good condition, and like our place, most of the surrounding properties were owned by people from the city that used them as a weekend getaway.

One odd feature of the area was the Little Mill Road Calvary Baptist Church which was set about three hundred yards from our gate. It was strange because there wasn’t any community nearby and the fact that it was a black church. It was painted white and consisted of a chapel, with a bell tower in front, that I guessed would seat about a hundred parishioners. In back was a single-story building that likely was a function hall. The parking lot was gravel, and the times we had passed on Sundays there had been about twenty cars present. Occasionally, we would threaten to attend a service, and had even checked the schedule that was posted on a sign near the road. We figured it would be an interesting learning experience and probably entertaining too, but despite these enticements we had never followed through.

It was on a Sunday in late October, during a weekend that had been absolutely brilliant, that we decided after coffee to finally experience the church. Both Kami and I are Catholic, so it was definitely going to be different, but we thought that would be part of the fun. Thus, with me wearing dark slacks and a blue button-down shirt and Kami in a simple, conservative dark blue dress we took the short drive.

During the walk from the parking lot, we received confused stares from several people and once inside they became even more pronounced. We took a spot on a back pew and met the looks from the congregation with smiles. The inside of the church was actually quite nice. There were ten rows of pews, one on each side of a central aisle, and there was the normal raised altar at the front with a choir section to one side. The ceiling was vaulted and the last two windows on either side were made of stained glass.

The sign out front had informed us that Pastor Jerome Mathews presided over the congregation. The choir walked out first, dressed in blue robes with white collars, followed by the pastor who was a fortyish man, easily over six feet tall, with broad shoulders. He had his head shaved and was wearing a charcoal colored suit, dark blue shirt and a bright red tie. The choir consisted of ten women and two men, and looking at the congregation, except for the dozen or so children, that gender ratio held.

For the next hour, we worshipped with the others, occasionally getting looks and experienced a definite difference in style. It was altogether more passionate, with the congregation much more engaged. This included the singing which was more confident and robust. Being Catholic, we were used to a more rote approach with no opportunity for deviation, so this was a completely different experience for us. But, in the end, it was a message of prayer and redemption that is universal to all Christians. When the service was over, we stood outside and lingered, wanting to give a good impression, and had several women come up and inquire about us. When we told them that we had the property across the road and had been curious about the church, they immediately opened up and we had some nice conversations.

“Welcome to our church,” a booming voice came from behind us as we chatted with an older woman who I guessed was in her 70s.

“Hello, thank you. I’m Phillip and this is my wife Kami,” I said, turning and offering my hand.

At his side was a young girl that looked about three who was clutching his trousers tightly.

Pastor Mathews took my hand in his and gave it a strong shake, “My pleasure, my pleasure. We always like to have guests.”

His eyes quickly left mine and turned and took my wife’s hand treating it gently while his eyes looked her up and down.

“It was a lovely service Pastor,” Kami said with a smile, which brought a fresh one to his face.

“Thank you, thank you very much. Now what prompted you two to drop by?” he asked.

“Kami inherited the property across the road from her uncle. So, we come out on weekends and have been meaning to stop by because it’s so close,” I explained.

“You’re Joe Covington’s niece?” the pastor immediately replied.

“Yes, I am,” Kami said.

“Well, I see then. Joe was a good man and a good friend of the church. I had heard rumors of the unfortunate news. My condolences to the family,” he said in a very sincere voice.

“Thank you,” Kami responded, just as the young girl started tugging on his pants.

“This is my daughter Anjanae,” he explained, patting the girl on the head, who was wearing a purple dress with black shoes and had her hair pulled into pigtails.

“Hello Anjanae. Nice to meet you. You look so pretty,” my wife said while bending down.

Her words made the young girl smile, but also embarrassed her and she turned and put her face against her dad’s leg. Pastor Mathews smiled at my wife and patted the young girl’s head again.

“We certainly hope to see you with us again soon,” he said looking mostly at Kami, then with a smile and a nod he turned to speak with a young woman who had been patiently waiting on him.

“That was fun,” Kami said with a laugh, as we pulled from the parking lot and drove back to the house.

“Yes, it was a nice experience,” I concurred.

The next two Sundays found us in the same pew at the church listening to Pastor Mathews’ sermon. It was easy to see that the congregation was becoming more relaxed with us, and we took the opportunity to speak with more of them. There were some new faces each time but the general size and makeup of the group stayed basically the same.

It was on a Friday evening, three weeks after our initial visit to the church, that an unexpected car pulled up to the house. Now, we close but don’t lock our gate, and in the country it’s very rare to have unannounced visitors, especially at night. Kami and I were on the patio, sitting around the fire pit drinking wine in the cool night air, when we saw the approaching lights. I had her stay put and walked around the side of the house to meet the car and was surprised to see Pastor Mathews getting out of an older model Ford wearing jeans and a light jacket.

“Hello, hello,” I heard his booming voice call out when he saw me.

“Pastor Mathews, how are you?” I asked, confused about the visit.

“Phillip I’m well. I was working late and then driving home I saw your lights on. Hope you don’t mind a visit from your pastor,” he explained.

Now, I’m pretty sure the house lights were not visible from the road, but rather than call him out, I smiled and said, “Not at all. Kami and I are just sitting by the fire drinking some nice wine if you’d care to join us.”

“That’s lovely…lovely,” he replied, and followed me around to the back.

“Kami look who dropped by,” I said when she came into view.

“Hello Pastor,” she replied in a voice that seemed genuinely happy to see him.

“Hello Kami. I hope I’m not intruding,” he responded.

“Not at all. Please sit down,” my wife said, pointing to a chair on the other side of where I was sitting.

“Let me grab a glass,” I told them, and then went inside.

When I returned, they were chatting away like old friends, and I took the bottle from the ground, poured him a good amount, and then topped off our glasses.

“Pastor, I didn’t know Baptists drank alcohol,” I said when their conversation hit a lull.

“All things in moderation Phillip…all things in moderation,” he replied, breaking out in a laugh, which we joined.

We talked about a variety of things for almost an hour including the history of the church, his congregation, where they lived, and all our backgrounds. But mostly what Kami wanted to talk about was Anjanae. We learned that she was indeed close to three and that her mother lived nearby but that Pastor Mathews had custody. I sensed that our guest was getting a bit uncomfortable with some of the questions, so I decided to change subjects.

“Pastor, how do you know Kami’s uncle?” I asked.

“Oh my, oh my,” he said, bursting forth with a laugh, and then continued, “Years ago, he came into the church much like the two of you. We got to know each other over time, and he helped the church out with some things. In fact, I’ve spent many nights around this fire drinking wine with Joe. Many nights!”

We talked about Kami’s uncle a bit more then I got up to get some more firewood which was kept in a stack on the side of the house. With my arms full, I returned just in time to see my wife leaving to go into the house and I caught him turned and staring at her firm butt as she walked. It actually amused the hell out of me and I had to force back a laugh as I returned and added more wood to the fire. The fact was that most men stared at my wife, and if I didn’t let that sort of thing roll off my back, I would be in constant fights. Being eyed by a middle-aged religious figure just seemed to add some comedy to it all. Especially, since she was dressed in a heavy sweatshirt and flannel warm up pants, not exactly enticing attire. Of course, I knew she only had a tiny thong on beneath it, but the thick material provided him no hint.

It wasn’t long after that he announced he needed to be going, and both Kami and I walked him to his car where we saw him off with a hand shake to me and a quick hug to my wife.

“Pastor, if you ever need anyone to babysit Anjanae we would love to. I mean we are just next door,” my wife offered as he climbed into the car.

“That’s very kind Kami. I may just take you up on it,” he replied.

Later, in bed, I had my hand under her t-shirt fondling her firm breasts and kissing her ear and neck when with a soft chuckle, I said, “I think the pastor has the hots for you.”

“What are you talking about?” she replied with mild curiosity.

“I caught him checking out your sexy butt when you walked inside,” I whispered as I squeezed her tiny nipple.

“All you men are the same, religious or…ohhh,” she started but the actions of my fingers cut her words off.

“I think there’s something up with his little girl too,” I said, thinking back to the vibe I got during the conversation.

“I know. I got the same feeling. I wonder if they were married,” Kami said, turning in my arms to indicate she clearly had an interest in the conversation.

“Do you think you could be a pastor of a church, a Baptist church, if you had a child out of wedlock?” I asked.

“I don’t know. It is the country, and it’s a black church,” she answered.

She turned onto her back which gave me easy access to her pussy and I pushed my fingers beneath the thong and gently began stroking her. I was hopeful that the wine had loosened her up and it didn’t take long for me to find out.

“Mmmm…honey. Go down on me,” she purred and used her hands to push me beneath the covers.

Since she rarely acted so bold, I accepted her request without hesitation. I started out slowly, licking her thighs and the outside of her labia, teasing her until her hips were moving. Then, I began long soft strokes of my tongue up her slit before finally using quick, gentle cat like licks over and around her clit. This approach had never failed before, and just like the other times, as soon as her orgasm arrived, she started pulling on my shoulders, begging me to penetrate her. It was nights like this that I lived for, and as soon I was in her, I began moving in earnest while listening to her cries of pleasure until I felt my balls tighten. At the last possible moment, I pulled out shooting my semen across her tummy then collapsed beside her.

“God, you are special,” I gasped.

“You shouldn’t have pulled out,” she whispered, equally struggling for breath.

“I thought you had it planned for next year?” I answered as Kami had stated often when she wanted her first pregnancy.

“I know but you had me,” she replied snuggling in close.

“You would have killed me tomorrow,” I said, as we both drifted to sleep.

Because of commitments, it was three weeks before we went back to the country. On Saturday, I went to the hardware store in the nearest town, which was about six miles away, to get some things. It was a slow day and the proprietor struck up a conversation with me.

“Do you live out here?” he asked.

“No, my wife and I have a weekend place a few miles away.” I replied.

“You folks from the city. You get these places to relax then find out all the work there is to do. I bet you haven’t relaxed once,” he laughed.

“Well it’s not that bad, but you have a point,” I answered, joining in the laughter.

“Where’s your place,” he followed.

“It’s on Little Mill Road. If you know where the Baptist church is, it’s right across the road,” I explained.

“The black church? Pastor Mathews?” he asked, showing interest.

“Yes, exactly,” I replied.

“That old rounder. There’s a thousand stories about him,” he said, laughing again.

“Like what?” I replied, forcing a big grin to encourage him.

“Well I think he’s bedded every woman between eighteen and seventy in that church,” he said with a smirk.

“Really? How do you know?” I replied, again trying to encourage him to continue.

“There’s been a few run-ins with husbands and then, you know, lots of rumors,” he said, suddenly acting like maybe he had gone too far.

“Well that’s good to know. I’ll make sure to lock the gates,” I laughed as I picked up my things to leave, which brought a smile and look of relief from him.

I don’t know why, but I kept the rumors about the pastor from Kami. The next day, we made church, and as luck would have it after the service Pastor Mathews pulled us aside and asked if we were serious about watching Anjanae. Kami practically jumped out of her shoes to tell him we were, and he continued by asking if we could watch her the following Friday. Within minutes, the timing was set and as soon as we left, Kami began planning.

We had agreed that Anjanae would be dropped off at seven-thirty and had to rush to get out of the city after work to make it in time. We did, with twenty minutes to spare, which gave Kami time to unpack and prepare the house for the young child. Even though it was only going to be for about four hours, Kami had brought enough things to last a week. On the way up, I thought about her maternal instincts kicking in and realized that she didn’t have any family or friends close by with young kids, so this was something of a new experience for her.

The knock on the door came near the appointed time and standing before us was Pastor Mathews with his hand on the shoulder of the child who had a nervous look. Kami immediately bent down and took Anjanae’s hand, softly drawing her forward until she was able to lift her into her arms. My wife was still in her work clothes, a long-sleeved blouse and pencil skirt, and when she raised the child her blouse pulled to the side exposing a good part of one of the cups of her bra. Looking at the black man, I saw that he was openly staring and had a look of desire, almost hunger on his face which made the rumors told by the hardware store owner seem very real.

“Anjanae, I’ll see you in a little while baby. Now, you be good and behave,” he spoke to his daughter sweetly.

“Oh, we’re going to have fun!” Kami stated emphatically, although the little girl still had a look of concern.

“Thank you, Kami and Phillip. You are the best,” he said, and turned to leave after one last look at my wife.

The next few hours were a testament to my wife’s perseverance. Anjanae was scared and reluctant to engage with Kami in any way. All she really wanted to do was watch TV, but Kami had so much more planned and almost demanded that the child participate. Finally, they seemed to find their level with each other, and in the end, they were getting along quite well. Unfortunately, by that time, it was getting late and the child was running out of gas. I did my best to stay out of the way, first sitting outside by the fire and then doing some work on my computer in the bedroom. Kami finally put the young girl down in a spare room just past ten and then poured herself a drink.

“I think we finally made friends,” she said, coming into the bedroom and looking over my shoulder.

“I think so too. It took a while, but you stayed with it,” I complimented her.

“Yes, thanks,” she replied, then closed my computer on me and said, “Let’s talk.”

I followed her into the living room and after getting my own drink sat next to her and asked, “What do you want to talk about?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t want to be by myself,” she laughed.


“Did you have fun?” I asked.

“Yes! It was fun. But, work too,” she responded.

We had several drinks and continued to chat with Kami getting up every five minutes to check on the child. I could tell she was gauging motherhood and my perception of her skills, so I made sure to compliment her repeatedly. Several times, I attempted to move the conversation to other subjects, but she always brought it back to Anjanae. It made me wonder if she was thinking about a modification to her timetable for motherhood.

The scheduled time for Pastor Mathews to pick up his daughter was eleven-thirty which came and went. When midnight hit, we tried his cell phone, but there was no answer. By now, we were getting tired, especially after the drinks, so I told Kami to go to bed and I would stay up. It was a little after two when knocking on the door woke me from my sleep on the couch, and seconds later I opened the door to find the pastor looking quite haggard.

“I am sorry. I completely lost track of time. Please forgive me,” he said, and I was sure I caught a whiff of alcohol on his breath.

“It’s okay. Not a problem. She’s back here,” I said, just wanting him to quickly collect his daughter so I could go to bed.

Unbeknownst to me, Kami had laid down next to Anjanae in the guest room in her normal sleeping attire of a cropped t-shirt and thong. There was a shawl partly covering her, but her movements must have freed it some because now we had a clear view of her almost naked ass. I reached down to reposition it, but at that moment she sensed our presence and rolled over bringing her thong covered pussy into view. There was an awkward moment, and I looked at the pastor who had an ear-to-ear grin. Kami finally realized the situation and covered herself with the shawl from the waist down, but it wasn’t big enough to cover her entire body.

Pastor Mathews pulled the covers back and lifted his daughter into his arms and walked towards the front door with me following. As we reached the door, Kami caught up with the shawl wrapped like a skirt and kissed the young girl on the cheek.

“Bye, bye Anjanae,” she whispered.

When she stepped back, we could see her small nipples poking through the thin material of the t-shirt. Again, I looked at the pastor who was staring at my wife’s chest intently.

“Goodnight Pastor.” I said, and my words finally broke his concentration.

“Goodnight Phillip and goodnight Kami. Thank you again,” he responded as he turned, and at that moment I realized my dick was partially stiff.

I was seconds behind Kami getting to bed, but unlike her, who fell asleep almost instantly, I stayed up staring into the darkness wondering why my wife’s exposure had aroused me. Was it a religious thing? Having a member of the clergy see her almost nude? Was is a black thing? Was is just because it was another male? I didn’t have the answer, but one thing I did know was that Pastor Mathews liked what he saw.

“You put on quite the show last night,” I said to Kami the next morning while we cuddled in bed.

I had woken up before her, very horny, and got a condom ready on the nightstand waiting for her to stir.

“What do you mean?” she demurred, but I could see she was trying not to smile.

“You know what I mean. Don’t deny it,” I replied, tickling her ribs which made her thrash about.

“It was an accident!” she cried out, and with her admission I stopped the tickling.

“Was it?” I asked, having fun in challenging her.

“Of course. I was asleep. You shouldn’t have let him in the room,” she declared, trying to twist it.

I pulled her tighter and kissed her then toyed with her body until she was aroused and wet. Putting the condom on, I rolled on top and with her help pushed inside.

“Mmmm…I love that part,” I groaned into her ear.

“Me too,” she sighed back.

We started a slow, gentle rocking with lots of moans and kisses along the way. I know I needed to cum, but Kami seemed more accommodating than excited, so I thought I would just climax quickly and let her up.

“You turned him on,” I blurted out.

It was a thought in my head, not meant to be spoken, but somehow it escaped.

“What?” she replied.

“The pastor. You turned him on,” I answered, as now that it was out, the second time was much easier.

We had never talked about something like this before even though I had many examples of times where men had noticeably reacted to her beauty. Of course, in those cases it was in normal attire or maybe a bikini, not in bed with just a tiny thong. I wasn’t sure how she would react, so I concentrated on the rhythm of our lovemaking.

“How do you know?” she responded in a whisper after several seconds of silence.

“His eyes,” I told her.

Again, there was some silence before she spoke, “What do you mean?”

“He wanted you. His eyes were devouring you,” I explained.

With those words, there was a change in her that was almost imperceptible at first, but slowly became more apparent. Kami was getting excited and was now fully engaged in our lovemaking.

It was at least a minute before she spoke again, “I think you’re seeing things.”

“No, it was there. It was real,” I quickly answered.

There was no more talking after that and we were left with our own thoughts as we moaned and sighed on our way towards our releases. Kami actually came first, wrapping her legs around me and pulling my mouth to hers, and I followed shortly after with several hard thrusts into her, as my seed filled the tip of the condom.

She climbed out of bed soon thereafter and went to the bathroom where she spent the next hour showering and preparing for the day, while I stayed in place, looking at the ceiling and thinking. Like it or not, we had definitely crossed a threshold, as I knew she had gotten excited, maybe even climaxed, with thoughts of another man.

For the Thanksgiving holidays, we planned to drive to my parent’s house about two hours away and spend Wednesday and Thursday night, then drive to the property for the remainder of the weekend. The visit was nice with the usual overeating, along with some family drama and lots of television. We were able to leave Friday at noon, which got us to the property by mid-afternoon, and Kami immediately set off to check on the horses. On the pretense of needing some things for chores, I left for the hardware store where I hoped to collect more gossip. This time, there were customers in the store, and I had to hang back and browse for almost twenty minutes before the store cleared.

“Afternoon,” I said, putting my purchases on the counter.

“Good to see you back. Y’all have a good Thanksgiving?” he asked.

“Yes, thanks. And you?” I replied.

“Was just fine,” he said with a smile.

“Hey I met that pastor at that church we talked about,” I informed him, hoping he would engage.

“Did you now?” he responded noncommittally.

“Yes, I did and he had a young daughter with him,” I answered, which brought a smile to his face.

“Now that’s a story,” he chuckled, suddenly becoming engaged.

“How so?” I asked hopefully.

“Well the way the story goes, the momma of that girl was young, just been married and sang in the choir. Her husband was in jail when the preacher gets her pregnant and he comes out wanting to get revenge. Chases him across the county in his car until the sheriff finally gets him stopped,” the store owner explained, now laughing hard.

“Wow, what happened?” I asked.

“The kid goes back to jail and he’s been there since. He was caught with a stolen pistol that had been used in an armed robbery. The girl had the baby, but didn’t want it, so she dropped it on the pastor,” he replied.

“How did he keep his job?” I asked, truly bewildered at this point.

“Oh, he made a big scene in the church about forgiveness. In truth, I think he’s done been with all those ladies and they have a soft spot for him,” he said, still laughing.

“That is wild,” I replied.

“Yeah it is. Course no telling what the fellow will do when he gets out of jail,” the man said.

I thanked him and left, thinking about what a scoundrel Pastor Mathews turned out to be. It was good knowledge to have, but like before, I decided for now to keep the information to myself. As luck would have it, passing the church on the way back, I spotted the black man working on the message board.

“Hello, Pastor. How was your Thanksgiving?” I asked, after stopping and rolling down the window.

“It was good Phillip. We had a good turnout for our lunch. The most in several years so I was quite pleased. How is Kami?” he spoke with his normal open manner.

“She’s doing well. We had Thanksgiving at my folk’s place and just got here a few hours ago,” I told him.

“That sounds nice. Will we see you two on Sunday?” he replied.

“Probably,” I answered. Then, after a moment’s thought I continued, “If you and Anjanae aren’t doing anything why don’t you drop by later. We have some good wine.”

“That’s a kind offer, but I planned to visit Mrs. Williams in town. She’s been sick,” he explained.

“I see. Well, can we watch Anjanae? Kami would be thrilled,” I offered.

“I was going to take her with me but that might be a better idea. She gets bored and restless doing these things,” he said.

“Good then. Just drop her off when you’re ready,” I answered, and after his acknowledgement, I prepared to drive away.

“Say, Phillip. Let me ask you something,” the pastor said with an odd look appearing on his face which halted my departure.

“Sure,” I answered, and for some reason I was nervous about his question.

“Phillip, how well did you know Joe Covington?” he asked, referring to Kami’s uncle.

“Reasonably well, I guess. He seemed like he liked to be alone,” I replied through the open car window.

“Yes, he did. Usually…” he responded, and then stopped. It was clear he had more to say, so I remained silent until he spoke again, “When you first took this house…uhhh…did you find anything that was…ummm…different?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, although my thoughts went quickly to the condoms we had found.

“Joe was a very good man. Very good. But, he had certain…appetites let’s say,” he said before stopping once more.

“We found a large box of condoms,” I offered, now certain he was referring to the rumors we had heard.

“I see…well yes. But, did you find other things?” he asked, and his serious expression let me know I needed to pay attention.

“No,” I replied.

“Phillip, I think looking around more…it might be something you want to do and…uhhh… I would suggest you do it by yourself,” he stated.

He spoke the words boldly, although I could tell he felt very uncomfortable, and even though my curiosity was raging, I fought back the urge to ask any more questions. Instead, I just nodded my head to indicate I understood the message, and with a quick goodbye I left. My head was filled with strange thoughts as I contemplated what Kami’s uncle had been up to and why the pastor had known about it. There was no doubt he felt there was something incriminating on the property that I needed to find before my wife stumbled upon it. Since we had been all through the house and Kami had spent countless hours in the barn, the only logical place left was the small garage that her uncle had used as a work area and storage space. There was a workbench and tool crib on the back wall, and I recalled on one side were large plastic storage containers stacked three high. We had assumed that the tubs held things related to the upkeep of the property and had not yet gotten around to opening them. If the pastor’s feelings were true, I suspected that somewhere in the garage I would find what he was referring to. I just needed to find some time when Kami was occupied to do an inspection.

Of course, my wife was excited to have the young child over again and immediately started preparing for her arrival. Just before six-thirty, we saw the approaching lights and then there was the knock on the door. Kami beat me to it and standing on the landing was Anjanae holding the hand of her father.

“Anjanae! So good to see you honey. Come inside,” my wife said, taking the young girl’s hand and guiding her through the door.

“It shouldn’t be too long,” the pastor said, then left.

Like before, Kami doted and over indulged the child feeding her with treats, playing games and sitting with her as she watched videos. Once more, feeling a bit like the odd person out, I started a fire outside, poured myself a large whiskey, and relaxed in the clear night air with the radiant heat keeping me warm. The time ticked by, and as I got pleasantly drunk, I could see Kami and Anjanae slowly growing tired. It was a little after nine when Kami came outside alone.

“Anjanae fell asleep on the couch,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied, now quite drunk.

“I hope everything is okay with Mrs. Williams. It might not be good since the pastor has been gone so long,” she spoke with a worried tone.

“I’m sure everything will be okay,” I answered.

Of course, my knowledge of the habits of the man had me thinking cynically that he was more likely banging some female member of the congregation than attending to the spiritual needs of Mrs. Williams, but I kept my opinion to myself.

“I guess I’ll put Anjanae to bed,” she announced after standing silently for almost a minute.

Kami left and was gone for twenty minutes then returned with a glass of wine and sat in the chair next to me. We chatted for a while, but I was too far gone to carry on much of a conversation and mostly responded with grunts and nods of my head. It was just past ten when Kami, after finishing a second glass of wine, started yawning.

“Go to bed honey. I’ll stay up till he comes for Anjanae,” I suggested.

At first, she put me off, but after a further ten minutes and another big yawn she stood, kissed me on the cheek and left. I was becoming annoyed at the good pastor’s abuse of our generosity, but I knew Kami really liked playing the babysitter, so it gave me some solace that something good was coming from it.

About thirty minutes later, I went in to pour another drink, the last one I told myself, and decided to check on the girls. Like before, Kami was on the bed next to Anjanae but this time was still in her sweatshirt, flannel warm up pants, and heavy socks. Seeing her there, a strange thought crossed my mind that I mulled over for a few minutes before acting. I went to the bedroom and found one of her short tshirts and returned.

“Kami, let’s get ready for bed,” I whispered to her.

“Mmmm…okay,” she replied in a tiny voice through closed eyes.

I started with her socks and then very carefully pulled the flannel pants down her long legs. At any moment, I expected her to awaken, but I made it all the way and saw that she was wearing a small thong. I knew getting the sweatshirt over her head would be even harder, so I prepped for it by telling her what I was doing.

“Honey, I’m going to change your shirt so you’re comfy,” I said softly, this time getting no response.

Nervously, I took the garment and rolled it up until it was at her chest, and with a deep breath, I forced her arms up and got it off. It wasn’t a delicate move, and she began to stir.

“Huh? Wha..” she began.

“Baby, I’m putting your t-shirt on. Keep your arms up,” I coached.

Amazingly, still mostly asleep, she did what I said and since the shirt had been cropped, it wasn’t as difficult to put on. When I was finished, I stroked her arm several times to soothe her, and then took a thin blanket off a nearby chair and covered her from the knees down. Lastly, slowly and carefully I worked her t-shirt up until it was just at the bottom of her breasts.

Minutes later, outside with my fresh drink, I wondered what kind of pervert I was turning into as I waited for Pastor Mathews to arrive. It was an hour later when he finally did and I made sure to open the door before he knocked.

“Hello Pastor,” I spoke softly, in a slurred voiced.

“Phillip I’m so sorry it took so long. It really couldn’t be helped,” he said, and like before he appeared disheveled.

“How about a drink?” I offered, not responding to his apology.

“Well maybe. If you are. Where’s Kami?” he answered.

“She went to bed,” I told him while I poured a glass of whiskey.

I guided him outside next to the fire where he tried to explain about Mrs. Williams and why he was late, but the more he talked the more certain I became that it was all a lie.

“How was Anjanae?” he finally asked, changing the subject.

“She was wonderful. They had a great time together then crashed,” I told him, hinting at things.

“Good, very good,” he replied looking at the fire. I could see the moment that his brain caught up to my statement and the opportunity dawned on him, “Maybe I should check on her.”

“Go ahead. She’s in the same room,” I told him.

I could see him trying to act nonchalant as he stood and made his way inside. Time seemed to standstill and after what felt like a long time I looked at my watch and another five minutes went by before the pastor returned.

“She looks very content,” he said, leaving me to wonder who he was referring to.

We sipped our drinks in silence for a few minutes then I told him I needed to pee and went inside going immediately to the door of the bedroom to determine what he had likely seen. My wife was on her back with her thong covered mound on full display and her shirt was still high, providing a tantalizing tease about what lay beneath. She was breathing heavily in a deep sleep, and although I wanted badly to lift the shirt over her cute breasts, I was too scared she would wake up, so with a final look, I went back outside.

There was more stilted conversation before he said he wanted to check on his daughter again and left me. This time, after waiting exactly one minute, I quietly entered the house and crept towards the hallway leading to the guest room. Peering around the corner, I could see his back as he stood next to the bed. For what seemed like minutes, he just stood there until finally I saw him bend forward until his face was inches from my wife’s pussy. At first, I didn’t know what he was doing but in the quiet of the house there suddenly came the sound of him inhaling and I realized he was trying to smell Kami’s sex. It was perverted and erotic, and I felt my dick quickly become hard.

“How is Anjanae?” I asked when he returned to the fire.

“Fine, just fine,” he said nervously.

“Well that’s good,” I replied, letting him off the hook even though my brain was screaming to prod for more details.

It wasn’t long after that he announced that it was time to collect his daughter and leave. I hung back letting him go into the bedroom, pick up his child, and feast on my wife’s hot body once last time. As soon as he departed, I went to the guest room and found Kami still pretty much in the position I had left her. With difficulty, I got her to her feet and then guided her to our bedroom where she collapsed in a heap on the bed. I pulled her top off, leaving her in just the cute thong, then snuggled close behind. I tried a few times to get her interested by kissing her neck and fondling her breasts, but she was too far gone, so I finally gave up and with difficulty fell asleep.

I woke the next morning with a screaming hangover, so I pulled the covers tight, rolled over and went back to sleep finally getting up around noon. Kami was working on her computer and looked up when I walked into the living room.

“You look like hell,” she proclaimed with a laugh.

“I feel like hell too,” I answered, headed to the fridge for some water.

“What time did Anjanae get picked up?” she asked.

“It was late. After midnight,” I told her.

“Being late appears to be his thing,” she replied, not looking up from the computer.


“Yes, it does. But it gives you more time with Anjanae,” I offered.

“Well it would be better if it was awake time,” she replied, still engrossed in her work.

Several times, I toyed with the idea of teasing my wife about her unknown exhibition. However, in my weakened state, I couldn’t really think of a good way to start, nor was I sure that she wouldn’t recall me undressing her. So, I finally decided to remain silent, at least for the time being.

As my hangover slowly dissipated throughout the day, my thoughts went to the message the pastor had delivered the previous night concerning Kami’s uncle. It was late in the afternoon when I quietly slipped out the door while my wife was napping, and with anticipation, I moved quickly to the garage. I hadn’t been inside in weeks and it smelled musty, and like I remembered, the containers were stacked along one wall. However, before trying them, I made a quick search of the cabinets below the workbench finding nothing of interest.

Each tub was about eighteen inches deep, so stacked three high, the top came almost to my chest. There were four stacks and I decided to start on the one nearest the workbench. Un-stacking and popping the lids went quickly, but all I found was an assortment of clothes one would expect a man to have for work on the property.

When I opened the first bin of the second stack, I thought I had hit pay dirt as the container was filled with framed photos. Initially, I thought they must be pornographic pictures of some kind, but instead it turned out they were just old family photos. There were more pictures in the other bins in the stack along with other mementos I knew Kami would want to look through, so I closed these up then slid the entire stack to the center of the garage.

The top bin on the third stack was empty, but when I opened the next I knew I had found what I was looking for. The container was literally stuffed full of dildos of all colors and sizes, along with what looked to be restraints and other things that I was clueless about. There were so many items that I wondered if maybe Kami’s uncle had been something of a collector because I just couldn’t imagine anyone using them all. In any event, my opinion of Joe Covington had definitely changed, although I wasn’t certain if it was for the good or bad.

The bottom bin had clothes inside and for a moment I thought the find was going to be limited to the one tub. But, looking closer, I saw that there was an old-style nursing uniform, a cheerleader outfit, a harem girl costume, a latex body suit and an assortment of bras, thongs and skirts. As I dug through the clothes, I found at the bottom of the bin, taking up most of one side, a black box with a curved top. Just as I was about to lift it out for a closer look, the door suddenly opened, making me jump.

“Honey, what are you doing?” my wife asked, as she stepped inside.

“Oh…uhhh…nothing…uhhh…just looking around,” I stammered, realizing I sounded very nervous.

“What’s in there?” she asked, stepping towards the container of toys while I quickly tried to put the lid back on.

“Kami, don’t look. Please just go inside,” I said, when it became evident I wasn’t going to get the cover on in time.

“Why, what’s going on?” she asked, first looking at me, but after a quick glance inside she cried out, “Oh, my God!”

“I was going to get rid of them so you didn’t see,” I said quickly.

“Where did it all come from?” she gasped.

“Honey, I think it’s your uncle’s stuff,” I replied in a soft voice.

“My God Phillip, I thought Uncle Joe was a player, but not a pervert,” she said shaking her head.

I thought the way she said it was funny and struggled but failed to keep from laughing. Fortunately, I could see that although she was slowly shaking her head, there was a hint of a smile on her face.

“What all is in there?” she asked, nodding towards the tub.

“I don’t know. I haven’t looked that close,” I replied.

“Don’t touch them!” she cried out, when I reached towards it with my hand, “You don’t know where they’ve been.”

With that, I stepped over to the work bench, picked up a pencil and used it to probe through the mass of things. Surprisingly, she wanted to look at everything even though she repeatedly said she couldn’t believe it.

“What’s in this one?” she asked, pointing towards the bin loaded with outfits.

“Uhhh…I guess you would say naughty clothes,” I responded with a smile, as now that I knew she wasn’t going to freak out, it was becoming kind of fun.

“Like what?” she asked.

My hand went straight for the cheerleader outfit. You see, Kami had told me before that she wanted to be one in high school but felt too self-conscious to try out.

“Oh Lord,” she said, rolling her eyes when I unfolded the garment.

There’s a lot more,” I laughed.

“All these containers have this stuff in them?” she asked with some shock.

“No, so far just these two. I checked those two stacks and they were normal things you would expect to find. In fact, this one has some family pictures and things. That’s why I put it aside. So, you could look at it,” I explained.

“What about these?” she asked, nodding towards the last stack.

“I haven’t looked yet,” I replied.

“I guess you better,” she said with another roll of her eyes, and then stepped back.

All the containers in the last stack were empty except for a rusty tire pump that was in the bottom bin.

“That’s it,” I declared.

“You’re going to get rid of it all?” she asked in a way that seemed more like a statement.

“Yes, honey,” I answered.

With that Kami went back to the house and I followed her with the tubs of pictures and family mementos then returned to the garage to continue inspecting the sex paraphernalia. Going through the items in more detail, I found eighteen dildos, eleven vibrators, six ball gags, three sets of restraints, and two sets of handcuffs. In addition, there were still some things I didn’t recognize and I decided I would try to find them on the internet later. Also, there was the large black device under the clothing and on further inspection I learned it was fairly heavy and covered in some fake leather material. A power cord was attached and another cord extended to what looked like a control box. On the box was the word “Sybian.” Finally, at the bottom of the box filled with toys, I found a single CD. It was this discovery that caused me the most worry but also the most curiosity.

“Find anything else?” Kami asked when I stepped inside.

She was deeply engrossed in the collection of family things and had a half-dozen pictures set in front of her on the table.

“Not really,” I replied, holding the cheerleader outfit and the CD close to my opposite side as I quickly passed.

I hid the outfit in my underwear drawer and put the CD into my laptop then went to the couch in the living room so I could chat with my wife while she continued to look through the mementos. As soon as I accessed the disc, I could see that it contained lots of pictures that appeared as numbered .jpg files with no apparent organization. With a deep breath, I double clicked the first file. Instantly, a color picture of a middle-aged naked blonde woman filled the screen. She was on her back with her legs spread and her hand was manipulating a dildo that was halfway inside her very hairy pussy.

It turned out to be one of the less naughty pictures on the entire disc, and for the next thirty minutes, I went through them and was dumbfounded by what I found. There was an assortment of scenes spanning the spectrum from solo female activity with the toys to group action. Uncle Joe figured prominently in many of the scenes, which included him having sex with several different women.

I also learned what most of the devices I didn’t recognize were used for which included more gags and nipple clamps. However, the most interesting discovery was the Sybian device. There were dozens of pictures of women straddling it with a look of excitement on their faces, so I stopped and looked it up on the internet. Through this, I learned that some of the unknown things I found in the box of toys were attachments for the machine.

It was when I clicked on the one particular file and the picture that popped up was of a well-built black man that the connection to Pastor Mathews was revealed. In the picture, he was much younger, but it was definitely him. He was standing naked at the edge of a bed looking down at something outside the picture, and my eyes were immediately drawn to his very large cock. It draped lazily over a set of heavy balls and was uncut with just a hint of the pink head emerging from the foreskin. It was fat at the base and middle then tapered at the tip, and several thick veins ran down the length giving it the appearance of some powerful weapon.

I thought I had seen it all, but just a few minutes later, I opened a pic and the pastor was between the legs of a mature white woman. She seemed familiar and after a few seconds, I realized she looked much like Kami’s aunt, Uncle Joe’s late wife, who had passed away in a car accident ten years before him. I couldn’t be sure because I had never seen her in person, but she looked very much like the woman I had seen in family portraits.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized it wasn’t altogether surprising that Kami’s aunt would have participated in the sexual games. The thing that made it a bit disconcerting was the link to Pastor Mathews. However, in all the pics he was in he looked much younger, and I wondered if he had stopped the sexual play when he became part of the clergy. I did know that the CD was something I needed to make sure Kami never saw.

“I’m going to take a bath,” my wife announced a few minutes later, as it seemed she was tiring of looking through the boxes.

“Okay, honey,” I acknowledged as she passed.

Figuring my computer was the safest place for the CD, I left it in the drive and waited until I heard the water running then slipped into the bedroom and placed the cheerleader outfit on top of the bed where she would see it when she entered. I was back in the living room listening intently when I heard the door to the bathroom open. The minutes ticked by with no sound from my wife and for a while I held out hope she was putting it on. But, when she walked out in her sweat pants and t-shirt I knew it wasn’t going to happen, and I prepared myself for her response.

“Did you really think I was going to wear that?” she asked, showing some annoyance.

“I was hoping,” I replied.

“Honey, you know me better than that,” she responded, as her tone turned to condescension.

“Please?” I asked, thinking begging was my only hope.

“Why?” she asked, giving me a funny look.

“I don’t know. I guess since you told me you wanted to be a cheerleader I always fantasized about it,” I replied.

She was quiet for almost a minute before answering, “I liked the other ones better.”

Whether true or not, I realized her message was to let it drop, so I did. Soon we were in bed where, perhaps as consolation, she initiated our lovemaking and was quite passionate.

The rest of the weekend went by uneventfully and we only made it out once more before Christmas but stayed to ourselves. During this time, I had the opportunity to reflect on everything that had happened, from finding the boxes to my strange actions to show Kami to the black pastor. Revealing her was difficult to understand completely, and I never really was able to pinpoint my exact motivation, but some combination of the setting, the religious angle, the fact that he was black and a philanderer combined to make it exciting in my mind. A wise man would have just dropped the whole thing and moved on, but the vision of him looking her over while she slept wouldn’t leave my head, and I knew that, despite the risks, I would try something again if the opportunity arose.

The find in the containers had been fascinating, but as far as we were concerned the only linkage to it was the pastor. I hadn’t disclosed that information to Kami or the potential her aunt had participated, so for her it was all just a dirty family secret that she thought was a bit funny.

For New Years, we decided to forego the parties in the city and come to the country with two other couples, and since it fell on a Friday, the plan was to make a weekend out of it. Trish was Kami’s best friend going back to her sorority days in college. She was married to John, a very nice guy, whose company I enjoyed even though I knew I would never be close friends with him. They lived about a mile from us in the city and we got together at least once a month. Like us, they were childless although they had been trying for some time, which had begun to cause some stress.

The other couple was Chris and Waverly. Chris was a recent divorcee and Waverly was her new boyfriend who lived in another city about two hundred miles away. Chris had worked with Kami several years before and had left the company, but they had remained in contact. She was something of a party girl and quite fun to be around. Unfortunately, Waverly was a pompous jerk who I truly couldn’t stand, so when we learned that a relative had passed away and he wouldn’t be able to make it, I was thrilled. Chris decided to come out anyway since she had nothing else to do, and she rode with us while Trish and John followed in their car.

We arrived in the late afternoon with everyone in a party mood, and actually had to tell each other not to start drinking so we could make it to midnight. The girls busied themselves getting the food and drink put away while John and I prepared the fire pit and made sure the hot tub was clean and at the right temperature. Then we showed everyone around the property spending extra time with the horses since Trish and John had little experience with animals.

It was going to a cold night, and with sundown fast approaching we went back to the house and made our first round of drinks. The girls put out the light food we had brought, so that we wouldn’t have to mess with cooking, and John and I flopped on the couch in front of the television to watch a bowl game. We knew later, as midnight approached, we would have to interact, but for now we left the girls to gossip and concentrated on more important things.

It was almost ten-thirty by the time the game was over, and although John and I were feeling buzzed, we had paced ourselves so we were in decent shape. However, the girls had been less reserved and were definitely feeling no pain. They had donned their bikinis and jumped into the hot tub, so we walked outside, threw a couple more logs on the fire, and pulled the chairs up close to ward off the cold night air. The tub was positioned only a few feet from the fire pit, so we were able to chat with the girls and occasionally had to dodge the splashes they sent in our direction.

Fortunately for John and me, all three girls were easy on the eye. Trish is a brunette, with long hair that extends halfway down her back and the same slender body as Kami, although she is a few inches shorter. She has an amazing smile with cute little dimples that appear on her cheeks when she does so. Chris, a dirty blonde with shoulder length hair, was a tad heavier than Kami and Trish, with full breasts and a shapely ass. In addition, her juicy lips seemed made for kissing.

The girls had changed and gone outside in robes, so we weren’t completely sure what their suits looked like, but from the straps on Kami’s top I was pretty sure she was in her sexiest bikini. It was the one that I had to pester her to wear even when we were alone, which told me that she was tipsy and that the other girls were likely similarly dressed.

“Honey, get us some drinks,” Kami said in a whiny voice while giving me an impish smile.

“Y’all have to stand so we can get a look first,” I demanded, staying in my chair.

With just a quick look at each other, Chris stood followed by Kami and then Trish. We could only see their top halves, but I had been right about Kami’s suit and Trish’s looked sexy too, but it was Chris’ that made me stare. Her large breasts were spilling out of her top and her nipples were clearly visible through the fabric.

“That’s worth three rounds,” Kami said as I collected their plastic cups.

While I was mixing the drinks, I saw the lights of a car approaching and went to the door in time to see Pastor Mathews getting out.

“Happy New Years!” I said and shook his hand.

My mind was suddenly in full gear thinking about his presence and the barely covered women in the back.

“Happy New Years to you!” he countered, and the way he spoke let me know that he had been drinking, too.

“Come in,” I said, and let him enter ahead of me.

“You must have company. I don’t want to intrude,” he said seeing the mess in the kitchen.

“You aren’t intruding at all. Everyone’s out back. Let me get you a drink,” I replied.

At his request, I poured him a glass of red wine and let him wander outside while I finished making the girls’ drinks. When I joined them, I found him standing over the tub chatting with the trio who were all looking up at him with smiles. He struck quite a figure in his dark dress slacks, pull over turtleneck shirt and blazer.

“Did the introductions get made?” I asked, while handing the drinks out.

“Yes sir,” Pastor Mathews said with a smile.

“Where’s Anjanae?” Kami asked.

“She’s with family tonight,” he replied, leaving the details vague.

He came over to where John and I were sitting and pulled up a chair, and we talked while we sipped our drinks, although his gaze kept going back to the tub. At the same time, I could see Trish and Chris huddled around Kami whispering while occasionally looking towards us.

“Pastor Mathews, were you at a party?” my wife suddenly asked.

“Yes, I stopped by a small one in town, and by the way you can call me Jerome,” he replied.

“Okay Jerome,” she said, and when all three girls started giggling, it was easy to tell that they were now completely hammered.

Pastor Mathews looked at us and started laughing, “You’ve got some work ahead of you.”

His words made us snicker and we started talking again only to be interrupted a few minutes later when there was a commotion in the tub. Looking over, we saw Chris climbing out with water dripping from her barely covered body. Her bottoms, much like her top, was cut so that it left a good portion of her shapely ass exposed.

“I need to pee,” she declared, then hurried inside with her breasts jiggling.

Pastor Mathews’ eyes were glued to her body until she disappeared. Just as the door closed we heard him say just a little too loudly, “Damn.”

“My feelings exactly,” John replied with a laugh.

The pastor offered no apology, in fact he kept one eye on the door almost talking to us over his shoulder until Chris returned and once again she treated us to a nice view of her hot body. After that, he gave us his full attention, but it was only a few minutes later that a spray of water swept over us. Looking over and seeing the look on the girls’ faces, I knew that it was Kami that had splashed us.

“Yes?” I asked with faux annoyance.

“Aren’t y’all going to join us?” she asked with her impish look.

“There’s not room,” I said to her, as the tub was small and even with just the three girls it was crowded.

“Then come sit over here,” she demanded.

“It’s too cold,” I responded, which brought a roll of her eyes.

My rejection quieted the girls and we returned to our respective group conversations. After a few minutes, John got up to use the bathroom and once the door closed behind him the black man leaned towards me and spoke.

“Find anything?” he asked, and I instantly knew what he was referring to.

“Yeah, I did. A couple boxes of things,” I replied.


“What was in the boxes?” he asked with a worried look.

“A bunch of sex toys, some outfits and a thing…an…uhhh…a Sybian,” I told him, purposefully leaving out the CD.

“Nothing else?” he inquired.

“Well, there was a CD with pictures…” I started but was cut off by his response.

“Damn!” he spat out loudly, making me glance towards the tub, but they hadn’t noticed.

“Yeah, some surprising stuff,” I said.

“So, you looked at them? Look, we need to talk later when we have more time,” he replied.

There followed a period of silence between us until John returned and we started talking sports. However, a few minutes later we heard Chris calling out.

“Jerome why don’t you join us?” she spoke, which instantly brought all attention to her.

“I’m sorry Chris but I didn’t bring a suit,” he replied.

“If you’re wearing boxers it’s just like a suit,” she answered sweetly.

There was a brief silence, then he turned and looked at us and with a shrug, stood and went inside. It seemed only a minute later that he returned wearing only a pair of what looked to be red silk boxers. He stood for a moment at the edge of the tub as if to give the girls a look then stepped into the steaming water, and I could see that he was much more muscled than he appeared when fully clothed. He had thick thighs, a broad chest and strong shoulders that seemed incongruent with his position as a man of God.

He settled in between Chris and Kami, and within seconds had joined their conversation. For the next thirty minutes, they chatted, laughed and cut up getting more inebriated with each sip. Not that John and I weren’t, in fact we were catching up quickly, although it was difficult to tell.

At twenty minutes to midnight, Kami announced that it was time to go inside and prepare for the countdown. John and I watched the girls get out, one at a time, making sure we got a good look. Pastor Mathews was the last to exit, as I suspect he was enjoying the view too, and surprisingly, the girls stayed by the door waiting for him. When he stood, the wet material of his boxers stuck to his skin and we all got a view of the outline of his very large cock, which momentarily brought the girls to silence. He nonchalantly pulled on the fabric, loosening the suction which provided some modesty, and then turned towards the door.

We followed them inside and pulled out two bottles of Champaign, popping the corks while we waited for everyone to change. The girls had gone to their respective rooms while Pastor Mathews went to the bathroom, and he appeared first carrying his wet boxers in his hand that he dropped outside the back door. The girls appeared soon thereafter all dressed similarly in sweat shirts and pants. Their wet hair made them look even more appealing, and I wondered, as I’m sure the others did, what they were wearing underneath.

Everyone stood around the television watching the CST countdown while I pulled out six glasses and prepared for the toast. Handing out the drinks, we were ready when the clock struck and with a quick Happy New Year we downed the bubbly. Kami was standing just to my right and she grabbed me by the head and pulled my lips to hers, kissing me hard. When we broke, I could see the others must have just finished too. Stepping over to Chris, I started to give her a quick kiss, but she surprised me by pushing her tongue into my mouth and making it wet and sloppy. Next was Trish and this time I was the aggressor and did the same to her that Chris had done to me. At first, she acted surprised, but she quickly recovered and at the end we were kissing like lovers. When we broke, I turned to see Kami and Pastor Mathews in a deep kiss that seemed to go on forever. When they finally split, Kami had an odd look on her face that was quickly replaced by a drunken grin.

“More Champaign!” I yelled, and the crew followed me into the kitchen for a refill.

We made it another hour before people started to fade. First to go were Trish and John who headed off hand in hand to their room. I had flopped onto the end of the couch to rest for a moment leaving Kami, Chris and the pastor talking in the kitchen. I knew it was a mistake to close my eyes, but I convinced myself that I could do it just for a second.

Sometime later I awoke and for a moment was confused as to where I was. Looking to my side, I saw Kami curled up in a ball next to me with her head on a small pillow. After a moment, I stood and turned off the television and was headed to the kitchen to turn off the lights when a noise outside caught my attention. Pulling the curtain aside, I was surprised to see Chris and Pastor Mathews back in the tub. They were sitting very close to each other and only when she turned and her breasts came into view did I realize that they were naked.

“Kami, get up,” I whispered to her while shaking her shoulders, as I was excited by my discovery and wanted to show her.

“What? Huh? What’s wrong?” she asked, sensing my urgency.

“Come see this, but be quiet,” I said softly, then helped her up and led her to the window.

I motioned for her to look outside, and after gazing for several seconds, she turned to me with a grin, “Chris is so bad.”

“Let me look,” I said, and when I traded places with her I could see that they were now in an embrace and would periodically kiss.

“My turn,” Kami said, pushing me aside.

This time she watched for much longer until I heard her gasp and then grab my arm, “Hurry, look!”

“Jesus,” I said as I saw what caused her reaction.

The black man was standing on the step of the tub completely naked. His long, thick cock made an arc from his body and water was dripping off the end.

When he made to step out, I turned to my wife and warned, “They’re coming in. Come on.”

We scampered like children to the hall and into our bedroom, and a minute later we heard their voices as they went by our room to the one Chris was using.

“She’s going to have sex with him,” I whispered to my wife, who was snuggled close to me.

“Chris is too wild,” she answered.

I stayed completely still and strained to hear what was happening in the room but was disappointed that all was silent. Minutes went by, and just when I was about to give up, it started.

“Ugghhh…nnnnggghhhh…” came the unmistakable sound of a female voice that was followed seconds later with repetitive grunts of, “Ohhh…ohhh…ohhh…”

Then the springs of the old bed started crying out in rhythm to their love making, growing louder until the sound merged with the passionate wailing of Chris as Pastor Mathews took her powerfully.

“Ohhh…ohhh fuck…fuck me…fuck me!” Chris begged.

“My God,” I said, unsure about what else to say.

My own dick had become fully hard and I started pulling at Kami’s clothes with a desperate need to feel her naked body against me. With her help, we were both quickly undressed and my hand found her hard nipples, which I teased while we continued to listen.

“Oh Jerome…oh yes…Jerome…fuck me…fuck me good…ohhhh!” Chris cried out, announcing to everyone in the house that her orgasm had arrived.

The continuing sound of the springs and her moans and whimpers let us know that he wasn’t done. He fucked her for at least another five minutes before his own cries filled the house.

“Oh child…oh yeah…feel it…it’s coming to you…feel it…” then with a final loud grunt, the house suddenly became quiet.

Coming back to my surroundings, I realized that my hand was between Kami’s legs and she was slick from her own juices. Kami was pushing her butt into my cock and she turned her head to kiss me. She was very aroused, as was I, so I wasn’t surprised when with just a nudge I got her to turn onto her back. I slid into her with ease and we started a gentle rocking movement while we kissed. Kami’s legs went around my waist and her arms around my neck and I knew it was going to be a good lovemaking session. But, having listened to Chris and the pastor, I wanted more, I wanted everyone to know I could fuck my wife powerfully too, so I began going faster and thrusting hard. Almost immediately, the springs of our bed started singing followed soon with Kami’s moans that I hoped could be heard throughout the house.

“They can hear,” Kami forced out between her groans.

“I know. I want them to. I want them to hear you cum,” I grunted, rising on my arms so I could look at her beautiful face.

“Oh honey…oh it feels…good…” she cried out, making no effort to challenge my words.

I knew the alcohol had greatly lowered her inhibitions, but I also thought she was a willing participant in the exhibition we were now putting on.

“You like it, don’t you?” I challenged her.

“Huh…what?” she asked.

“You like putting on a show. I want them to hear you,” I pushed again.

I was now using all my weight to pound into her and her pussy was making a wet, slapping noise with each thrust. I felt Kami’s nails dig into my ass and then suddenly her pelvis was smashing against mine and she started to lose control.

“Ohhh…Phil…oh baby…Phil…ohhh…ohhh…f…fu…fuck…do it…do it,” she cried out, as she climaxed using the “f” word for the first time ever.

I hoped she was loud enough to be heard, and while her hot body jerked in spasms below me, I went over the edge, “Oh Kami…damn…oh shit…shit!”

I felt like my balls had been sucked through my shaft, cumming more than I ever had and depositing my seed into Kami’s unprotected womb. With a groan, I rolled to her side and then pulled her sweaty body against me.

“You came in me,” she said softly.

“Yes, it was wonderful,” I replied, not wanting it to be a negative.

Kami only response was to wiggle her ass against me. It had happened quickly, but it had been incredible sex, as powerful as we had ever experienced, and I turned her to face me and began kissing her lips, her cheeks, her ears and her eyelids.

“Unnnnggghhhh…” we heard a deep moan come from Chris, and when her sounds reached a rhythm, we knew that the black man was enjoying her again.

“I think she likes it,” I whispered to Kami, which made us both giggle.

“They might do it all night,” she replied softly.

We giggled some more and then became quiet listening to the lovemaking in the next room. Lying still and holding Kami, the decadent thoughts swept into my head and despite trying to stay silent they found their way to my mouth.

“You know he wants you,” I said to her.

“Who?” she answered, but I was certain she knew what I meant.

“You know who,” I replied, and my hand found her breast and began tweaking her nipple, quickly making it rigid and forcing shudders from her.

Pastor Mathews and Chris were becoming even louder, and they seemed oblivious to everyone else in the house as they concentrated on their sexual needs. I sensed it was reigniting Kami, so I continued pushing her. I dipped my finger into her slit and coated it with our combined juices then began circling her clit.

“Does that feel good?” I asked softly, my mouth against her ear.

“Mmmm…yes…” she purred.

As we listened, I thought about his obvious interest in Kami and what it would be like for her to be beneath him making the sexual sounds that were now filling the small house.

“Do you wish it was you?” I probed boldly, and since she didn’t respond, after a few seconds I pushed again, “Tell me.”

“What?” she answered evasively.

“Do you wish you were beneath him?” I bluntly asked.

“No honey. Stop that,” she said without any conviction.

I decided to play with her some more and slid my finger deep inside which made her push her mound against my hand. It wasn’t long before I added another finger and began stroking her firmly which had her writhing in pleasure. At the same time, I started kissing her sensitive neck which brought fresh sighs and moans from her. I knew my wife’s arousal had been reignited, and I thought about continuing to probe her thoughts, but before I could speak Chris’ orgasm started and we listened to her cry out. I could feel Kami was getting close, but despite my curiosity, I just couldn’t make myself speak, so I focused on giving her a special climax.

“I want you to let go,” I told her.

“I will honey, don’t stop,” she quickly replied.

“Be loud and let them know,” I demanded, now growing bolder.

“Why?” she gasped.

“I want him to hear you…think of you,” I said, knowing I was once again crossing the line.

“Ohhh…you’re being bad…” she spoke softly, and I felt she wanted to say more but stopped herself.

“Yes, cum hard,” I answered, and feeling her body, I knew she was on the edge.

Oh…Phil…ohhh…ohhh…now…now!” she suddenly cried out, and her legs slammed closed, trapping my fingers in her pussy while her body shook and her head thrashed back and forth.

“Cum for me baby. Let it out…let it all out…” I demanded.

She did exactly what I requested, experiencing a full climax that left her a quivering mess. It was her second in a very short time frame and it left no doubt that listening to the couple in the next room was feeding her excitement. Slowly, her orgasm ebbed and she began to come down until only her labored breathing remained. My cock was so hard it hurt and my balls seemed to have recharged. With a sudden inspiration, I got on my knees and rolled Kami onto her back then began stroking myself rapidly. She looked up at me through half closed eyes content to watch my actions, and in my heightened state, it wasn’t long before I felt my balls tighten. I leaned over her and let my semen shoot over her breasts in three strong jets then squeezed my dick forcing the remaining seed to dribble onto her tummy. Part of the cum pooled between her breasts and the remaining liquid began slowly running down her sides. I fell next to her and then took my hand and massaged the fluid into her flesh.

“You made a mess,” she giggled.

“It’s okay. Let’s go to sleep,” I said softly, then kissed her goodnight.

I was up first the next morning and was making coffee when John appeared. We chatted about aimless things while the coffee brewed, but he looked like he had something on his mind and I suspected I knew what it was.

” It was like listening to a porn movie last night,” he finally said, while forcing a laugh.

“Yeah, it got pretty wild,” I concurred.

“I guess it was that preacher with Chris?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Sounded like he was about to kill her,” he laughed. Then, he started to speak again but caught himself mid-sentence, “And Kami…”

“Kami had a good time,” I admitted. I wasn’t embarrassed by our lovemaking or her reactions. In fact, I was quite proud, and turning the tables on him I said, “I didn’t hear anything from Trish.”

“Yeah, well. We made love, but she made sure we stayed quiet,” he said, looking down at the countertop.

“So, she got turned on?” I asked.

“Oh, yeah. Very!” he replied.

Just then, Pastor Mathews walked in, fully dressed, with a grin on his face.

“Man, I’ve got to go,” he said.

“No worries. Thanks for stopping by. You want some coffee for the road?” I replied, as if he had just popped by for a few minutes

“No, that’s okay, thanks. Hey what are you guys doing later today…this evening?” he inquired.

“I think we’re just going to be hanging out. Come by if you want to,” I offered.

“Okay, okay. Sounds good,” he answered, and after shaking our hands he started towards the door, and then stopped and turned back and asked, “Phillip, you got a second?”

“Sure,” I answered, and together we stepped outside into the crisp morning air.

“Look, about that CD. Man, that was a long time ago and I really don’t want that to get out. What would you think about destroying it?” he asked with an anxious look on his face that testified to the seriousness of his question.

“I don’t have a problem with that. In fact, it was on my mind. The last thing I want is for Kami to see it. It scared the hell out of me when she saw the other stuff,” I replied.

“Okay, good. Then I’ll leave it with you to burn it or something,” he said, then after a second, he followed with a question, “She saw the other things?”

“Yeah, she walked in when I was going through them,” I explained.

“Wow! What was her reaction?” he asked, and I sensed he had more than a casual interest.

“Better than I expected. She didn’t freak out. She said her uncle must be a perv, and I did try to get her to try on a cheerleader outfit, but no luck,” I explained.

“Well an A for effort,” he laughed.

“I do have one question for you,” I said, trying to summon my courage.

“Okay…” he answered nervously.

“Was that Kami’s aunt with you in some of those pictures?” I asked.

I had always known Pastor Mathews to be a bold individual, but the question seemed to cause him some distress, and he looked briefly at me and then down at the ground before replying, “Kay was a dear lady. We were very close. I was her lover for many years, but it was Joe who put us together. We had his full permission.”

“I see,” I answered, not sure of what else to say.

He seemed to be at a loss too, so with a nod he turned towards his car.

Chris was the last to appear that morning, while Trish was first, appearing in what looked to be decent shape. Kami came out shortly after her, had a cup of coffee, then decided she needed to go back to bed, as she had a bad hangover. When Chris finally got up, she looked like she had been run over, and like my wife, she stayed only for a short while before headed back to the bedroom.

John, Trish and I ran to town to pick up some things, then I let them ride the horses for an hour before we returned to the house, arriving just after noon. Trish found Chris in our bed talking to Kami, so she joined them leaving John and I to watch more football games.

“I wonder what they’re talking about?” John said.

“Oh, I think I have a pretty good idea,” I replied while starting to laugh, which made him as well.

“I wish Trish wouldn’t be so conservative,” John said after several minutes of silence.

I had always thought Trish was good looking, and I was interested in learning more so I asked, “In what way?”

“Well, we could hear Chris and Kami, but Trish just wouldn’t act the same. I mean she was excited…very excited. But, she kept telling me to be quiet and she barely made a sound herself,” he explained.

“What made her excited?” I asked.

It was an obvious question, but I thought maybe he would share some details.

“Hearing y’all having sex. I woke her up when it started. We’d never seen or heard others having sex before,” he said.

“Well, you never know. Maybe it’s the start of something,” I replied, and we returned to the game.

A bit later, I went to check on Kami and found that both Chris and Trish were asleep with her in our bed with the covers pulled up to their necks. I spotted Trish’s clothes on a chair, so I suspected they were all scantily clad. Closing the door quietly, I left them in peace thinking that it was best to let them get some rest. John and I both napped during the game as well, but around four, movement from the bedrooms woke me.

One at a time, I heard the girls go to the bathroom and shower and when they began appearing in the living room they looked much better. Also, I heard the washing machine start up and I suspected they were taking the opportunity to clean the bed linen. By five-thirty, the girls were in the kitchen working on dinner while John and I stayed in front of the television.

“Good to see you gals could make it up in time for sundown,” I teased.

“It was a rough night.” Kami replied.

“Rougher for some more than others.” I shot back, which made everyone but Chris start to laugh.

“It wasn’t just me! Kami did her share,” Chris said in defense, and now it was Kami’s turn to hear the giggles, which made her blush deeply.


“And where were you Trish? You and John were awfully quiet,” Chris challenged.

“Someone had to be respectful,” she answered.

Her excuse was feeble, but everyone just let it go and moved on, although I noticed John squirming.

We had brought steaks with us to barbeque, so I started a fire while the girls prepared the meat and a salad, and it wasn’t long before we were assembled around the dining table eating. I had opened a bottle of wine, but it wasn’t getting much interest from anyone but me at first, although halfway through the meal Trish poured a little bit and then Kami and Chris followed. It seemed to go down well and soon I was opening a second bottle.

It was going to be another cold night, so I started a fire in the outdoor pit to act as a congregating spot. John and I planned to bounce back and forth between watching another game and enjoying the night air. After the first quarter, we went outside leaving the girls chatting and drinking, and fortunately, it looked like all the ill effects from the previous night had been overcome.

“Oh, by the way. Pastor Mathews said he was going to drop by later,” I announced just as I stepped outside, and my words stopped their conversation, but I closed the door before they could remark.

“That was mean,” John laughed.

“Yeah, bet we get company out here shortly,” I replied.

Sure enough, it wasn’t ten minutes later that Trish “wandered” out to chat. She beat around the bush for a few minutes before turning the conversation to the pastor.

“When is he supposed to be coming?” she asked.

“He just mentioned he might drop by later when he left,” John explained.

“So, it’s not definite,” she responded

“Well it seemed pretty definite when we discussed it, but he didn’t say exactly when,” her husband replied.

“Who wants to know?” I asked with a chuckle.

“Don’t be a smartass,” Trish shot back.

She continued to probe for details, but after finally becoming satisfied that we had none, she got up and went back inside.

“I guess Trish drew the short straw,” I laughed.

“I guess,” John said, joining in.

We sat quietly drinking and looking into the fire, but I could tell something was on John’s mind. Finally, he seemed to work up his courage and spoke.

“Have you ever…I mean have you ever…uh…thought about Kami…ummm…this is hard to say,” he said, stumbling through his words before stopping.

“Go ahead John. Ask what you want,” I told him.

“Okay, well have you ever thought about Kami with another…ummm…another guy?” he asked.

It wasn’t a question I expected, and I felt somewhat exposed after last night, so I thought about his query before answering, and in my silence, I could see him getting more nervous.

“I guess maybe some. Why, have you?” I replied.

“I guess the same as you,” he answered, and I knew he was seeking a safe-haven for his psyche in the response.

“Does she know?” I asked.

“Uh…no,” he responded quickly, but his look gave it away which made me curious about what they had discussed.

“Well maybe you should. Maybe…” I started to reply, when the backdoor suddenly opened and Pastor Mathews appeared.

“Hello there,” he said in his booming voice, trained from years on the pulpit.

He carried a glass of wine in his hand, and I wondered how long he had been inside.

“I come bearing gifts,” he announced while pulling up a chair.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Cubans,” he said, reaching into his jacket and pulling out three Churchill sized cigars.

“Nice! Phillip, did I tell you I like the country?” John said with a chuckle.

“Let me freshen our glasses and then we can fire these up,” I said, standing and walking into the house.

Inside, I grabbed a fresh bottle and opened it. Surprisingly, the girls were nowhere in sight, so I figured they must be huddled in the bedroom gossiping. I took the full bottle and returned to John and the pastor giving them each a hefty pour. Taking a stick from the wood pile, we put it in the fire then used it to light the cigars.

“Mmmm…now that’s nice,” John said.

The cigar was indeed smooth and I held it in one hand and my wine in the other while we chatted. We hadn’t been at it for more than five minutes when the door opened and Kami came outside dressed in a robe and took the cover off the tub. She pretended to ignore us, but the more she did, the more obvious it became what the game was. As if on cue, Trish and Chris came outside, also wearing robes. They ceremoniously dropped them, revealing the same small bikinis they had worn the previous night, and were about to step into the water when I called out to my wife.

“Kami, come here for a second please,” I asked in my nicest voice, and when she got close, I pulled her down onto my lap while Chris and Trish stared.

“Honey!” she exclaimed, but I didn’t answer her, and instead ran my eyes over her lovely body which was now covered in goose bumps from the cold.

“Kami, we’re cold,” Trish whined.

“Go ahead and get in. She’ll be there in a minute,” I said, then took a draw on the cigar.

The pastor was on my right and John was on my left, and I wanted them each to get a good view of my wife. I knew that the pastor wanted her, and I thought, after my discussion with John, that maybe he had ideas like mine. The way Kami looked into my eyes, I realized she knew the reason she was there, but she still surprised me when she took the cigar from my mouth and brought it to hers, lighting the embers when she sucked on the end.

“Ha! Go Kami,” the pastor laughed.

She put the cigar back in my mouth while I ran my hand up and down her toned thigh, then with a last look I helped her stand and smacked her tight butt. All eyes were on her as she walked the few steps to her friends, and to me it looked like she purposefully played at getting in before finally stepping into the water.

“You are a lucky man,” Pastor Mathews said, still staring at her as she disappeared into the water.

“Very!” John added.

We went back to our discussions but could hear the girls laughing and cutting up. They had a bottle of wine with them, and refilled their glasses often, having apparently forgotten the hangovers they had experienced from the previous night’s activities.

We made a half-hearted attempt to talk, although we were clearly distracted, before the pastor finally said, “Okay, what are we going to do here?”

It seemed strange to hear these words coming from a “man of God”, although by now I looked at him less as a religious figure and more like the guy that fucked the hell out of Kami’s friend, so following on his comment, I asked. “What do you have in mind?”

“Let’s see if we can get these flirty girls naked,” he suggested.

“How?” John asked.

“Tell them to,” he answered while starting to laugh, and just a few seconds later, he looked towards Chris and said in purposeful voice, “Sugar, peel that suit off and throw it over to me.”

This made the girls look at each other and start giggling, but slowly I think it dawned on Chris that he wasn’t joking. She quit laughing, then gave Pastor Mathews an odd look.

“Jerome!” she exclaimed, using his name in an intimate way.

“Come on now,” he said to her which again brought a strange look to her face, and Kami and Trish were now fully absorbed and showing a bit of shock.

With a tiny frown, Chris started wiggling beneath the water and seconds later she tossed her top and bottoms onto the patio near the black man’s feet.

“Goddamn,” John let out in a low voice, and I too was surprised, managing to catch Kami’s eyes which were registering discomfort.

“Your turn,” Pastor Mathews whispered to John.

A look of panic swept over him and I figured he would just ignore the challenge, but surprisingly, after taking a few seconds to summon his courage, he called out to his wife, “Okay Trish. You’re turn. Throw me the bikini.”

The reactions were mixed in the group. Pastor Mathew’s face broke out in a big smile and Chris started to openly laugh, but Kami’s face showed more shock, while Trish just stared back dumbfounded.

“Funny John,” she finally said, with a forced laugh.

“I’m serious. Come on,” he responded, indicating with his hands to toss the garments to him.

There followed a husband and wife standoff with them staring at each other while the rest of us went silent. Then, amazingly Trish started squirming and seconds later she tossed her top onto the patio followed quickly by her bottoms. I was stunned that she had responded to his demand, but also quickly became very hard.

“There ya go!’ Pastor Mathews called out in encouragement, while Chris started laughing again.

“Time to see Kami,” John spoke in a voice that now sounded annoyingly cocky.

“Kami, your turn,” I said with trepidation, as I could see by the look on her face that she wasn’t into this, and I knew from experience that she didn’t cave to peer pressure.

“Nope, not going to happen,” she stated simply, but empathically.

I decided to let it go. Maybe later I could come back to it and ask again, but it didn’t feel like the right time to push. It was clear that both Pastor Mathews and John were disappointed, I guess feeling like I had not delivered, but no one challenged my wife.

“Your turn Jerome,” Chris called out.

“Can’t tonight,” he shot back quickly.

“Why not?” Chris replied, giving him a pouty look.

“Didn’t bring anything,” he answered, letting us know he wasn’t wearing underwear.

“We don’t want you in anything. We want you naked like us,” Chris laughed.

For a moment, I saw him glance towards Kami, and then he looked towards me for permission to which I just shrugged. Still smoking the cigar, he stood and pulled off his clothes until he was completely naked, and then went and stood next to the tub with his heavy cock on full display. It was an impressive tool and Chris made no pretense about not staring at it, while Kami and Trish would take quick glances and then look away. After giving them time to look, he stepped into the water between Chris and Trish. I kept staring at the tub hoping to catch a glimpse of Chris’ or Trish’s breasts, so I didn’t notice John had undressed until he was halfway to the tub. Unlike the black man, he dropped into the water between Kami and his wife very quickly.

The tub was not very big and with five adults it was crowded enough that everyone was touching the person next to them. Obviously, the most interesting connections were Pastor Mathews and Trish and John and Kami. Trish didn’t seem to be affected at all, which I found surprising as I considered her the prude of the group. She was talking and laughing, but Kami had become quiet and was looking down at the water.

After a few minutes, I got her attention and motioned for her to meet me inside. I went in first and a few seconds later she followed me having put on her robe.

“Are you okay? I asked, wrapping my arm around her.

“Don’t you think this is too much?” she asked with sincerity, while looking in my eyes.

“It’s not that big a deal,” I replied, hoping to calm her.

“You just want to see Trish and Chris naked,” she said in an accusatory voice.

It was true that I wanted to see her friends, but that wasn’t my primary interest, and with a shake of my head I answered, “No, I want Pastor Mathews and John to see you naked.”

I felt her body stiffen before she replied, “Why?”

The truth was I wasn’t really sure why I did. Countless times since the idea flashed in my brain I had searched for the source of my motivation. Unfortunately, like a wisp of vapor, I would touch on something for a moment and then it would quickly disappear. So, now with my wife before me, rather than try to explain it, I just made up something that sounded good.

“I want them to see how beautiful and hot you are,” I replied.

“It’s not happening, sweetie,” she answered, with a dismissive smile.

“Arggghhh…I thought I was doing good!” I laughed.

“Not THAT good,” she giggled.

So, I had to satisfy myself that at least she was partially exposed in her sexy suit. We went back outside, and I returned to my spot by the fire to finish my cigar while she climbed back into the tub with our naked, partying friends.

I pretended that I wasn’t paying attention, but in fact out of the corner of my eye I tried to take in everything. With five in the tub, it was a tight fit and everyone was touching the person next to them. It took a while, but slowly a dynamic became apparent. Chris, who had my wife on one side and Pastor Mathews on the other was snug up against the black man, but surprisingly Trish too seemed to be edged closer to him than her husband. John was focusing most of his attention on my wife and took every opportunity to lean close to her. Of course, all I could see of them was from their shoulders up, and I wondered if there was any action beneath the surface, although no one was giving any hints that that was the case.

Despite the erotic sight, I struggled to see where it would go next. Chris was almost glued to the pastor and was not about to let him get away, even though I now wondered if Trish could be had. Also, I knew Kami wasn’t going to let John have any liberties, so I resigned myself to just enjoying what it was with no expectations.

Pastor Mathews put his large arms along the edge of the tub and his reach easily encompassed both Chris and Trish. My first thought when I saw it was that it was meant as a passive aggressive possessive statement. However, John was so busy concentrating on Kami that I don’t think he even noticed. He had continued to edge closer and lean into her in a way that put his face just inches from hers. Suddenly, he made a quick move that covered the last few inches and put his lips against hers. It caught Kami completely off guard, and it took her a moment to collect her wits and turn away, breaking the connection. Chris and the black man began laughing while his actions drew a strong rebuke from his wife.

“Calm down John,” she said to him, while gripping his arm.

With her action, I realized Trish was now behaving completely different than normal, as if she was more worldlier and not at all the shy girl I thought I knew. For my part, I found it more humorous than threatening and remained in my chair.

They stayed in for another thirty odd minutes laughing and cutting up as they poured down the wine. Even Kami relaxed and joined in, evidently forgetting John’s lame pass, although she was the first to declare she had had enough and exit. I followed her into the house, spinning her against the kitchen counter while driving my tongue into her mouth and slipping my hand into the opening in her robe to find her breasts. Unfortunately, John caught us seconds later, just as we were getting started, when he came in wearing his boxers, shivering and asking for a towel.

“Man, that was so damn hot,” John exclaimed when Kami left.

“You better be careful. Pastor Mathews has been looking at Trish,” I said only half joking.

“I know. I think she’d fuck him,” John said excitedly, offering a reaction much different than I expected.

My wife soon returned and handed him a towel, which ended our conversation, and a few seconds later the door opened again and Chris entered.

“I need to pee,” she announced, moving past us quickly, as her large breasts moved enticingly beneath the fabric of her cover.

Left alone outside were the pastor and Trish and John almost instantly became even more worked up, moving around the kitchen unable to stand still. I felt it too and even Kami was exhibiting some nervous energy as we all wondered what might be taking place. It seemed like a long time, but was probably only a couple minutes, before Chris shot by on her way back outside, and even though I knew it had been too short a time for anything significant to happen, I still wondered if the pastor had made an attempt and how it had been received.

Kami left a stack of towels near the back door and then retreated to the bedroom coming back a few minutes later wearing her standard sweat shirt and pants. While she was gone, John put on his clothes and together we fell on the couch and started watching television.

It was another fifteen minutes before we heard movement by the backdoor followed by Chris, Trish and the pastor entering. The girls were in their robes but seeing the towels each grabbed one and used them to further dry which gave us brief flashes of various body parts. Pastor Mathews stood naked with his fat cock flopping back and forth as he took his time drying himself from head to toe. When he finally finished, he nonchalantly slipped on his clothes.

“Phillip, let’s do shots!” Chris exclaimed when she was dry, and her words brought a round of laughter from everyone. Dutifully, while still wondering where things were headed, I stood and went for the bottles.

“I have tequila and flavored vodka,” I announced, and there was only a brief debate before a consensus was reached to go with the vodka.

Lacking sufficient shot glasses, I used small plastic cups and when the liquid was poured, they were passed around.

“Cheers!” John and I said almost in unison, and everyone knocked their heads back.

Everyone that is but my wife, who sipped hers which brought cajoling from the others.

“Another!” Chris demanded, and although she was already the drunkest, she seemed eager to go further.

“Be careful Chris. This is coffee flavored, but it’s pure vodka,” I reminded her, then poured more into the offered cups.

Kami still had a bit left in hers, but I added more anyway which brought an annoyed look.

“Here we go,” Chris called out, and we drank again.

“You are pretty wild for a pastor,” Trish said, looking at the large black man with a grin.

“I’m a pastor not a Saint,” he replied, which brought more laughter before he added, “Does it bother you?”

“Nope. Just making an observation,” she giggled with a bit of a slur.

“One more,” John spoke this time.

“Hurry up Kami,” Chris barked at my wife, who still had half of hers left.

“Go ahead. I’ll skip this round,” she answered.

“No way. We’re all in this together,” Trish replied.

Both Chris and Trish were clearly drunk and I suspected that Kami was feeling it more than she was showing. We waited for her to catch-up before I poured once more, and when that one was taken, we settled down in the living room with John, Kami and Trish on the couch and Pastor Mathews and Chris on the loveseat. I pulled a chair from the kitchen and sat where I could keep an eye on everyone.

Things started off with a lively discussion and lots of teasing and cutting up. Particularly, from Chris and Trish who were still in their robes. Slowly though, things began to grow quiet until the conversation had virtually ceased. Chris had an arm draped across the pastors’ chest and her head was on his shoulder however, just when I thought she was down for the count, she looked up at him and started a whispered conversation that ended with them getting up and leaving the room.

I took the place left vacant on the loveseat and motioned for Kami to join me leaving Trish and John on the couch. We knew what was coming and John was even bold enough to take the remote and mute the sound. We didn’t have to wait long.

“Mmmm…ohhh…ohhh…” came Chris’ voice from the back followed by more moans and sensual purrs.

“God, he gets her hot,” I heard Trish whisper to her husband in a voice I don’t think was meant to be overheard.

I noticed that John’s hand was between the folds of her robe and was playing with her body while Trish kept it closed with one hand. I pulled Kami’s head to me and kissed her lightly on the lips. At first, she tried to pull away, but I persisted and before long she was kissing me back. At the same time, I could hear Trish’s breathing starting to become ragged and I knew that John’s hand had found a sensitive place.


“Uhhhh…ummm…uggghhhh,” we heard Chris cry out, and seconds later squeaking sounds from the bed started in a slow cadence, merging with her sounds.

“Ohhh…mmm…” came a soft moan to my side and I looked over to see that John was sucking on his wife’s nipples.

Trish’s head was thrown back and her robe was now open giving me a clear view of her upper body as her husband pleased her. Her breasts were very nice, slightly larger than Kami’s I guessed, with darker nipples, and just like my wife’s, they seemed to be very sensitive.

Inspired by John and Trish, I tried to work my hand beneath the sweatshirt, but Kami moved her arms to block me.

“No, baby…” she said softly.

I kissed her again, harder this time, as my hands became more furtive, but was still unable to get her to relent. I could hear Trish becoming louder as she responded to her husband’s efforts, although I was too focused on my wife to look. Even in my inebriated state, I knew what was taking place in the house was a rare opportunity, and my head told me that the more I could progress with Kami, the better.

“Oh Jerome…ohhh…ohhh…fuck…oh fuck…fuck me!” Chris cried out.

My hands once again tried to work their way under her sweatshirt, but when I was rejected for the third time I stood and lifted Kami to her feet so we could go to the bedroom. I was way too horny to waste time in what I knew was a low probability attempt to get her to play in public, so we left Trish and John making out on the couch while the sounds of the mating couple continued.

When we got to our bedroom, we could hear the noise from the guest room more clearly, particularly the bed springs that were now moving so fast that they seemed like they were coming from some machine. Chris was wailing in a non-faltering voice on some plateau of pleasure and Pastor Mathew’s grunts were louder and more frequent. We could tell they were both very close, and not wanting to miss the climax, I stayed quiet while I stripped my wife and then slowly let my hands wander over her naked body.

“Ohhh…ohhh…don’t stop…please God don’t stop…fuck me…fuck me…ohhhhh!” Chris screamed loudly when her orgasm swept through her. It was just like the night before, but still very exciting to listen to.

Seconds later, we heard Pastor Mathews join her with his release.

“Oh yeah…yeah…take it baby…that’s it…you feel it…take it…” he grunted loudly, and I knew his big cock was emptying the content of his heavy balls into my wife’s friend once again.

There were some final groans and mews before their sounds slowed then ceased altogether, and a minute later we could hear Trish and John moving along the hall towards their room. With that, all my attention went to my wife.

“Thanks for being a good sport,” I whispered to her.

“You’re not mad I didn’t get naked?” she asked, but her giggle let me know it wasn’t a serious question.

“Honey, even in a bikini you’re way hotter than your friends,” I answered, intentionally trying to boost her ego.

“Wow! That’s a good answer,” she declared, and pulled my mouth to hers.

Just a little later, when my hand made its way between her legs I was happy but not surprised to find her very lubricated. My fingers traced over her sex occasionally dipping into her hot opening with the intent to tease and further excite her. However, I was only able to do it for a minute or so before she began pulling on my shoulders, and once between her legs, I let her hand guide my shaft to her slit.

“Mmmm…that feels good,” Kami purred into my ear, as I entered.

“Yeah it does. What a night,” I replied, pushing into her slowly.

“It was too much,” she answered, when I was fully inside her.

“It was hot and exciting,” I said to her between kisses, and I was smart enough to know I needed to show her lots of encouragement, so I kissed her lips, ears and neck.

“You really wanted me naked…in front of them?” she asked after several moments of silence.

“Yes, sweetie,” I replied and after a pause added, “It was your chance with Jerome.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“To let him see you completely naked,” I answered, as another tease.

“I didn’t think of it that way,” she responded while giggling, then added, “You’ll just have to try again.”

I wanted there to be some honesty in her words, but I knew she was just being playful, so I left all thoughts of the others. Going slowly, I used my tongue to explore her neck and breasts while we rocked together. It built on her arousal and when I thought I had her in something of a frenzy, I turned her onto her knees and entered her from behind. This wasn’t her favorite position, but as excited as she was she didn’t argue, and I fucked her hard and fast quickly driving a small orgasm from her body. My own release was just behind hers and I shot jets of semen across her quivering ass as she collapsed beneath me.

Of course, Pastor Mathews was nowhere to be found the next morning. However, since we didn’t get up till almost ten it wasn’t surprising, as I suspect he left early to ready himself for the scheduled services that day. For everyone else, things were a bit awkward as the events of the previous night were so out of character for everyone but Chris, and after a quick breakfast, we packed and left for the city.

On the drive, Chris started pestering us with questions about what she had missed and was disappointed to learn so little had taken place. For her part, she showed no shame whatsoever about sleeping with the pastor, and even went so far as to declare that she was through with Waverly and was going to find a black boyfriend. While she said it all as a joke, I wondered whether she might truly be considering it.




Sin on Little Mill Road Pt. 02

After the New Year’s Eve adventure, it was cold and nasty the next several weeks so we elected to stay in the city. I made sure to put extra attention into doting on Kami, being a good husband and telling her often that I loved her. I had no idea where we were going to go sexually after that weekend, but I was certain I didn’t want the events to drag on us as a negative. Fortunately, Kami’s period started right on time a week after our return, and although no words were spoken, I knew she felt relief.

Since we hadn’t spent much time tidying up before we left, the first time back out we dedicated ourselves to giving the place a thorough cleaning, and when we were done with the house, I recalled the bins with the toys and paraphernalia still sitting in the garage.

“Honey, I’m going to go deal with your uncle’s sex stuff,” I said.

“I thought you already got rid of it,” she replied with a small grin.

“I was thinking about what to keep,” I answered, while moving towards the door with several trash bags in my hand.

“Yeah, right!” she called out as I left.

I had just moved the interesting containers to the work bench so they would be at a better height when Kami walked in.

“What’s up?” I said, a bit surprised she would appear, as she had shown mostly disgust when she first encountered the items.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m curious,” she answered.

I had started with the expectation that it would be a five-minute job to transfer the contents to the garbage bags, but as soon as I opened the first bin I was amazed to find my wife picking up things and asking questions. In fact, after twenty minutes had elapsed, not one single thing had been discarded.

“You sure seem to be taking an interest in this stuff,” I challenged her, and instantly she turned red.

“I…I still can’t believe it,” she replied, avoiding the intent of my statement.

“Okay, look I’m going to start throwing things in the bag. If you want to keep them you better say so,” I stated, but first took a red ball gag, a set of restraints and a pen sized vibrator out and set them on the bench.

“What are those for?” she asked with a confused look.

“I’m keeping them,” I answered.

“What!” she cried out.

It had been an intentionally provocative statement, so I was pleased when she didn’t demand that I throw them away. I picked up a bizarre looking device that looked too complicated and tossed it into the bag then did the same with several more things while Kami looked on. However, when I grabbed an eight-inch black dildo and was about to put it into the bag she stopped me.

“Should we keep it for Chris?” she asked in mock seriousness.

Her comment was so out of character for her that I burst out laughing and she quickly joined me.

“Okay,” I said placing it in the keep pile while continuing to chuckle.

“Are you for real?” she shot out.

“Yes,” I answered while turning so she couldn’t see the smirk on my face, and surprisingly she didn’t argue.

From there, we went through the rest of the items quickly, and when we were finished, I had set aside the gag, the small vibrator, the restraints, the black dildo along with a set of handcuffs and all the outfits. Finally, we were down to the Sybian and I was forced to try to explain its purpose. In the end, I just used my phone to find a video showing it in use and watched as my wife’s eyes got big.

“God, get rid of that thing,” she said in disgust.

“You sure?” I teased.

“Honey, that thing will never come near me,” she declared, then after a short pause she added, “Throw those things away too.”

“No, not now,” I countered, defending my stack.

“Why?” she fired back, suddenly showing some annoyance.

“Let’s just keep them for a while,” I tried, and was happy when she let it go.

“I just really can’t believe my uncle was involved in all this. And what about Aunt Kay! If she was alive to know about this she would have gone insane,” she suddenly let fly while looking directly at me.

I tried my best not to show any response, but I couldn’t hide me thoughts completely, and Kami, who knows me so well, instantly picked up on it.

“What?” she asked, giving me a hard stare.

“Nothing,” I replied, realizing that my response was weak.

“Phillip. Don’t lie to me,” she demanded, while taking my chin in her hand.

“Kami, you really, really need to let it go,” I pleaded.

“What did you find? What are you not telling me?” she pushed.

“Kami, please,” I begged.

“What is it? It’s my family. I have a right,” she continued, with her voice rising.

I knew if I told her she would get very upset, but she was being quite deliberate. She can be an extremely stubborn person, and I realized it would be almost impossible to completely fend her off. So, I decided to try and give her just enough info that she would understand the significance and back away.

“Kami…honey. I found some pictures,” I explained.

“Pictures…of Uncle Joe?” she started, then suddenly she stopped and I watched as her brain churned before she suddenly cried out, “Oh my God…Oh God. Is Aunt Kay in them?”

I was certain I hadn’t provided a visual clue that led her to that conclusion, but once she stated it, my expression gave me away.

“Kami…” I started but was cut off.

“Is Aunt Kay in the pictures?” she shot back.

“Yes,” I answered in a low voice, and she immediately turned and left.

I puttered around the garage for the next thirty minutes giving her time to process the information and calm down. Then, with a deep breath, I went inside.

“I want to see them,” she called out from the couch, as soon as I entered.

I could tell she had been crying and was clearly upset, but her request still stunned me, as I had expected her to tell me to destroy everything and never tell a soul.

“Kami, that’s not a good idea,” I replied.

“Phillip, give me the pictures right now,” she demanded.

Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath, I gathered my laptop and the CD and took them to her.

“The pictures are on the CD,” I said softly, and went back outside.

An hour later, I returned and found her still sitting where I had left her. The laptop was beside her, and she looked exhausted. I went and sat next to her and took her hand in mine, but she was completely unresponsive. At least ten minutes went by before she finally spoke.

“This place is some dirty sexual place…Uncle Joe, Aunt Kay, the pastor, Chris and even Trish and John. It has some evil power,” she said, then choked up for a moment before she continued, “I loved Aunt Kay. She was my mentor. What now?”

“Honey, you still love her and she was and is your mentor. Nothing in those pics showed anyone getting hurt. In fact, they looked very happy. Let’s don’t judge them, let’s be glad they enjoyed themselves,” I replied, trying to pick my words carefully.

“My God Phillip. Aunt Kay and Pastor Mathew. Just like Chris,” she rambled.

“No, Kami…not like Chris. I talked to the pastor about your aunt. He had deep affection for her and I could tell he was being sincere,” I told her.

“When did you talk to him?” she asked.

“Kami, he was the one that told me to look for the stuff. He didn’t want you to find it and be hurt,” I explained.

She gave me an odd look, and then announced, “I want to go to bed.”

I helped her to the bedroom, and knowing she needed time alone, I stayed away and watched TV until I was certain she would be asleep. When I joined her, she was curled into a tight ball and I wondered where her dreams were taking her.

I heard her stirring early the next morning but by the time I was fully awake she was long gone. I spotted her an hour later riding her favorite horse through a pasture, but even with the nippy air, it was another three hours before she finally returned to the house.

“How are you feeling?” I asked when she stepped inside.

“I don’t know…maybe better. I thought about what you said last night which is helping,” she said.

“You want to talk about it some more?” I offered.

“It’s just…you know, so strange to find out a person is so different than you expected,” she said, which let me know she very much wanted to talk.

“Honey, Aunt Kay is not different. She’s exactly the kind, supportive woman you knew. She had her private life, which clearly she enjoyed and no one was hurt. I don’t know…to me it kinda makes her more interesting,” I replied, cringing at the end when I realized I might have gone too far.

“I don’t know, maybe…” she answered with a confused expression.

Slowly, over the next couple weeks, the shock wore off and Kami began to return to normal. I threw the garbage bags filled with sex toys into the trash and destroyed the CD but did keep the small stash I had set aside, hoping that at some point in the future I might get to use some of the things. In addition, I made a call to Pastor Mathews and explained the situation to him so he would understand next time he saw my wife. He wasn’t at all pleased to find out she had seen the pictures, but was thankful for the heads up.

“I talked to Trish about Aunt Kay,” Kami said, as we lay next to each other in bed at our home in the city.

“When did you see Trish?” I asked, unaware they had gotten together.

“We had lunch today,” she replied.

Trish and Kami had been friends a long time and I knew they were confidants. Thus, I wasn’t completely surprised to hear that they met and discussed what Kami had seen.

“Did it help?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered simply, then after a pause continued, “She said the same things you did. She said I was overreacting.”

“Well, it was a shock, but I like Aunt Kay,” I said with a small laugh.

“It’s because you have a bad streak too. I think the whole world does,” she answered, and fortunately she started giggling after a moment.

I was so happy to see her getting over the impact from the pictures that at first the potential of it didn’t dawn on me. However, at work the next day, as I sipped my morning coffee and waded through the email, a thought suddenly flashed through my brain. Would Aunt Kay’s sexual play actually turn out to be something of a validation event for Kami? And, if so, what would be the best way to encourage her?

Of course, there was the other side that continually whispered a warning in my ear. Did I really want her to be like her friend Chris? Would I really enjoy her that way and could I live with it? At that instant, my mind went to Kami’s uncle, and suddenly the symmetric irony of it all hit me. Did he go through the same internal struggle? And, of course, now we were in possession of the very place where their sexual play had occurred.

“How is Kami doing?” Pastor Mathews asked as soon as my window came down.

I had spotted him by his car as I drove by on my way to pick up some things and decided to stop.

“Much better, thankfully. She talked it over with Trish and got the same message I gave her,” I explained.

“Which was?” he followed.

“Aunt Kay clearly enjoyed herself and she was overreacting,” I summarized.

“Good. I’m glad to hear it. Plus, Anjanae misses her,” he responded.

It was six weeks later, during a visit to the country, when I finally summoned the courage to see if I could get my wife to let me use the items I had salvaged. In the intervening time, she had moved past the impact of learning about her Aunt, and no longer dwelt on it. It would be a very delicate subject to broach, but I was like a kid with a dollar burning a hole in his pocket. In the end, much like my attempt with the cheerleader outfit, I just placed the harem girl costume on the bed, rationalizing that if nothing else, it might break the ice.

I watched as Kami walked to the back several times, but each time she returned she was expressionless. By her third trip, I knew she must have seen it, so I figured she was going to deal with my effort by ignoring it. It was probably a half hour later that she joined me on the couch with a large glass of wine in her hand.

“Cute,” she stated, while giving me an exasperated look.

“Excuse me?” I responded, feigning ignorance.

“Oh geez, don’t even try,” she shot back, but I could see her trying hard not to smile.

“Come on sweetie. You would look so amazing in it,” I answered with my best pleading look.

“No way. No telling who has used those things,” she declared.

“Okay Kami, I understand,” I replied with a deep, disappointed sigh.

She looked at me without speaking as her eyes rolled, then she fell back into the couch and snuggled close to me. For the next hour, we watched the end of an action movie, only getting up to refill our glasses.

“Let’s go to bed,” she whispered when the movie was over.

“Go ahead, I’m not sleepy,” I replied, purposefully showing disappointment at her rejection.

With that, she got up and left without speaking, leaving me staring at the screen. Although my efforts had failed, she hadn’t shown any anger, so I decided I would try again another time. I moved through the channels for twenty minutes, and was just about to get up and join her, when I saw movement from the corner of my eye and Kami stepped into the room in the revealing costume.

“Wow, hon…that looks fantastic!” I called out, as a huge smile filled my face.

The costume was a gauzy, transparent covering over a bra and panty set, and the top pushed up her breasts sufficiently to offer some cleavage. In reality, the outfit was pretty cheap and certainly nothing special, but her wearing it was a big step and I wanted to make sure she knew it was appreciated.

“I feel silly,” she said, while giving me a sheepish look.

“No…not at all,” I replied, as my hand found the remote and moved the satellite receiver to the music channels.

After taking a few seconds to scan for an appropriate station, I settled on a Latin one which was playing salsa music.

“I think harem girls are supposed to dance for the men’s entertainment,” I boldly pushed.

“Wrong music,” she shot back, but after several seconds with no words from me, I saw her hips slowly start to move.

I could feel my dick swell as I watched her and had to fight back the urge to take her to bed, knowing that a long, slow build up would pay-off much more. I continued to prod her on the dancing and by the end of the second song she seemed to really be getting into it. However, after the third I could see she was getting tired, so I patted the spot next to me.

“Now what?” she asked with a playful look.

“Honey, I think you are supposed to feed me grapes or something,” I teased.

“Forget it!” she cried out, as her mouth moved to mine for a kiss.

We never made it off the couch and it wasn’t long until only her top was still on as I moved between her widely spread legs and pushed easily inside. I knew I was too excited and would struggle to hold back, and when her sounds became urgent and needy it proved too much. With a final grunt, I pulled my dick from her just as it began blasting semen which coated her from her neck to her belly button. Seconds later, as I looked down at her from my raised arms, her hands went to my head and with amazing strength pushed it between her legs. I willingly lapped at her opening, enjoying the feeling of her writhing body and whimpers until her body jerked in a series of spasms that signaled her climax.

“God, you are incredible,” I whispered, as I moved up to kiss her with my face covered in her juices.

From there, we moved to the bedroom and started all over. In fact, our love making didn’t end for hours, and when I finally fell asleep in felt like every muscle in my body was completely spent.

The next morning, I awoke feeling quite pleased with myself, as I knew we had progressed well in our erotic play. Plus, it had culminated in great sex where I had performed well. I was on my third cup of coffee when Kami finally appeared in her robe looking very sensual with her well-fucked look and tiny grin.

“You’re gorgeous,” I whispered into her ear, as I handed her a mug.

Rather than respond verbally, she looped her hand behind my head and we kissed deeply.

In retrospect, it was that evening that created the trajectory for all that was to come. Of course, I didn’t know it at the time, but it opened her mind to be more open to play, while at the same time encouraging me to be bolder. It would still take time for events to unfold, but it was definitely the beginning.

It had been quite a while since we had watched Anjanae. With all that had occurred, Kami seemed reluctant to get close to the pastor, and for his part he appeared to understand it was best to stay away. Several times, Kami had been able to talk to the child briefly after church, and it was easy to see that there was still affection between them. So, hoping that enough time had passed, I finally brought up the subject.

“We haven’t babysat Anjanae in a while,” I said one afternoon, throwing the subject into the open.

“No,” my wife responded, and I could see the wheels spinning in her head for several seconds before she added, “We need to.”

“Should I reach out and offer?” I asked.

“I guess if you run into him. There’s no big rush,” she replied, suddenly acting a little coy.

I called the pastor that afternoon when Kami was down with the horses and let him know about our interest. He thanked me for the offer and we ended the call, but only a few minutes later he called back and asked if that very night would work. Knowing we had nothing planned, I agreed, hoping my wife wouldn’t feel it was too soon.

“Honey, I talked to the pastor and he wanted to know if we could watch Anjanae tonight,” I said when she got back, skipping over the details.

“Uh…yeah, I guess,” she replied, and I could see she wasn’t completely comfortable.

Still, she accepted the idea, so a few hours later when we heard the knock on the door we knew the black child had arrived. The pastor said his hellos without coming in, and explained he would be back before ten, although we knew from experience not to count on it. Like previous times, I busied myself with other things and had a few drinks while Anjanae and Kami connected. I was outside, enjoying the early stages of spring and the clear, starlit sky, when my wife opened the door and joined me.

“What’s up?” I asked, feeling it was too early for our guest to be in bed, “Is she asleep?”

“She’s watching television,” Kami announced, and by the look on her face I knew she wanted to say something, so I stayed quiet until she spoke, “I want to talk to him when he comes to get her.”

“Okay, honey. I understand,” I responded, sensing she had questions about her aunt and uncle, and with a soft smile she turned and left.

It was just a few minutes past ten, when I stepped inside to make another drink, that I saw Kami and the pastor sitting on the couch. Somehow, he had arrived unbeknownst to me. Anjanae was nowhere to be seen, and I could only surmise that she was in bed giving her father and my wife time to try and reach closure. I quickly poured another drink, then left them alone.

Surprisingly, it was the pastor that joined me thirty minutes later carrying a tumbler of my liquor.

“Man, that was tough,” he said.

“What did she ask?” I probed.

“Everything about her uncle and aunt,” he replied, confirming my thoughts.

“I thought she was past it, hopefully this gets her there,” I said.

“Hopefully,” he concurred.

We finished our drinks at the same time and went into the house finding my wife asleep on the couch with the television still blaring. The pastor collected his daughter from the bedroom, and as soon as he left, I woke Kami and helped her to bed.

“I think he really cared for Aunt Kay,” she said while we were driving back to the city the next day.

It was the first acknowledgement of their conversation from the previous night. Although quite interested, I had remained silent on the subject, so I was happy to see she appeared to be achieving some positive realm.


“I think you’re right,” I agreed.

“Honey, am I…sexually…like a prude?” she responded which caught me completely off guard.

“Huh? No…uhh…I mean why are you asking that?” I stammered, unsure what to say.

“Everything that’s happening around me. Uncle Joe, Aunt Kay and Pastor Mathews, Chris…even Trish,” she started, but her voice fell and drifted to silence.

“Trish?” I followed, unsure of what she was referring to.

For several seconds, there was no response, then her head lifted and she looked at me, “Yes, Trish. He touched her in the hot tub and she told me that she would have let him if he came to her. John wanted her too as well. So, it seems I’m the odd one.”

The way she looked at me as she spoke told me that she was putting me, based on my prior prodding, into the category too. We locked eyes for several seconds before I summoned the courage to respond.

“You’re not a prude at all. I think you’re incredible,” I answered.

“But, you ask for more than you get…” she started, before becoming quiet again.

“Honey, look at me. I don’t expect to get everything I want. I love that you’re playful and don’t get mad when I’m pushy, and when we make love it’s unbelievable, so quit worrying,” I explained, knowing I might be missing an opportunity, but thinking her psyche was fragile and needed support.

“You’re a good husband…a good man,” she replied with relief in her eyes.

The amazing thing was that it was like we had developed two different and separate lives, especially regarding sex and intimacy. In the city, it was just us in our traditional husband and wife world with no talk of others, no naked friends in hot tubs and no sexual paraphernalia. However, in the country it was like a switch was thrown, especially in my mind. The country was where the odd thoughts and desires surfaced, now pushed even further by the knowledge of the games Kami’s relatives had played. Even when I was being good, pretending for my wife’s sake to be disinterested in anything more, they were always bubbling just beneath the surface. Kami was affected too, whether she realized it or not, as she was always a bit more flirtatious and prone to initiate things. Maybe she had been right when she said there was something about the place. Maybe it did indeed cast some strange spell over those that entered.

Since she had discussed her aunt with Pastor Mathews, we had been out three weekends in a row, staying completely to ourselves. Helped by the words of support she had received, she had moved on from the shock of her aunt’s appetites. Still, she was acting low key, so I was pleasantly surprised when late on a Saturday, after a full day of chores, she walked into the small living room in the cheerleader outfit.

“Damn!” I exclaimed, immediately sitting up.

“You like?” she asked in a flirty voice.

“I love it,” I replied.

It was actually a bit large for her and I realized that the women that typically wore it were more mature than my wife. However, I certainly wasn’t going to complain because it signaled an attitude that was equal to the visual stimulus. With prancing steps and a huge smile, she moved to the center of the room and started stretching as if she were warming up.

When she was done, she stopped moving and with a laugh said, “I don’t know any cheers.”

“That’s okay. Do you know the story about the football player that bangs the cheerleader?” I teased.

“No, tell it to me,” she replied softly, as she moved seductively towards me.

It was clear she was aroused, and without any more talk she straddled me on the couch, then leaned forward and kissed me hard on the mouth. Each time I thought the kiss was about to end, she would restart if and our tongues were now exploring every corner of each other’s mouth. I worked my hands beneath the short skirt and cupped her ass, pulling her tightly against me which made her sigh into our connection. Seconds later, we broke and instantly she leaned back and started on my pants, furtively unfastening them and then pushing them, along with my boxers, over my hips as I lifted. One hand went to my dick while the other pulled her bottoms to one side and quickly I was inside.

“Mmmm…” she moaned, and she felt so warm and wet that I knew she had been thinking about it for a while.

“Go slow. I want to feel you,” I groaned, as my hands moved to her hips to help guide her movements.

The outfit wasn’t conducive to breast play, but nonetheless I rubbed my face and head against her chest while we moved and moaned together. Slowly, she started thrusting faster, ignoring my hands and her breathing began to get labored.

“Don’t cum in me,” she gasped seconds later.

“Okay,” I replied, and tried to concentrate on holding back.

“I wonder if Aunt Kay wore this?” she suddenly forced out, with a small giggle.

“Yes,” I answered without thinking, as I was so excited that at first it really didn’t register, but as her words sunk in I felt there was an implicit meaning, so I added, “But she didn’t look as good as you.”

“You think he saw her in it?” she asked in a hoarse whisper several seconds later, confirming my suspicion.

“I’m sure of it,” I shot back, instantly.

There was no more talk after that as the expression on Kami’s face let me know she was in her own world as she worked for an orgasm. When it hit, her eyes opened slightly and she looked at me in a very strange way as she pushed her hips down hard. I lasted only a few seconds longer and was barely able to lift her off me before my semen spewed forth. We remained side by side in a partial embrace, looking at each other as if seeking an answer, while our chests heaved.

It was Kami that regained her composure first, and she stood, took my hand, pulled me to my feet, and then directed me towards the bedroom. Twice more that night we made love, with her taking the initiative both times. There was no question that erotic thoughts were in her head. Thoughts I suspected I understood, at least partially, but rather that attempt a discussion, I merely enjoyed my wife’s actions.

I was in turmoil the following week as I thought about what had occurred and knew that it was highly likely that my wife had sexual thoughts about the pastor. Also, I truly felt that with some prodding on my part Kami would accept him. It had been in her eyes that night, and I sensed in her body language she was toying with the idea. But now, with it so close, I became reticent and wondered if I was opening a can of worms, a Pandora’s Box that would be impossible to close. Lust and sense are an age-old conflict, as old as mankind, and even though I knew it was best to step back and be satisfied with what had already occurred, I just couldn’t let it go. A big part of it was the eroticism of understanding Kami’s thoughts and limits. I thought I understood them well until the situation with her aunt arose, but now they seemed to be in flux, moving or expanding in unclear ways. My mind schemed with multiple scenarios, but they were all too complicated, and in the end, I decided for a much simpler approach.

After missing a weekend, due to a function we needed to attend in the city, we were prepared to go out on what was forecast to be a lovely weekend. On Wednesday, I called Pastor Mathews and had a brief but fateful discussion.

“Interested in stopping by for a drink Saturday?” I asked after an exchange of pleasantries.

“Sounds good, sounds good,’ he remarked, showing no effort to hide his enthusiasm.

For some reason, I didn’t share my overture with Kami. We arrived at sundown on Friday and remained low-key for the evening, then we were up early with her seeing to the horses while I did various tasks. We met in the house around four and she took a nap while I watched TV. Around six, I could hear her stirring in the back and a few minutes later she appeared, asking about dinner. It was then that I decided to tell her about my invitation to the black man.

“Honey, I talked to Pastor Mathews and invited him by for a drink,” I said.

“When?” she replied, barely looking up from what she was doing.

“Tonight,” I responded.

“Tonight?” she answered instantly, with her attention now fully on me.

“Yes,” I said, wondering how she would respond.

“Well, you could have said something. We aren’t prepared. Why didn’t you tell me?” she replied.

While I noted her exasperation, I was also struck by the fact that she accepted the visit and made no effort to get out of it. Instead, she immediately started to straighten the house, starting with the kitchen, then moving to the living room. After that, I watched silently as she pulled a bottle of Cabernet from the cupboard and placed it on the counter.

Kami was in the back when the knock on our door announced the man’s arrival. I showed him in and poured him a glass of wine while we stood chatting in the kitchen. Five minutes later, my wife appeared in slacks and a simple pull over top. Although she looked quite good, I was a bit disappointed to see that she was dressed decidedly unsexy.

“Good evening, Pastor…I mean Jerome,” she said as she joined us, and her sudden use of his familiar name surprised me.

“Evening Kami. You’re looking amazing as always,” he replied, and I noted his words caused her to blush.

It was exceedingly rare for my wife to show any social awkwardness, so by her reaction I surmised there was already a certain tension. I surmised that it had to be related to the discussion they had concerning her aunt which made me wonder where that conversation had led. I decided to witness, rather than push, and for the next thirty minutes we stood around, sipped the wine, munched on snacks, and talked on a variety of subjects.

“How’s she doing?” he asked, when she had excused herself to go to the restroom.

“Pretty good. She wore the cheerleader outfit for me,” I said as a proud smile spread across my face.

“Really? Damn, that’s nice…real nice,” he responded, with his face showing more than a passing interest.

“Yeah, it was…” I started, but had to stop when she suddenly appeared.

“What are y’all talking about?” she asked, although I think she knew it was about her.

“Nothing,” I answered, realizing I sounded pitiful.

“Yeah, right,” she responded, while shaking her head.

She picked up her glass and took a big sip, and just as she was putting it down, the pastor practically knocked me to my knees with his words.

“Actually, Kami, I was hearing how good you looked in Kay’s cheerleader getup,” he tossed out.

“Oh, really?” she responded nervously, but after recovering quickly, she countered with, “Maybe, I should leave again and he can tell you about us in bed, if he hasn’t already.”

“No, we prefer you stay,” he replied, as a teasing smile appeared on his face.

Several awkward seconds ticked by, and then something propelled me to say, “Why don’t you show the pastor how good you look in it.”

“Just like that?” she replied, surprised but not angry.

“As I remember, it’s a simple thing,” the black man offered.

Twice, he had referred to Kay and their relationship, and each time I cringed, but Kami didn’t seem to be offended by his words. In fact, a little smile appeared on her face that indicated she might be enjoying the repartee. It made me think that their private discussion must have been very open.

“I’ll freshen your drink while you change,” I said, reaching to take the glass from her hand.

Surprisingly, I did indeed take the wine from her hand, but it seemed like doing so made her feel self-conscious because she started to fidget as her eyes moved between the black man and me.

“Love to see it, Kami. Give us a treat,” the pastor said to encourage.

Another silence ensued that was finally broken when she said, “You sure?”

Instinctively, I understood the message in her question and the fact that she was putting the decision into my court.

“I’ll never pass up a chance to see you in it,” I blurted out with only a little hesitation.

Her eyes stayed on me for several more seconds, then she purposefully turned and departed without speaking. It left me feeling somewhat confused about her mindset and intent, but Pastor Mathews had no such misgivings.

“I know she will look damn good,” he announced.

“If she comes back,” I replied.

“Oh, she’s coming back, that’s for sure,” he said confidently.

After that, we waited impatiently as the minutes ticked by, while my stress grew dramatically. However, just as I was about to leave to check on her, she stepped from the hall dressed in the outfit. Like before, I saw that it was at least a size too large for her, but once again it was really more about her putting it on.

“Mmmm…very nice,” our guest let out.

He didn’t try to hide his interest and acted like an animal whose senses were tuned into the ripeness of the females in the herd. My wife walked up, stood between us, took her glass and quickly took a healthy amount. I lifted the bottle refill it again and saw that the black man’s eyes were roaming over her tight rear and long legs. The sexual energy was through the roof and I thought things could be set in motion with one final push, but my nerves were also high, and for the next thirty seconds Kami and I traded awkward looks. Only Pastor Mathews seemed to be calm, and it was he that finally took the initiative by placing his hand on my wife’s waist.

“How’s the wine Kami?” he asked with the clear intent to ease her anxiety.

“Good…it’s good…” she forced out.

We started chatting again and slowly I could see her begin to relax. So, when she suddenly became stiff once more, I knew something had occurred. It took me several seconds to figure it out, but finally I followed his arm downward and saw that his hand was now fondling my wife’s ass.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Kami. You remind me so much of your aunt,” he offered in a low voice.

In a rapid back and forth, her nervous eyes went between me and the black man, but she made no effort to end the fondling. He tried to reengage her in a discussion, and although at first she attempted to join, she was too wired to maintain it.

“Phillip…” she finally called out in an anxious voice.

I could see in her eyes a mixture of fear, confusion and excitement. I was certain that when she left the room to change that she understood where things were headed, so I guessed that she was really seeking my approval.

“It’s okay honey…it’s okay…” I replied in a soothing voice.

I took her hand in mine and stroked it with my fingers while she held me in a stare. I was so focused on her eyes that my first indication of the pastor’s intent was when I heard the zipper of the cheerleader outfit being pulled down. It was only when his hand touched the skin of her back that she broke our gaze. Her eyes closed and her back stiffened while she bit her lip. Seconds later, the bulge in the material let me know his hand was moving and it soon landed on her breasts.

“Mmmm…ohhh…” she moaned softly.

Then, right before me, he pulled the oversized garment from her shoulders, and when I dropped her hand, it fell to her feet, revealing her lovely body covered only by the small bottoms. Each of his hands found a pert breast, and she responded to the gentle kneading by squeezing her eyes more tightly shut and tilting her head backwards.

“That’s it, baby…feels good, doesn’t it,” I heard him whisper into her ear.

Her only response was a small nod of her head. Clearly encouraged, he moved closer and his lips found the sensitive flesh of her long neck.

“Mmmmm…nnnn…ahhh…” she let out, and just a second later she tried to call to me, “Phil…”

“Go with him Kami,” I whispered.

Pastor Mathew’s response was to take her elbow and start to guide her towards the bedroom. When she opened her eyes, we connected once again, but it lasted for less than a second before she followed his lead, and soon they had disappeared.

I took my wine and moved to the sofa not wanting to be a hovering presence in the room. I knew that for both Kami and me that our thoughts and emotions were shooting in a thousand directions, and it would be best to let the encounter gather some momentum. I expected that it would take time for Kami to get comfortable, and that the pastor would need to provide some slow foreplay. So, when just seconds later I heard the first sexual sounds, I was stunned.

“Ugggghhhh…uggghhhh…ohhhhhhh…” my wife suddenly groaned loudly.

The depth and intensity of her response left no doubt that she was, at that moment, being penetrated by the black man’s large shaft. It forced me to stand and I was halfway down the hall when I heard her second wave of groans.

“Yeah…oh yeah…” I heard the pastor say loudly just as I reached the door.

They were in the missionary position and my wife was wrapped tightly around her black lover’s body. His head was buried into her neck and his hands were wrapped beneath her, cupping her ass cheeks. Both were still, but after several seconds I watched as he pulled his hips away and then pushed forward slowly.

“Uhhhh…” my wife grunted in response to his thrust.

It was a sensual sound, edgy, but lacking any sense of pain. Each of his movements resulted in the same response, which stayed in rhythm as he slowly increased the pace. It wasn’t long before they achieved a steady movement and while he stayed quiet, Kami filled the room with her excited cries. I moved to the wooden chair that was in the corner of the room which gave me a direct view to the connection. I was surprised but thankful to see that he was wearing a condom, although I wondered where it had come from and how it had been put on so quickly. Had the pastor been so certain of his opportunity that he came prepared or had Kami actually been expecting the encounter?

“Been waiting for this too long,” the black man grunted after a deep push.

“Have you?” my wife whimpered.

“Yeah…think you’ve been wanting it, too,” he stated.

“Yes…” Kami let out, which made me wonder if she was aware of my presence.

They stopped speaking after that and I watched as his thick cock worked into her hole like a piston. On each penetration, he was feeding her more than six inches of his shaft, which I knew must be rubbing right along her clit. In addition, she had been made sodden and her pussy was slurping in time with her moans. Her arms were slung loosely around his neck and her legs were lifted so that her heels were in gentle contact with his muscled ass. The black man was taking her with purpose and it was clear that she had given herself to him completely.

Soon, the pastor lifted onto his elbows, found her lips with his, and locked with her in a passionate kiss. Instantly, her hands went to the back of his head and pulled him tightly. It lasted for almost a minute and when they finally broke I made eye contact with her for the first time. We held the stare and I could see some concern in my wife’s eyes, but the pastor, unaware of the dynamic, continued to pound away and slowly I could tell that I was losing her. Succumbing to the feeling of their mating, she returned to being only his lover.

“Baby, I want you to cum on my cock. Are you close?” he asked.

“Yes…faster,” she implored him.

“I’ll go faster,” he shot back like he was accepting a challenge and instantly he increased the speed.

A fresh wave of whines and mews came from my wife which were now joined by loud grunts from the pastor. When I saw her legs lift from his ass and move higher, I knew she was indeed getting very close. Still, when her orgasm arrived, it was sudden and loud.

“Ohhhh…ohhhh…nnngggg…ohhhh…don’t stop…please don’t stop…ohhhhhh…please Jerome…please…” she cried out.

“Let it out baby…let it go…cream all over my cock,” he demanded.

Despite her climax, he maintained the rapid pace which I knew was extending her orgasm. Her excited sounds continued, although not as loudly, and her hands moved to his ass and began pulling.


“Don’t stop,” she suddenly groaned, and after a breath added, “It feels so good…don’t stop…so good…yesssss…”

“You going to cum again, baby?” he asked.

“Maybe…” she whined.

Soon after that, I saw her face become contorted as if she was in excruciating pain, and then her entire body had a spasm which caused her hands to slap against his back while her feet spurred the air. Accompanying it was a litany of otherworldly sounds that let us know that she had indeed released again.

It proved to be the final moment for the black man, and suddenly he began emitting loud grunts of his own as his rhythm became spastic, “Ahhhhhh…ahhhhhh…uggghhhhh…oh yeah…ahhhhhhh…”

There were several final forceful thrusts and then he collapsed onto my wife’s body. It was then that I realized that they were both covered, head to toe, in a sheen of sweat. They fought for breath, and it took several minutes before they finally came down.

“Phillip, are you here,” Kami suddenly asked.

“I’m over here,” I replied, still in the chair.

There followed a short, whispered conversation between the lovers and when it ended, Pastor Mathews immediately lifted from my wife. Now separated, the sweat on my wife’s body was even more apparent, and spread across her, from her pussy to her breasts, were black speckles that I knew were hairs from the man’s body. The pastor had a satisfied smile on his face while his cock, still partially erect, made a lazy arc. The condom appeared a size too small and was stretched tightly over his shaft with the tip white with his semen. In fact, it appeared like the tip couldn’t hold it all because there were traces of the substance surrounding his plump nob. Without speaking, he left the bedroom and closed the door behind him.

“Honey,” my wife beckoned and when I was next to her she looked at me with a concerned expression and asked, “What now?”

Rather than speak, I began to remove my clothes and when Kami realized my intent, a little smile appeared on her face. When I was naked, I moved beside her and my hand immediately went to her dilated slit. She was completely drenched and the fluid was more viscous than normal making me wonder if it was a result of her climaxes or the large shaft.

“Did you enjoy yourself?” I whispered.

“I can’t believe it,” she answered evasively, and pulled my head down for a kiss.

When I got closer, I could smell her lover’s aroma which for some reason increased my excitement.

“You loved it,” I stated when the kiss ended.

“Make love to me,” she begged and found my dick with her hand.

I didn’t need any coaxing, and with her still holding me, I rolled onto her and slipped easily inside. She was a mess, and the feeling of her juices dripping onto my balls was indescribable. I had to move slowly, lest I cum too quickly, and we traded numerous quick kisses.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked again.

“No talking about that…just us,” she replied.

I knew her intent was to keep the lovemaking between husband and wife a separate, special thing. Although I thought it would be hard to do, I took her lead and stopped my questions. For the next few minutes, we connected with me trying my best to hold back. I sensed she was too spent to climax again, and after finishing a deep kiss she confirmed my suspicions.

“It’s okay, honey. Just let go,” she said.

“I want to cum in you,” I replied.

I wasn’t sure about her timing, but I wanted something that was mine. Something that the pastor couldn’t get, which was to fill her with my semen.

“Okay…” she whispered.

The tone of her voice gave no indication about the risk we were taking. In reality, I wanted there to be risk and so with that mindset, I began to move more deliberately. Less than a minute later I erupted, and as my seed fired forth, I let go with a series of satisfied grunts.

“It’s all yours…you took it…” Kami whispered into my ear.

Somehow, she knew exactly where my mind was, and how much I needed to cum in her. We stayed connected for several more minutes and then I rolled to her side.

“Did he leave? Did you send him home?” I asked.

“No…he’s out there,” she replied nervously.

“Meaning, you want him some more?” I probed.

My tone wasn’t accusatory, but she took almost a minute before she finally answered, “Is it okay?”

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked once more, already knowing the answer, but wanting to hear it in her voice.

“Yes…I mean you saw it. You know I did,” she replied, this time exhibiting some embarrassment.

I had never seen Kami acting so sexually provocative and it was more intriguing than threatening, so I continued to pull the string.

“Just tell me what you want…what’s on your mind,” I pressed.

“I…I don’t know…maybe he can come back,” she replied, this time showing clear nervousness.

I thought about being blunt and rubbing her nose into what had already occurred. However, the truth was more complicated and certainly had my fingerprints on it, so I took a softer approach.

“Don’t feel bad Kami. If it’s what you want, that’s okay,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes,” I told her and instantly a look of relief appeared on her face.

I gave her a kiss that turned into a long, passionate connection. I thought about moving back on top of her and taking her again, but our exchange buzzed in my head, and when we finally parted, I slid from the bed.

“You want me to send him back?” I asked, forcing her to make a clear decision.

There followed another long pause before she finally whispered, “Yes…”

She remained naked on the bed while I dressed, and as soon as I emerged into the open part of the house, I spotted the pastor standing in the kitchen, sipping wine. The sound of my footsteps caught his attention and his eyes followed me as I approached.

“She wants you,” I said.

“Okay…I mean are you okay with that?” he answered.

“It’s her night. I’m not sure what tomorrow will bring, but it’s what she wants now,” I told him.

At first, a smile came to his face, but as he contemplated my words I could see him become confused. However, his lust quickly won out and with purposeful steps he moved towards the hall. Like before, I stayed behind and waited for several minutes to give them some time, but when I approached the bedroom door, I saw that it was closed. In an instant, a wave of emotion swept through me, which contained lots of anger, and it took considerable self-control to force myself to return to the sofa.

Twice, during the night, I heard enough to know that the pastor was fucking my wife. It kept me from getting any real sleep and made me wonder what else had occurred that I didn’t know about. In the morning, I was sleeping fitfully on the couch when I heard noises and woke just in time to see him departing. As soon as I heard his car starting, I was up and on my way towards the bedroom. The door was ajar and the first thing I noticed when I stepped inside was the intense smell of sex. It was more powerful than anything I had ever experienced and provided a prelude for what I expected to learn. My eyes were drawn to the nightstand and I could see two discarded condoms. It was evident that each contained semen, which provided a visual count as to the number of times my wife had been taken. Kami was on the bed, turned away from the door and curled into something of a fetal position. She was clearly out of it, and after contemplating waking her, I decided to let her rest and returned to the living room. Several hours later, while mindlessly watching television, I thought I heard the shower start, and when I went back to check I found my wife inside. Silently, I undressed, and I caught her by surprise when I pulled open the curtain and joined her.

“You scared me,” she said.

“Sorry, I’ve been waiting for you to get up,” I responded.

Her short hair was plastered to the side of her head and her big eyes looked at me in a searching way. I turned her until her back was to me, took the soap and began to explore her body. At first, she was nervous but as my hands roamed she started to relax. It was when I finally turned her so that she was facing me that I saw the multiple love bites that covered her breasts.

“He put marks on you,” I said, realizing as I spoke that it sounded judgmental.

I don’t think she was even aware because her eyes began searching her own body. I watched as they spotted the hickeys and saw the resigned look appear on her face.

“I guess so,” she said.

“How many times did you do it?” I asked.

“Twice,” she replied, which was consistent with the condom count.

“How do you feel?” I asked, trying to use a soothing voice.

“Mentally or physically?” she replied.

“Both,” I told her.

“Physically…sore. Mentally, I…I guess I’m not sure,” she responded.

“Well, let’s get dressed and get some coffee. We can talk about it,” I offered.

Fifteen minutes later, we stood in the kitchen holding mugs. Kami was dressed in a simple robe and looked amazingly fresh. You would never know by her appearance the debauchery she had so recently experienced. It actually confused me some because you would think there would be something, not necessarily a scarlet letter or some flashing neon sign, but something that signified the change.

“How are you? What are you thinking?” she asked.

“Overall, I’m fine. There were some moments, but I got passed them,” I explained.

“What moments?” she probed.

A paused for a second to collect my thoughts and then said, “Watching how hard you came was one, and then finding the closed door later,” I said.

“You could have opened it,” she replied.

“It seemed to me to be a purposeful boundary,” I told her.

“I understand what you’re saying,” she replied, as her head slowly nodded.

“And you? You have some turmoil in your head?” I asked, switching the spotlight.

“Yes…a lot,” she replied, and a vulnerable look suddenly washed over her face.

“Talk to me…tell me,” I encouraged her.

“Well, for starters, I broke my marriage vows…I committed adultery. And, it wasn’t just once, it was all night,” she began, and after short pause, she continued, “It’s not what married people are supposed to do. What about us? Are we just supposed to pretend it never happened?”

“Honey, we did it together and both of us had full knowledge, so it’s not really the same as cheating. As far as what we do now? Yes, we go about things just like before,” I responded hoping my words would help calm her.

“Thank you for that,” she replied.

I sensed there were other things bothering her too that she was reluctant to share, and I suspected what they might involve, but for the next few minutes I remained silent and we just sipped our coffee.

“Kami, are you nervous about how much you enjoyed it?” I asked, no longer able to hold back.

The look that came to her face answered the question before she spoke, but she confirmed it when she said, “Some…I guess…”

I suspected it was a lot more than some, so I decided to push, “Honey, I’m glad you enjoyed it. I sure wouldn’t want to be standing here knowing it was a bad experience. So, good for you.”

“Really? You’re really okay?” she asked.

“Yes, really…and by the way, it was easy to see…and hear,” I told her, letting a broad smile fill my face.

It was like a weight had been relieved from her body and instantly she broke out in an impish smile.

“It was so strange…bizarre. It was like I was a different person and once it started it just kept going and going. Stars were exploding and I was floating…magically floating,” she gushed, jumping immediately to the orgasms she had experienced.

“Did he feel different? I asked, wanting her to continue.

“Yeah…you know it was big. It hurt at first, but kind of in a good way, and then it didn’t hurt,” she replied in a way that I knew was meant to be sensitive towards me.

“Did you cum every time?” I probed.

“Yeah,” she replied and nodded her head.

My dick had become completely hard and I had a sudden need to feel my wife’s body. So, I took her arm and pulled her into a tight embrace. Seconds later, my hand was inside her robe and when I found her nubs, I was delighted to find them stiff.

“This talking has made me horny,” I admitted.

“I can tell,” she giggled and pulled my mouth to hers.

It was a long connection, but when we finally broke, I told her, “I’m going to take you right now. On the table.”

“Do it…do it baby,” she answered in a husky voice, as our hands began working on each other’s clothes.

In seconds, we were naked and seeing her marked breasts again drove me to even a higher state of excitement. I started to push her backwards, but suddenly she dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. She moved rapidly all over my shaft and balls coating them completely with her saliva. Like me, she was very aroused and seemed determined to make our lovemaking a special event.

“Did you taste him?” I asked as the thought of her with the black cock in her mouth flashed in my mind.

“Yeah…” she groaned, breaking just long enough to answer.

“Did he cum…did you taste his semen?” I demanded, needing to know the details.

“Yeah…” she replied the same way, and I could tell she was intentionally teasing me.

“How, baby? Tell me how it happened?” I pushed, although I knew I sounded needy.

“After he took the condom off, I cleaned him up,” she clarified.

“Both times?” I shot back.

“Yeah…” she responded.

“Damn Kami. I want you right now,” I said.

I pulled on her shoulders until she was standing, and with her giggling, I guided her backwards until she was sprawled across the table. I moved between her legs and with them spread, I got a good view of her red and very swollen mound. However, I was way too excited to stop and immediately slid my dick down her length, finding it quite wet.

“Ohhhh…you want your wife back?” she groaned.

Since acknowledging her excitement with the black man and receiving my support, my wife had turned into a vixen. I wasn’t sure if her last comment was meant as a challenge, but that’s the way I took it, and drove into her hard.

“Easy…” she whimpered.

“No,” I replied and started moving fast.

At first, there was a definite look of pain on her face, but it slowly began to ebb. Now, we were staring back at each and I was pleased to see that her eyes were half-closed and her mouth partly opening. It told me that she was, like me, very much into the lovemaking.

“Mmmm…you feel so good…” she sighed.

“I’m going to cum in you again,” I declared, and then asked, “Is it a good time?”

“I’m not going to tell you. You have to make the choice,” she replied as a thin smile appeared on her face.

With that, I looped my arms beneath her legs and pushed them back until they were near her chest and began to thrust into her forcefully. It was an aggressive move, but Kami seemed to be fine with it as all kinds of mews and whimpers came from her.

“Shit, I’m not going to last,” I declared a few minutes later.

Even though I wanted badly to bring my wife to a climax, everything had ganged up against me and I had become much too excited.

“Cum in me Phillip, it’s what you want,” my wife purred.

It was the final straw for me and then I lost all control and began to fire my seed into my wife’s unprotected womb. As the last of it left me, I fell onto her and instantly felt her small hand stroke my hair.

“Someday, we might have to tell our child how he or she was conceived,” I started to giggle.

“With love, of course,” she offered, although she joined me in laughter.

Surprisingly, there was no more talk about the pastor that weekend and we went about our time in a normal fashion. Back in the city, the encounter became even more distant, making me think back to Kami’s statement about the strange power of her uncle’s place. We skipped the following weekend, for a variety of reasons, but certainly one of them was an unspoken view that we needed some time. In the interim, her period arrived, letting me know I had missed her fertile phase, and although I didn’t say anything, I actually felt mixed emotions.

Two weeks after the black man took my wife, we drove past the church. When I glanced at Kami, I saw she was staring at it, and when our eyes connected, I thought I saw a hint of curiosity.

“Wonder what he’s doing?” I said, wanting to see how she would respond.

“No telling,” she answered, providing no further clue about her thoughts.

It had been a late start for us, so by the time we had unpacked and become settled, it was after eight. We were curled up on the sofa, watching television and were finishing our second glass of wine when my cell phone rang.

“Pastor Mathews,” I said, showing Kami the screen, and then answered, “Hello?”

“Hello Phillip. How are you and Kami?” he asked in his normal booming voice.

“We’re fine, thanks. And you?” I replied.

“Doing fine, too,” he said, and then continued with, “I saw the lights on at the house, and I was wondering if it would be possible for you and Kami to babysit Anjanae tomorrow evening. I have some things to attend to and was hoping you wouldn’t mind.”

My first thought was that he was hoping to use his daughter as a segue to bed Kami again, but knowing how much she enjoyed the young girl, I turned to her and relayed the request. Just for a moment, her face showed some trepidation, and then she was nodding to indicate her acceptance. I let him know we were available and after agreeing on a drop-off time, the call ended.

Amazingly, we avoided any further discussion concerning the black man, and went about the Saturday doing the normal things. As late afternoon approached, Kami began to prepare the house for the child and set up the kitchen so they could make cookies together. She was dressed in jeans and simple pullover top, making no attempt to appear sexy, but there was still a palpable energy in the house.

“Hi Anjanae!” my wife said enthusiastically when they arrived.

Immediately, she took the girl’s hand and led her away from the pastor. Now alone, he beckoned me outside with a nod of his head and I followed him, closing the door behind us.

“I wanted to see…you know…how she’s doing?” he asked, fumbling with his words.

“I think she’s fine. We haven’t really talked about it that much,” I explained.

“Good…good…” he said, although I could see he had a confused look. Then, after an awkward pause, he added, “Does she still want to do it again?”

“Instantly, I understood the meaning of his words, and I was fortunate to keep my wits as I responded, “You know, we’ll have to see. I better get back inside.”

He accepted my statement with a quick nod and we separated. Inside, I spotted my wife and the young girl playing on the floor, and my look lingered as I considered the new information. The simple answer could be that it was merely sex talk exchanged in the heat of the moment. However, I knew that there was a possibility that it had been a sincere desire. It didn’t really jive with her morning after reaction, but I knew from my own feelings that it was a complicated subject, which likely made it even more so for my wife. I couldn’t land on a resolution, but I couldn’t dismiss the message either.

Kami and Anjanae had a wonderful time together. They played, baked chocolate chip cookies, and watched movies. Right at nine-thirty she began to drag and just before ten my wife put her to bed. I poured her a large glass of wine and she curled up next to me on the sofa.

“What did y’all talk about when you went outside?” she asked without warning.

I looked at her and then answered, “You.”

“Meaning?” she followed.

“He wanted to know how you were doing…if you were okay,” I explained, and then added, “I said you were doing fine.”

“Okay,” she replied but gave me an odd look.


“Then he asked if you still wanted to do it again,” I declared.

A guilty look instantly hit her face and it took her a moment to collect herself before she said, “That was…it was just talk.”

“Lover talk?” I asked, deciding to push since she had admitted her involvement.

“Stop…you know…” she replied, looking even more guilty.

“Do you want to do it again?” I asked.

Her look gave her away. It was a mixture of guilt and excitement that left no doubt in my mind that she wanted to be beneath the black man again. Still, she wasn’t ready to admit it, and squirmed for a few seconds before she spoke.

“No, of course not. I still feel strange about it all,” she said.

“He was your aunt’s lover for a long time,” I responded.

“Do you want me to?” she asked, turning my head with her hand until we were eye to eye.

“Kami, I want you to admit your true feelings. I don’t want you hiding things. I think you do want him, but really all I want is the truth,” I explained.

She received the message and continued to stare at me for several seconds before she said in a low voice, “I don’t know. Sometimes I do.”

“And now? Tonight?” I asked.

“Not with Anjanae here. I can’t do that,” she responded with a concerned look.

“Yes, you’d have to be quiet,” I replied, and let a little smile come to my face.

“Very funny,” she replied with mock annoyance, and then asked once more, “Do you want me to?”

Our eyes locked and it seemed like the silence turned into minutes. However, in reality it was only a few seconds before I replied with a very dry mouth, “Put your robe on.”

Kami gave me a final look and then slowly stood and disappeared to the back of the house. I thought she might be gone for a long time, but just a few minutes later she returned in her robe. By her protruding nipples, I could tell she was braless and a quick lift of the edge showed that she was still wearing her thong.

“Give me your thong,” I told her.

“Damn, you’re pushy,” she said, but immediately pushed the garment down her legs.

“Just one rule,” I said and when she gave me a questioning look, I added, “Use condoms.”

“Okay, are you going to cum in me later?” she asked as she snuggled close.

“Yes,” I told her.

We had both become wired and the unknown time of arrival of the black man made the time crawl. It resulted in both of us emptying our wine glasses quickly, so when the pastor finally arrived at around eleven-thirty, we were both hammered.

“How was she?” he asked me as he stepped through the threshold.

He too looked like he might have been drinking by his disheveled appearance and his red eyes.

“Fine. You want some wine?” I slurred.

“Sure. Where’s…” he started and then spotted my wife on the sofa.

“Hi Jerome,” she said in a tipsy voice.

The man’s eyes went between us several times, and when I handed him the wine glass, they finally stopped on my wife, “Kami, how are you. You look fabulous as usual.”

He moved to the living room and waited for me to take a spot, and when I sat in the loveseat, he took a place on the couch a respectful distance from my wife.

“How have you been?” Kami asked.

“Good…good…” he answered, a little nervous.

“Look, remember what you asked me earlier?” I said.

“Yes…” he replied as his body got stiff.

“Well, after you left I asked Kami,” I explained in my inebriated voice.

“Okay, I see…” he answered.

“I said yes,” she blurted out with a naughty smile.

It took a moment for the message to sink in, but when it did, a huge smile filled the black man’s face. He reached out and took my wife by the wrist and pulled her until she was next to him. It was Kami that pulled his head down for a kiss and they had only been connected for a few seconds when his hand found the opening in her robe and moved to her breasts.

“Yeah, baby…this is going to be good,” he said in a low, sensual voice.

“Ummm…I know…” she responded.

While the pastor fondled my wife’s pert breasts, she fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Occasionally, they would stop to kiss and when she had it fully undone she pulled the tail from his pants and started using her own fingers on his nipples. Her efforts had a clear impact because he began to paw at her robe. Soon, it was off her shoulders and we were treated to a full-frontal view of Kami’s nude body.

Pastor Mathews tilted his head down, found one of her tiny nipples, and began to nibble on it which made my wife go crazy. She couldn’t keep still and it wasn’t long before she broke free and ended up on her knees, between his legs, where she began to work on his buckle. It didn’t take her long to free him and with his help she peeled the pants off his legs. He was without underwear and as soon as his cock was freed from the garment it flopped forward onto his abdomen. Kami was on it instantly stroking, kissing and licking it like it was some magical instrument that needed worship. He let her have her way for a few minutes, but it was clear he was getting antsy.

“Baby, it’s time,” he declared and pulled her from her task.

She understood the meaning of his words, and quickly standing, she said, “Let’s go to bed.”

They left me alone in the living room with their clothes strewn about, and I waited several minutes and then followed, but when I arrived at our bedroom it was empty. Surmising they wanted to be as far away from Anjanae as possible, I moved to the guest room where the black man had so thoroughly fucked Kami’s friend, and as I approached I could hear passionate sounds emanating from within. The door had been left open several inches, and rather than the bed, I saw they had taken a spot on the carpeted floor. It was dark and difficult to see the details, but I could just make out my wife on her knees, sucking his large cock once more. I played the voyeur and watched them and it wasn’t long before the pastor rolled my wife onto her back. There was a brief conversation I couldn’t make out and then suddenly my wife rose and headed my way.

“What’s wrong?” I asked when she opened the door.

“The condoms are in his pants,” she said breathlessly, with a look on her face that indicated she was in heat.

With no further words, she moved past me and returned just seconds later holding something in her hand. The black man had come prepared and it made me wonder what drove his confidence. There was some furtive movement on the floor and then it stopped.

“Ohhhhh…ohhhh…Jerome…” my wife suddenly whined.

“Yeah…oh yeah…” he groaned and even in the dim light I could see his ass slowly rising and falling.

For the next ten minutes, I watched as he took my wife, driving her to ever higher states while maintaining incredible control. When she finally climaxed, she was a whimpering mess and when it began to ebb, the sounds of her sobbing filled the room. It informed me that he had connected with her on a very deep level, more than just raw sex, and the reality hit me hard. When his turn arrived, he let go with a throaty roar that I feared might wake the child, and I was grateful for the latex sheathing that protected my wife’s womb. I left them to recover and was surprised when the pastor suddenly appeared a few minutes later.

“Kami reminds me so much of her aunt,” he said as he started collecting his clothes.

I just nodded in response, and when he was dressed, I accompanied him to collect his daughter. Then, they were gone, and I immediately moved towards the bedroom to find my wife. She was in the guest bed and looked to be asleep, but as I got close she turned my way.

“Make love to me,” she whispered.

In seconds, I was undressed and beside her. After some gentle kisses, she turned onto her back and pulled me on top. Like before, I found her pussy open and soaked, and it felt wickedly amazing.

“Did you enjoy?” I asked.

“Ssshhh…later,” she replied.

“Okay, baby…” I whispered.

“Cum in your wife…” she moaned.

Kami pulled my head down for a kiss and when we connected I could taste the black man’s semen. No doubt, like the previous encounter, she had licked him clean after the condom was removed. I knew I should be disgusted, but the feeling of my wife was too powerful to stop. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to plant my seed.

“Ohhhh…fuck…fuck, Kami,” I cried out loudly, shortly after, when the moment arrived.

My release was helped by the whimpers coming from my wife and her fingernails gently tickling my balls. I kept moving, trying to push out every single drop of life-giving fluid, and when I finally stopped, I realized that once again I had been unable to get her to another orgasm. I thought about probing for her thoughts, but the sex and alcohol had consumed us both. Within a minute of rolling to her side, we were both asleep.

The next day, Kami was much less reticent to talk about things than the previous time and it filled our conversation on the drive back to the city. She freely admitted that she had a mind-blowing climax and explained that it was she that directed him to leave so Anjanae could get home and she could be with me. I thanked her for being careful with the condoms, and all in all it was an upbeat discussion.

“You and your aunt sharing a lover,” I said, feeling things were in a good enough place that I could tease her some.

“I know! My God, it’s decadent,” she responded in a playful tone. Then, after a moment of thought she asked, “Do I really have a lover?”

“Seems so,” I replied.

I knew that Kami would eventually confide in her friend Trish. Still, it occurred much sooner than I expected. It was Tuesday, just two days after our return that she dropped the bomb.

“I told Trish,” she announced while we were watching the late news.

“Why Kami?” I asked, somewhat annoyed.

“We went to lunch and she brought him up. You know she was curious about him…and I kind of let it out,” she explained.

“That’s not being discrete honey,” I warned.

“It’s Trish…it’s okay,” she replied.

“What was her reaction?” I asked.

“She’s jealous,” she giggled, and slipped under my arm.

We moved on to other things and I thought that was the end of it, so I was taken by surprise when she returned to the subject of her friend Trish just two days later.

“Trish is interested,” she said over dinner.

“Interested in what?” I asked in confusion.

“Jerome…you know…being with him,” she stammered.

“Huh? Come on Kami, this is getting weird. It’s all happening so fast, and it’s supposed to be…you know…your deal,” I shot back, but when I saw the nervous look on her face, I stopped, and started again, “What did y’all talk about?”

“She wants to…uhhhh…maybe come out…and try,” she forced out.

“Fuck the pastor?” I said, suddenly tired of the vagueness.

“Stop it,” she responded angrily.

“And John?” I asked, referring to her husband.

“He’s pushing her,” she replied.

“So now, besides Trish, her husband knows about it all,” I challenged her.

“I know. I scolded her, but come on, she’s my friend,” she said in defense.

“Well, when is this supposed to happen?” I asked.

“This weekend,” she responded.

“What? That’s tomorrow? Does Pastor Mathews even know what’s expected of him? What if he says no?” I said.

“He wanted her before,” my wife replied in a low voice.

“Kami that’s going to be too weird. Everyone in that small house like that?” I voiced my opposition.

“We thought we would go by ourselves tomorrow and you could come Saturday. Trish would leave,” she explained.

“What about John?” I asked.

“He’s not coming,” she stated.

“Kami, you know if he comes over with you and Trish, he’s going to want…expect sex with both of you. You realize that?” I challenged her.

“I won’t. It’s just for Trish,” she argued.

The discussion continued for another thirty minutes, and although I repeatedly voiced my objections, Kami refused to see the downside of the plan. In the end, she agreed that she wouldn’t participate in any way and that she was there strictly to support her friend. Although I was still filled with doubts, I reluctantly acquiesced. Later, as I continued to think about it, I realized it might actually be a good thing. It certainly positioned the relationship as strictly about sex, and that if feelings were involved, Kami would be much less inclined to share.

Friday night found me at home in the city, slowly getting drunk on bourbon. Several times, I thought about calling my wife, but decided it was best to just stay out of it and learn all that had occurred when I showed up Saturday. Despite a hangover, I was up early and arrived just before eight. Evidently, I was earlier than expected because they were not ready for me when I pulled up.

The pastor’s car was still there, parked next to Trish’s, and I opened the door thinking I might find the trio drinking coffee, but the room was empty. At first, I stayed in the kitchen, deciding that I would give everyone some privacy. However, I hadn’t been there long when I heard sounds that seemed to be sexual in nature. It was hard to remain still and soon I was moving towards the hall, where I was hit with a clear cacophony of sounds that included moans, grunts, and squeaking bed springs. Realizing it was coming from our bedroom, I closed the short distance and turned into the open door to see that Pastor Mathews was fucking the hell out of Kami in the missionary position while Trish’s husband John stood naked next to the bed pulling on his cock.

“What in the hell?” I yelled.

Instantly, the sounds ceased and all eyes were on me. There was an awkward moment as the reality hit the trio that was quickly followed by cries from my wife.

“Oh no! Let me up…get up,” she yelled.

I could see confusion on the black man’s face while John moved further into the room, rightfully fearing a violent confrontation. The pastor began to pull away and as he did his thick uncovered cock came into view that was coated with Kami’s fluids. Not only was my wife having sex with the black man, but she was giving him complete access to her unprotected womb. He crawled off the bed and when he was finally standing he gave me a worried look and then departed. Following his lead, John shot passed me and left the room, too.

“What in the hell? What’s going on?” I demanded, after I closed the door.

“I’m sorry,” she replied while starting to cry.

I was using every ounce of self-control I had to keep my cool, as Kami had greatly violated my trust. Still, seeing her in distress with her arm reaching out to me, I almost succumbed and took it. However, there was far too much to determine before it would be time for forgiveness.

“What happened?” I said sternly.

“Kami? Are you okay?” Trish’s voice called through the door.

“I…I’m fine,” my wife responded through her sobs.

Evidently satisfied, there were no more words from her friend, and I pushed again, “Tell me what happened.”

“I was bad,” she whimpered, and her words sent a chill up my spine.

“Did he cum in you?” I demanded, not wanting to wait.

“It’s…it’s an okay time,” she replied, answering the question in the process.

“How many times?” I responded.

“Once…” she replied softly.

“And John? Did John fuck you?” I asked, suddenly remembering his naked presence.

“No,” she answered, and her fidelity in that regard seemed to perk her up.

“Why Kami? We agreed nothing would happen,” I asked, lowering my tone a bit.

“I…I don’t know. It was all too much. I got too excited and couldn’t control…” she began to explain and then let the thought drift off.

Instantly, the vision of Trish crying out loudly in passion as the pastor took her filled my mind. In the small house, there would be no place to escape the erotic sounds which made me a little sympathetic to her plight.

“Why is John here? You said he wasn’t going to be part of it,” I probed.

“He wasn’t supposed to be. When they picked me up he was in the car and Trish just gave me a look…a look that was like please be okay with it,” she responded.

Kami was starting to gain control, so I said to her, “I want you go back and start from the beginning and tell me what happened.”

Her eyes moved from me to the floor several times, and then after a long sigh, she started, “I called him, the pastor, when we got close and asked him to come over for a drink. He was here an hour after we arrived and when you weren’t with us, I could tell he was confused. So, we stepped outside and I explained…you know…what Trish wanted.”

“Go on,” I said when she stopped.

“He was a little surprised, but okay with it and he asked if you knew about it. We had some wine and then he took Trish into the bedroom. They were there for hours,” she explained.

“Where was John?” I asked.

“Running back and forth between the living room and the bedroom. We could hear a lot and it was getting to him,” she said.

“When were you with him?” I pushed.

“He came out of the bedroom and John went to Trish and…I…I was bad,” she whispered.

He fucked you on the couch?” I asked.

“No, he took…we went to the bedroom,” she responded in a barely audible voice.

“And he fucked you…and came in you,” I stated more than asked.

“Yes…I was bad…” she said once more.

“Kami, look at me,” I demanded and when we made eye contact, I asked, “Did you do anything with John?”

She began to sob again, which gave me a partial answer, and then with a choking voice, she said, “He licked me.”

“Did he make you cum?” I probed, for some reason feeling it made a difference.

“Yes…” she whispered with a tiny nod of her head.

With that, I turned and left the room telling myself to remain calm when I saw the others. However, there was nobody in the living room or kitchen and when I looked outside, I could see that both cars were gone. I thought it was a cowardly action, although part of me was glad to be done with them for the moment. I was drinking coffee when my wife appeared dressed in jeans and a blouse.

“I’m going to check on the horses,” she said to break the silence, and when I merely nodded, she got a distressed look then moved next to me and said, “I’m sorry.”

“You betrayed my trust,” I told her.

“I know,” she whispered and then shuffled towards the door like a prisoner to the gallows.

Kami was gone for a long time giving me hours to contemplate her behavior. In reality, it was her interaction with John that caused me the most discomfort. I could rationalize her breaking of her word with the pastor and even his ejaculation as she is very strict on her safe days. However, her best friend’s husband was just wrong on every level. I wondered whether Trish had been aware and if not, it meant they had been both sneaky and selfish. Plus, his involvement took things out of the country setting and transported them into our normal day to day lives.

Mid-afternoon my phone rang and I could it was the pastor calling, so I answered, “Hello?”

“Phillip…hello. It’s Pastor…Jerome,” he replied, and paused for a moment before continuing, “Look, I feel like I somehow got in the middle of something last night, and…uhhh…I would just like to clear the air. Can we meet?”

My first reaction was to tell him no, but after thinking about it, I decided his view might be valuable. So, I told him I would drive down to the church. He met me in the parking lot and then guided me into the building that stood behind. I learned that on the far end was a small two-bedroom apartment where he and Anjanae lived. It was austere, but neat, and after handing me a bottle of water, we sat down at the small kitchen.

“Where’s Anjanae?” I asked.

“Uh…she’s staying with relatives for the weekend,” he explained.

“I see…” I replied, deciding to let the subject go.

“Phillip…look…uhhh…what happened?” he asked, but before I could answer, he added, “I was called to come over and I thought everyone was good.”


“The whole thing was for Trish to…uhhh…fulfill her fantasy. The girls were supposed to come out by themselves…no John. We discussed and agreed it would be just Trish, not her having sex. Plus, on top of all that, you weren’t using a condom,” I explained.

“Okay, man. I understand. It did seem odd you weren’t there,” he responded.

“Yeah… a mistake I made,” I said.

“Look, I don’t want any hard feelings between us. I didn’t think I was doing anything unwanted,” he replied.

“What did Kami tell you?” I asked.

“Just that Trish wanted to get together,” he replied with a sincere expression.

“I mean about her…having sex,” I clarified.

“Well, when I came out and saw her naked on the sofa…she just…look I don’t want to get her in trouble but she just…you know…was ready…and pulled me to the bed,” he stammered.

“What was John doing when you came out?” I probed, nervously.

“It looked like he was trying to…do it…he was over her but she had her hands covering her,” he explained.

While not thrilled to hear this new piece of information about John, at least it did somewhat jibe with her story. However, hearing that she had been the aggressor in getting the black man to bed was far different than what I had envisioned and I wanted to pull the string.

“Why didn’t you use a condom?” I asked.

“They were in my pants…in the other room. She said it was okay,” he answered looking very nervous.

“How many times did y’all do it?” I pushed.

“Twice…well the second time was when you walked in,” he answered, confirming another piece of Kami’s description.

“So, you were with her all night?” I asked, trying to clarify.

“Kami? No…after…uhhh went back to Trish,” he admitted.

“Then you went back in the morning?” I said.

“Yeah, she was in bed with…uhhhh…John,” he replied, getting nervous when he admitted to the other man’s presence.

“Look, I really want to know what was happening. Please just tell me,” I implored the black man.

He gave me a disturbed look, but only paused for a few seconds before replying, “They were under a sheet and looked to be sleeping, but John must have heard me because he turns and looks at me then gets up and goes to his wife. He was naked…they were both naked,” he said.

“Was he close to her?” I asked with a very dry voice.

“Yeah…very close,” he answered, and then added, “She was asleep.”

“Had he fucked her?” I asked bluntly.

“I don’t know…I really don’t know,” he replied, and then added, “She was really wet.”

Halfway through our conversation, I thought I was converging to a resolution, but having heard about this second time with John, I now felt like I was back to the beginning. Certainly, by the pastor’s words and inflection in his voice, he was delivering the message that he thought it very likely they had fucked. That would mean that my wife had betrayed me even more.

“Is your daughter away because you were going to have Trish and Kami all weekend,” I asked, returning to our earlier exchange.

“Uh…I wasn’t sure…the call was on short notice, but I thought it would be best to plan ahead,” he answered.

I could hear Kami in the bathroom when I arrived back at the house and I immediately poured myself a whiskey. When she appeared ten minutes later, by my look and the tumbler in my hand, she could tell something was up and that it wasn’t good.

“Where did you go?” she asked.

“To talk to Pastor Mathews,” I replied, wanting to see her reaction.

Surprisingly, her face didn’t register any fear when I made the pronouncement. She merely nodded her head and then moved to get some wine.

“I hope it was a civil discussion,” she said.

“Very informative,” I responded.

“How so?” she asked.

“Let’s just say I got more details,” I answered.

“Like?” she asked, and then quickly followed with, “Phillip, please don’t be this way. If you want to know something, just ask.”

“Well, according to him, you practically dragged him to bed and then told him a condom wasn’t needed when he tried to leave to get one,” I started.

She looked at me with pain filled eyes and then replied, “I suppose that’s true.”

“And, he said John was trying to fuck you when he walked in,” I stated, letting my voice rise a bit too much.

“But, he didn’t,” she answered, and for the first time I sensed she was becoming annoyed.

“Would he have if the pastor hadn’t appeared?” I shot back.

“No!” she responded emphatically.

“Are you sure, because it’s my understanding that he spent the night with you in bed…naked,” I confronted her.

“Nothing happened,” she replied, but in a much less assured voice.

“Kami, I’m going to ask one more…one last time. Did John fuck you?” I demanded to know.

“No!” she answered.

“So, I’m supposed to believe that John was next to your naked body for hours and never did anything? Never tried anything?” I threw back at her unable to believe he didn’t paw at her body.

“He touched me some,” she let out with a deep sigh.

“Tell me what happened,” I demanded.

“He…touched my breasts and between my legs…he fingered me,” she answered as the tears started.

“Did you stop him?” I pushed.

“No…I’m so ashamed…it was so wrong…” she whimpered as her body began to convulse with her sobs.

“How long? Did he get you off? Did you have an orgasm?” I probed.

“Yes…” she admitted through the tears.

“And what were you doing? Where were your hands?” I followed.

“Masturbating him,” she admitted, seemingly done with her deceit.

“Did you make him cum?” I asked.

“Yes…” she responded, and then quickly added, “We didn’t fuck.”

“Why Kami?” I asked once more.

“I don’t know…it’s this place…this house. There’s something about it with everyone,” she cried.

“No, Kami. It’s just you,” I told her.

As soon as the words left my mouth she began to cry harder and she moved close to me and tried to put her arms around my chest.

“Please don’t leave me. I’m so sorry…so sorry…” she bellowed.

I had never been able to deal with Kami’s deep emotional states and my first response had always been to try to take away the cause of the hurt as quickly as possible. Now, I let her arms go around me and she pulled tightly against my body. It was then that she came into contact with my fully erect dick. I wasn’t even aware of it myself until she made contact and I was immediately hit with a sense of confusion and shame. When Kami felt it, she stopped her hug and backed away until she could look into my face.

“You’re hard,” she stated, although it was really meant as a question.

“I…I guess so,” I answered.

“Why?” she probed.

“I don’t know,” I replied sincerely.

She didn’t say anything at first, and it felt like the wheels were spinning in her head trying to decipher the mystery, until she finally responded, “You made me feel bad all day…made me feel cheap and horrible and it really turned you on?”

“No Kami…I told you I don’t know why,” I answered, suddenly feeling on the defensive.

She abruptly ended our embrace, grabbed her wine and moved to the sofa. A minute later, I joined her, but took a place on the other end.

Minutes ticked by in silence as we stared at the television before she asked, “What turned you on?”

“Nothing Kami. I don’t know why it happened, okay? I think you’re just trying to deflect things,” I told her.

Whatever the reason for my surreptitious arousal, it had ended my questioning of Kami’s actions. I felt too guilty and confused to continue and I doubted very much that she would allow me to anyway. Now, she had some bullets in her gun to fire back.

More silence ensued and then out of the blue, she asked, “Which one do you want me to put on?”

“Huh?” I asked, truly lost.

“Which outfit?” she clarified.

Suddenly, there it was. Emboldened by my rogue dick, she wanted to try and entice me with one of the costumes, knowing that if I succumbed it would be a tacit sign of forgiveness. After all, if we played and made love, how would I be able to return to my inquisition. I had to give her credit, it was a good strategy, but I wasn’t feeling guilty enough about my erection to concede.

“No…not interested,” I informed her.

“Okay,” she replied.

I finished my whiskey and then poured another as we continued to watch mindless programs. It was when I was well into the second glassful that my mind began to drift to the memory of Kami in the cheerleader and harem outfits. It wasn’t hard to project the vision of her in the Nurses uniform, and then I was thinking about her long smooth legs and pert breasts with their tiny buds. Several times, I consciously forced the thoughts away, but on each occasion, they would slowly worm their way back.

“Nurses uniform,” I said without elaborating.

Although I was staring directly into the television screen, I could feel my wife’s eyes boring into me from the side. However, she didn’t speak and shortly after she rose and left the room. Now that things were in motion, I chastised myself for not being more deliberate in dealing with my wife’s indiscretions. Like a male dog smelling a female in heat, I had quickly lost all control.

I recalled the outfit was white with a large red cross on the right breast. In truth, I didn’t think it was near as interesting as the cheerleader or harem costumes, but since it was the last one untried, I decided it would be the selection. Movement in the hall signaled my wife’s approach, and when she appeared, it was as I expected, except for the fact it was very short, and a hint of Kami’s tight rear peaked from the bottom. Plus, this one fit her much better than the others and she had left the zipper partially open in the front which showed some nice cleavage. She was barefoot and as she moved towards me she exaggerated the sway of her hips.

“Turn around,” I said when she was before me.

She did as I instructed, and then, without prompting, she bent at the waist which gave me a perfect view of her uncovered pussy. Clearly, she was using all her feminine wiles to make me forget how bad she had been.

“Should I take your temperature?” she asked, looking over her shoulder.

“Don’t move,” I commanded, enjoying the sight of her mound that seemed to be dampening.

“Something you like?” she asked, surprising me with the aggressiveness.

“I’m still mad at you,” I declared.

The fact was that I was rapidly losing the battle to remain angry and detached. The seductive power of my wife was proving too strong, but I wanted and needed to try and maintain my position.

“I know,” she said softly and then turned and fell onto her knees between my legs. She looked up at me with sad eyes, and said, “I’m sorry.”

I returned the stare into her eyes and gave her my best annoyed look. Her response was to try and look even sadder, and then her hands went to my pants and she began to work the belt and buttons. I knew I was fighting a losing battle, when I lifted my hips so she could tug my pants over my waist.

“Ohhhhh…something seems to be wrong here,” she said, still playing the nurse, when my erect dick sprang free.

“Stop…I’m mad,” I said, trying to regain control.

“Do you always get hard when you’re mad?” she asked, playfully as her hand squeezed me.

Suddenly, rather than sex, I wanted to return to the events of the previous night. I wanted to know more and question her on her motivations and reactions.

“Why Kami?” I asked resurrecting the subject.

I could tell by her look that she thought she had successfully moved past the subject, and she looked at me with a worried expression before finally answering, “I…I told you…I got too excited and…I guess lost it.”

“What made you excited?” I probed.

“Hearing Trish, I guess…them together…” she admitted after a short silence.

“Hearing him fucking her and wishing it was you?” I pushed.

At first, she just nodded her head slowly, and then she whispered, “Yes…”

“Were you jealous?” I asked,

“I guess…maybe…some…” she responded.

“Then why did you set it up?” I challenged her.

“She wanted to so bad…and she kept begging me. What was I supposed to do? She’s my friend,” she answered.

“Do you still want him as your lover?” I asked as I stared into her eyes.

“No…no more…and we should get rid of this place,” she announced, although I thought her statement was meant as something of a probe for my feelings.

Rather than respond verbally, I merely nodded my head and we stared into each other eyes for a long time before she lowered her head and began to run her tongue over the head of my dick. There was no further conversation as she slowly worked my shaft. She was putting a supreme effort into making it a wonderful blowjob, and succeeding. I reached the point where I either had to stop her or be put on a short trajectory to an explosion, and after a few seconds of thought, I made my decision.

“Let’s get in bed,” I said.

She lifted her mouth off me while emitting a sensual sigh, and then I led her to the bedroom, shedding the remainder of my clothes along the way. I positioned her on her hands and knees, flipped the tiny edge of the outfit up, and quickly pushed my dick inside. I started a deep, forceful movement that instantly had her grunting lustily in response. Soon, her pussy began to emit the slippery sounds from her intense wetness and it fueled my thoughts.

“You can’t tell him no, can you?” I accused her and when she didn’t answer, I added, “He can have you any time he wants. Fuck you any time.”

“That’s not true,” she whined.

“Yes…and now he cums in you, too,” I said.

“No more…no more…” she grunted between my thrusts.

I had become way too excited to last and only a few seconds later I got the out of body sensation that portended a climax. In the last few moments, I thought about my beautiful wife spreading herself wide for the black man, and strangely it was an arousing vision rather than one of disgust. In a final series of excited cries, I blasted my semen into my wife and then fell heavily on top of her, driving her to the mattress. No further words were spoken between us and soon we were both sound asleep.

As soon as we returned to the city, Kami called Trish and arranged to meet. Her stated purpose was to apologize for her interaction with John, but when she reported on the conversation, it seemed her friend was far more interested in exchanging notes on Pastor Mathews.

“She wasn’t mad about John?” I asked when she had returned.

“No, she said she wasn’t surprised. She said he has a thing for me,” she said with an awkward grin.

“Did you tell her everything that happened?” I responded, a bit surprised she would be so disinterested.

I had repeatedly chastised her for her involvement with John and she had apologized over and over. It had reached the point where we had to move on, although I had made it clear I no longer wanted to do anything socially with them.

“Yes, of course,” she answered.

“Well, what did you talk about then?” I asked.

“Her time with him…” she said with a grin.

“Really?” I responded.

“Yes! She kept thanking me,” she said, and when I looked at her with a questioning stare, she added, “Her best sex ever.”

I think that conversation, which occurred between best friends, coupled with the revelations about her aunt and uncle went a long way towards relieving her of guilt. She felt ashamed about the lack of condom use, but she was now seeing the sex itself in a much more positive light. Our discussions became much more open, and she actually become comfortable with the fact that Pastor Mathews was her lover and that she would be with him again.

“Hurry up honey or we’ll be late,” Kami prodded as I put on the dress shirt.

She was wearing the long blue choir robe and was definitely showing excitement about her first time with the group. We made it to the church with a few minutes to spare and my wife disappeared to the back while I took a spot on a pew. It wasn’t long before she appeared with the other’s behind the altar and as soon as Pastor Mathews stepped out, they broke out in song. Since his request for her to join, she had practiced a few times with the group and had evidently learned enough because she seemed calm and confident. Even her motions, standard fare for the black choir, were in synch. I received a few odd glances as the congregation took it in, but it wasn’t long before everyone seemed to accept the situation.

A smile came to my lips as I thought about her naked body beneath the robe and the load of cum in her pussy. I had refused to let her clean-up after a morning round of sex as I wanted her standing behind the pastor oozing my semen. I even thought about the likelihood that he could smell the sex and that made my grin broaden.

Essentially, over the past few months, my wife had turned into a sexually needy being. Before, our lovemaking had always been deep and fulfilling, and while we continued that way in the city, once in the country, with the black man’s frequent involvement, it often turned basic, almost raw. She was having sex at least four days a week and often it involved multiple rounds. While she didn’t see the pastor on every visit, it was frequent and I could tell she looked forward to it. I had reached the conclusion, after much consideration, that her desires had always been in her, part of her true being, and that her discovery of her dear Aunt’s appetites had set them free.

It was a month after her first appearance with the choir that I received a call from the pastor who asked if I could stop by for a chat. He deftly avoided my attempts to determine the purpose, but intrigued by the request, I agreed. I met him at the appointed time on the front steps of the church, and as a scattering of lazy clouds drifted by, he started to explain his reason for calling.

“Has Kami told you there is a choir function next Friday?” he began.

“Yes, she did,” I replied.

“Look Phillip. I like you and I feel with the past…with Joe and Kay…that there is a certain connection,” he continued, and then paused for a breath, before adding, “The function is not for the entire choir. It will be just a smaller group and sometimes…things have happened.”

Instantly, I knew where he was heading. The middle-aged man of God had somehow turned his church choir, or at least a part of it, into a swinging group. I was practically certain that my wife knew nothing about it as she had been quite open about the gathering and had shown no nervousness. Thus, I suspected Pastor Mathews wanted to come clean with me and address my wife’s involvement. Surprisingly, I felt more amusement than anger, so I decided to see where he would go.

“Really? I assume you mean that sex might occur,” I responded, and then added, “Who? Which members are involved?”

“Yes, that’s the purpose of me reaching out. Kami overheard the plans for the party and assumed it was open to all,” he answered, providing some details in the process.

“Uh oh…” I replied and started laughing openly.

“Yes, quite the dilemma,” he said, now also laughing.

“Well, I got to hear more! Who’s involved?” I probed.

With a deep sigh, followed by asking for my complete discretion which I found almost comical, he explained that the core group included both of the men in the choir and three of the women. Occasionally, another woman would participate, although he didn’t expect her this time. I knew that one of the men was younger than the pastor, perhaps in his mid-thirties, while the other had to be in his fifties. As far as the women were concerned, I didn’t recognize any of the names, so he tried to describe them. I recalled the pretty young woman that he explained was in her late twenties. She was slender with a very open smile and lively eyes. Likewise, I thought I knew who he was describing for the second woman. If I was correct, she was the second youngest in the group, although ten years older and much heavier. The third woman didn’t connect with me at all. His final comment was to tell me that except for the older man, all the others were single.


“His wife doesn’t care,” the black man stated.

“You know you have a problem,” I said with a chuckle.

“Oh, Phillip. There are so many. Which one are you referring to?” he responded with his own quick laugh.

“Kami thinks you’re…sort of hers. She is not going to be pleased about you and anyone else,” I replied.

“Her aunt was the same way,” he said, suddenly becoming serious.

“How are you going to tell her?” I asked, knowing that if the subject wasn’t broached the gathering would likely be awkward.

“I was hoping I could come by tonight and talk to her, but I wanted you in the know and on my side,” he explained.

“I guess you better, but…wow,” I answered

Kami had grown quite fond of her involvement with the choir and I knew the soon to be delivered revelation would likely end her participation. I felt bad for her, and thought about giving her a warning, but finally decided that it would be best if the message was delivered by the pastor. We were watching television when we heard the knock on the door a little after eight, and she looked up at me from her spot on the couch with a questioning expression.

“Hello Jerome,” she said in a pleasant voice when the large black man entered.

I suspected she might think she was going to enjoy some unplanned sex from her lover, and cringed inside as I considered her receipt of his message.

“Hello Kami, you look amazing…as always,” he replied in an uncharacteristic nervous voice.

“Let me get you some wine,” she said and bounced to her feet.

“Lovely…” he responded and shot me a worried look.

When my wife returned, they took up positions on the couch while I sat in the loveseat. An informal banter began, although it was apparent that the black man wasn’t his normal self. It took Kami a few minutes, but she finally picked up on it and gave me a puzzled look. At that precise moment, he decided it was time to get to the point.

“Kami, there is something I need to discuss with you and it concerns the upcoming choir gathering,” he started, and then after a short pause, continued, “I know you showed interest in coming, but this…uhhh…event…is somewhat special and intended for a smaller group.”

“Okay, well…if I’m not…supposed to go…then fine,” she said as confusion came to her face, and then suddenly she declared, “I don’t understand.”

For a brief moment, I thought the pastor might get lucky and skate out of the dilemma with minimal work. However, Kami’s confusion was now being joined by curiosity and I knew he would have to explain more.

“It’s just best…” he began.

“Why?” she cut in, demanding detail.

I was finding their interaction to be somewhat entertaining, although I still worried how my wife would react when the truth was revealed.

“Look…Kami…baby…there are some things that are likely to happen that you…aren’t supposed to know about,” he replied using a soothing voice.

Her eyebrows furrowed as she received the odd message and then she looked towards me with a strange look before it finally hit, “Shit, Jerome…are you kidding me?”

“Baby…it’s been something going on for a while. Long before you joined the choir,” he answered, evidently thinking the ongoing aspect of the debauchery provided justification.

“Is there anything about you that doesn’t involve sex?” she quickly responded while shaking her head, and before the black man could reply, she said, “Fine, I’ll stay away.”

“Kami…” he started.

“Who is going to be there?” she asked, throwing both the black man and me off guard with her apparent interest.

“Kami, I don’t feel it would be prudent to disclose…” he began.

“Tell me,” she demanded.

The pastor looked my way for support, but I stayed silent, electing to stay out of it. His look made my wife look my way too, and I could tell she surmised we were in some way co-conspirators. There followed an awkward silence before the pastor finally spoke and explained, like he had for me earlier, who would be attending.

“I see,” she said when he finished.

“Like I said, it’s been…ongoing for some time,” he tried again.

I could see that Kami didn’t appreciate the comment, so I wasn’t completely surprised when she responded with an ultimatum, “What if it’s them or me?”

Pastor Mathews’ eyes locked with hers for several seconds before he replied, “You are just like your aunt.”

“I hope so,” my wife shot back and she seemed to be gaining strength as their exchange progressed.

“Actually, you are…” he started and then stopped.

“I am what,” she demanded.

“Nothing,” he said, and looked my way nervously.

“Don’t be afraid. Tell me,” she pushed.

They stared at each other again for several seconds and then he replied, “You are…let’s just say that Kay wasn’t so possessive.”

His words had a visible effect on my wife as her back straightened and she took a small inhale of breath. She looked at us both and once again I felt like she found me involved, and then she stood.

“I’m going to lie down,” she announced.

“Kami…” the pastor said softly.

“I hope you enjoy your party,” she responded and then disappeared.

“Damn! That didn’t go well,” he said.

“No, but I didn’t think it would,” I replied.

“Should I go talk to her?” he asked.

“I think it would be best to let her calm down. Maybe tomorrow she will be doing better,” I counseled.

I let another thirty minutes elapse after his departure before I made my way to the bedroom. Kami was curled up on top of the comforter, still fully dressed, and appeared to be sleeping. However, as soon as I sat on the edge of the bed, her voice broke the quiet.

“Did you know?” she challenged me.

“He told me this afternoon and asked if he could come by to talk to you,” I answered truthfully.

“And you didn’t warn me…” she stated.

“No…I…” I started, intending to explain, but deciding it was better to just accept the accusation, I told her, “No, I didn’t.”

“This place is so bizarre. Everything is sex. Everything! It makes good people do strange things…us, Uncle Joe and Aunt Kay, Trish and even a church…” she said in exasperation.

“Maybe…” I said, unsure of how else to respond.

It wasn’t the first time she had made a similar declaration, and despite the supernatural aspects of her view, I had to admit that a very strange conflagration of events occurred on this relatively small piece of real estate.

“No, I’m mad at you,” she declared when my hand landed on her hip, and even though I suspected the reason, she decided to tell me anyway, “You should have warned me.”

“Kami I just wanted to console you. Now come on, come back out and let’s have some more wine,” I suggested.

“Maybe later. I want some time first,” she replied, and with that I left her to think.

Fortunately, in less than an hour she joined me and after collecting her wine she sat close to me on the couch. She had changed into her robe and her long smooth legs extending past the fabric quickly had my attention. I let one hand move to just above her knee and was pleased when I didn’t receive a rebuke.

“Did I ever tell you how much I love your smooth sexy legs,” I said, hoping to move things in a more positive direction.

“Can you believe it? Their…their…sex club,” she spat out seconds later, ignoring my comments and providing clear proof of where her mind was parked.

“I guess people do it, but I never heard about anything inside a church,” I replied, feeling a bit hypocritical.

“He made me mad when he brought up Aunt Kay,” she stated,

“I could tell,” I replied, trying not to smile.

A long silence ensued before she asked, “What do you think she would do?”

Instantly, my thoughts went to the CD we had discovered and the multitude of pictures showing her late aunt in all kinds of sexual situations. They were certainly not limited to encounters with Pastor Mathews, so I wondered if she would have found the choir gathering to be a big deal.

“Probably, same as you,” I answered politically.

Pastor Mathews did in fact call the next day, but Kami declined the meeting, and just a few hours later we were on our way home. For several days, the subject of the black man didn’t come up, but late Wednesday, when we were cuddling after making love, it returned.

“I don’t want to go to the country this weekend,” she stated from out of the blue.

“Okay,” I whispered in return,

At that moment, my hand was gently massaging her breasts and my lips were nuzzling her lovely neck. I was hoping to get her aroused for a second round, so talking about the country was of no interest to me, “I just don’t,” she said seconds later.

This time, I tried to ignore her words and continued my fondling, but soon it was apparent that she was miles away from me.

“I think you’re jealous,” I whispered.

“What? About what?” she answered a bit too defensively.

At the same time, she turned her naked body in my arms until we were face to face.

Knowing I was on very thin ice, but unable to drop the thought, I replied, “I’m just saying I know it would be uncomfortable to be that close, especially after your ultimatum.”

“You’re an ass,” she declared, seeing through me.

Looking back, I’m not sure I could describe the sequence of events that led to us being in the SUV headed towards the property. It seemed to occur in very small increments, until it was just apparent we were going. I couldn’t even say with certainty who was more of the instigator, as we both had input as well as opportunity to stop. Regardless, just after sundown on Friday evening, we pulled up to the house.

The church parking lot had been empty when we passed, which made me wonder whether the decadent gathering was scheduled for later or if it had been moved to another location. Then, there was also the possibility that Pastor Mathews had conceded to Kami’s threat and had canceled it. Instinctively, I knew the same thoughts were running through my wife’s head, so I wasn’t surprised when she moved immediately to open a bottle of wine. Her first glass was gone in less than fifteen minutes, which was surprising as she is normally a slow sipper, and without hesitation she made for a refill.

“I’m going to check on the horses,” she declared just a few minutes later.

As soon as the words left her mouth, I knew her true intent. On the way to the barn was a small rise that provided a nice view of the countryside that included the church. She was no doubt eager to see if the gathering had commenced. I thought about offering to go with her, but deciding it was more interesting to witness her actions, I merely nodded my head and then helped her transfer her wine into a plastic cup.

As soon as I stepped out the back door, I felt the cool of the night air and wondered if Kami was dressed for it. The moving beam of her flashlight made her progress easy to follow until she disappeared into a stand of oak trees. I started after her, making sure to tread carefully, which was difficult without my own light. However, it only took me five minutes to get to the high spot and I wasn’t in the least bit surprised to see my wife gazing down towards the church. It was probably a quarter mile away, but it was still easy to spot the cars. By the number, it looked like he had full participation, so with this knowledge and that of my wife’s interest, I returned to the house.

“It’s cold!” Kami declared thirty minutes later when she burst into the house.

“Are your animals okay?” I asked as she went to fill her now empty cup.

“Yes, everything’s fine,” she announced.

There was little doubt in my mind that she did proceed to visit her horses as she did truly love them. However, I knew it wasn’t the primary purpose of her expedition and the thought chewed on me. She was clearly very jealous, that had been evident to some degree since the disclosure. Finally, emboldened by my own intake of wine, I decided to confront her.

“Are there cars in the parking lot?” I asked.

“What? What do you mean?” she responded defensively, although her startled expression gave her away.

“When you crossed the hill did you see cars?” I pushed.

“I didn’t notice,” she replied.

“Kami?” I said and gave her a knowing look, then added, “Did you really think I didn’t know where you were going?”

She gave me an irritated look for several seconds and then answered, “Yes, there were cars.”

She was staring down at the counter with embarrassment when I moved behind her, looped my arm around her waist, and whispered, “You’re jealous…admit it.”

“So…” she responded in a pouty voice, and then after a pause added, “Women aren’t like men they feel…at least something…a little.”

“You know from the pictures that your aunt shared him,” I reminded her.

“Yes, both of them,” she said in a tiny voice.

At first, I took her words as just a perfunctory response to my comment. But, in the silence that ensued, another thought began to creep into my head. Was Kami thinking about the sex parties her aunt and uncle held? Was she in fact thinking about being shared by Pastor Mathews? It was a crazy idea, but one that kept returning and it wasn’t long before I decided to probe.

“Do you want to go to the party?” I whispered.

I had expected to receive a quick and emphatic no, so when several seconds elapsed without a reply, I knew that she was at least thinking about it.

“No…I…I couldn’t…I’m not invite,” she finally said, with little conviction.

While kissing and licking her neck and ears, I used my left hand to unbutton her blouse while my right worked the snap on her jeans. It wasn’t long before I was teasing her erect nipples through her sheer bra while I snaked my hand into her pants. Several times, she tried to squeeze her legs closed but I kept up my efforts and when I arrived at her slit I found that she was utterly soaked. In fact, she was so wet that I wondered how it hadn’t seeped through the fabric covering her mound. Something had made her completely aroused, and I suspected it was the thoughts about the activities down the hill.

“Do you want to go?” I asked once more.

“I…I can’t…it’s not just him,” she whined as her body writhed from my touch.

“Have you thought about it?” I probed.

Several seconds went by before she whispered, “Yes…”

“Do you want to go?” I asked for the third time.

“Will you come with me?” she replied without hesitation.

“No, baby…it’s a choir party,” I reminded her.

“I…I…it’s too much. What if it’s not him…not Jerome?” she gasped.

I had learned a lot about my wife in the past few months and one of the key aspects came from her involvement with her friend’s husband, John. It had been a stunning revelation to learn that she could be made so excited that she would abandon almost complete control. It was true that she had stopped him from fucking her, but they had done everything else, and I think it was only her deep friendship with Trish that provided the boundary. In the setting at the church, the only existing relationship was with the pastor, and I wondered if he would act as a protector or enabler.

Feeling her move in my arms, I knew I could take her to bed and enjoy some amazing sex. Even if her excitement had been created by thoughts of her lover’s sex party, I could be the beneficiary. Yet, as I held her lovely body, it was her mind that I found interesting. So far, so quickly and now, when faced with what should have been an absolute wall, she was trying to rationalize her way around it. I truly wondered if she was capable of the last step, and if she started the journey, where would her limits appear.

“I know you want to go. I’ve seen it all week,” I whispered to her.

“No…that’s not true…I wasn’t sure,” she answered, admitting reticence rather than outright disinterest.

“And now? Do you want to?” I pushed yet again.

“Can…should…I don’t know…” she stammered.

I felt my mouth suddenly get dry and a throbbing begin in my temples. Did I really have the ability to send my wife into the middle of black sex party taking place at a church? Would she really go? Sex had become a much bigger part of her being since the revelations about her aunt, but this was really out there.

“What do you think Kay would do?” I asked softly.

“I’m not Kay,” she answered quickly, and then in whisper, I heard her say, “Go…”

The word seemed to settle around us, and I squeezed her gently, then whispered, “I’ll drive you down.”

We barely spoke as we made ready and in less than five minutes I was pulling the SUV in the lot. I suspected that the event was occurring in the pastor’s apartment, so after pointing out the door, I leaned over to give her a kiss.

“Any…you know…things…” she asked.

“Use condoms,” I said, while remembering her time with the black man when she lost control, so I asked, “Where are you? Is it a good time?”

“Not great,” she admitted.

For a moment, I thought I saw something in her eyes that indicated reluctance. However, it was fleeting, quickly disappearing. So, after taking several condoms I had brought from the house, she was out of the vehicle and into the cool night air. She covered the distance to the door in slow steps, and after knocking it took almost a minute before it was opened by the pastor who was dressed in a robe. They exchanged words and I saw him look towards the car several times before he let her inside.

When I got back to the house, I switched from wine to whiskey as a litany of thoughts bounced through my brain like one of those bouncing ball lottery machines. How long would she stay dressed? Would the pastor keep her to himself? Was she watching the others in the small living area? Who would get her second? How many times? It was also the time that I realized I might be truly insane and in certain need of professional help.

The first drink was quickly followed by a second and then a third. Even in my excited state, on top of the wine, the whiskey soon had me in something of a catatonic state. Then, somehow, I passed out and it wasn’t until two hours later, jarred by the discomfort of my nose pressed into the table top, that I finally returned to consciousness. It took me several moments to get my bearings and recall the circumstances, and when I did, I immediately reached for my phone and looked for a message, finding none.

Rather than provide comfort, the lack of communication actually caused my anxiousness to return. I paced the floor for several minutes, while somehow avoiding any alcohol. Finally, unable to stand it any longer, and feeling like a caged animal, I decided to go to the church. I drove to our gate, left the car, and then made the several hundred-yard walk along the lane, thankful there was no traffic. It was past midnight and almost four hours since I dropped her when I trudged across the dirt lot with no real idea about what to do.

Interestingly, in addition to the pastor’s, there were only two cars remaining, which seemed to indicate the party had ebbed. I approached the door, intending to knock, but even in my foggy brain, I knew once my presence was announced, the truth might be lost forever. So, since the inside was brightly lit and the outside accessible, I decided to snoop around some and see what I could find.

Peering into a window that was part of the living room, I could see that it was currently empty. The furniture had been moved and there was a small mattress on the floor with a blanket crumpled on one end and on the couch was another similar blanket. I was just about to move to the next window when I spotted, on the coffee table, the condoms that Kami had taken. There were untouched, still with the wrappers intact, ready to be used. I hoped it meant that either she had abstained from sex or used others that had been available, but I knew it was unlikely.

Past the kitchen was the larger bedroom, used by the pastor, and there was just enough light to make out him and a black woman lying together on a queen-sized bed. It was hard to tell for sure, but I thought it quite likely that it was the youngest of the three women he had told me about. They appeared to be asleep, so I moved towards the window to the smaller room.


This was Anjanae’s room and much like the master bedroom, enough light filtered in through the open door to make out figures on the small bed. It was Kami and a black man that were spooned together with my wife facing the wall. They were covered by a sheet that hid most of their bodies, although I could see enough to tell that the man had his arm wrapped over her waist. Like the woman with the pastor, I sensed that this was the younger man of the group, which meant that he was around thirty-five. I had only seen him in the choir robes, but guessed he was around six-foot-tall and in reasonable shape, which matched what I was now seeing.

I thought by their stillness that they must be asleep, but suddenly, right before me, I saw his hips move, and then a few seconds later they did again. The slow, easy way it happened made me think that he had his cock buried into Kami from behind which was confirmed not long after, when after another move, she reached back with an arm and draped it around his neck. He started to pick up the pace and it looked like they were about to shift to full fucking when two things happened in quick succession. First, I heard a car engine start, which momentarily startled me, and then seconds later Pastor Mathews appeared at the door. He was standing naked with his heavy cock dangling over his full set of balls and immediately engaged the other man in a discussion. As a result, he had stopped his movements into my wife who lay still as she watched the interaction.

Suddenly, the man with Kami flipped the cover off them revealing their naked forms and as he pulled away from her I saw that he wasn’t wearing a condom. It incensed me to think about how reckless she was acting, especially after making it my lone demand. I thought about hitting the window to announce me presence or run around and enter the apartment, but before I could decide, they rose from the small bed and left the room. I was certain where they were headed, and it was only a few steps over to the adjoining window where I arrived just in time to see my beautiful wife climb onto the bed. The pastor was reclined in the middle with his hands behind his head and my wife moved forward and kissed him passionately. Right behind her was the other man who grabbed her by her hips and pulled, breaking their kiss and positioning her where her mouth was right over the pastor’s cock. Then, without ceremony, he moved onto the bed and slammed his shaft into my wife.

By the movement of her body and the look on her face, I knew she must have emitted a loud cry. On his second push, her face landed on the pastor’s groin and she grabbed his thick cock and pulled several inches into her mouth. They quickly found a rhythm and for the next few minutes I watched Kami being sport fucked by the two black men. Finally, having decided I had seen enough, and thoroughly out of physical and emotional energy, I walked back to the car.

I slept fitfully as I expected a call from Kami, but it never came. It wasn’t until at little past ten that I heard a car pull up and when I went to the window I saw it was the pastor’s. Inside, I could see Kami exchanging some words with the black man, and then she left the vehicle and moved towards the door. She looked tired and when she stepped into the house I could see that she was truly haggard. It didn’t appear that she had slept at all, which made me think that one or both of the men had fucked her all night.

“Morning,” I said, unable to hide my irritation.

“Hi…I’m sorry. I fell asleep,” she replied.

“Kami, it doesn’t look like you slept at all,” I fired back, and then added, “Tell me what happened.”

“Let me shower first,” she responded with a nervous look.

“No, why don’t you tell me now,” I demanded.

“You know what happened,” she said looking down at her feet, and then as if she had received a shot of adrenaline, she said, “You said it was okay, so don’t make me feel bad.”

I took a deep breath to fend off my anger, and then a calm voice I said, “Just tell me about it.”

“I did it with Jero…Pastor Mathews and another man, too. Roland,” she stated.

“Just them? How many times?” I asked.

“Yes, just them and it was a lot,” she answered in a small voice.

“Did you use protection like I asked?” I challenged her, wanting to know if she would be honest.

“Yes…mostly,” she replied, and then added, “Not always.”

“Kami! Why? It was my one request! What if you get pregnant? An abortion would devastate you and you can’t have a black man’s child,” I yelled.

“I know…its stupid…so stupid, but I get too damn excited…” she whimpered.

The aroma coming from her body led me to believe she hadn’t showered, so I pushed, “So, right now you’re full of semen?”

“Just let me shower,” she answered brushing by me as her tears started.

She was in the bathroom for almost an hour, and when I heard the door open I met her in the bedroom. She was dressed in a robe, but for some reason I wanted to inspect her body and see the damage.

“Take you robe off, please,” I said.

For a moment, she gave me an odd look, and then she was pulling the garment off her shoulders. It fell at her feet revealing her lovely body that was covered only in a thong. With a nod, I indicated that should come off too, and without protest, she pulled in down her legs. Surprisingly, her body showed fewer marks than I expected. Of course, her pussy was raw and swollen, but other than that, there were just two hickeys that I could see. One was small and just to the inside of her nipple on her left breast and the other was a larger, quarter size bruise on the underside of her right orb.

“Finished?” she asked with some irritation after a few seconds.

I nodded my head and she quickly pulled her thong back in place and then together we moved to the bed. I pulled her close to me although neither of us spoke as the seconds turned to minutes. For almost half an hour, my mind churned as I processed the events, but finally I reached a conclusion about what to do.

“Kami?” I asked, hoping she was awake.

“Yes…” she answered in whisper.

“This is the last time we’re going to come out here for a while,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, no doubt thinking it was to end her involvement with the pastor.

In a way it was, but there was more to it, so I replied, “We’re not coming back until your pregnant.”

She was silent for a while as she thought about the message, and then replied, “You’re going to give me a baby?”

“Yes, honey,” I said, and with that she grabbed my arm and pulled it tightly around her.

We left for the city as soon as she finished a nap, and on the drive, she explained that she was confident that the sex with Pastor Mathews and the other man had occurred during a safe time in her cycle. In fact, her period started just a week later, and as soon as it was over, we started to prepare. The first two months were unsuccessful, but sometime during the third it happened. It would have been a gross understatement to say she was ecstatic and now that she was safely knocked up, we decided a couple weeks later to go to the country.

I had made multiple trips out to tend to the horses and check on the place and had purposefully steered clear of the pastor. However, for Kami, it would be her first return visit and as we got closer, I could see she was getting excited.

“So much to do!” she said with enthusiasm, and then said something that surprised me, “You think we’ll see Anjanae?”

My first reaction was to equate the child with the sex she had experienced with the black man, but as I reflected on it, I think Kami viewed it much differently. To her, being with Anjanae exhibited her maternal instincts, and I had to concur that when she was with the child they were clearly evident.

“I guess we can if you want to,” I replied.

I thought about reengaging with the black man and I wondered how he would react. He had certainly become a part of our lives and our abrupt disconnect must have registered. However, I also felt his curiosity must be piqued, and he was unlikely to turn down an opportunity to see Kami.

“Just Anjanae?” I teased.

“Stop it. And yes, just Anjanae. My play days are over,” she declared as she rubbed her barely pregnant tummy.

“No play? No wine? Are you going to make it?” I asked with a laugh.

“It’s going to be challenging,” she giggled.

As soon as we arrived, Kami grabbed a bag of apple treats and took off to find the horses. I unpacked the car, opened the windows to let things air out, and knowing she would likely be gone for some time, I decided to drive down and see if Pastor Mathews was around.

“Phillip, dear Lord, where have you been?” he asked as soon as he opened the door.

After a handshake and quick hellos, he invited me inside. For just an instant, I thought about the decadent taking my wife had experienced in the small apartment, but I could tell he was nervous, so as soon as we were seated, I started to explain.

“I know it looked like we disappeared, but we haven’t been out in several months,” I began.

“I know…I know. Is she okay? I thought she must have not…reacted well…to the party,” he asked.

“Yes…well…” I started, but he interrupted.

“I was surprised…it was like she was possessed. Even Kay never got that wild,” he said and his message instantly got my attention.

I thought about trying to trick him into revealing more, but decided I would take a more direct route, and asked, “Look…it seems that more occurred than she shared. Why don’t you tell me what happened?”

Instantly, his face got a distressed look, and then he responded, “I don’t want to start trouble…”

This time, it was me that cut in, and I said, “No one is going to get in trouble. It was months ago. I’m just curious and want to know. Kami told me that she had sex with you and a man named Roland multiple times.”

“And Clifton,” he said.

“Clifton?” I asked, although I suspected I knew who it meant.

“Yes, the other man in the choir,” he confirmed.

“So, all three…” I said.

“Yes, all of us and I say…I mean what was strange was…she just couldn’t get enough. Wanted more, all night,” he explained.

“Nothing with the other women?” I asked, suddenly curious.

“No…but they watched her…everyone did,” he replied, then added, “She kept getting off.”

It was certainly a different message than she delivered and one that showed something of her I wouldn’t have expected. The sex in the country had certainly been passionate, but I would not have characterized it as the wanton display that was being described. I knew I needed to think it through, and that would take time, so I decided to move to the purpose of the visit.

“You know…Kami was a bit shocked at her behavior, but there’s more to it than that. We’ve been wanting to start a family and it was too dangerous to do that with the…other activities. So, we stayed in the city and now she’s pregnant,” I told him.

“Outstanding!” he cried out, and then quickly added, “I’m glad that’s the reason.”

“Yes, it’s very exciting,” I replied.

He shook my hand and then asked, “Would you mind if I came by to say hello?”

“Well, that was one of the reasons for me coming by. Kami really wants to see Anjanae. Would it be possible to bring her with you?” I asked.

It was quickly decided that he would drop by at eight with his daughter, and a few minutes later, I left. I was back at the house for almost twenty minutes before Kami appeared, with a smile on her face.

“I missed this place,” she declared.

“What about it?” I asked as a thinly veiled tease.

“Stop it,” she said, instantly spotting the innuendo.

“I went by to explain things to Pastor Mathews. He was excited to hear the news and is going to come by at eight with Anjanae,” I explained.

“Perfect,” she declared and it wasn’t long before she began to prepare for their arrival.

My wife had changed into jeans and a simple top when the knock came on the door. I was much closer but by the time I opened it, she was right beside me.

“Anjanae!” she called out, making the young girl smile.

“Nothing for me?” the black man asked, and after a few seconds, she turned to him and allowed him to give her a hug.

“Hello Jerome,” she said in a very friendly tone.

“You definitely have the glow,” he told her, which brought an excited smile.

For the next hour, the pastor and I sipped wine in the kitchen and watched Kami and Anjanae interact. They were truly enjoying themselves and I couldn’t help but think what an outstanding mother she would be. It also made me wonder why we had ever gone down the road of the illicit sex, as now I wished she had become pregnant long ago.

“You are indeed a lucky man,” the black man said.

“I know, it makes me wonder why I ever let her do the crazy stuff,” I said, candidly.

“Oh Phillip, don’t think that way. You park that for now, but there will be a time to pull it back out, and now you know what’s there,” he counseled.

We were well into our second bottle when the black child began to crash, and since things were going so well, Kami took the child to the bedroom to lay down. When she returned, she eyed the wine hungrily, although she knew she couldn’t.

“It’s not fair,” she declared, and then looked at me and said, “You shouldn’t drink either. You should show support.”

Her words brought a big laugh and we continued the lively banter until we decided to sit. Moving to the sofa, Kami took a place between the pastor and me, which forced up some surreal memories. When the second bottle was gone, I stood to open a third and while I was using the corkscrew, I watched as they engaged in a whispered conversation. Now the thoughts hit me full-force and I could feel a strange sensation surge through my body.

“Pastor, are you trying to get into my wife’s panties?” I asked pointedly.

Instantly, my wife gave me a shocked look that showed some guilt, but the black man, sensing my mood, chuckled and then said, “I was trying.”

“Make any progress?” I asked.

“I was just starting to,” he laughed.

“Hey, I’m right here and you weren’t getting anywhere,” Kami stated.

With that, I walked over and refilled his glass, moved back to the kitchen and then said, “I’ll just stay over here and see how far you get.”

Part of it was the wine and part of it was the description of her over the top behavior during the choir gathering. Within seconds, he had his head bent so he could whisper into her ear, but Kami, now with my full attention, pretended to ignore his efforts. The pastor had perseverance, showing no signs of flagging even in his inebriated condition.

“Really? Did that really work when I was drunk?” my wife suddenly said while laughing.

“You weren’t always drunk,” he answered, which made me laugh and brought a faux irritated look from my wife.

“Honey, why don’t you change into your robe,” I said.

A smile quickly appeared on the black man’s face, but her irritated expression started to look real.

“No, honey. I’m a pregnant wife. No more monkey business,” she answered.

Undeterred, the pastor returned to his whispered seduction and I decided to remain silent. Seconds became minutes and then I saw that he was stroking her bare arm with his fingertips. In addition, Kami looked like she had sunk further into the sofa so that she was slightly below him. Despite her statement, it certainly looked to me that he was making progress. Suddenly, my wife’s body moved like a shiver had coursed through her body. It caused her to lean forward slightly and broke the connection with his hand, but when she relaxed and leaned back, the pastor’s hand found her chin and turned it his way. On the first kiss, their lips barely touched, but on the second they remained connected for several seconds.

“Honey?” she said looking my way.

“You’d be more comfortable in your robe,” I responded.

For several more seconds, they engaged in their low conversation, and then my wife slowly rose and left the room without looking my way. The pastor and I traded excited looks, although I think we both had doubts about her return, and with each passing minute those thoughts rose. However, just when I thought it was clearly over, she appeared. She was in her robe and barefoot, which immediately made me think of the phrase “barefoot and pregnant”, and it was evident that she had freshened her makeup.

Pastor Mathews let her sit without speaking and then returned to his whispered seduction. This time, his efforts were much more fruitful and it wasn’t long before they were trading kisses. The connection quickly increased in passion and it was during a long one that I saw his hand find the folds in her robe and disappear. The movements made it clear that he was massaging her breasts which caused her to be forceful with her lips. Now, it was she that was grinding her mouth hungrily against his.

When the kiss broke, there was a sudden flurry as her robe was removed and together they worked on his clothes. It seemed like it was only seconds until they were both naked, and the black man guided her to straddle his waist. It was Kami that found his heavy cock, brought it to her opening and slowly descended onto its length.

“Mmmmm…ohhhh…” she whined as it entered.

“I’ve been missing this,” he whispered seductively, which brought a rapid nod from my wife, and then noticing her nipples he said, “Baby, you’re already getting dark.”

“Yes, and their sore,” she moaned.

Kami started with small movements but they quickly grew until she was riding his entire length. As more was fed to her, her passionate wails increased to the point I became concerned about waking Anjanae. I moved to close the hall door, which brought no reaction from the lover’s, as they were completely consumed by their mating.

“Damn, you’re milking me,” the man of God let fly.

“It feels so good…please don’t stop,” my wife begged.

“Never going to stop. You’re back where you belong,” he grunted.

Kami’s orgasm came fast and in litany of cries and moans she exploded onto the black shaft. She wrapped her arms around the black man’s neck and thrust her chest forward. Spasms hit her body, from her thighs to her shoulders, and it was during one of these that he announced his release.

“Oh, baby…here it comes…coming for you now…ugggghhhh…ugggghhhh…” he let out, and I visualized his seed filling my wife’s occupied womb.

They remained in an embrace while occasionally kissing during the long period it took for them to come down. Finally, Kami, with an extended moan, lifted from his shaft and I could see his half-hard cock coated with a combination of their juices.

The pastor watched my wife’s ass as she left the room, and then looked my way and said, “Thank you.”

After that evening, they met often, but always in our house. As the pregnancy progressed, she became hornier and I thought it was likely a combination of her hormones and the constant sex she was experiencing. It wasn’t uncommon for the pastor to give her a mind-blowing orgasm and then have her wake me in the middle of the night for more sex. Any guilt had long since evaporated, and she would often ask the black man to give her details about her aunt.

“How are you today?” I said to the hardware store owner when I stepped inside.

It was a picture-perfect spring day and I had dropped in to pick up a list of things I needed to complete a few chores. The store was empty and by the look on the man’s face he was eager to chat.

“I’m fine, thanks for asking,” he replied, and then followed with, “How are things over your way?”

“Fine, too,” I said.

“I hear that ol’ pastor has a new girl in the choir. A young white girl. Pretty, they say,” he laughed.

It had been several months since Kami re-joined the church choir and even though she hadn’t participated every week, it seemed it was unique enough that word had spread.


“Does he now?” I said, playing dumb.

“It’s what I hear. Up there Sunday’s on display like a trophy,” he responded, laughing again.

“A trophy?” I replied.

“Yeah, everyone knows he beds all the women in that choir, so it seems he’s landed him a white one,” he cackled.
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