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Beloved, let us love one another: for love is of God; and every one that loveth is born of God, and knoweth God.

He that loveth not knoweth not God; for God is love.

~ 1 John 4: 7-8




CHAPTER 1

Tammy Zane leaned over to her friend's husband. "Do you really think they're praying in his office?"

Her husband Roger was pastor of the Faithway Christian Center. Her friend, Shannon, played the organ during services and functions. Her friend's husband was a brooding, dark-haired man with a twinkle in his eye.

Tucker Chase raised an eyebrow. "Hmm. I don't think we should even joke like that."

~ ~ ~

Roger Zane panted, forcing his hips down onto his organist, Shannon Chase. He drove his cock deep, relishing the feel of his shaft spearing her pussy over and over.

Shannon was very pretty. Her looks had caught his eye and he had fallen to temptation. Her soft blonde hair and blue eyes went well on her slightly curvy figure.

He had heard the women talking about him, how handsome and charismatic he was. It was a good outlook on life that gave him his glow. Shaved bald, even at forty, he still had a wide-open smile and a genuine care for those of his congregation.

He paused with each out-stroke, gathering his strength and grunting as he pushed his cock forcefully into her. His shaft sank deep – his heavy balls slapping her ass. He had her pushed down on the couch as he did almost every day, fucking her and then sending her home to her husband.

Shannon looked up at him, her mouth open, lust and wonder in her eyes. Her quiet pants and grunts only served to spur him on. Her wide-open legs welcomed him in.

He looked down, watching his cock pounding in and out of her. He wore no condom. His shaft was slick-wet with their juices and her pussy smoothly accepted his thrusts, well used to the invasion by now.

She moaned, her hips moving with his thrusts. Her hands pulled on his shoulders, wanting him close, wanting more. "Oh, yes," she said.

Her pussy took everything he had, and he gave her everything he could. The slaps of his hips against hers were matched by the wet sounds of their mingled juices. He could feel the stretching sensation on the skin of his fully engorged cock. It strained, pulsing, driving deep into Shannon's married pussy.

"Oh, yeah," he said. His breathing was ragged. He drove his cock in faster, harder. The couch creaked under them. He felt the warmth and snugness of her pussy – so different from that of his own wife's.

She was quivering under him, a flush across her neck – the rest covered by the dress pushed up above her hips.

He groaned loud and sank his cock all the way in. Bliss, pleasure, and lust overtook him and his penis spurted a huge load deep into her womb.

She whimpered, pulling on him, clutching and wanting it all.

He grunted with each thrusting spurt, emptying his balls in a feverish frenzy of straining and panting.

She smiled – that pretty smile – and closed her eyes.

He knew she hadn't finished. He knew she would rejoin her husband outside and her husband would finish her later. And he knew that Tucker did not suspect anything.

As long as they could keep things secret, they could keep their pleasure.

He lifted off of her, sperm oozing out of his shaft and dripping down.

She swiveled to a sitting position and quickly slid her panties up and into place.

He pulled his pants back on and tucked his half-hard cock inside. "I suppose we should mingle; it's fellowship night, after all."

She smiled at the sound of his voice and stood. She smoothed her dress down. "Let's."

He slid his jacket back on and straightened it. Fellowship night was the last Sunday of every month. Potluck food was served and even wine. Whatever one might think of Roger's fleshly failure, he never hounded his congregation with fear. He never applied guilt. He never tried to control. His message was faith and trust, without fleshly works. He told his congregation constantly, it was works of the spirit that God wanted to see, not works of the flesh.

He led, perhaps, the happiest and most easy-going congregation in the northern half of the state.

He knew of pastors that took advantage of their flock. He knew they applied fear and guilt to control them. He knew they took advantage of certain vulnerable females. Roger did not. He refused to use the easy way. He wanted his congregation to understand and feel God – not their doubts. Neither did he use the females.

Except for Shannon. Even then, he did it not out of a simple desire to satiate lust, but out of a genuine attraction to the woman. His own wife, Tammy, was beautiful and sexy and devoted. But the spark had left their marriage some time ago. He wasn't sure why. Shannon reignited that spark.

"Ready?" he said.

She gave a nod, looking over her clothing.

~ ~ ~

Tammy sipped wine with Tucker. She was friends to Shannon, but Tucker was a nice enough man to wait with while waiting out her husband's functions as pastor. "The Carlsons look like solid members."

Tucker looked over at the couple. "It's hard not to love a pure message."

She knew what he meant. She had been to churches where the message was tainted with the nonsense believed in by the pastor. Men shouldn't have long hair. Women shouldn't wear pants or make-up. A bunch of finger-wagging rules designed to guilt the flock into submission. People gave more money when they felt guilty.

Her husband's church was different. The message was not about how bad the person was, but how great was the grace of God. "There they are."

Tucker looked over at the hallway leading to the pastor's office and other chambers. Roger came out, smiling big, smile-wrinkles on his cheeks and the corners of his eyes. None of it was fake.

She knew he loved his congregation.

He stopped here and there, shaking hands, chatting briefly with the people still in the sanctuary.

People came in and out, some back to the counseling rooms where his assistant pastors would try to offer guidance, others in and out the front doorways.

Tucker raised his wine cup to her. "Your husband has quite a gift."

She sighed. "I suppose."

"You don't agree?"

Tucker's wife came out behind Roger, smoothing her skirt.

Tammy shook her head. "Oh, he has a gift alright. But a gift for people isn't a gift for money."

Tucker turned to her fully. "Oh? Are there problems?"

Tammy thought there were plenty. Her husband was flashy – not boastfully so, but sometimes extravagant in his expenditures. He just had not a speck of brain for handling money. That was her job. "Problems? Well, no. I didn't mean to imply that. Sometimes it seems like I have to rein him in on spending and he's as bull-headed as a pack of wild horses."

Tucker chuckled. "Sounds familiar."

"Hmm?" she said.

"Shannon is much the same. I can't control her spending."

"Not to sound rude, but I thought so."

"That obvious?" His grin was infectious, at ease, and friendly.

"I hope I don't sound nosey or anything. I just noticed she likes to buy dresses," Tammy said. Considering her own slacks and white blouse, she looked at Shannon as they came closer. Her friend liked to buy wispy dresses with flower patterns. She wasn't sure where she bought them and it wouldn't have surprised Tammy to learn her friend traveled back in time to the nineteen-fifties to buy her clothing.

Shannon was blonde and blue-eyed. Tammy was brunette and gray-eyed. She saw where the men's looks fell. Men looked at her, but when Shannon was around, she was forgotten. Shannon had curves where she needed them. Tammy was almost flat-chested and had wide hips, even if flat from the side. It was how she was born; she couldn't help it.

She said to him, "She's so pretty."

He looked startled and looked back and forth between them. Just before Roger and Shannon reached them, he said, "Don't count yourself out of that group."

What did he mean by that? She wanted to ask, but her husband was to them, and speaking.

"How is everything out here?"

She gave her husband a quick smile. "The usual. Don is fighting Mister Beaufort over who gets more wine."

Shannon went to Tucker and hugged her husband's arm close. She smiled up at him with a loving and suggestive smile.

For an instant, passing quickly, Tammy felt jealous. Now where did that come from?

Roger looked over at the bulletin board in the hall outside the sanctuary. "Many sign-ups?"

Tammy nodded. "More than enough." The following Sunday they were having a barbecue lunch after service at the sprawling park across the street. She monitored the figures of those attending against expenditures and expected gifts in the service both before and after the donation box offering.

They never tried to ask for more than people could give or felt comfortable giving. But operating a church was expensive. Functions were even more expensive. It was her job to make sure income was sufficient for planned outflows.

Roger clapped Tucker on the arm. "You and the wife coming?"

Tammy knew Shannon would be there. She was a fixture of the church.

Tucker nodded, giving back a grin. "We'll be there."

"Excellent." Roger moved away, nodding and shaking hands.

"Shall we go?" Shannon looked up at her husband.

He gave Tammy a smile. "See you next week."

Shannon slapped playfully at his arm. "Don't be flirting with the pastor's wife."

"Me? What?"

Tammy watched them go.

~ ~ ~

Tammy looked out the passenger window, yawning. Sundays were exhausting. "Sleepy," she said.

"You shouldn't worry yourself overmuch about—"

She interrupted her husband. "Someone has to."

It was an argument that had been hashed over many times before. Not a bad argument, though. Just a constant one.

"I just meant you should relax more."

"I'll relax more at the barbecue."

"Good."

"You were praying all that time with Shannon?"

He glanced at her. "Yes."

"Why in private?"

"She's quite the prayer-warrior."

"Yes, you've told me." Tammy understood what that meant. Some people had a gift for praying – receiving results where others did not, or setting aside their lives to offer prayers for those that needed it. It was a fine spiritual calling.

"Some of the prayers are private. Sensitive, even. You probably would not want to know who has bleeding hemorrhoids in the congregation."

"No, I suppose I wouldn't."

"Too tired for a little playtime when we get home?"

She grinned. His high drive for life and his passion for his calling equated to an equally high sex drive. Though it didn't seem as passionate as it had when they were first married, she still found it fun to be with him. He had a large package and he liked her to blow him after his prayer sessions with Shannon. "No, I'm not too tired."

Home was a one story house in a gated community. It had been the smallest of some very expensive upscale tract homes. Their payments on the place took half of everything they pulled in.

A condo like Shannon's would have been smarter.

In less than a half hour, things were squared away and they were in bed.

She felt him rub up against her, his cock insistent. She reached down and squeezed it.

"Ah, yeah. Stroke it," he said.

She removed the covers and scooted down. His shaft was moist; he had just washed it. He liked to do that whenever they had sex. She gripped it and stroked, marveling at the size of the thing. It never ceased to impress her.

He hummed contentedly.

She flicked her tongue over the bulbous head and then took the head into her mouth. Giving it a sucking kiss to his delightful moan, she said, "Do you think Shannon is pretty?"

He raised his head and looked at her.

She felt his shaft harden even more in her hands. So he does? Interesting.

"Yes, I think she is. Tucker is a lucky man."

She swallowed him, moving her mouth down and up, bobbing her head slowly over his very hard erection. His mention of Tucker had her wondering what his penis looked like - if Shannon was doing this very same thing to him right now.

The thoughts raised a heat in her and Roger was moaning a little more than usual. Maybe next time she would bring Shannon up again to see if he reacted as lustily.

Whatever had caused tonight's lust, it was pleasant to have a little more passion in her life once again. She would have to test out the subject soon.




CHAPTER 2

Tucker watched his wife dress in the hallway to the bathroom. He lay in bed, arm curled up behind him, supporting his head.

It was Wednesday and she would be leaving right after work at the department store to fire up the organ at Faithway for Wednesday night's service.

Shannon let her towel drop.

He admired her figure, a grin on his face. She was unaware he was watching. She had small boobs, but they were nice and round. Her thin figure was finished off by a tiny little upside-down heart-shaped butt.

Selecting a dress, she began shrugging into it.

He raised his eyebrows. "No panties?"

Startled, she looked at him through a mess of wet, blonde hair and the neck of her dress. "Oh. Uh, no."

He gave her a devilish smile. "What's gotten into you?"

She turned red. "Well, uh, it's uncomfortable sitting on the organ bench for an hour and a half in panties."

"So you're going to try playing without them?"

"Actually I already did." She finished shrugging into the dress. "I pulled them off before the service, Sunday. It felt a lot better."

"Did you now?"

"Don't worry, I put them back on before all the festivities."

"That sounds like fun."

She giggled, nervously. "It does?"

"I'm getting hard thinking of you wandering around all day without them."

She blushed deeper and laughed. "You don't mind if I go without panties?"

"Hell no. I'm just disappointed I didn’t suggest it before. I figured you would slap me or something."

She walked into the bathroom, her bare cheeks under the dress swaying very suggestively through the material. "Are you coming tonight?"

"Yes, yes. I'll be there." He liked the church, though he wasn't all too fond of going twice a week. Still, for having to go twice a week because his wife was the organist, the messages were usually very good. It also gave him a break from writing. "What if Roger notices the difference?"

She laughed again, nervous. "Uh, well, he's married to my friend and I don't think the pastor has his eye out for panties."

"I don't know." His tone said no man could miss it. That men might see her walking today from behind made his cock harden. Wow, what's this? Some voyeuristic kink I never thought about until now? "Maybe if it works out you should get some shorter skirts."

"Filthy man." She shot him a smile.

"Seriously."

She came out, brushing her hair. "Are you kidding me?"

It was his turn to blush. How do you admit to your wife you think it might be a turn-on if another man looks at her? "It just sounds sexy, is all."

"Hmm."

"Really."

"I wouldn't have figured you for—"

"Me, neither."

She tilted her head and gave him a bright smile. "You're always so busy with your writing."

Tucker's EZ Guide series was a popular seller. He had written small booklets on everything from wood finishing to handling your own contracts. The monthly commission checks were good and constant and growing as he put out more how-to manuals. "Don't believe for a minute I don't know how beautiful you are."

She dismissed him with a wave of her brush. "I need to get going."

"See you tonight." He watched her ass cheeks move seductively under her dress. Yes, he really did like that.

Later, after his shower, he sat at his computer. He had simple templates to use in formatting his book from his previous books. Much of the actual book-writing was copy-pasting his notes and then massaging them into a readable format.

He found himself getting hard, though, thinking of Shannon walking around the department store where she worked. Would others notice the freer movement of her ass cheeks?

He felt himself getting hard.

She was going without panties, why not me? Or why am I wearing anything at all? He got up and removed his slacks and boxers. Sitting back down, he copy-pasted another section in and then applied the formatting.

Had anyone already noticed her? His penis hardened more. Absentmindedly, he touched his shaft and gave it a few strokes while considering the structure of a sentence.

A minute later, he was leaning back in his chair, his shaft hard and straight up. His hand worked it up and down as he thought of his wife. He hoped someone would notice her and that she would notice them looking. He looked down at his erection. It felt good and his thoughts excited him with new territories of ideas.

Could he get her to go without panties all the time? When they were out and about? At the barbecue this coming Sunday? His cock strained, bulging dangerously. When she prayed with Roger? Nasty.

He liked it. But how would he bring that kind of an idea up to her?

As he stroked, his mind wandered, picturing Roger escorting Shannon on his arm, her hips swaying free and naked under the flimsy dress. Would Tammy notice?

His cock twitched. Tammy was a fine-looking woman. He resolved to go tonight without his boxers.

Would anyone notice?

~ ~ ~

Roger paced back and forth in his office, a snatch of papers in his hand. He read and reread his thoughts for the sermon tonight, practicing the words with inflection.

What needed to be stressed more? What needed to be stressed less? It was one thing to have fire and passion, but if you couldn't speak it, the listener wasn't going to get it.

Much of his sermon came out whether he practiced or not. The message itself usually carried through him what it needed. Whether that was the Holy Spirit working through him or his exuberance coloring the message to the audience, he didn't know.

Satisfied he knew his message, having written it, he placed them back in the folder. Many pastors didn't write their own sermons. Few people knew that there were volumes of Christian sermons, all ready to go, pre-packaged, and interestingly enough, written by Jewish people. Most Christian book stores had the volumes.

Roger wrote his own. Not that there was anything wrong with the pre-written ones, but he wanted a more genuine experience. He wanted the congregation to feel real fellowship, not just the effects of someone sitting in an audience watching a show.

Of course, many of the pre-packaged sermons dealt with sin.

He sat heavily in his chair. While sin was part of Christianity, most churches continued to dwell on sin as the driving factor between God and man. In fact, in real Christianity, the good news of the gospel was that the sin was forgotten and no longer mattered.

He didn't want to mire his congregation in fear of sin, but rather faith to salvation.

He sighed, looking at the couch. What am I going to do about Shannon?

While he didn’t preach about sin, he certainly knew he was transgressing. Adultery was the stealing of a man's wife – his property. While women were no longer considered property, he was still engaging in stolen moments – without Tucker's approval.

He had heard of some Christians pointing out that adultery was a very strict definition of theft that did not include the approval of those involved.

If I could somehow get Tucker to approve, then it wouldn't be adultery... He laughed quietly and shook his head. What sane man would approve of letting his wife be borrowed?

He didn't want to hurt Shannon. Neither did he want to hurt Tammy or Shannon's husband. It seemed like he was already over the cliff and no amount of clawing the air would stop his descent. He didn't want to bring pain; he wanted to bring hope. But here he was, fucking Tucker's wife two to four times a week.

He rubbed his face. The damage was done. Could such damage ever be repaired? He liked Tucker and he loved Tammy, though she had turned frigid over time. They had grown apart, as much as they did together. She was indispensable – constantly ordering the finances. Without her, his church would have been a failure.

She had surprised him a few nights before, stroking him and mentioning Shannon. At first he panicked, thinking perhaps she had suspicions, but then she began blowing him and it had felt so good – enjoying her intimacy and remembering Shannon.

There was a knock on his door.

"Yes?"

Teddy poked his head in. He was one of the assistant pastors. He was a fine young man, black, and personable with a welcoming handshake. "Might I ask you to come in and offer your guidance to Mrs. Rodriguez?"

Roger got out of his chair. "Sure thing." He knew Teddy was capable. He was a bright young man with a good future in the broader Christian church ahead of him. He'll have his own church some day and it will chase the fires of Hell all the way home.

They entered the small room. It was painted a pleasing yellow-tan and had wooden furniture and a small conference table. The lighting was recessed, aimed up and diffused.

Mrs. Rodriguez was a regular. Her first name was Estela. She looked happy in worship and praise, but thoughtful when she left.

"Hi, Estela," he said. He leaned down and gave her a friendly kiss on the cheek.

"Hello, Mister Roger."

"Roger is fine." He had told her that before. Her accent was very thick.

Teddy sat and leaned over the conference table towards Roger, his hands close and working in animation with his words. "Estela says that things have gotten worse with Manuel and that she fears for their home."

Roger looked over at her. "He's still drinking?"

"Yes." It came out like "jess."

He nodded, pursing his lips and then he knew why Teddy had called him in. It was always very hard to tell someone that you had to make a break and those counseled to do so felt better when more than one person recommended it. "I understand."

"I do not think we can pay the rent..." she said, shrugging. Tears were welling in her eyes.

Roger knew the details. Her husband had become despondent after their only son committed suicide in the Army while stationed overseas. Losing a child was never easy. "I know things have gotten worse, but I would counsel you to take the final step. If he's out drunk every night, with no thought to his responsibilities, then you must leave him."

"But, would that make him follow our son?"

"Commit suicide? I don't think so. Manuel is a good man, but he's hurting inside."

"So do I."

"Yes, but he also fell into alcohol abuse. Alcohol isn't a bad thing. The first miracle Jesus performed was water to wine so the wedding party could continue. But your husband has strayed too far into it. I think he needs to hit bottom, Estela."

Teddy nodded, silently placing his fist down on the table. "Tough love, Estela, tough love."

"I should leave him?" The tears fell.

Roger nodded. "And pray. Don't stop praying."

"Why did God do this to us?" She tried not to cry.

Roger shook his head. "Not God. The god of this world is Satan. That's why Jesus returns – to claim the world back. If we're going to blame the tragedies of life on God, let's at least blame the right god."

"And Manuel? What hope does he have then?"

"All the hope in your heart." He leaned forward and placed his hand over hers. "With you praying for him, how can he fail?"

"But I am not strong. Not like you."

Roger shook his head again. "There is no strength in me except what comes from Jesus in me. That same power is in you."

Teddy gave him a nod.

"I will be praying for your strength, and for the strength of your husband. Don't give up on him. But let him hit bottom – that's usually when people bounce back."

She sniffed, nodding, looking sad.

Roger rose and gave a return nod to Teddy. He knew his assistant had handled it as he had. He knew Teddy had said all the right things and given all the best advice. Sometimes, though, someone needed to hear it from two voices, someone higher up, someone in control, someone who had even more confidence than others with the same answer.

Estela was nodding, looking down.

He made a motion to Teddy – clasping his hands together in prayer.

The assistant nodded; he would be praying.

Roger left the room.

Now what am I going to do about Shannon?




CHAPTER 3

Tammy walked through the halls of the church to her office.

I hate this time of the month. Electricity was due. The utility was the most expensive of their expenses. She had understood by the second month why so many churches had huge glass windows. Lighting was horrendously expensive. Big, open air ceilinged churches required dozens of floodlights to light up the space. Then they needed powerful air conditioning so the floodlights wouldn't make the place a sweatbox, not to mention overcoming the heat of a thousand bodies crammed together.

Outrageously expensive. Big glass windows let in lots of light. Less power.

Settling into her chair, she pulled the three invoices from her in-box. Electricity, gas, and phone. She pulled the checkbook up from the shelf by her feet.

"Hi, Mrs. Zane." Teddy leaned into her door.

She didn't look up. "Tammy. Thank you, Teddy."

"Sure thing, Mrs. Zane." No matter how many times she told him that her first name was fine, he called her by her last with a big grin.

He was a friendly and intellectually playful man. He was sweet and kind. His wife was a stunning-looking black gal with some of the most outrageous hair she had ever seen.

She paid the bills and looked at the balance in the checkbook. Thirty-seven dollars. Her sigh was loud. They were barely scraping by.

She heard voices here and there, assistants coming in to prepare for the evening service – to pray over the aisles for God to help those that needed to find answers.

"Hey." Shannon's bright smile lit her doorway.

She leaned back. "Hey, girl."

Shannon came in and sat. She let out a breath. "Wednesdays are so long."

"Yeah, I get to pay all the bills."

"Looking forward to the barbecue?"

Tammy was. "Yes, it should be a good event." She knew talking to Shannon about bills was pointless. "You ever thought of letting Chance take the organ for the mid-week service?" Chance was one of the assistant pastors.

"Well, Wednesday might be long, but the service is a great way to end a stressful day."

"If you say so."

"You sound like Tucker; always worrying about money."

Tammy laughed. "You sound like Roger."

"Oh?"

"Come on, you know how he just drives forward and pays the bills later."

Shannon had a light in her eyes. "Maybe that's what we need in life, to just pass by all the cares and worries and forge a future of our own."

Tammy smiled. That's what she liked about Shannon; she was an optimist who refused to be cowed by the circumstances. "I wish I was more like you."

Shannon gave her a baleful look. "Not another discussion about your flat chest—"

Tammy laughed. "No. I meant more carefree."

"Me?" Her friend sounded shocked. "Why me? You're the one on top of everything."

She smirked. "Maybe for once I'd like to be on the bottom."

Shannon's mouth dropped open and her face turned red. "Is it like that..."

With Roger? "No. I meant the cares of life. I can see where your mind is at."

Shannon giggled at Tammy's wry look. They had worked at the department store together for years, close, almost-best-friends, but never exactly. Always close, though. Then Tammy had quit a couple years ago to help her husband manage his ministry. The two women had remained close friends. Shannon rearranged her skirts. "I guess I mean you're more in tune with everything."

"I wish."

"What do you mean?"

"Easy for you to say. Brains, looks, figure. There's nothing you can't do, Shannon."

Her friend looked shocked. "Me? I envy you."

Tammy leaned back and laughed. "Says she with the chest to make mens' mouths water."

Shannon looked annoyed. "Life isn't all about the tits."

"Sure seems to be."

"Sounds like you have a complex."

Tammy sighed. "Maybe I do. I guess we all measure ourselves against those near us."

"I've always said, you take things too seriously."

"And I've always said," Tammy said, "that your head is too high in the clouds."

Shannon pouted. "I'd hate to be like my step-father."

From what little Tammy knew of the man, he was dour, cynical at the best, and pessimistic at the norm. They talked only if they had to.

"Your mom?"

"Still in remission, but getting better."

Tammy nodded, happy. Shannon's mother had cancer and she had been brought to Faithway for healing. Had God performed a miracle? She didn't know, but it made her feel good to know that Shannon's mother was getting better.

"Hey, you two." Tucker popped his head in the doorway.

Tammy grinned at him. "Who let you back here?"

"I bribed Teddy."

"Impossible."

Shannon rose and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. "Guess I better go warm up the organ."

Tammy looked at the clock. "Already? It's another hour until service."

"Limber up my fingers. And Roger might want to get in some prayer requests beforehand."

Roger handled prayer requests after. Was there that many requests that an hour in his office wasn't enough?

Shannon almost giggled. "Wanna know who has bleeding hemorrhoids?"

Tammy stuck out her tongue in a yuck-face. "Ugh! No, and you should know better."

"Yes, I know. Private. I wasn't going to say who, anyway."

Tucker was shaking his head and sighing.

Shannon left the office and Tammy saw him looking down at his wife's ass.

When she noticed, and looked herself, she saw the wobble of ass cheeks. Is she going without panties?

Tucker looked back, saw her look, and blushed. "Uh, guess I better go out there—"

"Oh, don't be silly. And do what? Sit in the aisles all by yourself?"

"Well..."

"Sit down. I'm done here. At least we'll both have some company."

He shrugged and dropped down onto the seat vacated by his wife. "Sure."

"Hey, um..." How did she bring this up?

He raised an eyebrow at her.

"Well, uh..."

"Spit it out, Tammy. We're alone." His eyes twinkled.

"Do you think Shannon might be trying to entice Roger?"

He looked confused. "Heavens no, why would you think that?"

She twisted in her chair, uncomfortable. "Well, it looked like she wasn't wearing anything under that dress."

He turned several deep shades of red and actually pulled at his collar. "Uh, well, it isn't like that..."

She tried to suppress a sudden grin. He was fidgeting like a schoolboy caught red-handed. She couldn't help it; she giggled.

He looked shocked and his mouth gaped open.

She shook her head. "No, no, don't take me wrong. I'm sorry. I was laughing because the look on your face is so comical."

"Comical?" He pulled at his collar again.

"Like you got caught doing something. The normally brooding and seductive-looking Tucker Chase, red with embarrassment."

He raised his eyebrows.

Darn, did I just say seductive-looking? She felt herself blush.

"Seductive-looking? Me?"

Trying to think of something – anything – to say, she said. "Just don't let it go to your head, mister. We have enough with Roger walking around."

He chuckled. "Thank you, I guess."

Darn him, flashing me that grin. Why did he have to be so handsome? Wanting to change the subject to anything else, she said, "So, about your wife?"

He looked away quickly and fidgeted in the chair. "Actually, she isn't wearing any underwear. But it isn't what you think."

"Oh?"

"Trust me. She said that sitting on the organ bench was very uncomfortable in panties and then I sort of encouraged her."

"Encouraged her?"

He shrugged helplessly. "It's nice when women don't wear panties."

Tammy giggled. "You men."

He flashed her that big sexy grin.

Why am I beginning to feel heat between my legs? She looked down without thinking at Tucker's pants. He appeared to have a bulge there, more than normal, and more outlined than normal. Her eyes got big and she looked away hurriedly. "Maybe we should go mingle with the early arrivals."

He had seen her glance and he was turning red again. "Er, yeah, sure."

She rose quickly, wanting to get out of the office and the uncomfortable situation. She walked out first and he followed her. He came up and walked beside her.

"So, anyway," he said. "Nothing to worry about with Shannon. I wanted her to."

"Okay then. It doesn't matter, really. I don't think Roger has really ever looked at her for more than a second or two. Too busy to notice women."

He looked at her, frowning. "Oh?"

"Yeah."

"That's a shame."

They walked out into the auditorium. "Oh, it's not all that bad, I suppose."

"Want to talk about it?" he said.

She looked around. A few people were in the aisles already, talking to others, talking to the assistants. Shannon was at the organ, playing with a low volume. Out here would appear safe and not like we're having an intimate conversation. "You want to hear this kind of stuff?"

His brooding look was back, brows drawn down.

Very sexy.

"Sit," he said. "Tell me."

She sat. "Sort of the same old thing you hear all the time and that you think will never happen to you: the spark just doesn't seem as sparky anymore."

"Boredom?"

"No. Not that. It's fine, really, but it's just not as often as before." She tried to dance around the word without saying "sex."

"Hmm. Don't all marriages go through that?"

She put the back of her arm on the back of the pew and rested her head against her hand. "Many, I'm sure. But I mean even the..."

"Go on." His voice was soft and commanding.

She took a breath. "I don't know. Maybe being the pastor of his own church has replaced the passion we once had."

"The heat?"

She shifted, reminded of the lingering heat of her sex. "Yes."

He crossed his legs and turned his upper body towards her. Raising a hand, he said, "Everybody in here could say that, I'm sure."

She sighed in frustration, then frowned. Was he implying...? "You feel the same waning of passion with—"

His voice was pitched low, secretive. "I love my wife. She's a sexy creature. But the heat? Sure, much of it has passed."

"Are you two having any issues?"

He gave her a smile. "I thought we were talking about you? But how about we trade?"

"Trade?"

"I tell you, you tell me. Show and tell or whatever."

What are you going to show me? Tammy! Stop that! Trying to ignore the argument in her mind, she said, "Okay."

"I'll go first then. Issues? I don't think so. We seem happy with each other but I think she's a dreamer. There's less bed-stuff than before but we're still... you know. Maybe my constant attempts to get her to control her spending have divided us, somewhat. I don't know."

"Hmm." That sounded like Shannon.

"You?"

Tammy looked away, gazing around without seeing anything. "Much the same, I guess. Though Roger was a real pistol at first."

"Yeah," he said nodding, "like Shannon."

She chuckled. "Maybe they have something going on—"

"Nah." He shook his head. "Although one would think so looking from the outside."

She nodded. "I know Roger. He wouldn't do something like that."

"I'll admit, I wondered about those private prayer sessions the first few times."

She looked back to him. "And?"

He shook his head. "Nothing to worry about. She has been very active with me after each one – if you get my drift."

Dare she tell him about Sunday's blowjob? She laughed and then covered her mouth.

He gave her a look.

She brought her hand down and placed it on his arm. "I'm sorry; I wasn't laughing at you. Something I thought of."

"Anyway, I suppose those prayers put her in the mood." He looked embarrassed.

She slowly nodded. "It's the same with Roger. Things happen after services when we get home."

"That's good to hear."

"But it still isn't the same. I can tell he's not all there."

The place was beginning to get crowded.

He looked around. "Maybe we should take our places." They usually sat in the front row of the left-side row of pews.

"Sounds good."

He got up and stood near the mouth of the aisle.

She scooted over and began to get up. Her eyes latched onto his slacks at the groin level. His package was very well defined under the material. Her eyes got big and she looked up hurriedly.

He was watching her. He tried to smile, but looked unsure.

She walked beside him, looking down at the carpet runner. Was Tucker Chase going without underwear like his wife? She had to stop herself from looking over at his crotch. But she wanted to. Could she sneak another peak in? It wasn't like she was actually looking at the man's bare penis, but only his pants. Right?

He held out his arm and she moved passed him, turning to sit. She fixed her eyes on his crotch. Outlined in the material was a well-defined circumcised head. Her knees went to mush and heat flared rapidly in her pussy. She could also see part of his shaft above the head. She wanted to reach out and touch it, feeling the softness turn hard. She looked away, and then up into his eyes.

He had the smallest grin on his face, his eyes unreadable. He sat a few spaces away.

She squirmed throughout the service. She wanted to touch herself. Where is this lust coming from? She had never strayed with her eyes like that before. She felt a burning desire in her to see Tucker's penis, and to touch it – even if through his slacks. What was she going to do? She couldn't just grope her friend's husband. She would need to find some way to relieve these feelings.

After the service, Roger came by and pecked her cheek.

Whether he did it out of habit, out of genuine love, or to show the congregation that he loved his wife, she didn't know.

"I'll be about an hour going over the prayer requests. Will you keep Tucker company?"

Her heart beat suddenly, fast. "Sure." I can look at him again. At his crotch.




CHAPTER 4

Roger closed and locked the door behind him. He turned and regarded Shannon. She gave him a sly smile and began lifting her dress.

He started to shake his head, saying, "Maybe we should get the requests out of the way, first."

But her skirt rose high enough to show her bare pussy.

Growling, a happy smile on his face, he approached her. His cock hardened in his pants.

She giggled. "Tucker caught me putting this on without panties."

He froze. "Oh? Trouble?"

"No," she said, laughing. "He thinks it's his idea. He wants me to start going around without panties. Said it was sexy."

"He's right." He suddenly felt ashamed of himself, but his penis had other ideas. He really had intended to get through a good portion of the prayer requests first, despite his lust for Shannon. He would do her first then, but be fast about it.

"Fuck me," she said.

He spun her around and pushed her down face first onto his desk. Tearing at his pants he freed his aching cock.

She reached back and raised her skirt, parting her legs.

Finding her wet pussy, he pushed the head up against it and grabbed her hips with both hands. Pushing forward, he felt the large head of his cock penetrate her outer lips. Then he shoved, hard, relishing the feel of his shaft sliding into her pussy.

She moaned happily, loud. "Oh, yes."

He groaned, hammering her pussy with long, hard strokes. All the way out, then rammed back in. Her breath came out in gasping grunts. His balls slapped against her clit. Her small ass cheeks rippled lightly from his thrusts. Her pussy took every thrust of his pounding cock as her husband waited outside.

Pulling out, he turned her and laid her back onto his desk.

She opened her legs wide for him.

He rammed his shaft back in and drilled her hard. He was leaned down over her, face close to hers.

She leaned up and kissed him.

That was a first; they had not kissed. He felt his cock expand. He forced himself into her harder, his whole desk scooting along the floor with his thrusts. She began gasping, loud, trying to catch her breath. He gripped her neck and pulled her halfway up, sinking his cock all the way in. He grunted, spurting hard, sending his seed deep into her pussy.

He saw stars. The force and shock of his orgasm rippled through him for a minute after. Then he pulled his sopping dick out of her hole. He laughed, relieved. He watched his sperm leak out of Tucker's wife. It was a beautiful sight and one he liked remembering when his wife blew him afterwards.

~ ~ ~

Tammy squirmed some more. Her clit ached to be touched. She wanted to be home. Curious, she wanted to get on the computer and see what she could find. Porn sites were all over. You couldn't miss them. But for the first time, she wanted to actively look for one. She said, "I'm sorry?"

"You seem distracted," Tucker said.

I can't tell him seeing the outline of his dick makes me want to look up porn. "I guess it's been a long day."

He looked disappointed.

She scooted closer to him and patted his leg. Then she realized her hand wasn't very far from his crotch. She snatched her hand back, fast. "Sorry."

"Hmm?" He appeared bothered. "Why?"

"I shouldn't be touching your leg."

He leaned back a little, an eyebrow comically raised on one side. "Oh, is there a verse I don't know? 'Thou shalt not toucheth the leg?'"

She laughed, relieved that he hadn't been offended.

"Here," he said, patting her leg. "Now we're even."

She trembled slightly, trepidation and nervousness warring within her. His pat had felt good, forbidden, and it heated her already aching pussy even more. "So you recommended her going without panties, huh?"

He knew what she meant without naming names. "She did it on her own, first, but then I did, yes."

"Aren't you afraid some man will notice?"

He blushed slightly. "I suppose that's kind of the point. It's a bit of a turn on." He shrugged as if to say it wasn't his fault.

"Do you look at other women trying to see if they have—"

"No, of course not. I love Shannon."

Maybe I could go without? Would it excite Roger? Turn the spark back on? "And she's okay with it?"

"Apparently. She seemed happy I recommended it and even thought about my suggestion to get some shorter skirts."

"No way."

"Really. I don't know if she will, but she said she'd consider it."

"Wow, I never would have guessed she might be voyeuristic."

He shook his head. "Me more than her, I'm sure."

"Hmm. And you're not afraid Roger might notice...?"

He rubbed some fingers across his mouth and looked uncomfortable. He crossed a leg. "Afraid? No. But it wouldn't bother me if he did."

"Really?" Were men all the same? Looking for just enough sluttiness to keep them entertained? She resolved to try out her ideas later on Roger – see how fast she could make him cum. Then she would have time to herself. He would pass out, but she would log onto the internet.

"Yeah," he said. "That's sort of the point, I guess. The danger some other man might notice and appreciate her." He shifted.

She noticed his bulge had gotten bigger. Even talking about it had made his penis harden. "I like your new look."

"What look?"

Had I really said that? No way am I going there. "Oh, I don't know. The color of your pants. They fit nice, too." She blushed and got up. "I need to use the restroom." She made her escape before she said anything else stupid.

~ ~ ~

Tucker tried to find a position where his cock wasn't standing up and bulging out. This is silly. I need to wear something heavy like jeans. Tammy had stared at it as if it were going to attack her. How embarrassing. He shifted the other way and looked around. A few people were still around, standing mostly and talking.

The three assistants were chatting, having no one needing counseling at the moment, though Chance did appear to be praying. Probably over something not too private. He had heard some people make requests: the health of a relative, money for their children's college education – that sort of thing. Shannon had intimated deeper problems in the private counseling sessions. Drugs, alcohol, questions of ethics and incidents in the past that certain members had a hard time accepting.

He found a way to sit that his shaft was able to lengthen without being too obvious. It lay along his leg instead of pointing up and waving at anyone who passed by.

He saw Tammy coming back from the restrooms. She appeared flustered and the drips on her white blouse said she had splashed her face. When she got near, he said, "Are you okay?"

"Yes."

He saw her glance at his crotch again, her mouth coming open as if in partial shock. He glanced down quickly. It was outlined, but not as bad as standing all the way up and making a tent. Mortified as he was, his penis still hardened further. The problem was, he couldn't just get up now and walk away somewhere – his penis would push out his pants like the prow of a ship. He clasped his ankle as it crossed over his knee. His arm sort of hid his erection. The more she looks at it, the harder it gets. I'll just hide the thing.

She sat, the uncertainty in her posture. "They should be coming out soon."

He noticed the look of disappointment in her face as he had covered his bulge. Did she really like seeing it? Did she? Would her face change if he took away his arms? Resolved to find out, he stretched and looked away, his arms out to the sides. He pretended to look over towards the entry. He could feel his cock, half hard, laying there exposed under the material of his slacks. Knowing it made him harden more.

He turned his head quickly, glancing at Tammy to see how she was reacting.

She was staring at his penis under the material. Her mouth was open, showing the very bottoms of her upper teeth. There was a look of lust on her face.

He felt his dick throb and expand another half an inch.

She must have realized he was looking and she looked up, blushing. "I... uh..." she said.

"Shh," he said. He started to open his mouth to talk to her when he saw Roger and Shannon approaching. Oh crap. He covered his erection with his arms again. He felt himself wilting, fast. Whew.

Roger gave them a questioning look and grin. "You two having fun out here?"

He panicked. "No, just waiting—"

Tammy's panicked voice competed with his. "No, boring really."

I was boring? He felt disappointed.

Shannon held out her hand to him.

Feeling it was now safe to get up, he took it and rose.

She planted a kiss on his lips and looked up at him with a glowing face.

If only that lasted. Tomorrow morning she will seem dulled again, the fire out of her eyes. He sighed. What went wrong? Can I reignite it?

He said his goodbyes to the Zanes and left with his wife.

~ ~ ~

Roger blew out a breath as he got home. Another successful sermon. He could see and feel the reaction to the message. The air had vibrated with like minds. Many people vociferously ridiculed Christianity, and some of it was warranted. The televangelists were hucksters, phonies, and frauds. He had met a few. The message of many churches was so hypocritical as to be insane. Hate the sin, love the sinner, but the sinner was hated for sinning.

Many churches made news hating homosexuals. The problem was, the verses they were quoting had to deal with rape – such as when a male soldier was captured and then forcibly raped anally. But there was no convincing those churches. God hated faggots, to them.

Then why did Jesus die for them?

He took off his jacket and hung it.

The same reason that Jesus died for me and my adultery – it was all nothing to God. God wanted men and women who trusted Him – nothing more. The entire biblical record was God seeking those who would trust Him.

My adultery was forgotten before I was born. The problem was, while God might forgive, there were still Earthly consequences. Earthly laws and ethics. Those had to be answered, whether or not God forgave. Could Tucker forgive him for what he was doing to his wife without his knowledge?

His penis began to harden. Why did it feel so good? Why did his cock harden like never before when pushing into her wet folds?

He walked out into the bedroom, his cock mostly hard. Tammy was waiting for him in bed, wearing a t-shirt. She usually didn't. "Not ready for bed?"

"Thought I might check some things out on the net after... you know." Her smile was devious.

He still loved her. He loved her smile. But she had turned cold over the years, bagging on him about spending. Didn't she realize God would provide?

He climbed into bed, ready for the blowjob he deserved after such hard work fucking Shannon.

She gripped him, stroking up and down as his cock hardened fully. Then she shocked him.

"I saw Shannon today in my office."

Just the mention of the hot woman hardened him fully. "Oh yeah?"

"Yep." Her hand stroked slowly, like it was fucking him. "I don't think she was wearing any panties."

His erection twitched beyond his control.

She smiled. "Oh, you like that?" Not giving him a chance to respond, she lowered her mouth over the engorged head of his cock. Her mouth felt silky and wonderful.

He moaned.

She pulled her mouth up and said, "Did you notice the way her dress outlined her nakedness underneath?"

He groaned and placed his hands gently on her head.

She lowered her mouth down again, fucking his shaft with her mouth.

His body quivered, his cock straining. This is a surprise.

"Did you notice while you were in your office? That she was naked underneath her dress?" Her hand stroked him fast as she talked, then her mouth would descend over him again.

He gasped. "I'll have to look next week, then."

She pulled her mouth off. "Yes, look at her. See if you see what I saw." Her hand stroked him just like a pussy.

He groaned, feeling the orgasm approaching.

She stroked faster. "She'll be in there alone with you and not wearing any panties."

Her words sent him over the edge. Shannon's face and pussy were on his mind. His cock erupted, sending sperm arcing up into the air.

She grinned, triumphantly, and ended their intimacy faster than normal.

~ ~ ~

Tammy left the bedroom and a happily dozing Roger.

Turning on the computer in the guest bedroom, she sat. Though it was in the guest bedroom, it was her computer. Roger didn't have time for them.

He had certainly hardened up and cum fast when she had talked about Shannon. So she had been correct the week before.

Briefly, she wondered if Roger was attracted to Shannon. Who wouldn't be? Shannon was blonde, beautiful, and vivacious. Her energy seemed as abundant as Roger's.

Her computer finished loading and she clicked the Firefox icon for internet.

She wondered if Roger would need more attention on Sunday – after seeing Shannon again. Then she wondered if Shannon looked at Roger with eyes she shouldn't. Was her friend checking out her husband? Was her friend looking at Roger's crotch?

The thought irritated her.

Minutes later, she was at a porn site with picture categories all over the place. The top row caught her attention. Up there were pictures and captions of the categories: Tits, Cheerleaders, Anal, Threesome, and Masturbation.

She was surprised to see a distinction in the links between pictures and movies. She clicked masturbation movies. Another page popped up showing a full page of men and women masturbating. Almost panting, her heart beating so fast, she clicked on the first male masturbation video she saw.

It took a minute to load, but then a moderate-quality video popped up. She leaned forward, her mouth opened in wonder. On her screen, a man sat, his penis erect.

"Yes, that's the thing." Her breath came in ragged pants. When he touched and gripped his cock to begin stroking, she moaned.

The man on the screen, his face not shown, stroked his shaft up and down.

She loved it. Her fingers found their way into her panties immediately. Her eyes large, she watched this man masturbate – his hand stroking his shaft with familiarity and lust.

Oh yeah, that's it. This is what I wanted. She fingered her clit. It was aching and demanding. She watched in fascination as his hand stroked his shaft. She loved it, her breathing coming erratically. The man was laid back in his chair, that nice, hard cock pointing straight up. She wanted to reach out and touch it, to help him. Just like she had wanted to touch Tucker.

She almost came. The wave coiled up against her, threatening to push her over the edge. She jerked her hand away from her pussy, immediately. The coils writhed there, wound tight, and then the urge to finish subsided.

She clicked another video and slowly eased her fingers back onto her pussy.

~ ~ ~

Tucker panted, driving his shaft into his wife. "Want to know something?"

Shannon was smiling, eyes closed. She opened them, the smile vanishing. "What?"

"I went without underwear today, too."

"You did?" Her voice sounded mischievous.

"And I think Tammy noticed."

His wife froze. "She did?"

"I think so. She seemed flustered." He drove deep, reaching inside her with his erection. Talking about Tammy made his cock swell.

"Well, I don't want her looking at you like that."

"You don't want her seeing my cock outlined against my pants?"

"No. Definitely not. She has her own husband."

That made him feel good. That his wife was jealous said she still wanted and desired him. "Did Roger notice your lack of panties?"

She moaned suddenly, her hips bucking up hard against his.

Oh really? He almost stopped thrusting. It was a turn on if Roger noticed, but not Tammy noticing him. Hmm.

She clutched him, tensing.

He knew she was close. "I bet he looked at your ass and got hard."

Shannon moaned out loudly, caught in the fever of sudden orgasm. Her body convulsed under him, driving him into his own frenzy of lust.

He drove his hips hard, driving his cock into her pussy. She had been very wet when he had entered her. From going without panties all day? Or from being without panties close to Roger?

He grunted, holding his cock inside her, and squirted his pleasure.

Her eyes were closed, head to the side, gasping like a fish out of water. Her skin was flushed a nice shade of blush.

He loved her. But did she still love him? Times like this made it seem that she did. Their days, however, were more distant.




CHAPTER 5

Tammy dressed for the barbecue. Her pussy ached – sore and used. She had spent the last few days fingering herself over male masturbation videos. She was hot inside, but her pussy was tired.

Maybe I can squeeze one more video session in.

The Sunday sermon would be shorter than normal, followed by the park event.

She selected white cotton pants and a white shirt. The pants were thin. She pulled them up over her naked hips. If Shannon and Tucker can go without underwear, so can I.

Roger was in the shower.

She looked in the mirror. Her pussy was outlined. Not obscenely so, but anyone looking would notice how her pants molded well into her folds. No one would look. Except maybe Tucker.

She left off the bra and went completely without underwear. No bra, no panties. She didn't have anything to show off anyway. Her boobs were nothing more than fried eggs. Her nipples might make an impression though.

But the only person that would see something like that would be... Tucker. Was she dressing for him? Was she dressing to be sexy for her husband?

No, she was definitely dressing for Tucker.

What did that make her? A whore? She wasn't taking favors for money, so no. A slut? She wasn't out fucking guys on the side, so no. Was she a voyeur like Tucker implied he was?

Maybe she was.

Roger passed by behind her. "You look nice, today."

Had he even looked? Or had he and dismissed her? Had he noticed the subtle change of no bra or panties? He said it occasionally, so she figured not.

"Aren't you afraid of getting barbecue sauce on that?" he said.

"I wanted to wear cotton." She glanced over at him as he fiddled with his collar. "I decided to try Shannon's style today."

"Shannon? What?" He looked at her, confused.

"You know. Nothing underneath."

"You?" Now he looked shocked.

She turned to face him, letting him see how well the clothes fit. How well her pussy was outlined. "Sure, why not? If she can, so can I."

"Well, I'm not complaining. Aren't you afraid someone might see that cameltoe?"

She chuckled. "The only one who might look down there besides you is Tucker."

"Tucker?" Now he wore an odd look.

"Yeah, Shannon's husband."

He grimaced. "I know, I know. He just never seemed to have that kind of wandering eye."

"I think it might be something new with him—"

"Checking you out?" His eyebrows drew down.

"No, his attitude. He had recommended Shannon go without panties. At the Wednesday service, I am pretty sure he was going the same way."

"Way where?"

She rolled her eyes. "Without underwear."

Roger's eyes widened. "Oh."

"So I won't be alone out there being daring."

"You noticed him not wearing any underwear? Were you looking?"

She blushed. "Well, not intentionally, no."

He gave her a grin that said he didn't believe it. "Sort of just accidentally looked, huh?"

"It's not like that."

He grabbed his sports jacket for sermons and slipped it on. "Then how is it?"

"It was like out of the corner of my eye I noticed his slacks were fitting different."

"Different, huh?"

"Bulging. I think he was sort of excited."

Roger laughed and shook his head. "No kidding."

She shrugged. "I think so. I didn't ask him."

"I'm glad you're getting along with him, anyway."

"He's alright to talk to."

"You know, I take up Shannon's time when she helps me with prayers. It wouldn't hurt to be nice to him."

"I am nice to him."

"I mean, extra-nice. Give him some hugs, even."

They made their way out to the garage.

"Hugs?"

"It was just an example. But hugs are fine, if he wants to."

"So that he doesn't complain about Shannon helping you?"

"Exactly."

Wow, is my husband actually suggesting I hug Tucker? The idea pleased her.

~ ~ ~

Tucker inserted a photo into his writing program. Clicking edit, he repositioned the picture in the flow of text. Hitting save, he exited the program. He went out of his office and ran into Shannon. "I was just coming."

"Good."

"Let's go buy you some shorter dresses or some skirts after the barbecue."

She arched an eyebrow. "Why?"

"To show off more of your legs; they're beautiful."

She looked down at her dress and then up to his slacks. "I see you're going without boxers again?"

"Yep."

"Are you trying to impress Tammy? I don't want her looking at you."

"What if she does?"

"You're mine. She has Roger."

"You sure spend a lot of time with him."

"What does that have to do with anything?"

"Maybe she tells Roger the same thing."

Her mouth opened in shock. "I don't check him out."

"Oh come on. I've seen you look at him."

She sputtered.

"Every woman in the congregation drools over him."

That appeared to make her mad.

He held up his hands. "Whoa, whoa, I didn't know it was a touchy subject."

"Everyone just needs to mind their own business," she said.

They got into the car and pulled out of the space.

"Have you ever seen Roger look at you?"

"Look at me? When we talk, sure."

"No, I meant look like he appreciated what he saw."

"Well..."

"I was hoping we could get you some shorter skirts and you tell me later if he looked at your legs."

"You would like that?"

"Sure, I think I would. Having the pastor check you out would be pretty hot."

"If you say so. I suppose going shopping later for some skirts might be alright."

He knew it would be alright; she loved to shop.

At the church, they made their separate ways. He went and stood by the pew and watched her go turn on the organ.

Shannon hit a few keys and then broke into a short little hymnal piece.

"Hey there, handsome." Tammy's sly smile greeted him.

"Oh, hi." He returned the smile, wondering at how she had greeted him. Then he noticed the change. The white blouse was not exactly see-through, but a practiced eye would notice shades of the bra underneath, along with lumps, lines, straps and the like. Her blouse showed unbroken shading across her shoulders. Then his gaze traveled down and rested on her deliciously outlined pussy mound. The pants outlined the puffiness and also teasingly slid up into the folds of her pussy.

His mouth dropped open and his heartbeat increased.

She moved up to him as if to give him a hug or a kiss.

Panicked that Shannon might see, he almost hopped backward to get away.

The disappointment on her face was plain.

Aww, now I've done it. "No, I..."

She shook her head.

Poking his head out of the hall to the offices, Roger motioned to Shannon.

Tucker watched his wife jump up and rush towards the offices. Her hands clutched her skirts and she almost radiated excitement.

Hmm. Was Tammy right? Might there be something going on?

When Shannon disappeared down the hall, Tucker stepped over to Tammy. "I'm sorry. I didn't want Shannon to see us hug."

Tammy tilted her head. "She doesn't think you should be hugging women?"

He chuckled. "She doesn't think I should acknowledge other women exist. But she really seemed perturbed that you might look at me..."

"Look at you?"

Be bold. "Seeing me running around without boxers on."

"You?" But she didn't look surprised.

"I saw you looking Wednesday." He gave her his bad-boy smile.

She turned a little red and pursed her lips. "I guess I noticed."

"Did it sicken you?"

"Sicken me? No. But it was kinda shocking."

"I could wear boxers if it bothers you."

They sat.

"No, no, no." She laughed. "I guess I mean it's okay."

"I'd hate to think you went into the bathroom to vomit—"

She giggled harder. "No, I had to go splash some water on my face.

"Look," he said. "I don't mean to change the subject, but about your comments last Sunday—"

"My comments?"

He looked at her earnestness, the flush of laughing still on her skin. She was beautiful, if different from Shannon. "That maybe there's something going on between..." He let it trail off.

"Oh." She clamped her mouth shut.

He looked at her quizzically. She looked embarrassed again. "Is something the matter?"

~ ~ ~

Tammy sat there, mortified. How do I answer? I can't come out and tell him I was blowing my husband and talking about Shannon. He'll think I was a freak. She tried to put on an airy dismissal. "No. Nothings the matter."

"Anyway, I might test something out. If you see her in a short skirt Wednesday, don't panic."

The embarrassment fled. She leaned forward, suddenly very interested. "What do you plan?"

He shook his head. "I don't want to upset you."

She leaned back in the pew. "Upset me?"

"Well, it is your husband, after all."

"I think I would be more upset not knowing."

~ ~ ~

He sat for a moment looking at her, into her eyes. He felt no defensiveness from her, no feigned shock or outrage. He leaned over and spoke very low. "Alright then, I was going to get her some short skirts after the barbecue today. Very short."

She raised her eyebrows at him.

"I figured to tell her she would have to wear panties with them. But I can use them for evidence."

"Evidence? What's on your mind, Detective Tucker?"

He chuckled. "She seems turned on by the idea that Roger might look at her legs."

"I think every woman in here—" She was rolling her eyes.

"Yes, but they spend so much time alone. Behind a locked door."

"Praying."

Tucker sighed. "Some of the time, I'm sure. But all of the time?"

She sat back and folded her arms. Her cheek puckered as if she were chewing on the side of her mouth. "I sure hope it's not true."

"Me, too."

"It could tear the whole ministry apart."

He waved a hand. "Nah. Ministries survive much worse than the pastor having a fling with one of the congregation."

"Well, I wouldn't put up with it."

"Let me discover what I can first before you do anything rash."

She looked over at him, those gray eyes searching his. "You're right. Good advice. But let me know as soon as—"

"As soon as I find anything out. Yes."

Shannon came out and sat back down at the organ.

Tammy scowled. "That was too fast for even a quickie."

He looked at her in alarm. Her tone was dangerous. "Hey, hey. Don't get all worked up over what we don't know yet." He touched her shoulder.

She nodded and reached her hand up to cover his on her shoulder.

Her skin was warm to the touch, and smooth.

He felt himself begin to harden. He glanced down at the buttons on her blouse. He could see skin through there, but nothing in view.

The sermon was short, but still seemed a torture to him as he shifted around. For her part, she looked straight ahead, not looking at him.

He rose when the service was over and Roger directed everyone to move across to the park.

Shannon joined him.

"Not much prayer requests to cover today?" he said.

She looked disappointed. "There are. We did some and will finish them during the picnic. After we eat."

He nodded.

The park was clumped here and there with copses of trees. It took up several city blocks. There was a stream running through it and a couple of ponds for passing ducks.

The assistants had already begun the grills and the smell and sounds of sizzling meat made his stomach rumble.

Shannon called out. "Make way, hungry man coming."

He laughed.

The drinks table was crammed with ice chests and extra cases stacked underneath. Water, wine, beer, punch and even vodka and orange juice for some who would drink screwdrivers.

"I'm glad you came, Tucker," Roger said from behind them.

He turned back. "Free food is always hard to pass up – especially knowing you try to go all organics."

"Oh, well, you can thank Tammy for all of that. A steak is a steak to me."

Tucker tilted his head slightly. He really doesn't know the difference between grass-fed and hormone-treated beef? "Ah, well. She's a smart one."

Tammy gave him a smile.

Roger stepped up to receive the first plate. It was a signal for people to line up. Teddy served up the choices of meat and macaroni salad.

Tucker ate no more than his first plate. The food was good, but he never liked over-stuffing himself. Why run around in pain, moaning and groaning from overeating?

Shannon pecked him on the cheek. "Okay, I'll be back a little later."

He watched her go with Roger and cross the street together towards the church. He was talking about something, his hands animated. She was looking up at him as they walked.

"Why don't you get us something to drink? We can sit over there." Tammy pointed to a copse of trees. One other couple was over there and several scattered in between.

"Sure, you like screwdrivers?"

"On occasion."

"Me, too. On occasion."

She grinned. "Seems like an occasion."

He liked the way her eyes lit up when she smiled or laughed. "Alright then. Two screwdrivers coming right up."

He walked up to Chance, the assistant pastor. "Two screwdrivers."

Chance was British. An angular man with a hawk nose, he gave Tucker a large, toothy smile. "Right, then," he said.

He carried the two tall drinks over to where Tammy had laid out one of the beach towels. Handing her the drink, he sat on the other end of the towel. They sat, Indian-style, facing each other. Raising their drinks, they sipped.

"I don't know," she said. "I thought about it all sermon. If Shannon's jealous of me, then I don't see them having something going."

He shrugged. "Shannon can be odd."

"Roger is predictable."

"Well, sure, so is Shannon, but I mean sometimes you can't figure out where she got whatever she was thinking."

Tammy nodded. "Roger is like that. Sometimes he'll up and surprise me with something weird."

"Weird?"

"Yeah, like buying that cabin a couple years ago."

"That was weird?"

She sighed. "We had bills enough as it was. I was trying to pay down our mortgage. Then he springs this idea on me."

Tucker chuckled. "Frustrating, huh?"

"I tried for three weeks to change his mind."

"Right up until close of escrow?"

"No, a week before. I just gave up." She slugged back a healthy swallow.

He did the same to match her.

"Wow," she said. "This is strong."

"Chance," he said.

"Oh, of course."

He looked over towards the church.

~ ~ ~

Roger forced his cock deeper into Tucker's wife. "Ah, yes."

Her eyes were closed in concentration, trying to relax to let him all the way in. Her mouth opened and closed.

He could feel her pussy clamping and squeezing his shaft. He began moving, laying on top of her, looking down at her beautiful face. The couch began creaking. It was doing that more and more as they fucked.

Soon he was driving full force, pounding his shaft into her pussy.

He was sort of troubled, but not about the prayer requests. He and she would handle them after they finished on the couch. He was troubled by what she said Tucker had been implying. That he would find it a turn on for Roger to be checking her out.

I sure love fucking his wife. I can't help it. He groaned in pleasure, his shaft sliding smoothly in and out of her hole.

Troubled because his involvement, no matter how strange, could backfire and tear everything apart. Roger didn't want to satisfy Tucker's whim once – if he ended up wanting Roger to fuck his wife. Roger wanted and intended to fuck Shannon for as long as he could. Her pussy was too good.

She leaned up and pulled his head down. They kissed as his shaft pistoned in and out of her.

She moaned loudly and broke the kiss. Her hips bucked up to meet his and then became more frantic.

What's this?

He drove harder, grunting with the effort.

She wrapped her legs over his waist and hauled on him, wanting more. Her body quivered.

His balls punished her ass with loud slaps.

She whimpered, gasped, and began straining, her back arching. Finally, a loud moan came out and then loud gasps, her body bucking on his cock.

She came on my cock! It was a first. Urged on by this surprise, he gripped her buttcheeks with both hands and pulled. He pushed his cock in as far as he could. He felt the head pushing deep. Then he was shooting his sperm into her.

So good. So good.

Shannon hummed happily, holding onto his neck.

~ ~ ~

Tammy said, "Sure, I'll have another." She felt warm and happy and the tiniest bit tipsy.

Tucker got up and took their cups back to Chance.

She watched him walk away, his slacks clinging deliciously to his small butt. Her own butt ached from sitting with her elbows on her knees, so she stretched and leaned back, her hands supporting her behind her back. She arched her back and heard a crack.

"Wow," said Tucker. "That's... Wow."

She opened her eyes and looked up at him. "Hmm?"

He was looking down between her legs.

Startled she leaned back up and looked down. She wiped at her crotch. "Did I spill something?"

Tucker laughed nervously. "No, but you can keep doing that if you want."

She flushed with a good blush.

He handed her the drink. "I, uh..."

Then she noticed his erection pushing against his slacks. The shaft was a nice size – not as big as her husband's. It was thick and well-formed. "Oh, my," she said.

He sat, squirming around and finally reached a hand to position it right.

She almost moaned. She wanted to see him touch it. Then she realized she was still looking at it. "Oh, um, sorry."

"No, no, that's okay. I'm sorry I got excited."

"What got you so, um..."

He raised his eyebrows at her. "You. The way you were sitting you can sort of see everything. I see you decided to give it a try?"

"You lecher." Her grin said she approved. "Yes, I did. Anyway, I'm sorry I was staring at your predicament."

"Oh. Well, it was for you. Is it bothering you? I can cover it."

"No, don't be silly. It's very flattering, actually."

He looked surprised. "Oh, you like it?"

"It looks..." She felt tongue-tied with embarrassment to be talking about a man's erection. "It looks nice, from what I can see." She laughed.

They sipped their drinks for a little bit. His gaze kept dropping to her crotch.

With a slow grin, she arched back up as she had before and then leaned back. His eyes were glued to her. First her chest as she arched her back, and then down to her pussy. She felt a thrill unlike any before. Something like power. To have a man so wrapped around that little finger...

"Thank you," he said. "I'm afraid I won't be able to get up."

"Move your arms," she said. He was trying to hide it. "I showed you."

He slowly moved his arms away, unsure.

She could see the head, very well-defined, pushing up hard against his slacks. He had a good tent going on there. Over me!

"Should we be doing this?"

She looked around with a wry smile. "Sitting at opposite ends of a beach towel, fully clothed, sipping drinks?"

"But we're looking at each other's—"

"No one knows. No one can see. Enjoy it; this is nice."

He nodded. "I agree, it is nice." He looked down at her thinly covered pussy.

"Uh... Do you ever..."

"What?" He looked clueless.

She took a fast drink. "Do you ever play with it?" She glanced down at his bulge.

"I try not to."

"Why?"

"Well, because I'm married."

"I think it's so sexy watching a man stroke his own cock."

"Oh?" He took a drink. "Roger does that—"

"No." She looked down. "Actually, I've seen some videos of it. Is that bad?"

"Porn videos?"

She looked around and then nodded.

"You?"

"Yes, me. It's hot. I like it."

"I just figured you colder than that."

"I'm not frigid."

"I didn't mean it that way."

"You know what I'd really like to see?" The screwdrivers were making her feel very warm and loose.

"Hmm?"

"I'd like to see you stroke your hand on it, one day."

"Me?"

"Yes you. You're giving me these teasing glimpses." She laughed low and shook her head. "I can't believe I'm saying this."

Tucker looked at her with those brooding eyes. "No, don't worry about it. I didn't think you thought I was attractive."

She shook her head ruefully. "Very sexy."

He blushed and tried to arrange his recalcitrant bulge to be less obvious.

"Would walking help that?"

He shrugged. "Maybe." He looked behind to the trees. There was a pond back there. "Maybe in there."

"Good. Let's leave our drinks right here and take a short stroll." She got up and held out her hand.

He took it but pretty much lifted himself, turning so his predicament was hidden from those nearby.

His hand felt good in hers, warm and tingly. She let go. They walked together, a respectable distance between them and into the dense trees. The path was obvious and they walked down the slope towards the pond.

"Any better?" She leaned over and looked down.

"Er, not yet."

"Very nice," she said.

"You're not helping."

"Sorry."

"That's alright; don't apologize. I'm actually having fun."

"You are?"

"Sure. I like your attention."

She smiled, happy. "That's very sweet of you." Turning to him, she hugged him, like Roger had suggested. She wasn't doing it to keep him occupied and happy, though. She did it because she wanted to. His arms came around her and she melted against him. It felt wonderful. His erection pressed against her hip and hardened up again. She moaned low and pushed her pussy forward.

She couldn't stop imagining Tucker stroking his cock for her. Could she do such a thing? Would she regret her words, tainted as they were by vodka?

He let go. "Maybe we should get back."

She pouted. "Okay." She gripped his arm as they walked, hugging it to her.




CHAPTER 6

Roger walked back to the park, Shannon beside him. Satisfied with fucking Shannon and finally getting all the prayer requests out of the way, he was ready to relax a bit.

He looked around but didn't see his wife. "I wonder where they went?"

Shannon pointed. "Over there, in the trees."

He shaded his eyes and looked. Tucker was coming out, smiling. Tammy was gripping his arm to her chest and laughing at something. It pleased him to see his wife acting as he had instructed – making Tucker comfortable.

He gave them both a smile as they met. "I see you two are getting along."

Shannon stepped to her husband and gave him a kiss on the lips, then took his other arm.

Tammy let go and joined Roger.

Tucker said, "Just talking about dumb stuff and drinking screwdrivers."

"Oh, I like screwdrivers," said Shannon.

"It's a nice drink," said Roger. "Are you two sticking around?"

Tucker shook his head. "I promised to take her shopping for a different look."

Roger nodded as if he didn't know. He shook Tucker's hand and clapped his shoulder. "I want to thank you for letting me use her; she's a big help."

~ ~ ~

Tucker walked back to their car, Shannon's hand in his. "You in the mood?"

She looked at him with smoky eyes. "Mm hmm."

"Well then, let's see if we can't find you something fast."

Was it really prayer that made her horny? She was always extra wet after the prayer sessions. But he knew what to do.

At the department store, he picked out three skirts. Short, shorter and miniskirt.

"I can't wear that," she said, pointing to the miniskirt.

"Not without panties. Have to wear panties with this one."

"Hmm."

"And that's the one I want you to wear first."

She gave him a look. "Why?"

"I want to see if Roger notices. I want to see if he checks out your legs."

"And this will make you happy?"

"Yeah."

She shook her head. "Whatever."

"Then tell me about it while we're making love."

She giggled. "You're a very dirty man."

If she only knew what Tammy and I had been doing earlier.

~ ~ ~

Tammy said, "Go away, Teddy."

"Yes, Mrs. Zane." His grin was big and full of white teeth.

She laughed and shook her head.

She closed the checkbook and put it away. She didn't need to look at the charts; income was increasing. Maybe Roger is right. Maybe I shouldn't be worrying so much.

"Hello." Tucker leaned in holding the doorframe just as Teddy had a few seconds before.

She gave him a bright smile. "Come in."

"You look happy. To see me? Or something else?"

"Remember what I said about big heads?"

"Eh?"

"Yes, I'm happy to see you. But I was very happy reviewing the receipts."

"Ah, offerings are up?"

"And book and pamphlet sales. The internet CD series is starting to sell better."

He sat. "Oh, excellent news, then."

She nodded.

He leaned forward a little. "When you see Shannon, try not to stare."

"Oh? Why?"

"She's wearing a miniskirt and she was very self-conscious about it."

"Ah, okay."

"Maybe tell her you like it."

"If you want."

He nodded and then got up.

She noticed he was still going without underwear. So was she, on days they had service. Other days, she put on panties. "I'll come out with you; I'm all done here."

Roger poked his head in, in the same position as Teddy and Tucker before him. "How'd it look?"

She had been going to tell him later.

"Fantastic, actually."

Roger smiled. "Oh, hello, Tucker."

They shook hands warmly.

Her husband looked back to her. "Fantastic, huh?"

She shook a finger at him. That look in his eye meant spend.

He winked at her.

She grabbed Tucker's arm and said, "Let's go sit and chat before service."

They walked out.

Roger beckoned to Shannon who was playing something on the organ. She got up carefully, and then almost ran to him.

Tammy blinked. Tucker had been right, it was a miniskirt. Shannon was showing a couple miles of bare leg. "Hey, I like the new skirt," Tammy said as her friend went past.

Shannon looked back, a look of relief on her face. "Oh, thank you."

Roger appeared not to notice.

She sat with Tucker, more comfortable now with both of them not wearing underwear, although she missed his embarrassment caused by his nice, hard cock.

She squirmed. I must stop thinking about his cock!

~ ~ ~

Roger heaved Shannon up and down on his cock as he stood in the middle of his office. She bounced fully, up and down, her pussy sliding neatly over his shaft.

She shuddered and then bit into his shoulder, her body quivering and cumming. Her squeals were muffled, but only barely.

Roger felt his orgasm tickling. Too bad she's married. I sure love fucking her. He almost blacked out as he shot an enormous load into her.

~ ~ ~

Tucker watched Shannon come out. She kept smoothing her skirt and plucking at her blouse. As if trying to arrange them. He leaned over and whispered to Tammy. "I am going to go home after the service and bone her brains out, like usual."

"Sounds fun." Tammy's look was disappointed, though.

"Then we'll see."

"When will you tell me?"

"When do you want to know?"

She frowned, worried. "Right away, I think."

"I can beg off a store visit or something. She never questions. How about we meet at the twenty-four hour coffee shop up the street here?"

"Roasted Cups?"

"Yeah, that one."

"What time... will you be done?"

"Meet me at nine."

~ ~ ~

Roger came out to start the service. He saw his wife leaning close to tucker, talking. Good. The closer they get, the better. He felt good, ready for a good message. It helped that he had blown a load in tucker's wife a few moments before.

~ ~ ~

Tucker smiled at his beautiful wife in their bedroom. She was undressing. "Ready for some hard sex?"

"Mm, thought you would never ask."

She got into bed and he climbed in after her.

He started to turn over to climb onto her and said, "Oop. Have to go. Be right back."

"Mmm." She sprawled luxuriously in bed, eyes, closed.

He got out and bent down, scooping up her wadded panties she had tucked under her blouse. He carried them into the bathroom. He could feel the wetness before he even looked. But he wanted to be sure. Opening them, the crotch was smeared with goo. This wasn't just a wet patch of excitement from his wife. He ran a finger through it, just to be sure. Slick with some large globs. Nope, not just excitement, this was someone's load.

Grimacing, he ran the water and washed his hand.

Having replaced her panties, he climbed back into bed.

"Mmm," she said. Her legs were open.

He was hard, but conflicted. He had wanted her to show off. But she had already been doing that and more. While excited that she was doing something so nasty, he was also pissed that she had gone way farther and had done it behind his back. She had cheated.

He rammed his shaft into her. "Well, how did it go?"

She gasped at the thrusting. "How do you mean?"

"Did he look at your legs?" He fucked her hard, with angry strokes.

"I think so."

"Did he see your panties?" The thought excited him.

"He might have, I'm not sure."

He rammed harder, his cock pummeling her hole. He leaned down. "Did he get hard looking at you?"

"Yes, I think he did."

There were other questions he wanted to ask, but he was too angry. Is this his load in you I'm feeling? Are you thinking of him?

~ ~ ~

Tammy didn't blow Roger this time. What if he had fucked Shannon? Even though he had washed, would she want to put her mouth on that thing?

She gripped him, straddling him. "Did you see her miniskirt?"

"Yeah," he said. He was getting hard very fast.

"I thought it looked good on her." She scooted up, still stroking him, and rubbed her pussy against his shaft.

"Yeah, it did."

"Mmm, I thought it looked really good on her." She stroked slower, more sensuously. She rode her pussy lips up and down the bottomside of his shaft.

"Yes."

She gazed at her handsome husband's face. Though bald, he was a good-looking man. Would Tucker be telling her she had failed somehow to keep him? Or would he be telling her there was nothing to worry about? "Did you get hard looking at her legs?"

He gasped, his penis swelling. "Yes."

The heat of lust flooded her. She felt good that her husband had gotten hard over her friend. She liked that somehow. But she also worried he had done much more than get hard.

She rose over him and placed her pussy over his pole. She sank slowly down. "Mmm, yes. Did it make you want to fuck her?"

He groaned, his eyes flashing open. He gripped her hips and drove his erection up into her with frantic thrusts.

She gasped, lust flaring in her. "Did it make you want to ram your cock into her?"

He groaned loud, pounding hard. Then he said it. "Yes."

From out of nowhere, she was broadsided by an orgasm that drove electric spikes through her body. She convulsed, grunting, feeling him begin to fill her with his seed.

He cried out, emptying himself in her.

And she wanted to cry, not knowing if this had been the best time and also the last time.

~ ~ ~

Tucker waited in the coffee shop, two coffees before him on the table. He watched a worried-looking Tammy come in.

"Coffee," he said. It wasn't a question. "Should be cool enough by now."

"Thanks." She looked at him with worried eyes as she pulled the cup to her.

He sighed. "There was cum in her panties."

She wilted and tears welled up in her eyes.

"I'm sorry, Tammy."

"No, maybe I should be the one apologizing."

"Why?"

"Because I couldn't keep my man happy?"

He leaned over, a lump in his throat. He touched her hand. "You're a wonderful, beautiful woman. He failed, not you."

"How do we know it's Roger?"

"Well, I suppose we don't. There was a hell of a lot of cum in those panties."

"Oh. That's Roger."

"He...?"

"He's big. He cums a lot."

"I'm sorry."

"I was testing him, asking if he noticed. Teasing him. Normally he likes me to blow him after the prayer sessions."

Tucker sat back. "Oh really?"

She nodded.

"You never told me this before."

She laughed, a couple of tears showing it was more frustration then mirth. "I didn't think my sex life should be public knowledge."

"You're right. Forgive me."

She shook her head and waved him away. "I feel so hopeless now. What happens?"

"I don't know."

"Maybe it's just some temporary thing?"

"She's been coming home very wet for months."

She whimpered. "I've given him everything." She wiped at her eyes and nose with a napkin.

"How do you think I feel?"

"What are we going to do?"

"I just don't know. Confront them?"

"Start the wrecking ball swinging?" she said.

"There aren't many choices, are there? But let's not both go home and start fights."

"What then?"

Tucker took a drink of his coffee. He shook his head. "I'm not sure. Let's not just do something rash we might regret. I need time to think about this."

She wiped at her face. "Okay."

"Just try to act normal for now—"

"I can't sleep with him anymore. Not intimate."

"I understand."

"I hope you don't hate me."

He gripped her hand again. It was shaking. "Listen, I don't think it's possible for me to hate you. Don't blame yourself for his failing. Likewise I won't blame myself for Shannon's."




CHAPTER 7

Tammy dressed for church. She had made it through the week. Worrying the last few days had not escaped her husband, but Roger did not seem too tuned to the depth of her fretting.

"Just distracted, is all," she said.

He drove into the church parking lot. "Tucker has treated you okay?"

She blinked. "Tucker's fine. He's great."

"Good to hear."

Now she knew why he had wanted her to make nicey-nice with Shannon's husband. Keep him occupied.

"Let me know how Sunday's receipts went."

"Sure."

She followed him into the church – the place where he had been having sex with her friend.

Tucker and Shannon were already there. He was sitting in their pew watching her tap the organ. Shannon was wearing a short skirt, but not the miniskirt.

She felt the stirrings of lust, curiosity and anger. Was Shannon sitting there in a short skirt with no panties? Would she flash Roger in his office? Would they fuck?

The last thought was angry. She might have accepted something between them if she had known about it. If she had approved of it. She didn't hate her husband or her friend. She just felt betrayed.

She went to the offices and sat at her desk. Such a wonderful place, such a wonderful ministry, and now she felt like an outsider. If she confronted him and blew it all up? Would he ask for forgiveness? Would he even want to make it work? Could she forgive him?

Aren't we all human?

She flipped through the records and pulled up Sunday's tally sheet. She sighed and made a face. The figures weren't just good, they were great. Even she with her staunch frugality had to admit that.

"Hey." Tucker looked in.

"Hello."

"Aw, now. Don't be glum."

"You aren't?"

He pursed his lips. "Well, I suppose."

She got up, carrying a jotted note of the figures Roger wanted.

"Hey," he said. He held out his arms.

She grimaced a smile of pain and collapsed into his hug. They stood there, wrapped together, feeling each other's worry, each other's doubts.

He hugged her harder, fiercer, stroking her back.

She moaned in contentment at being held and comforted. She snuggled her face into his shoulder.

~ ~ ~

Roger almost knocked. He snapped his mouth shut and watched the hug. He had hoped his wife could occupy Tucker. He had hoped they could be good friends.

As he watched his wife's head snuggling into Tucker's chest and shoulder, he felt possibilities swirl more firmly in his mind. He felt as if he had wagered a losing bet but it had paid off.

He had foreseen nothing but pain. Pain for everyone involved over his failing. He had not wanted to let everybody down. He had wanted to be strong, be a man of God and heal the sick. Instead, he had fallen to temptation and took another man's wife. It tormented him at times, though he knew he was forgiven. Being forgiven didn't mean no one effected went through the pain of that failure.

He backed out of the doorway, thinking. He turned and went to summon Shannon. They would fuck, but most importantly, they would talk. His idea on getting permission from Tucker looked like a much better bet at this point in time.

~ ~ ~

Tammy sat close to Tucker. She didn't care if it looked bad to the other members of the congregation. But when she had looked, checking to see, no one appeared bothered or aware.

She had left the note tucked on the pulpit.

When Roger took the podium, he opened the folded note and nodded. His smile was small and hopeful.

The sermon was good except that her mind was on other things.

After the sermon, Roger approached. Shannon came up behind him.

She stood and so did Tucker.

Roger smiled at them both, something deep in his eyes, something worried. He flashed her the note. "Thanks. I think it's vacation-time."

She wasn't sure she wanted to go to the cabin.

He continued. "And I would like to invite along tucker and Shannon."

Really? That was new.

Tucker said, "Vacation?"

"At our cabin. Just the four of us. I think it's time we made stronger connections to our friends. Don't you think so, dear?"

"Uh, well..."

"Say yes." Roger's eyes pleaded with her.

Surprised at this uncharacteristic lack of confidence in Roger, she said, "Okay."

Roger turned to Tucker. "Say you'll come. It would mean a lot to us."

Tucker looked down at her.

She gave him a nod. Might as well see what has him off his center.

"Alright then," he said. Wary.

Shannon piped in. "Don't I get a say in this?"

Tammy shook her head. "No. You're coming. You know you want to anyway."

Tucker stepped on her foot.

Shannon giggled and clapped her hands.

~ ~ ~

A week later, they were on their way.

Tammy drove one car with Shannon and Roger the other with Tucker. It was a good way to make sure no one got lost.

"It's nice up there," she said. "I guess." She wasn't sure what to talk about. She wasn't sure she looked forward to this trip and whatever Roger had planned or not.

"Will there be snow?" said Shannon.

"Not this time of year. All pine and trees and spiders."

"Oh well, at least it will smell nice."

"Oh yeah, much better than the city."

"Do you like it? You seemed hesitant about going."

"It's nicer in the snow. More cozy after snowball fights."

Shannon nodded. She was wearing a short skirt and no panties.

Tammy had bought a set of skirts for herself and was also wearing one. No panties. "You know, Tucker told me how he suggested you go without panties."

Shannon's eyes got big.

"Oh don't look so surprised. I had noticed and asked him."

"Oh. Is it that noticeable?" Shannon looked worried.

"Don't worry, girl. You have to know what to look for. Besides..." She lifted the hem of her skirt and exposed her pussy. "I'm not wearing them either."

Shannon's mouth dropped open as she looked. "Oh, wow."

Tammy chuckled.

"How long have you—"

"A couple weeks."

"Weeks?"

"Yep. I hope you don't mind that I hugged Tucker like this. We're all friends."

Shannon opened her mouth a couple of times and then looked away.

"Are you alright?"

Shannon looked back at her. "I thought I would be mad."

"You're not?"

"No. It's kinda hot."

"That's what I thought when I asked Roger if he liked your miniskirt."

Her mouth shot open in an "O." "You did?"

Tammy nodded. She wasn't sure how far she wanted to torment Shannon; she was still her friend and still liked her, no matter what had transpired between her friend and Roger. "I talk to him at home after the prayer sessions; he likes to get nasty. He has such a huge sex drive."

Shannon gasped. "I know, right?" She clapped her hand over her mouth.

Tammy looked over at her and said quietly, "I know about it. The whole thing."

Shannon let out a small wail of despair. "Nooo. I didn't want to hurt anyone."

She looked at the road and tilted her head as if to shake off the worry. "Don't worry, Shannon. It's done."

"I really didn't want to hurt you."

"At first I was. But only for a couple days—"

"How long have you known?"

"Since the night of the barbecue."

Her friend's eyes bugged out. "And you watched me go in with him for the last couple weeks?"

She nodded.

"Oh, I am so sorry, Tammy, really." She reached over and touched Tammy's arm.

"I was only hurt at first. I think now I'm just numb."

"Numb? Why?"

"Trying to figure out what to do, I suppose."

"Are you going to leave him?"

"I don't know if that's the right thing to do. Maybe it is. You could be with him more."

"I'm sorry, Tammy, really. I don't want to break up your marriage."

"No, I don't imagine you do. Roger is a handsome guy and so very..." She shook her head feeling the frustration of having to live with a man who's ego was larger than his prick. "So damned charismatic." She growled, but there was a smile on her face.

Shannon was quiet, watching her, wanting to talk but closing her mouth.

"I suppose I should have expected he couldn't keep that ridiculously large cock of his tamed and chained."

Shannon snorted.

"It's not fair that men can be so sexy that we can't control them."

Her friend giggled.

"Somehow I wouldn't be surprised to learn he has three or four other women on the side."

"Oh my gosh, don't say that."

Tammy chuckled.

Shannon's eyes got big again. She looked up ahead to Roger's vehicle. "Does Tucker..."

"Yes."

"Oh no."

"Oh yes."

"Since the barbecue?"

"Yes."

"What am I going to do?" Her friend twisted her hands together.

"You sound like me."

"What?"

Tammy glanced at her. "When we found out, neither your husband nor I knew what to do."

"I didn't want to hurt him. Things just sort of happened. Roger was so charismatic and sweet."

"Not to mention he can use that dick of his to drive a woman wild."

Shannon coughed a half-laugh and shook her head. "Yes. Seriously. Once I had it, I needed more. But I never wanted to hurt you. I figured if he had enough to go around, he could throw some my way."

"Has Roger told you anything about what he has up his sleeve for this trip?"

"Only that we needed to come clean. That all of this couldn't go on."

"Well, that's a start. Did he tell you what he has planned to do that?"

"No."

"Me, either. I guess we'll see."

~ ~ ~

Roger drove. "I really want to thank you for coming."

Tucker looked at him. "I have to wonder."

He looked over at the man. "I feel the time is long past to rectify something."

"How so?"

He didn't answer that question. Instead he said, "I want you to know I appreciate you treating Tammy well."

"She's a beautiful woman." There was accusation in his voice.

"Yes, she is. I'm glad you find her so."

Tucker said, low and slow, "I'll have to admit, she's constantly on my mind."

"Is there trouble in your home?"

"I believe there is," Tucker said.

Roger looked over at him, eye to eye. "Me."

A short nod from Tucker.

He let out a heavy sigh. "Have you ever felt trapped or felt like you were falling over a cliff and there's no way to stop it?"

"I suppose."

"You do something, fail once, and the second time is easier. You already failed once, why not again? Then you find you can't stop and the threat of hurt and pain looms over those you love."

"Were those thoughts really on your mind?"

"They were. Every single day." And they had been.

"Why did it go on so long?"

Roger laughed, short and bitter. "You think you can overlook the first failing. Sweep it all behind you. You think it a little less the second time. Then you begin to realize the destruction that could be caused by saying anything."

"And so it goes on."

"It did. The threat and eventual pain growing." Roger shrugged.

"And now?"

"Now I need to find a way to make it right. To make it painless. To be right before God and also my neighbor."

"And how would you do that?"

"I could offer you my wife."

Tucker was silent a few minutes, looking out the passenger window. "A 'fair trade' kind of thing? You let me bed Tammy and that'll make it all better?"

"Isn't that a fair trade?"

"It is. But who was to say I would have agreed to that initially?"

"I'm hoping you find my wife attractive enough—"

"Attractive enough? She's gorgeous. I would never have done such a thing to her."

"But you're saying the trade sounds fair."

"This is all backwards. Had you wanted to loan me your wife, it should have been first and only with her knowledge. And mine. And Shannon's."

"It's too late for that."

"You, pastor, did you not think of all those messages you gave on communication? Why didn't you ask Tammy? Me? Shannon before your accidental fucking? We might have all agreed that it was a fun idea."

Roger had nothing to say. He only felt that he needed to make this right – to repair the trust he had thrown away. "This trip is for you and Tammy."

"And you and Shannon?"

Roger sighed. Tucker was making this hard. "I aim to gain your approval so that the adultery is past."

"By offering me Tammy."

"Yes."

Tucker went quiet again. "I'll need to think about this."

"She likes you, you know."

"Oh, I know."

Roger had seen the looks. He had noticed once the bulge in Tucker's pants when he was close to Tammy. He had noticed Tammy going so far as to unbutton a couple buttons on her blouse when going into the church. And he knew she was going without panties only on church days – when she would see Tucker. "I need to bring this right. I need this to be concluded so everyone is happy. With your permission, all of the wrongness is washed away."

Tucker frowned at him "What if I wanted Tammy outside of this vacation? What if I wanted to fuck her as often as you're fucking Shannon?"

Yes! That's what I want. An even agreement to loan each other our wives. He laughed, relieved. "Then I would agree to it - anything to set this right."

"Does Tammy know about all this?"

"No."

Tucker shook his head. "You just keep making mistakes, don't you?"

"That's why this must be set right and fair – before my mistakes destroy everything."

Tucker sighed and looked back out the window. "Well, I said I would think about it and I will."

Roger went from elation to glum in the time it took to blink. Almighty God, your will be done.




CHAPTER 8

Tammy finished unloading the car. "All done."

Shannon looked out over the hilltop and down into the wooded valley. "What a view."

"I keep forgetting how much I like it until we come back."

"How can you forget this?"

Tammy chuckled. "This is only the sixth time we've been here since we bought it."

"No way."

"Really. The church keeps us that busy."

"Wow, I never really thought about it before."

"He spends most of his time writing his sermons when he isn't giving them. I wonder sometimes where he found the time to buy this place."

"The poor man."

She elbowed her friend. "Oh, I think he gets his share of consolation from the both of us."

Shannon giggled.

"Hey," said Tucker.

Tammy smiled at his dark eyes and hair.

"Can I talk to you, alone for a minute?" he said to her.

Tammy was surprised. "Me? Sure."

Shannon pecked his cheek and walked over to where Roger was hauling the food boxes inside.

Tucker leaned down to her near her ear. "He intends to share you with me as part of a fair trade kind of thing."

"He what?"

"To get rid of the wrongness."

She coughed. She liked the idea of being intimate with Tucker, but those kinds of things should only be fantasized, not realized. "What am I? Some pawn in a game?"

"I told him he should have asked you first."

"Damned right, he should have."

"I told him I would think about it. I wanted to talk to you first." He wrapped her in a hug.

She gripped him, pressing herself against his lean body. "At least someone has." She felt his manhood stiffen against her hip. She moved a little, teasing it. "He actually said you could do me?"

"As often as I wanted."

"Oh really?" Heat flared in her and her juices began to flow. "And what's that? Once?"

He laughed. "More often than you could possibly know."

"That sounds very nasty. I suppose he wants to keep fucking Shannon?"

"He didn't say, but I got that impression."

She pressed her pussy up against his leg. "More than once, huh?"

"Even after this vacation."

She quivered, thinking about being with Tucker - thinking about him above her and her surrendering to his penis. "I might have to think about that."

He laughed again. "That's what I said."

~ ~ ~

Dinner was steaks. Tucker ate a wonderfully grilled rib-eye. "Grass-fed, right?"

"It's the only way," said Tammy. She was sitting next to him.

Shannon sat next to Roger. They kept sharing looks. After dinner, sitting over a glass of wine, Roger's hand disappeared under the table and moved. Shannon closed her eyes, her mouth open.

Fingering my wife, right at the table? Despite his surprise, his cock hardened, and he found himself comfortable with it. He had thought the anger at finding out would have deepened. But Roger was doing it in front of him. Shannon was still his wife and having her fingered seemed as easy as sipping wine. Maybe Roger was right. Maybe permission would clear all the wrongness away. "She likes it when you toy with her lips. Drives her nuts."

Roger grinned sheepishly and nodded.

Shannon's eyes snapped open and she blushed.

Tammy said, "Huh?"

He leaned over and whispered sort of loud. "He's fingering her."

Tammy jumped. "Oh. Oh." Then she laughed. "He just can't seem to get enough sex. I swear."

Shannon covered her eyes and laughed.

Tucker said to Tammy, "Want to see it?" He pointed down.

Tammy gaped. "Uh, well, er..."

"Maybe in the bedroom?"

"Um..."

"Tell you what, I'm going to go play with it." He got up and walked back into his room.

He heard Roger say, "Go watch him. It won't hurt to watch."

"I'm not sure about all this." Tammy's voice was hesitant.

"Watching isn't cheating."

Tucker heard her chair scrape back.

She said, "No, I guess it isn't." She sounded a little more confident.

He pulled off his pants and sat on the bed.

She stopped in the doorway and covered her mouth, her eyes large.

His own voice shaking, he said, "Don't be afraid."

She lowered her hand down to her neck, her mouth still opened as she stared.

He tried a smile. "Do you like it?"

She didn't answer.

Touching it, he started to move it to begin stroking. He saw her pull in her shoulders and flush a nice shade of pink. Not getting any negative signals from her, he kept going. He looked at her standing there, watching, and his penis hardened. It became fully erect.

From where he sat, he could see her trembling and her pulse beating hard in her neck.

Roger and Shannon hovered in the doorway. "Go on and touch it, he told Tammy."

She jumped a little and turned to him. She appeared to be trying to get her breath. Then her eyebrows drew down over those lovely gray eyes. "What is it that you expect me to do on your whim?" Tammy elbowed past them and left the room.

Tucker's shoulders slumped and his erection wilted.

~ ~ ~

Tammy paced in the upstairs bedroom. The nerve of Roger. Why does he do things without asking me? Why does he treat me like some object? Do I mean nothing? Does my opinion mean nothing?

She had wanted to watch. It had been exciting to see it up close and in the flesh – and especially with someone she loved.

Wait, I love him?

She paced some more. Surely this is all some tragedy complex where I'm latching onto the only person who pays attention to who I am. Who cares for my feelings and treats me like a real person.

She muttered to herself. "That's not a tragedy complex." Tucker wasn't treating her like a pity-case.

She shook her head. She would have been horrified, probably, if Roger had approached her and suggested she sleep with Tucker so he could sleep with Shannon. Am I that tradable? Like some sports star? Wear this uniform one year for the team but then switch to a different uniform and team?

She knew that wasn't the whole story. She still felt her love for Roger and she knew he still loved her. Would it have gone different if he hadn't cheated? If he had shown his love for her and consulted her about including Tucker and Shannon might her response have been positive? His exclusion soured the whole thing.

What am I going to do? Roger and Shannon are going to fuck all weekend. Am I supposed to watch?

Tucker appeared in her door. "Hey. I wanted to say I was sorry—"

She took three aggressive steps to him with what must have been a fierce look.

He recoiled slightly, not afraid, but unsure.

She reached up and pulled his face to hers and kissed him.

He mumbled something in surprise and then was kissing her back. Tingles ran down her entire body and her focus dwindled to only their lips and tongues. She felt him supporting her.

She started to come back to herself when she heard herself moaning with pleasure.

"That was a surprise," he said. He held her, stroking back her black hair.

"Did I just do that?" she said. She let out a small chuckle.

"Yes, you did. It was very nice." His mouth descended to her and they kissed again, feverish, exploring, discovering.

Lust and passion flared in her so suddenly that her body shook with the violence of an earthquake.

When the kiss broke, she was panting and dizzy. She felt his hardness through his pants. She felt disappointment that he had put them back on.

"Let's go back downstairs," he said. "Show them that we can be comfortable with each other."

"Okay."

Downstairs by the fireplace, Roger sat in his running shorts. He used to run all the time, but Tammy couldn't remember the last time. He was bare-chested, showing his chest hair dusted in the center with white.

Shannon was on his lap, her skirt up and pussy exposed. She tried to cover it when she saw them.

Tucker was holding Tammy's hand and led her to the couch. They sat together and Tammy let her legs open enough to show Roger her bare pussy. See if you can handle it.

"Okay up there?" Roger said.

Tucker said, "We kissed. It was nice."

Tammy saw Roger break into a big grin. "Did you have to twist her arm?"

She raised an eyebrow. "No. I kissed him."

Shannon giggled. "That's what I did to Roger a couple weeks ago. I got tired of waiting to be kissed."

"It was a surprise," Roger said.

"I thought he was going to tell me it was some great sin."

Tucker laughed low. "Thou shalt not toucheth the lips."

He and Shannon laughed together.

Roger frowned thoughtfully. "I am sure God did not intend to make kisses a sin."

Tammy said, "You can't just run around kissing everyone."

Tucker shook his head. "Nope; our culture wouldn't allow it."

Roger said, "You're right, Tucker. Even though we were commanded to greet each other with a friendly kiss, I just can't see it happening. Culture has made void the Word of God with its traditions."

Tammy said to Shannon, "I bet he was all stiff when you kissed him?"

Her friend blushed. "Well, yeah!"

She laughed. "No, I meant he went stiff, like he clammed up?"

Shannon covered her mouth with her hand. "Oh, that. Yes, he did. I thought Medusa had turned him to stone."

Roger looked helpless. "I wasn't expecting total intimacy."

Tammy shook her head. "Someone needs to teach him a lesson. Chain him up so that he isn't the one in control."

Tucker leaned away from her, looking at her. "I didn't know you were into that?"

"Me? Oh, no. I'm not. Just saying."

Roger pouted. "What's wrong with being in control?"

Shannon giggled. "Something is getting hard."

Tammy shook her head and said to Tucker, as if in apology, "I just don't know where he gets it."

"The healthy foods you feed him." He nudged her and pointed.

Shannon was kissing Roger, forcing her mouth down onto his.

Tammy shifted on the couch. Seeing what she dreaded wasn't dreadful at all. Her husband was being kissed by her friend and she didn't feel angry at all. In fact, she felt good for Shannon. She felt familiarity with her husband, knowing how he kissed, and feeling happy that Shannon got to experience it.

Roger's hand reached up Shannon's skirt and began moving.

Shannon parted her legs more and exposed her pussy being fingered to Tucker and Tammy.

Tucker said to her, "Do you mind if I play with it?" He was pointing at his growing bulge.

She felt her heart rate increase. "Go right ahead."

He stood and removed his pants. His erection stood hardening, pointing out. He sat back down and began playing with it while watching his wife get fingered.

Tammy was all eyes on his erection. This was just a foot and a half from her now, compared to the bedroom. She marveled as his hand stroked himself, the skin on the helmet tightening on the downstroke and swelling on the upstroke. Tammy panted in lust.

Roger and Shannon were moving around. He was removing his shorts.

Tucker gasped. "Oh my goodness."

Tammy said, "Yeah, he's rather large."

Shannon was gripping his erection, stroking it.

Tammy felt pride in seeing what she enjoyed about him being displayed and handled with care. Her friend was doing a good job. She realized then she didn't feel bad at all. She knew her husband and all his intimacies. She knew her friend. That they were together and sharing seemed natural and easy.

With me here. Not hidden away in secret. Even the thought of them being in secret bothered her. She dismissed the past before it ruined what she was seeing.

Roger and Shannon played with each other, slowly, taking their time.

"Sort of different from our prayer sessions," her husband said.

Shannon smiled sweetly at him. "This is nice."

Tucker was panting, eyes half lidded and watching them. His hand moved strongly up and down his beautiful shaft.

Tammy couldn't help herself. She pulled up her skirt and began caressing her folds. It felt so good. She fingered herself and watched Tucker.

Roger got to his knees and started pulling on Shannon. He pulled her around and pushed, getting her onto her hands and knees. Getting behind her, he inserted his fingers back into her pussy.

Tucker whispered. "Oh yeah."

Tammy knew Roger was getting ready to fuck. She felt it with the pride of knowledge – of knowing what was coming. She couldn't help herself; she reached over and touched Tucker's penis. It was smooth and hot to the touch.

He jumped and then took his hand away, offering his shaft to her.

She gripped it lightly, relishing the feel of this man's cock in her hand. She trembled so hard her breathing was ragged. She stroked him up and down and almost passed out from the dizziness of her lust.

Tucker was watching Roger.

Tammy saw him place the huge head of his penis against her friend's hole. It looked good. She felt happy for her that she was about to feel his cock in her. She felt happy for Roger that he liked her friend enough to share his intimacy with her. She stroked Tucker's shaft while Roger worked his head into Shannon's pussy.

Tucker breathed. "Oh yes. This is beautiful."

Tammy was surprised to hear something so similar from him. "You like this?" She pointed with her other hand to Roger and Shannon.

"Oh yes, better than I imagined."

Roger pushed forward, sinking his shaft into Shannon's little body.

Tucker moaned, his hips coming up off the couch.

Tammy stroked it sensuously. "You like seeing it?"

He was panting.

Roger pulled out and shoved back in. Shannon lowered her head to the rug and opened her mouth in a wordless moan. His penis began gliding in and out of her, deeper and deeper.

Tucker moaned. "Yeah, fuck her."

Tammy stroked him to the timing of Roger's thrusts. She could feel his cock twitching and swelling in her hand. This is very exciting.

Tucker took her hand away and panted in relief. "Too close. Too hot."

"Okay," she said. "Let me know when I can touch it again."

Shannon was moaning out with each thrust, her eyes shut and her fist bunched in the rug. Roger rammed her from behind, his huge cock slapping all the way home and his balls expanding each time he did.

Tucker pulled her hand over and placed it on his shaft. He was leaking from the helmet, making his entire shaft slick with his pre-cum.

She stroked it all around and went back to sliding her hand in time with Roger's pounding thrusts. Tammy wasn't sure how Shannon would take Roger's aggressiveness, but she could see that her friend enjoyed it and that made her feel good.

Tucker's body was squirming, thrusting his hips in time with Roger's thrusting. "She took it all. Amazing."

He sure is having a good time watching his wife get fucked. Tammy sped up when Roger did.

Shannon made wordless high-pitched grunts of pleasure.

Tammy smiled, feeling better now having seen it, though still not sure about Roger's plan. She looks so sweet down there taking all of my husband's cock.

Roger grunted and then began slamming his erection into Shannon.

My man is about to cum in my friend's pussy. Tammy sped her stroking.

Tucker's eyes were wide open, glued to the union of his wife and Roger.

Pulling on Shannon's hips, Roger cried out. His hips pushed roughly forward. His balls expanded and then began convulsing. He was shooting his cum deep into Shannon.

Tucker lost it.

Tammy maintained a grip when she felt his cock swell dangerously in her hand. Then he was shooting his sperm into the air. She stroked, milking it as it shot. Wow, this is so much fun.

Tucker collapsed and then looked over at her. He appeared to have trouble focusing. "That was mind-blowing."

She gave him a smile.

Moving suddenly, he pushed her away and down. He pulled on her legs and spread them.

I don't think I'm ready to fuck—

Tucker wasn't going to fuck her. His head came down and his mouth latched onto her pussy. His tongue came out and currents of electricity ran throughout her body. It felt as if her fingernails were tingling. What is this? Roger never did this.

She felt him insert fingers into her sensitive folds and toy at her hole. Oh my gosh. Don't stop. She squirmed her hips, unable to control the sensations driving her to squirm.

His tongue swirled and petted. It rubbed up over her clit and down, then circling it, raising a tension she knew meant a very large orgasm. His fingers began moving in and out, like a cock. The tongue on her clit sent her spinning lightly, but faster. The tension built, mounting higher, like a rollercoaster. The same dread and excitement filled her as she reached the tipping point.

The cock-like fingers fucking her, the tongue on her clit. She shook violently and was suddenly falling over, accelerating, fast and fast, waves of pain sending waves of pleasure through her. She realized she was almost screaming.

Then she was floating, little aftershocks surprising her with another taste of the memory of that pleasure.

"Look at that smile," Roger said.

Tucker chuckled.

Shannon said, "Wow, you did good on her, hun."

Tammy drifted, eyes closed, not wanting the serenity she felt at the moment to end.




CHAPTER 9

Tucker came out of the shower and dressed in shorts and t-shirt. Shannon had already showered and she was gone.

He bundled up his clothes and took them to the laundry room. Tammy was in there.

"Good morning," he said.

She looked at him and blushed.

Worried, he said, "What's the matter?"

She laughed a small laugh and shook her head. "You can read me better than Roger."

He folded his arms and leaned against the washer.

She raised her hands, palm up, moving them almost as if juggling. "I'm embarrassed about last night."

"Oh? Why?"

"Well, I lost control."

He frowned. "Lost control? Is that what you call it?"

"Well, yeah."

"I call it beautiful. Do you not normally have orgasms like that?"

"Well, no."

He shook his head. "You deserve to."

She gave a small, fleeting smile to that. "I don't know about all this."

"I don't blame you. What's on your mind?"

They walked out and sat down to coffee.

She twisted her cup around in circles. "I don't know. They're out hiking around, probably fucking."

He sighed. "Probably."

"It was fun and all, but I just don't feel like it set things right. I don't know that I could do that all the time."

"Me, either, really."

"You? It sure looked like you enjoyed it."

"Sure, but there's two of us on this side involved. I look at Shannon and I see her happy with him. When she's not with him, her mind isn't all there."

"Are you saying she's blonde and brainless?"

He laughed. "No, not like that. Shannon's pretty smart. For a blonde."

She grinned and took a sip.

"I meant that I don't think she is looking at this like Roger wanted her to. He wanted there to be a mutual permission to trade whenever. I think his cock captured her pussy and her heart."

She shook her head slowly. "I can't tell with Roger, but he sure seems to get off when I talk about her."

"I just don't think your husband's plan will work."

"You, too, huh?"

"Last night was nice. I loved it. I will treasure it forever. But I don't think he can erase the fact he cheated with my wife and permission is going to make it all okay. I think things have gone well beyond that point."

She looked at him sideways. "Like it might have worked four months ago?"

"Maybe. Maybe before the second time happened. We should have all explored this together, supporting each other."

She nodded. "That's what I'm feeling. I didn't know what you felt, though."

"Nothing else is bugging you?"

She blushed. "Just my wild performance last night. How embarrassing."

He reached across and touched her hand. "It was beautiful. I don't know where all this is going, but if I get to have you in whatever trade he thinks will work, then I'll make you feel that way every time."

She laughed, shuddering.

~ ~ ~

Tammy sat out on the porch in the pine air with Tucker. They sipped screwdrivers together. They had talked, hashing over what Roger had started. As the sun began its descent later in the afternoon, Roger came up the trial, leading Shannon by the hand.

"Have fun out there?" she said.

Roger tilted his head and then shook it. "Not what you think, no. Hiked all over the place. Talked."

Tammy nodded. Was he seeing what she and Tucker saw? That things weren't exactly fitting into his plans? What had Shannon said?

"Dinner?" Roger said.

She rose. "I'll get it started."

"I'll give you a hand," said Tucker.

"You don't have to."

His eyes looked into hers. "What if I want to?"

Laughing, she said, "Okay."

Both upstairs and downstairs showers ran at the same time.

"I sort of figured they would shower together," Tucker said.

She shook her head. "He doesn't like that."

Dinner was chicken breasts in a garlic-butter sauce.

Roger sat with Shannon again and Tucker with Tammy.

"Woo, I think I'm feeling dizzy," Tammy said.

Tucker nodded. "We had, what? Seven screwdrivers?"

She nudged him with her shoulder. "Feeling fine."

They cleaned up.

Roger sat with Shannon on his lap in the big easy chair.

Tucker beckoned her as she started to sit. "Don't want to sit on my lap?"

She blushed and let herself be pulled onto his lap. She relished the feel of his arms around her, holding her.

Roger said, "Let me get out of these shorts."

They stood and Roger shed his shorts. His penis was hardening. He pulled Shannon back down onto his lap. Her short skirt rose up, exposing her naked pussy.

They kissed.

Tammy smiled at the scene, but still felt it just wasn't what Roger wanted. Tucker pulled her head towards his and they kissed, too.

After a moment, Roger said, "Open a little. There you go."

She looked over. Roger had rearranged his erection so it was straight up between Shannon's thighs.

Tucker poked her. "Let me get my shorts off."

She sat back down on his naked lap, parting her thighs so he could allow his erection to stand up. She immediately reached for it. Like a kid to candy.

Roger was moving Shannon around and finally had her sitting on him, facing out. His cock stood up, nestled against the folds of her pussy.

Tammy stroked Tucker's shaft and felt it nice and hard in her hands. She had a grin on her face – probably from the eighth screwdriver she had drank at dinner. She shared a look with Shannon and then positioned herself as Shannon was.

Tucker moaned as the topside of his cock rubbed along Tammy's slit.

She definitely felt good about how she was sitting. She humped her hips a little, rubbing his shaft with her pussy.

He chuckled beneath her.

Roger's head began teasing Shannon's hole.

Tammy shifted her hips and pressed Tucker's cock against her own hole, teasing herself, rubbing up and down and pleasuring both of them.

Her husband scooted down, angling his erection more at her friend's hole. The head began pressing into Shannon's pussy lips.

Tammy humped Tucker's shaft faster, watching the nastiness just ten feet away.

Shannon was looking at her, her eyes half closed, her body tense and moving. The head of Roger's cock popped into her hole and Shannon moaned.

Tammy started to mimic what was going on, but instead stopped.

Roger's cock was disappearing up into Shannon's pussy.

Tammy watched, looking back and forth between her husband's cock and Shannon's glazed eyes locked on her own. It wasn't that it looked wrong. It looked very sexy. The problem was, it looked right.

She felt Tucker trying to push his cock into her. She got up, suddenly, and ran from the room.

~ ~ ~

Tucker got up and followed her when he saw she wasn't just going for another drink. He didn't want her to feel embarrassed.

She was sitting on the bed upstairs.

He sat down next to her and pulled her close. "What happened?"

She was crying, but not very hard. "I don't know. I just feel like it's all wrong. I think."

"What do you mean?"

She wiped at her eyes. "Maybe not wrong like bad or sin but wrong like it should be different."

He didn't grasp that. "Huh?"

"When I looked at Shannon, it felt right."

He furrowed his brow in thought. "Then you think Roger's plan is working?"

She shook her head. "No. It's something else. Something is just all wrong." She collapsed back onto the bed like a teenager grounded in her room.

He scooted back and put his arm over her stomach. "Hey, no one said it was Roger's plan or nothing."

She rolled her eyes to him. "I thought that's why we were here; for everyone to get used to them fucking."

"Do you want to share Roger with Shannon?"

"Yesterday I thought so. I didn't feel bad or angry or jealous."

"So you liked it?"

"I didn't dislike it. It just seemed natural."

"And you feel different now?"

"No, that's the thing. I could probably get used to seeing it. But..."

"But?"

"But it's all wrong."

He laid on his back beside her and looked up at the ceiling.

She rolled and hugged him. "I don't know how to describe it. I feel like I'm in the way."

He turned his head to her. "You're never in my way."

She kissed him, fast, and then kissed him again.

He felt his shaft rising again. This woman drives me nuts.

She moaned and lifted herself to half lay on him to kiss him easier.

His cock rubbed against her hip. Those wonderful hips.

Reaching down, she touched his shaft.

Her hand feels so good.

She climbed over him and straddled him, looking down as she gripped his shaft in both hands.

He smiled happily, his cock pulsing and erect.

Then she let go. She got off the bed and removed her blouse and panties.

He felt relieved she wasn't leaving.

She climbed back on and moved up to stroke his cock up against her pussy. "I don't think I am ready to surrender, yet."

"Hmm?" He wasn't sure what she meant.

She lifted and began toying the head of his cock at her hole. Back and forth she moved his penis through her pussy lips.

He almost came off the bed in shock. She lowered herself down and his cock speared into her very hot and very wet pussy. In less than four seconds, his shaft was engulfed by the most heavenly velvet wetness he had ever felt. He groaned out in surprise and pleasure.

Above him - her beautiful face framed with her jet-black hair - she smiled. Her gray eyes melted into his soul as she rose up and moved back down slowly.

He chuckled, tickled, but also gasping for breath.

"What?" she said.

"I never imagined the pastor's wife would feel so fantastic."

She gave him an eye twinkle but said nothing.

His body shook. He wanted to flip her over and give her what she so desperately needed. What he so desperately wanted.

Her boobs were small and close to her body. He reached up and circled his fingers around the nipples. They were gorgeous. The wide flare of her hips rose up and down and he closed his eyes in ecstasy.

~ ~ ~

Roger heard the moans. He pulled off Shannon and put a finger to his lips.

Together they climbed the stairs. Together they looked in the doorway.

Roger felt a sick stomach then, but also an elation. He saw his wife's sexy ass riding up and down, taking Tucker's cock into her pussy as sensuously as he had ever seen her make love. That his wife was doing it with another man made him jealous.

Shannon's mouth was open, watching. She gripped his arm.

His eyes were glued to his wife's pussy lips spread open by Tucker's cock. She rode him all the way up and all the way down, slow, and thorough.

Not sure what he was feeling, he pulled back and they went back downstairs. He had gotten what he wanted, hadn't he? Why didn't everything feel better? Didn't this make it okay to fuck Tucker's wife whenever he wanted?

~ ~ ~

Tammy's pussy was aflame with sensation. Wet and hot with lust, she stroked his cock with her pussy. Vibrations of pleasure tingled through her body at the feel of his shaft rubbing her insides in and out. His hardness was up in her, straining, filling and driving her lust higher.

"I think," she said.

His eyes locked on hers. "What?"

"I think I am ready to surrender." She pulled off and laid down. "Fuck me, Tucker. Take me. Do me. I want to feel you ramming me."

His grin made her smile. But her smile vanished in anticipation as he crawled over her and slid his wonderful cock back into her pussy. The sensation was delicious. Filling her, he paused and laid on her.

She briefly wondered about Roger. Did her husband know she was being fucked? That she was enjoying it? That she was going to want more? Hunger for more? More Tucker?

Her thoughts fled as he laid on her and kissed her, his shaft probing slowly, deeply.

She moaned in pleasure.

He leaned up a little and began driving his shaft into her pussy harder.

She moaned louder, floating away with the bliss of a good, hard fucking.

~ ~ ~

Roger heard the moaning. It went on for a long time before it stopped. He paced a little. He had cum in Shannon and she had gone to lie down in the guest bedroom.

When he thought they should be coming down, all smiles and approving of his plan, the moaning started again.

He paced more.

Later, he realized that Tucker must be one of those that could go all night.

He crawled into bed next to Shannon and tried to sleep. Above him, the bed creaked rhythmically with only occasional pauses.

Will her pussy ever recover? I don't want Tucker ruining my wife.

He fell asleep only to be awakened later by some very desperate and strenuous moaning. The bed creaked louder above him.

This wasn't what he had hoped for.




CHAPTER 10

Tammy awoke – sore, used, and happy. Her pussy still vibrated from the intense fucking she had received just a few hours before.

She groaned.

Tucker stirred next to her.

"Ahh," she said. She felt a tired smile light her face.

"Hmm?" he said.

"I thought it might all have been a dream and I was going to awaken to disappointment."

"What do you mean?"

"You're here with me. You made love to me for how many hours? I don't think I can move."

"Are you okay?" He looked worried.

She laughed. "Don't ever change."

"So you're okay with last night? You seemed distraught over this whole thing."

"I'm very okay with what we did." But what about Roger? She went quiet.

"What's wrong?"

She frowned. "I don't know. This all just still doesn't seem right. As if it won't work."

"Who said we had to abide by Roger's plan?"

What, and have our own affair behind his back like he did to us? Cheat? Steal moments? Quietly accept Roger was going to fuck Shannon no matter what any agreement? "I don't see a viable—"

"You're too used to seeing things from Roger's standpoint." He had a grin on his face.

She huffed. "I'm my own person."

"Don’t get offended. I mean that you follow him, trying to clean up his messes, and because you are constantly fighting him, the terms of your relationship are always on grounds of his making."

"My pussy is aching. Could you make that clearer?"

He laughed and fell back on the bed.

"Don't be a jerk." She said it fondly.

He leaned back up. "It's time to think outside the box."

She shook her head, confused. Roger wanted to fuck Shannon, and he was going to no matter what. If he could get permission, it would erase the stain and guilt. With or without permission, he was going to keep fucking Tucker's wife. What other option was there? "I don't see—"

"Trust me. Let's get cleaned up and call a meeting."

"What's on your mind?" She didn't like being in the dark.

"You'll see."

She picked up the pillow and beat him with it.

~ ~ ~

Roger finally heard them stirring upstairs. He had served himself and Shannon breakfast and they sat wondering when the two were going to come down.

He heard them talking and laughing. Then he heard some commotion. "What's taking them so long?"

Then they looked at each other as the bed began creaking and the moaning began floating down again. Out here in the living room, the sounds were sharper. They could hear Tucker's hips slapping against Tammy's.

~ ~ ~

Once again, Tammy's pussy welcomed the onslaught of Tucker's insatiable libido. Whereas her husband liked sex every day, he could never go for more than one squirt without needing a few hours rest.

Her world was like a spinning disco ball, twirling, sending flashes of pleasure along her limbs and making her moan uncontrollably.

His body moved sinuously above her, his eyes drilling down into hers when she could focus. In and out, his cock worked its magic. In and out, her emotions rode the E-ticket ride of wonder.

She shook her head, her body tensing. She shook it harder.

Above her, Tucker nodded, laughing.

She gasped trying to find breath, trying to fight off the enormous monster that was coiling within her. Oh no, oh no, oh no, this is going to hurt... No!

The orgasm tore a scream from her that curled her toes, dug her fingernails into Tucker's back, and echoed throughout the cabin. Her hips bucked furiously back up against him, forcing the waves of the orgasm to crash hard and fast.

~ ~ ~

Roger's eyes widened at the orgasmic scream. He dropped his forehead into his palm.

It was a half hour before they both came down.

He noticed Tammy walking funny and Tucker had a very satisfied look on his face.

What have I done?

Shannon chirped like a happy bird. "Wow, you guys really went at it."

Roger placed both hands together, fingers steepled, and said, "I'm not sure—"

Tucker interrupted him. "I think Tammy and I are going to write a new plan."

"What?"

"Neither of us are comfortable with this trade thing."

"You sure sounded like—"

"I'm going to propose something different."

He frowned at Tucker. "Look, my way is the only way that rectifies—"

Tucker waved his had sideways. "Listen, pastor. You don't have all the answers. If you did, this whole thing might have been avoided."

"I know that, that's why I thought—"

Tucker interrupted him again. "Tammy doesn't like your plan."

Roger shrugged. "She doesn't have to, as long as we can all agree—"

"You don't understand. She's not going to agree to something just because you want her to."

Roger folded his arms. "She's my wife. She knows I make sense."

Tammy spoke. "You're right; you do make sense. But Tucker is right also. I won't agree to this trade thing just so you can fuck Shannon without guilt."

"And what do you propose?"

"I don't know." She pointed at Tucker. "He said he had a different plan."

He turned back to Tucker. "Well then? I'm reasonable. Let's discuss your plan. I can't imagine it being better than mine, but if it is, let's hear it, vote on it, and implement it."

Tucker raised his eyebrows. "Are you sure you're willing to—"

He interrupted him. "Of course I am. Sure, I drive ahead in life. Sure, I try to think of the best ways to do things. Sure, I lead the congregation. But I'm not pig-headed."

He was pleased to see Tammy nod.

He said, "I'll listen to any plan. If it's better, let's do it." He stepped forward and offered his hand. He wanted there to be peace. He wanted there to be friendship. He wanted there to be love.

Tucker looked at his hand.

Is he going to shake it? I want peace.

Tucker took his hand and shook it firmly.

"Good then. Let me pour up some screwdrivers since you fucked my wife past noon, and we'll chat about it on the porch."

Tucker gave an approving nod.

~ ~ ~

Tammy sat in the rocking chair next to Tucker.

She didn't know what anyone was thinking and she felt left out.

Her husband came out clutching four glasses together. They were tall and had an orange slice in each one. Passing them out, he sat next to Shannon.

Tammy said, "I really want to hear this new plan."

"Me, too," Shannon said.

They shared a look and nodded once to each other, firmly.

Roger leaned back. "You have the floor, Tucker."

The man who had so thoroughly fucked her silly leaned forward in his chair. "Let's scrap this whole idea of permission."

Roger sipped his drink. He said nothing, but squinted thoughtfully at Tucker.

"We all know you're going to keep fucking my wife, no matter what happens here."

Roger said nothing.

Tammy knew in the religious sense that silence was the absence of negation. Silence was in effect a "yes" answer.

"But permission isn't something you're going to get. Not only do I not feel exactly right about all this, but neither does Tammy."

She said, "I don't."

Shannon fidgeted in her rocking chair.

Tucker continued. "Not to lay guilt and dwell in it, but very simply you failed to communicate and it has soured the whole thing. We might have all agreed if this was brought up before things went beyond the first failure."

Roger waved his glass. "Come on, we can overlook and forgive—"

Tucker scowled. "God forgives. I am not God. You're blameless before God, but not before me or Tammy."

Tammy nodded.

"So where does that leave us?" Roger scowled back. He didn't mind being questioned, but he didn't like being challenged.

Tucker leaned back, nonchalantly and swirled his drink. "Divorce."

There was a mixture of voices calling out, "What?"

Tammy shook her head. "That's far too destructive."

Shannon was wide-eyed. "I didn’t want it to come to this."

Roger was frowning, shaking his head.

Tucker smiled. "I wasn't done."

Roger threw up a hand. "What, we should all then commit suicide as a salve to—"

"No," said Tucker. "This is an expansion of your idea, Roger."

"What? How? I only ever wanted us to have each other's permission—"

Tucker leaned over and took Tammy's hand. "Even your own wife knew this was a bad deal." He kept holding her hand.

"How is this an expansion of my permission idea?" Roger frowned, leaning forward.

Tucker looked from Tammy to him. "By taking it all the way. No half-options or bandages to a worsening situation."

Tammy looked at him, wondering what he was getting at. Quadruple murder-suicide? He sounds so final.

Tucker gave a sly smile. "I propose we make the trade permanently. You want this right, pastor? Take Shannon. Take her as your wife. I will take Tammy as mine. That is, if she will have me." He squeezed her hand.

He wants me? Tammy's eyes welled with tears.

Shannon's eyes widened, but didn't look desperately to her husband – she looked hopefully at Roger.

Roger blinked, but remained silent. He looked at Tucker, gauging and weighing. Then he looked at Shannon. Their gazes locked. Then he looked at Tammy.

I'm always last, aren't I?

Tucker said nothing. He sat back and sipped his screwdriver while still squeezing her hand.

Time stretched. Roger tilted his head, thinking. Then he closed his eyes, obviously praying.

Shannon looked desperate.

Tucker looked Tammy in the eyes and winked.

Where had he gotten this ability to negotiate? One of his EZ Guide series?

Tammy's skin felt clammy.

Roger finally broke the silence. "Divorce is a very ugly thing."

Tucker nodded. "But nothing to be afraid of if approached properly."

Roger gave a short pursing of lips. "What are you thinking?"

"I wrote a book about handling contracts and court documents. I can draw up simple divorce terms for both of us. Clean. There's no kids, so no hassle. No claims against property or assets. Each wife leaves with nothing but gets everything the new husband has to share. A simple swap. A better trade. No animosity."

Shannon swelled, hope all over her face.

Tammy felt sympathy for her, that she had hope in getting something she wanted. But what about me? Do I want Tucker? She thought back on their experiences together. She recalled his compassion, his care, his considerate worry over how she felt. She had only hints of that with Roger. She knew then that she wanted Tucker as much as he wanted her.

Roger was silent for a long time, his gaze traveling amongst the gathered faces.

Tucker squeezed her hand again. She squeezed back.

Roger stood. He downed the last of his screwdriver and looked at Tucker. "That sounds like the most ridiculous plan I have ever heard." Then he extended his hand. "And I think it is a much better plan than mine."

Tucker looked at the hand and frowned. "There's one condition yet—"

Roger blinked. "What could possibly—"

Tucker said, "Tammy has yet to accept my proposal." He turned to her. "Will you, really? Will you agree and be mine? Will I be yours?"

Tammy's eyes flowed tears she wished hadn't spontaneously arrived. Darn them. "Yes. Yes."

He released her hand immediately. He stood and grasped Roger's hand. They shook. "Well done, pastor. Your plan was forged into something better on the anvil of love."

Roger kept his hand and took him in a hug. "I will pray for the four of us, that we find peace and love and happiness."

Breaking the embrace, Tucker turned to her and held out his hand.

She took it and was pulled up into the embrace of her future husband, lover, and friend.




EPILOGUE

Tammy kept her job at the church – two days a week. Roger realized how valuable she was at her position and would not hear of her quitting.

The divorce went as painlessly as Tucker had described. With no lawyers to wrangle and create resentment, the separation was amicable.

They remained members of the Faithway Christian Church. On Wednesdays and Sundays, Tucker and Tammy could be seen sitting in the front row, often holding hands, and very obviously happily in love.

Her life with Tucker was just beginning. With their frugality, money was never a problem, and the bank account began growing faster than she thought possible.

There were a few raised eyebrows and shrugs at the church over the swap, but that was it. In a different church, members might have had a lot more to say.

She took on a part-time job again at the department store and worked sometimes alongside Shannon. It was there and then, after so many years, that they crossed the line of friendship and became best friends.
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