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Chapter One – Sunday School




 


“But, Mom, I don't want to go to Sunday
school,” Wayne Argyle argued, pulling his suit coat on over his
stiffly starched shirt. “I'm eighteen and I should be able to make
my own decisions about whether I want to go to church or
not...”

“As long as you're living in this house,”
Martha defiantly declared, “you'll abide by the rules of the house.
And one of those rules is that everyone goes to church, whenever
the church doors are open. Period. End of case.”

“Crap,” he cursed. “Some rule.”

“And watch your mouth,” she told him, “or
I'll ground you for a week. Now come on or we'll be late.”

Moping his way out to the car so that
everyone would know just how put upon he felt about the whole
thing, Wayne crawled in the back seat of his father's car and
slammed the door shut behind him.

“Get over it,” Wayne’s father, Elmer grunted
from the front seat as he started the car. “It’ll be over in a
couple of hours.”

“You’re a big help,” Martha fussed.

Wayne could tell that his father wanted to
say something…but he didn’t.

The ride to church was quiet and uneventful,
as it was every Sunday morning after he vented his frustration at
having to attend. A few minutes later, Elmer turned the car into
the church parking lot. After parking, Elmer and Martha got out and
headed for the main auditorium, leaving Wayne to make his way over
to the classroom where the eighteen through twenty-five year olds
met. The teacher, Mrs. Wiggins had to be at least a hundred years
old, he fussed. And that should give you some thought as to the
subject matter she taught.

He was already beginning to sweat in the
humid summer head as he stepped inside the air-conditioned building
and saw Nadine Dawkins, the preacher's wife standing outside the
door to his classroom greeting everyone. What was going on, he
wondered? Where was Mrs. Wiggins? Well, she was so old, maybe she'd
croaked, he crassly thought.

“Why, hello, Wayne,” Mrs. Dawkins fawned as
he stepped up to the door.

“Uh, where's Mrs. Wiggins?” he lamely
asked.

“Mrs. Wiggins is ill, so I'm filling in for
her today.”

“Uh, okay,” he said, stepping around her and
starting to head for his seat. Nadine Dawkins was in her early
fifties and Wayne thought she was kind of hot for a
fifty-something. But she was a preacher's wife which kind of
detracted a little from her hotness.

“Oh, Wayne, I was wondering,” she softly
said, in a voice so quiet only he could hear, “if you could help me
out with something over in the parsonage after class?” she asked,
reaching out to familiarly touch him on the arm as she spoke.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” he said, wondering
what she wanted him to do.

“Oh, good. Thank you. After class is over, go
on over and let yourself in while I tell your parents what's going
on...” she smiled at him. “Oh, Dear, I did it…” Wayne heard her
mumble.

“Uh, everyone take your places, please…and
we'll start…” she said, giving him a knowing smile, batting her
soft, warm brown eyes at him as she stepped around behind the
lectern and slid onto the stool there.

What was that all about? I did it? Did what?
Now his curiosity was up…

Maybe she wanted him to give her a little
action, he lewdly fantasized. Like he said, he thought she was a
kind of hot for fifty-something, but still, she was Reverend
Dawkins's wife, he thought to himself, looking back at her as he
made his way to his seat on the first row over by the wall. While
she was no raving beauty, by any stretch of the imagination, there
was just something. She definitely had an air about her. A
preacher's wife, sexy, he asked himself? How can that be? She is
probably as cold as a fish in bed, what being married to a preacher
and all.

Then, as if she was reading his mind, she
turned toward him, gave him a warm smile and brushed her fingers
across her breasts. What was that all about? If she wasn't Reverend
Dawkins's wife, he would swear that she was coming onto him. And
the way her breasts were softly bobbling under her sweater, it
looked like she wasn't wearing a bra. Naw, he told himself, she
wouldn't do that. Not in front of the whole congregation. That sort
of stuff was frowned on by the congregation.

Then as Wayne watched on with a new-found
curiosity, he saw her flip open her Bible.

“Well, class, I don't know what Mrs. Wiggins
had planned for you today, but I've chosen something on my own. I
hope you'll find it educational,” she smiled, looking out over the
class. Then she cleared her throat and began to read. As she read,
Wayne's attention was drawn down to her legs. At first she had been
seated with her legs under the lectern, her spiked heels hooked on
the footrest. She had nice legs for a fifty-something, Wayne told
himself, watching as she had turned toward him ever so slightly. He
knew he was the only one in the class who could see her legs
because the lectern hid them from everyone else.

“Then I passed by and saw you kicking about
in your blood, and as you lay there in your blood I said to you,
Live!” She said, looking out over the class and smiling. “I made
you grow like a plant of the field. You grew up and developed and
became the most beautiful of jewels. Your breasts were formed and
your hair grew, you who were naked and bare. Later I passed by, and
when I looked at you, I saw that you were old enough for love, I
spread the corner of my garment over you and covered your
nakedness. I gave you my solemn oath and entered into a covenant
with you, declares the Sovereign LORD, and you became mine.”

Odd passage to be teaching to a bunch of
horny eighteen to twenty-five year olds, Wayne initially thought.
But the more he thought about it, he realized that it was a perfect
way to get the attention of a bunch of horny eighteen to
twenty-five year olds.

“I bathed you with water and washed the blood
from you and put ointments on you. I clothed you with an
embroidered dress and put leather sandals on you. I dressed you in
fine linen and covered you with costly garments. I adorned you with
jewelry,” she read on. “I put bracelets on your arms and a necklace
around your neck, and I put a ring on your nose, earrings on your
ears and a beautiful crown on your head. So you were adorned with
gold and silver. Your clothes were of fine linen and costly fabric
and embroidered cloth. Your food was fine flour, honey and olive
oil. You became very beautiful and rose to be a queen. And your
fame spread among the nations on account of your beauty, because
the splendor I had given you made your beauty perfect, declares the
Sovereign LORD. But you trusted in your beauty and used your fame
to become a prostitute. You lavished your favors on anyone who
passed by and your beauty became his. You took some of your
garments to make gaudy high places, where you carried on your
prostitution. Such things should not happen, nor should they ever
occur. You also took the fine jewelry I gave you, the jewelry made
of my gold and silver, and you made for yourself male idols and
engaged in prostitution with them.”

The classroom was deathly quiet except for
her voice as all eyes were riveted on her. Wayne wondered where she
was going with all this. She continued to read, but unknown to the
rest of the class, she turned on the stool, her legs ever so slowly
swinging toward Wayne.

“And you took your embroidered clothes to put
on them, and you offered my oil and incense before them. Also the
food I provided for you—the fine flour, olive oil and honey I gave
you to eat—you offered as fragrant incense before them. That is
what happened, declares the Sovereign LORD.”

As Wayne watched on, curiously Nadine's legs
began to part ever so slightly. Trying not to be obvious, he
sneakily watched out of the corner of his eyes as gap between her
legs slowly widened. He was trying to peer up her dress, through
the darkness to see what kind of panties a preacher's wife would
wear. Plain? Or sexy, he wondered? Glancing up at her face, he saw
that she seemed completely oblivious to what she was doing...or she
was doing it on purpose. He was the only one who could see. Was it
a show for his eyes only?

“And you took your sons and daughters whom
you bore to me and sacrificed them as food to the idols. Was your
prostitution not enough? You slaughtered my children and sacrificed
them to the idols. In all your detestable practices and your
prostitution you did not remember the days of your youth, when you
were naked and bare, kicking about in your blood,” she read on.

Then she paused to look out over the class,
ending with Wayne and a smile. Then as she turned back to her
Bible, the gap between her legs grew even wider.

“Woe! Woe to you, declares the Sovereign
LORD. In addition to all your other wickedness, you built a mound
for yourself and made a lofty shrine in every public square. At the
head of every street you built your lofty shrines and degraded your
beauty, offering your body with increasing promiscuity to anyone
who passed by. You engaged in prostitution with the Egyptians, your
lustful neighbors, and provoked me to anger with your increasing
promiscuity. So I stretched out my hand against you and reduced
your territory. I gave you over to the greed of your enemies, the
daughters of the Philistines, who were shocked by your lewd
conduct. You engaged in prostitution with the Assyrians too,
because you were insatiable; and even after that, you still were
not satisfied. Then you increased your promiscuity to include
Babylon, a land of merchants, but even with this you were not
satisfied.”

Then Nadine shifted, swinging her legs to the
side, spreading them so that there was no doubt in what she was
doing. Now Wayne could see up under her dress all the way to where
her panties should have been. Except there weren't any! She wasn't
wearing any freaking panties! She wasn't wearing any frigging
panties, he giddily thought. Instead, all he saw was a darkened
patch of curly pubic hair. And she knew that he could see up under
her dress as she raised her foot to a higher rung, exposing herself
even more to his gawking eyes. Wayne was flabbergasted. He couldn't
believe what he was seeing. Mrs. Dawkins, the preacher's wife was
exposing herself to him and she wasn't wearing any fucking panties.
There was a sudden and immediate stirring down inside his pants as
he checked again to make sure of what he was seeing.

“How weak-willed you are, declares the
Sovereign LORD, when you do all these things, acting like a brazen
prostitute! When you built your mounds at the head of every street
and made your lofty shrines in every public square, you were unlike
a prostitute, because you scorned payment.” She said, looking back
over at him and running her hand down her thigh. “You adulterous
wife! You prefer strangers to your own husband! Every prostitute
receives a fee, but you give gifts to all your lovers, bribing them
to come to you from everywhere for your illicit favors. So in your
prostitution you are the opposite of others; no one runs after you
for your favors. You are the very opposite, for you give payment
and run after them.”

Wayne felt sweat breaking out on his forehead
as his cock slowly uncoiled down inside his pants. Then Nadine
finally eased her legs back together, flipped her Bible shut and
stepped down off her stool.

“So, class, can anyone interpret what the
Lord was saying in this scripture?” she asked, walking out from
behind the lectern.

Now Wayne had a full-fledged boner. The
sexual undertone of her reading and the little display she had just
put on for him had been fairly obvious. Did she want him? Did she
want him to go to bed with her? Was that why she had invited him to
visit the parsonage after the class. He hopefully thought so…but
she was still the preacher's wife. Would she actually do anything
so wild? So risky?

Wouldn't that be the cat's meow? Fucking the
preacher's wife while the preacher was giving a sermon over in the
church?

Wayne couldn't wait for the class to end now
and see what she really had in mind, but she went on and on as he
secretly studied her body. She was a big woman. On most women, her
tits would have seemed big, but on her frame, they appeared to be
appropriately sized. Well, big, but still not huge. Maybe he'd get
to see them up close and personal before the day was over, he
fantasized.

Finally, the class ended and everyone started
filing out, but Wayne held back until only he and Nadine
remained.

“Here…here's the key. Go on over to the
parsonage and let yourself in…” she told him with a nervous glance
at the door as she shoved the key into his hand. “I'll be over in a
few minutes,” she said, turning and stepping by him.

But as she brushed by him, he felt her hand
brush across the front of his pants and his hidden boner. Was that
on purpose, he wondered? Standing, watching her as she threaded her
way down the aisle between the chairs, Wayne thought she was
swinging her hips just a little bit more than necessary. Was that
for him?

Was she really going to hit on him? The
preacher's wife? And right under the preacher's fucking nose?
Walking over to the parsonage, Wayne let himself in just as she had
told him to do. As he stepped inside, he looked around, wondering
what the inside of a preacher's house looked like. As he did, he
saw that there was a small wet bar over in the corner. It was a
little odd, he thought. Guess the preacher isn't too much of a
teetotaler, he laughed to himself, hurriedly stepping over to the
bar. Taking a glass, he poured himself about three fingers of
bourbon and tossed it down with a quick gulp. Then he took a towel
and wiped the glass clean before he replaced it and popped a couple
of Certs into his mouth.

As the warm glow of the alcohol spread out
from his belly, Wayne meandered over to the front window, spread
the curtain open and watched for Nadine to return. Three or four
minutes later, he saw her slipping out the side door of the church.
Anxiously looking over her shoulder, she hurried up the sidewalk
toward the parsonage. Watching her, he began to feel a little
nervous. He'd never made it with an older woman before. But how
different could it be? It couldn't be all that different. And maybe
that wasn't even the reason she had asked him over, after all.
Maybe all this speculation could just be the figment of his
overactive teenage mind. After all, she was still the preacher's
wife.

As she came hurrying up the walk, Wayne could
see that she was nervous. He could also see that her tits were
freely jiggling under her tan sweater. He couldn't believe it but
all the signs were still pointing to the fact that she wasn't
wearing a brassiere. Watching her, he saw her reach for the
doorknob and push the door open.

“There you are,” she murmured, taking another
furtive look back over her shoulder before closing the door behind
her.

“Yep, right here,” Wayne smiled. “So what's
this something you want me to help you out with?” he asked her.

“Uh, I need a drink…” she huffed, her usual
cool, calm demeanor seemingly shaken.

“Okay,” Wayne mumbled, watching her plump ass
jiggle and swish from side to side as she hurried over to the
bar.

Wayne could see that Mrs. Dawkins's hand was
shaking as she splashed the liquor into a glass. In fact they were
shaking so badly, he could even hear the glass tinkling together as
she poured.

He saw that there was about three fingers of
the amber liquor in the glass as she quickly lifted it up to her
lips and chugged it down in one swift gulp.

It was all so bizarre. Mrs. Dawkins obvious
nervousness and drinking in front of him? It just didn't make any
sense…unless…

Then to his surprised amazement, she set her
glass down and quickly splashed another three fingers into it.

“Uh, cheers…” she mumbled, lifting the glass,
toasting him, then tilting her head back and gulping it down.

“I, uh, I hope you don't think I'm a sot or
anything…I was just thirsty after all that talking in class,” she
explained, starting to reach for the bottle again, but seeming to
change her mind.

“Uh, no, no, you did talk a lot…”

“I, I need you to help me move a box,” she
abruptly said, moving out from behind the bar and quickly stepping
over to where Wayne stood watching her in a bit of a befuddled
daze.

“Uh, sure…” Wayne grinned, surprised when she
took hold of his hand and started pulling him across the living
room.

Her hand was so soft and warm and the gesture
so intimate, Wayne felt another shiver of expectant anticipation
tickle through his still-primed cock.

“It's back here in the bedroom. In the
closet. It's heavy. David's birthday present—” she huffed as she
tugged him along the hallway to the bedroom. She still seemed
nervous, but the alcohol had seemed to take a little of the edge
off.

Opening the closet door, Nadine flicked the
light on and stepped inside.

“Here it is,” she smiled, reaching for the
long, silky see-through gown covering the box. “Let me move this
silly thing out of the way,” she told him, smiling as she pushed
the gown aside. It seemed planned. Had she wanted him to see the
gown? It was very revealing. Not the thing you would think a
preacher's wife would wear, he told himself. But he tried to
picture Mrs. Dawkins in it, the sheer, silky cloth clinging to
every abundant curve and sweep of her voluptuous body. Yes, he
could imagine she would wear it, he smiled to himself.

“I'll get back here and you get here,” she
directed him, squeezing around behind the box and pointing where
she wanted him.

Clutching hold of the box, Wayne grunted and
tugged on it while Nadine pushed. It was heavy, but they moved it a
couple of feet or so.

“Not so bad…” Wayne huffed, grabbing the box
for another pull.

“No, it wasn't…” Nadine smiled, starting to
push again.

But this time, as she pushed, her hand
slipped and suddenly brushed across the front of Wayne's pants and
his hidden boner.

“Oops…” she murmured, pulling her hand back
and brushing it across the fly of his pants a second time. “I'm
sorry…”

“Uh, that's okay,” Wayne mumbled, wondering
if it had actually been and accident…or had she planned it?

“My hand slipped. Must be sweaty,” she told
him, wiping her hands down the front of her sweater. But as she
did, her wedding ring snagged on the sweater, tugging it down and
suddenly her pale, creamy white breasts came tumbling out into the
open.

Wayne's eyes flew wide open as he gawked down
at the quivering mountains of trembling tit-flesh as Nadine let out
a little squawk and scrambled to jerk her sweater back over
them.

“Oh, my, goodness…that was clumsy of me,” she
blushed when she finally got her errant, cantaloupe-sized tits
hidden back under her sweater. “I don't know how that
happened—”

Wayne didn't know either, but he knew that it
was no accident. It was just a little too obvious.

“I'll be more careful…” she told him.

“Uh, that's okay…uh, I, uh, I didn't see
much…” he lied, the image of her big, bare boobs emblazoned on the
retina of his mind's eye. And they were pretty spectacular…for a
fifty-something…a fifty-something preacher's wife.

More pushing and pulling and they quickly had
the box outside the closet without further accident.

“Just a couple more feet…” she told him as
they grasped hold of it to push it out of the doorway.

Then it happened again—

As she pushed, her hand slid off the box and
brushed across the front of his pants. But this time, Wayne thought
he felt her give his obvious erection a secretive grope as she
pulled her hand back.

“Sorry…again…” she told him, but smiling this
time.

“That's okay…” Wayne grinned. “I'm getting
used to it by now.”

“Oh, hell, I'm just going to come out with
it,” she mumbled, stepping around the box, sidling up next to him,
reaching down and groping his cock through his pants. “Wayne…I'm
lonely,” she mumbled, planting a wet, open-mouthed kiss on him
before he knew what was happening.

Wayne was taken aback by her sudden admission
as he started to wrap his arms around her only to find her breaking
the kiss and stepping back.

“There…I said it. Now you know,” she mumbled,
taking another step back, reaching up to her sweater, grabbing it
and quickly tugging it down under her big, saggy tits.

“Uh, yeah, I, uh…” Wayne stuttered, staring
down at her jiggling tits as they hung down over the top of her
sweater.

“I've never done anything like this,” she
brooded, turning and clopping over to her vanity on her spike high
heels. “I don't even know where to begin.”

Wayne watched her big tits flailing around,
bumping and knocking together as she bent down and jerked open one
of the bottom drawers. Then she pulled out another bottle of booze
and a couple of glasses.

Quickly filling the shot glasses with hooch,
she turned back toward him.

“I'm afraid that I've been feeling a little
neglected as of late,” she frowned, handing him his drink, tapping
his glass and then taking a quick glug on her drink. “David is
spending way too much time and, uh, energy, shall we say counseling
the women patrons of the congregation. And as a consequence he has
very little time and energy left for me, if you know what I mean...
So, I've decided to start giving my own “counseling sessions” to
some of the young men of the congregation. Those who I feel might
be receptive to the special kind of “counseling” I'm offering.”

“Oh,” he grinned.

“Would you be interested?” she asked him,
blatantly reaching down and groping his prick through his pants
again.

Fuck, he muttered to himself. She certainly
wasn't bashful. Especially for a preacher's wife.

“Uh, I guess you can tell,” he chuckled,
reaching out and gently groping one of her big, pale tits.

“Yes...yes, I feel that you are,” she said,
tipping up her glass and knocking down the rest of her drink down
in one swift gulp.

“I've never done anything like this before
and I'm afraid that I needed a little holy water to get up the
nerve,” she smirked, holding out her hand to him.

“It never hurts,” he smiled, stepping over to
her.

“I hope you don't think I'm a horrid old
woman, seducing a boy half my age and right under my husband's
nose.”

“Hardly,” he laughed. “I'm just glad you
chose me for some of your special counseling…”

“I suppose that you noticed I wasn't wearing
any panties,” she said, with a naughty grin giving his dick another
squeeze through his pants.

“Yeah, it was kind of hard to miss,” he chuckled, reaching down and easing
his hand up under her skirt. “But why me?” he smirked, running his
hand up between her legs to the moist, slippery flesh there.

“Why not you? You're eighteen. Young and
horny, if I believe some of the gossip I've heard. What do you have
to lose? And if I believe everything else I hear, you aren't too
pleased to be here. Is that right?” she asked him, fiddling with
the button on the front of his pants.

“Here? Right now?” Wayne leered.

“No, church. Your mother says you're not
thrilled about having to attend. Is that right?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” Wayne muttered, gently
probing the slippery softness between her chunky legs as he felt
them spread wider apart.

“Well, it is my duty, as a preacher's wife,
to see we make church as welcoming as possible to all the patrons.
Don't you think?” she smiled, fingering open his fly and slowly
running his zipper down the front of his pants.

It was crazy, but Wayne certainly wasn't
going to disagree with her. Not now.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” he grinned

“The only problem with this is...OH MY...”
she murmured, staring down at his stiff, hard, eight-inch prick
when it sprang out into the open as Wayne rarely, if ever wore
shorts anymore. “It's a large one.”

“You were saying,” he smirked, stepping out
of his pants and shorts.

“I was just saying,” she said, reaching for
his cock and wrapping her hand around its thick, pulsing shaft,
“that the only problem is we don't have much time for
foreplay.”

“I know,” he muttered, looking over at the
clock sitting on the nightstand. “It's already twenty after eleven.
And your hubby is pretty punctual about ending his sermons on the
stroke of twelve.”

“Yes, he is, isn’t he?” she laughed, slowly
running her hand up and down the shaft of his cock. “That means we
only have about thirty minutes to be safe.”

Stopping her hand, she tugged him over to the
bed by his peter. Letting go of his cock, she spun him around and
shoved him down onto the bed.

“I think we have a little time for foreplay,”
he told her, sitting up and patting the bed beside him. “And you
said you were feeling a little neglected…”

“Uh, okay, but only a little,” she grinned,
bending over and crawling onto the bed. Watching, Dave saw her
quickly flip over onto her back and throw her legs apart.

Leaning over her, Wayne quickly shoved her
skirt up around her waist.

Wayne looked on with appreciation, seeing
that she was wearing a garter belt to hold up her sheer,
flesh-colored nylons that went along with her white high heels.

“Very, very nice,” Wayne beamed.

Wayne grinned, dropping to his knees and
grabbing hold of her legs.

Pulling her down toward him, he saw the
enraptured look on her face when she realized what he was up
to.

“You do that?” she asked, watching him lean
down and gently kiss the soft skin of her inner thigh. “David
doesn't like to do it. He says it smells like fish.”

“Well, he's a preacher so what does he know,”
Wayne grinned, kissing his way up the soft, creamy-smooth skin of
her inner thigh toward her pussy, leaving a little trail of spittle
on her skin. “I think it smells like sex...sex and woman...hot,
sexy woman.”

“Ohhhhhhh,” she gurgled as Wayne slowly
kissed his way up onto the dew-covered folds of flesh. He'd heard
somewhere that menopausal women had to use lube because they got
too dry. Well, either what he'd heard was a misnomer or Nadine
wasn't menopausal. He didn't know that much about menopause, but as
wet and juicy as Nadine was, she certainly wasn't suffering from
it.

Then he felt her run her fingers through his
hair, cupping the back of his head and gently pulling his lips down
against the soft, slippery flesh between her outstretched legs.

“Oh, for the love of God,” she groaned out as
Wayne tenderly sucked on the fleshy folds, pulling them between his
lips, gently nipping them. Nadine was rolling her hips making her
plump ass squirm and wriggle on the bed as Wayne stiffened his
tongue and burrowed it into the soft flesh. Then he found the
slippery opening of her sex and pushed inside. She was hot and wet
inside too, Wayne wallowed, tasting the tart, pungency of her juice
on his tongue as he burrowed inside her as deep as he could push
his probing tongue.

“Oh, Myyyyyyyy…” Nadine murmured, rocking her
hips, grinding her pussy up and down against his lips as Wayne
forcefully fucked her cunt with his long, sinuous tongue. “It's
been soooo long…since anyone had eaten me,” she sighed.

Nadine seemed engrossed in Wayne's thoughtful
attention as he finally pulled his tongue out of her and slowly
licked up the juice-filled furrow between her fat pussy lips to her
hard, swollen clit that was protruding up out from under its
protective hood. Seeing how stiff and swollen her clit was, Wayne
quickly decided that it deserved his full attention as he slowly
fluttered his tongue across it and felt Nadine flinch.

“Oh, oh, so sensitive—” she gurgled out,
rolling her hips in a little circle, rubbing her clit against his
fluttering tongue. “That feels soooooooo fucking good…” she
murmured, stretching her legs out, draping them down on his back,
slapping her thighs against his cheeks, trapping his head between
them as she wriggled her hips making the bed shake and quiver.

How long had it been since she'd had an
orgasm, he wondered?

As he teased his tongue around her big clit,
Wayne felt his way up between her legs and found the weeping
softness there with his fingers. Sticking out two fingers, he
probed the slippery flesh until he felt his juice-slathered fingers
slid down into the moist warmth of her pussy. Easing them into her,
he pushed them in until they were buried all the way up to the last
knuckles inside the clinging heat of her pussy.

“Ummmmmmm…” Nadine murmured, rolling her
hips, pushing back against his thrusting fingers as Wayne began to
work them in and out of the hot, wet socket of her sex. “Oh, God, I
love it—” Nadine cooed, pushing with her fingers, guiding Wayne's
head and flicking, fluttering tongue to just where she wanted
it.

Lifting his lips away from Nadine's bulging
clit for a second, he glanced over and saw that they only had
twenty minutes left.

It was about then that he decided he would
take as much time as he needed to ensure that Nadine finished. Even
if he had to forego his own fulfillment. There was always tomorrow
or the day after, he told himself.

Dropping his head back down, locking his lips
around her clit, he roughly sucked it further out of its shielding
hood and circled his flicking tongue around it. Then he added a
third finger to the other two as he worked them in and out of the
clutching slit below her clit. She was so soft and slippery
inside.

So much for her being as cold and clammy as a
fish in bed, Jimmy reveled. She was quite the opposite. Hotter than
a fucking firecracker was more like it.

Nadine's hips were rocking up and down as she
grunted and groaned, grinding herself against his lapping tongue
and thrusting fingers. Her hands had left his head and were now
wrapped around her big, flattened tits, groping and pawing them,
her fingers twisting and pulling on her stiff, pointy nipples. Her
eyes were closed, her head twisting from side to side on the pillow
under it.

Wayne could feel the hard, round heels of her
high-heeled pumps digging down into the small of his back as she
pushed off it, adding leverage and force to her grinding, rubbing
pussy.

“Fuck-fuck-fuck—” Nadine cursed, her butt
squirming and twisting on the bed as she wallowed in
self-indulgence.

Such language, Wayne inanely thought. And
coming from a preacher's wife! What would Reverend Dawkins think if
he could see his wife now? He was a fool anyway, ignoring his hot,
sexy wife like he did. He deserved being cuckolded, Wayne laughed
to himself, lapping Nadine's hard, bulging clit faster and
faster.

“I think…I think I'm going to come…” he heard
Nadine tremulously murmur as he felt the muscles inside Nadine's
pussy clutching tighter around his thrusting fingers. He could also
feel her tummy tightening, tensing as the tendons in the back of
her legs dug down into his back. Keeping his lips locked down
around her clit, he glanced out of the corner of his eye at the
clock on the nightstand beside the bed. Ten minutes. He had ten
minutes to bring her off as he feverishly lashed her clit with his
flicking, lapping tongue.

Now her whole body was tensing, her muscles
tightening as she gathered herself.

Wayne could sense that it wouldn't be long as
the seconds slowly ticked by.


“Oh-Goodness-oh-God-oh-Goodness-GoodNESS-GOODNESSSSSSS—” she
hissed, her hips suddenly lurching, her straining ass lifting off
the bed as her fingers curled down into his hair. “FUUUCCCCKKKKK—”
she blathered out as a gush of hot sticky juice spewed out of her
onto Wayne's hand while her pussy clamped down around his thrusting
fingers.

“Thank you-thank you-Oh, God, I loved it—”
she gurgled, holding his head tightly clamped between her thighs as
she came and came. Looking over at the clock, he saw that five more
minutes had passed before he felt the muscles in her legs begin to
relax and soften.

“Dear God—” Nadine softly murmured, looking
up at him with a dazed, unfocused look in her soft, brown eyes.
“That was truly amazing…”

Then she turned and lazily looked over at the
clock.

“Oh, no, no—oh, I'm so sorry,” she muttered,
lifting her leg over his head and quickly sitting up. Then she
scooted over to the side of the bed. “I am such a pig…there's no
time left. Oh, I am so sorry,” she softly sobbed pushing up onto
her high heels by the bed. “Hurry, get dressed,” she told him,
gathering up his pants and pitching them to him then rushing over
to her vanity.

Well, that was a flop, Wayne complained to
himself, pulling his pants on and watching Nadine apply a fresh
coat of makeup.

“I am so sorry…” Nadine blubbered, stepping
over to where Wayne stood buttoning his pants. “But don't worry…I'm
going to make it up to you. I swear…” she promised, giving him a
hard kiss on the lips and then handing him a tissue to wipe it off.
“We have to hurry, but I'll give you a call tomorrow,” she told
him, pushing him toward the door and clopping along behind him.
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“So how did it go?” his mother asked him as
he stood by the car when they came walking up.

“Okay, I guess,” he mumbled, still a little
perturbed that he hadn't gotten any pussy. But he didn't know how
much Nadine had told his parents. “Uh, I helped Mrs. Dawkins move a
box out of her closet. Reverend Dawkins's birthday present,” she
said.”

“She need your help for that?” his mother
suspiciously asked as they slid into the front seat.

“Uh, yeah, damned thing—” Wayne started, but
was interrupted by his mother.

“You watch your mouth, Wayne Argyle. I swear,
your vocabulary is getting worse than your father’s,” she fussed at
him as poor down trodden father slowly drove out of the parking
lot.

“The box weighed a ton. Felt like it was
filled with bricks,” he went on…

“Well, that was nice of you to help Nadine
out like that,” his mother told him. “I can see why she didn't want
David to help her.”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” Wayne smugly told
her, wondering what his mother would do if she knew the truth…
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Chapter Two – The Semenary




Getting out of bed, Wayne heard his cell
phone ringing. Groggily stumbling over to his desk, he picked it
up.

“Hello,” he said into it, wondering if it
could be Mrs. Dawkins calling already.

It was only eight o'clock in the morning.
None of the guys would even be awake this time of the day, he
groggily told himself. Much less calling him.

“Wayne? Is that you?” he heard the female
voice ask.

The voice had a familiar tone to it, but he
wasn't sure.

“Uh...yeah, this is Wayne...who is this?” he
asked.

“You don't recognize my voice,” the feminine
voice asked.

“Mrs. Dawkins?” Wayne mumbled, perking
up.

“Yes, Silly, it's me. How many other women
would be calling you at this time of the day?” she softly
laughed.

“Uh...yeah…” he dumbly muttered.

“By the way, you can call me Nadine when
we're alone…if you want to. It sounds a little less formal,” he
heard her say.

“Uh, yeah, uh, okay,” he said, grinning,
wondering when they would be able to finish what they had started
yesterday. He hadn't expected a call so soon.

“I was just wondering if you were busy
today?” she went on in her husky voice. “David is out of town,
attending a Seminary today and tomorrow. And I was just wondering
if you'd like some of that special counseling I promised
you...since you didn’t give me time to provide it to you
yesterday.”

“When?” he blurted out.

“When can you get here?” she asked.

“How does now sound?” he snickered.

“It sounds fine,” she giggled. “I'll be
waiting with bells on...and little else.”

“Great,” he exclaimed. “Just gotta shower,
shave and...”

“I'm waiting. And I'm already leaking, just
thinking about you,” she murmured.

Then the line went dead...

God, what a great way to start the day, he
told himself, flipping his cell phone off. She certainly sounded
different than she had yesterday. All the nervousness and
apprehension was gone. She had sounded almost giddy. Maybe she'd
already had a little holy water, he laughed to himself.

Hurrying, he dumped, showered, and shaved
before heading down the stairs.

“And where are you off to, so bright and
early,” he heard his mother ask as he went strolling through the
kitchen.

“I got an invite from a lady friend,” he
laughed.

“Really?” she asked, her mouth dropping
open.

“No...I'm going out to do some
rollerblading,” he laughed, hoping she would believe him.

“Oh...do you want some breakfast before you
go?” she asked, wiping her hands on her apron.

“Naw, I'll stop at McDonalds and get
something,” he said. “It might be late when I get home...some of
the guys are going to meet up with me...so I don't know when I'll
be home. Just put a plate in the micro for me.”

“Okay, but be careful...rollerblading is
dangerous,” she warned, turning back around to the counter as
Wayne's eyes swept across the jut of her pert, little ass.

“Yes, Mother, Little Wayne will be careful,”
he sarcastically smarted.

He could only imagine what her ass really
looked like, but seeing it in real life was a complete
impossibility. It would never happen with her Christian upbringing.
Never in a million years. Well, that was nothing to worry about
today. He had a date with a horny old broad who apparently had no
such convictions...

In fact, she was not only willing, she was
the seductress. It ought to be a fun-filled day, he told himself,
striding out to his car.

He could already picture Nadine in his mind.
Opening the door for him, she would be wearing nothing but a big,
happy smile…or maybe the sheer gown she had used to conceal David's
birthday gift. Wonder what it was? It certainly was fucking
heavy.

Hoping he wouldn't get a ticket for speeding,
he rushed over and parked right in front of the Dawkins's house.
Reaching over, he grabbed his bible out of the back seat. Maybe, if
anyone saw him, they would think he was just going to the parsonage
for some bible study. Surely, no one would take a Bible to a
fuckfest, he laughed to himself. No one but him...

He was going to study all right...but it
wasn't Bible study, it was going to be studying Nadine's hot
fucking bod.

Striding up the sidewalk, bible in hand, he
saw the curtain wriggle as Nadine peeked out from behind it. As he
stepped up to the door, it opened almost of its own volition as
Nadine was hiding behind the door pulling it open for him.

“Come in—come in—” she urgently whispered,
waving her hand at him.

And when he was inside, he could see why—

She was only wearing a lacy, white half-cup
brassiere, a matching garter belt with lace-edged garters reaching
down to her sheer, flesh-colored nylons. All that and a pair of
silver, stiletto high heels. And again without the panties. But
unlike the last time, there was no hair covering her pussy. She was
clean-shaven...as bald as the day she’d been born. And just as she
had promised, two shiny, silver jingle bells dangled down from her
swollen, puffy nipples.

“You shaved...you shaved down there,” he
grinned, gawking down at her fur-free pussy.

“Yes, just for you. Do you like it?” she
laughed, reaching down and spreading the lips of her pussy apart so
that he could see the oozing slit between them.

“It's great...cool...but what did David say?”
he wanted to know.

“He doesn't know,” she irately said, “and
it’ll probably grow back before he gets around to seeing it. But
who cares, because I have someone else to show it off to.”

“Well, I think it's awesome,” he grinned.

“Have you had breakfast, yet?” she asked him,
stepping up to him and running her hand over the obvious bulge in
his pants.

“Uh, no, not really...what did you have in
mind?” he asked, cupping a bare ass-cheek and giving it a
squeeze.

“I would like some sausage and eggs,” she
said, unbuckling his belt.

“That's fortunate,” he snorted, as she
unsnapped his pants and pushed them down his legs. “I just happened
to bring some with me.”

“And I'll snack on them later,” she grinned
as Wayne's big, half-hard cock flopped out in front of her face.
“But first, I have some sausage and eggs for you.”

“Always later…” Wayne grumbled, feeling a
little irate at always having to play second fiddle to Nadine's
needs. Maybe that was why David was playing the field instead of
taking care of business at home.

“I'll make it worth the wait,” she
smiled.

“Oh, okay, this time—” he said, stepping out
of his pants and shorts, toeing his sandals off as she pulled his
tee shirt up over his head.

“There, handsome. Come on and see,” she
giggled, wrapping her hand around his cock and tugging him down the
hallway toward her bedroom.

Could she mean that she had a strap-on or
something, he apprehensively wondered? He wouldn't put anything
past her. She was a wild and crazy old broad…especially for a
preacher's wife. He would never have believed it if someone had
told him.

Stepping into the bedroom, Wayne stopped dead
in his tracks. Nadine had removed everything off the bed except for
the sheet. And she had set up a little table by the bed. On the
table was a plate with two peeled, hardboiled eggs, a peeled
cucumber, a peeled carrot and a big polish sausage. Additionally,
sitting on the table were a can of shaving cream, a razor, a basin
of water, and a bottle of chocolate syrup. Not to mention several
dildos and vibrators of various sizes and shapes.

“This looks intriguing,” he laughed, as
Nadine leaned down and crawled up onto the bed.

“Breakfast in bed for my stud,” she laughed,
rolling over onto her back.

“It looks mighty tasty,” he grinned, as she
reached out and picked up the big, reddish-colored polish
sausage.

“Why don't you marinate this a little first…”
she told him, handing the sausage to him, “before you eat it?”

“Sure,” he grunted, watching her spread her
legs apart and reach down to her pussy with both hands.

Resting a finger on each side of her fleshy
pussy, she slowly spread it open as a dribble of pussy-juice
trickled out of it.

“Looks like you made too much marinade,” he
snickered, lowering the big, fat sausage down to her pussy, “it's
leaking out.”

“Maybe I did,” she smiled. “But, I'll let you
lick the bowl clean, when you're through with your breakfast.”

“Can't wait,” he said, easing the tip of the
sausage down into the slippery opening of her seeping cunt.

“It's almost as big as your big fat sausage,”
she giggled, looking down between her legs watching him as Wayne
slowly eased it down into the tiny slit.

Wayne kept pushing until only the rounded tip
of the sausage protruded out from between her fat pussy-lips.

“That feels good,” she cooed, “but I'll bet
yours will feel better.”

“If we ever get to find out…” Wayne
complained.”

“You will, now slide it in and out a little
to make sure it's coated with marinade.”

“Like this,” he grunted, pulling it back out
and feeling the suction of Nadine's selfish pussy milking it. Then
he pushed it back in the tight little stricture, feeling the
muscles inside Nadine's hot pussy clutch at it again.

“Tight—” Wayne smirked, shoving it all the
way in.

“Wait until you get your big fat cock inside
it…then Nadine will show you tight,” she snickered, rolling her
hips and thrust back at him, taking the entire sausage down inside
her. “Oh, yeah,” she murmured. “Like that...oh yeah, that’s what
I’m talking about.”

Stroking the big wiener in and out of her
drooling cunt, he saw that it was glistening wetly as she humped
herself up against his hand.

Throwing her head back, she closed her eyes
as he continued to pump the sausage in and out of her drooling
puss.

“I think, uh, I think, it's marinated
enough,” she finally groaned. “Push it in all the way in.”

“Okay,” he grinned, pushing it back inside
her, then putting his finger on the rounded tip and pushing it in
until the whole thing was buried down inside the clinging clutch of
her hungry pussy.

“All gone,” he grinned, leaning down and
flicking his tongue across her jutting clit.

Rubbing his tongue back and forth across her
clit, he felt the end of the sausage nudge out against his
chin.

Looking down, he saw the tip of the sausage
protruding out from between her fleshy cunt-lips. Then the sausage
began to slowly slither out of her pussy. As it did, he opened his
mouth, sank his teeth down into it, nipping off a piece of it.

“Mighty tasty marinade,” he grinned, slowly
chewing on the piece of sausage.

“Well, Honey,” she cooed, “it ought to
be...it's taken me fifty some odd years to get the recipe just
right...”

“Well, my compliments to the chef,” he said,
leaning down and flicking her clit with his tongue, then taking
another bite off the sausage as it slowly extruded out from her
cunt.

She was making so much juice, the sausage was
literally dripping with it as it slowly reappeared out of her
pussy.

“Have you ever done this before?” he asked
her, slowly chewing on the pussy-flavored wiener.

“What? With David? Are you daft?” she
laughed. “He'd have me locked away in an asylum if he knew what we
were doing.”

“Well, I think it's pretty damned wild,” he
told her, swallowing, and leaning down to take another bite of the
sausage oozing out of her pussy.

“I've had a long, long time to think up all
the wild things I want to do with you,” she smiled, straining
slightly as another inch of the meat reappeared out from between
her gorged pussy lips.

Bit by bit, Wayne continued to eat on the
sausage until the last chunk popped out of her pussy and dropped to
the bed.

Picking the piece of meat up, he lifted it up
to her mouth.

“Want a bite?” he asked her.

“Sure,” she grinned, opening her mouth,
letting him ease the piece of wiener in between her dark-red
lips.

“Ummm, tasty,” she crooned, chewing on the
meat. “Tastes like cunt—my juicy old cunt—”

“Yes, it did,” he said, slowly licking his
tongue around his lips to lick away the last of her succulent
juices.

“Would you like some eggs to go with your
sausage?” she devilishly smiled.

“But, of course, what would breakfast be
without eggs,” he snickered.

“That's right,” she laughed, picking up the
two boiled eggs and handing them to him.

Looking over the shiny, white eggs, he looked
back down to her pussy that was still leaking out her abundant
juices. Gently pinching his fingertips and thumb down around the
egg, he placed the rounded tip of the egg down into the slippery
opening of her puss. Not wanting to break the skin of the egg, he
ever so gently pushed it down into her cunt, as she spread the lips
of her pussy as wide apart as she could.

Then all at once, with a little slurp, he
felt the egg slither into her pussy, completely disappearing from
view.

“I can't believe your pussy ate the whole
thing,” he snickered, raising the other egg up to her pussy.

“She's a hungry little cunt. Isn’t she?”
Nadine purred, batting her soft, brown eyes at him.

“I believe it,” he said, easing the second
egg down into her ravenous cunt. “What does it feel like?”

“It feels like I've got two little soft balls
inside my cunt,” she laughed. “Now, put your mouth over my pussy
and get ready to catch an egg.”

“Un-huh,” he muttered, looking down at her
pussy.

“Just do it,” she cackled. “It'll work, I've
practiced it before.”

“Okay,” he grinned, leaning down, opening his
mouth, covering her mons and pussy with his open mouth.

Fitting his mouth around her oozing pussy, he
waited and heard her give out a soft grunt. As she did, the egg
came squirting out of her pussy and landed on his tongue.

“Dampfff,” he muttered, chewing on the
juice-coated egg as she looked down at him with a big grin on her
happy face.

“As good as the sausage?” she giggled.

“Better, more juice,” he mumbled out with his
mouth full of egg.

“The other one?” she winked.

“Yeah, give me the other one,” he said,
leaning down and covering her pussy with his mouth again.

Then, with another little grunt, she squirted
the second egg out into his mouth.

Chewing on the egg, he watched her sit up,
her big, dangling tits jiggling and bobbling enticingly.

“You know, I've always wanted to be a
cowgirl,” she said, looking down at his big, jutting prick. “Do you
have anything I can ride?”

“Will this hoss do?” he grinned, wrapping his
hand around his big prick.

“I'd love to ride that wild thing,” she
snickered.

“Well, I gotta warn you, he's a pretty mean
bronco,” he laughed. “He bucks pretty bad…and he throws up when he
gets really excited.”

“He sure looks like he could put up a good
buck, or fuck,” she said, struggling up to her knees. “But I bet I
can break him,”

“He's up to it, pardon the pun, if you’re
willing to give it a try,” he snickered, crawling up on the bed and
flopping over onto his back.

Holding his big, stiff cock pointing straight
up into the air, he watched Nadine lean down over it and slowly
kiss the bloated head. Then, supporting herself with her hands
spread out on his chest, she kicked her leg up and over, straddling
him. Then, with a mischievous smile on her dark red lips, she
inched up his body until her dripping pussy was just above his
jutting cock. Reaching down around behind her big butt, she pushed
his hand away and grabbed hold of his cock herself. Holding it up,
she spread her pussy lips apart with the fingers of her other hand
and slowly lowered her pussy down onto the jutting giant.

“At last…” Wayne groaned as he felt the
slippery heat of her cunt envelop the big bloated head of his
prick. And as it did, Wayne rolled his hips, curling them up off
the bed and thrust up into the gluttonous pink wound between
Nadine's splayed out legs, driving his cock half way inside her
pussy.

As he did, Nadine let go of his peter and
spread her legs out, dropping her pussy down on him, consuming all
eight inches of Wayne's oversized organ in one slurping gulp.

“Oh, my, it feels like it's tickling my
tonsils,” she cooed, wriggling her hips, making her big saggy tits
jiggle and waggle as she ground herself down around his stiff
dick.

“Fits like a glove, a hot, velvet glove,”
Wayne grunted, grinding his groin up against her thrusting
pelvis.

“Yee-haw,” she yodeled, leaning down,
spreading her hands out on his chest as she began to pump her hot
pussy up and down on his thrusting prick. “Ride 'um, cowboy, uh,
cowgirl!”

Reaching up, Wayne grabbed at her big,
flopping tits, groping them, mercilessly squeezing and plucking at
the big rubbery nipples protruding out of their darkened tips. As
he did, Nadine continued to bounce up and down on his cock taking
him to the limit on every downward lunge. She's a fucking wild
woman, he told himself as she threw her head back and humped him
for all she was worth. David must be a real dumbass, Wayne giddily
thought. Why else would he give this up for young cunt? Or maybe
he's a control freak and won't let Nadine run free. Whatever the
reason, Wayne certainly wasn't going to look a gift horse in the
mouth. It wasn't his fault that Wayne was such a fool.

Looking down at him with a wild, crazed look
on her face, Nadine mercilessly fucked his cock with her tight
pussy. “I've wanted, wanted to do, do this, for so long,” she
panted, sliding her slippery, hot pussy up and down on his
cock.

“You should have said something,” he
muttered, letting go of her tits and curling his hands around her
thick waist.

As he grabbed her by the waist, she giggled
and leaned down over him with her hands spread out on the bed by
his head. Her big swaying, swinging tits were flopping up and down,
the little jingle bells dangling down scraping up and down Wayne's
sweaty chest as he dug his fingers in and began to jerk her up and
down. Lifting her and shoving her down on his thrusting cock, he
rocked his hips up, driving up into the slippery slit balls deep on
every deep, bed-jarring lunge. Sweat was beginning to drip off her,
dropping down onto his belly and chest as she panted and furiously
pumped her cunt up and down on his cock.

“Gonna come,” she panted, fucking him faster,
“almost-almost-almost—” she huffed.

Wade's biceps bulged out as he ruthlessly
jerked her back and forth. He could feel her pussy tightening its
hold on his cock as her face reddened with effort and contorted
into an agonized grimace. Then she shoved back on him, impaling
herself all the way to the hilt on his thrusting prick. A gasping
groan escaped her lips as tears oozed out of her clenched eyes.
Wade felt her pussy frantically clutching at his cock as she spewed
out gush after gush of hot pussy-juice out around the shaft of his
buried cock coating his belly and balls with the hot sticky
stuff.

“Oh, merciful, God,” she gasped while her
butt quivered and shook and her cunt clutched at his cock.

Her orgasm went on and on as Wade patiently
let her ride it out. But at last, with a final shuddering gasp, she
collapsed down onto his chest with Wayne's hard, stiff cock still
buried deep inside her satiated cunt.

After a few moments, Wade felt her stir. She
leaned up, letting his cock slurp out of her pussy as she gave him
a long, lingering kiss. Crawling off him, she rolled up to her
hands and knees with her big ass pointed at him.

“Now,” she grinned at him over her shoulder,
“how about you take over the driving for a spell, Cowboy, Nadine's
tired.”

“Yee-hah—” Wayne snickered, rolling over onto
his knees and pushing up behind Nadine's uplifted ass. “Mighty fine
looking ass, Ma'am,” he grinned, reaching out and giving her plump
ass cheek a soft slap.

“Maybe, if I can summon up the courage, I'll
let you have a little piece of it someday,” she laughed, wriggling
it, making it ripple and shake.

“Not today?” Wayne pouted.

“Not today—” Nadine snickered. “Maybe after a
little holy water, I might have the courage.”

Even still, Wayne could resist the temptation
as he grabbed two handfuls of soft, quivering ass-flesh, dug his
thumbs down into it and slowly spread the voluminous cheeks of
Nadine's buxom butt apart. And there it was. The topic of their
conversation. The little fluted circle of darkened flesh peeking
out from between the ample globes of quivering, pale ass-flesh.

Leaning down, flicking out his tongue, Wayne
flattened it and slowly, teasingly licked up the crack of her ass.
As he did, he felt the rubbery pucker clench tighter when his
tongue brushed across it.

“Oh, my, Wayne is such a naughty boy,” Nadine
clucked as Wayne felt her wiggle her butt and gently press it back
against his lapping tongue.

Grinning to himself, Wayne curled his tongue
into an oval and inquisitively probed the rubbery pucker.

“Sweet, Mother of Jesus,” she groaned as
Wayne teasingly poked and probed her tight little asshole feeling
it cringe and tighten.

Finally, Wade reluctantly leaned back up and
let the cheeks of her ass ease back together.

Curling his hips back slightly, Wayne wrapped
his hand around his slippery, juice-drenched peter and lifted it up
between Nadine's chubby thighs. Gently probing the slippery flesh,
he eased the round, tapered head of his cock up between the gorged
lips of Nadine's pussy and slowly drug it up and down the slippery
slit to coat it with her abundant juices.

Crouching on the bed, her head and shoulders
resting on the sheets, her bounteous butt thrust up into the air,
Nadine impatiently waited.

“Nadine's waiting—” she fussed, wriggling her
butt, rolling her hips trying to push herself down on Wayne's
probing cock.

Deciding he'd teased her long enough, Wayne
quickly seated the head of his dick into the slippery slit and
pushed up into her clinging heat.

“Fuck-Yesssssssss—” Nadine hissed out,
pushing back, squeezing down on the stiff organ sliding up inside
her belly.

As Wayne pushed into her, he leaned down over
her, sliding his hand underneath her and grabbing two handfuls of
soft, squishy tit-flesh. Curling his hips, pushing deeper, he
roughly pawed her dangling tits hearing the muffled tinkle of the
bells dangling down from them.

“Jingle bells, jingle bells,” Wayne snickered
as his belly finally thudded up against Nadine's uplifted ass.
Rolling hips, twirling his cock around in the tight, clench of her
hot, wet pussy, Wayne finally leaned back easing his cock back down
the channel of Nadine's tight pussy as his hand crawled up her
belly to her thick waist.

Digging his fingers down into the sweaty
flesh of Nadine's hefty waist, Wade quickly began to jerk her back
and forth as he humped it in and out of her juicy slit.

“Yeah, cowboy,” she panted. “Ride me hard,
and put me up wet.”

“Yes, ma'am,” he muttered, “this old cowpoke
tries to please all of his womenfolk.”

Preacher's wife, Wade dementedly thought.
More like a happy hooker!

Grunting with effort, Nadine hunched herself
back against him, taking all eight inches up to the hilt in her
hungry cunt on every bone-jarring stroke.

As Wayne pounded his cock into her tight,
clutching pussy, Wade watched the flesh of her ass quiver and
ripple every time his belly slapped up against it.

“Yes, Ma'am, you sure got a fine ass,” Wade
grunted, moving his hands down to it and spreading the cheeks
apart.

“You can stop obsessing about it, cause you
ain't getting none of it until I've had more holy water,” she
softly chuckled, jerking back and forth as he humped his prick up
into her tight, clenching pussy.

“Would you like for me to get you a drink?”
he asked, stopping and easing his juice-drenched cock back out of
her pussy.

“Later,” she coyly said wriggling her ass.
“It's on my list of things to do. But you gotta give me time to
build up to it. I haven’t ever had a telephone pole shoved up my
ass before.”

Grabbing his dripping cock, he lifted it back
up to her oozing pussy and fitted its tapered head back into the
juice-slickened opening.

Easing forward, he slid his cock into her all
the way up to the hilt. Holding it there, he gently ran a finger
down the crack of her ass, pausing at her secretive, pursed
opening. Tickling it with the tip of his finger, he gently probed
it.

“Do you like to take it, take it in your,
uh,” he muttered, unable to say the word.

“Do I like to take it up my ass?” she
finished the question for him. “I don't know! To do that would be
an abomination against God! Didn't you know that? At least that's
what David says.”

“And you?” he asked, pushing the tip of his
finger into her clenched asshole. “What do you say?”

“Like I said, it's on my list of things we're
going to do,” she murmured, wiggling her ass and pushing it back
against his probing finger. “But right now, I'd like my pussy
fucked please, fucked good and hard,”

“Glad to oblige, ma'am,” he grunted, pulling
his finger out of her asshole and curling his hands back around her
waist.

Then he began to hump his cock up into her
hot, clutching pussy as she rocked back and forth on his jutting
pole.

Wade wished he could see her tits. Bet
they're flopping around like crazy, what with her jerking herself
back and forth so hard.

“Sweet Jesus,” she murmured over the loud
slap of her ass smacking against his belly. “I love the way your
big dick fills my pussy.”

Reaching over, Wade grabbed up the carrot.
Lifting it, he stuck it in his mouth and wetted its tip with spit.
Still working his cock in and out of her juice-slathered cunt, he
lowered the orange carrot down to her rocking ass. Spreading the
cheeks of her ass apart with his fingers, he fitted the rounded tip
of the carrot onto the wrinkled pout of her asshole. Then at the
same instant she rocked back against him, he thrust it down into
her clenched asshole.

“Fuck!” she muttered, but continued to rock
back and forth, fucking his cock and the carrot in cadence.

“Jeez,” he grunted, watching the carrot slide
in and out of her tight asshole. “It's so fucking sexy, watching
that carrot sliding in and out of your hot asshole.”

“Un-huh,” she snorted, “That was supposed to
be a snack for you later.”

“That's okay,” he panted, humping his cock
into her harder. “I'll just lick the bowl.”

“I'm gonna-gonna come,” she wheezed, as her
pussy began to squeeze down around Wade's pistoning peter.

“Me, too,” he grunted, pumping his dick into
her harder.

The bedsprings were protesting loudly as they
fucked. Probably the loudest they complained in a long time, he
giddily thought. Especially the way Nadine talked about David.

The fire down in his thrusting cock was
growing hotter and hotter. Nadine was gasping and groaning as she
worked her pussy on his cock squeezing tighter and tighter.

Suddenly, she thrust herself back at him,
taking all eight inches down inside her as her pussy began to
convulse around Wayne's cock.

“Sweet Jesus, God above,” she groaned out,
shoving herself back against him.

“Aw, Fuckkkkkk,” he cursed as his cock
erupted down inside her clutching pussy.

It began to jerk and buck, spurting out gob
after gob of incandescent cum, bathing the channel of Nadine's cunt
with its sticky, clinging heat.

“Hot, cum's so hot, your cum is so fucking
hot,” she gasped, thrusting herself back on his spurting cock.

Then he felt the gooey gunk begin to ooze out
around the shaft of his cock. Oozing out and dripping down onto his
balls, coating them with the foamy brew.

His orgasm seemed to last for hours as her
hot pussy spasmed and clutched at his cock. But at last his balls
had no more to give. They had completely emptied themselves into
the hot, sucking hole between Nadine’s legs. There had been so much
of the gooey cream, it came gushing out of her as he slowly
withdrew the shrinking giant from her overflowing puss. It dripped
down onto the bed, forming a puddle of thick goo between his
knees.

“Oh, my goodness,” she murmured, rolling over
onto her back, making sure to avoid the lake of cum. “I never, I
never saw so much cum in all my days,”

“You bring out the best in me,” he snickered,
looking down at the gooey mess.

“That's pretty obvious,” she laughed, running
a finger through the puddle and lifting it to her mouth.

“Now I have some more plans for the parade
ground around your trooper.”

“Huh?” he grunted, flopping down onto his
back.

“Your cock…I’m going to shave him,” she
laughed, dipping her finger down into the basin of water. “Oh, that
needs a little more hot water,” she fussed, dipping her finger down
into the basin on the table. “We wouldn't want to freeze him.”

Wayne watched her crawl off the bed and go
strolling across the room, her fat ass provocatively swishing from
side to side.

“Be right back,” she told him over her
shoulder as she stepped out of the room.

Wayne heard the microwave go on and then
several moments later, she came strolling back into the room with a
couple of steaming cups in her hands.

Quickly dumping the cups into the basin, she
set them down and twirled her fingers around in the water.

“Okay, lean back and spread 'um, Cowboy,” she
finally smirked.

Grinning, Wade leaned back, spreading his
legs apart and propping himself up on a big, satin pillow to
watch.

Nadine grabbed the shaving cream can and
quickly gave it a few shakes. Then, holding it in her left hand,
she pushed the button and squirted out a big mound of white foam
onto the fingers of her right hand. Grinning mischievously, she
quickly smeared the white froth all around the base of his cock and
down onto his big, dangling balls. Once she was satisfied that he
was properly foamed, she grabbed hold of his jutting cock and
jerked her hand up and down it, smearing more of the slippery goo
all over it.

At last, she uncurled her fingers from around
his cock, letting it stand on its own as she reached for the
razor.

As Wade apprehensively looked on with a mixed
feeling of excitement and trepidation, she began to drag the razor
back and forth across the hairy base of his cock. She kept this up
until he belly was completely shaven. Then she turned her attention
to his big balls. Pinching the loose skin of his scrotum, she
pulled it this way and then, maneuvering the razor over, under and
all about until every last curly hair was gone. At last she turned
her attention to his jutting prick.

Holding the big, mushroom-shaped head of his
cock between her fingertips, she moved it this way and that as she
scraped the razor up from the base of his cock removing what few
hairs there were there. At last, she grinned and let his shaven
cock flop back down onto his belly with a loud, wet smack.

“There,” she laughed, swishing the razor in
the water and then dropping it onto the table. “All done. Now stand
up.”

Wade struggled up to his feet by the bed,
watching her to see what she was going to do next.

She picked up the basin and slipped it under
his jutting cock, letting his big balls dangle down into the warm
water. Then she proceeded to rinse away what little foam that
remained on his balls, cock, and belly.

“Nicely done,” Wade smirked as she lifted the
basin away from his hairless groin. “Looks kind of cool,”

“I thought you’d like it,” she snickered,
setting the basin down and pushing him back onto the bed. “Now I
get to have my treat.”

Scooting back away from the edge of the bed,
he watched her pick up the squeeze bottle of chocolate syrup.

Unscrewing the cap off the tapered tip, she
reached down and pinched the base of his hard cock in with the tips
of her fingers. Holding his cock straight up, she tilted the bottle
down and squeezed on it. A stream of thick, brown syrup oozed out
of the tip, dripping down onto his cock and running down its
swollen shaft. She continued to squeeze, coating his cock with it
until it looked like a fake, chocolate cock. Finally, she let his
cock flop back down onto his belly, smearing it with the brown goop
as she lifted her syrup-coated fingertips to her mouth. Quickly
licking the chocolate off her fingers, she reached down and lifted
his cock back up into the air. Dropping her lips down around it,
she began to lick him clean with her tongue.

Watching her suck and lick at his cock, Wade
could feel her rough tongue cleaning away the sticky covering of
thick, brown goo. A few minutes later, his cock jutted up into the
air, cleaned of its chocolate covering.

“My turn,” Wade grunted, shoving her down
onto her back and grabbing up the squeeze bottle.

Sensing his intent, Nadine quickly spread her
legs apart, baring her shaven pussy to him.

“Make sure you get a lot on my clit, she
really likes chocolate, especially when you lick if off her,” she
snickered.

Squeezing the bottle, he ran a bead of the
brown goo down in between the thick, meaty lips of her pussy,
continuing up to her clit. Then he squeezed out a big gob of the
syrup directly down onto her clit.

“She must like it,” he laughed. “She's
reaching for it.”

Putting the bottle down, Wade dove down
between her outstretched legs. Lapping, sucking, licking, he ran
his tongue down the chocolate filled valley between her cunt lips.
Tasting it on his tongue, he quickly swallowed down the
juice-flavored goo as soon as he sucked it into his mouth. Once the
slippery smoothness of her cunt was almost devoid of chocolate, he
moved up to her jutting clit. Flicking out his tongue, he
enthusiastically attacked her clit, licking and lapping at it.

“Ummmmyesssss,” Nadine murmured, running her
fingers into his hair and forcing him down onto her clit at the
same time she hunched her hips up at him.

Nadine was so fucking hot, Wade giddily
thought. And a little bit crazy. But crazy in a good way!

Tickling and teasing the jutting knob with
the tip of his tongue, he finally cleaned away the last of the
sweet chocolate.

Rolling over between her widespread legs, he
leaned down over her. Smiling at her, he saw the brown smear of
chocolate coating her lips and around her mouth. Kissing her
openmouthed, he snaked out his tongue and tasted her spitty
chocolate. Sharing their chocolate kiss, he felt her fingers on his
cock, pushing it, guiding down to the waiting wetness between her
legs. Then he was inside her again. Inside the hot, clutching mush
of her pussy again. Even as they ate each other's chocolate-covered
faces, he began to work his cock in and out of the hot, sucking
hole that was clinging to his prick. Her hands were all over him.
Clutching at him, digging her nails down into his skin. Urging,
coaxing him on. Then her legs were up in the air as she wrapped her
thighs around his waist and drove her sharp, spiked heels down onto
his bounding ass.

This is it, he told himself. This is what
life was all about. Fucking! Life was always about fucking. What
else was there? This was it. The alpha and the omega. The beginning
and the end. There was nothing else! God, how he loved to fuck.

And apparently so did Nadine, he giddily told
himself as she fucked him back with the same ferocity he was
fucking her.

“Yeah, fuck me, fuck me hard, oh yes, yes,
yes,” she hissed, thrusting herself up at his pounding attack.

As he finally broke the kiss, he could see an
agonizing grimace begin to distort her pretty face. Slowly, her
eyes glazed over as she thrust her head and shoulder back down onto
the bed, tilting her hips, shoving her pussy up at his pounding
attack. Her legs stiffened and dropped to the bed as she dug her
heels down into the bed. She gave out a long, shuddering groan as a
drivel of spit oozed out of the corner of her mouth and ran down
her cheek to the bed below. Her pussy tightened around his
pistoning prick, clutching at it and trying to force it to explode.
As it did, the gathering gusher of cum in his flopping balls
erupted up through his cock.

“Yessss,” she hissed, as his prick began to
jerk and kick down inside her pussy, pumping out gush after gush of
thick, hot cum into her sucking hole.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he cursed, holding his
spurting weapon down inside her as deep as he could.

Wade felt like her hot cunt was sucking his
cock inside out as it pulled more and more semen out of it until at
last he had no more to give her.

“God, Nadine,” he groaned out.

“Yeah, that was awesome,” she murmured, still
sucking at his softening cock with her hungry pussy.

“I thought you were going to suck my balls
inside out,” he muttered, slowly backing his cock out of her
cum-filled hole.

“I didn't think you were ever going to stop
spurting,” she laughed as his cock wetly slithered out of her
pussy, followed by a river of creamy white goo. “Look at all that
stuff.”

“And it's only eleven o'clock,” he snickered,
looking down at his wrist watch. “We still got all afternoon,”

“Well, man, or woman for that matter, does
not live by pussy and peter alone,” Nadine said, pushing up off the
bed. “I'll order us a pizza. What kind do you want?”

“Uh, pepperoni,” he smiled, looking down and
seeing that her inner thighs were coated with cum and juice.

“Okay, just hang loose and I'll take care of
it, and then clean up a bit for this afternoon's fun and games…
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And so it went throughout the afternoon and
late into the night. Nadine seemed intent on making up for lost
time and Wayne was more than willing to help her out in every way
he could…
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 Chapter Three – Counseling Mary Sue

 


 


David pulled his car up to the curb in front
of the small, frame house. It was newly painted and everything
about the house and yard were immaculately kept. Even down to the
little white picket fence that surrounded it.

Was it the work of Mary Sue, or her young
husband, Frank, he wondered pushing the car door open and stepping
out into the warm, morning sunlight. Mary Sue had called him last
night stating that she needed to talk to him. She was struggling
with her new marriage and wondered if he could give her a little
marriage counseling. David had been only too glad to oblige
her.

He had known Mary Sue ever since she was a
child. Not that she was much more than that now. She had grown up
in their little congregation, and he had always wished she was the
daughter he'd never had. But unfortunately, she had blossomed from
a skinny, little tomboy into a beautiful young woman right before
his eyes. David had always been drawn to her, as a father, and even
felt a little jealous and possessive toward her when she had gotten
married to the Braxton boy. But now, as of late he disappointedly
found himself thinking or her more as an attractive young woman
than a daughter. A tempting, beguiling young woman. Not the thing a
reverend should be thinking, he admonished himself. And not the
thing a forty-eight year old man should be thinking about an
eighteen-year-old girl. But then, David was David…and he felt that
old familiar stirring down inside his pants…

As David had grown older, he had found
himself being more attracted to young women and the younger, the
better as long as they were over eighteen. Oh, he knew that chasing
after young women wasn't the thing any reverend should be doing. In
fact, since he had a loving wife at home, the pursuit of any other
woman was inexcusable. But he couldn't help it. He was just a weak,
frail-minded man and the temptations of the flesh were difficult to
turn away from. So, when an opportunity presented itself, David
certainly wasn't one to turn it away. And when But Mary Sue had
come to him seeking guidance, he had leapt at the opening to
counsel the young woman. In fact, the way
he'd always felt about her, who else would be better to offer her
fatherly guidance? How could he turn her away?

David still loved his wife, Nadine. But he
had found himself growing less and less physically attracted to
her. Not that Nadine was physically unattractive, and it wasn't her
fault that she was just getting older. It had to be his fault that
he found himself growing more and more attracted to younger
women…and even girls—
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Stepping across the porch, he gently rapped
on the freshly-painted door and waited.

The door opened quickly and he found himself
face to face with young, pretty Mary Sue Braxton. Mrs. Mary Sue
Braxton, he reminded himself.

“Reverend Dawkins, come in, come in,” she
said, with a sad, little frown on her face. “I'm so glad you could
come over.”

“I'm just glad I can be of service,” he
smiled back at her as she stepped aside to let him in. It was,
after all, for her own good, he lied to himself.

He stepped around her and turned to watch her
close the door behind him. Her choice of dress left him a little
confused. She was wearing a crisp, white blouse that did little to
hide the swell of her supple young breasts. And the little, red
shorts she was wearing only added emphasis and drew his attention
down to the jut of her perfect, round butt and long, willowy legs.
To David, it seemed everything about her exuded sex. Even down to
the little leather sandals embellished with turquoise beads she
wore on her dainty feet and the silver earrings and the dainty
silver necklace that were sparkling in the morning sunlight.

Yes, she was a beautiful, young lady, he told
himself as she turned to face him. How could he not be drawn to
such a beautiful young creature? But be careful. Control your
thoughts, Reverend, he warned himself.

“Coffee?” she asked him, stepping across the
room toward the kitchen, her young breasts softly bobbling down
inside her white starched blouse.

“Yes! That would be fine,” he mumbled.

“Make yourself at home, reverend…” she said,
offhandedly motioning toward the couch as she turned toward the
kitchen. “I'll be right back.”

“I'll be here,” he inanely babbled, following
the seductive roll of her hips and sway of her cute, little ass in
her tight red shorts as she walked across the room.

Wondering what the problem she needed to
discuss with him was, David looked around the room and saw that
just like the yard, the inside of the cottage it was spotlessly
clean. Mary Sue seemed to be quite the little homemaker, he told
himself easing down onto the couch.

Three or four minutes later, Mary Sue came
walking back out of the kitchen carrying a tray. David couldn't
keep his eyes off the bobble of her pert breasts as she stepped
across the room toward him. As she set the tray down, he saw her
follow his eyes down to her breasts as she frowned. How could he
ever take advantage of such a sweet young girl like May Sue, he
shamefully asked himself? Because he was a sinner, he guiltily
thought. He should have been the last person on earth to bring harm
to this sweet young girl. Not the first one in line to take unfair
advantage of her crisis.

“Sugar? Cream?” she asked.

“Uh, no, thank you,” he told her, taking the
cup from her as she offered it to him and taking a polite sip of
coffee before setting the cup on the coffee table. “So, Mary Sue
what was it you needed to discuss with me?”

“Well,” she said, sitting down and taking a
sip of her coffee, before setting her cup down beside his, leaning
back against the couch and taking a deep breath. As she did, David
couldn't stop himself from glancing down at the thrust of her young
breasts as they majestically rose and fell with the breath, “I
think that Frank, Frank might be seeing another, another
woman.”

“What? What do you mean?” he muttered, not
believing what he was hearing. Was the boy daft? And it had only
been what, five, six months since they had gotten married? “Why
you've only been married, let's see, five months, isn't it?”

“Yes, that's right,” Mary Sue sniffed, a
single, big tear trickling down her smooth, perfect cheek.

“What? What makes you think that he is, he's
having an affair?” David asked her, reaching over and taking one of
her tiny hands in his hands and giving it a reassuring squeeze.

“He, he doesn't want, doesn't want me like he
did before,” she sniffed, wiping away the tear with the tissue she
had wadded up in her hand.

“What? What do you mean?” David asked,
looking deep into her teary green eyes, wondering.

“Oh this is so embarrassing. I, I, don't know
what's normal and not. I just thought that you, you being a
reverend and married and all, you would know. Who else could I turn
to?”

“I understand, my Dear, but what makes you
think he's having an affair? What's he done?”

“It's more what he hasn't done,” Mary Sue
sniffed, dabbing at her teary green eyes with the tissue again.
“I'm so embarrassed. It was two, we did it two, three times a day,
you know, we had, had, uh, that, uh, sex, two, three times a
day…but now, now it's only two, three times a week. So I think, I
think that he is, is seeing someone else. Seeing another
woman—”

Poor boy, David sarcastically thought. She's
probably worn him out!

“I just don't feel like a woman anymore,” she
told him. “I feel like such a failure. Why I can't even make my
husband want me anymore. I can’t make my husband happy
anymore.”

“No! No! Don't think that,” David reassured
her, giving her hand another squeeze. “You're a woman! A beautiful,
alluring young woman! A woman any man would want. I can attest to
that.”

“You really think so?” she sniffed. “You're
not just saying that to make me feel better?”

“No, Mary Sue, anyone can see that you are a
beautiful young woman,” he said softly, gently lifting her hand and
bringing it over into his lap. “Any man…there must be something
wrong with your husband…”

As Mary Sue's fingers brushed up the front of
his pants and the cylinder of steely-hard flesh hidden under them,
he felt her hand flinch. But he held onto her hand firmly, gently
pressing it against himself so there could be no doubt that he had
an erection.

“Reverend Dawkins?” she murmured, looking
down at her hand as it rested pressed against the big bulge jutting
out against the front of his pants. “Why are you?” she asked,
seemingly unable to finish the question.

David could see the hesitancy in her
questioning eyes. The doubt.

David felt like such a cad taking advantage
of the troubled young woman. But he'd found over his years of
counseling, if he gave a woman a little praise and sympathy, they
were like putty in his hands. And he doubted that Mary Sue would be
an exception to that rule.

“See, Mary Sue. See what effect you have on
men. Even me, Mary Sue. So it isn't your fault, my Dear,” David
softly crooned, gradually easing his hand off hers, seeing if she
would try to move it away from his lap. She didn't—

“Can't you see what effect you have on men?”
he mumbled, lifting his hands up to the top button on her
blouse.

“Oh, Reverend…” Mary Sue softly
whimpered.

“I can't for the life of me understand why
Frank is ignoring your needs. You're so beautiful! Such a
beautiful, young woman,” he led her on. “And I know what a woman
needs. I know what can happen if a woman is neglected,” he told
her. “It's my place to know these things, my dear…”

Like your wife, his conscience facetiously
asked?

“What happens, reverend?” she asked him.

“She must find some other way of fulfilling
those unrequited needs…” he whispered, shifting his hips slightly,
just enough to make her fingers rub against his primed hardness
through his pants.

“What other way, reverend?” Mary Sue
whispered. Then to his ecstatic gratification, he felt Mary Sue's
fingers give his cock a gentle, hesitant squeeze through his
pants.

“Yes, my Dear…that way,” he encouraged,
lifting his hips slightly, rubbing himself against her inquisitive
fingers a second time. Just then, he felt the second button on her
blouse slip through its buttonhole.

“You, you really think so?” Mary Sue
murmured, squeezing him harder and David knew that he had already
succeeded. She had fallen into his trap.

“Yes, Mary Sue, I know so,” he whispered,
unbuttoning the third button as she gave his peter another
tentative squeeze. “It is my duty. My responsibility. If Frank is
unable, or unwilling to give you the attention you need, the
attention you deserve, I will do it for him…if you want! It is my
obligation to care for the needs of my flock…”

That always did it. Now she was a member of
HIS flock. How could she refuse his ministrations?

As David pushed the fourth button through its
buttonhole, he saw Mary Sue slowly drop her chin, looking down at
her hand resting in his lap and then down to his fingers fumbling
with the fifth button on her blouse.

Finally, she lifted her head and looked back
into his eyes with her sparkling green eyes.

“You're sure this is what the Lord would
want, Reverend?” she asked him as he felt her fingers probing,
searching, apparently looking for the tab of his zipper.

“Why else would he have sent me to you, my
Dear?” David silkily purred, unbuttoning the last button on her
blouse and gently tugging the blouse out from under the waistband
of her shorts.

He could see the young naivety written all
over her pretty, youthful face. How could she turn him aside? He
was THE REVEREND! God's own messenger. He must be right! Why else
would he being doing this? It must have been foreordained. Why else
would God have sent him to her? Why else would God let this
happen?

“Beautiful!” David whispered, slowly
spreading Mary Sue's blouse open to reveal Mary Sue’s perfect
breasts softly quivering as they rested in the lacy, half-cup,
black brassiere cradling them. “You have such beautiful breasts, my
dear!”

“Oh, Reverend, you're sure? They're not too
saggy,” she murmured. As she spoke, David felt the tips of her
fingers brushing down the front of his pants unzipping his
pants.

“No! No! They're perfect. They’re beautiful,”
he mumbled, his fingers digging down in between the lacy cups of
her brassiere and finding the little, bow-covered clasp that held
the brassiere together.

Then, as he plucked the catch open, he felt
her fingers spreading the fly of his pants apart and easing down
into the opening of his shorts. Spreading his legs, he watched her
droopy breasts drop out of the lacy cups as the brassiere spread
open. And then felt her hot, little hand curl around his stiff
prick.

“So big,” she softly whispered, giving it a
rough squeeze.

“You, you're the reason, Mary Sue. See, you
have no reason to think that you are the problem with your
marriage. It's him. Your husband. It is his fault that he doesn't
find you desirable anymore. It can’t be your fault. There must be
something wrong with him. You're such a beautiful woman,” he told
her, ladling it on as thick as he could.

David stared down at her drooping breasts,
watching them quiver and jiggle as they rose and fell with every
breath she took. They were spectacular.

Then he glanced down at his lap as Mary Sue’s
hand squeezed down around his cock while her other hand spread open
his shorts and she slowly pulled it out into the open.

“Oh, Reverend, it's so big,” she cooed,
looking down at his jutting peter in apparent reverence. “It's
bigger than Frankie's.”

“Oh,” David conceitedly smirked, proud of his
seven inch penis, knowing that it was larger than eighty percent of
male Caucasian populace of the United States, according to latest
studies he'd read on the internet. He had to keep up with his facts
about those kinds of things if he was going counsel his troubled
parishioners and keep the facts straight…and hard, he chuckled to
himself.

And there had been no complaints from any of
the female parishioners who had sampled its impressive length and
girth. In fact, quite the opposite was the case.

Reaching out, David eased his fingers under
the edges of the white blouse and gently pushed it back over Mary
Sue's femininely-rounded shoulders. Her skin was so pale, so
smooth, so pure. Suddenly the blouse went slithering down her
shoulders, but was prevented from falling to the couch as it
settled down around the forearm that was attached to the hand
holding onto his jutting cock.

Smiling casually, Mary Sue eased David's
stiff cock back down onto his belly, shrugged her shoulders and let
her blouse settle down onto the couch behind her. Sensing the
opportunity to remove her brassiere at the same time, David slipped
his fingers under the thin black straps of the wispy bra and
delicately pushed them down the slopes of her shoulders too. When
the brassiere slid down her arms, Mary Sue eased them back out of
the straps and then grasped hold of David's evil, vile manhood. As
she did, David saw the sunlight glint off they tiny band of silver
circling her ring finger. Her wedding band, he shamefully told
himself. The very ring that Frank had given her when they had stood
before David at the church when they had exchanged their vows as he
married them. Yes, he had presided over the ceremony that had
joined Mary Sue and Frank in the holy bond of wedlock. He had
gathered the congregation together in the sight of God and the
flock and joined Mary Sue and Frank together as man and woman in
holy matrimony. And now he was going to desecrate those very vows,
flinging them aside as he took Mary Sue to satisfy his own sick
needs. Yes, he was going to take the boy's youthful bride and take
her carnally, just as if she were his own wife. He was so
dementedly wicked, he sickly thought. A man of the cloth and he was
doing this?

But the evil hiding down inside his heart
wouldn't let him desist. He must have her! He would have her!

Standing up, he leaned down and quickly
shoved his pants and shorts down his muscular legs as she sat
blankly staring at his jutting peter with a befuddled, dazed look
on her pretty, childish face. She didn't look a day over fifteen,
David found himself thinking, stepping out of his clothes and
sandals. So young and innocent, she didn't look old enough to be
married. Or old enough to be having sex with a man for that matter.
But he wasn't going to let that stand in his way, he dementedly
thought to himself.

Reaching down, he gently grasped her warm
little hands in his and smoothly pulled her to her feet. Then
softly pulling her to him, he tenderly touched his lips to her
soft, full lips. They softly kissed for several long moments before
he finally broke the kiss and leaned away from her. He saw her hand
start down for his penis, but before it could reach it, he slowly
eased down on his knees in front of her. Wrapping his arms around
her shapely thighs, he gently pulled her to him again, pressing his
face into the crotch of her little, red shorts. Rubbing his nose
against the material, he could smell a faint fragrance of baby
powder. Baby powder and hot, ripe woman. Such an absurd,
incongruent combination, he evilly thought.

Uncurling his arms, he leaned back and raised
his hands up to the front of her tight, red shorts. His educated
fingers quickly found the little button on the waistband of her
shorts and plucked it open. Running his fingertips under the
waistband of her shorts, he pulled it out and began to ease the
shorts down off her hips and onto her long, shapely legs. Staring
directly into the crotch of her sheer panties, he felt Mary Sue
lift her legs one at a time to step out of her shorts. Bringing his
hands back up, he dug his fingers down under the springy elastic
waistband of her panties as she looked down at him with a funny,
little frown creasing her forehead. But she made no move to stop
him as he began to pull her panties down over the curves of her
shapely hips.

The silky material slowly slid down over the
soft roundness of her hips as he pulled at them. Then, as they
peeled lower, a swirl of soft, brown curls came into view. As David
stared on with expectant anticipation, he saw that the crotch of
her panties was wetly sticking to her dew-covered pussy. As he
continued to peel the panties down, the damp material gave way and
the delicate pink nub of her clit showed itself just before the
damp, pink lips of her pussy came into view.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, reveling in the
sight of her youthful pussy as he pushed the panties down her long,
curving legs.

David suddenly found himself comparing
Nadine's hairy, thick-lipped pussy to this innocent, almost
pre-pubescent pussy with the soft fuzz-covered mounds bordering the
soft, vividly pink gash of glistening flesh between them. As he
did, he felt a flood of guilt rush through his head. Guilt for
cheating on his wife. Guilt for committing adultery with this
sweet, virtuous child. Had he not known she was eighteen, he would
have guessed fifteen, or sixteen at the most. He had never seen
such a youthfully-innocent pussy. The tiny lips bordering the
vestibule didn't protrude more than a half-inch at their thickest
part, unlike Nadine's fleshy flaps of flesh that thickly protruded
out at least two inches. It almost seemed sacrilege to desecrate
such a beautiful, delicate young pussy with the evil, vile
monstrosity jutting out of his hairy groin. Curling his hands
around the tight firmness of her buttocks, he pulled her to him
again as he buried his nose in the whorl of soft curls above her
seeping womanhood.

She was a child. A sweet, innocent child
being led down the path of adultery by the very man she looked up
to keep her on the straight and narrow path of godliness.

The fragrance of baby powder was now
stronger, making it all seem that much more perverted. But the
fragrance of the powder was mingled with the scent of the hot
secretions seeping out of her sweet little pussy, as it prepared
itself for him. The juicy succulence flowing from her womanhood was
slickening the opening of her sex, making her wet and ready for
him. Hot and wet so that he could ease his evil prick into her and
desecrate the beautiful flower that flourished down between her
legs.

Feeling his way through the
testosterone-induced fog that enveloped his head, he opened his
mouth and pursed his lips around the tiny jut of her clit. A murmur
escaped from her lips as his tongue tickled across the little bud.
Her hips flinched involuntarily.

“Oh—Reverend,” she cooed out, curling her
hot, little hands around behind his head and pulling him against
her.

He could feel the firm tightness of her
buttocks quivering against his hands as she thrust herself against
his flicking tongue. His prick was so hard, it ached as he ravaged
the delicate softness of Mary Sue’s childish pussy with his probing
tongue.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she hissed out, her hips
beginning to quiver and jerk as she pulled on his head and rubbed
her pussy against his lips and tongue.

Savagely attacking her little clit, he fought
to push her over the edge. He wanted to bring her pleasure, but he
couldn't wait to get his dick into the childlike slit that
dissected her soft, vulnerable underbelly. Pushing up onto her
tiptoes, she arched her back and strained against him. He could
feel her growing more and more excited as she pressed herself
against him. Her delicate pussy was leaking out gushes of hot,
sticky pussy-juice that now covered his chin and dripped down onto
his shirt.

Suddenly, letting out a long, tortured groan,
she pulled him against her as her whole body began to quiver and
strain. Her short, pink fingernails were digging into his scalp as
she was consumed by the fiery clutch of her orgasm. Her flat belly,
resting against his forehead was hard as a board as its muscles
tightened and quivered. David could feel more and more of her warm,
sticky pussy-juice leaking out of her contracting pussy and running
down his chin.

Finally, David felt her slump against him
when she went limp, her knees wobbling as she fought to stand. Her
little hands were curled around his broad shoulders, holding onto
him for support as she tried to keep from falling while she slowly
backed her dew-slathered cunt away from his dew-covered lips.

“Oh, Reverend,” she softly mumbled, raising a
hand and running it through his short, gray-tinted hair. “That was,
that was, oh, God!”

“I, I wanted you to feel like a woman again,”
he told her, struggling up to his feet in front of her, his cock
still sticking out in front of him stiff and hard. “The
bedroom?”

“Over there,” she said, pointing toward the
hallway leading off the living room. “I want, I want to be a
woman…a woman for you, Reverend.”

“Yes! Yes! The Lord wants that for you. He
wants me to make you a woman again,” he told her, grabbing her hand
and tugging her toward the hallway. “He wants you to feel like the
beautiful, sensual creature you are.”

“Yes, yes, make me whole again, Reverend,”
she gushed, grasping his hand in hers, following him as he pulled
her along. “Make me woman!”

It was almost as if they were both virgins.
The very first time to make love for both of them as they
unthinkingly rushed into the bedroom. They were both now being
ruled by instinct alone.

Sweeping her off her feet, he gently laid her
down on the bed. Reaching down to her long, curving legs, he slowly
spread them apart to bare the childlike secrecy that lay between
them.

Reaching down, he reverently brushed his
fingertips up the soft, delicate folds of flesh that lay bared
between her outstretched legs. A quiver of excitement sparked up
through his curving penis making it twitch and jerk.

“Like a child, like a beautiful girl child,”
he murmured, gently flicking the tip of his finger across the tip
of her retracted clit.

“I'm sorry,” she wept. “I want to be a woman
for you.”

“NO! NO! Don't cry! It's beautiful. You’re
beautiful,” he groaned. “Your innocence makes it just that much
more exciting.”

“Take me, Reverend, take me and make me
woman,” she gurgled out, spreading her legs even wider as she ran
her hand down and fingered the delicate, pink lips of her pussy
open.

“You're a precious treasure, my darling! Part
woman and part child! I'm so blessed to help you find solace and
help you regain your womanhood once again.” He mumbled.

David was over her in a heartbeat, his big,
meaty dick jutting out below his belly, stiff and ripe, jerking and
twitching as she clutched it in her hot little hand and pulled it
down to the tiny, seeping slit between her girlish pussy-lips.
Staring back down between her outstretched legs, David eased his
hips forward and watched her fit the big, bloated head of his prick
down into the almost-infantile opening of her pussy.

“Dear God of Love!” he gasped out as the tiny
opening tightened down around his cock, sucking him deeper and
deeper down into her accepting softness.

“Reverend,” she groaned out, thrusting
herself up against him and taking him down into the depths of her
wondrous cunt.

David had never had a pussy as tight and hot
as hers was. Not only did it look like the pussy of a
thirteen-year-old girl, it was just as tight and snug as he
imagined one that young would be. It was almost a crime against
nature to desecrate such innocence. But he had to. He had to have
her. Have her and fill her youthful innocence with his ripe,
bountiful essence. Fill its youthful innocence with his vile seed.
After all, Frank was neglecting it and such a precious treasure
deserved more compassionate consideration, even if had to come from
a man of the cloth.

“God have mercy,” he grunted out as he began
to work his hips back and forth frantically, driving his big cock
in and out of the tightly clutched opening of the girl’s clutching
pussy.

Yes,” she hissed, running her hands down his
back to his bounding ass and digging her short fingernails into it
as it bounded up and down above her.

“So tight, so hot, so innocent,” he muttered
out, hammering his cock into her at a feverish pace.

Her hands were moving all over him, clawing,
scratching, urging him on as she fucked her hot cunt back at his
pistoning prick. Frank must be having an affair, he angrily
thought. No man should ever neglect such a wonderful virtuous cunt
like hers. Beautiful, young, passionate and a wildcat in bed. Frank
was crazy not to make love to her every hour of every day. But
Frank’s loss was his gain, David sacrilegiously told himself.

“I am woman! I am woman! I am woman!” she
chanted, thrusting herself up at his pounding attack with fervent
abandon.

Her big, pendulous breasts were flicking
every which way as they fucked like dogs in heat. There was no
tomorrow, no yesterday, only the here and now, for all else had
ceased to exist. The only thing that mattered was them, them and
the adulterous communion they were committing.

Sweat was soon pouring off David's face,
splashing down onto her face and flouncing tits as they fucked and
fucked. He was huffing and puffing loudly, working his hips back
and forth like a madman, impaling her all the way to the hilt on
every lunging thrust. But she asked for no quarter and he gave her
none as she took him fully and totally on every bone-jarring
down-stroke. Knowing that the ecstasy pouring through him couldn't
last forever, he humped her harder and harder, trying to push her
over the edge again before he came. He wanted to bring her more
pleasure, make her feel like a woman again before he filled her
hallowed chalice with his corrupted, sperm-filled semen. He wanted
her to feel the lust he felt for her. He wanted her to know how
much he cared for her. She was a child. His dear, sweet child and
he must bring that love to her. He had to love and protect her,
bringing her the joy and happiness she so deserved and which Frank
was denying her.

“Mary Sue! Mary Sue, I love you,” he gasped
out into her ear, still pumping his cock in and out of her tightly
clutching pussy.

“Reverend! Oh, Reverend!” she groaned out,
humping herself up at him, trying to get even more of his big prick
down into the moist, sucking hole between her outstretched
legs.

This had never happened to David before. He
had never let himself go this far. He had always felt a warm
affection for the women he made love to, but this girl had stolen
his heart, and his body. He had to possess her, make her his own,
let no other man touch her.

Just then, she gave out a piercing scream as
she clutched him to her, holding him tightly crushed against her
quivering body. Her whole body stiffened and shook as her cunt
furiously milked and pulled on his embedded peter.

“God All Mightyyyyyyy!” David bellowed out,
arching his back and driving his cock down into her as deep as it
could go.

Then spasms of pleasure and joy tore through
his cock and balls as they exploded and began to spew out great
gooey gobs of cum down into the Mary Sue's convulsing, sucking
cunt.

“Mary, Mary, Mary,” he wept out, feeling his
heart and soul pouring out into her clutching cunt in fiery
spurts.

They wallowed in their decadence for the
longest time, writhing and clutching at each other as they came and
came and came. David felt as if his whole body was liquefying,
melting and pouring down into her hungry cunt in hot, gooey spurts.
She took everything he gave her, her body begging and pleading for
more and more. This was love, he giddily told himself. Hot, fiery,
passionate love that a man felt for his woman. It wasn't the quiet,
simmering love he felt for Nadine. His love for Mary Sue was all
consuming! Addictive! An irresistible force!

“Dear, God, Mary Sue,” he finally gasped, his
cock giving out one final twitch as the last little gush of semen
trickled out of it.

“That, that was so,” she murmured, her arms
dropping to the bed as David lay atop her panting to catch his
breath.

“I don't know what to say,” he finally
groaned, slowly backing his peter down the cum-filled channel of
her tight, clinging pussy and letting it slither out of her. “I've
never felt like this before,”

“It felt like my, my first time ever,” she
murmured, running her hand down to his cock and lazily fingering it
as it continued to shrink and shrivel.

“It was like my first time, too,” he told
her, lovingly fondling one of her big, droopy breasts. “I don't
know, I don't know if I can give you back to Frank, I love you so
much,”

“But you must,” she told him, a frown
creasing her forehead as she looked into his eyes.

“Didn't you feel the love between us?” he
asked her, teasing her big, puffy nipple with the tip of his
finger.

“I, I felt something, Reverend but I don't
know! I don't know if it was love?” she told him. “I need time to
think about this, about us, about Frank, about you!”

“But I need you so much,” he grumbled,
squeezing her breast roughly.

“Just give me time to think! Okay?” she
mumbled, stumbling out of bed.

“But,” he started to say, stopping to watch
her beautiful, quivering butt as she stomped over to a housecoat
hanging on the back of the bedroom door.

She jerked it off the hanger and quickly
pulled it on.

“Reverend, please go,” she sniffed, looking
over at him with a scowling frown. “Please go and I'll call you
when I've had time to think.”

“Uh, okay,” he muttered, swinging his legs
out of bed and getting to his feet. “If that's the way you want
it.”

Strangely, he felt childishly exposed as he
stumbled across the room with his big, soft dick hanging down
between his hairy thighs flopping about limply.

Stumbling out into the living room, he
gathered up his pants and shorts and quickly pulled them on. Then,
stuffing his limp dick back inside his shorts, he angrily jerked
the zipper back up and stepped over to the door. Stopping he turned
to look at her. She gave him a weak, little wave, and then
disappeared back into the bedroom.

David wanted to go to her. Go to her and tell
her how much he loved her. How much he needed her. But to do so
might drive her away. He had to leave her to her thoughts and see
what might come of it….
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“You seem preoccupied. Anything wrong?” David
heard Nadine ask as he sat at his desk that night, daydreaming
about Mary Sue as he tried to write his Sunday sermon.

“Uh, what? No, nothing, just thinking that's
all,” he said, turning to her.

She was standing in the doorway looking over
at him. As usual, she was wearing her wispy, billowy nightgown. He
could see the outline of her body through the thin material and saw
that she was naked underneath it. There was an odd change in her
over the last few days. She seemed to be more bubbly with an added
spring in her step, a new twinkle in her eyes. And she rarely wore
anything under her gown, which she seemed to wear all the time when
she was in the house. Maybe he should talk to her about being a
little more discreet. After all, she was a preacher's wife and
should act like one.

And maybe he ought to act like the preacher
he was supposed to be and quit lusting after other women, too, he
chastised himself!

“Would you like to come to bed?” she asked
him in a low, sultry voice.

“Uh, no, I've got to finish this sermon
before Sunday! Maybe when I've finished it,” he told her, noticing
another oddity about her.

When she wore her gown in the past, there had
been a distinct darkened triangle down at the Y of her underbelly
and legs. It was now absent. Had she shaved it away? No, she
wouldn't do that. She knew how he felt about her doing anything
like that. Maybe she was just wearing a pair of flesh-colored
panties. Yes, that had to be it. Strangely, he didn't find it
objectionable when he found out that one of his “troubled”
parishioners had shaved down there. In fact, he found it quite
stimulating on some women. But no, not on Nadine. Now, if Mary Sue
did it, it would make her pussy seem even more infantile and
youthful and would only serve to heighten his sexual desire for
her. He could only imagine how excitingly sexy her little shaved
pussy would look.

“Well, I'm going to bed,” she told him,
turning and slowly trudging down the hallway in her bare feet.

“Night,” he called out after her, feeling a
little guilty for not taking her up on her offer.

“Night,” he heard her answer. Then the door
to their bedroom closed…loudly.

Lying alone in the dark, Nadine picked up her
cell phone that lay on the nightstand by the bed. Turning it on,
she pulled up speed dial and quickly poked in Wayne's number. The
phone rang a couple of times before she heard his voice.

“Hello—”

“Hello, Sweetie,” she whispered into the
phone.

“Oh, hi, Nadine,” he returned. “Why are you
whispering?”

“I'm in bed and David is in his den working
on his sermon,” she softly said.

“Oh,” he remarked, the tone of his voice
quieting also.

“I was wondering if you would like to help me
out at the orphanage tomorrow?” she softly asked, shielding it with
her hand. “I know a quiet, secluded place on the way out there
where I could give you some more counseling if you were in need of
it.”

“Uh, sure,” he told her. “What time?”

“Is nine-thirty too early?” she asked. “I'll
pick you up!”

“I'll be waiting!”

“See you then,” she said, turning her phone
off and placing it back on the nightstand. Well, if David was too
busy to pay any attention to her, she would just find someone who
would, she scowled to herself. And Wayne with his oversized
appendage seemed to fit that bill to a T! Then, oddly, she found
herself wondering about the phrase. Was it to a T or was it to a
tee? Whichever, she giddily thought, Wayne was the man…

Then, with visions of Wayne and his big peter
dancing through her head, she slowly drifted off to sleep.
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“So, how is my favorite student?” she smiled
as Wayne crawled into the passenger's side of her car.

“Horny!” he laughed, running his eyes over
the expanse of bare thigh she was baring for him, having pulled up
her skirt after she had pulled up in front of his house.

“That makes two of us,” she chuckled,
glancing down at the obvious bulge jutting out of the front of his
short pants.

“Your parents aren’t suspicious are they?”
she asked him, looking back up at his house and seeing Martha
looking out at them.

“Uh, no, I don’t think so,” Wayne mumbled,
following Nadine's eyes to his mother looking out the window at
them. Then he gave her a feeble wave and scooted way over up next
to his door as he pulled his seatbelt around him, he fastened
it.

“Well, I certainly hope not,” Nadine smiled,
waving at Martha before she pulled away from the curb.

“I just told them I was going to be helping
you out at the orphanage.”

“Good…I've missed you,” she said, reaching
over and tickling her long, pink fingernails down over his hidden
cock as they drove down the street. “And of course, him, too!”

“I've missed you,” he said, grinning,
scooting closer to her, running his hand up her thigh, up under her
short skirt and tickling his fingertips across her pussy which of
course was sans panties, as usual. “And her, too!”

“She's not wearing any panties just for you,”
she softly giggled, making her big tits jiggle and bounce as she
shifted into a higher gear. “So you'd better watch it or you'll get
your fingers all sticky and wet. She's been leaking like a broken
water main all morning!”

“I can tell,” he told her, tickling his
fingers over her big, fleshy cunt lips that were wetly sticking
together and obviously covered with her sticky overflow.

“She's hotter than a cat in heat,” she
purred, spreading her legs wider apart as she maneuvered the car
down the highway.

“Yes, she is,” Wayne snickered, leaning
closer, fingering her pussy lips apart and easing a long finger
down into the juice-slathered slit between her legs while she tried
to keep from weaving.

“Take him out…” Nadine huffed, looking in the
rearview mirror as they sped along.

Jerking his hand out from between her legs,
Wayne quickly unbuttoned his pants and spread them open. As he did,
his big stiff prick suddenly jutted up out of his hairless
crotch.

“You're not wearing any panties, either,” she
snickered, holding onto the wheel with one hand as she grabbed hold
of his prick with her other hand.

“Nope,” he leered, shoving his hand back up
under her skirt and finding the slippery opening of her sex
again.

Guiding the car along with one hand, Nadine
was slowly twisting her hand up and down Wayne's primed prick while
he gently slid his juice-drenched finger in and out of her
accommodating pussy.

“How much farther?” he breathlessly asked,
adding a second finger to his first as he worked them in and out of
her hot cunt.

“About three miles,” she muttered. “If you
don't make me wreck the car!”

Not seeing any other cars on the road, Wayne
reached down and undid his seatbelt then slid over closer to
Nadine. As he did, he could see down inside Nadine's blouse and saw
that her big, saggy tits were resting in a little lace-edged half
bra. And he could see that her jutting nipples were sticking out
just above the top edge of the bra. He also noticed that they were
already hard and puffy.

“You must be hot,” Wayne snickered, shoving
his hand down inside her blouse, cupping a big tit, pinching and
twisting one of the big, berry-size nipples between his finger and
thumb. “Your nips are hard as a rock.”

Then, as he shoved his fingers down into her
clinging cunt, he began to rub his thumb back and forth across her
bulging clit.

“Sweet Mother of God,” she gasped, thrusting
her foot down on the accelerator and making the car lurch forward
as she drove faster.

Her hot pussy was pumping out pussy juice
like the dickens, coating Wayne's hand with the hot, sticky goo
while they sped along.

“There! There it is!” she finally panted,
braking the car and turning it down a small dirt road.

They bumped along the path for the better
part of a mile before Nadine finally jerked the car up under a
stand of big oak trees. Twisting the ignition key, she shoved
Wayne's hand out from between her legs and stumbled out of the
car.

“Where you going?” Wayne mumbled watching as
she rushed around the front of the car, her big tits flouncing up
and down wildly in their little lace cups. Jerking his door open,
she reached down and pulled on the shiny, silver handle jutting
beside the seat cushion. Wayne felt the seat drop back eight or ten
inches as she grabbed a second lever and gave it a tug. Then the
seat went shooting back to the end of its track where it came to a
sudden, jarring stop.

“Oh! Yes,” she hissed, crawling in over his
legs and climbing up onto the front seat, straddling him on her
knees with her slippery, nylon-encased calves brushing his hips.
Quickly hiking up her short skirt around her waist to expose the
wet, dripping gash of pink flesh between her legs, she leaned over
him. Wayne didn’t have time to react before she was reaching down
between her splayed-out legs and grabbing hold of his jutting
peter. Holding it up, she lowered her hips and let the swollen,
puffy lips of her cunt settle down around the big, barbed head of
his prick. A grimace of joy flitted across her face as she lowered
herself down onto him.

Wayne could feel the tight, wet squeeze of
her sex quickly envelop him, sliding down onto his jutting penis
until the thick, meaty lips of her cunt were wrapped around its
thick hairless base.

“God! I love the way your big cock fills up
my hot little cunt,” she grimaced, grinding herself down against
him and twirling his cock around inside the mushy heat of her
pussy. “You fill me so full.”

“Unh-huh,” Wayne murmured out around a big,
droopy tit he had sucked into his mouth as she sank down around his
thrusting cock.

Sucking as much of her breast into his mouth
as he could, he began to tease and torment the big, rubbery nipple
with his tongue as she began to slowly push up and down on his
jutting peter. Within seconds, Wayne could feel her hot juices
spilling out of her stuffed cunt, running down his belly and
seeping onto his balls, coating them with their warm stickiness.
Nadine was his kind of woman, Wayne happily thought. She knew what
she wanted and she went straight for it. No dilly-dallying around
with her. When she wanted cock, she went after it. And got it!

Head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, she had
the tip of her tongue thrust out between her lips as she
energetically humped herself up and down on his meaty pole.

Struggling to keep his mouth latched around
her flailing tit, Wayne let go of her tits, let his hands slide
down her ribcage to her thickened waist and began to jerk her up
and down. He could hear her soft, little grunts and the slurping
slap of her wet pussy smacking down on his juice-drenched belly
every time her pussy slapped down around the base of his peter.
With his mouth wrapped around one tit, he could feel the other one
scraping against his cheek as it flopped up and down in cadence
with Nadine's fevered attack on his prick. Even the car was
rocking, the springs creaking and groaning in rhythm with her
humping assault on his cock. Her pussy's clutching hold on his cock
was growing tighter with every downward lunge as she drew nearer
and nearer to the Promised Land.

Her clenched lips were quivering, darkening
as she fought closer and closer. Even the darkened cups of pebbled
flesh tipping the tips of her breasts were turning a deeper shade
of pink. Grunting out her effort, she worked harder and harder, her
fingernails digging into the flesh of his shoulders as she slid her
slippery cunt up and down on his peter faster and faster. He could
feel the burning sting of her nails as she worked harder and
harder. Sweat was pouring down her face, dripping down, ruining her
mascara and staining her white blouse but she ignored it as she
raced toward fulfillment.

Suddenly, she gave out a loud, groaning grunt
and shoved her pussy down around his cock, pulling it into her as
deep as it could possibly go as her straining calves clamped
against his hips. She began to shiver and shake as convulsions of
pleasure spasmed through her pussy and body. Spit was leaking down
out of the corner of her mouth and slowly trickling down her chin
as her eyes momentarily opened and then clenched shut squeezing a
trickle of tears out of their corners.

The grimace on her pretty face grew deeper,
the sides of her high heeled pumps rubbing against Wayne's knees as
she rolled her hips, grinding herself against him, slowly twirling
his big stiff cock around inside the squeezing tightness of her
orgasming cunt.

“Wayne, oh, Wayne, my dear, sweet Wayne,” she
whimpered out as he thrust himself up into her, forcing his rigid
manhood even deeper into the hot, clutch of her pussy.

Her orgasmic seizure went on and on until at
last she finally melted down around his embedded penis, her
gelatinous satisfaction oozing out of her and running down over his
balls.

“Oh, Baby,” she gushed out, clutching her
pussy down around the invading giant. “Sometimes I lay awake at
night, touching myself and thinking of moments like this.”

“Me, too,” he grinned, digging his fingers
into her waist and gently lifting her, pulling her wet, slippery
cunt up off his stiff, jutting peter. “But this is a bit cramped,
don't you think?”

“I just couldn't wait to have you inside me,”
she complained, sliding backwards, easing her high heels down on
the floorboard, awkwardly struggling off him and out of the
car.

Reaching down, he shoved his short pants down
his legs and tossed them on the front seat.

“So what does my naughty boy want to do now?”
Nadine smirked, standing by the car, her skirt still hiked up
around her hips, her legs spread apart as her gratification
continued to ooze out her satiated cunt and trickle down the inside
of her thighs.

“Come here,” he told her, stepping out into
the bright, morning sunlight and taking her hand in his.

“What does my little devil have in his wicked
little mind?” she giggled, watching his big, glistening prick
bobbing up and down in front of him as he shuffled along leading
her around to the back end of the car.

“Lean over and show me that beautiful butt of
yours,” he grinned, letting go of her hand.

“Like this?” she grinned, stepping up to the
trunk of the car, hiking her short skirt up further up around her
waist and leaning down over the car.

“Spread those gorgeous legs a little wider,”
Wayne grunted, stepping up behind her and lovingly caressing the
soft, smooth skin of her big, bare ass.

Spread and vulnerable, she braced herself,
waiting for his next move.

Then, she felt the big, rounded tip of his
penis nudge up between the bloated, blood-gorged lips of her oozing
pussy. Then, before she could move, she heard him grunt as he
lunged at her and drove all eight inches of his oversized peter
back up into the hot mush of her pussy.

“Ummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” she wheezed out,
thrusting herself back and down against him, taking him fully as
she milked her pussy down around his thrusting dick.

Arching his back, curling his hips upward on
every lunge, he began to fuck her with deep, penetrating thrusts,
sending his cock plowing deep into the hot mush of her cunt on
every forceful stroke.

Hope nobody is out for a walk, Wayne
sanctimoniously thought. They might get quite a shock seeing what
he and the preacher's wife were doing out here in the woods.

Nadine, dress hiked up around her waist was
bent forward, leaning against the trunk lid of the car, holding on,
her arms and legs spread almost to the point of being spread-eagled
while Wayne stood behind her humping into her for all he was worth.
Wayne’s pants and shorts were wrapped around his ankles, his ass
jerking back and forth wildly as he drove his big dick in and out
of her while he stretched out her lacy garter straps hanging down
from her garter belt, jerking and pulling on them as he hammered
away at her pussy. Indecent exposure, the onlooker might claim. But
as far as Wayne was concerned, there was nothing at all indecent
about it.

“I think I've found a good home for my little
orphan,” he huffed out, humping away at her with everything he had.
“By the way, is this what you meant by helping out at the
orphanage?”

“Not exactly—” she huffed, thrusting herself
back against his pounding attack. “But I don't know how you can
call your orphan little. Biggest damned cock I’ve ever had.”

“Yeah,” he smugly snickered, grunting as he
lifted his hands up to her waist and curled them around it.

Digging his fingers in, he began to jerk her
up and down, slamming her down onto his cock every time he hammered
it up into the hot, clutching hole between her legs. Looking down
at her big ass, he could see the soft flesh ripple and roll every
time their bodies met.

“Wayne, Honey, Wayne,” she gurgled out as
Wayne saw that she was now balancing on one hand and had the other
one shoved down between her legs.

Furiously flicking her jutting clit, Nadine
could feel another orgasm gathering down in her cunt where her
juices were being churned into a frothy foam by Wayne's pistoning
prick.

Looking down between their spread legs, Wayne
could see the foamy goop oozing out of her pussy and dripping down
in long stringy strands onto to the shiny, silver bumper below.

“Wayne! Wayne! Wayneeeeeee,” Nadine squealed
as her ass began to shiver and jiggle as she lay spread-eagled on
the trunk lid. Her arms were stretched out, her fingers dug down
into the crack between the trunk lid and the fenders, her tits
crushed against the trunk lid as she thrust herself back against
his frantic assault.

Pausing for a moment, Wayne reveled in the
way she was grinding her pussy back against him, her pussy spasming
and clutching at him, trying to milk out his load of creamy
essence.

“Yeah! Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah, Babbbbbyyyyyyyy!”
Wayne groaned, resuming his humping attack, driving his cock up
into her convulsing pussy as far and deep as it would go on every
lunging stroke. Then he drew back and gave one of the cheeks of her
quivering ass a loud smack.

“Hold on, Nadine, cause here it comes—” he
bellowed out.

Suddenly, a gigantic spume of hot, gelatinous
cum shot up out of his balls, up through the shaft of his cock and
spurted out of the head of his dick into the tight clutch of her
ravenous pussy as he held her thrust down on the erupting giant.
Wallowing in the sheer decadence of it all, Wayne could feel the
last throes of her orgasm spasming through her cunt. As they did,
the tight hold her pussy had on his cock began to loosen and his
gooey contribution began to leak out of the dilating opening of her
pussy. As it did, it joined the gooey stream of her foamy
secretions running to the bumper of the car while Wayne came and
came.

At last, his cock finished its noxious deed
and began to slowly slither back down the cum-splattered channel of
her cunt.

“Wayne, Baby,” she murmured, clutching her
pussy down around his cock only to feel it go slithering out of her
as another gush of thick, white cum splashed down onto the
bumper.

“Nadine,” Wayne groaned, stumbling back out
from between her legs.

“Hope no one witnessed this travesty of the
law,” she laughed softly, bringing her legs together and turning to
face him as she took a quick glance around.

“Me, too,” he grinned, watching her as she
slowly buttoned her blouse.

They spent the next fifteen minutes trying to
remove the evidence of their indiscretion from the car before they
were satisfied they had done their best.

“Let's go to the orphanage for a little
while,” she told him, “Let him catch his breath, then we can stop
here on the way back, if you're still in the mood,”

“I always in the mood when I’m around you,
Nadine,” he snickered, shuffling around to the front door...
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They spent the next two hours working around
the orphanage before they headed back to their secret place.

“I've got a little surprise for you,” she
told him, parking the car under the shade of the oak trees
again.

“Oh, what's that?” he asked her, grinning
devilishly as he sneaked his hand into her blouse and cupped one of
her big tits.

“I just remembered that I promised you
something the other day,” she smiled at him, dropping her hand into
his lap and squeezing his hidden prick, “and I never got around to
giving it to you.”

“Oh? And what was that?” he asked, squeezing
her tit again.

“Come with me and I'll show you,” she told
him, pushing her door open and stepping out of the car.

Pushing his door open, Wayne stepped out and
watched as Nadine slowly strutted around to the back of the car.
Then she flipped up her skirt and leaned down over the trunk of the
car just as she had done earlier.

“Well, come on—” she snickered.

“So what's the surprise?” Wayne smirked,
stepping around to the back of the car and up behind Nadine who
stood leaning over the trunk of the car with her big, bare ass on
display. As Wayne stepped up behind her, Nadine gave out a wicked,
little giggle, reached around her hips and slowly spread the fat
cheeks of her ass apart.

Staring down at her ass, Wayne saw that there
was a glistening circle of something encircling the tight, little
pucker of Nadine's asshole as she held herself spread open for
him.

“Give you any ideas?” she asked him, scraping
her high heels along the ground, spreading her legs wider apart to
further expose the vulnerable pucker.

“Uh, yeah,” he grinned, reaching down and
gently fingering the wrinkled pout of her lubed asshole. “You mean
this?”

“Why don't you lube him up with a little
pussy juice first though,” she smirked, wiggling her ass at him,
“and then have a go at my little winkie!”

“A perfect end, pardon the pun, to our day,”
he told her, quickly unzipping his pants, digging his hand into his
shorts, grabbing hold of his hardening cock and dragging it out
into the open.

Giving it a few quick jerks to bring it back
up to battle readiness, Wayne stepped up between her legs and
lifted his cock up to the drooling slit of her pussy. Slipping the
head of his prick up into the juice-slickened opening of her cunt,
he grunted and sent it thrusting up into its juice-filled
tightness.

“How does it feel,” she asked him, humping
herself back at him as he pounded his prick in and out of her
drooling hole. “How does it feel, knowing that you're going to get
a virgin?”

“Virgin?” he huffed, fucking her faster.

“Yeah, my virgin asshole,” she laughed. “It's
never entertained a gentleman caller before.”

“Oh! Really? That is exciting,” he told her.
“And I guess I'm a virgin of sorts, too, because I haven't ever had
a, a piece of ass!”

“Well? I think he's slippery enough,” she
murmured, reaching back, digging her fingers into the cheeks of her
ass and spreading herself open for him again, “don't you?”

“He's certainly wet enough,” Wayne said,
easing his cock backwards out of her slippery cunt.

What had happened to change her mind? The
other day she had told him she would need a lot of liquid
encouragement to get up the courage to do it. And now this. Right
out of the blue. He wasn’t even expecting it.

As he pulled out of her pussy, long, stringy
strands of her juice clung to his cock and dripped down onto the
bumper again. Taking hold of his slippery peter in his fist, he
slowly lifted its round, tapered tip up to the puckered indentation
of her fluted asshole.

“Easy, okay,” she said, lying with her belly
resting on the trunk lid, her ass cheeks still spread and her
tight, little anus waiting for him..

“I will,” he told her, slowly inching his
hips forward, pushing the head of his dick down at the wrinkled
circle of darkened flesh.

He looked down watching the tapered tip of
his peter spread her asshole wider and wider as more and more of
his big, purple cockhead dug down into her asshole. Then all at
once, he felt the barbed head of his penis penetrate her and pop
into her asshole. As it did, she flinched and her anal sphincter
clamped down on the shaft of his cock just below the flared rim of
its head. She was so tight, Wayne feared that her asshole might
just snip off the head of his cock.

“Unnnnn, that smarted a bit,” she winced,
looking around over her shoulder at him.

“Sorry,” he muttered, easing forward and
sliding his peter down into the strangulating tightness of her anus
and rectum.

“Okay! Doesn't hurt quite as much now,” she
grunted as the hairless base of his cock finally nudged up against
the soft, smooth cheeks of her ass.

“It's all the way in,” he told her, gently
easing backwards as her asshole tightly clung to the thick shaft of
his peter.

“Damn, that hurts so good,” she whimpered,
thrusting back at him as he drove it back down into her.

Shoving her hand down between her belly and
the trunk lid, she found her clit with a finger and began to
frantically rub it.

Wayne giddily watched the ring of darkened
flesh disappear down into her asshole every time he stroked his
cock into her, only to reappear as he backed it out. Feeling an
eruption of monumental proportions approaching, he slowed down,
wanting to prolong it as long as he could as her tight, sucking ass
pulled on his cock.

As he eased his cock back into her hot
asshole, she was shoving asshole back on it, impaling herself all
the way up to the hilt on every deep, penetrating thrust. He could
see the cheeks of her ass quivering and jiggling as she worked
herself back and forth on his big, jutting peter.

“Big-so fucking big,” she groaned out,
squatting lower and taking him even deeper into the depths of her
ass.

Wayne could feel himself tottering on the
edge and knew an eruption was imminent.

Grabbing hold of the lacy garters stretched
down over her fat ass, he began to jerk her back and forth as he
pounded his prick into her ass as hard and fast as he could.

Then, just as he was about to blow, he saw
Nadine's head snap back as she arched her back and gave out a
muffled cry.

“God-God-God, oh, God—” she cried out as her
whole body went rigid and began to shake.

“Fuccckkkkkkkkkk!” Wayne gasped, ramming his
cock into her convulsing ass as deep and hard as he could.

Then the first fiery spurt of cum exploded
out of his cock. It felt like the head of his dick had been blown
off by the detonation and now his scorching hot cum was pouring out
through the empty hole where the head of his cock- had been.

“Oh-God-God-God-so fucking hot—” Nadine
gasped.

He'd never felt anything like it. It was the
best ever.

Then suddenly, as his cock continued to empty
its thick, creamy load of cum into her ass, she pulled her ass
cheeks apart as far as she could, baring her impaled asshole for
Wayne to feast his eyes on. His cock was buried so deep inside her,
there was none of asshole visible. It was as if his cock had just
vanished down into down in between the spread cheeks of her ass,
his hairless belly pressed up against the flawless skin of her ass.
So it looked like their two bodies became one, fused together in
such vulgar fashion. He could feel her hot juices spurting out of
her pussy onto his balls that were crushed up against her spewing
cunt. There was so much of the thick, gooey stuff, it was dripping
off his balls in long, stringy strands that reached all the way to
the ground this time.

Finally, her arched back began to relax as
her fingers uncurled and released the cheeks of her ass, letting
them settle back down around the base of his cock.

“Oh, merciful God,” she murmured out just as
Wayne's cock deposited the last few drops of cum into her
overstuffed rectum.

“That was fucking awesome,” Wayne groaned,
reaching down and putting his hands palm down on her ass and
pushing gently as he slowly retracted his funky peter out of the
tight, cum-filled channel of her rectum.

Then, with an almost audible pop, the swollen
head of his prick slurped out of the widely-stretched opening of
her asshole.

Wayne stared down at it, watching in
fascination as the big, round opening ever so slowly closed back
down to normal. But now, the glistening circle of lubrication had
been replaced by a ring of reddened flesh encircling it. It was no
longer a virgin, he smugly thought.

“It's got a red ring around it,” Wayne told
her, running his fingertip over the chafed skin. “Does it
hurt?”

“Just a little-just a little ache,” she said,
pushing up off the car and turning to face him. “Well worth it!
I've never felt an orgasm like that, it was like everything down
there was coming at the same time. My puss, my clit, and even my
ass! It was awesome! I can't believe that I came that way,”

“Maybe we ought to do it more often,” he
grinned, reaching down and stuffing his limp prick back into his
pants.

“We'll see,” she laughed, shoving her dress
back down over her oozing pussy and asshole...
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Chapter Five – The Hellions




David felt a little anxious about the
counseling session he had scheduled for later that morning. He had
an appointment with Lois and Lana Albright. It was rumored that the
girls were wild and totally out of control. Their parents had
spoiled them rotten and now that it was time to send them off to
college, their father was threatening to send them to a Christian
school for young women to straighten them out. Their mother, Monica
Albright had approached David and asked him if he would talk to the
girls about their wild behavior. She had confessed to him that she
had been a bit of a handful as a girl also, but she had turned out
all right. So she was willing to give them a chance and let them go
to UT where they wanted to go.

The Christian school probably wouldn't be
such a bad idea for them, Wayne thought, but he had promised their
mother that he would talk to them and then give her a
recommendation.

Pulling up in front of the church, he wished
that Nadine had agreed to accompany him, but she had said she and
one of her Sunday school pupils were spending the day out at the
orphanage. That left him all alone to deal with the two girls. He
hoped that everything would go okay and the girls wouldn't try
anything funny. He knew that it would be his word against theirs if
they did. They could even try to blackmail him into seeing their
side of things. But the word of two wild and wanton young girls
against a preacher, he doubted they would go that far.

But who knows, what with all the bullshit
with the priests and the Catholic Church. Maybe they would believe
the girls if they decided to go public with their false
accusations. Oh, quit worrying about spilled milk before it’s even
spilled, he told himself! You're just getting yourself in a tizzy
over nothing…

David went about his morning duties of
opening up the church and before he knew it, it was nine o'clock.
Walking up the aisle toward the front doors, he heard a car stop in
front of the church and then after the slamming of car doors, the
car departed.

He reached for the doorknob, but when he did,
he felt the knob turn in his hand and he had to step back as the
door came opening toward him.

“Oh, sorry, Reverend,” Lois, the older of the
girls said to him as she saw him standing in the entrance. “Didn't
know you were there.”

“Uh, that's okay,” he grinned nervously.
“Come on in.”

He watched the two girls step inside.

Lois was some ten months older than her
sister according to their mother. She was around five-foot eight or
nine. She had long, blond hair that hung down over her shoulders
framing her pretty, sensual face. Her breasts, impressively large
for a teenager, thrust themselves out against the little black
blouse she wore. The blouse, as was the current fad, stopped around
two or three inches above her navel, leaving it exposed for all to
see. Not exactly the thing a good Christian girl should be wearing,
David thought to himself. Especially when she was visiting the good
reverend. But who was he to judge, being mired in the middle of an
affair with a married woman himself. And, as she stepped inside, he
saw that the tiny, black mini-skirt she was wearing barely even hid
her most private parts.

Lana, the younger of the two, also wore a
blouse that ended above her cute, little belly button. Her hair, a
dirty blond color was longer than her sister's and hung down her
back almost all the way down to her pert little butt which was also
wrapped in a short mini-skirt. Her shoes were less casual than her
sister's with short, two-inch spiked heels. And it was obviously
evident that her breasts were even more impressive that her
sister's big hooters.

Then he saw Lois turn back and close the
door, locking it as she did.

“Uh, why did you lock the door?” he asked,
fearing that his earlier suspicions of blackmail might not too far
awry.

“We wouldn't want anyone to disturb us, would
we?” she innocently purred.

Then, both girls stepped up beside him, one
on each side and took hold of his hands.

“Come on, Reverend,” Lois, the apparent
ringleader of the duo told him, gently tugging on his hand as they
started up the aisle toward the pulpit. “We need to talk!”

Stunned by the brashness of the pair, David
shuffled along between them. He noticed that Lana, the younger of
the two, had what appeared to be a beach bag in her hand as they
tugged him all the way down to the first long bench in front of the
pulpit.

Dropping his hands, the two girls turned and
dropped down into the pew as he stood gaping at them.

“Now, Reverend,” Lois said, lifting a long
shapely leg and draping it over her other leg. “We know that our
parents want you to assess our behavior and make a recommendation
about our future to them.”

“Uh, yes, that's right,” he mumbled, watching
her slowly bob her foot up and down, letting her little turquoise
sandal quietly slap up against the sole of her tiny foot.

“Well, we'd like to see if we could convince
you that we would fare better off at UT than Dayton Christian,”
Lana grinned.

“What? What do you mean?” he asked, glancing
over at Lana.

Lana also had her legs crossed, but spread
much wider with one trim ankle resting on her thigh. As she did,
her short skirt was hiked up, revealing the crotch of her lacy,
pink panties. Then, when she saw him looking down between her legs,
she spread them wider and gave him a suggestive wink.

“You think we could convince you to do that?”
Lana giggled, her eyes dropping down to the front of his pants.

“I don't, I don't know,” he muttered, looking
up at her face, but wishing he could look back down at her little
pink panties. “I guess I'll just have to go with my heart and tell
them what I think.”

“Well, Lana,” Lois said, smiling and pushing
up off the bench, “I guess he might take more convincing than we
suspected.'

“What do you mean? What are you suggesting?”
he foolishly asked.

“I've always wondered what it looks like from
up there behind the pulpit,” she snickered, strolling over toward
the steps leading up onto the dais where the pulpit stood.

David couldn't help but admire the way her
pert, little ass provocatively twitched from side to side, swishing
her short skirt enticingly as she did.

“What are you doing?” he wanted to know,
turning and watching her prance up the steps.

“I'm going to see if you could see up my
skirt from up here,” she laughed, stopping, turning her back to him
and flipping up her skirt to reveal her bare ass. “That would be
such a naughty thing to do, since I hardly ever wear any panties.
Don’t you think?”

“MISS, Miss Albright—What? What are you
doing?” he croaked, not believing his eyes as he heard the ping of
Lana's little two-inch heels hitting the floor behind him.

“Oh, come now, Reverend,” Lana's said in a
soft, sultry voice as she stepped up behind him. “Your exploits
with the troubled women of the congregation are legend.”

“What? What? Where did you? What did you
hear?” he gasped, feeling her arms snake around his waist as she
thrust her big tits against his back and gently nibbled on his
ear.

“Just that you're pretty good with this,” she
said softly, dropping her hands down onto the front of his pants,
searching for his hidden peter.

“MISS! MISS ALBRIGHT!” he stammered as her
hand found his rapidly hardening prick and gave it a hard
squeeze.

He knew that he ought to shove her hand away,
but he didn’t.

“It's a nice one, Sis,” Lana laughed, giving
it another squeeze.

“Girls! What? What are you doing?” he groaned
out, looking up and seeing that Lois was now standing behind his
podium.

“Bring him up here, Lana,” Lois said,
reaching down and unbuttoning her short skirt. “I need him to help
me up on the podium.”

As she spoke, Lana laughed, uncurled her arms
from around his waist, stepped around beside him and grabbed hold
of his hand.

“Come on, Revie,” she snickered, tugging him
toward the steps leading up onto the dais.

When they reached the platform, David could
see that Lois was still standing behind the pulpit, but now she was
naked from the waist down except for her sexy, little sandals.

“Oh, my goodness,” David exclaimed, staring
down at her nakedness.

“Come on over here, Revie, Babe,” she
giggled, running her hand down to her pussy and fingering her clit.
“Come here and lift me up on your pulpit.”

“What? Why the,” he groaned out, feeling Lana
tugging him toward the lectern where her sister stood waiting.

“Come on, Rev,” Lana laughed. “Don't be an
old fuddy duddy,”

“I never,” he muttered, stumbling along
behind her as they moved toward Lois.

“Lift me up,” Lois told him, spreading out
her arms. “Lift me up and I'll give you a little taste of what you
get as a prize for saying the right thing to our folks.”

In a befuddled state of amazement, David
mindlessly lifted his arms and ran his hands down under her
armpits. Then, with a loud grunt, her lifted her up and set her
down on the slanted top of the dais. Now her pussy was even with
his shoulders, not more than six inches from his goggled eyes as
Lois giggled, kicking up her legs and draping them across his
shoulders.

“Almighty God,” he grunted out, staring down
at the gash of vivid pink flesh glistening wetly in the bright
morning sunlight streaming in through the windows.

Now he could smell her. Smell the ripe, musky
pungency of her hot cunt while he watched her peel back the gorged,
fleshy lips to expose the juice-lathered opening of her pussy.

“Have a little fiesta, Revie,” Lois purred,
leaning back on her elbows, her heels digging into his back as she
pulled him to her and stared down at him over her big, flattened
boobs.

What else could he do, he excused himself? If
he didn't go along with their little charade, they could say he
tried to rape them or something. Besides, what man in his right
mind could turn down two delectable young women like the Albright
girls?

Inhaling deeply, filling his nostrils with
the piquant tartness of her oozing cunt, he slowly leaned down
toward the pink gash. As he did, he felt her hot, little hands
close down around his hands and lift them up under her blouse to
her big, pliant tits. First no panties, and now no brassiere. What
a wanton little hussy, he dizzily thought,

Opening his mouth, he flicked out his tongue
and quickly found the jutting nub of her clit.

“Oh, Reverend,” she murmured, reaching up and
spreading her little black blouse open to reveal her big, beautiful
tits to him as he lovingly squeezed and fondled them.

With her thighs brushing against his cheeks,
his arms were snaked out around her thighs, latched onto her
quivering breasts. He began to lick and lap her jutting clit as it
jutted up out of its fleshy sheath like a priceless pearl while his
tongue raked back and forth across it.

Suddenly, down below, he felt Lana's hands on
his belt buckle. Standing on her knees below her sister, leaning
back against the podium, she quickly unthreaded his belt through
its buckle and then plucked open his pants. He felt the tightness
of his waistband go slack and then his pants went skittering down
his legs. He couldn’t believe all this had happened so quickly.
Next, he felt Lana dig her long fingers down under the elastic
waistband of his shorts and jerk them down around his knees. His
big cock, now almost fully-hardened stuck out menacingly as it
continued to lift itself up into the air.

“It's a big one, Sis,” he heard Lana giggle
out as she plucked and pulled on it with her fingers. “About seven
inches, I would guess,”

“Unh-huh,” Lois grunted softly.

Looking up over her gravity-flattened
breasts, Wayne could see that she had her eyes closed and her head
thrown back. Her long, blond hair was falling down over her
shoulders and brushing against the pulpit as she murmured out her
appreciation.

Just then, he felt Lana's hot hand wrap
itself around his cock and begin to roughly squeeze on it as it
twisted up and down its swollen shaft.

“Ummmppffff,” he muttered out into Lois' hot
pussy as he felt Lana's soft, full lips lock down around the head
of his cock.

I'll never be able to give another sermon
from this damned pulpit, he complained to himself. Not without
getting a hard on, he drunkenly thought as he felt Lana’s lips
slowly slide down onto the shaft of his peter.

As Lana began to suck, she slowly worked her
lips back and forth on his cock. And he could feel Lois' little
round heels straining against his back, trapping him, holding him
shoved against her hot, wet pussy. Thrusting her pussy against him,
she rubbed it up and down his chin as he flicked his tongue back
and forth across her clit faster and faster. Her moans were growing
more pronounced and louder while her sister's hot mouth was
hungrily devouring his jutting prick. It was difficult to
concentrate on Lois’s squirming little clit while Lana sucked
harder and harder, her mouth moving back and forth on his peter
faster and faster. Then he felt her cup his big, hairy balls in the
palm of her hand and give them a rough squeeze. He began to slowly
rock back and forth as she tugged and pulled on his balls. As he
frantically fought to contain his own excitement, Lana snaked her
hand around his hips, clutching one, pushing and pulling on it to
control the pace of his movement.

He could feel Lois's tight belly straining
against his forehead as her muscles grew more and more tense. Her
puffy nipples were hot and swollen as they rubbed against the palms
of his hands while he roughly squeezed and clutched at her
tits.

“So close, so close, Revie,” she panted out,
the movement of her hips growing more frantic with each passing
moment.

He could hear the patter of her little butt
striking the lectern as it bounced up and down atop it. Her calves
were straining against his back as she continued her frenzied rush
toward fulfillment.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she finally gasped,
jerking her ass up into the air a full four or five inches above
the pulpit as she roughly ground her clit against his mouth and
tongue.

He could feel the gallons of molten cum
inside his balls bubbling and churning as he fought to hold it
back. But he could feel control slipping away as Lana sucked harder
and harder.

“Lana! Lana! Gonna! Watch out!” he groaned
out, feeling the preparatory burn fill the head of his prick with
its blistering heat.

Hoping that he could hold back the massive
eruption for another second or two so Lana could pull off it, he
was surprised when instead of pulling back, she just sucked harder.
A spasm of pleasure tore through his cock, making it lurch and spew
out a giant gob of creamy cum into the girl’s warm, sucking mouth.
Another tic of pleasure fired off in his peter and a second gush of
thick, gooey semen followed the first spurting out onto her tongue
as she held him inside her warm, moist mouth, greedily sucking on
him and caressing his jerking cock with her tongue. More and more
of his hot, gummy cum poured out into her mouth as she roughly
coaxed it out with her mouth and tongue. Then when she sensed that
he was just about done, she slowly twirled her tongue around the
sensitive head of his cock as it gave up the last few drops of his
liquid treasure. Finally, with one last gulp, she began to slowly
back her mouth off his peter, gently sucking as she went.

“Unnnnhhhh,” he grunted as her lips sucked
across the hypersensitive head of his softening prick.

Trying to keep his balance and not fall, he
stared down between Lois' shapely legs at Lana. As he did, she
looked up at him, smiled mischievously and sensually ran the tip of
her tongue over her full, pink lips.

“Yummy, yummy, in my tummy,” she giggled,
pushing up off her knees.

“God, girl, I never,” he muttered out,
hearing the ping of her little spiked heels hit the hardwood floor
as she got to her feet.

As he stood holding onto the pedestal for
support, Lois slowly dropped her legs down off his shoulders and
let him step out from between them.

“Awesome, Revie, Babe,” she grinned as David
wrapped his hands around her tiny waist and helped her off the
pulpit.

As he did, he saw Lana reach up under her
short skirt and quickly skim her dainty, pink panties down her
long, shapely legs. With them around her trim ankles, she stepped
out of them and bent down to scoop them up.

“You want me to help you up here,” David
grinned at her as he patted the juice-coated top of the
lectern.

“I don't think so,” she smiled, stepping over
and wrapping her pink panties around his dangling cock.

“Why don't you show us that infamous couch
down in your office? The one where you do so much counseling of
wayward young girls like us,” she smiled.

“If you insist,” he said, leaning down and
pushing his shorts down around his ankles before stepping out of
them.

Picking up his pants and shorts, he draped
them over his shoulders and reached out to take the girls’s hands
in his. But before he could, Lois leaned down and swept up her
skirt then took hold of his hand.

“I think there's going to be some awfully
happy boys down in UT next semester,” he grinned at them as they
clomped down the steps together. Then, Lana dropped his hand and
hurried over to the pew where they had been sitting earlier.
Grabbing up her beach bag, she giggled, rejoined them as they
headed for his office.

Out of the corner of his eye, he watched
Lois' lush, full breasts jut out between the edges of her little
blouse, sensually jiggling and bobbling as she walked.

“Well, this is it,” he said, stepping into
his office and pointing to the old, threadbare divan sitting in the
corner.

“Doesn't look like much,” Lois said, dropping
her skirt on his desk and peeling her blouse off to drop it on top
of her it.

“It gets the job done,” he muttered, gawking
at her big, beautifully-shaped breasts. “God, girl, you have
beautiful tits!”

“Thank you, Reverend, for noticing,” she
giggled, cupping them and lifting them in the palms of her hands.
“Would like a little nibble?”

“Most definitely,” he grinned, “but first the
sofa and then we can get more comfortable.”

As she stood watching him, her hands still
wrapped around her gorgeous tits, he reached down and jerked on the
sofa and all of a sudden it unfolded out into a bed.

“That's better,” Lois snickered, easing her
breasts back down on her chest and running her hand over the clean,
crisp white sheet that covered the sofa. “Looks comfy!”

“I keep it clean,” he grinned. “You never
know when some poor, neglected parishioner might be in need of my
special counseling.”

“Like us?” Lana chuckled.

“Yes, my dear, like you,” he laughed.

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he
turned and saw that Lana had also removed her skirt and blouse. He
was speechless as he stared at her big, pendulous breasts. They
were exquisite. Full and round, they drooped down heavily as she
slowly cupped them in her hands.

“What about my tits, Reverend?” Lana asked, a
mischievous smile playing across her full, pink lips.

“Gorgeous,” he groaned, looking from one set
of dangling treasures to the other. “I've never seen a prettier
pair in all my life.”

Lois' breasts were spectacular, full, heavy,
and perfectly-rounded as they dangled down in front of her. But her
sister, Lana's were even more striking. Fuller and heavier than her
sisters, they jutted of from her chest, two beautiful, pink
mountains of exquisite tit-flesh. The cups of darkened flesh
tipping the wondrous creations were even different. The pink
areolas tipping Lois's breasts were only a few shades darker than
the rest of her breasts while the pebbled caps of Lana big tits was
several shades darker and ruddier, in addition to being bigger.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, legs bent at the knees, he watched
Lois jiggle over to where he sat and straddle one of his legs. He
could feel the hot wetness of her pussy on his thigh as she settled
down onto it and thrust her breast into his mouth. Locking his
mouth down around it, he began to suck and lick at it as he felt
Lana's hot pussy sink down against his other leg. As it did, he
felt a big, puffy nipple brush across his cheek. Letting Lois's
swollen pap slither out from between his lips, he turned his head
slightly and gluttonously sucked Lana's rubbery nipple into his
mouth. Sucking and tickling at her bloated pap, he felt the two
girls begin to slowly grind their hot, oozing slits up and down his
thighs, coating them with their luxuriant juices.

“Almost like playing horsy with Daddy back
when we were just kids, isn’t it, Sis?” Lois grinned.

“Except Daddy never played with our titties
like Reverend Dawkins is doing,” Lana snickered. “It’s more fun
this way.”

Snaking his arms around their tiny waists, he
hugged them to him as he devoured first one tit and then the other.
Down between his legs, he could feel his cock struggling to raise
its big, purple head as the girl's legs brushed against it.

“Look, Lois!” Lana giggled, reaching down to
his peter and wrapping her fingers around it. “It's waking up!”

“Um-huuuuh,” Lois murmured, eyes closed, arms
wrapped around David's neck as she worked her pussy up and down his
juice-covered thigh and thrust her big tit into his mouth.

Finally, Lois leaned back, unwrapping her
arms from around his neck.

“Lana's turn,” she said, pushing up off his
thigh and giving him a little shove in the chest. “Scoot back!”

Taking her sister's cue, Lana clopped her
tiny heels down onto the floor and somewhat reluctantly pushed up
to her feet.

Digging his heels and elbows into the sofa,
David pushed himself back until he was lying just about in the
center of the couch-bed.

Lying there, looking up at the two statuesque
teenagers, he saw that his big cock was about half charged,
pointing down at his feet as it struggled to raise its head
higher.

“It's trying,” Lois laughed softly, leaning
down and crawling up between his hairy thighs.

As she did, Lana crawled up and quickly
straddled him with her hot, oozing cunt hovering directly above his
parted lips.

“Want some more hot pussy?” she murmured,
lowering her cunt down onto his lips.

“Yessss,” he hissed out into it at the same
instant he felt Lois' lips sink down over the head of his cock.

Reaching up, he grabbed hold of Lana's
quivering ass and pulled her down to him as she dropped to her
hands and knees.

Lois was no slouch at the art of fellatio
either, he giddily thought while he ravaged Lana's jutting clit
with his tongue. He could feel Lois twirling her tongue round and
round the head of his cock. He could feel energy flowing back into
it as it continued to swell and harden. Staring up in an ecstatic
daze, he watched Lana's gorgeous tits jiggle and wiggle as she
ground her clit down against his tongue.

As Lois continued to feast on his hardening
prick, he felt her hands slide under his thighs and lift them up
off the bed. Now lying on his back, legs bent, knees thrust up into
the air, he felt Lois’ dig a long fingernail-tipped finger down
into the crack of his hairy ass.

“Unhhhhhh,” he grunted out as the tip of her
fingernail tickled across the sensitive pout of his asshole.

Still engrossed in the assault on Lana’s
clit, he felt Lois’s lips suck up off his now rigid manhood.

“You like that Revie, Babe?” she snickered,
brushing her fingertip back and forth across his asshole. “You like
for Lois to play with your old asshole?”

“Unhhhhhhhhh,” he grunted out into Lana’s
pussy again, not knowing what to do or say.

“Okay! I’ll take that as a yes,” she giggled
out, thrusting her finger down into his asshole as she dropped her
lips back down around the shaft of his prick.

His hips instinctively lurched as he tried to
evade her probing finger, but Lois only dug it deeper into his
ass.

Lana’s hips were rocking back and forth,
raking her clit across his tongue and he could sense her nearness
to finishing. Then, as if to validate his guess, she gave out a
loud grunt and ground her clit down onto his mouth as her tight,
little butt began to quiver and jerk.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she growled out, raising
up onto her knees and shoving her hands down under the back of his
head.

Straining against him, her whole body went
rigid as she held his lips shoved against her clit. Tiny, feral
gasps escaped from her lips as she suffered through the agonizing
ecstasy of her orgasm. Her tits quivered and shook as she grabbed
hold of them, roughly kneading and pummeling them. And a hot stream
of sticky, pungent juice spewed out of her convulsing pussy,
spraying his chin and throat with its warm stickiness.

Now! Now it was time to get his cock into one
of their hot, little snatches, he told himself as the tremors
spasming through Lana’s body grew weaker and weaker. And maybe he
might even repay Lois with a little incursion into her hot, little
asshole if everything went right.

Lana gave out a tired, little groan and
slowly lifted her seeping cunt up off his mouth.

“Awesome, Revie,” she groggily murmured,
rolling off him and dropping down onto her back.

Then he saw Lois push herself up onto her
hands and knees as she pulled her mouth up off his stiff cock. She
quickly threw her leg over his and dropped down beside it on her
back.

“Want some of this, Revie?” she asked, a
devilish grin on her face as she ran her hand down to her
pussy.

“I've been waiting all morning,” he grunted,
rolling over onto his belly and struggling up to his hands and
knees between her long, outstretched legs. “That naughty, little
cunt looks like it is in dire need of a good, hard counseling,” he
snickered.

“I agree,” she giggled, reaching for his
jutting penis with both hands.

Pussy! Hot, teenage pussy! Nothing better in
the whole fucking world, he giddily thought!

But you're a reverend, he argued with
himself. A man of the cloth! This should never be happening in a
million-trillion years. A grown man and a child. No, children. Two
children from his own congregation! It was wrong. So, fucking
wrong. It was bad enough for a Fifty year old man to be with
eighteen-year-old girls. But as their reverend, he was their
connection to godliness! Their redemption! And now he was about to
mount one of them like some bitch dog in heat. Fuck her as the
animal he was. There could no longer be any spiritual bond between
them because he was about to destroy that with one savage thrust of
his cock.

Then, as he stood on his hands and knees
above her, poised to strike the fatal blow, he felt Lana's hand on
his cock.

“Wait! Wait a minute,” she snickered, giving
his peter a rough squeeze.

“What?” he asked, angered slightly at her
intrusion.

She let go of his cock and rolled out of bed
to scurry over to the desk where her beach bag sat. David and Lois
both watched her big, heavy tits bobble and jiggle as she spread
open the bag and dug her hand down inside.

“Here,” she said.

David saw that she had what appeared to be a
strap-on cock in her hand as the big, pink cock had a base and
several black leather straps dangling down from it.

“Uh, what?” David muttered, pushing up to his
knees, his big cock still stiffly jutting out from the base of his
hairy belly.

“You can do us both at the same time,” Lana
snickered, stepping back over to the bed with her beautiful tits
flouncing about wildly.

“Well, I never,” David said as Lana dropped
down onto her knees beside him.

He watched on in amazement as she fitted the
strap-on cock onto his belly, just above his jutting prick. The
square base of the evil looking thing rested against the top of his
cock as she stretched two of the leather straps around his belly
and buckled them together in the back. Then she gathered the other
two straps and pulled them down around his big, dangling balls,
crossed them and ran them up the crack of his hairy ass. Finally,
with a little grunt, she jerked them tight, making them dig down
into the crack of his ass as she fastened them onto the other two
straps.

“There,” she laughed, grabbing hold of his
cock and the fake one as she twisted her hands up them. “One for
Lois and one for me!”

David couldn't believe the brazen boldness of
the two girls as he stood looking down at the two dicks jutting out
of his belly.

Jerking her hands away, Lana dropped to her
hands and knees and quickly straddled her sister. Staring down at
their juicy, oozing slits, he watched Lana slowly trib her sister
as their hands found each other's big, heavy tits. Working her hips
back and forth, grinding her clit against her sister's, Lana rested
on her elbows and lowered her mouth down to her sister's full,
pouty lips.

Finally, jerking himself back to the task at
hand, David leaned down over the kissing girls. Balancing on his
knees and one hand, he first grabbed hold of his big cock and
fitted its big, tapered head down into the opening of Lois' hot,
tight cunt. Then, easing it inside, he grabbed the fake penis and
slipped it down into Lana's oozing pussy.

The girls seemed oblivious to the cocks and
they feasted on each other's mouths, their groins obscenely
grinding together. Then, with a loud grunt, he jerked his hips
forward and sent both cocks ripping into their pussies.

He heard both of them gurgle out as he
reached down and dug his fingers into Lana's beautiful ass.
Clutching at its pliant softness, he began to hammer the cocks in
and out of their hot snatches. Forcing his thumbs down into the
soft flesh as he pounded away at their pussies, he spread open the
crack of her ass to reveal the tiny, puckered opening of her
youthful little asshole. Staring down at the pink circle of
wrinkled flesh, he found it difficult to resist its alluring
attraction. Had it ever known the intrusion of a cock? Had any man,
or boy taken her there? Would she give it up to pay for their
freedom, he feverishly wondered? He could only imagine how hot and
tight it would be as he continued to pump the cocks in and out of
their fevered pussies.

“Go-Revie-Go-almost,” Lana panted out,
clit-clatting her sister harder and harder as David picked up the
pace another notch.

Both girls were gasping and groaning as they
fought for the finish. Their bodies were writhing and twisting as
they thrust themselves at each other. Their arms interlocked, they
pulled and hugged as they ground their clits against one
another.

Struggling to hold back his own climatic
eruption, he finally felt Lana's tight, little butt begin to clench
and relax as the throes of her orgasm swept over her.

“God-God-God!” she gasped out, thrusting
herself back onto the big, fake dick.

“Yesss! Yesss! Yesss!” David heard Lois hiss
as she humped her clit up against her sister at the same time her
pussy began to clutch and nip at his pistoning prick.

“Fuccckkkk!” David growled out, jerking his
dick out of her imploding cunt and quickly raising its evil,
pointed tip up to the dainty, pink opening of Lana's asshole.

Holding her cheeks spread with his dug-in
thumbs, he grunted and lunged forward. There was a second of
momentary resistance before his big cock forced her anus open and
went ripping down into the hot, clutching mush of her ass.

“Aieeeeeeeeeee!” Lana screeched out, jerking
her hips forward, trying to dislodge the monster that had just
impaled her.

“God!” David gasped and began to pump his big
dick in and out of the gripping tightness of her asshole.

“Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh!” she whimpered out as he
abused her hot, little asshole with his giant prick.

Looking down, he watched the juice-coated
dildo sliding back and forth, up and down the crack of her ass as
his dick slashed in and out of her asshole. Then, before he could
stop it, the strangulating tightness of her constricted asshole
triggered a massive explosion down inside his flopping balls.

“HOT! HOT! So hot,” Lana gasped out as his
cock kicked and spewed out an enormous gush of thick, steaming cum
into her ass.

“Fuccckkkkk!” he grunted out, holding her by
the hips, pulling her back against him as his cock unleashed a
tidal wave of semen into her ass.

It seemed to go on and on forever as he held
himself thrust up against his ass while his peter deposited more
and more cum down into the clutching tightness of her rectum.

Wrong! Wrong, he groggily thought. He had
been wrong! He had thought that there was nothing in the world
better than young, teenage pussy! But now he knew there was. Hot,
young, teenage ass was even better!

The eruption seemed to last and last! But it
finally ended. His cock, battered and bruised from the day's
events, immediately began to wither and die inside Lana’s ass.
Grunting, he pulled back and quickly jerked it out of her asshole.
As he did, a dribble of expended cum trickled out of her widely
stretched anus, down the curved underside of her ass cheeks and
onto her cum-covered thighs.

Lana rolled over onto her back and looked up
at him with a little frown creasing her forehead.

“You could have warned me,” she muttered,
running her hand down under her back to her stinging asshole.

“I didn't have time,” he laughed, holding his
hand up with his little finger and forefinger sticking up into the
air. “And oh, by the way! Hook um Horns!”
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Lana and Lois soon departed for UT and David
was invited to continue his counseling sessions at the Braxton
house. And while he was counseling Mary Sue, Nadine had taken Wayne
under her tutelage, counseling and instructing him in the ways of
the flesh. She found him to be an excellent student and a more than
adequate substitute for the far-ranging reverend…
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