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         She often found herself smiling to herself. She knew well what people thought of her when they met her, whether that was in church, at the parish centre or elsewhere out and about. She knew they thought of her as the word of God from the countryside, a dark and gloomy bible belt milkmaid whose only mission in life was to be the bride of Jesus. 


The latter part wasn’t all that far from the truth, but she was pretty sure few people could imagine what path she’d chosen to her goal. Was she not an apostle of love, a warm-blooded preacher of the core message found in the good book? Did she not spread joy and love wherever she went?


She let her rolling Rs tease the rock-hard cock. An eager uvula dances across the head as it ploughs its way down the pharynx, and she gurgles as she feels the salty warmth spread through her mouth and throat. This particular cock was of the girthier kind. She had to relax thoroughly in order to get him all the way in, but his rattling sounds of enjoyment told her all she needed to know. Her tongue snaked around the dick on its way out, and it brought her joy to feel the flowing juices. Such heavenly nectar - truly a God-given gift!


She didn't just like sucking dick - she loved it. It made her think of the first time she'd tasted one, every time, this incredibly arousing mix of man, sweat, sex and unbridled lust. She'd fantasised about that particular dick for a long time - almost as long as she'd taken part in communion for, in that small village, she came from. Because she helped the priest with the preparations, she was always last in that little row of people snaking its way up through the pews at church. That row of overjoyed people about to quench themselves with the blood and body of Christ.


She'd seen it immediately. As she kneeled before him, with her open, smiling face turned up roughly at crotch height, the priest's robe had - as if on command - started its bulging journey in her direction. As if controlled by forces that were clearly not at all under his control. She saw his bewilderment, heard him jumble his words and go off-rhythm as he gave her the waver. With a glimmer in her eye, she'd made sure to catch his finger when she opened her mouth to accept it. She'd sucked it in slowly while her left hand almost unnoticeably slid up along his robe and rested at his dick. Her eyes didn't falter for a second, and she saw how the priest's look of horror slowly dissolved and turned into a look of lust and desire. The whole thing couldn't have lasted for more than a moment. She stood up quickly so that she covered up the state the priest was in until he'd had time to turn away from the rest of the parish.


He pulled back quickly to the little vestry after ending the seance with some quick messages about the eternal temptations of sin, and she slid unnoticed into the dim shadows along the church wall until the room was empty. Then, she snuck after him across the cold stone floor, into the little entryway and slowly pulled aside the heavy drape that fulfilled the role of vestry door.


His cassock lay in a pile inside, and she heard unmistakable sounds from a corner of the room. He stood with his back to her, naked if not for his socks and shoes, but in the large mirror he used to dress up to par before sermons she could see his firm grip around his cock, his abs tensing, his hand chasing his foreskin back and forth across his glans, and his dogged look told her this was something he only did because he couldn't help it. She snuck closer and leaned against him while sliding her hands around his hips and down his tummy. The priest reacted lie a spooked animal and shrank back, tried to turn around - but her hands reached his dick before he got that far, and the moan that made its way through his lips told her that the time of protesting was long gone. She got a good hold of his balls with one hand, squeezed and tugged gently on them while her other hand continued where the priest's had let off. She rejoiced at the feeling of his just-about-ready-to-explode cock between her fingers and jacked him off with powerful, hungry strokes. He was already good and wet, and she used his precum to lube up his whole cock. It made it smooth and shiny and shimmering as her hand slid from head to root and back in firm movements, and she noticed he was getting close to the point of no return.


It was then, more or less, she'd decided that she wanted to feel him in her mouth. She'd long wondered what it would be like to suck him off - what dick tasted like, and if she'd be able to handle the sensation of it sliding in and out. Before he had time to react, she'd thrown herself down on her knees in front of him, like during the communion, and she'd opened her mouth without hesitation - licked a drop from the small hole and let her lips glide across the dickhead, immeasurably slowly, to let the sensation settle in. His foreskin was pushed back slowly, and in short, sucking motions, her mouth slid in, in, in across the throbbing cock toward him until her nose was buried in pubic hair and she couldn't get any further. She'd felt the quakes shake his tense body and knew he was already on his way, but she wanted to feel him to the very end and started mouth-fucking him fast, her head found a rhythm, and he started thrusting back. His hands rested across her ears, and he guided her warm, firm mouth in ever-deeper strokes. She felt the dick slide down her throat as it grew and grew and grew, and when he came, screaming and gibbering, she sucked him all the way in, as far as she could get him. The sperm filled her throat, mouth, down her neck, and she felt the slightly salty, slightly bitter taste spread like a burning fire through her body until it filled her from head to toe, and she was dizzy with happiness.


She held onto him with her mouth until he’d emptied himself completely, and he’d clung to her as if he was close to passing out while his dick slowly grew limp and slid out of her.


This had been the first time she got a real taste of dick, and the experience had made its mark on her. Not just in the form of an insatiable lust for more, but also when it came to the many repressed and confused men of the church. This was the first time it occurred to her that she had a kind of mission in life - that she existed to free their love and longing the way the good book told us all to do. Wasn't that what the Bible said? Hadn't Jesus himself said that love was the greatest of all? It surely did, she thought now, as she got comfortable with her beautiful, round ass in the air, ready to receive the thick dick which was on its way to her spreader of love and joy.


It had taken a certain amount of hard work and introspection to develop these thoughts. She remembered her first experience well, that first bittersweet bit of sexuality. She was mature for her age already at confirmation age, and the bubbling lust that kept growing in her had to find a way out, at last. This was no easy matter for someone whose head was filled with sulphurous sermons about sin and eternal suffering, but it went the way it had to go: After weeks of flirty looks and flighty smiles across the table at confirmation classes she'd finally ended up in the arms of the young priest's assistant who was responsible for the course. She hadn't planned it - oh, not then! - all she was going to do was ask him for advice about what was closest to her heart. She'd knocked on his door to ask him about his thoughts about biblical love, and shortly after found herself sitting on his desk. Blushing, he'd stroked a dark lock of hair from her forehead while he mumbled something about how beautiful, alluring - tempting, she was. Yes, tempting, he'd said, and he'd let himself be tempted...


He'd kissed her, gently at first, and then somewhat less gently, and then not gently at all. His tongue had found hers, and he helped himself to her soft, warm lips. She was so taken off-guard it didn't even occur to her to protest. Besides, she'd let scenarios like this one play out freely before her mind's eye when she'd been lonely, so why put her foot down now? She let him explore and help himself to all she had to offer.


He’d unbuttoned her little blouse and slowly pushed the fabric aside to reveal her plain bra. He unzipped her wide skirt and gently pulled it down her soft thighs, down her knees and all the way off; he loosened her bra and exposed her nearly spherical, downy soft breasts reverently - had leaned over her and kissed them one by one. A fantastic tingle had spread through her, her nipples tightened in a moment and the tongue playing across them sent glowing streams through her whole body, before they all shot back and gathered at an ever-more aroused point between her legs. He’d straightened, then, to enjoy the sight of her stretched across his desk. She’d been embarrassed to feel his gaze on her breasts, her gently curved tummy, the round hips - and especially so when he got to her little panties which she discovered were now decorated with a big, wet spot in the front. She was about to say something, but he’d already grabbed her knickers to expose this irresistible cunt that had given him so many sinful thoughts and theological quandaries.


Her downy hair was dark, but not very dense, and moisture glimmered between her swollen lips. Before she'd had time to gather herself, he'd bent down between her legs, grabbed her knees and spread her legs. She heard the unsticking sound of opening sex. A second later, he was down there with his eager tongue. He lapped up her juices, made her wet from thigh to thigh, from clit to perineum, and she'd never felt such a God-given delight in her whole life. Her pelvic area took on a life of its own. Her hips gyrated against the greedy tongue, and she couldn't hold back the sounds that caught her off-guard: they escaped without her wanting them to. When he, without warning, thrust his tongue inside her, she screamed in pure bewilderment. He grabbed her nipples, squeezed the perky breasts and pinched them lightly while he licked his way up to a clit that was screaming for attention. It got what it asked for. He opened her further with one hand and focused on my clit, his tongue circled and played with her until she was arched on the desk, but every time she neared the absolute climax he held back until she returned to this world.


She thought she’d go mad from this, and she hadn’t noticed that he’d managed to take off both his trousers and pants while doing all this. After yet another holy round of tongue gymnastics, he suddenly stood between her legs with his dick free and full, and before she could say anything at all he’d thrust it into her soaking wet, but also completely tight and unused, cunt - all the way to the root, in one big greedy gulp.


The pain was unbearable, and she saw stars behind her eyelids and thought she would pass away, but he'd already found her clit with his thumb. Those good feelings burst through the pain again, and with the priest's assistant pumping into her, she had an orgasm with such force it left her like roadkill on his desk - completely exhausted and unable to move. He was egged on by her last, long howl and rammed his dick into her a couple of more times before yanking it out when it started spurting. Back bent and in long strokes, he milked himself empty across her cunt and tummy, and the sperm had dripped like a sticky snail across her clit and down her labia where it mixed with a few small drops of blood before dripping onto the floor in a small puddle.


She'd felt such a sense of shame back then. A devouring and violent sort of shame, of intensity only comparable to the bubbling desire that had woken in her; after this event, her life had been one big spiral of lust and burden, desire and penance, and it had nearly driven her mad. Such sinful acts surely needed severe punishments - if not immediately, then surely, unavoidably the minute one thought oneself delivered form evil?


This inner battle had consumed her for months until she saw the light of revelation shone clearly in her eyes: Jesus had shown the way! If love conquered all, wouldn't her burning desires be the greatest declaration of love there is? Would God have given her these gifts of grace if they weren't good? If they weren't to be shared with all those who so clearly hungered after her soft body and warm caresses? Of course, he wouldn't have.


A whole new world had opened for her after this epiphany, a world she explored with an unrivalled glow. She soon found that she was able to give unprecedented joy to the men and women of faith, and they willingly took all she had to offer. Not that they spoke of it much, that was true, but their actions spoke for themselves. They knew her when they saw her, so to speak, and she supposed it takes one to know one.


And now, she found herself on all fours on the bishop's floor, thoroughly speared by his fat cock. It was making its way into her at this very moment. She squealed with the delight of feeling so distended and having him so deeply. He opened her to the point of bursting with his girthy dick, and the big head tickled her so wonderfully when it nearly slid out between her lips with each new thrust. Just before he entered her, he'd also helped herself greedily to her juices. Three fingers had found their way into her swollen cunt while his thumb had made its way around her clit and teased her endlessly - and now two of these fingers were placed in her soft, sensitive anus. They slid in and out of her at the opposite pace of his dick, and she felt so wonderfully taken and exposed.


The bishop was of the old school, where discipline and corporeal punishment were natural parts of everyone’s general education. That was surely why he often felt the need to spank her a little, especially when he managed to lure her down into the closet of prayer at the far side of the old crypt. This church had roots back to the days of the inquisition, and quite a selection was stored in this well-hidden room. The fantastic stretching bench, for instance, was definitely one of the bishop’s favourites. After some hesitation (and, she had to admit to herself, some sessions that went a little above and beyond) she’d learned to enjoy the treatment he gave her in there.


He usually strapped her to the bench, naked and defenceless, and then tensed up the mechanics just enough for her to feel it without it hurting too much. He'd usually moved on to shaving her after that. He liked seeing her like that, for some reason, totally exposed and naked, and with a clear view in. She'd never really understood the appeal, herself, but seeing that the shaving always came with a round of top-notch licking, she couldn't really protest. Not only did she like sucking dicks of all shapes and sizes, but she loved being licked every which way. Fast, slow, soft or hard, it didn't matter - what mattered most was the feeling of a warm and wet tongue between her legs, poking sharply and deeply or running broadly along her lips, a sucking mouth around her clit, perhaps a light nibble on the lips... The bishop could work magic with his tongue, and she usually came quickly.


Of course, the punishment soon followed, for not being able to control her body: Tight clamps on her nipples, another round of the wheel that lengthened the bench, some harder than usual whacks with the cane across her round thighs and sensitive stomach... The tantalising fear that always came with these seances made her extra sensitive, and she always came several times in the hours he kept her there.


So did he, which was impressive considering his advanced age, but it was clear that the thought of being able to do whatever he wanted turned him on mightily. He took her at least twice, fucked her until she screamed in her orgasms, and he liked to finish the session by wanking out his last load while sitting between her open thighs. He showered her cunt in his sperm, moaning and satisfied, and if she was extra lucky that day, he’d give her one last orgasm while licking up sperm and cunt juice from her soaking wet, open sex.


That wasn’t today. She was blindfolded, yes, but he was always more mild-mannered here in his office. And as she suspected, when it rains on the priest, it’ll drip on the sacristan. As she stood there, being bred by the book with her own finger traversing her clit, she no longer felt alone in the room.


She didn't know if it was the draft of someone coming inside, the body odour she couldn't immediately place, or the warmth she felt across her cheek when the person slid down in front of her and guided her head to a stiff, rigid dick. Making an entry wasn't easy with the bishop's dick hammering in from behind. He'd just pulled his dripping cock out of her cunt and was working laboriously to get it into her butt.


She relaxed as best she could, and he finally slid into the tight canal. As he got to the bottom, she managed to catch the other man's cock in her mouth, and he started thrusting with no further fuss. She felt herself already nearing a powerful release and kept on going, the bishop's dick got some help from her fingers as she buried them in her cunt, grabbed the moisture and rubbed it into herself as she masturbated to the best of her abilities. Her legs started shaking. Soon, all that kept her up would be the bishop's dick in her butt. She released her deafening scream just as the not entirely unknown sacristan came in her mouth.


The bishop soon filled her tight canal with his sperm, but she was already knocked out by the power of the orgasm by then. Besides, she was in the middle of a deeply felt, genuine session of thanks and praise be to the Lord - hallelujah!
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