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“Have you ever ... ”

“No, Daniel,” I confessed.  “Never.  Just my finger.”

I heard a sound on his side of the divide followed by silence.

“Daniel?” I asked, moving my face closer to the mesh between us.

No response came.

“Daniel?” I whispered louder, and then the cubicle flooded with light as the door opened beside me.

He was stood there in his green and white regalia, taking up much of the doorway with his big imposing frame.  I'd seen his morning jogs and heard rumors of his impressive bench-presses in the local gym.  He certainly looked after himself.

He stepped right in and sat close beside me in the tight booth and I made as much room for him as I could.

“Did you hear me?” I whispered, adjusting to the dark.

“I did,” he said, “but I want you to tell me again.”

“Daniel?”

“Tell me again, Meg.  Be as descriptive as you can be.”

“Well, I pulled down my panties—”

“What color were they?”

“I pulled down my red panties all the way down to my ankles and—and I sat back in the chair and started to finger over my petals—”

“Petals?”

“My pussy.  It was so wet from watching porn.  It soaked my fingers when I pushed them inside.”

Priest Daniel took in a deep breath and I noticed his robe shifting.

“Are you okay?”

“Show me,” he said simply.

“Show you?  Show you what?”

“Show me what you did?”

“You want to see me do it?” I asked, confused but curious.

“I do,” he said stoically.  “Show me.”

I stood up in the booth and unfastened my jeans nervously, dragging them down my legs and then feeling the cool wood against my bare ass when I sat down again.

His robe was moving in and out as I started to put on a show for him.

“Like this,” I said, putting my finger on my pussy and feeling that same familiar feeling of bliss all over again.

As I stroked it I let out a long sighing breath and he did too, moving his robe upwards quickly.

My eyes gasped open, wondering if I was really seeing things right.  In Daniel’s hand was a long, fleshy cylinder that could only be one thing.

“Priest Daniel!” I gasped, watching his hand shift up and down his length.

“Did it look like this?” he asked, nodding down.

“It did.  It was just as big!” I marveled.

“Take a good look, Meg,” he said.  “This is your lesson.”

“My lesson?”

“Your lesson in sex, Meg.  You must learn.”

“Teach me,” I begged, ogling his thick manhood.  “Teach me with your cock.”
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When your family is Catholic you don’t tend to have access to too many vices.  The adult-lock has always been on our internet connection and the only snippet of the male form I’ve ever seen was from underwear adverts.

At nineteen it’s become too much.  I’m starting to have these intense feelings and desires that my friends are already quenching.  They talk about guys, dicks, fucking, blowjobs—you name it!  I can never join in with their naughty conversations.  It wasn’t until my friend Sarah leant me a CD that I realized what all the fuss was about.

“Just watch it,” she said, raising her eyebrows at me when she handed it over.

“What is it?” I asked, taking it from her.

“Enjoy it,” she said, rubbing my arm.  “You need to see this more than anyone!”

I turned the case in my hand.  It looked inconspicuous enough.  There were no words or labels on it or anything.  All I had to go on was Sarah’s word.

I rushed home almost instantly.  It was midday and everyone was out at work.  The house was silent and I became excited as my mind wandered.

My hands were shaking as I put the CD in my PC.  When I opened the folder I was presented with several tiny thumbnail images.  I couldn’t make much out, but they were each stills from a separate video.  Mostly they consisted of varying shades of pink, the image covered in the naked bodies of men and women.

My eyes gasped open and I froze as I surveyed them, feeling my curiosities grow by the second.  I hovered the cursor over the image and took a look over my shoulder to be certain.  Everyone was at work but I wanted to be sure I was alone.

I double-clicked the image and watched the video player open, going to wide-screen and showing me a man sat on a couch, fully clothed but with a woman prowling towards him across the floor.  She had on a cheerleader’s outfit and the guy on the couch looked to be her coach.

My hand covered my mouth as I watched on, shaking as the adrenaline started to rush through me.  She crawled towards him and found herself between his open legs, making for his belt buckle quickly and unfastening it.

He smiled and she smirked back, popping open the button and sliding down his zipper.  My finger clicked the red X in the top corner and closed the video quickly.

I fell back against the chair and covered my mouth, gasping and thinking the naughtiest of thoughts.  I couldn’t believe what I’d almost seen.

I could feel my tits pressing against my t-shirt as I sucked in air, crossing my legs to try to stop the sensation I could feel coming from my crotch.

I fought as hard as I could—really I did—but it wasn’t long before I was hovering the cursor over the video all over again.  I shuffled in the seat and took another quick look over my shoulder, then I opened it all over again and sat back to observe.

The model crawled towards him again and went for his belt.  Just as she was about to rush her hand into his pants I leant forward and reached for the mouse, but I froze before I made it and marveled as she pulled a huge, hard dick out from inside his pants.

The model’s eyes were just as wide as mine as she looked him up and down, holding his thickness in her hand and biting her lip.  The guy seemed very proud of himself indeed and he had every reason to be.  I’d never seen an erect penis before but it sure looked big.

Her lips moved but I heard nothing come from my speakers.  I realized they weren’t turned on and quickly did so, hearing her sultry voice start up immediately.

“That’s a big cock, Mr. McCluskey,” the model said, pointing the thing towards her face and surveying it.

I found myself leaning towards the screen as I watched her.

“Think you can fit it in your mouth,” he said?  “I’ll give you an A if you can take my D.”

I let out a little snort of laughter but it quickly stopped when the girl in the video did as he suggested.

Her mouth opened wide and she pushed his hard dick inside her.  I watched the tip disappear magically as she dropped her head over it, then marveled as the rest of it disappeared all the way to the tip.

Her throat bulged wide as his cock was fed down it, then she pulled off him and spluttered a cough, rifling her thick spit over his freshly wet length.  I put my hand over my mouth and shuddered, feeling a sensation in my pussy that seemed to be calling out for me.

I put my hand over my mouth and quivered, feeling a sensation in my pussy that seemed to be calling out for me.

She started to beat his cock hard in her hand and he closed his eyes to enjoy her.  I was absolutely rapt on the screen, feeling the room fall away from me as I became consumed by their naughty acts.

Her fist rolled up and down his dick faster and she’d throw him back down her throat every now and then.  Soon he was standing in front of her and she was crouching at his feet, pulling his trousers down and mouthing for his cock like she was trying to find the straw in her drink.

He lifted her to her feet now and my pupils spread wide as he pulled up her little skirt and showed her smooth, pert ass to the camera.  Beneath it looked as though she wasn’t wearing any panties and my suspicions were confirmed when he span her round and bent her over the couch.

He dragged her skirt up over her ass and showed her tight little slit to the camera along with her pink naughty asshole.

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine someone doing the same to me, opening them just in time to see his face approaching her pussy.  His tongue slipped up the groove and I felt my own pussy swell and moisten in response.  It was as though it was calling out for attention and my body was refusing to deny it.

My hand wandered down to my crotch and I left it there for a moment, feeling the heat of my puss through my pants and feeling the frustration mount.

I watched as he squared himself up behind her, pointing his dick towards her folds and sliding the taut, bulbous head of his hard dick up and down her loose flesh.

He plunged it forwards and they both moaned.  I moaned in reply, pushing my fingers down the crotch of my jeans and feeling an immense sense of pleasure.  I knew instantly it was just the tip of the iceberg and before long I was unfastening my jeans hastily.

I pulled them down around my ankles and reclined in the high-backed office-chair, smoothing my fingers back down over the crotch of my panties.  I could feel the dampness of my pussy through my panties and I let out a grunt of desire as the sin began to consume me.

I opened my eyes again and watched the hard cock disappearing over and over inside her slit as she moaned with glee.  It looked so fun that I had to try it and soon I found myself sliding the crotch of my panties over so I could get to my folds.

My fingers split the flesh and I tickled one of them down across the velvet skin, feeling the wetness break over my digit and splaying it back up my groove.  My fingers slipped quickly over it and I teased the stiff node that was swelling at the top of my slit.

Each time my fingers brushed over my clit I felt a surge of bliss and I started to moan along with the woman on screen.  Before long I was teasing a finger inside me and realizing how good it felt.  It wasn’t long at all before I really started to lose myself and I felt this unique, amazing feeling across my entire body.

I was shaking from the intensity of it and it felt better than anything I’d ever experienced before.  The more I played with myself the stronger the feeling became until I was a shuddering mess of ecstasy.

I opened my eyes just in time to see his hard cock slip out of her pussy and start throwing thick, white liquid all over her smooth ass.  He seemed to be enjoying himself as much as I was.

The sensation faded slowly and I picked my jeans up off the floor and slid them up my legs, shutting off the video and then feeling an enormous sense of guilt begin to replace the ecstasy.

I was frozen with shame, sat in the chair and wondering what they hell I’d just done.  Would God be happy with me?  Could I be forgiven?

I knew the CD was bad because of how much I enjoyed it.  Nothing that good could be pure.  I took it from the PC and put it back in its case, hiding it away in a bottom drawer in my room and wishing I had never accepted it from Sarah.

I sat heavy on the bed and sighed, looking at the cross hanging over my mirror.  I knew what I had to do.

Without much thought I made my way inside my car and started driving straight to my church, keen to absolve myself of the sin so I could continue to live a good life.

I scuttled across the car-park quickly and burst through the door of the church, finding it as empty as always.  The looming figures in the stained-glass windows looked down on me accusingly.  I could feel their eyes.  They knew what I’d done.

At the back right of the large open room was the ornate, wooden confessional booth.  Priest Daniel would be in there.  He was kind of new-age in terms of Catholicism.  The guy came out of nowhere and really gave things a fresh feel.  Even at forty he was 'young' in the clerical world.  I had to tell him what I’d done.

I moved down the aisle and past the empty pews, taking a look around before diving inside the door and sitting in the chair.  I was breathing heavily and as the wooden slat slid open I startled to life.

“Forgive me, for I have sinned!” I gushed, my breath racing.

“Meg?” he called through the divide.  It wasn't the first time I'd been there.  You don't have a Priest as hot as Daniel and not show up to church.

“I have sinned!” I hushed nervously.

“It’s okay,” he said calmly.  “Tell me what you’ve done.”

“I—I borrowed a CD off someone and it—it had porn on it, Daniel!”

“That’s okay.  You’re forgiven.  Say three Hail—”

“That’s not all,” I interrupted.

“Go on ... ” he said warily.

“I watched it, Priest Daniel.  I watched it and I—I pulled down my panties and—and—”

“Tell me what you did, Meg.”

“I played with myself.  It was so naughty.  I pulled down my panties and I—I played with my pussy.  It felt so good—but I know it’s wrong.  I know it’s wrong.”

“How did it feel?” he asked, as cool and calm as ever.

“It felt amazing!” I gushed.  “I pushed a finger right inside me and it felt amazing.”

“Have you ever ... ”

“No, Daniel,” I confessed.  “Never.  Just my finger.”

I heard a sound on his side of the divide followed by silence.

“Daniel?” I asked, moving my face closer to the mesh between us.

No response came.

“Daniel?” I whispered louder, and then the cubicle flooded with light as the door opened beside me.

He was stood there in his green and white regalia, taking up much of the doorway with his big imposing frame.  I'd seen his morning jogs and heard rumors of his impressive bench-presses in the local gym.  He certainly looked after himself.

He stepped right in and sat close beside me in the tight booth and I made as much room for him as I could.

“Did you hear me?” I whispered, adjusting to the dark.

“I did,” he said, “but I want you to tell me again.”

“Daniel?”

“Tell me again, Meg.  Be as descriptive as you can be.”

“Well, I pulled down my panties—”

“What color were they?”

“I pulled down my red panties all the way down to my ankles and—and I sat back in the chair and started to finger over my petals—”

“Petals?”

“My pussy.  It was so wet from watching porn.  It soaked my fingers when I pushed them inside.”

Priest Daniel took in a deep breath and I noticed his robe shifting.

“Are you okay?”

“Show me,” he said simply.

“Show you?  Show you what?”

“Show me what you did?”

“You want to see me do it?” I asked, confused but curious.

“I do,” he said stoically.  “Show me.”

I stood up in the booth and unfastened my jeans nervously, dragging them down my legs and then feeling the cool wood against my bare ass when I sat down again.

His robe was moving in and out as I started to put on a show for him.

“Like this,” I said, putting my finger on my pussy and feeling that same familiar feeling of bliss all over again.

As I stroked it I let out a long sighing breath and he did too, moving his robe upwards quickly.

My eyes gasped open, wondering if I was really seeing things right.  In Daniel’s hand was a long, fleshy cylinder that could only be one thing.

“Priest Daniel!” I gasped, watching his hand shift up and down his length.

“Did it look like this?” he asked, nodding down.

“It did.  It was just as big!” I marveled.

“Take a good look, Meg,” he said.  “This is your lesson.”

“My lesson?”

“Your lesson in sex, Meg.  You must learn.”

“Teach me,” I begged, ogling his thick manhood.  “Teach me with your cock.”

I pushed my back against the wall and slid my hand down to my crotch, fondling at the sinful flesh as he started to jerk himself next to me.

“Give me your hand,” he said, and I did as instructed.

He brought it to his cock and I gripped it like a baton, feeling his pulse beat against my palm.

“Move up and down,” he said slowly, taking my hand with his own and jerking himself.

He was holding my wrist now and I was gripping his dick, moving up and down at a pace he set himself.  When I’d done it for a minute or so he loosed his grip and let me move all on my own.

It was so naughty to be in that booth with him with my panties around my ankles but it felt like the right thing to do.  If anyone knew what was right and wrong it was him.

“Let me touch you,” he said, and I moved my hand from my hot crease and opened my legs wider.

Daniel’s hand went straight to my crotch, fingering over the sensitive flesh and making me weep with desire instantly.  It was a blissful feeling to play with my own pussy, so to have him do it was indescribably amazing.

His fingers pushed up and down in rhythmic, experienced movements that soon began to make my pussy swell and my clit stiffen.

He sought out my clit quickly, strumming a finger over it and using my own wetness to lubricate my flesh.  In no time at all I was driven wild with lust.  Something about being able to feel his arousal in my grasp was accentuating the feeling.

I pumped him harder and tighter, gripping around him and sliding my hand up and down his dick.

“Put it in your mouth,” he said now.  “I want you to show me how you suck it.”

I scrambled to the floor in an instant, spinning and moving between his legs.  I pushed his long gown up as far as I could and grabbed that big dick of his all over again.  It was only inches from my face and I found my mouth welling with saliva in anticipation.  I wanted it bad.

“Now suck, Meg,” he ordered simply, putting his hand on the back of my head and moving me towards him.

I opened my mouth wide and angled him towards my lips, pushing them over the flesh and feeling him fill me in an instant.  His sinful flesh spread from cheek to cheek and soon I could feel it right at the back of my tongue.

“Good girl,” he said, running his hand over my auburn locks in encouragement.

I fed him as far as I could inside me, just like I’d seen the model do earlier.  When I could take no more of him I drew him out of me and spread my spit over his meaty cock, slipping it through my hand as he groaned out his enjoyment.

“Is this good, Daniel?” I asked, knowing the answer.

“You just keep doing that,” he said, stretching his legs out and then relaxing back.

I became more adventurous as I sucked on him, kissing down his shaft and sucking one of his balls into my mouth.  His groans told me it was definitely appreciated.

I kept it up, slathering my spit across his cock and balls until he was awash with my saliva.  His cock looked so deliciously smooth and inviting that I started to imagine it piercing me.

“Stand up,” he said suddenly.  “Get undressed for me.”

I stood up quickly, keen to follow each and every instruction.  Without ceremony I lifted my t-shirt above my head and tossed it, unclasping my bra in almost the same instant.

I pulled it off my shoulders and presented myself to him in the half-light.  My tits were dappled in illumination that came through the ornate carvings in the door.  He clearly appreciated them.

“That’s good,” he said, reaching upwards from his seat and grabbing at my tits.  He squeezed them as though he were picking out a ripe avocado, then he bunched them together and brought his face to them.

I looked down and watched him approach my breasts, opening his mouth wide and sucking a nipple through his lips.

I gasped and closed my eyes to his touch, feeling my nipples rise in response as I became more aroused with each passing second.

He quickly moved over to the other breast and gave it the same treatment, sitting back in his chair when each node sat bullet-like on my chest.

I squeezed my tits together and pinched out towards the nipple, slipping my panties down so that I was naked in front of him now.

His eyes looked down my slender frame and to the kempt hair above my virginal slit.  I thought about the woman in the video sitting on that guy’s cock and I dreamed of doing the same to Priest Daniel.  I wouldn’t have to wait long.

“Now come here,” he said, dragging his robe over his head quickly.  Beneath it he wore only a light gray t-shirt and nothing else.  His fat cock stretched up over his trim body, looking thick and inviting.

“I want you to sit on this,” he said, holding his dick out from his body.

I didn’t need a second invitation.  I approached him and tried to squat on it.  Daniel rubbed his dick up and down my pussy lips before realizing the angle wouldn’t quite work.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BREEDING BUNDLE
KIMMY WELSH

Dlernaly

BOOKS 17 - 24





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





