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The Devil in Miss Delilah - Part One: The Sinner
Inside


 


In the quiet, secluded small
English village of Haverton, Father John Hardy, the local parish
priest, sat in his empty church, thinking up the subject of his
Sunday sermon. A fiercely moral man, he used his sermons to drive
home his hatred of sin and error, to educate his flock in the
Christian way of abstaining from all vice and concentrating on
developing a virtuous character, usually using the well-known
parables in the Bible to illustrate his point.



The subject he liked to pontificate about the most was the dangers
of succumbing to the lure of sensual indulgence and how only
keeping yourself totally pure-minded was the only way to protect
your soul from being tempted into sexual vice and sin. His flock
were well used to sermons on this matter, and every time they would
listen with stern faces, nodding in agreement at Father John's
repeated warnings to beware of the pleasures of the flesh, for they
pave the way to hell and eternal examination.



No one had been forced to listen to more of these sermons than
Father John's daughter Delilah, who was now nineteen and becoming
increasingly curious about the carnal side of life that her father
had deemed so wicked. Whereas she may have spent her whole life an
innocent had she been born a century earlier, as hard as her father
had tried to protect her, she had started to spend fascinated hours
searching the internet, excited by what she was discovering.



Since developing into a young woman, her bodily desires had let
themselves be known and she had started to fantasize about several
of the more handsome young men in the village. They were always
friendly to her in person, but she was seen as off limits as a
priest's daughter. This was becoming increasingly irksome to her,
and the more her father wittered on about vice and sin, the more
alluring sex appeared to be to her.



Her mother Mary was a stereotypical priest's wife, entirely
immersed in the social life that the church provided, revelling in
her position as head of the Church Guild. She was treated with
great respect by the other ladies in the Guild, and was happy with
her cocooned existence, even though her marriage was now entirely
sexless, John having developed impotency around the age of
forty.



Delilah knew full well that she would never be able to confide her
sexual feelings to either of her parents, and expressed her most
private thoughts in a diary that she kept under her bed. What began
as a few lines each night about how she felt had developed into a
journal for exploring her sexual fantasies, that were fuelled by
the explicit sexual images and stories she had found on the
net. 



On her desk was a Bible which she had been expected to study for an
hour a day ever since she was seven, but she had taken great
delight in recently cutting out a hole in the pages and hiding a
copy of Anais Nin's Delta of Venus, a collection of highly erotic
stories that Delilah loved to read in her bed last thing at
night. 



She would often wake up in a feverish state from some intensely
sexual dream, and would have to pleasure herself to relieve the
pent-up desire within her, the erotic images from her dreams still
fresh in her mind as she would frig herself to a torrid climax, her
parents blissfully unaware, asleep in the next room.



Increasingly, she would find reasons to sneak out of the parish to
walk the streets of Haverton. She'd love the admiring glances she'd
receive from men of all ages, she knew full well what a pretty girl
she was but craved attention and interaction after her cosseted
upbringing. Her auburn long hair framed an angelic face, but with a
maddeningly sensual mouth, her red bee-stung lips contrasting with
her pearl-pale skin. Her breasts were pert and large enough to
strain pleasingly against the fabric of her dress, not unnoticed by
the local males, much to Delilah's delight.



But being the daughter of a priest meant that men were reluctant to
approach her, and she knew she was going to have to become more
forward if she was to ever experience more than a furtive glance
from a man.

 


One evening, she stole out
of the house after dinner having told her parents she was retiring
to her room early to do some more Bible studies. They had no reason
not to believe her and so she escaped with ease through the back
door, breathing in the cool night air and experiencing an exciting
sensation of freedom. As she'd decided not to wear panties as an
added thrill, she felt a refreshing breeze between her legs as she
walked along the road.



Bravely, she decided to stroll up to the ale house, where the
locals were busy decimating their meagre wages on beer and were
already worse for wear by eight o' clock. As she approached, she
recognized one of her admirers Tom Connor stood outside the ale
house enjoying a woodbine. "Evening
Tom..." she chirped as she got close to
him.



"Well I never....not seen you round these
parts on a Saturday night...your father know where you are,
Delilah?" replied Tom, genuinely amazed to
see her, but intrigued. Delilah expected such an enquiry,
countering with "He doesn't need to know
everything I get up to, does he? How will a girl ever have fun
round here if she always has to get permission
first?".



Tom felt his loins stirring, realizing another side to Delilah was
making itself known. He smiled, dropping his woodbine to the floor
and grinding out the butt in the dirt with his foot, considering
his next words. "And what kind of fun
might Delilah be looking for tonight? A strong man like Samson
perhaps?" joked Tom. Delilah sighed, and
replied "Well, a night free from biblical
references would be fun for a start....".


Tom chuckled and said
"Yeah, I guess you must hear that stuff a
lot....". Delilah could tell that Tom was a
little shy and she was going to have to do all the running if
anything was to happen. "A girl just needs
a little pleasure on a Saturday night...I'm sure that's all you
want too..." said Delilah with seduction in
her voice. 



With that, she brought her finger to her mouth and ran her long
tongue round the tip before sucking on it slowly as she slid the
wet finger in and out of her pursed lips. Tom couldn't believe his
eyes, his jaw half-dropping in disbelief and his cock hardening in
his denim jeans. The priest's daughter stood before him outside an
ale house, clearly mimicking oral sex....it was almost too much to
take in.



Before she disappeared in a puff of smoke, he figured he better
take advantage of the situation and motioned to her to follow him.
He led them both round the back of the ale house whereupon they
passionately kissed immediately, the roars of the drunken men
within seeping through the windows to which they were oblivious.
Delilah's kissing was frenzied and intense, an energy from a
lifetime of being held back and repressed suddenly erupting from a
deep place inside her.



Their tongues danced and entwined, exploring each other's mouths as
Carolina's hand slipped down and felt the pulsing meat of Tom's now
fully erect cock raging against the constraints of his
jeans.


It was the first time she'd even
kissed a boy, let alone felt a bounding erection, but rather than
feeling nervous and overwhelmed she felt totally in control and in
her element. She knew Tom was putty in her hands and she still felt
she was dominating him even as she sank to her knees on the stone
floor of the ale house grounds.



With an assurance that belied her complete lack of experience, she
unzipped his jeans and unbuckled his belt, yanking down his jeans
and briefs to be presented with a large, throbbing cock that looked
the most delicious sight she'd ever known. She grappled the thick
meat in her hand and felt it harden further at her touch, then,
looking up at Tom and holding his gaze, she took a long, slow lick
of his shaft, rising to the tip.



Tom was twenty-one and had been with half the girls in the village
but this was something else, it wasn't just that she was the
priest's daughter. Delilah had an intense sexuality, the sight of
her sensuous, full lips sliding down his cockshaft and her blazing,
passionate eyes staring into his soul was nothing short of
intoxicating. She sank her lips right down to the base, taking all
of his seven and a half inches, feeling the bulbous cockhead tickle
the back of her throat.



She had the taste of his salty precum in her mouth, an exotic taste
like nothing she'd ever known and she felt excited to know she was
soon going to feel him explode inside her mouth. Her hand softly
caressed his full ballsack as her mouth worked his length with a
natural instinct, it felt like she'd spent her whole life giving
oral pleasures when she'd never even seen a cock before that
night.



Delilah knew she had Tom close to the boil and wanted to make him
cum as hard as he could in her mouth, and she knew exactly what
would drive him over the edge. She took his meat out of her mouth
and said, with a wicked glint in her eye, "If only my father could see me now, a priest's daughter on
her knees sucking a boy's cock....he'd say I had the devil in
me....". With that, she began resuming the
fellatio with increased vigour and pace, keeping her burning gaze
fixed on his.



Tom had never heard a girl talk like that, so unashamed of her
debauched nature, it was had to believe she was born into the
cloth, the child of a priest....she had a sinner's heart, he could
see it in her eyes.


She moved in for the kill, a gentle
squeeze of her hand on his huge balls was enough to make them spasm
hard and an electric bolt of pleasure ran up his cock, his thick,
white seed spurting straight down her throat, Delilah closing her
eyes to savour the sensation. "Ohhhh
uhhhhh yessssss....yessssssssssss..."
groaned Tom, the noise covered by the raucous shouting coming from
the ale house.



He came so much that Delilah gagged and had to swallow four times
to take down all his semen into her, his balls squeezing every last
drop into her gaped mouth. As his orgasm finally abated, Delilah
zipped him up and stood up, sharing a sticky kiss with her lover,
who was still so turned on that such a dirty kiss seemed only
natural. 



With dramatic flair Delilah put her hand close over his ear and
whispered "If you want to go further, meet
me in the cemetery tomorrow night at nine o' clock....I'll be
expecting you...". In a flash, she stole
away into the night, leaving Tom reeling, amazed at what had just
happened, by far the most incredible orgasm of his life, and all
just from a five-minute cocksucking...



Delilah grinned to herself as she made her way back to the parish
house, thinking she'd gotten away with the perfect crime, her first
taste of real pleasure, her first taste of a man's seed...and she
loved it. Unbeknownst to her though, her father had become
suspicious of her retiring early, and had gone to check on her in
her room. He had pushed open her door to find no sign of her.



He then proceeded to walk up to her Bible on an impulse and opened
it to find the copy of Delta of Venus inside. Horrified, his
fumbling fingers opened up a passage and he read
"she rouged her sex with her lipstick to
the excitement of the men watching her....". To his own disgust, he felt a stirring in his loins.
Sexual desire had tormented him all his life, and now it seemed
that his daughter had a similar disposition, but obviously not his
religious devotion. He stormed out, fighting his arousal at what he
had read, wondering whether to tell his wife....


He decided against it and went
downstairs to sit in the reading room and contemplate the
situation. He heard the latch of the back door slowly lifting about
an hour later, Delilah was sneaking back in, thinking her father
would be in the lounge as usual. He switched off the light so she
wouldn't see him and she walked upstairs and went to bed, quite
oblivious that her secret had been uncovered.

Her father eventually retired to bed and slept fitfully, having bad
dreams filled with erotic images that had lain dormant in his
subconscious for so long. The next day he gave yet another sermon
on the dangers of carnal temptation, Tom sat solemnly in a pew
feeling as if it was aimed purely at him. Delilah was blissfully
unaware of her father's emotional turmoil, staying in the house in
her room reliving the previous night in her mind, and fantasizing
about meeting Tom in the cemetery. She went down for dinner but
when it reached eight o' clock she informed her mother that she was
retiring early one again, so engrossed had she become in her bible
studies.

Her mother thought nothing of it, being more concerned that her
husband had not been present at dinner. She decided to see where he
was, finding him in the church praying on his knees at
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