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I was floating down the Muddy Fork on my cobbled-together raft, three days unwashed and drunk as a possum in a moonshine barrel. The late summer sun beat down on my bare shoulders, turning my skin the color of cured leather. My dick had been hard since sunrise for no particular reason—just one of those days when your cock decides it's got plans of its own. I took another swig from my jar and spat into the lazy brown water, watching the current carry my spit away just like it carried me, aimless and happy as a pig in shit.

The raft—my pride and joy—was a floating fuckpad of sorts. I'd lashed together old whiskey barrels and cedar planks, added a small awning for shade, and even installed a mattress of sorts: deer hides stuffed with Spanish moss. Beside it sat my supplies: fishing gear, two more jars of clear liquor, and a barrel of smoked catfish I'd traded for with a one-eyed river man three days back. The whole contraption stank of fish, sweat, and freedom.

As I rounded a bend in the river, I heard it first—high-pitched wailing that cut through the drone of cicadas and bullfrogs. I squinted against the sun's glare and spotted a woman thrashing knee-deep in the muddy bank, her white dress plastered to her body and spattered with brown silt.

"Lord have mercy! Help me, please!" she cried, her voice pinched with desperation.

I guided my raft toward the bank with my long pole, taking my time to appreciate the view. Her dress, transparent from river water, clung to curves that had no business belonging to someone screeching about the Lord. Tits like ripe melons, a waist I could circle with my hands, and hips made for grabbing—all packaged in that soaked white cotton that might as well have been painted on.

"Mister, I'm stuck! The mud's got me!" She had the kind of voice that probably sang hymns on Sunday, all sweet and proper.

"Well now, looks like you wandered a ways from the church picnic," I drawled, pulling my raft alongside the bank. Up close, I could see she was in her thirties, with a pretty face currently streaked with tears and dirt. Her dark hair had come loose from what must have been a proper updo, now hanging in wet ropes around her flushed face.

"I was... I was on my way to a prayer revival," she stammered, trying to maintain her dignity while sinking deeper into the mud. "My wagon wheel broke, and I thought I could find help following the river, but the bank gave way."

"Prayer revival?" I snorted, taking another swig of moonshine. "Honey, the only thing getting revived out here is my interest in company." I let my eyes drift obviously to her chest, where hard nipples pushed against the wet fabric.

She noticed my gaze and crossed her arms, which only served to push those magnificent tits up higher. "Sir, I am a married woman. My husband is Reverend Whitcomb of the First Baptist Church of—"

"Don't much care whose wife you are," I interrupted, extending my pole toward her. "Grab on or stay in the mud. Your choice, preacher's wife."

Her face tightened with indignation, but desperation won out. She grabbed the pole, and I pulled, watching her struggle through the sucking mud. When she was close enough, I reached down and wrapped my hand around her wrist, feeling her pulse race under my fingers.

"Thank you," she said stiffly as I hauled her onto the raft. She stood there dripping, suddenly aware of how exposed she was. The wet dress outlined every curve, every hollow. Water trickled between her breasts and down her thighs. My cock, already at half-mast, rose to full attention.

"Name's Fuckleberry Finn," I said, not botherin’ to hide my growin’ bulge. "But folks usually just call me Trouble floatin’ on wood. Welcome aboard the finest fuck-raft on the Mississippi."

Her eyes widened. "I beg your pardon? Did you say—"

"You heard right," I laughed, taking another swig and offering her the jar. "Drink? Might warm you up."

She recoiled. "I don't consume spirits."

"Suit yourself." I shrugged, pushing off from the bank with my pole. "But we're headed downriver now."

"What? No! I need to get back! My husband—"

"Is probably boring some poor congregation to tears. Meanwhile, you're here, with me." I moved closer, enjoying how she backed up until her legs hit the barrel of catfish. "And you're soaked to the bone. Might catch your death in that wet dress."

A flush spread across her cheeks. "Turn around so I can wring it out."

I laughed, a deep belly laugh that echoed across the water. "This ain't no church social, Mrs. Preacher. You want dry clothes, you'll have to earn 'em."

Her mouth opened in shock, but I noticed something else in her wide eyes—a flicker of curiosity, maybe even excitement. She'd been caught in the mud, rescued by a river rat with a hard cock and a jar of moonshine. This wasn't in her Bible lessons.

"You... you're vile," she whispered, but she didn't move away when I stepped closer.

I reached out and brushed a strand of wet hair from her face. "And you're curious. Bet the reverend doesn't fuck you right, does he? Bet he whispers prayers while he pumps away for thirty seconds before rolling off and snoring."

Her sharp intake of breath told me I'd hit the mark. I pressed my advantage, sliding my hand to the nape of her neck, feeling her tremble.

"When's the last time you came, Mrs. Preacher? When's the last time your pussy got what it needed?"

"Don't speak to me that way," she said, but her voice had lost its conviction. Her eyes darted to my bulge, then quickly away.

I leaned in, my lips nearly touching her ear. "Your mouth says no, but your nipples are saying yes. Hard enough to cut glass, aren't they?"

My free hand moved to her breast, cupping it through the wet fabric. She gasped but didn't pull away. Instead, she stood frozen, her breath coming in short, quick pants. I rubbed my thumb over her nipple, feeling it stiffen further.

"That's it," I murmured. "Tell me how wrong this is. Tell me how your reverend husband would die if he saw you now, getting your titty played with by a river rat."

"Please," she whispered, but I don't think even she knew what she was pleading for.

I backed her against the barrel, letting her feel my hard cock press against her belly. "Please what, sugar? Use your words—I like my sinners talkin’ dirty."

Her lips trembled. I kissed her then, rough and demanding. For a second, she remained rigid. Then, with a moan that sounded like surrender, she kissed back, opening her mouth to my tongue.

I tore my mouth away. "Say it. Say you want this cock."

Her eyes were glazed, her breathing ragged. "I... I can't."

"Sure you can." I grabbed her hand and pressed it against my bulge. "Feel that? That's for you. All this hard cock for the preacher's pretty wife."

Her fingers curled around me through the fabric, tentative at first, then with increasing pressure. "God forgive me," she whispered.

"God ain't on this raft, honey." I spun her around suddenly, bending her over the barrel of catfish. "But I am."

I flipped up her wet dress, exposing her ass—round and pale and perfect. She wore simple cotton drawers, soaked through and clinging to the cleft of her ass. I tore them open with one hard yank.

"Oh!" she cried out, more in surprise than protest.

Her pussy was a revelation—pink and swollen, already glistening with something more than river water. I ran my finger along her slit, feeling her heat.

"Look at you, all wet for me. What would the ladies' auxiliary think if they could see you now?"

She squirmed against my hand, her hips making small, involuntary movements. "Please... I shouldn't..."

"But you will." I unlaced my pants and let my cock spring free. It slapped against her ass with a wet thwack. "You will because you need it. Because that holy man you married doesn't fuck you like you deserve."

I rubbed my cockhead against her entrance, coating it in her juices. She moaned, low and needy, her head dropping forward.

"Say it," I demanded, teasing her opening. "Say you want to be fucked by a stranger on a raft."

"I... I can't say that," she protested, but her hips pushed back against me.

"Then I'll leave you wanting." I began to pull away.

"No!" The word burst from her lips. She looked back at me, shame and desire warring in her eyes. "Don't stop. Please."

"Please what?"

She swallowed hard. "Please... fuck me."

I slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself to the hilt. She screamed—a raw, animal sound that had nothing to do with prayer revivals or church socials. I held still, feeling her pussy clench and spasm around me.

"Oh God," she moaned, her knuckles white as she gripped the barrel.

"That's right, call His name," I growled, pulling out almost completely before driving in again. "Let Him hear you getting your pussy destroyed."

I set a punishing rhythm, each thrust making her tits slap against the wet wood of the barrel. The raft rocked beneath us, water sloshing against its sides. The smell of river mud, fish, and sex filled the air—raw and primal.

"Harder," she gasped, surprising me. "Oh God, harder!"

I obliged, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, pounding into her with everything I had. Her pussy made obscene, wet sounds with each thrust, juices running down her thighs.

"You like that, preacher's wife? You like getting fucked by a river rat?" I slapped her ass, leaving a red handprint.

"Yes!" she cried, shame apparently forgotten. "Yes, I like it!"

I reached around and found her clit, swollen and slick. I rubbed it in tight circles as I continued to pound her from behind. Her whole body tensed.

"Oh... oh my... I'm going to... oh LORD!" She convulsed around my cock, her pussy clamping down so hard I nearly lost my rhythm. But I kept going, fucking her through her orgasm as she howled like a bayou wolf.

"That's it, cum on this cock," I grunted, feeling my own release building. "Show me what a holy woman looks like when she's getting railed right."

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, waves of pleasure making her shake and cry out. When she finally went limp against the barrel, I pulled out, my cock glistening with her juices.

"We ain't done yet," I told her, flipping her over so she faced me. Her face was transformed—flushed, eyes heavy-lidded, mouth slack with pleasure. Nothing like the prim woman I'd pulled from the mud. "Now I want to see those tits."

With trembling fingers, she undid the buttons of her dress, pulling it open to reveal breasts even more magnificent than I'd imagined—full and heavy, with dark pink nipples still hard from her orgasm.

"Beautiful," I murmured, lowering my head to take one in my mouth. I sucked hard, using my teeth just enough to make her gasp. Her hands found my hair, holding me against her.

After thoroughly enjoying both breasts, I straightened up. "Turn around again. I want that ass."

A flicker of alarm crossed her face. "My... my behind? You can't mean..."

"I mean exactly that." I spun her around again, spreading her ass cheeks to expose her tight pucker. "Ever had a cock in your ass, preacher's wife?"

"No! That's... that's sodomy!"

I laughed. "Damn right it is. And once I break you in proper, you’ll be prayin’ for it every Sunday."

I spat on my fingers and worked them against her tight hole
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