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Brynden has always
been a cockslut. He’d started dreaming about cock and creamy
delicious cum as soon as he got his first erection and as the years
went by he’d been wonderfully blessed with as much as he wanted…
cock after cock after cock. Even years later, now at 23 years old,
hundreds of cocks later and he still craved it day and night. He
was a born cockslut and he knew down to his very bones that he’d
happily die a cockslut and enjoy every minute of it.

 


Of course, even
though he was a cockslut, he wanted normal things like everyone
else. He wanted to fall in love, have a life with the man of his
dreams, and build a home… so, when he met Jason Hutton, he jumped
at the chance. Jason was much older than Brynden at 59 years old,
amazingly fit, strong, determined, and caring. He’d met Jason while
the man was on duty as the local sheriff. They talked and flirted,
and before the day’s end, Brynden found himself splayed out in the
back of the man’s sheriff's department-issued vehicle getting
furiously pounded into the seat like it was a matter of life and
death. Jason had filled Brynden with a bucket of cum and jerked him
off while whispering in his ear about all the filthy things he
wanted to do to Brynden. He’d moaned like a whore the entire time,
begging for more, for everything the man could give him, and begged
for even more after Jason had gone soft inside him.

 


Five months later,
when Jason got down on one knee and proposed, Brynden happily said
yes.

 


Brynden loved Jason
and he tried to be good and faithful, to be true to the man he
loved. He abstained from his cockslut ways, trying to find
satisfaction from Jason’s cock alone and the love they shared. But
as the months wore on, and his craving for cock grew, his
determination to stay faithful grew weak. Jason was truly gifted in
bed and very well endowed; he fucked like a dream and was more than
willing to indulge Brynden’s nasty cockslut fantasies at every
turn… but he was nearly 60 and required at least a few hours before
he was ready to go again. They’d tried other things to satisfy
Brynden’s needs like getting a huge dildo for Jason to use on him
while he touched and kissed Brynden; they’d even bought an
expensive fucking machine that pounded Brynden’s hole into oblivion
several times every night while Jason did paperwork nearby. But, it
just wasn’t the same… there was nothing like the warm weight of a
body smothering Brynden down into the mattress while he was split
open on a fat cock, filling him with buckets of cum, and holding
him down to make sure he stayed in place whether he wanted to or
not. He wanted to spend hours on his knees with a huge cock stuffed
down his throat, drooling as he choked on cock and moaned like the
whore he was.

Brynden was deeply
unsatisfied with the quantity of cock he got, even if the quality
of it was fantastic. He never told Jason, couldn’t bear breaking
his heart by telling the man he loved that he wasn’t satisfying
Brynden’s unquenchable need for cock.

Then, the night
before their wedding, Brynden’s resolve to stay faithful finally
snapped when they met with the priest who was going to marry them
for the final time. They’d met a month ago when Jason and Brynden
had decided on the priest’s church after a lengthy search, but that
meeting had been fairly brief and didn’t give Brynden much time to
indulge his eyes. Not like now.

Father Peter was even
older than Jason with salt and pepper hair, a strong jaw, and
muscles that went on for days. His voice was deep and stern, he
looked Brynden in the eye without fail whenever they spoke,
unwavering in his masculine demeanor. The thing that Brynden took
note of most was the huge bulge under the man’s black pants; an
undeniably massive cock that had Brynden’s eyes going hazy and his
mouth watering at the thought of getting his mouth around the
monstrosity.

As they spoke, it was
like the priest knew exactly what Brynden was thinking, craving…
yearning for. Brynden caught the man watching him with knowing eyes
throughout their conversation and Brynden had squirmed under the
man’s dark gaze while Jason remained oblivious to the mounting
desire in Brynden’s eyes.

Twenty minutes after
they sat down to discuss the final particulars with the priest,
Jason got a call from the sheriff’s station that he couldn’t
ignore. It had something to do with a court case and the judge was
being conferenced in with the lawyers on both sides. Jason expected
the call to take a good while, so he excused himself and said he’d
be back in about 20 minutes.

As soon as Jason
disappeared, Father Peter slid his chair back a little ways from
his desk and gestured to the space under his desk between his legs.
He raised an eyebrow and smirked, “Well, what are you waiting
for?”

Brynden didn’t waste
a second despite knowing that he was risking everything with Jason,
scrambling around and under the big solid desk, moaning like a true
cockslut when he pulled the monster cock out of the priest’s pants.
The man was more than halfway hard, having known Brynden was
salivating at the thought of getting a taste of his magnificent
cock. The huge cockhead was flushed a dark red, precum bubbling
slowly out of the slit at the top and making the head gleam
beautifully. It was at least 8 inches long and fat if not more,
curving up and slightly to the right. Brynden felt achingly empty
just looking at it, wishing he could jump on it and take the cock
for a good long ride. Maybe another time… he hoped.

Leaning forward,
Brynden wrapped a hand around the thick base of the man’s dick and
closed his eyes as he savored the first lick as the bitter, salty
tang of precum hit his tongue. A truly wanton moan broke free from
his lips at the distinctive flavor of cock that he loved so much.
He laved the head like a lollipop, back and forth, around the head
and under the lip of the frenulum, savoring the taste as if it was
the fruit of the gods. He craved the taste day in and day out. He
went to bed with his mouth watering at the memories of his mouth
flooded with cum and he woke up eager for it, hoping that the day
would bless him with at least a few cocks to satisfy the unending
craving for cum, to be filled until bursting and split open
wide.

He communed with the
priest’s cock, worshipping it and the man attached to the divine
cock filling him. Brynden moaned and whimpered like a supplicant
blessed with ambrosia, the gift of life slowly trickling down his
throat and filling his belly… soon to overwhelm him with a flood of
delicious seed, forever cementing his unending need and love for
cock.

Brynden kept one hand
lazily jerking off the priest’s cock, his tongue slipping in and
out of the slit teasingly looking for every morsel of precum, while
he moved the other one down and fondled the big, heavy balls
beneath. They were large things, covered in wiry salt and pepper
public hair, hanging low beneath the cock. Brynden caressed them,
letting his fingers learn the shape of each one, weighing them
consideringly and wondering just how much cum they would give him
when Father Peter finally spilled his cum down Brynden’s
throat.

Brynden felt Father
Peter’s huge hand cup the back of his head and he opened his eyes
to look up while he continued worshiping the delicious cock in
front of him.

“Son, quit dawdling;
you can savor the flavor later. I’m not gonna’ waste my chance to
fill your belly with cum before that far too trusting man you love
comes back to interrupt us and sees what a dirty whore you are.
Now, open that slutty mouth wide.” Brynden obeyed without question
and let his mouth gape open in eagerness for what was to come. With
those words, the priest got a firm grip on Brynden’s dark hair.
“Now, get to work.”

A second later, the
priest shoved his massive cock to the hilt down Brynden’s throat,
pointedly ignoring Brynden’s choking as irrelevant, and began using
his mouth like it was a pocket pussy and nothing more.

“Dirty little
cockslut, I knew you were just waiting to get on your knees for any
willing cock that passed your way. I know a whore when I see one;
sinner to the core, you’ll never change. You’ll always be a
cockslut, boy. Just a dirty hole men use to get off and discard.
Fuck, your mouth is a gift from god to the faithful. A heaven-sent
cumdump god has divined as the vessel to receive my seed in
heavenly devotion.”

Brynden felt tears
fill his eyes at the man’s words, his heart clenching at the
condemnation in his voice as the priest practically skullfucked
Brynden; all the while Brynden’s cock stayed rock hard and he
eagerly swallowed around the man’s girthy mass, undulating his
tongue back and forth and around whatever he could reach. He
swallowed convulsively and moaned as tears flowed down his face. He
was a whore, he knew it, every man he’d met and gotten off with
knew it. He knew he was actively cheating on Jason and even knowing
that Jason would see what Brynden was doing as a betrayal, Brynden
continued sucking nonetheless.

Soon the distinctive
sound of glug glug glug filled the silence as Brynden’s
throat was fucked without a care for the state of his throat
afterward. It was the sound of his life, it filled his waking
dreams and always ramped up his excitement when a man used him in
such a way.

“The moment I set
eyes on you I knew what you were. Sinners like you try to hide your
sins, but it’s written on your skin, staining you from head to toe
with all of the cum you’ve eagerly swallowed, all of the loads
you’ve taken into that loose pussy you call an asshole.” Growling,
the priest wrapped both hands around Brynden’s head and shoved his
cock as deep as it would go down Brynden’s throat without mercy,
holding his head there. Chuckling meanly as Brynden choked, gasping
for breath around the meaty member blocking his airway and getting
none. “Take it, dirty bitch, it’s all your good for… isn’t it?”

Groaning, Brynden
feebly nodded his head, wrapped his arms around the man’s hips, and
let the man asphyxiate him on his massive cock. After a good thirty
seconds, just as Brynden’s vision started dimming around the edges,
the priest pulled halfway out and let Brynden frantically gasp for
air for a few seconds. Drool oozed down his chin and puddled on the
floor below him, a testament to his devotion to the cock in front
of him.

“Open up wide again,
boy,” the priest growled. Brynden took a deep breath and held on
tight as the priest shoved back in deep again and began to pound
away at his throat. It was a revelation. He’d tried so hard for
months to be good, to stay true to Jason, but as the priest shoved
his cock deep and held Brynden in place, once again cruelly
ignoring Brynden’s useless efforts to breathe, Brynden felt the
shame finally leave his body as he willingly and eagerly nearly
asphyxiated on Father Peter’s cock.

Brynden closed his
eyes, relaxed his jaw, and let the priest use him like a supplicant
before his god, down on his knees waiting to be blessed. Father
Peter grunted and moaned, using Brynden’s mouth like a fleshlight…
a hole and nothing more. At that exciting thought, Brynden slipped
a hand down into his jeans and started frantically jerking off,
knowing Father Peter was very close to blessing him with his
cum.

“Get your filthy hand
off your dick, whore. Did I say you could cum?” Father Peter
growled as he kicked Brynden’s hand away from his cock.

Whimpering, Brynden
obeyed and removed it from his jeans to bring it back up around the
man as Father Peter’s thrusts began to grow stronger but more
erratic.

“Here it comes, slut,
you ready for my blessing?”

Nodding his head as
much as he could and moaning in answer, Brynden waited and a moment
later his mouth was inundated with creamy cum before it slid down
his throat and into his waiting belly. Brynden moaned at the bitter
taste, pulling back so that the last few spurts of cum landed on
his tongue and splattered on his face.

Father Peter groaned
and then slumped back against his chair. For a few
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