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	Milly stormed recklessly out of the dust beaten hotel and down the dirt road of the small town, she was furious, anxious, excited, sad, and overjoyed all at the same time. It had been several months since she had seen Wolfwood, who had been shot and "killed" in the on-going struggle with Knives and his Gung-ho Guns. But, as she had come to find out a couple of weeks prior, he was very much alive and back at his church in this small dusty town. It had taken her a long time to get the strength up to do this, first she cried, then she rejoiced, then she grew angry, infuriated, then contemplated whether she should go to see him. Now...she was a mixture of all those feelings, plus a weighing feeling of nervousness. But she knew she had to do this, if not for anyone else, for herself. Even now she reassured herself of the fact that had frightened her from the day she laid eyes on the sinful priest...she loved him. She was now and forever in love with Nicholas D. Wolfwood, and she simply couldn't live with herself without letting him know.


	Even if he didn't return her feelings, it wouldn't be right to her, he had to know how much she cared  for him...and....how angry she was that he faked his death in such a manner. Leaving her with a heart that still ached at the thought of never seeing him again. These feelings of anger and love, joy and sadness, made her stomach turn as she grew steadily closer to the old white church at the peak of the dirt road. As she reached the old wooden double doors she took a deep breath, in attempts to calm herself, and entered quietly...closing the door ever so quietly. "Hello?" she cooed, slightly above a whisper, into the empty church. Full of polished wood benches, beautiful stained glass windows, a choir stand, the preacher's easel, and in the dim far left corner; a confessional. "Hello?" she chimed again. "Is anyone here?" Her calls were answered as a deep voice came from somewhere behind the choir stands. "Are you here to make a confession?" it was Wolfwood's voice. 


	Milly's heart went aflutter as the nervousness almost consumed her. "Um...a....y-yes." she responded quietly. "Please." the voice came. "Go ahead and take a seat inside, I'll be with you in a moment."


Surprise came over her. 'He doesn't know it's me!' she exclaimed to herself as she quickly entered the dark finished oak confessional. Her area was much larger than she had imagined, with long red curtains covering her entrance and a soft screen that only allowed shadows through to her left. She played with her fingers in her lap anxiously as she waited for her priest to arrive. Suddenly she heard the curtain on the other side open and close and saw the distinct shadow of Nicholas through the screen as he took his seat. "Sorry to keep you waiting." he apologized. "That's alright." she replied trying not to release the tears she had been holding in all day. "Well...I'm all ears my dear." he cooed. "Well, alright...um...it's, it's been well...forever, since my last confession.” she stumbled. "Forever's a long time." he replied deeply. "What would you like to confess? What is it you feel you have done wrong?" he said with a slight concern in his voice.


	'Her voice...sounds so....familiar.' he thought to himself. The tears began to well up in Milly's eyes once more. "I was in love with a man...a wonderful man." she almost sobbed. "But...but I let him die, I couldn't protect him and he died." She began to cry. "And I...I never told him how I felt." Now the tears poured from her eyes. "I suppose my confession to you 'Mr. Priest-man'." Nicholas's eyes shot open...he knew that he knew this voice. "My confession to you is that...I'm still in love with him." "Milly?" his voice came from the other side of the screen, her only response being the uncontrollable sobbing into her hands. It was then his shadow swished out of view as he flew into the confession box. Wolfwood stared at her not knowing what to say or do as she sobbed into her own hands. "Oh, Wolfwood...I love you." she cried. Nicholas's eyes grew glassy as he went to his knees and swept a crying Milly into his arms. "Milly...Milly I love you! I'm...I'm so sorry..." he said pulling her against him tighter.


	Milly cried into the priest's warm shoulder, her tears becoming that of joy as he held her close. 'He's alive.' her mind cried. "Milly how did you find me...why?...." Milly lifted her head from his broad chest, finding a new frustration and anger. "What do you mean 'why'?!" she huffed, looking up at his concerned face. "Because I LOVE YOU! I mean...did you, did you think I wouldn't find out?!" she cried angrily. "Why Wolfwood...why?" her eyes grew sad once more. Wolfwood brought his large hand up to cup her tear swollen cheek. "Oh Milly...I fell in love with you almost instantly. But you saw the trouble I aroused, especially when Vash and I were in the same vicinity." he spoke softly. "The last thing I wanted was to get you hurt....I thought maybe this way, if people thought I was dead, then..." he was cut off when her soft feminine finger touched his lips. "You don't have to explain it....I understand." she smiled. "It's a stupid, irresponsible, careless, testosterone driven decision...but I understand-" It was then something hit her that sent a crimson flush over her face.


	"Did...earlier...did you say that you fell in love with....me?" Wolfwood chuckled slightly and nuzzled his lips up to hers, speaking softly. "Yes...I did." he smiled against her mouth. Milly blushed and tensed as his arm went around to cradle the small of her back, the other still caressing her cheek. "Wolfwood..." she whispered, feeling his warm body grow closer. "Milly...call me Nicholas..." he whispered as his mouth slowly and sweetly claimed hers. Her eyes grew wide then slowly came to a close as her eyebrows grew slack with the pleasure of the menstruations of his mouth. First he kissed her slowly feeling every area of her lips, from the center to each corner. Then he released the hungry beast from his mouth, allowing his tongue to run the length of her bottom lip and lap and the sweet corner, as if begging for entrance. Milly opened her mouth and moaned as the hand on the small of her back moved down and began massaging her buttocks.


	Wolfwood's skilled tongue took this chance and slipped into her mouth, and began lapping at her own. He sealed his mouth over hers as he began to taste every inch this hot cavity had to offer; her soft gums, the insides of her cheeks, and the smooth roof of her mouth, which he lapped at vigorously. Milly suddenly gasped into his mouth as his rough thumb moved her soft brown skirt down to massage her tail bone. Wolfwood continued to kiss her, his body now pressed completely against her, though still on his knees. He felt himself grow harder now as Milly began whimpering into his mouth, the rough massaging of her tailbone was firing off just the right nerves, causing her to grind into him in primal motions she couldn't seem to control. Wolfwood released her from the possession of his lips as she sighed, with a hint of disappointment. He removed his thumb from her tailbone and brought it up to caress her swollen bottom lip. "Milly, are you sure you want this? Here? Now?" he asked, full of care for the woman he loved. 


	Milly was over the brink with pleasure, this man made her feel things, new things...and she liked it. She loved him, and she wanted him...now. Her eyes glazed with passion, she stared back at him as she bit her lip and, without warning, slowly began to remove his clothes. For the first time she was in control, and she kinda liked it (Hell! She really liked it!). First she unhooked his collar and slowly slid it from his thick neck. "Mill..." "Shhh..." she hushed him, wanting to enjoy the revelation of his body to her. As she pulled his jacket from him and began unbuttoning his white cotton shirt, he slid off his shoes and socks in anticipation. 'This woman...' he thought. 'She's gonna drive me over the edge.' Now his pants remained, slowly she unzipped them, licking her lips in anticipation and the pleasure of seeing this big strong man at her complete whim. His eyes squeezed shut in pleasure; in between watching her, him biting his lower lip, the slight bob of his adam's apple each time he gulp down a moan...not to mention the sight of his well chiseled body...his pectorals heaving, each little nook and cranny beading with sweat from his heat.


	Then, without warning, she yanked down his slacks and boxers, revealing his large, thick, throbbing staff to her. He gasped out her name as she touched it softly, almost curious, and ran her nails down the length of it ever so gently. As he managed to free his legs from the pants around his ankles, she became bold and wrapped her hand around the girth of him. He brought his hand up to cover one of his eyes as she began slowly moving her hand up and down, the pleasure was mind-blowing. "Ugn...Milly, please....ahhh...." he moaned as her movement grew quicker. More heat pooled at her center as he moaned her name, as she felt his large errection in her grasp. "Nicholas!" she gasped as he quickly brought both her hands up and pinned them to the wall behind her, his mouth moving up against her neck. "If this keeps up I'll be done for..." he whispered huskily, as he began running his wet tongue up her neck. 


	"Now...it's my turn." he almost growled. "Now you be a good girl." he smiled evilly as he began to take the same courteously she had, with removing her clothes. First he unbuttoned her pale blue blouse, peeling it from her sweat slicked chest. He then licked the sweat from the cleave of her large breasts as he slid the skirt down her legs and to the floor, leaving only her lacy bra and panties. "You're more beautiful then Venus herself." he whispered as he grasped her waist and pulled her belly button to the tip of his hungry tongue, lapping at it anxiously. "Oh, Nicholas!" she moaned, running her fingers though his glistening black hair. "Moan louder..." he growled, as he began sucking and nibbling on the hot flesh of her belly button. "What?..." she whimpered. "Louder!" he growled again as he swiftly pulled the panties from her body. "Nicholas!" she screamed in pleasure, appeasing his primal demand. He smiled and brought the tip of his nose to the center of her yearning, taking in her sweet yet spicy scent.


	"Milly...tell me what you're feeling..."he whispered, nudging her slightly with the tip of his nose. Milly through her head back in ecstasy, load moans and inaudible whimpers his only response. Wolfwood used his thumbs once more to massage her inner thighs and spread her legs a little further apart, her pants and whimpers only driving his need to taste her further. With a hungry smile he brought his mouth down and kissed her nub gently, looking up at her flushed face, locking gazes with her as he unleashed his tongue once again. Teasingly spreading her swollen lips with it and probing her wet canal, every now and then, hitting that right spot sending uncontrollable shivers through her body as she screamed his name. Then he slowly leaned her back a bit more, needing to taste more of her sweet honey. Reaching her entrance he ran his to tongue in teasing circles around her opening, and trying to hold down her panting body, he slipped his tongue deep into her sanctity.


	"Nicholas!" she shouted as she felt him jam his long tongue in as deep as it would go, then remove it and push it in over and over again. Soon she found herself rocking against his mouth in the same motion his tongue was moving, over and over, back and forth, in and out. "Oh God!" she screamed feeling as if something inside her was about to shatter. Wolfwood moaned into her center as he felt her inner muscles clench his thick tongue, knowing she was on the brink of release he slid his tongue out from inside of her and kissed her nub one final time, causing her almost to orgasm. She panted with ecstasy as she watched him smile and lick her virginity from his lips, savoring her flavor. "Wouldn't want you to cum just yet my little Bounty Fox." he smiled as he picked her up into his arms and sat on the bench, now wet with the pleasure she had released for him, and set her on his muscular lap. His errection now teasing her in all the right places as he removed the bra from her sweat glistened chest, taking hold of both her milky orbs as her lacy undergarment hit the floor.


	"I love you..." he whispered as he took one of her taut nipples into his mouth. "I love you." she moaned as she pressed his mouth more into her chest. Now massaging her other peak he looked up at her, just a flushed as she was, and smiled lovingly. "Are you ready?" he asked in a husky moan. Milly smiled and kissed his forehead. "Make love me Nicholas." she almost whimpered. Wolfwood took hold of her waist and gently positioned her upon his throbbing member, slowly bringing her down around him. He bit his lip sharply in attempts to keep his control, her body was hot, tight, and wet, and he could loose complete control over this beauty. "Oh Nicholas..." she whimpered as his rock hard shaft invaded her deepest sanctity. The pain was brief as he entered her to the hilt and she found a comfortable hug around him. "Did I hurt you?" Wolfwood managed to choke out in concern. "No..." she whimpered. "Please...don't stop..." she begged him. "You feel so...good." he moaned under her tight grip.


	Milly, under some sort of strange instinct, took hold of Wolfwood's sensitive earlobes and began to rub them in circles as he began to help her move up and down upon him. "Ugn...Milly!" he shouted as the sensation of her fingers on his ears and her body gripping him took hold of his whole being. She panted louder as his thick shaft slid in and out faster and harder each time, both their hips soon finding a common rhythm. Both their bodies grew hotter with the primal motions, her hands now on his shoulders gripping them tightly. "Nicholas! Harder!" she begged him loudly. "Ah....Milly!" he growled, moving her up and down onto his shaft harder and harder. Milly felt herself about to shatter once more, those wonderful shivers burning her center, she dug her nails into the thick muscle of his shoulders and screamed. "Nicholas...Howl for me!!" she shouted, about to break. "Milly! Hooowwwwwwwwwwwwww!" he howled to the heavens as he felt his own body about to shatter.


	Milly screamed, wanting this feeling to last forever. "Again!" she moaned loudly. Without warning Wolfwood swiveled her around, while still inside her, and lock his ankles around hers...now entering her from behind. "Hoowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww!" he howled once more. "Milly! Cum for me!" he screamed again. "Ah! Nicholas! Nicholas!" she moaned, screaming his name over and over as she began to clench around him, drenching his thick phallus with her liquid heat as he filled her to the brim with his. "NICHOLAS!" she shouted one final time before allowing her tired body to slump against his own. "Milly..." he panted as he pulled himself out of her and wrapped her in his jacket, resting his head on her still heaving chest. "I love you, beautiful." he smiled, holding her tight as she ran her fingers through his damp hair. Milly smiled and kissed his cheek. "I love you 'Mr. Priest man'." she giggled. He smiled up at her. "I love it when you call me that." The two lovers rested against each other, reveling in the afterglow, when a new realization hit Milly. "Nicholas?" she chimed in. "Do you think anyone...heard us?" she asked nervously. Wolfwood chuckled maliciously. "Well, I don't think so but..." he brought her into his arms once more and kissed her sensually. "We can test it out with a round two." and with that, his lips claimed hers... in a new fit of sinful passion. 





The End ^_~


