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THE ROLLING STONES blasted from the radio as The Reverend William Entercock sat in his office swigging lager from a can. Upturning the ashtray into the already overflowing wastepaper bin, he cleared the desk of screwed-up cigarette packets and crumpled beer cans and carefully flattened out the scathing letter he'd received from the bishop.

The bishop was unhappy, to say the least, and was demanding changes - 'mammoth changes' - in the parish of Cumsdale. Will Entercock had been parish priest for three years, during which time he'd managed to treble the congregation and accrue more than enough money for a new church roof - as well as 'defrocking' more than a handful of the local convent girls.

Witty, friendly, charming and extremely good-looking, he was particularly popular with his women parishioners. But his successes did nothing to appease his superiors when it came to his alleged unorthodox behaviour - sex, excessive drinking and smoking, controversial methods of taking confession at the convent, ads in contact magazines... They didn't know about the latter. At least, he hoped they didn't!

'Bloody hypocrite!' he swore, stubbing his cigarette out as he ran his fingers through his unruly black hair, wondering what to do about the problematic bishop. 'I'll bet his hands aren't virgin-clean,' he murmured, imagining the bishop defrocking a young nun. Taking another swig from the can he sighed and read the letter again, the seriousness of his predicament beginning to sink in.

Dear Father Entercock,

As no doubt you are aware, rumours concerning your alleged outrageous behaviour are rife. The archbishop has asked me to get to the bottom of this and put a stop to the rumours before any damage is done to the reputation of the church. You leave me no choice, I am sorry to say. Either you drastically change your ways, or you will be excommunicated. To make matters worse, the archbishop has received more complaints from the Mother Superior of Hardmound Convent concerning your 'unhealthy interest' in the girls. He is well aware of the considerable amount of finance you generate, and of your popularity within the parish, but that doesn't outweigh your alleged dreadful conduct. I will be calling to see you tomorrow morning - Friday - to discuss the immediate and mammoth changes you will be required to make if you are to retain your post as Priest of Cumsdale Church.

Yours,

Bishop Simon Holesgood

'Fucking bastard!' Father Will breathed, tossing the letter on the desk and opening another can of lager. 'Alleged dreadful conduct, my arse. He's jealous because I'm only thirty-two and he's an old git!' Taking a men's magazine from the desk drawer he sat back in his swivel chair and gazed longingly at Miss August's ostentatiously bulging pussy lips, wondering what she'd have to say if he could get her into the confessional box. Shit! Immediate and mammoth changes!

'May I come in?' a soft female voice asked, breaking his reverie. Turning round, Father Will smiled to see a pretty girl standing in the doorway. Wearing a short pink gingham dress, he guessed she was a local farmer's daughter - or the devil's daughter, come to tempt him with her seductive young body. Sexy little bitch, he mused, wondering how sweet the soft cushions of flesh between her thighs, how savoury the taste of her vaginal juice. Creamy, warm, sticky. Long golden hair cascading over the swell of her excessive breasts, she was very well developed - in fact, over developed!

'Of course you can come in,' he grinned, stuffing the magazine into a drawer as he stood up to introduce himself. 'Father Will Entercock,' he greeted her, holding out his hand.

'I'm Chloe,' replied the babydoll-faced girl as he took her hand in his and raised it to his mouth, planting a kiss on her warm, soft skin, imagining her pussy lips against his mouth.

'Well, Chloe, what can I do for you?' he asked, begrudgingly releasing her hand, wondering where her slender fingers had probed. Had they explored her feminine curves, delved between her soft pussy lips - wet, inviting and sticky with her come?

Wringing her hands the girl glanced around the untidy office as if looking for something. 'Oh, I'm sorry,' Father Will smiled, moving a case of lager from a chair. 'Here, please sit down.' Must clear up by tomorrow morning!

Turning the radio down he returned to his desk and smiled at the girl as she perched on the chair, nervously twisting her hair around her slender fingers. Lowering his eyes, he gazed hungrily at her slim thighs - firm, unblemished and shapely. His gaze transfixed between her legs as she fidgeted, he prayed for a glimpse of her panties - bulging, no doubt, with full, fleshy girl-lips. Wet, pussy-stained panties...

'Forgive me...' she began hesitantly, following his gaze and crossing her legs. 'Forgive me, Father, for... for I have sinned,' she finally stammered. Raising his head at the word #sin, the priest looked into the girl's blue dreamy eyes and smiled his understanding smile. #Forgive me, he thought, imagining the wonderful sins he could commit with the young beauty's body as she returned his gaze, anticipation in her wide eyes.

'Then why not come to confession?' he suggested. Or over my face!

'I can't wait, Father. It's taken a lot of courage to come...'

'Yes, I understand. I do have a little time to spare, so what is it, my child?' His voice, soft and low, invited her to open up and reveal her innermost secrets.

'I... I've sinned, Father!' she blubbered through her tears. Christ! If he'd a pound for every time he'd heard that! Sinned. He pondered the word, speculating if she'd been laid by a young farm hand, had her tight dress, her wet knickers, her virginity, crudely stripped during a romp in a haystack. The horny little tart was probably pregnant, he guessed, eyeing the gentle swell of her stomach as she shifted in her chair.

'And what was the nature of your sin, my child?' he enquired evenly, despite his rising arousal, his imagination running wild.

'Father, forgive me - I touched myself!'

Shifting uneasily in his chair in an effort to conceal the bulge beneath his cassock, the priest imagined the girl masturbating, her hands wandering over the contours of her naked body, seeking out the tight groove between her thighs, stroking her clitoris as she lay in her bed at night. His erection now menacing, tenting his cassock, he cleared his throat.

'How old are you, Chloe?' he asked gently as she wiped her eyes on the back of her clenched fist.

'Eighteen, Father,' she whispered.

'Ah, eighteen! You are going through the years of discovery, my child - difficult years. Now, before you can be forgiven your sins, I need to know a little more about the nature of the beautif... the terrible sins you have committed. Where, exactly, did you touch yourself?'

The girl's cheeks reddened as she dropped her head in shame. Uncrossing her legs she inadvertently allowed her thighs to fall apart, answering the holy man's prayers. Gazing at the triangular patch of red material hugging her delicate bulge, he imagined her fingers there, massaging the soft flesh, the stiffening bud of her clitoris. Eighteen - her knickers would certainly be absorbing high-dosage creaming. Oh, to breathe in the heady scent of the nymph's soiled panties!

'I touched myself down there, Father - between my legs,' she confessed as she raised her head and looked at him with her innocently inviting bedroom eyes. He smiled again, wondering how to get his fingers inside her knickers, his penis inside her vagina - tight, hot, wet with teenage girl-come.

'And why did you touch yourself?' he asked concernedly, adjusting his cassock, remembering an advert he'd seen in one of his magazines offering soiled knickers for twenty pounds a pair. 'Because it's... it's nice, Father,' she replied with an air of surprise.

Nice? 'Tell me, child, what did you do? I mean, touching yourself isn't a sin. You have to touch yourself when you wash, for example, and that's far from sinful.'

'But I rubbed myself, and that's a sin.'

'Rubbed yourself? But why?'

'It makes me feel good, Father.'

'Ah, so you've done this before, then?'

Chloe lowered her head again, her tears running down her cheeks as she admitted to rubbing herself frequently. 'Will I be punished for all my sins?' she sobbed fearfully. Father Will grinned, wondering if he could get away with putting her over his knee, pulling her knickers down and giving her rounded buttocks a damn good spanking by way of punishment for her loveliness.

'You will go home and write in an exercise book, in explicit detail, about touching yourself,' he said firmly. 'You will write down all your wicked thoughts, exactly what you do to yourself, and how often you do it. You will write your confession by way of a penance. Write about the sensations you have when rubbing yourself. I want you to continue to rub yourself every day and...'

'But, Father! I thought it was...'

'You must rub yourself at every opportunity to drive out the demon in you - at every opportunity,' he instructed firmly. 'You will report to me at the presbytery next door, with your exercise book, every evening at seven o'clock, starting from today.'

The girl's face brightened as she brushed her blonde tresses from her tearful eyes. 'For how long will I have to go on rubbing myself and writing about it before I can be forgiven, Father?' she asked in her apparent naivety.

'That depends, Chloe. A week, maybe two or three, I don't know. Go home now and start your book, my child. And be explicit! Write down every detail; where, when, what you did, what it felt like, what clothes you were wearing - if any. And there's one more thing, Chloe. You are to tell no one about this. We don't want the world to know what a dreadful sinner you are, do we?'

'No, Father, we don't.' She smiled as she stood up. 'I'll see you this evening at seven o'clock - with my book.'

––––––––
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GLEEFULLY, FATHER WILL watched the girl breeze out of his office, her tight dress following the contours of her shapely body, her toned buttocks. As he manipulated his solid member through his cassock he hoped he'd brought her some relief; lifted the unbearable weight of anxiety from her young heart, creamed her vagina with his suggestion of daily masturbation. She'd be pleased that she'd confessed her sins, he knew. He was pleased he'd been able to help her in her plight, her quest for sexual fulfilment - but he'd sooner have helped himself to her body.

As he swigged his lager, wondering about his still-rampant erection and the money to be made from peddling soiled knickers, the telephone rang. 'Father Entercock,' he intoned lazily, pressing the receiver to his ear as he lit another cigarette.

'Will, you sad old pervy!'

'Christ, if it's not the bloody Vicar of Hallworth!' Will exclaimed, puffing on his cigarette. 'How's the C of E?'

'Not too bad. Much the same as you lot, I suppose - full of frustrated vicars. Anyway, how's it going me old mate, me old buddy, me old pervy?'

'It's going all right, Bob. Hey, I've just had a girl...'

'That doesn't surprise me!'

'No, I mean, she came to see me. She confessed that she wanks herself off, would you believe?'

'I presume you gave her a hand - or a knob?'

'I'd like to have done! Anyway, I told her to carry on rubbing herself, as she put it, and to write about it in explicit detail, and bring me her notes every evening. I told her she had to rub herself every day to drive out the demon in her.'

'Christ, that's a good one. I suppose you're going to toss yourself off while you're reading her notes?'

'No, I'll read her notes while she sucks me off! Seriously, though, she's a right little beauty! If I can take her under my wing, or better still, under my quilt...'

'Or under your body!'

'Ah, sheer bliss! If I can win her confidence, then I'm sure I'll also win her tight little pussy.'

'There's no stopping you, is there? You're a dirty old bastard, you really are. Anyway, I'm calling to tell you that I'm having some of the convent girls here for an evening of bible-bashing and, this is the good bit, that old slag-bag, the Mother Inferior, won't be accompanying the little beauties! But better than that, guess who else is coming?'

'Me, I hope!'

'Yes, but there's someone else coming along to our perverted gathering - that little tart you shagged the arse off.'

'God, don't remind me, Bob!'

'Why, what's the problem? Repercussions?'

'The archbishop's pissed off.'

'Yeah? Where's he gone, Las fucking Vatican?'

'No, he's pissed off with me, you fool! I had a letter from the bishop this morning. He's coming to see me tomorrow about my supposed dreadful behaviour.'

'Fuckin' hell!'

'I hope they do, for our sakes! Anyway, I'll get it sorted. So when's this orgy taking place? And why is it at your poxy church? They usually come here. I don't get it.'

'No, I don't suppose you do. It's tomorrow evening. The Mother Superior asked me if I'd mind the girls coming over me, I mean, coming to my church, as she can't trust you with them.'

'That doesn't surprise me.'

'Get here about six and we'll have a few beers before they arrive. I've bought four bottles of vodka and a case of tonic, just to loosen the beauties up a bit.'

'I'll loosen them up a bit! Listen, you shouldn't have bought the booze, I could have supplied... no, I'll tell you when I see you.'

'OK. Anyway, about sex o'clock, ha ha.'

'Great! Look, I have to go now; some nosy prat's wandering around the church, probably trying to nick the fucking silver - not that there's much of it left after my trip to the antique dealer. I'll see you tomorrow.'

'OK, Will, look forward to it.'

'And me. See you.'

Replacing the receiver, Father Will combed his hair back and stubbed his cigarette out before emerging from his office into the church. Eyeing a young couple he quickly brushed the cigarette ash from his cassock, squirted a shot of Gold Spot into his mouth and walked over to greet them.

'Good morning,' he said warmly. 'Welcome to Cumsdale church. I'm the Reverend William Entercock.' The couple turned, smiling nervously as he approached them.

'Good morning, Father,' the young man replied. 'We... we wish to be married here, in your church.'

Poor misguided sod! 'This isn't my church, my son - it's God's church.' More like the fucking money-making Catholic hierarchy's church!

'Right. Whatever you say, Father. Anyway, we want to be married here - Josie and I. And we'd like some guidance.'

Smiling benevolently at the young bride-to-be, Father Will imagined her screaming in orgasm on her wedding night as her new husband spread her legs and thrust his hard cock deep into her hot body, desecrating her sanctuary. The delectable morsel was in her early twenties, with short brown hair cut in a bob framing her suntanned face. An innocence shone from her big brown eyes as she gazed at her boyfriend, clutching his hand.

The ugly git didn't deserve a pretty little thing like her, the priest thought, surveying the girl's short skirt and tight top accentuating her curves, her rounded breasts. A delightful sight, he mused.

'Right,' he beamed enthusiastically with a clap of his hands. 'Marriage - excellent. Now, normally, you'd have to make an appointment to see me but... well, I have a little time to spare so... I'll need to speak with you both - separately, of course.'

'Separately?' the young man queried.

'Er yes, separately. Now, Josie, isn't it? You follow me and sorry, I didn't get your name.'

'Brian.'

'Brian, right. You stay here, Brian. Or take a walk outside. It's a lovely day for... we won't be too long.'

Leaving her boyfriend to wander outside, Josie followed her mentor into his office. 'Take a pew,' Will invited informally as he shuffled behind his desk and sat down. Resting his elbows on the desk, he clasped his hands and waited for her to make herself comfortable before beginning his lecture.

'Sex, Josie!' he began firmly, shocking the girl into opening her mouth wide and staring at him in disbelief. 'Sex and love go together. You're in love with Brian, are you not?' He wondered what colour her knickers were.

'Yes, very much in love,' she replied softly.

'Good, good! Now, have you had sex with him yet?'

Josie blushed, lowering her head to conceal her guilt, he surmised. Her short skirt did little to cover her shapely thighs and Will found it pleasingly easy to imagine her naked, her pussy bared, opened, filled with her boyfriend's throbbing penis - his throbbing penis! Wondering if she'd taken Brian's pulsating knob into her pretty mouth and swallowed his gushing sperm, he continued.

'Sex to a man is like food, Josie - it's a need. A need that sadly is often neglected by women. That's why so many men turn to... anyway, I'm asking you whether or not you've had sex with Brian as it's important that a young couple be compatible in that area. So, have you had sex with him?'

'Well yes, sort of,' she replied hesitantly, wringing her hands in anxiety.

'Sort of?' Father Entercock persisted.

'We haven't gone all the way, Father. Not yet, anyway.'

'Ah, I see. So how far, exactly, have you travelled along the beautiful path of sexual enlightenment?'

'Petting... heavy petting, I suppose.'

'Good, good! And tell me, Josie, do you enjoy heavy petting?'

'Oh yes, very much, Father.'

One step at a time, Entercock. 'Excellent! Now, heavy petting, as you call it, can take many forms. What exactly do you get up to with Brian during your heavy petting sessions?'

'Well, we touch each other, I suppose. But what's all this got to do with our getting married, Father?'

What indeed? Fuck-all. But Will was enjoying their intimate chat, and his rising penis, and he wasn't going to let her spoil his fun. Looking up to the ceiling, wondering if he could buy girl-perfumed knickers in bulk, he took a deep breath before sitting back in his chair and folding his arms authoritatively.

'Sex, Josie, is important in a relationship, as I have said. Problems arise within marriages because the sexual side of relationships often falls short of one or the other's needs. I need to know about your sexual activities with your boyfriend, your future husband, so I can advise you properly. Now what do you get up to, sexually, with that young... with young Brian?'

'We play with each other, Father. He... he likes me to do it to him.'

'Do what?' Wank him off?

'Make him... you know, make him finish.'

'Ah, bring him to orgasm, you mean?'

'Yes, Father.'

'That's very good, Josie. It shows that you have an understanding of his male needs. Yes, that's very good indeed. Tell me, do you enjoy bringing him to orgasm by using your mouth?' Shit! Cool it, Entercock!

Watching the girl's reddening face the priest was sure he'd gone too far. Still wringing her hands she looked up to him and opened her mouth as if to speak, but only sighed. He glimpsed her tongue - soft, pink, wet. Problems in the oral sex department, he surmised, imagining her on her knees, her head beneath his cassock, his penis pumping sperm into her virginal mouth, bathing her tongue.

'I don't like doing that to him, Father,' she admitted flatly.

'Do you like him doing it to you?' Cunt lips open, hot tongue darting, licking...

'Yes, very much, but...'

'In a relationship, Josie, one has to be fair, unselfish. A marriage based on unfairness, on selfishness, is a marriage based on problems - a marriage doomed from the start. I don't want to worry you but you do have a serious problem. You enjoy Brian between your...' cunt-flaps, '...and yet you refuse to return the pleasure. Sexual pleasure should be mutual, shared. Now being unfair to your partner is no way to begin married life, is it?'

'No, I realise that, Father, but...'

'Wives must obey their husbands as they would obey the Lord, remember that, my child. Look, I have an idea. I have to go out shortly, so why don't you come and see me this evening, at the presbytery next door, and we'll discuss your problem further?'

'Brian's busy tonight, Father.'

'Good! I mean, I'd like you to come alone. After all, it's not Brian who has this dreadful sexual problem, is it? It's you, Josie.'

'But... but I've never looked upon it as a sexual problem.'

'I can assure you, my child, that you have, indeed, a sexual problem. But let's talk it over later; I really must be going now. Oh, by the way, I wouldn't tell Brian about our meeting this evening if I were you. I mean, we don't want him to know that you have sexual problems, do we?'

'No, no, I suppose we don't.'

'Think on this, my child - thy wife shall be fruitful as the vine that grows on the walls of thy house. Now, the vine will wither and die, will it not, if not watered? So, you must drink the seed of your young man's loins to be fruitful!' And my seed!

'Yes, Father.'

'That's settled, then. About nine o'clock?'

'That's rather late, isn't it?'

'I'm afraid I'll be tied up with a young lady from seven till about half-eight.'

'Oh, nine o'clock, then.'

'Good! Tell Brian I'll see him some other time. You're the important one, Josie. After all, it's you who has the problem, isn't it?'

'Yes, Father, I suppose so.'

'But never fear, my child, for I am here to guide you; to advise you on such matters. I've met many young couples in my time and I have been able to help them, counsel them, before they embark on the often bumpy road of marriage. In fact, my bishop is calling on me tomorrow to congratulate me,' give me a bollocking, 'on my success with young women. Anyway, I don't want to blow my own trumpet.' He'd rather she did. 'Until this evening, then. Go now, my child. And mayest thou live to see thy children's children.'

Watching Josie walk through the church, Father Will grinned. He'd soon have her begging for a man's penis throbbing in her mouth, filling her cheeks with sperm - his penis, his sperm. Looking up to the beams supporting the church roof he smiled and, cross-fingered, intoned his prayer. 'Thanks be to God! How fair are the chaste, how glorious the young maidens. I pray that they may welcome the pleasures of my flesh and be nourished by the fruits of my loins. Alleluia!'

Back in his office he popped another can of lager and reclined in his swivel chair, wondering again what to do about his ever-lurking erection. Turning to a knock at the door, he grinned to see a young nun entering.

'Sister Teresa,' he beamed, rising to his feet. 'And what brings you to see me on this beautiful summer's morning with the sweet scent of God's flowers filling the air?'

'Cut the fucking crap, Will.'

'Oh, right, sorry. PMT, is it? Wrong time of the month? Anyway, how are things at the convent?'

'Don't ask! The old bag had me in her office this morning.'

'How nice for you. I didn't realize you're a lesbian.'

'Someone saw me in the pub last night and rang the convent to report my, and I quote, ungodly behaviour, unquote.'

'Shit! What were you doing?'

'I didn't think I'd be recognized wearing my blonde wig and miniskirt. Anyway, I got slightly pissed and was all over this bloke. I can't remember too much about it. I remember his hand up my skirt... Look, it doesn't matter what I was doing, the point is, some bastard obviously knew I was from the convent and...'

'Mistaken identity - the old bat will believe that,' Father Will interrupted excitedly.

'What, for the third time running? No, this is it I reckon. I'm done for.'

'I'm in the shit, too. The bishop's coming over tomorrow to have a go at me. Sod it! Bloody problems, all I get these days are bloody problems!'

'Tell me about it! I wonder who grassed me up.'

'Could be anyone, I suppose,' the priest ruminated, gazing into the nun's green eyes.

'There was this sad old pervert in the pub. He kept trying to look up my skirt. He was a funny old geezer, with a sort of mole on the end of his nose that reminded me of a nipple.'

'Are you sure?'

'I know what nipples look like.'

'Was he balding and plump?'

'Yes, do you know him?'

'That's your man - he's the one who rang the convent.'

'How do you know that?'

''Cause he's my fucking bishop!'

'No, he can't be! This bloke was with a girl.'

'Who?'

'I don't know who she was, do I?'

'This could be my salvation!' the priest exclaimed. 'Don't you see? If that was my bishop, and I'm pretty sure it was, and he's screwing some young tart, he can't really do much about me having my fun, can he?'

'Blackmail! That's a thought! If I had something on the old cow she couldn't threaten me either. The problem is she's squeaky clean, the asexual old bag!'

'Is she? You don't know that for a fact, do you? Anyway, I reckon you've just saved me my job. Now how can I thank you?'

Taking the fledgling sister of God in his arms, Father Will kissed her full mouth, pressing his erection against her soft belly. Lifting her habit he groped between her legs, running his hand up her silky-smooth stockings to discover her knickerless pussy - warm, soft and wet. Ripping her headdress off she gasped as the holy man slipped a finger between her moist cunt lips, opening her tight sex-duct.

With cropped black hair and half-a-dozen gold studs adorning each ear, Sister Teresa hadn't surrendered her punk-rocker image gracefully. Forced by her father, Judge Widdlesby, into taking the veil after being arrested for committing an act of gross indecency with another girl in a park, she was far from settled; a square peg in a round hole. But she was trying to make the most of it, helped by the ever-helpful Will Entercock - and his ever-wandering hands and ever-erect penis.

'You look horny this morning, Sister T,' Father Will whispered as he gently bit her lip, tasting her warm saliva.

'I feel bloody horny this morning!' she gasped as he continued to massage her wet inner flesh. Dragging her cream up her sex-groove, he lubricated the intimate folds, running the tip of his finger round the base of her stiffening clitoris as she panted and swayed on her weakening legs.

'Christ, you really do know how to turn a girl on don't you, Father?' she breathed as he slipped his finger into her hot vaginal sheath again. 'No wonder young Sister Emily fell prey to your charm.'

'And you know how to turn a man on,' he replied as she lifted his cassock and grabbed his solid rod.

'You are naughty, wearing nothing under your frock,' she giggled, running her finger over the silky surface of his glans. 'Like wearing dresses, do you?'

'It's not a dress.'

'Are you a transvestite?' she giggled impishly as she moved the foreskin back and forth over his ballooning knob.

'I can be anything you like.'

'I'll tell you what I like - I like you coming all over my tits.'

'All right, if that's what you want, my horny little angel. Just let me lock the door.'

Slipping out of her habit, Sister Teresa stood before him, feet apart, wearing only her hold-up stockings and peep-hole bra. Father Will grinned as he confronted the familiar gold rings dangling from her pierced nipples, the colourful bird tattoos darting up her curvaceous thighs and around her darkening areolae. As she jutted her hips forward to present her soft mound to his hungry eyes, he dropped to his knees, peeling her inner petals apart to lap up the small globules of opaque fluid hanging from the glistening pink flesh.

Gasping, Sister Teresa grabbed his head, pulling his face firmly against her trembling body, grinding her open pussy into his mouth. 'That's good!' she cried, gyrating her hips as he slipped his tongue into the wet heat of her tight vagina. 'Ah, that makes me feel weak in the knees.'

'Blessed are the weak, for they shall inherit my cock!'

'Shut up, you're putting me off. Keep licking. I want to come in your mouth.'

Clinging to the cleric's head, steadying her slender body as her orgasm rose from the depths of her womb, Sister Teresa closed her eyes and flung her head back. 'I'm there!' she cried as her clitoris throbbed rhythmically in its coming. 'Ah, God, I love it! Suck me! Suck... Alleluia!'

Thrusting his fingers deep into the young nun's contracting sex-sheath, the pastor heightened her orgasm, prolonged her shuddering pleasure until her knees sagged and she crumpled to the floor. 'Ah, God!' she gasped as she lay with her legs open, massaging the last ripples of sex from her bud. 'God, that was marvellous!'

'You taste just like a woman should,' Father Will smiled, licking his lips as he cast his eyes over her irrigating groove. 'Christ, look at you; the second coming!'

'Then drink it. Lick me clean or it will stain my habit and the old bat will know what I've been up to.'

'Couldn't get me some dirty knickers from the convent, could you?'

'What for?'

'A business venture; I'll tell you later.' Knickers for sale, stained and aromatic, twenty quid a pair.

Settling on the floor between the nun's thighs, Father Will lapped up her girl-come, savouring the warm, slippery cream as he cleansed her. 'It's no good,' he moaned, moving over her body, 'I've got to come!' Lifting his cassock he pulled her bra from her firm breasts and rested his heavy balls in her cleavage. 'So you want me to come over your tits, do you?' he grinned, moving the bulging head of his penis nearer to her pretty mouth. 'In that case you'd better suck me off.'

Lifting her head she pulled his solid organ to her mouth and engulfed the purple knob. 'Ah, that's nice,' he breathed as she ran her tongue round his glans. 'I'd love to get the Mother Inferior on the floor and fuck her mouth.' Sister Teresa could say nothing; her mouth full she could only suck and lick and await her gift.

Panting in the beginnings of his climax, the priest yanked his knob from the nun's hot mouth and moved back. 'Now!' he groaned. Grabbing his shaft she ran her hand up and down it, her eyes transfixed on the small slit at its tip as it appeared and disappeared in time with her wanking motions.

'Sperm over my tits!' she cried. 'I want your come all over me!'

Suddenly the priest grimaced as his shaft bulged in her hand. 'I'm coming,' he grunted. Sister Teresa moved her hand faster as the sperm spurted from his knob, splattering her heavy breasts, her brown beringed nipples. Moving her head closer she pushed her tongue out, catching the white liquid as it flew through the air. Unable to help herself she lifted her head further and took the pulsating helmet into her mouth, her eyes rolling as she swallowed his sacred offering.

Licking her lips as she pulled away she ran her hands over her breasts, her erect nipples, collecting the sperm and licking her fingers clean. Her other hand between her thighs, she began to massage her clitoris, slowly, rhythmically. The priest rose, adjusting his cassock as he gazed down at the insatiable young nun, lost in her masturbation.

'Fuck!' he gasped as someone knocked on the door. Oblivious, the nun continued her massaging, her body shaking, her back arching as she neared her goal. 'Sister, there's someone at the fucking door!' he breathed, wondering what the hell to do.

'Ah, I'm coming!' Sister Teresa cried out, her words reverberating through the church. 'God, I'm coming! Ah, my cunt! How I love my beautiful wet cunt!'

Pressing his ear to the door in an attempt to listen above the nun's orgasmic whimperings, Father Will prayed the visitor would go away. But again came a loud knock. 'Get dressed, for fuck's sake!' he whispered urgently as she bathed in the afterglow of her multiple orgasm. 'Quickly, Sister, get dressed!'

Rising to her feet, her senses returning, Sister Teresa pulled her bra down, easing her nipples and gold rings through the holes in the red silk bra before slipping into her habit.

'I know you're in there, Father,' a grumpy female voice called.

'Yes, yes. I... I was on the phone, I'm just coming,' Will stammered as he unlocked the door. 'Ah, Mother Infer... I mean, Superior,' he greeted, easing past her into the church. 'How nice to see you.'

'Likewise, I'm sure. I wouldn't normally come here to see you, as you know, but I have something of the utmost importance to discuss with you,' she said stiffly, brushing him aside as she propelled herself into the office. Father Will gulped, his heart racing as he watched the matronly penguin disappear through the doorway. Christ! The end was nigh!

Seating herself, Reverend Mother Mary looked around the untidy office and shrugged her shoulders. 'This place could do with cleaning up,' she snapped as Father Will lounged at his desk, wondering where Sister Teresa was hiding. Suddenly he jumped.

'What's the matter?' Mother Mary asked sternly.

'Nothing, nothing,' the priest murmured as Sister Teresa moved beneath the desk, her hands sliding up his inner thigh.

'Now, I've come to talk to you about the comparatively vast sums of money you are supposedly collecting from your congregation. It has come to my notice that you have other forms of income. Before I speak to the bishop about this, I want to hear your explanation.'

The priest rolled his eyes and sighed as Sister Teresa took the head of his penis into her mouth and began licking. Trying to push her away, he smiled at the Mother Superior. 'I... Ah! I... I don't know what you're talking about,' he gasped as Sister Teresa kneaded his balls and took half the length of his solid shaft into her mouth.

'So you deny that you are earning money from the sale of alcohol and tobacco, do you?'

'Alcohol?' he breathed as the nun ran her tongue over his knob.

'Yes, alcohol! It has been put to me that you are bringing in wines, beers, spirits and tobacco from France and selling them to your parishioners. Is this true?'

Of course was true. 'No, of course it's not true. Ah, no! I'm sorry; I'm feeling rather... Oh, my God!'

'Do not take the Lord's name in...'

'Ah, please... I'm so sorry. Your accusations hold no truth whatsoever, I can assure you that...'

'Can you explain what this case of beer is doing here?'

'Yes, I can. A friend gave it... Ah, no... Is giving...'

'What is it? What's the matter with you, Father?'

'Nothing, I'm...'

His knob exploding in Sister Teresa's mouth, Father Will rolled his eyes and trembled violently.

'What's wrong?' Mother Mary demanded as his sperm gushed over the young nun's tongue.

'God!' he cried as he shuddered his last shudder and collapsed over his desk, knocking the ashtray over the Reverend Mother's habit. 'Oh, God, I'm there!'

'Are you drunk, Father?' she challenged, standing up and brushing ash from her habit. 'I have never seen such disgraceful behaviour in all my life! And who was in here with you earlier? I want to know why the door was locked. I'm convinced I heard a woman's voice. What were you up to?'

'Sorry, I... Ah, that's better. Now, where were you? Oh yes, disgraceful behaviour. Firstly, I was on the phone, secondly, I locked the door because it was a private call and I didn't want the cleaning woman wandering in here as she usually does about this time of day, thirdly, the voice you heard was on the radio, and fourthly... what was fourthly?'

'There was no fourthly! I shall be contacting the bishop immediately to report you and your peculiar behaviour to him! I shall tell him that I firmly believe you are on drugs. There is no other explanation.'

'Drugs? But I...'

'Don't allow another lie to pass your lips, Father. You are a disgrace, not only to yourself, but to your faith - if you have one.'

'Just because I've been able to pay for a new roof, and trebled the congregation, you accuse me...'

'You may have put some money into the church from your illicit earnings, but the rest, no doubt, lines your pocket!'

There was no doubt at all. 'There is no evidence, no proof, to substantiate your wild allegations, Mother. All I have done is...'

Slamming the door behind her, the Mother Superior stormed from the church. 'Fuck, now I'm in the shit,' Father Will groaned as Sister Teresa emerged from beneath the desk, licking spunk from her lips.

'Old bag,' she complained as she stood up. 'How does she know about the booze runs to France?'

'Christ knows. Some bloody Judas must have told her.'

'She'll fall from her pedestal one of these days.'

'Just be their fall, who wrong me scornfully,' the priest breathed. 'Just be her fall!'

'I'd better be going, ' Sister Teresa sighed, adjusting her habit.

'OK. It was nice; we'll do it again some time shall we?'

'Definitely. But next time I'll make sure the old bag's well out of the way. I suppose I'd better get back before she does. See you, Will.'

Quite an eventful morning, Father Will mused. Checking his personal diary to ensure he was free that evening, he realized he was due for a lager delivery. 'Shit!' he swore, dashing from his office to collide with a young man.

'Ah, John, I've only just realized you were coming today,' he admitted, shaking the man's hand.

'Head like a sieve, that's your trouble. Anyway, the van's out the back. Open the basement doors and I'll meet you there.'

Unlocking a huge oak door concealed behind heavy velvet curtains, Father Will slipped through the doorway and descended the stairs. Walking across the basement he climbed half a dozen steps and flung back the outside doors, shielding his eyes from the bright sunshine.

'Fifty cases!' John called. Flinging open the van doors, he began unloading the cases of lager, piling them on the grass. Emerging from the basement Father Will looked around the graveyard, praying no one was about, in particular the Mother Superior.

'Need any fags?' John asked as he dumped another three cases on the pile.

'I'll have to check. It's good of you to do this run for me. There was no way I could go to France this week, not with the problems I've been having recently.'

'What, the rumours, you mean?'

'What do you know about rumours?'

'I keep my ear to the ground, Father. You have to in my business.'

'Yes, I suppose you do. How's that court case going?'

'Which one, the dirty videos or the gross indecency?'

'Videos? What's that all about?'

'I'd rather not say, Father.'

'You'd better come to confession, John.'

'Hadn't we all!'

'Anyway, the bishop's coming over to have a go at me tomorrow. But worse than that, the Mother Superior has been here this morning and she knows about the booze runs. God knows how!'

'You'll be in for it if they discover this little lot,' John laughed as he unloaded the last case.

'In for it? I'll be cast into the eternal fires of hell!'

'At least the beer's free there!'

Taking the last case of lager down the basement steps Father Will turned to John, passing him a wad of notes. 'I think you'll find that's right,' he said as John counted the money.

'Spot on - thanks, Father. It looks like a bloody pub cellar down here. I hope for your sake no one sees this lot.'

'So do I,' the priest replied as they climbed the steps.

'I'll be doing another run next week if you need any more.'

'I'll let you know. I'm hoping to go myself, but we'll see. I'm OK for cigarettes, by the way,' Father Will replied, closing the outer doors to the basement.

'So I noticed.'

'I like to keep about fifty thousand in stock.'

'I hope you don't get robbed!'

'God's house,' Father Will winked. 'High security.' Lighting a cigarette he looked around the graveyard and smiled. 'See anything unusual?' he asked. John turned, scanning the headstones, the shrubbery.

'No. What am I supposed to be looking for?'

'Follow me and I'll show you,' the priest grinned, walking off towards a high hedgerow.

Making their way through a small gap in the hedge, they emerged into a grassy clearing. 'There it is,' Father Will declared with a proud flourish, walking the few paces to a new greenhouse. Opening the door he waved his hand at forty or so plants, potted in neat rows. 'Well, what do you think?'

'If you knew anything about gardening you wouldn't have sited the greenhouse here; it's far too shady. Anyway, what's all this about?' John asked.

'You're right, I know nothing about gardening, but I do know about these plants. They need sun, yes, but they also need to be hidden from prying eyes.'

'They're not...'

'They are. They'll be ready in a few days, if you're interested.'

'Christ, is there anything you're not into?'

'If there's something I'm not into, then I want to know about it. Anyway, I'd better get back to the church. I'll ring you with an order if I need to. And thanks again.'

'Any time, Father,' John replied as they made their way back to the van. 'You down the pub tonight?'

'No, I shouldn't think so. I'll be entertaining this evening.'

'Anyone I know?'

'No, just a couple of young women who need my intimate attention.'

'Lucky bugger! Talking of young women, I'm off to Hardmound Convent now. Hopefully I'll get to see some of those lovely sixth formers playing netball!'

'Why are you going to the convent?'

'Can't tell you, Father. But put it this way; they don't know that I come here to see you, and you don't know that I go there to see...'

'Not the Mother Superior?' Father Will gasped.

'Jeez, no! Sister Felicity, if you must know.'

'The rest of the stuff in your van, is that for...?'

'Can't tell you, Father. Sworn to secrecy and all that.'

'Hypothetically speaking,' Father Will began. 'What would nuns be into? Wines? Spirits? Not lager, I'm sure.'

'Hypothetically speaking, I'd say they'd be into candles - fucking great candles with... Seriously, I'd say wines and spirits and tobacco, I reckon.'

'Thanks, John. You may have saved a young nun her life.'

'Always pleased to help. I must get going; see you around some time.'

Back in his office, Father Will opened a can of lager and retrieved his men's magazine from the desk drawer, planning the downfall of the Mother Superior. 'Wines, spirits and tobacco,' he chuckled. 'That won't look too good in the Sunday tabloids.' Imagining the headline, he laughed aloud. 'Mother Superior Gets In The Spirit!'
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CHAPTER TWO
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DRINKS ON THE TABLE, the lounge unusually tidy, Father Will checked his watch. 'Five minutes.' he breathed against the soft background music, pulling the net curtain aside. 'Come on, Chloe, let's be having you, my little sexpot!'

Wearing his blue jeans and white open-neck shirt, the priest combed his hair back, wondering just how gullible, how easily led young Chloe was. Sensing a swelling in his jeans, he grinned. 'As my champion, you shall rise to greatness and penetrate our young virgin!' he pledged.

Pouring himself a large whisky, he pulled the curtain aside again to see the girl walking up the front path, clutching a red exercise book. 'This is it,' he murmured as he walked through the hall and opened the front door. 'Chloe, it's good to see you. Come in, my child.'

Her dangerously short red skirt barely covering her rounded buttocks, her skimpy white blouse revealing her deep cleavage, Chloe was indeed a young beauty. Her full lips curled into a sweet smile as she greeted her confidant, extending her hand to receive his kiss. Her long blonde hair arousingly dishevelled, flowing behind her as she followed the priest into the lounge, she radiated an air of innocent sexuality. Her perfume filled the air, stiffening Father Will's penis as he led her to the sofa.

'Have a seat, Chloe,' Father Will invited. Crossing her smooth legs she made herself comfortable, unwittingly causing his balls to roll in expectation.

'Drink?' Father Will smiled, pouring a large vodka and lime, wondering how wet the girl's tight vaginal sheath was and how to get hold of her stained knickers.

'Oh, thank you,' she replied, surprised, placing her exercise book on the sofa as he passed her the glass. Watching him refill his glass to the brim with neat whisky, her blue eyes frowned. 'I didn't realize priests drink,' she observed disarmingly.

'Priests are normal men, Chloe. Normal in every sense, I can assure you. Now, let's have a look at your notes, shall we? Or better still, why don't you read them aloud?'

'I... I'd rather not, Father.'

'You must, Chloe. This is all part of your penance.' Positioned opposite the girl, in his favourite armchair, Father Will gazed at her slender legs, her youthful thighs. The epitome of femininity, he mused, raising his eyes to her cleavage as she opened the exercise book and brushed her golden tresses from her pretty face.

'Three p.m.,' she began, uncrossing her legs and tossing her hair back. 'My mother went out shopping, leaving me alone in the house. I went up to my room to change. Slipping my skirt off, I was about to put my jeans on when I remembered the exercise book, my penance. I remembered Father Will's words, "rub yourself at every opportunity", which gave me a funny feeling in my stomach; the same feeling I always get when I think of rubbing myself. I slipped my knickers off and locked the door. Climbing onto my bed, I lay back and began touching myself with...'

'Not explicit enough, Chloe,' the priest admonished.

'No, Father, sorry. I'll make it more explicit next time.'

'And one other thing, Chloe. Rather than say "rubbed yourself" I think it would be better to say "masturbated".'

'Yes, Father. Shall I continue, now?'

'Yes, read on, my child.'

Relaxing a little, Chloe leaned back on the sofa, allowing her thighs to fall apart, unwittingly displaying her tight red panties to the priest's bulging eyes. His penis aching, he imagined the girl lying on her bed, her legs spread wide, her fingers between her swollen pussy lips as she brought her clitoris to fruition. A sight to behold, he thought, wondering if reading her notes aloud excited her.

Having a girl willing to expose her masturbation sessions was, indeed, a rare occurrence. The scope was endless, he knew, and he was determined to nurture the relationship, to coax her gently, win her confidence - and slip her panties off. Perhaps he could masturbate her, show her how it was done, he mused as she held the book up to conceal her face as she continued her confession.

'My thing - my clitoris - was hard and felt nice when I touched it. Rubbing... masturbating makes me tremble, my whole body shake uncontrollably. I moan as the wonderful sensations grow. It feels as if my entire body is alive and vibrant and I rub... masturbate, faster and harder as the sensations build up and wash over me, engulf me in a welcoming warmth. Faster I rubbed my clitoris as I lay on my bed until, my body twitching, I squeezed my eyes shut. Then the feeling came. Rising from somewhere deep inside me, it gripped me, took me to that beautiful place where I feel as if I'm swimming, floating, drifting above my body. I call that place my secret heaven, and I visit it often. When the ripples subside, like the sea rushing out, leaving me exhausted on the sandy beach, I reach down and push my fingers between my lips and into my hole, which is always very hot and wet by that time.'

Her thighs parting more as she touched her secret world, Father Will noticed a small wet patch on the girl's panties. Wondering how to make a move, how to peel them from her mound, he realized he'd never seen her in the village before. He knew most of the local families, but never had he set eyes on this particular beauty. He swore to be more observant, to take more interest in his female parishioners in the future.

'That's very good, Chloe,' he encouraged, trying to conceal his bold erection. The priest could barely contain himself as his penis twitched within the confines of his tight jeans. But how to coax the girl? How to get her to slip her panties off and allow him to feel her.

'Is there anything else, Father?' she asked, closing the exercise book as she reclined on the sofa.

'You've done very well, Chloe. But... but I feel you need a little tuition. You're not going to drive out the demon in you unless you know how to masturbate properly.'

'Properly, Father?' she echoed, sipping her drink.

'Yes, properly. You're doing very well by the sound of it, but there's so much more.'

'More, Father? I don't understand. What else is there?'

Shifting awkwardly in his chair, the priest wondered how near he was to taking the girl's panties off and masturbating her, rubbing her bud until she cried out in her coming. Instinctively he decided to take a different line, a line that he was sure would reap him his reward.

'It's no good,' he said firmly. 'You're too young, Chloe. I was going to suggest that we...'

'Too young?' she queried disappointedly. 'Too young for what, Father?'

'You need some sexual experience. You're at the age when you should be discovering sex with young men of your own age, rather than having a mature, experienced man such as myself teaching you.'

'But I want you to teach me, Father.'

'I know, Chloe, and I regret that. You should be learning these things for yourself. It would be wrong of me to reveal the secrets of sex to one so young.'

'But, Father, you have to help me drive out this demon! Is there nothing you can do for me? I mean, I can't fumble around masturbating, not doing it properly. If you know about masturbation then you must tell me.'

'That is the difficulty, Chloe. It's not just a question of telling you - you need to be shown.' The crunch had come, Will knew, as he gazed into the girl's big blue eyes, at her rounded breasts straining beneath her blouse. Would she fall for it? Was she really that innocent? Would she beg him to show her - to fuck her? 'And I'm not sure about that, Chloe. Are you really ready to learn the fine art of masturbation?' he asked, refilling her glass with neat vodka.

'Yes, more than ready, Father.'

'And what about male masturbation? I mean, there's so much you need to learn that I...'

'Male masturbation? Why do I need to learn about...'

So she could wank him off. 'Chloe, my child, you need to learn how to pleasure a man if you're going to make a good wife one day.'

'The world is full of mysteries and secrets, Father, and I must learn of these secrets.'

'It is true that if you are to go out into the world you'll need to be prepared, but I don't know if I should...'

'Then I'll have to find someone who will teach me. I need to be rid of the demon in me, and I need to learn.'

The girl seemed overly keen to learn, Father Will decided. Was she delighting in what she perceived as an awkward and embarrassing situation for him? Or was she genuinely concerned about a lurking demon? He was the only demon, he knew, as he gazed hungrily at her thighs, her tight panties hugging her sex. Whatever, it was now or never, he decided.

It was a risky business, he knew. He visualized his picture in the Sunday tabloids, exposed as a pervert along with the dozens of other vicars and priests who thronged the pages of the enlightened gutter press. That was the last thing he needed. But taking Chloe, spreading her legs and penetrating her tight vagina was fast becoming a priority. And as the girl had herself said, no one would know.
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