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Is there a fragrance on God's earth more exhilarating than the bouquet of worn knickers? The sights of nature; the magnificent waterfalls, erupting volcanoes with their majestic lava flows... Do these sights transcend a fleeting glimpse of a triangular patch of silk following the contours of the female sex lips? Are snow-capped mountain peaks more stimulating than the moist crevasse dividing the fleshy vulval lips? These are the sights which inspire man to procreate. To fuck. These are the sights, fragrances and sensations the ex-Reverend William Entercock craves. Is there a more powerful urge than the urge to fuck? Is there a man more devious than William Entercock?

––––––––
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HIS MIND FLOODING WITH fond memories of naked girls, Will Entercock gazed wistfully at his cassock hanging in the wardrobe. Many times while in the confession box, he'd raised the black cloth and slipped the purple crown of his rock-hard cock into a pretty mouth. Many times in the church he'd spunked down a nun's throat, shagged the arse off the daughter of an innocent villager. He recalled a novice nun hiding beneath his cassock when the choirboy-spanking Bishop had made an untimely entrance. Taking a damn good admonishing from the boss isn't easy with a nun gobbling your throbbing glans and swallowing your sperm.

Those were the days, he thought, reflecting on his three years as priest of Cumsdale Church. Six months had passed since he'd stood in the pulpit delivering his last sermon to the villagers. Six months since he'd opened the basement bar beneath the church and sold duty-free alcohol and cigarettes. Bent MOT certificates, dodgy tax discs, cannabis plants, vibrators complete with batteries... The Sunday lunchtime sessions of heavy drinking and illicit trading had become a tradition, a way of life in the village of Cumsdale. He'd loved his time as an unorthodox clergyman. His numerous visits to the local convent school, spreadeagling girls over the altar, the run-ins with the Mother Superior...

"You all right, Will?" Josie asked as she wandered into the bedroom.

"Yes, I'm fine," he smiled. "Are you off now?"

"The taxi's here," she replied softly. "So, this is it. I'll see you in a couple of months."

"Right," he sighed pensively.

"I know you don't want me to go, Will."

"No, you go. You have no choice." What was he going to do without a cunt to lick and finger and fuck and...

"You will behave yourself while I'm away, won't you?" she asked, kissing his cheek.

"As always, Josie."

"You've got your computer to play with, so you'll be all right."

And his cock to play with. He raised his eyebrows and chuckled. "I shall carry on as normal in your absence, my angel of carnal lust."

"That's what worries me. I don't want to get back and find that you've been arrested for looking at dodgy porn sites." Glancing at his cassock hanging in the wardrobe, her brown eyes frowned. "You're not thinking of... You've left the priesthood, Will."

"They threw me out, Josie," he murmured. "The hypocritical cock-sucking, choirboy-shagging bastards..."

"No, they didn't. You left of your own accord. Well, almost of your own accord. You won't do anything silly while I'm away, will you?"

"Have faith, Josie. Have faith."

"I know how much you miss the priesthood, Will. But you've moved on now. The days of drinking, smoking your funny cigarettes, screwing, making money on the side; they couldn't have lasted for ever. You do want to move on, don't you?"

No, he didn't. "Yes, of course I do."

"You're thirty-two, Will. It's time you settled down. Remember what the Bishop said?"

"Yes, yes I remember," he muttered bitterly.

"You did a deal with him. You left the priesthood and, in exchange, he gave you this house, the presbytery. Don't forget that you've upset a lot of people in high places. If you're thinking of wearing your cassock again..."

"I know, Josie. I know."

"They'll be down on you like a ton of bricks. I wasn't going to mention it, but..."

"What?"

"There's a girl been hanging around in the lane."

"Really?" he grinned. "How old is she? I mean, who is she?"

"I don't know who she is. I've seen her several times over the past month or so."

"Why didn't you tell me?"

"I know how suspicious you are. You'd have probably said that she's working for MI5 or the KGB. It's probably nothing. Just someone staying in the village or..."

"Or a spy," he breathed, rubbing his chin. "You know that people are out to get me."

"Don't start all that nonsense again, Will. I wish I'd never mentioned it."

"I'm pleased you did. If some bird's spying on me... You know what she's after, don't you?"

"What?"

"My cock."

"You are awful," she giggled.

"And I get worse."

"All you think about is your cock."

"I have a sadly neglected cock, a pining penis, a derelict dick, a..."

"You did me three times last night, and twice this morning. I don't want you sticking your cock anywhere while I'm away."

"Me? Good grief, as if I'd stick my cock anywhere."

"We'll get married as soon as I'm back from Moscow."

"Will we? I mean... Yes, yes we will."

Carrying the girl's suitcases out to the taxi, Will waved her goodbye. Married? Marriage was all very well but why bother to go through all that palaver for the sake of a piece of paper? A certificate to certify birth, to certify insanity, to certify death, to certify cycling proficiency, swimming, life saving, health and safety at work, hygiene, wanking... Wanking? There were enough certificates floating around without adding to the list unnecessarily. Will and Josie were living together as man and wife, so why the need to prove that to anyone? But that was Josie's wish. Thy will be done. Like fuck it would.

Will Entercock's wish was to return to the days of drunken debauchery, wild sex, spunking girls' shaved pussy lips, rampant masturbation, bondage and spanking, anal intercourse, making money... Days of insane living, insane parties and sex so debauched... Talking of insanity, he mused, cringing as he noticed a middle-aged woman approaching. Slipping through the gate, he made a dash up the path to his front door. But it was too late.

"Good morning, Father," the woman called. "I'm sorry. You're not Father any more, are you? I just can't get used to it."

He had to get used to going without it for two months. "Neither can I, Mrs Baxter," Will sighed, ambling down the path towards her.

"I was wondering whether you'd have a word with my daughter," she said, hooking the lank rat tails of her brown hair behind her ears. "You know how I worry about her."

And he worried about her. "How is Chloe enjoying working in Spain?" he asked. "Apparently it's pretty hot over there at the moment."

"No, no, Father. I'm talking about my other daughter. I'm talking about Marianne."

"Marianne? You only have one daughter," he replied exasperatedly. "We've been through this time and time again, Mrs Baxter."

"She's eighteen now," the woman said with a pride that would have made any psychiatrist cringe.

"Eighteen?" he echoed, his dark eyes frowning. She didn't exist.

There was no point in arguing with the crazy woman. She'd told everyone that Chloe had been born in a car park, which would have been perfectly feasible had she not added that the car park was located on the shores of the neon seas of Saturn. The woman had no certificate of marriage, let alone a birth certificate for any daughter, real or imaginary. She should have a certificate of insanity, Will reflected, recalling the time she'd accused him of raping her. Watching the woman pulling her knickers out of her anal gully, he again wished he'd not bumped into her. She was a spinster, and completely and utterly mad.

"Is she really eighteen?" Will asked, rubbing his chin pensively as he tried to show some interest in her imaginary plight. "My goodness, how the years have flown. I remember when she was cock-high to a grasshopper's cock."

"I don't know where the years have gone," she sighed. "It was only last week when I was changing Marianne's nappies."

"You mean, it seems like it was only last week."

"No, it was last week. Wednesday, to be precise. Just before elevenses." She looked up and down the lane and then moved closer to Will. "She had a little accident," she whispered. "A little urinary accident."

"Really?" he said, his face grimacing. Perhaps she did come from Saturn.

"It happens from time to time," she giggled. "She drinks too much, that's the problem."

He wished he did. Those were the days.

"I'm trying to wean her off the breast, but it's not easy."

"Er... No, it can't be easy weaning an eighteen-year-old girl off the breast," Will said, humouring the woman.

"She's rather a late developer," she smiled. "It runs in the family."

"Breasts run in the family?"

"On her father's side. They're rife, you know."

"Oh, I see. Actually, I don't see. But not to worry. I wonder whether it'll rain later."

"Between you and me, she's finding womanhood difficult to come to terms with."

"If she's still in nappies and breastfeeding, then I'm not surprised. Look... I'm no longer in the priesthood, Mrs Baxter. I really don't think there's anything I can do to help."

"A problem halved in a problem shared, Father."

"Is it?"

"But, of course."

"I'd like to halve and share your problem but, seeing as the girl doesn't exist, there's nothing I can do."

"She just needs a little guidance. You see, she won't talk to me. Since her father ran off with a gay hermaphrodite, she's become a recluse. I'm sure you could get her to open up."

If she existed he'd love to open her up.

"I'd be so grateful if you'd just talk to her."

"I suppose I am pretty good at oral sessions with teenage girls. All right, if you think it'll help," he finally conceded. Anything for a quiet life. "You are talking about Chloe, aren't you?"

"No, no, Father. I'm talking about her twin sister, Marianne. She's two years younger than Chloe."

"A twin sister two years younger than her twin sister?"

"That's right. They're identical twins."

"I'm sure they are."

"I'll send her over now, if you're free."

"Yes, of course."

"He had ovary problems, that's what did it."

"Who did?"

"Her father. It affected his hormones, you know."

"Ah, yes. That would explain everything, Mrs Baxter."

This was all he needed, he knew as he watched the woman wander down the lane. Returning to his house, he closed the front door and grabbed a can of lager from the fridge. The house was quiet, empty, without Josie. Her hi-fi blasting out, her giggles, her crashing around in the kitchen... Life with Josie was great, but two months without her was going to... Was going to see a few changes, he decided. Many years ago he'd had the calling, the calling to join the priesthood. And now it had come to pass that he had the calling again. The calling to don his cassock and shag sexy girls, abuse his power and take advantage of the female villagers, grow cannabis plants and get drunk. Grabbing his cassock from the wardrobe he slipped out of his shirt and trousers and pulled the garment over his head.

"Yes," he breathed, feeling at home as the black cloth settled around his body. Tugging his boxer shorts down and kicking them across the room, he smiled as the rough cloth of his cassock brushed against his stiffening penis. His arousal rising, he knew he was going to have to make plans for sexual gratification during Josie's trip to Moscow. Wanking was all very well, but it was no substitute for the tightness of a girl's toned bottom. Swigging from his can of lager as the doorbell rang, he wandered through the hall and caught sight of himself in the mirror. He really did feel at home in the cassock. A form of cross dressing, he mused, opening the front door. He must dig out his red silk panties and have a damned good wank.

"Hello, Father," a delectable teenage blonde grinned. His prayers had been answered. "I'm Marianne, Marianne Baxter."

"But..." he stammered, eyeing her ripe nipples pressing through the tight material of her pink T-shirt. "Mrs Baxter doesn't have a daughter. I mean, she has Chloe, but..."

"She has two daughters now," the girl said, walking past him into the hall.

"Now? Oh, right," Will breathed, closing the door and following the blonde nymph into the lounge. "Your mother... Mrs Baxter was saying you're having some problems," he smiled as she perched her rounded buttocks on the edge of the sofa. "She thought I might be able to give you a hand."

"That's right," she said softly. "I believe myself to be my mother's daughter."

"And you're not her daughter."

"Yes I am."

"What?"

"That's the problem, Father. I am my mother's daughter. I am of my mother's barren womb."

"Ah, I'm with you. You're your mother's daughter, but not the daughter of Mrs Baxter."

"Mrs Baxter is my mother. You see, she hasn't got a daughter, apart from Chloe, and..."

"OK, I think we'll leave it at that," Will interrupted the girl. This took him back. "I've not seen you around the village before."

"I only came this morning."

"I see. Apparently you're still breastfeeding."

"I don't have a baby, Father," she said, her blue eyes frowning.

"No, no. You're still suckling your mother's breast."

"I'd rather not talk about breastfeeding," she sighed. "It pains me terribly."

"Yes, I suppose it would. It must be painful for your mother too."

This really did take Will Entercock back to the good old days. His cassock caressing his penile head, a teenage angel sitting on his sofa talking about breastfeeding... This was a sign from God, he knew as he eyed her slender thighs emerging invitingly from beneath her tight miniskirt. A sign to be heeded, he thought, his cock stiffening, his heavy balls rolling. But had he lost his touch? He'd remained faithful to Josie for six months. Well, almost. The girl who'd lost her way in the woods didn't count. Will had only weakened once, or twice, by licking her clitoris to orgasm and then fucking her tight pussy and spunking her ripe cervix before shafting the hot duct of her rectum. It had been a minor incident of infidelity.

"Masturbation," he smiled. He might as well go for broke.

"Pardon?" she frowned, hooking her long blonde hair behind her ears.

"Would you like to talk about masturbation?"

"Yes, I would," she replied enthusiastically, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. "But I can't."

"Why not?"

"It disturbs me to talk about masturbation."

"Many things disturb us, Marianne," he said. "I'd say your disturbance stems from childhood. I know mine does. I blame the parents. Not that I recall having parents."

"My mother?"

"No, Mrs Baxter."

This was too much for Entercock. The temptation to rip the girl's pussy-wet knickers off and bury his face between the warm flesh of her firm thighs was... God, give me strength, he prayed. The strength and opportunity to fuck the arse off the beauty. Thoughts of Josie loomed in his racked mind as he imagined Marianne's wet panties. She'd asked him to behave himself while she was away, and he couldn't let her down. But a quick anal shag wasn't exactly misbehaving, was it?

"I'll be struck down at this rate," he murmured.

"Struck down?" the girl echoed, her sky-blue eyes gazing lustfully at Will.

"I was having nasty thoughts," he confessed. "It's a little trait of mine."

"I'm always having nasty thoughts, Father. The other night, when I was naked in my bed, I wondered what it would be like to have a dog licking my bottom-hole."

"My God," Will gasped.

"That's what I thought. I thought, my God, what an experience that would be. I then turned my thoughts to the matter in hand."

"Which was?"

"My naked body."

Will paced the floor, his penis twitching as the girl deliberately parted her thighs. Glimpsing the bulging material of her panties, he knew that he couldn't control his base male desires any longer. But there was something odd about the girl, something not quit right about the situation. Mrs Baxter didn't have a second daughter. Not unless she'd miraculously given birth to a horny teenage girl overnight. Not only would the birth be deemed miraculous, but the fact that a man had fucked the middle-aged woman wouldn't be far short of a miracle. Was this the girl Josie had seen hanging around in the lane?

"I have to say this, Marianne," Will murmured, wondering whether she'd shaved her pubic curls.

"Say what, Father?" she asked, cocking her head to one side.

"I believe you to be a spy."

"A spy?"

"Spies are rife in the village of Cumsdale. At least, they were. My wife-to-be, or not-to-be, as the case maybe or may not be... Josie was a journalist. She still is. She's on an assignment in Moscow at the moment. You'll appreciate that I can't say too much about the assignment as she's working for the KGB."

"Oh, right," the girl frowned.

"Josie originally came to the village to expose me."

"Did she?"

"Yes."

"That's disgusting, Father. Exposing a man of God like that is..."

"No, I don't mean expose as in exposure of a penis. I mean, expose me for the sad pervert I... What the hell am I talking about?"

"I have no idea, Father."

"There was a man from the water authority who was bent..."

"Gay?" the girl grinned.

"Bent on exposing me. So, you'll appreciate the fact that I have to be very careful when it comes to girls. Times have changed, Marianne. I can no longer toss caution to the wind and toss off..."

"But I'm not a spy."

"Are you working for MI5?"

"Of course not."

"I shall check."

"I don't mind what you do."

"Then, what are you doing here?"

"I've come to confess my sins, Father."

"I can't take confession, Marianne. I'm no longer a priest."

"You're wearing a cassock."

"I've meta... metamorph..."

"Metamorphosed?"

"No, I've changed."

"Into your cassock?"

"Yes, I was reminiscing."

"Why not reminisce a little longer and hear my confession?" she proffered eagerly. "You want to go back to your work as a priest, don't you?"

"Well... Yes, I do. I miss it terribly - and the priesthood. I should never have got caught."

"Be your own priest, then. You can start your own church."

"You may have something there," he said, rubbing his chin. "You may just have something there, my horny little... My child."

The girl was brilliant, Entercock reflected. She not only had a brilliant body and would no doubt be a brilliant fuck, but she had a brilliant mind. Why not start his own church? He knew the Bishop could do nothing to stop him. Besides, he was probably too busy tonguing a choirboy's arse to worry about the likes of Entercock. In fact, no one could stop him from preaching in the privacy of his own home. s far as he knew there was no law against taking confession in his house. And if there was, they could stuff it. The idea appealing to him, he paced the floor again. Nothing could go wrong, and no one could stop him.

"OK," he said, turning and facing the girl. "Confess your sins."

"Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned," she murmured, hanging her head.

"Go on, go on," he enthused impatiently.

"I don't know what to say."

"You're supposed to tell me the things you've done to your beautiful, fresh, curvaceous, firm, warm, wet pussy and..."

"I haven't done anything to the cat," she returned. "I'm an animal lover."

"What?"

"I love animals."

"Have you sinned or not?"

"No."

"Why not, for God's sake? Do you want to sin?"

"Yes, that's why I'm here."

"Ah, now we're getting somewhere," he grinned, clapping his hands. "You want to commit sins of the flesh with me, isn't that right?"

"No, it's not. I want to confess my sin, which is that I want to sin. It's a sin to want to sin."

"I can't be doing with all this," Will sighed.

"Without sin there can be no redemption."

"Who told you that? Some fucking do-gooder, no doubt. Sorry, I didn't mean to swear."

"You are forgiven," she giggled.

"Hey, I'm the priest."

"And I'm the priestess. By the way, I know about your website."

"What?" he frowned. "Who told you...? I mean, I don't have a website."

"Yes, you do. Entercockenterprises dot cum."

"Ah, that web site. Er... Wait a minute. You are a bloody spy. It all fits now."

"No I'm not."

"Get your knickers off."

"No."

"Get your knickers off, or I shall call on Satan to remove them with his horns."

Shaking his head despondently as the crazy girl fled the house, Will decided to take a walk. His cassock would turn a few heads, he knew as he grabbed his keys and closed the front door behind him. Six months, he reflected sadly. What a waste of time. Strolling down the lane beneath the summer sun, he had intended to walk into the village. But his base desires got the better of him and he made his way to the convent. This was his calling, he knew as he wandered along the lane, turning every now and then to make sure he wasn't being followed by a water authority official - or a girl. Fucking spies, he thought irritably. He knew they were after him.

Was that the fragrance of fresh pussy wafting on the summer breeze? This was, indeed, a calling from God. A calling so powerful he could feel it stirring in his loins, heaving within his scrotal sac, throbbing within his purple knob. The convent was like a magnet, attracting him, sucking him in. This was meant to be, he knew as he recalled the girls playing netball, sitting cross-legged on the grass with the crotches of their panties displayed.

Walking through the grounds, he stopped and gazed at a circular clump of bushes. He'd taken many a nun into the bushes and had his wicked way with her. And many a nun had taken him into the bushes too. Looking up at the Victorian building, he smiled as memories flooded his mind. Recalling climbing up the drainpipe and slipping into the laundry room, he could almost smell the aroma of the convent girls' knickers, the aphrodisiacal scent of fresh pussy... But there had been someone hell-bent on putting an end to his pursuit of sexual gratification. An ugly, overweight, slack-titted, cowbag... The battles with the Mother Superior had been many and bloody.

"Blasphemer!" a woman dressed in a habit and wimple bawled, running towards Entercock. "Blasphemer!"

"My God," Will breathed, gazing in horror at the Mother Superior scurrying across the grass. "It's you."

"Why are you wearing that cassock?" she asked, placing her hands on her ample hips as she stood before him and scowled.

"Because I like it," he returned.

"You are not allowed to wear the cloth."

"Is there a law against it?" he sniggered. "My God, how you've aged. And you've put on weight."

"I shall notify the Bishop of your blasphemous behaviour without delay," she stormed, turning and marching towards the building. "And keep away from my convent."

"You can notify your arse for all I care. And I won't keep away from your brothel."

"You're a vile and despicable man, Entercock."

"I'll take that as a compliment."

"I'll wipe that grin off your face, just you wait and see," she hissed.

"May Satan devour the wrinkled leather bags hanging from your hairy chest," he called as her generous frame grew smaller with distance.

"You've not heard the end of this, Entercock!"

"And the novice nuns haven't seen the end of mine, yet!"

Laughing, Will headed around the side of the building to the small door he used to slip through when in dire need of a fresh girl. Looking about him, he opened the door and stole into the narrow corridor. It took him back, inhaling the cold, musky air. Examining the stone floor behind the door, he grinned. The whitish stain was still there, and he recalled a young nun wanking him off, his seed falling on stony ground. But it wasn't only the nuns who'd eagerly sought his erect cock. The convent girls used to flock to him for advice, guidance - and frenzied sex.

His reverie broken by low murmurs coming from a side room, he edged his way along the corridor and spied through the crack in a door. Grinning, he could hardly believe the site that met his eyes. Wearing only a bra and skimpy panties, a young nun was ironing a habit. Gazing at her succulent lips, he imagined the globe of his cock there, spunking into her mouth. Mumbling to herself about the Reverend Mother, she didn't seem at all happy. Will only caught the odd word. Fucking hag. Crab-infested bitch. But he got the gist of the girl's sentiments towards the woman.

Eyeing her cleavage he felt his penis rise, his balls heave and roll as he imagined giving her a pearl necklace. "Fucking whore-bag," she breathed, banging the iron down and turning the habit over. Ogling the gentle rise of her firm stomach, he lowered his eyes and gazed longingly at the bulging triangular patch of white material hugging her sex lips. She'd be wet with desire, he was sure as he adjusted his cock though his cassock. And if she wasn't, she soon would be.

"Good morning," he smiled, tapping on the door and entering the room.

"Oh," she gasped, clutching the habit to her breasts. "Who are you?"

"I'm Father Entercock. You don't seem too happy."

"Happy?" she echoed bitterly through gritted teeth. "I was happy here, until that fucking cowbag of a... Oh, I'm sorry."

"No, my child. Please speak your mind."

"I've been here for three months," she sighed.

"You've been ironing for three months?"

"No. I've been at the convent for three months. There was a good atmosphere, we were all happy... And then, two weeks ago, that spunk-slut, cunting... I mean, the Reverend Mother arrived. She's been picking on me, deliberately singling me out. I'd rip her womb out if I could get my fist up her cunt."

"I'm sure you'd have no trouble in getting your..."

"My wicked stepfather forced me to come here," she sighed, laying the cassock over the ironing board. "As I said, it was OK until fuck-face arrived. Did you say Father Entercock?" she asked, puzzlement reflected in the blue pools of her sparkling eyes.

"Yes, that's right."

"I've heard all about you. You're infamous, you know."

"I do seem to have rather a chequered reputation," he smiled.

"Chequered? Cor blimey, mate. Word has it that you're some kind of fucking Casanova."

"Oh, thank you. It's very nice of you to say so."

"It's true then?"

"Well, I don't like to boast. Modesty is a virtue, and all that."

"So's chastity, but you can fuck that."

"Yes, I'm sure I can. I must say that you swear rather a lot for a young nun."

"And from what I've heard, you fuck rather a lot for an old priest."

"Less of the old, if you don't mind."

"Shit, someone's coming," she gasped, looking at the door. "Jesus Christ, it's fuck-face."

"Oh, er... I'll just hide in the corner beneath these habits," he grinned, diving into a mountain of black cloth.

Again thinking of the old days, the loose women, the danger, the heavy drinking, Entercock knew he'd come to the right decision. Donning his cassock was only the beginning. He'd set up his own church in his lounge, open a bar in the dining room, grow cannabis in the greenhouse, shag girls in the toilet... Making his plans as the door flew open and hit the wall with a dull thud, he stifled a snigger as the Reverend Mother Fucker asked the nun why she'd not finished ironing the pile of habits.

"I'm working as fast as I can," the girl replied morosely.

"Well it's just not fast enough," the hag-bag returned cruelly. "I've come to warn you that there's a pervert lurking in the grounds posing as a priest. He goes by the name of Entercock. You're to keep away from him, do you understand?"

"Yes, Reverend Mother."

"He's only after one thing, and he's not getting it here. Now, hurry up and finish that ironing."

"My arm's aching, Reverend Mother. May I...?"

"No you may not. This is your punishment, my girl. Your punishment for your slovenly ways, your despicable attitude, your sluttish behaviour, your disgusting habits, your gross lack of respect for the church, your heavy drinking, your..."

She sounded like his sort of girl, Will thought as the hag continued.

"Report to my office when you've finished."

"Yes, Reverend Mother."

"And hear this, Sister Crotchly. The next time I catch you sexually abusing one of God's cucumbers in the vegetable garden, I'll tie you over the altar and shove it where the sun don't shine."

"Yes, Reverend Mother."

The woman leaving the room, Will waited for a few minutes before emerging from beneath the pile of habits. The old bag hadn't changed, he reflected. If anything, she'd got worse. But what was she doing back at the convent? She'd left the village in disgrace six months previously, and Will was certain he'd seen the back of her for good. Clambering out from beneath the habits, he brushed his cassock down and smiled at the girl. She was extremely attractive, he observed, wondering how many orgasms she could achieve in one oral session. With long black hair framing her pretty face, her succulent and eminently spunkable lips...

"Now perhaps you see what I mean about the tit-slag," she hissed, angrily snatching another habit from the pile.

"She was arrested six months ago," Will enlightened the girl.

"Really?"

"For gross indecency in a public place and trying to pervert the course of justice by attempting to bribe a police officer. I'm surprised that she's got the nerve to show her face around here."

"That might explain why she never goes out," the girl murmured pensively.

"In a way, I'm rather pleased that she's back."

"Pleased? You must be mad."

"I used to wind her up and annoy her. She hated me, still does. I'm looking forward resuming the battle."

"You can count me in as one of your band of rebels," the girl giggled. "I'd do anything to get back at the shit-sucking slut."

"You have a wonderful way with words, er... What's your name?"

"Lolita, Lolita Crotchly."

"Lolita," Will breathed. "A beautiful name for a beautiful girl."

"Which church are you from?"

"Cumsdale Village... I mean... The Church of..."

"Don't you know?"

"The Unholy Union of the Wretched Souls."

"I'll have to come."

"Indeed you will," he chuckled wickedly; all over her face. "Why don't you come this evening? I'm having... Well, a sort of meeting. It's at my house, the old presbytery. It's just down the lane."

"Yes, I've seen the place. What time?"

"About, eight o'clock?"

"Right, I'll be there. I'd better get on with ironing these habits before placenta-face comes back."

"Yes, of course. I'll see you later, then."

Leaving the room, Will stole along the corridor and slipped out of the building. Standing on the grass beneath the summer sun, he looked about the grounds and breathed in the fresh air. Life was good, he ruminated, wondering whether the girl would turn up. What Josie would say, he had no idea. There again, he knew damned well what she'd say. But she was on her way to Moscow, and wouldn't be back for two months. Two months of rampant sex, he thought happily, striding across the grass with a spring in his step. And his cock.

Grabbing the ringing phone as he entered his house, he grimaced. It was the Bishop, Bishop Simon Holesgood. The Reverend Mother had been on the phone to him and told him that Entercock had been lurking in the grounds of the convent wearing a cassock. The Bishop, as usual, was not a happy man. Will sighed and shook his head mournfully as he listened to the inevitable lecture. He'd only worn the cassock for half an hour, and already the trouble had started.

"I wasn't wearing my cassock," Will lied, finally managing to get a word in.

"But you were seen," the Bishop returned angrily. "There's no point in lying to me, Entercock."

"It was a black cape," Will explained. "I'm... I'm in mourning."

"Oh, I see. Er... Who..."

"My great, great sister," Will sobbed. "I'm distraught. We were so close."

"Great, great sister?" the man echoed.

"Three times removed. We were like brother and sister."

"In that case, I owe you an apology, Entercock. So, what were you doing in the convent grounds?"

"The Reverend Mother rang me."

"She rang you? But she said..."

"She asked me to have a talk with one of the nuns. Sister Crotchly, Lolita Crotchly."

"Ah, yes. I know the girl extremely well. I mean, I don't know her intimately. I'd like to, but... I mean..."

"I know exactly what you mean, Bishop."

"That nun is trouble, Entercock, nothing but trouble. But I don't understand why the Reverend Mother asked you to talk to the girl. She rang me and said that you were wearing your cassock and lurking in the grounds with intent."

"I must confess that I don't understand, either. She invited me into her office for elevenses. Rather nice, it was. Cheese and pickle sandwiches and homemade fruit cake and..."

"All right, Entercock. I'm sorry to have bothered you. And I'm sorry to learn of your great, great sister's demise."

"She will be too. Goodbye, Bishop."

Chuckling, Will hung up and grabbed a can of lager from the fridge. The battle had resumed, Josie was well out of the way, his balls were full and in dire need of emptying, and the fridge was well-stocked with lager. With Lolita calling round that evening, things were definitely looking up. Not least his penis. Lolita would be his first sexual conquest of many while Josie was away, he decided. She had an attitude problem, but it was nothing that a damned good naked buttock spanking wouldn't correct.

Wandering into his office he switched his computer on and went into his favourite chat room. Typing in Teen Girl as his nickname, he swigged from his can of lager and settled down to wind up the sad perverts by telling them of his teenage body, his ripe tits and wet pussy. They always fell for it, he reflected, introducing himself as a cumslut from London. It was a sad world, he mused as some guy wrote that he'd got his cock out and was imagining licking Teen Girl's wet cunt as he wanked. Raising his cassock Will began wanking as he, too, imagined Teen Girl's wet cunt. Hang on, he was Teen Girl, he thought, his shaft fully erect as he massaged his foreskin over the plum of his swollen knob. A sad and depraved world, but he liked it.
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Chapter Two
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Pacing the lounge floor at eight o'clock, Will turned his thoughts to Marianne. Perhaps she was the spy? She wasn't Mrs Baxter's daughter, that was for sure. She probably wasn't anyone's daughter. Did she even exist? She might have been a figment of Will's imagination. She may have come over him in a wet dream, he contemplated. He'd have to give the girl a damned good rogering and bugger the truth out of her the next time she materialized, he decided. There again, Sister Crotchly might be working for some tabloid newspaper or other. It might have been best to give everyone a damned good anal rogering and bugger the truth out of them. He was becoming paranoid, he ruminated, adjusting his semi-erect penis through his cassock. No one was spying on him. Were they?

Grabbing a can of lager from the fridge, he began to think the nun wasn't going to turn up. Perhaps she was masturbating, he thought. Perhaps she was lying on her bed with her legs wide apart and her fingers shoved up her wet pussy as she frigged her clitoris to orgasm. There again, perhaps she was still doing the ironing. Why fuck about doing the ironing when she had a pussy to play with? If he had a pussy he'd be fingering and frigging all day and night. Just when he was in desperate need of a shaved teen fanny, it seemed that he was going to have to spend the evening alone. Just when he was thirsty for fresh cunt-milk, hungry for... The doorbell ringing, he rubbed his hands together gleefully and dashed into the hall. He might not have to resort to wanking after all.

"Ah, Sister Crotchly," he grinned, opening the door to the girl.

"Please, call me Lolita," she said, her smiling face framed by her wimple.

"Oh, yes, of course. Will..."

"Will I what?"

"No, that's my name. Will, as in William the conqueror of women. Come unto me and into my lounge and over my..."

"I have a slight problem," she breathed, following him into the lounge and peering out of the window. "I think I was tailed."

"Tailed?" he echoed. "You mean, someone buggered you? Bloody hell."

"No. Tailed, as in followed. The fucking Reverend Slapper... The slag-bitch was hovering by the main entrance so I slipped out of the side door. I'm sure she followed me through the grounds to the lane."

"That's rather unfortunate," Will said, scratching his balls. "If she catches you with your knickers down... Er... That was a figure of speech," he chuckled. "I didn't mean it lecherously... Literally. I was speaking figuratively."

"She'd have a job, seeing as I'm not wearing any knickers," the girl giggled.

"Oh, right."

"I get so hot and sweaty," she said, pulling her habit out of her anal crease. "I never wear anything beneath my habit. Oh, is that your wife?" she asked, admiring a framed picture of Josie on the mantlepiece.

"No, no... That's my great, great brother."

"But, it's a girl."

"He was a transvestite."

Will was wasting time, he knew as his cock stiffened. Only inches beneath the black material of her habit lay the hot wet sheath of her pussy, the tight duct of her lickable bottom. How did he broach the subject of fucking? Any chance of casual sex? May I tongue-fuck your cunt? Would you mind terribly if I were to fist-fuck your rectum?

Pondering Amber, a girl who'd moved into the village just before he'd left the priesthood, Will grinned. She used to faint for no apparent reason, collapse to the floor with her skirt up and lie there for twenty minutes or more. Being a priest, a man of God, Will never took advantage of her plight. Well, not much...

Deciding to try his luck by pretending to pass out, he was sure the naughty girl would succumb to her inner desires once she caught sight of his rock-hard cock.

"I wasn't cut out to be a fucking nun," she sighed, spying through the net curtains. "Stuck in the bloody convent day in day out... I'm used to clubbing and drinking, having fun."

"It must be quite a culture shock," Will replied. "I suppose you miss having relationships."

"Yes I do. It's not natural, going without sex. I feel fucking starved."

So did he. "Oh, I've come over a little dizzy," he said, holding his head.

"Are you all right?" she asked, turning and facing him. "You're not pregnant, are you?"

"Pregnant? No, no... It's the heat. I tend to blackout when I get too hot. Wearing this cassock doesn't help." He felt far more comfortable when completely naked.

"That's why I never wear panties beneath my habit."

"Neither do I. Well, not very often."

"So, where's your church? The church of the... What was it called?"

"Er... The Unholy Union of the Wretched Souls. It's here, in the house."

"Really?"

"It's a temporary measure. A measure of temporaryness. Is that right? Temporaryness? Goodness me, it seems to be getting hotter," he gasped, mopping his brow with the back of his hand. "Should I pass out, don't worry about me. I usually come off... Come round in about fifteen minutes."

"Have you been to the doctor about it?"

"Yes, but he wasn't much help. He suggested that I leave it alone... Oh, I see what you mean. He said there was nothing I could do about it. At least I have some warning when I'm about to..."

Lifting his cassock as Lolita again peered out of the window, he dropped to the floor and sprawled out. His erect cock exposed, his full balls rolling, he watched the girl through his eyelashes as she knelt by his side and asked whether he was all right. Unmoving, he breathed deeply as if asleep, praying for her to touch his exposed penis, pull his foreskin back and run her fingertip over the sensitive bulb of his glans. Was she into oral sex? Much to Will's disgruntlement, she pulled his cassock down and placed a cushion beneath his head. Fuck, he thought agitatedly as she sat on the sofa. That worked well.

"Will," she finally breathed after several minutes. Slipping off the sofa, she knelt by his side. "Fifteen minutes," she muttered, tentatively pulling his cassock up over his stomach. Eyeing the veined shaft of his cock, she stroked his scrotum. His penis twitching expectantly, he was sure she wouldn't hesitate to lift her habit and impale herself on his magnificent shaft. But he wasn't so sure that she was a little cumslut. If she wasn't, she soon would be. Grabbing his fleshy cock she gently squeezed. "Fifteen minutes," she again breathed, looking up at the clock.

This was a prayer come true, Will knew as she ran her hand up and down his veined shaft, his foreskin rolling back and forth over the ballooning glans of his massive cock. It was obviously a sign from God, he reflected. A girl coming to his house, gripping his cock... Locked up in the convent she must have been dying for a length of meaty cock, he mused. Yes, he thought happily as she fully retracted his foreskin and moved her open mouth towards his glistening knob. There was nothing like having a girl gobble your cock.

"Oh," she gasped, sitting upright as the doorbell rang. "It's fuck-face," she murmured. "Will, wake up. The Reverend fucking Mother's here."

Lying perfectly still Will knew that suddenly emerging from his unconscious state might arouse the girl's suspicion. The hag couldn't get into the house, so there was no need to worry. This added credence to his blackout, he reflected as the girl perched her biteable buttocks on the sofa. Remaining on the floor in time of a diabolical crisis was a brilliant move. Lolita would be convinced he was out cold and not hesitate to suck his knob and piston her wet cunt with his granite-hard cock-shaft.

Once the hag-bag had gone the nun would settle on the floor again and suck his knob, he was sure. Either that or kneel astride him and thrust his cock up her tight pussy or force his swollen knob deep into the heat of her bottom and bounce up and down until he spunked or... The doorbell ringing again, he prayed for the Mother Inferior to fuck off and leave him to his decadent ways.

"Thank God," Lolita breathed after a few minutes of silence. Settling on the floor again, she took the solid shaft of Will's cock in her hand and examined the glistening bulb of his purple knob. "It's so big," she whispered, running her fingertip over his sperm-slit. Leaning forward, she parted her full red lips and sucked his swollen glans into her wet mouth. Breathing heavily, Will tried to remain perfectly still as he felt her tongue slithering over the silky-smooth surface of his sex-globe, her slender fingers kneading his fully-loaded balls. Taking his swollen plum to the back of her throat, she mouthed and gobbled, gently sinking her teeth into his veined shaft. Her fingertip teasing the sensitive skin between his scrotal sac and his anal entrance, she certainly knew what she was doing.

A cumslut of experience, Will mused as she raised her head and engulfed the rim of his glans between her succulent lips. This was what life was all about, he knew as she teased the sensitive tissue of his anus. A girl sucking his cock, desperate to swallow his sperm... Who needed marriage? As she tried to push the tip of her tongue into his knob-slit, Will did his best not to move.

His body trembling, his breathing fast and shallow, he knew that he was about to fill her pretty mouth with his spunk.

Stifling a moan of decadent pleasure as his sperm coursed along his penile shaft and spurted from his sex-slit, his body rigid, he dug his fingernails into the carpet as she drank from his fount of lust. His rolling balls draining, he felt her tongue snaking over his throbbing glans, lapping up his orgasmic fluid as he quivered in his debased pleasure. She really was experienced, he reflected as she repeatedly took his purple pleasure-head to the back of her hot throat.

Sucking and swallowing hard, she didn't waste one drop of male liquid. He could hear her gulping down his testicular cream, her slurps resounding around the room as she sucked the remnants of his orgasmic liquid from his veined rod of carnal lust. Finally slipping his knob out of her mouth and running her spunk-wet tongue all over his balls, she moaned softly through her nose. She was surely in need of a damned good clitoral licking after her mouth-fuck, Will thought in his wickedness. No doubt she'd squat over his face and grind her wet cuntal folds into his thirsty mouth and squeeze out her lubricious juices of desire and...

"My God!" the Mother Superior exclaimed as she burst into the room.

"Oh," Lolita gasped, her tongue licking her spunked lips. "Er... Mother..."

"Entercock, what on earth do you...?"

"He passed out," the girl explained.

"I'm not surprised."

"No, no. You see, he has blackouts. I was just..."

"Get back to the convent," the hag-bag spat, her clenched fists resting on her ample hips. "Never have I witnessed such despicable behaviour."

"But, Mother..." the girl stammered, leaping to her feet and making for the door.

"You're going to find out what ironing is really about, my girl. Now, get back to the convent and wait in my office."

As the girl fled the room Will remained perfectly still. He had to continue with the fainting scam, even though it would result in dropping Lolita in the crap. The very day Josie cleared off there was trouble, he reflected as he watched the Reverend Mother through his eyelashes. But it wasn't his fault he'd passed out and had been taken advantage of by a pretty girl with a rampant thirst for spunk. It could have happened to anyone, he tried to convince himself, aware of the hag-bag gazing at his cock lying slug-like over his hairy scrotum. He hoped she was not going to suck him off!

"Get up, Entercock," she hissed, kicking his arm.

"Oh, oh," he moaned, propping himself up on his elbows. "Er... What happened?"

"You know very well what happened."

"Am I dead? Oh, Reverend... What are you doing here? How did you get in?"

"Through the back door."

"What I want to know is, what were you doing to that poor girl?"

"Poor girl?" he asked, clambering to his feet and looking about him in a most perplexed manner. "I don't know any poor girls. I once knew a girl who was rich, but she..."
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