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The Lascivious Monk





CHAPTER I. The Abbot


At the time we are introducing Abbot Pineraide, this worthy man of the cloth is only twenty-five years old. He is in fullest bloom of his young manhood, and very good looking at that. Nature has gifted him with strong muscles and straight, well-tooled limbs and, since we are speaking of tools, this part of his anatomy was one of the good father's best and finest assets. In other words, he was well-hung, and his female penitents outnumbered the men by ten to one easily. The young priest was in perfect health and his penitents gladly helped him enjoy it. Today, he has just started his vicarage in the parish of Motte-sur-Vy, and he has yet to see his first penitent.
He is using the few hours that are left to him before the confessions start to walk around the little town. He wants to get to know it thoroughly. He may have to spend the rest of his life here-the best years of his manhood anyway-and he wants to make sure that these best years are not going to be wasted. He is especially interested in the women, and he is overjoyed to discover that most of them are very pretty, smile at him and are giving him that certain look which makes a man's blood run hot through his body.
They are all standing in front of their homes so that they can take a good look at the new shepherd of their immortal souls, in turn giving said shepherd a marvelous chance to take stock of the charms of his new flock. He walks slowly through the streets, his dark, flowing cassock hinting at a strong, masculine body. But the good father knows how to keep up appearances. He clutches his breviary in his hand, his lips mumbling as he pretends to read it. His dark eyes flash from left to right under bushy eyebrows and now and then he nods his head gracefully when the women murmur their greetings. The best looking women get a friendly smile while he nods his head in blessing…
Under his cassock he can feel his prick growing and stiffening. It quivers with hot desire and joy. Oh, yes, the beautiful cock of our young priest shall not want in this little town, and it keeps right on swelling with ardent desire. The men of Motte-sur-Vy seem to sense the threat that is looming beneath the cloth of the man of God. The glances they throw in his direction are not in the least friendly. The poor suckers feel that this virile looking priest with his large nose, flaring nostrils and sparkling eyes is going to be a threat to the sanctity of their homes. But how are they going to lock up their wives, daughters and fiancees? They know that this man is a veritable Don Juan who is going to cut down their opportunities in the available flock of chickens to the point where it might hurt. Is that a fair way to cut down their chances of sinning?
But what can they do? Nothing! The vicars of the eternal Father in Heaven can do whatever they want and go unpunished. The best thing a husband can do in such a case is to ignore his horns and leave the priest to his designs. And that is exactly what the men in Motte-sur-Vy did.
The young abbot would stop frequently to pet a young girl on the cheek. She would walk up to him, genuflect respectfully and blushingly wish the new priest a good day. He would smile benignly, get his fingers as far below their neckline as possible and watch the reaction. Since they always knelt down, it was always proper for him to reach. Moreover it afforded him a good look into their bodices and he began to catalogue the members of his female flock according to the firmness of their nipples, the amount of gooseflesh he could raise, and the colors of their blushing flesh. It was quite simple, really. All he had to do was to look deep into their eyes, probing their hearts and souls. His vibrant, masculine voice would whisper a loving blessing into their ears. The reactions of the women told him much about the conditions of their souls. When he had finished his breviary for that morning, the priest had a fairly good idea about the needs and wants of the innocent lambs of his flock.



CHAPTER II. The Seminary


Finally, the young priest's dreams were about to be fulfilled! Oh, dear God! How often, during the many sleepless nights in the dorm hadn't he dreamed about being the master over a whole tribe of pretty girls. To be the rooster of his very own flock of chickens, so to speak. Many were the nights he had been wide awake, thinking up the things he would do, once the Bishop had ordained him with the powers of spiritual care. Oh, God! The spirit was willing and the flesh was by no means weak!
Since he was eighteen, he had known that he was born to the cloth. When he tossed and turned in his bed, all he could think of was the woman. She was naked, lascivious, and danced temptingly before his mind's eyes. Her bobbing crotch, twitching belly, wiggling buttocks and bouncing breasts with stiff nipples used to drive him crazy. Horny with lust he would stare at her when she offered him her ripe breasts or showed him her delicious behind in all sorts of enticing positions. Sometimes he could actually feel her pubic hairs brush against his face, and he would smile back at her, whisper endearing words to the creature of his wild fantasies. He pleaded with her and begged this beautiful shadow of temptation to share his bed and teach him the pleasures of love.
“Oh, gorgeous woman, come to me,” he would whisper. “Divine creature of temptation, put your cooling flesh upon my hot body and show me the final achievement of happiness.”
But, the smiling shadow would retreat and disappear. He would bite his pillow and toss restlessly through the endless nights.
One night, when she had just disappeared again, and he was groaning and biting his pillow, a soft voice whispered in his ear, “What is the matter with you, my dear friend?”
He turned around from where the voice came and saw young brother Felix, the boy who slept on the bunk next to his. Felix was young, only seventeen, blond, slight and as of yet without a trace of a beard. Come to think of it, he almost looked like a girl…
At that particular moment Felix's breath was as warm and sweet as that of the woman, and Pineraide could feel it brush against his flushing face.
“What's the matter?” answered the young seminarian. “I am no longer in control of my own thoughts and feelings. I am thirsting for the kisses of a woman, my body is burning up and I…”
He stopped suddenly. “Give me your hand…”
Felix, obediently, offered him his small, feverish hand.
“And now,” Pineraide continued, putting the boy's hand against the proof of his manhood and virility, “I ask you to judge for yourself.”
“Oh, my dear God,” Felix squealed, half-frightened and half-surprised. “What on earth is that?”
“That? Well, take a good look at it and grab it firmly. That, my friend and brother, is my dick.”
“Your dick? But… but… that one is… enormous!”
“It's like everyone else's.”
“Oh, my God, no… no! Mine is much, much smaller.”
“I'm surprised to hear that. I thought every man had one of about the same length and thickness. I thought that every prick was the same.”
“Oh, dear me… no! You are mistaken. I have seen the ones of fat Julius, of tall Charles and of little Dennis. None of them have a cock as big as yours. Oh, Holy Mother of God, you must have the biggest dong in the whole seminary!”
“I feel tremendously flattered.”
“Aren't you happy to know that you have the biggest one?”
“Oh, yes… if I am that well equipped, I am sure that I will be able to please the women.”
Felix put his arm around his comrade's neck and asked with a husky voice, “Do you like women?”
“Oh, yes, yes… it's driving me mad!”
“You… you don't like… me?”
“What do you like?”
“I like men…”
“You must be kidding.”
“Oh, no… not at all. And I love especially those who are like you. Strong and tall, and hung like a horse! And… ah… if you would like me to…”
“Like you to… what?”
“Well, if you would allow me to… lick.”
“To what?”
“Lick your beautiful dong…”
For a moment there was deep silence. Felix quickly put his hand between Pineraide's thighs. He did not move. His body was stiff, and his prick was even stiffer. He barely dared to breathe. But brother Felix was so close, his skin was so soft, and his hand so expert, that he closed his eyes and sighed, pantingly.
“Do whatever you want.”
Felix pulled back his hand and slipped under the covers with his comrade.
“Take off your nightgown,” he said. “That will give us more freedom of movement.”
The seminarian did as Felix wished and then lay down flat on his back. He did not move.
“Now, leave everything up to me,” whispered little Felix, “and I will show you how much pleasure you can get from the tongue and mouth of another man.”
Felix disappeared under the covers. His eager tongue began to lick the hairy underbelly of the rigid, motionless seminarian. He knew precisely where all the sensitive spots were, and slowly he worked his way down to the beautiful, huge prick of his friend. Felix's eager mouth took in the throbbing knob and his warm little hands fondled the big hairy balls. Pineraide closed his eyes. He was happy and he dreamed again of the woman! Felix knew precisely what to do. His hands cupped the balls of his friend and his tongue trailed tirelessly across the huge shaft of this beautiful prick. Now and then he took the big knob in his mouth and sucked vigorously. Jolts of thunder and lightning went through Pineraide's belly. The young seminarian could not help but notice that Felix got extreme pleasure from his labor of love. The boy's prick hung right above Pineraide's right nipple, twitching ferociously, knocking playfully against his friend's chest…
It did not take Pineraide long before he began to caress the balls, prick and firm buttocks of his young lover. Felix undoubtedly had expected this, because he suddenly turned in such a way that his little, stiff prick touched the lips of Pineraide.
The seminarian, drunk with desire, did not resist. He was in seventh heaven. Felix was sucking his friend's balls and now his tongue worked slowly up the shaft. Finally his lips had reached the huge knob and he opened his mouth, swallowing as much of the enormous giant as his oral cavity would allow. Pineraide tossed and squirmed like a cat in heat. His back arched and with a loud cry he shot his load down brother Felix's open gullet. Felix did not let go and continued to suck till he had drunk the entire contents of the spasming penis. Then, calmly, without interruption he began to suck and caress again till Pineraide's limp member showed signs of renewed vigor…
And every time Pineraide had another hard-on, Felix let it slip out of his mouth, allowing his tongue free play around the balls, up the shaft and finally he swallowed the throbbing knob again. Pineraide was so enormously delighted that he took Felix's little prick into his mouth, sucking it furiously. The tiny balls of his friend were so close to his eyes that they brushed against his lashes.
Meanwhile, the two bodies were closely pressed together and began to shudder more and more. Their breath was white-hot, and pearls of sweat began to soak the blankets. Pineraide could no longer bear it. Oh! The caresses of a young man were so sweet and beautiful. They, too, were capable of invoking divine pleasures, and the mental image of the woman slowly faded away.
A few more seconds and he had to come again, despite the fact that he was trying to hold it in! His huge penis started to throb again, he could no longer control his climax and his seed began to spurt in the first spasms. Suddenly, Felix stopped sucking.
“Oh, God… Holy Mother of Christ… don't stop now! Please, go on… don't stop.” Pineraide's pelvis was gyrating on the bed and he tried to grab ahold of Felix's head to force the boy's mouth back where it belonged. “I am sucking your dick, licking your balls… it… is… delicious… but, please… take my… cock… back in your… mouth!”
Felix's lips brushed against the throbbing penis, he opened his mouth wide and swallowed the whole thing up to the hilt. The huge shaft disappeared down his throat and at the same moment the penis began to squirt huge quantities of come. Pineraide went wild! He began to buck, forcing Felix's head down firmly. Felix suddenly stuck his thumb up Pineraide's asshole and the young seminarian let out a bellowing scream, coming again and again till his big balls were completely emptied. Deeply satisfied he sank back onto his mattress, his arm protectively around little Felix. Both were prepared to fall asleep in each other's arms.
But strange sighs awoke them from their little slumber. They opened their eyes. The dorm was brightly lit. And around their bed they saw all the other seminarians with whom they shared the dormitory. All the young men were mother-naked. Some of them were down on their knees, giving blow jobs to others, some were on the floor getting it in their ass, others again were jacking off and a couple were sixty-nineing. It was one big and wild orgy which had started when the others saw the pleasures Felix and Pineraide were giving one another.
After this night, many followed that were similar. The only difference was that the young men frequently changed partners.
The prick of the young, strong seminarian worked wonders. One after another, all the assholes of his comrades fell prey to the huge, inexhaustible member. Everybody licked it, caressed it and petted his balls. He ruled the entire dormitory as if he were an eastern potentate, selecting the finest beauty for his bed, night after night. He was a hallowed idol to these future apostles of the crucified Lord.
Slowly, Pineraide began to think about the woman again. She controlled his thoughts during those many nights. He saw her when his body rubbed against that of one of his fellows; he believed he was kissing her lips when in reality they were pressed in passion against those of one of his fellow seminarians. And he believed he was screwing her when his prick was ripping apart the asshole of one of his friends. He even imagined fondling her breasts and biting her tits when in reality he was playing with the balls of the tender Felix, fat Julius, or tall Charles.
He remained very busy, our seminarian. And he got older as the nights rolled by. He could feel his virility grow, and he made up his mind that he would try out everything he had learned in the seminary's dormitory upon the female penitents who, one day, would be entrusted into his care.
And, finally, that day arrived. He left the seminary to assume his duties over the flock of Motte-sur-Vy. His body shivered voluptuously in anticipation of the many pleasures that awaited him.



CHAPTER III. The Licking Goat


After his little walk through the town, Father Pineraide went back to his home. He was very satisfied by what he had seen, and also tremendously excited.
His senses were boiling and his sparkling eyes were aflame with lust. He thought especially of the young girl he had met last, who was getting under his skin and into his mind.
“Ooh!” he sighed, throwing his cassock quickly over a chair. “This delicious child is going to be first one to get laid. I'll fuck the living daylights out of her. Oh my God, she looked so appetizing in her short cotton skirts! And those little tits! They were fantastic. A real full-blown bosom! And the little wench could not possibly have been much older than fifteen. Those beautiful velvet eyes, looking up at me! That wonderful melodious voice! And those golden hairs, dancing like playful butterflies across her blushing forehead. And this is only what I have seen! Dear God in Heaven, I don't even want to think about the things I haven't seen yet!
“It's got to be divine… those breasts- those fifteen-year-old breasts-surely must be as white as milk, firm as marble, yet resilient as warm rubber! Oh, God, I can hardly wait to see and taste her nipples! Surely they must be as sweet and beautiful as wild strawberries. I bet that no one's tongue has yet touched them. Oh, how I would love to lick and suck them till they jut out proudly and become as hard as a rock! And then her belly! Let's not forget her cute belly with the tiny little belly button. A navel, without a wrinkle, shivering under my caresses. Oh, dear Lord in Heaven, that must be ideal…
“And farther down, between those two ivory white thighs, I can see her little pink pussy, that tiny cleft, hidden in a bush of golden hair. I am sure it is very small and tight, untouched by any prick, as virginal as the Mother of God. Ooh… ooh, if I only had her here, right now! I would kiss her and caress her. First her warm, red lips, then her neck, her shoulders, her eyes, her pretty nose! And then… by God… I'll tear off her clothes and bite the little hot bitch in her tits, her belly and her thighs!”
The good father had become quite excited.
“Ooh! I can hardly wait to spread her beautiful legs and to look at her warm, moist cunt. I am going to go down on her and suck that marvelous red tickler of hers! For the first time in my life I am going to see a real pussy! Ooh, I can hardly wait to see one. I'm sure that the girl has never seen a prick, at least she has never seen a dong like this one…”
While he said this, Father Pineraide had unbuttoned the enormous bulge of his trousers, allowing the captive to jump joyously out of its prison. The enormous dick, whose size, length, and thickness had been the pride and joy of Brother Felix and many others, stood out like a flagpole from the priest's belly.
Pineraide walked over to the mirror and looked at his enormous hard-on.
“I wonder what the child is going to say when she sees this beautiful instrument. Undoubtedly, she is going to be scared stiff. She is going to be scared, she won't look at it, and then the little bitch will pretend to be too modest to touch it! But I'll insist! I shall order her to touch it, caress it, fondle it. And then she is going to cry! All right, all right! If she is going to be that way about it, and cry and whimper, there is only one thing left for me to do. I am going to rape her! I think I like that better anyway. Just throw her on the bed and shove it in! Then she is going to scream and holler, and she will plead for mercy. But I won't listen to her pleas! I am going to ram my prick up her cunt till it can go no further. And then… and then… then I am going to fuck the shit out of her! Ooh, dear God, it's going to be beautiful!”
The eyes of the young priest sparkled…
He was alone. His old and ugly housekeeper-the bishop was a wise man, and knew what to give to his young priests-was away for the day. She was not expected home till late that evening. And the old dame did not realize how lucky she was. Goddammit, the young priest was now so horny that he would have raped her on the spot, had she been home. He would have stuck it up her old twat as hard and fiercely as he used to pierce the assholes of his fellow seminarians.
The desire to release his pent-up energy had become so strong that the young priest dropped in an armchair and began to jack off. He could watch himself, heavy-lidded, in the big mirror in front of him.
The door of his bedroom was ajar. It suddenly opened and a goat, a very young one, a kid goat, came prancing into the room. When the door so suddenly opened, the young priest's first move had been to cover his throbbing hard-on. But when he saw who the intruder was, he relaxed.
Marie, his housekeeper, had bought the little animal to raise it so that her young Mon-signor would always have fresh milk. But the good woman had left that morning, completely forgetting to feed the little animal. And now it was wandering through the house, in search of food, bleating for its mother.
It danced immediately toward the priest who was still busily jerking his prick.
An idea flashed through his mind. He grabbed the little kid, and pressed his dick against the hungry animal's snout.
At first, the little beast was afraid. But finally it began to sniff and nibble at this strange piece of meat which undoubtedly reminded it of its mother's tits. Only… it was so much bigger! Finally it even tried to get its tongue around it. It bucked a few times against Pineraide's balls because there was no flow of milk. Nothing came out and the little goat turned around to get out of the room again. But that was not what the priest had in mind. The good father firmly grabbed the struggling little animal and tried to quiet it down. He caressed it, mumbled pet names, scratched its ears, but it was to no avail. The kid wanted out.
“What? You don't want to suck my dick?” The priest had become furious. “I'll teach you, you shitty little goat. If you don't want to suck, / am going to fuck!”
And he was about to turn the little goat around to perform this beastly deed, when the wriggling kid slipped through his fingers and scooted toward the bedroom door. The priest jumped up in pursuit and managed to close the dining room door, blocking off the goat's retreat. Then he got another brilliant idea. He rumpled around in the pantry till he found what he was looking for. A bottle with milk!
Aah, there it was. He took off the stopper and let the little goat smell. The animal quieted down immediately and, when Father Pineraide returned to his bedroom, the little goat followed him happily.
Now the priest locked himself in his bedroom with the goat.
“All right, you little animal,” he said, throwing off all his clothes, “now we shall see if you are really hungry.” Pineraide was now so hot and horny that he was barely able to see straight. His loins ached and it was impossible that his hard-on could get any stiffer.
Anybody who had seen him at that particular moment would have been reminded about the stories of those fierce heathens who used to satisfy their lusts upon innocent animals. The priest's eyes were bloodshot, his hands were trembling, veins stood out on his neck, and his muscles were visible as big knots on his belly, shoulders and back. He was a complete slave of his enormous, swollen member which stood out like a flagpole, red and quivering.
There are stories about the Turks who were suddenly in the grip of a horrible desire to vent their lusts. They would attack herds of peacefully grazing cows and treat the beasts as if they were conquered women. They even used their own horses and sometimes, so the stories go, there would be mighty warriors capable of satisfying a mare in heat.
Undoubtedly Father Pineraide would have been fully capable of satisfying any mare. Unfortunately, he was stuck with a tiny little goat. His only excuse was that, at this particular moment, nothing else was available to satisfy his burning flesh. The only question was, how to do it. No doubt, any of those wild Turks would simply have hamstrung the little beast and fucked it in the ass without bothering about whether it would kill the animal or not. But the good priest was tenderhearted. He also was a little bit more civilized.
He intended to find out if the thick, soft tongue of the little kid would really give him the pleasures he expected. He had heard a story, and this was a beautiful opportunity to check out its veracity. There was this monk who had found a little calf. He had dipped his prick in honey and the calf had sucked and licked him till he came. After that, the calf had licked his balls and asshole till he came again.
Pineraide had similar ideas, but, since he was in his bedroom, decided that he could be a little bit more civilized about the whole affair. He sprinkled some milk on his pubic hairs, sat down on his knees and steadied his hands against the bedpost. The milk slowly trickled down the shaft of his prick and collected at the tip. And it happened precisely as the shrewd priest had expected. The hungry little kid began to lick avidly, then sucked wildly.
Ooh, the delights were simply marvelous! Within two minutes he was about to faint and his legs could no longer bear him. He rolled on his side, groaning and moaning with pleasure. But, the little animal did not let go. Even though there was not a drop of milk left, it kept bucking and sucking. With a deep sigh, the priest came. Huge spurts of jism shot into the hungrily sucking animal which undoubtedly mistook the sticky liquid for extra rich and fortified milk. It kept on sucking. The good priest had spent so much that he laid limply on his bed. But he was forced to get up and shoo away the little animal. The pleasurable sensation had changed into one of pain. The beast continued to suck so ferociously that Pineraide's prick would have been a bloody stump if he had not thrown the goat out of his bedroom. The little kid gamboled happily in the back yard, while Father Pineraide stumbled satisfied back to his bed for a short nap.
But his prick was so sore and burning that he could not fall asleep. Soon his penis began to throb again and when he looked down, he saw that the limp member had begun to stretch.
“It's already half soft,” the angel of his conscience whispered in one ear.
“It's almost half hard again!” shouted the devil of carnal lust triumphantly into the other.
The good priest touched the tip of his prick with one finger.
“Ouch!” That was sensitive! But nevertheless, it seemed that the bold member was more than willing to get out of its state of half-heartedness. It proudly erected again, and the young priest said, “Oh, my darling. You have been so good today. I promise you that soon you shall have a nice, young and tender little girl to exercise your full powers as God has given them to you. Unfortunately, I don't know when that will be. But I hope it will be soon. Please have patience, my darling. She will be there, I promise you…”
The ringing of the doorbell cut short the good father's monologue.
“Who the devil could that be?” he asked.
Since he had no time to dress, he threw his cassock over his naked body, holding the folds together with one hand. Since he was still wearing his shoes and socks, it looked for all the world as if he were fully dressed.
Then he went to open the door.
And he jumped back with a little cry of surprise.
The person who had rung the doorbell was no one else but the young girl who had excited him so much.
“What! You! You?” whispered Father Pineraide, closing the door behind her.
“Yes… yes… dear father… I have come to you as soon as my mother left the house. I have a confession to make… I have committed a grave sin.”
“All right, my dear girl, come in here. I just happen to be alone at the moment, so I have all the time in the world to listen to your confession. I can give it my full and undivided attention.”
“But I am in a terrible hurry… I don't want my mother to find out… I also…”
“You can stay as long as you want. Now, come in here, please.”
And the priest pulled the young girl toward his bedroom.



CHAPTER IV. Little Theresa


The little girl hesitated a moment when she reached the doorstep of the priestly bedroom.
“Oh, my dear child, don't be afraid,” said the priest, “you are here in the presence of the Lord, the house is next to His sanctuary and His angels will protect you.”
The little girl entered. As a matter of fact, she seemed to be determined! Her eyes sparkled curiously, her cheeks were deep red, and her breasts heaved.
The priest was immediately aware of her situation. And she looked so pretty and appetizing, this fifteen-year-old child who was so naively trusting.
Father Pineraide sat down and pulled the little girl toward him. She tried to kneel in front of him.
“No, not that way!” exclaimed the priest. “That would be too tiresome for you. Here, just sit down upon my lap. It's really quite simple…”
“What? You want to…”
“But, why not? Aren't you my daughter? Am I not your father confessor? Well then? Is it so impossible for a father to listen to his daughter while she is sitting on his lap?”
“I… I don't think so.”
“Well, then, sit down!”
And he picked her up by the waist.
“There. Are you comfortable?”
“But, pastor… sorry, I mean to say, Father… I don't know what's happening to me. Your knee feels as if it is on fire… and your arm around my waist… it, it feels so strange. No, not your arm… I mean, it's me. It makes me feel so giddy.”
“That happens to be the sensation caused by the members of the Men of God, my dear child. It's nothing to worry about. The divine presence within us makes itself felt with this comfortable, warm glow. Relax and enjoy it. It happens to all of God's children that are touched by His priests. But now, my dear child, I am ready to hear your confession. Don't hesitate to tell me every little detail of the great sin you committed which made you run to the shelter of my protection. But first, what's your name… I mean, your first name?” Theresa…”
“That is a charming name. Very charming. I like that name very much. All right, Theresa, start talking… I am listening.”
“Oh, my Father… I…”
“Don't call me Father. That is no longer necessary…”
And, touching her breast, slowly squeezing a hardening little nipple, he whispered in her ear, “Call me… Anatole… that's my first name…”
“Oh, I would never dare… well, all right. It's like this… ah…”
“Anatole.”
“Ah… Anatole…”
“That's right.”
“For the first time in my life… I… I have… touched myself…”
“What do you mean by that?” asked the priest, whose prick was getting very hard because of the warm touch of Theresa's young buttocks.
“I mean,” the young girl went on, “that when you patted me on the cheek this morning, I began to feel so funny that I had to run upstairs, lock myself into my room and… well, as I said… I touched myself.”
“Where?”
“There!” said Theresa, pointing at the center of her lovely, young body.
“Ah! There!” the priest said, his eyes following the gaze of the young maiden. “I see… there… and, may I ask, with which finger?”
“This one, dear Father.”
“Anatole…”
“This one, Anatole,” the child said obediently, showing him her finger.
“Aah, that one!” Pineraide exclaimed. “I just have to kiss it, my child. It's the only way to absolve you from your sin.”
And his eager lips sucked at Theresa's finger.
“It must have been a terrible sin… I mean, it was a pretty nasty thing I did, wasn't it…?”
“A grave sin, yes; but definitely not nasty. Especially not if the dear Lord granted you favorable results.”
“What do you mean by 'favorable results'?”
“I mean, if God has permitted you to enjoy it.”
“Oh, did He ever! Oh, yes, I am sure… I mean… I must have been quaking for at least five minutes!”
“And is that the only grave sin you have ever committed in your entire life?”
“Yes.”
“You have never seen a man?”
“No, never.”
“Aha! You are still a virgin?”
“Yes, a virgin!”
“In that case I think you deserve forgiveness.”
“Are you going to give me absolution?”
“Yes, my… child… yes, dear, dear child… oh, yes, my love. You deserve a good absolution more than anyone else. Because, after all, isn't it my fault, too, that you have so gravely and uselessly sinned? But before I absolve you, before I impart God's good Grace upon your soul, I must convince myself that you are truly a virgin.”
“But how can you do that?”
“Ah, my dear child. A priest knows how to do that. God has given us for that purpose a second face.”
And he pulled the tender child closer to his broad chest, held her there firmly with one arm, his free hand unbuttoning her blouse.
“For the love of God, what are you doing?” cried the girl.
“The same thing someone once did for Mary Magdalene. I only want to make sure that the melons of the Archangel Gabriel are still in good condition.”
“Whose melons?”
“Yes! There they are! Your breasts… those charming, exciting little tits! Right there! Both of them! Ooh, God, how nice and tiny. And those nipples! Dear Lord in Heaven! They're ripe, full and firm, waiting to be plucked by your humble gardener… ooh, I want to kiss them, like this, and this and this… I could suck them and bite them and nibble those delicious little boobies forever and ever!”
The priest went wild, and Theresa let her head fall in a swoon against the good father's sturdy shoulder. He continued to tickle the tips of her tiny breasts with his hot tongue.
“Aah,” the young thing sighed, “your tongue burns like fire and… your hot breath… makes me feel… again… exactly like I felt this morning…”
Pineraide understood that it was no longer necessary to act his little game.
It was obvious that the young lady had come to see him for one purpose only. She was going to test his virility, and at the same time she wanted to enjoy the pleasures of love herself.
The smell of the virginal flesh made his head spin. He quickly lifted the skirt and petticoat of his young sinner.
The girl struggled only because good manners demanded that she do so. She sighed deeply and whispered, almost inaudibly, “Oh dear God and Saints in Heaven, help me.”
“Let's go on with the absolution,” the priest said, throwing the last garment on the floor.
And, since he now held the naked girl in his arms, he threw off his cassock, revealing his prick which seemed heavier, bigger and harder than it had ever been before.
“And that, my little daughter, is the holy water brush with which I shall sprinkle you.”
“That's a brush?” Theresa whispered, while she curiously looked at the big, twitching thing. “I don't see any hairs on it.”
“That is unimportant, my child; the main thing is that it is well equipped to sprinkle those penitents who want to be blessed.”
“Oh, please, please… bless me!” little Theresa exclaimed, throwing herself upon her knees, her hands imploring.
Father Pineraide began to laugh; he bent over the little girl and lifted her up high, light as a feather she was. He held her in his arms.
“You still haven't understood, have you, adorable creature. I am not going to sprinkle you the way you think. Do you believe that God has created a desirable body like yours just to be sprinkled with a few miserable drops of holy water? No, my dear, with seed and fucking… that was His intention. I am going to flood these tits, this body and that pussy, that divine cunt of yours with gobs of come. And this holy water brush… yes, this brush which God has entrusted to me to please all the female penitents of this town… is the magic wand which imparts to all courageous penitents heavenly delights and passion. It will bring joy to all those who are not afraid of its fury. In short, my dear child, you are beholding a prick without which mankind would die out and which is the natural staff which God has given to man to people this world and multiply.”
“Aah, such a holy water brush…” Theresa whispered. “I can feel it against my thighs. What are you going to do with it?”
“You will see in a minute,” groaned the priest in a paroxysm of passion, carrying the little girl toward his bed.
He put her down upon the edge of the bed, her little feet dangling freely. Then he knelt down and carefully spread the young girl's legs. She closed her eyes with a happy smile and let him do whatever he wanted. He looked at her tiny pussy which began to show a shadow of blonde hairs. It was very little, extremely tight, and the lips were firmly closed…
The priest, hesitantly, tried to worm one finger into it to see if he could penetrate.
But Theresa's outcry made him stop. “Ouch! You are hurting me… dear Anatole!”
Aha! A finger, a simple finger made her scream out in pain. No doubt, she was truly a virgin. But would his big prick be able to drill through that narrow little tunnel? The mere thought made the priest's hard-on painfully stiff. And to make the cunt which he desired so badly more pliable, the good father began to lick it. Slowly the lips parted, and the rosy knob inside became visible. He flicked his tongue against the little knob. Theresa groaned with pleasure and her hips began to undulate.
“Ooh, that feels marvelous,” she grunted, “please, don't stop. Go on, my dearest Anatole.”
“Yes,” answered the priest, jumping up from his kneeling position, “I will go on… hold on to me… the brush is beginning to work.”
He grabbed Theresa's legs and threw them across his shoulders, while he knelt on the edge of the bed. This, by the way, is a position made for deflowering a virgin. Then he took a firm hold of the young girl's buttocks and he maneuvered her so that her little moist hole was in a comfortable position. With technical perfection he brought the tip of his prick against the opening of her cunt and, holding on firmly to her tiny buttocks, he rammed his entire pole deeply into his little partner's belly with one violent jerk of his hips. The moment he had it in, he came.
Even though the penetration had been quick, the pain was terrible. The little girl felt as if her flesh had been torn apart, and she could still feel the warm trickle of blood. She could not hold back her tears, and Father Pineraide lapped them eagerly off her eyelids. He was stretched out on top of her and enjoyed feeling his big prick firmly embedded in her warm, soft hole.
Theresa had thrown her legs around his hips and she pressed herself closely against him. Slowly the pain ebbed away and the after-spasms of the priest's huge cock in her cunt gave her a new feeling which was sweet and indescribably delicious. She had stopped crying altogether and was exchanging fervent tongue kisses with the priest. She sighed again, with lust and desire, and began to wiggle her little behind back and forth. The rocking motions began to harden Pineraide's prick which was still deep inside her pussy. Suddenly Theresa threw her arms around his neck and began to shove her young body up and down, back and forth. Her body shook, and she screamed loudly, “Ooh… now… quick… deeper, my dearest Anatole. You have taken my cherry but now I want you to fuck me again! Please… please… I want to come… I want to come, just like Mother did last night… I want to come and scream and faint, just like Mama… please, screw me as hard and deep and long as you want!”
And she did come, the lucky little girl. Three times. As a matter of fact, the third time she came, the priest literally fucked the shit out of her and she plastered the bedsheet with a considerable pile of turds. That was the finale of the love bout. Father Pineraide had finally gotten firsthand carnal knowledge of the woman.
It gave him something to think about, though, and he came up with the following deep observation. With a man, the pleasure is not as sweet, not as long-lasting and, maybe, not as natural. However, it has one indisputable benefit. During the screwing, the asshole is thoroughly stopped up, and you don't have to be afraid of getting shit all over your bed.
There is something to say for that. What do you think?



CHAPTER V. Mother and Son


Barely ten minutes had gone by since Theresa left, her thighs still dripping with blood, when the doorbell rang again.
Just then, Pineraide was busy dipping his prick in cold water, because all the screwing of the day had made the tip a little bit sore.
“Goddamn it,” he mumbled, “who the hell can that be. They can go and fuck themselves, but I am not going to open that door.”
But the doorbell rang again, more insistent than the first time, and the poor priest was forced to throw his cassock over his naked body and rush to the front door.
Before him stood a young woman, thirty-two at the most, dressed in a morning coat, a little boy of three or four in her arms. The woman looked very appetizing. In a word, she was beautiful! She looked very much like the little Theresa but she was taller, stronger, and her features were more pronounced. Her bosom was simply marvelous. The huge, heavy tits shook up and down under her morning gown with every move she made. They were full and round, and the nipples jutted provocatively against the linen of her dress. Her face was clean, her forehead without a wrinkle, and her eyes were-like those of Theresa-clear and frank. The babe in her arms was sound asleep.
“What can I do for you, dear woman?” asked Father Pineraide.
“Father,” answered the young woman frankly, “I am Theresa's mother. Maybe you remember the little girl you noticed this morning. You were kind enough to pat her cheek. I was very flattered that you seemed to like my little daughter so much and I take the liberty to thank you in person for your kindness.”
“Madame, that is very nice of you. Would you like to come in? Maybe we could talk a little.”
The priest stepped back, inviting the young woman in. She did not have to be cajoled and soon she was, like her daughter before her, locked in the bedroom of our lustful young priest.
Pineraide observed her with the look of a true connoisseur and he began to like what he saw more and more. Thirty-two is just about the ideal age in the life of a woman. It is the age where passionate women have reached the peak of their capacity and utmost ability to enjoy whatever a man may ask of them. And she looked very passionate, this young, blonde woman. Her eyes betrayed her. The priest liked it very much. The big fold in front of his cassock betrayed him. He was getting a hard-on again.
Moreover, it would make his day! Wouldn't it be marvelous to fuck the mother after having deflowered the daughter. On the same day, and on the same bed? What could compare with that?
With that in mind, he offered the young woman a chair, and she sat down, the child still in her arms.
The priest stood in front of her. Only the cassock covered his naked frame. For a moment there was a deep silence. Theresa's mother looked curiously around the room and was happily surprised that it looked so comfortable. Then she saw the bed. She noticed that it was very untidy, the sheets and blankets rumpled, and she blushed slightly. Then one could see her nostrils flare when she deeply inhaled the intoxicating smell which permeated the room. It was, so to speak, the smell of tender flesh. Finally she began to speak.
“Maybe you think that I am rather bold,” she began, smiling demurely, “but… what else could I do? The moment I saw you, I liked your face and I said to myself that you were the father confessor I needed. And, since I have committed a grave sin, I decided to see you immediately and confess. Did I do wrong?”
“No, not at all… on the contrary,” answered the priest. “And to prove that you were right, I shall hear you immediately…”
“Father, I am terribly grateful.”
“The child in your arms must be uncomfortable. Why don't you put him on my bed? Your arms must be getting terribly tired.”
“You are right, father. Even though the little tyke still gets the breast, he can get awfully heavy at times. But I took him along anyway because you know how the neighbors are. I did not want to start any gossip by coming here alone…”
And she got up, carrying the child into the priestly bed. But the moment she started to move, the little brat woke up and began to scream. The young woman sat down again.
“Oh,” she said, “I know how I can get him quiet.”
She opened a button of her dress and out popped an enormous breast, snow white and bursting with milk. She stuck the nipple into the child's mouth, and the screaming stopped immediately.
“Madame,” said the priest whose member began to swell uncomfortably under his cassock, “you have one of the most beautiful breasts I have ever seen.”
“Haven't I?” the young woman answered with a smile. And she added, impishly, “The other one looks just like it.”
“I doubt that very much,” said the priest.
He came closer to Theresa's mother and said, “You told me that you had committed a grave sin.”
“Yes… oh, yes!”
“And what was the nature of that sin?”
Well, at least he did not beat around the bush.
The young woman looked up at the handsome priest who was standing in front of her, like a young Apollo. Then her eyes strayed toward the center of his cassock which seemed to be in a terrible uproar. Her voice quivered when she said, “Well… you see… it was like this… for the first time, I allowed my husband to stick it in from behind.”
“When was that?”
“Last night. And it hurt so much that I screamed and fainted.”
“I can believe that. Your husband must be very large.”
“What do you mean, Father? Large what?”
“Yes… oh… I mean… I was going to say… he must have a rather large… well, in short, he must have a well-developed prick.”
“I would not know. I have never seen anyone else's.'
“Is that really true?”
“Is that true! I swear it upon the head of my innocent little baby!”
“All right, all right… I believe you.”
“Thank you, Father. But could you please tell me the gravity of my sin. Wasn't it terribly sinful of me to allow my husband to take his pleasure that way?”
“My good woman, absolutely not.”
“Not!”
“You're damned right!”
“Do you truly believe that, Father?”
“I know it for a fact, and if I were married…”
“I beg your pardon?”
The priest could no longer contain himself, and he exploded. “I mean, you lovely woman, that if I were married, above all married to a delicious morsel like you, I would fuck my heart out night and day, screw you up front and from behind, bang you wherever I could stick it in, and I would shit upon hellfire and damnation. And I would like to add that I would consider myself blessed if I could stud you with a prick of considerable dimensions. Why don't you take a good look for yourself.”
And with those words, the priest flung open his cassock, showing himself naked to the young woman.
Theresa's mother had not expected this sudden exhibition and she gasped with delighted surprise.
“Oh, my dear God!” she exclaimed, examining the gigantic prick which powerfully jutted in front of her. “Oh, my dear God, that is a fantastic, fairy-tale prick you have on your belly… ooh, it's the most beautiful cock I have ever seen. Baptiste's weenie is a mere prank compared to this marvelous monster!”
“Who is Baptiste?”
“That's my husband.”
“And do you believe that this prick can stay quiet in front of these marvelous breasts upon which my eyes are feasting, and that it can resist the charming flesh which my hands are squeezing? Oh, no, my dearest lady. You have set me afire, and it is your duty to extinguish the flames of passion and lust that are devouring me…”
“Oh, yes,” she answered quickly, “I would be delighted… I… I wouldn't want anything else! Such a fantastic cock must be heavenly when it is shoved up my belly, But, unfortunately, my little one is in the way…”
“Oh, he is sleeping again; put him on the couch.”
The young woman hurried to follow the priest's advice, but as soon as the baby felt the pillow, he began to scream again. What were they going to do?
“Let him scream,” said the priest, “we can fuck anyway. Give him to me while you take off your clothes. When you are naked, I'll give him back to you.”
With a few quick movements the woman, who had become wild at the sight of the priest's gigantic prick, took off her clothes. And when she stood naked before him, he handed her the child which she suckled without shame. The priest looked at it with curiosity.
To be honest, the mother seemed a lot better than the daughter. But the priest did not want to lose much time in contemplation and comparison because he wanted to use his precious time for action. He pulled the woman upon his lap and began to caress her tickler. His mouth eagerly sucked the tit the baby boy wasn't using at the time.
“That's all fine and dandy,” the young woman said, “but I prefer to feel that marvelous cock stuck deep in my cunt…”
“Wait a while. Feel it first, caress it, and find out for yourself how hard and strong it is,” panted the priest.
Theresa's mother put her free hand upon the priest's prick and whispered hoarsely, “Oh, it's marvelous. It's a miracle. That thing must be at least ten inches. And it is so thick and warm!”
“Pet it a little bit…”
“Yes… yes… but please, please, don't come that way. I want you to squirt everything, everything you have deep into my hole. Oh, my God, I knew it the moment I laid eyes on you, that you would be the best stud in town… I could see it in your eyes… and that is the only reason I had to see you. Wasn't that nice of me?”
“Of course… just don't stop jacking me off…”
“But the little boy hampers me.”
“Throw him on the bed!”
“But what if he begins to cry?”
“Then we'll just have to let him cry… I just can't hold it up much longer. I am about to come.”
“So am I…”
“I've got to stick it in… quick… get rid of the brat…”
The young woman carried the child toward the bed, but she had barely time to put it down. The priest had grabbed her and thrown her on the floor. But this time he had to grapple with a strong and experienced partner. The young woman squirmed and bucked, threw herself sideways, retracted, pushing her cunt toward him; in short, she behaved like a wild tiger, intent upon enjoying her pleasure to the fullest extent. Then she pulled away again, fingering his asshole, squeezing his balls and her eager lips were sucking the tip of his bursting prick. The priest knew now what a woman is capable of doing when she is turned on by a gigantic, stiff cock. She finally let him stick it into her, and his knob and shaft disappeared into her warm, well-oiled cunt. It was the most delightful pleasure he had ever tasted.
They copulated madly on the floor for at least an hour, and Theresa's mother spasmed several times. The good priest, himself an athlete in the bedroom, began to have a deep respect for her. She was absolutely insatiable and could match every one of his wild desires.
Finally, she begged the priest to give her a moment's respite. He remembered her daughter's accident all too well and said, “The toilet is at the end of the hall, right next to my study.”
“Fine, but I have no intention to catch a cold. If you don't mind, I'll wear your cassock.” Pineraide showed his newfound mistress where to go, and returned quite naked to his bedroom.
He must have been possessed by the devil that day, because in spite of all his efforts, his prick was beginning to get hard again. When he came back into his bedroom, he saw the little boy had awakened and was sitting on the pillow, looking at him curiously.
“Mommie, Mommie,” the little boy began to whine.
“She is shitting,” grunted the priest, “and shut up, you little asshole.”
But the child, afraid of the priest's gruff voice, began to cry again.
“Oh, God, that's all I need,” groaned the priest, “the little bastard begins to howl again. I wish I had something I could stick in his mouth.”
The answer appeared to him in a flash.
“Hohoho! How would you like to suck my dick, little kiddie. Isn't that funny. Come on, give Uncle Anatole a blow job,” and he walked over to the bed, rubbing his prick against the little boy's face. “Here, take it. Suck! See what a nice big lollipop!”
Actually, the priest was quite surprised when the little brat stopped crying, and instead grabbed for the huge pole the priest offered him. The child laughed happily and began to play with the prick.
But no matter what he tried, the good father did not succeed in making the child do what the little goat had done so well.
When the priest finally realized that he was getting nowhere, he went into the pantry and dipped his dong in the strawberry jam. With triumphant smile he returned to the filthy little brat who eagerly began to suck the sweetened prick…
Soon the tickling of the little tongue began to show its effect. The priest's hard-on was considerable, and he began to get good and horny again. He was just about ready to grab the kid, turn him over on his stomach, and fuck him in the ass, when the mother returned from the toilet. She saw what was going on, and Father Pineraide was prepared for a terrible scene. However, the woman said very quietly, “No, let's not do that. You might hurt him. But, if you want to come in a fantastic burst of pleasure, I have an idea. Lift him up, high over your head, and stick your tongue in his butt. I'll kneel in front of you and lick off the rest of the strawberry jam. You'll see, it's divine.”
It was said and done! The little one balanced precariously in the air, and it was most likely for the first time that his little ass was cornholed by the eager, hot tongue of a priest. The tyke seemed to like it very much, because his little legs kicked lustily and he crowed with pleasure. Meanwhile, his mother had knelt down and was pumping the long, throbbing prick according to all the rules of the art. She was also masturbating herself furiously, and her free hand was expertly massaging the balls of Father Pineraide.
And just at the moment when the good priest could no longer hold back, coming with huge spurts into the mouth of Theresa's mother; just when Theresa's mother had her body racked with delicious spasms; just when the little brat reached the peak of his exuberance by farting in the face of Father Pineraide… just at that delicious moment of pure ecstasy, the door opened!
The old housekeeper had forgotten her cape. She looked, saw… screamed, and fainted.



CHAPTER VI. Resurrection


When Father Pineraide saw his old housekeeper faint, he lost his nerve, and he dropped the little boy. Fortunately, the brat landed upon the rumpled bed.
“Oh, for God's sake!” the priest exclaimed, “I am ruined. The old bitch is going to run into the village, blabber all over the place, and then she is going to the bishop to tell him what she has seen!”
And, drying his balls, he began to think about how to get himself out of this mess.
The young woman, on the other hand, did not seem in the least perturbed or confused. She dressed quickly, that is true, then took her little baby in her arms, and took her leave of the priest.
“I hope, Father, that it will not be the last time that I have had the opportunity to play with your beautiful dingaling. I hope to see you and that gorgeous cock of yours, soon again.”
“Yes, yes,” answered the priest, “but first I have to make sure that my housekeeper will keep her blabbermouth shut.”
Theresa's mother left, and Pineraide did not bother to show her to the door. The old housekeeper was still in a deep faint, stretched out full length on the carpet. The good Father Anatole bent over her and called her name repeatedly.
“Gertrud, Gertrud!”
The priest shook her. Miss Gertrud did not move. Her old body was limp and seemed lifeless.
“Well, now, I can't let her lie here on the carpet,” mused Pineraide, “that would be sort of inhumane. I'll just have to pick her up and put her on the bed.”
His strong arms picked her up as if she were light as a feather, and he carried her to his bed. The old lady seemed to be choking and thus it became necessary to loosen her corset. For this, he had to take off her dress and pull off her petticoats. He was pleasingly surprised when he noticed that her skin was soft and very white.
“I'll be damned,” he mumbled. “Who would have thought that the old hag still has so much desirable flesh on her body. I have only known her for two days, and I haven't really had a chance to get to know her. But it seems that the old dame deserves more credit than I gave her. She must be at least fifty years old, she could easily be my mother, and she looks very well preserved. Her face is wrinkled and ugly, but her tits sure have a lot of mileage left in them. Jesus, these old crones are full of weird surprises. I wonder if the rest of her is still useful… I'll take off the rest of her clothes. After all, I have good reason, because it seems to me that she is about to choke to death.”
And the priest began to undress his old housekeeper. He first wanted to take off her horrible corset, but that was not as easy as it seemed. He had to remove her dress which was difficult, because the old lady remained completely limp. When he had finally succeeded, he discovered that the rest of her clothing was rather skimpy. He had expected a lot of knit, warm underwear. Instead, he saw two milk-white breasts and well-rounded shoulders.
He began to regain some of his courage. His boldness began to excite him, and his curiosity spurred him on to divest the woman of the remainder of her clothing. He quickly pulled down her petticoats and stockings, and then he began the hard task of unhooking that terrible corset. All she wore now was a thin chemise. Having gone this far, the priest decided that he might as well go all the way. His housekeeper would be fighting mad anyway when she woke up.
So, after he had first tasted the delights of a young girl and a mature woman, after he had taken the cherry of a fifteen-year-old virgin and fucked a hot and willing mother, after he had seen a rosy, tight, barely hairy little pussy and also sampled a strong, well-trained cunt, after he had crawled over firm breasts, white thighs, squeezed hard nipples, licked navels, assholes and sucked the delightful cracks of mother and daughter, after he had even seriously contemplated buggering a three-year-old little boy, the priest was getting horny again upon contemplating the more than ripe, helplessly limp body of his fifty-year-old housekeeper. By God, it was true, the more he looked at her, the stiffer his cock became.
And the good Father Pineraide was not the man to let this marvelous chance slip by unused.
There she was, the old woman, stretched out mother-naked upon the bed, in a deep faint, and looking like an innocent newborn babe.
“This,” the priest mused, “was, of course, only in a manner of speaking.”
She was flat on her back, and she showed no intention of returning back to life. The priest called her once more, before he began his thorough examination.
“Miss Gertrud… Miss Gertrud, wake up! Don't you notice what I am doing?… no?… can you hear me at all?”
But Gertrud did not move. She was limp and lifeless, completely relaxed, and stark naked.
“Her heart is beating, her hands are warm… don't be afraid, old boy… I can examine her without fear. Let's begin with her face… She sure looks funny. Sallow, wrinkled skin and then suddenly that fair, white body… I could almost swear that she is looking at me; her eyes are half-open, and they look clear. They are actually friendly eyes, not mean at all. Pastor Duretron, who has kept her in his household for over fifteen years as his… ah… cousin, surely had no reason to complain… her mouth is no longer beautiful, and her lips are a little weak and slack… I bet the old Duretron has shoved his prick in between them rather often. That mouth is made to suck cock. A few little prickly hairs here and there, no teeth and soft gums. Oh, just that mouth gumming the tip of your prick must feel good. Seems to me the right pressure to make it last long. It must feel like fucking a chicken-the head wouldn't be bothered by sharp teeth… yes, yes, the mouth of a young girl is only there to be kissed and for tongue play, but for a delicious sucking nothing can beat the toothless mouth of an old woman…”
After he had thoroughly inspected Gertrud's head, the parson's eyes strayed downward. It's true, the old woman's dugs could not compare with Theresa's firm little boobies, nor with the huge tits of her mother, but they were not bad at all… still fairly firm, and the rosy tips were quite youthful. Probably because the old woman had never suckled a child. So, on his way down, the priest pressed a little kiss upon each of the rosy buds and, much to his surprise, they immediately became firm and stretched their little heads up high. A deep sigh escaped Gertrud's throat. But that was all. She remained lifeless as ever and did not regain her consciousness.
“That's a rather strange phenomenon,” said the priest, “here we have a case of a soul, obviously sound asleep, and a body which is, equally as obvious, quite awake. It quivers under my caresses, and it jerks when I squeeze it. Truly, God's creatures are strange and incomprehensible. We can but bless them.”
And, philosophizing to himself, the priest continued to stroke, kiss and caress the tips of Gertrud's breasts. His hands carefully cupped the big mounds and he licked alternately one nipple and then the other, enjoying the sight of them shrinking and jutting out again. He parted the twin globes to press a kiss upon the cleavage when he saw something that struck him momentarily dumb.
“I'll be damned,” he whispered, after he regained his composure. “So there is Gertrud's secret! A big tattoo! A priest, sitting on a chair, a woman who is being screwed in the behind and a masturbating guardian angel who is hovering over them. That surely must be old Duretron, shoving it up Miss Gertrud's ass. I can't believe my eyes. And that masturbating angel… it's almost sacrilege! It makes me horny, though…
“One thing is sure. My little secret is safe with Miss Gertrud. I caught her, so to speak, red-breasted. I doubt if she's ever going to give me any trouble…”
Quite at ease now, the priest leisurely continued his examination of the old woman's body. Finally he reached the point which interested him most, namely, her cunt. But Miss Gertrud's thighs were firmly closed and obscured what he wanted to see. He pulled them carefully apart which was not difficult at all. To his surprise he saw a beautiful, gray bush which looked like a snow landscape.
“Oh, that is wonderful!” exclaimed the priest. “By God, that was worth the trouble. I am glad to see this fifty-year-old hole. Now I can compare. First I had Theresa's little pussy with a few sparse golden hairs… spring. Then I enjoyed the mother's slit, covered with a golden forest… the summer! And now my housekeeper shows me wintertime! But what a pleasant winter. Truly, the old one has a twat that really makes me horny as hell!”
During his monologue, Pineraide had shoved his finger into the snowy bush and slowly his hand wandered into the grotto which was hidden by it. He found a yawning gap. His hand went farther, disappearing up to his wrist. A large tickler jumped playfully toward him.
Now the good Father no longer looked at Miss Gertrud's face. He was completely absorbed by the gray-haired cunt. This was good, because Miss Gertrud was having trouble not to blink her eyelids.
Pulled down by an invisible power, our pastor bowed his head deeper and deeper… soon his lips were a mere inch away from the seductively yawning cunt. He could no longer contain himself. His eager lips dove into the gray muff and he began to flick the big tickler with his tongue.
“Ooh, that feels so good,” Miss Gertrud suddenly whispered with a deep sigh.
“I gather the old sow has come to,” Pineraide said, without stopping, “and it seems that she is not mad at all. On the contrary, the old cunt is getting wider and slicker with every kiss and that tickler is almost as stiff as my hard-on. Now I would like to see what a fifty-year-old woman does when she comes…”
And the good priest worked diligently on his task. Suddenly, two hands grabbed the back of his head and tried to press him deeper and deeper. The old spinster began to twist and groan.
“Oooh… you are the best muff-diver I have ever had… Lord, you are soooo goooood… much better than Father… Duretron… he never licked as well as you do! Ooooh… aaah… And… it always… used to… take so long… ooh, please… be good to me… stick a finger… up my asshole… yes, yes… that's it. Fine… now, please, deeper… as far as you can… ooh! Good! Great! Please… start shoving it up and down… don't stop with your tongue… faster, oh, please, faster! Oh, God… I'm coming, I'm coming… oooh, I wish I had your prick in o my mouth… you wouldn't regret it!.. Oh, please, please, don't stop!
“Turn around slowly… that's it… ooh, how beautiful… what a marvelous prick… and sooo big! The stump of Father Duretron was a mere sausage compared to this beauty. And your balls; they're so nice and firm and hairy! Mmmmm… delicious… I am going to… aaah!” Gertrud's monologue was suddenly cut short, and with good reason.
The priest forgot completely about the age of his housekeeper. He devoured her pussy in a wild attack. He felt marvelous. There he was, his head between her thighs, his nose up the crack between her full buttocks, his lips pressed against her vagina, and his tongue flicking against her tickler. Her cunt twitched and spasmed, driving Father Pineraide out of his mind. On the other side, Miss Gertrud sucked his dick expertly, gumming the throbbing knob with her toothless mouth.
Obviously, dessert was served soon after this delicious dinner. Miss Gertrud came with a jolting spasm and at the same time the priest's loins began to twitch and his balls emptied their load into her mouth. The feeling was so overwhelmingly delicious that Father Pineraide completely forgot where his prick was hidden and he began to buck and ride, pounding wildly as if his cock was up a cunt, shoving his pole deeper and deeper into the throat of the poor woman. She was unable to get air, began to thrash wildly, and started to choke. Her thrashing made Father Pineraide so horny again that he began to ride her for a second time. His face buried deep in her twat, biting her tickler, shoving his finger high into her asshole, Anatole started his second screw. The shaft of his penis was buried deeply in Miss Gertrud's throat and the throbbing knob blocked off the air passage. The poor woman merely twitched… the cock of the priest pounded against her heart, and the inveterate fucker could only feel that his prick was solidly entombed in a warm, moist hole. He threw his full weight against the poor, ravished face of his housekeeper. His balls slammed so hard against her eyes that they were about to turn black and blue. One more deep shove, and Pineraide came to a rest. He was so excited that he did not realize that his partner had stopped participating. Suddenly, he had a brilliant idea…
He took leave of the tickler, pulled his tool out of the narrow passage, turned around and grabbed Gertrud around the waist. He turned her on her belly, because he did not want to look at the sallow, toothless face. Then he drilled without pity, grunting with pleasure, his big tool into her behind. He came almost immediately. He did not in the least feel sorry for the poor woman but instead he poked around in her behind for another ten minutes. His pole was still stiff and hard and he was trying to come again, for the third time.
He was so delighted that it took him a while before he realized that his housekeeper had stopped moving altogether.
“What? Don't tell me that you have had enough already… you poor old woman. Come on, show some courage… here we go again. Lift up a little bit and push your ass towards me… I promise that this is my last number…”
But Miss Gertrud did not answer. His entreaties fell on deaf ears. He implored again, but to no avail. On the contrary, her skin turned slack, and her arms and legs were stiffening… And her roomy asshole began to contract, getting narrower and narrower. The priest suddenly discovered that he was unable to pull out.
First he believed that the old woman had a new trick up her sleeve, and he was willing to comply. He pushed as hard as he could, straining his back and buttocks. His cock had been shoved up to the hilt. Then he discovered that they were so firmly locked together, as if he had put his prick in a vacuum cylinder. The hole kept contracting still more, and the priestly dick was firmly locked, notwithstanding the desperate struggles of its owner.
Now he begged Gertrud to stop her joking.
“Enough is enough!” he screamed. “Open up, you old bitch… you're squeezing my dong to a pulp… you're hurting me!.. please, Gertrud, have mercy… your ass feels like a thumb screw… stop it, I command you!”
And Father Pineraide grabbed Gertrud's head, turning it around so that she would face him. He thought he was going to have a heart attack at what he saw!
The sallow complexion of his housekeeper had changed to a yellowish green… her eyes were wide open, glazed, and staring into nothingness. Father Pineraide did not have to be told what had happened…
No doubt about it… she was as dead as a doornail. The priest wanted to jump out of his bed, but when he lifted himself, he took the poor woman with him. Her limp body was dangling at the end of his captive prick. They were exactly like two dogs who had finished a fucking bout.
The situation was terrible.
The priest tried at least a hundred times to free himself from his lifeless burden, but it was to no avail. His prick was united forever with the despicable behind of his lifeless housekeeper.
Cold sweat trickled down his temples…
Was he doomed to be united forever with this cadaver? And also… what would become of him, if he were ever found in this situation? It would be the scandal of the century! Nobody had surely ever seen a thing like this. What a terrible revenge of an asshole!
No, no! It just couldn't happen! Not to him!
And just as he was about to check the lifeless mass under him to make sure that she was dead, the doorbell rang.
The hairs on his neck stood on end.
The situation became more and more complicated.
What was he going to do?
It would be rather indecent to go and open the door, a dead housekeeper dangling at the end of his dong.
They rang for the second time. Now who could that be? Perhaps it was his superior, Father Duretron. That was who it must be. He suddenly remembered that he was supposed to have a conference with his superior that evening.
Father Pineraide almost lost his composure. Then, suddenly, a brilliant idea hit him…
“Hurrah,” he exclaimed, “I have been saved! Let's not wait…”
And he took the poor housekeeper in his arms, hoisted her off the bed, and dragged her into the dining room. He took the largest knife he could find, and prepared himself to slice open her behind.
With a few expert movements he made the first deep incisions, and suddenly he heard a strange hissing sound. It looked as if a big boil had burst open.
Finally, his prick was released. It was a poor, martyred dong, squeezed flat like a little sausage. But… it was free! The cut of the knife had another effect, too. Gertrud sighed deeply, opened her eyes, and regained consciousness.
“Aaah!” she exclaimed enthusiastically. “This bloodletting has saved me… I can finally breathe again!”
Though he was hilariously happy about the fortunate ending of his little adventure, the priest did not allow himself enough time to show his pleasure.
“Hurry,” he said to his housekeeper, while he began to dress himself, “put on your clothes, and open the door. Somebody rang the bell…”



CHAPTER VII. Georgette


It was not Monsignor Duretron who rang the doorbell.
It was Georgette. Georgette was a young, pleasant-looking brunette of barely eighteen who was very popular in town. As a matter of fact she was about to be crowned Queen of Virtue.
Gertrud was in a hurry, because she wanted to rinse out her ass. Moreover, she could barely walk. She quickly let Miss Georgette into the living room and asked her to wait for the priest to appear. She then stumbled up the stairs to her room and, with a deep sigh, stretched out upon her bed.
The priest was finishing his toilet, and he wondered what the girl might want from him. Gertrud had told him that a girl was waiting for him before she had crawled up the stairs toward her room. This time the priest was not excited at all. His fierce carnal lusts had been completely satisfied and he was totally incapable to perform the act of love in any manner whatsoever. Besides, his prick burned something awful. He had carefully examined it, and decided that it needed a few days' rest.
Nevertheless, the young priest was immensely satisfied with his one day's work.
Now he finally knew the woman, and his first struggles on the battlefield of love had shown him that many, untold pleasures were still awaiting him. He intended to possess every single woman in Motte-sur-Vy, except for the old ones, of course. Of those he had had more than his fill.
He put on his most peaceful face, crossed his arms over his chest, let his gaze become warm and mellow, and walked into the dining room to meet Miss Georgette. This time he was not going to give up his role as a good priest. Just before he entered the dining room he folded his hands, bowed his head. His steps were measured.
“You want to see me, my dear child,” he said with unctuous voice when he stood in front of Georgette.
“Yes, Monsignor, my grandmother advised me that you were the only one who could help me.”
“Please, go on… I am listening.”
And Father Pineraide sat down, his face severe and full of devoted attention.
“Monsignor,” Georgette said, “you probably don't know yet that I have been selected this year to become Queen of Virtue.”
“Is that so? No, my child, I did not know that. I am completely new here… But I do believe that I have already seen you.”
“Yes, Monsignor… I was lucky enough to be noticed by you… at the corner street, near the granary.”
“Ah, yes… now I remember. But didn't you wear your arm in a sling?”
“Yes, sir. But I took it off when Grandmother told me to visit you.”
“Are you injured?”
“Yes, I have a very bad finger. It hurts terribly, and I cannot do my work. You see, Monsignor, I am a laundress. And for three days now I have been unable to do anything.”
While she was telling of her plight, Georgette had taken her sore finger from under her apron.
The middle finger had been carefully wrapped in white linen. The girl unwrapped the sore finger and showed it to the priest.
“And,” the young girl continued, “the funny thing is that I don't even know what's wrong with me. That's why Grandmother, whom I support with my work, suggested to see you. 'Dear grandchild,' she said, 'if I were you, I would go and see the priest. He is a very learned man and he can probably tell you what's wrong with you.' That was a good suggestion, and-because you had such a nice and friendly face-I decided to come and see you at once.”
“You have done well, my child.”
“And especially since I have no desire to wear my arm in a sling when I am going to be crowned Queen of Virtue. Ooh! I would do anything for a cure… I don't care what it is I have to do for it!”
“You are very courageous. That is good. Now, please, allow me to examine your finger.”
The priest took the slender hand of the young girl. He looked at the delicate slim fingers of this tiny, white hand and wondered how it would feel if this hand tickled his balls. But he was determined to remain serious and touched Georgette's hand only with the tips of his fingers, examining the sore spot.
“And what is your name, my child?”
“Georgette, Monsignor…”
“A very pretty name. And how old are you?”
“I will be eighteen on St. Catherine's day.”
“And you want to become the Queen of Virtue?”
“Oh, yes, Monsignor!”
Pineraide sternly looked down upon the young girl, “And are you sure that you deserve this honor? Have you not betrayed the trust the others have placed in you?”
The young girl blushed, “Ooh, Monsignor!”
“You are aware that God knows everything. It would be a grave sin to mislead your neighbors.”
Georgette lowered her head. Her blush became deeper.
“You have never been touched?”
“Oh, no, Monsignor,” she whispered. “Never.”
“Good, good, I believe you. Anyway, if you have ever committed any sin whatsoever with a boy, you must immediately confess. Don't forget, dear child, God is goodness and forgiveness.”
“I know… but I assure you… I have really never…”
“Let's no longer talk about it.”
“Monsignor, what is it that makes my finger the way it is?”
“My dearest child, it is a very painful suffering. It's an inflammation of the nail.”
“Oh, dear God! An inflammation of the nail! And how long does it take before I am completely healthy again?”
“Two, three weeks… maybe a month… provided you follow the normal standard cure.”
“But then my finger will still be inflamed next week. And that's when I will be crowned Queen of Virtue!”
“That's right.”
“Ooh, how terrible!”
And poor Georgette was about to burst out in tears of sheer desperation. She looked really charming; her shoulders drooped slightly, her cheeks were blood red, and her little bosom heaved and quivered.
Father Pineraide looked at her, his eyelids half-closed… The child was so incredibly charming, so charming in fact that she gave him a brilliant idea. This idea would enable him to deflower this pretty maiden at leisure whenever and wherever he pleased. But, he would have to hurry, if his plans were to have effect.
He looked at the inflammation and saw that it was a mere matter of hours before the festering wound would disappear. Obviously he did not impart that knowledge to his young penitent. “Well,” he said, after a moment's hesitation, “perhaps there is a way to speed up the healing process.”
“Really? Oh, please, dear Monsignor… tell me, tell me… let me know, whatever it is…”
“It takes a certain amount of daring, I hardly dare tell you… even though it has been revealed to me by God Himself!”
“Oh, please, Monsignor, what is it?”
“I will tell you exactly how you can heal your finger in no time at all, but you must promise me that you will not be offended by my advice.”
“But, Monsignor, how could I possibly be so stupid as to be offended by a divine cure?”
“And furthermore, my child, don't forget that I am a Father who talks to his daughter and that all the words that come from the mouth of a priest are sanctioned by God!”
“I know that, dear Father.”
“Well then, my dear child, I will tell you what you must do. Tonight, when you have locked yourself into your little room and when you have made sure that nobody is watching you, you must undress yourself completely, so that you are fully naked.”
“My dear God in Heaven! I have to…”
“Yes, there is nothing we can do about that. After you have done this, and you are as dressed as our mother Eve, you must sit down upon the edge of your bed… oh, there is no reason to blush; everything I prescribe is quite natural and for your own good. Then, when you are seated at the edge of your bed, you must put each foot on a stool. The stools must be about three feet away from the bed and they must be about three feet away from each other. This is the correct position. Next, very carefully, you remove the bandage from your finger, as much as possible ignoring the pain which is caused by the devilish swelling and redness. And then you must…”
“What do I have to do next?”
“Then you must put it in!”
Father Pineraide stammered a little and fell silent.
“In what?” Georgette asked naively.
The priest believed that it was no longer necessary to act prudishly. With soft, quiet voice he said, “In the little slit, or rather in the blessed little hole which God has given to women to gather the seed of men in chastity. You must spread your thighs as wide as possible and then carefully, without haste, insert the sick part of your finger in the abode which God prepared for the male member. You must let your finger stay in it as long as possible, repeating the whole procedure about five or six times that night. I am sure that the inflammation and the pain will have disappeared completely by tomorrow morning.”
“I shall do exactly as you have told me, Mon-signor.”
“But promise me that you will tell no one about this divine cure.”
“I promise, Monsignor.”
“And now, my child, you may go.” Father Pineraide got up and with a slight nod of his head, he dismissed little Georgette.
“Oh, one moment,” he said, “before you go. As soon as the pain has disappeared I would like to know about it. Please, don't forget to tell me what happened. It would make me very happy to check the results of my divine cure personally.”
Georgette nodded agreement, and left the priest's home.
“My God,” murmured the priest. “Too bad that I have fucked my heart out today. I would have loved to hump this little girl and take away her cherry.”



CHAPTER VIII. Divine Ablution


Around ten o'clock the next morning the doorbell rang. It was a cheerful ring as if the person who was pulling the rope was very happy. Since the priest was alone on the ground floor-poor Gertrud still could not walk, let alone climb out of her bed-he looked out of the window to see who was there. He was, overjoyed when he saw Georgette who was waiting in front of his home with a happy smile on her face.
A fleeting sneer passed across his face and he thought, “Aha, I knew that my little plan would be successful…”
He quickly wrapped his index finger in the big white bandage which he had kept handy for the purpose, and pinned it against his chest so that it would be clearly visible. Then he went to open the front door.
Georgette was extremely happy… she practically ran into the house, danced for joy and exclaimed, “Aah, Monsignor, I am so terribly happy! The pain is gone, the inflammation broke open and drained completely… all thanks to your cure!”
“God has rewarded you for your faith, my child,” Pineraide sighed, pulling the girl into his bedroom. “You are happy, and that makes me very glad. Unfortunately I cannot say the same for myself.”
“What do you mean, Monsignor?”
“All I want to say,” answered the priest hypocritically, showing his bandaged finger, “is that my finger suddenly developed a severe and very painful inflammation around the nail. It happened all of a sudden in the middle of the night. It must have been because I touched your inflamed finger, and the disease germ must have clung to my skin!”
“Oh, then it is my fault?”
“No, no, my dear child. It is not your fault and you don't have to be so sad about it. Ooh, God, if I were only a woman, then I would not have to suffer very long…”
“Yes, that's true. All you need then is the same remedy I used.”
“But, unfortunately, I am a man, and therefore it's impossible.”
“That's true.”
“Oh, my child, if you would like to…”
“What, Monsignor?”
“Do me a great service…”
“What kind of service?”
“If you would allow me to stick my finger in… ah…”
Georgette blushed deep red.
“But, Monsignor, what are you thinking about?”
“There is nothing serious about it. And surely, God will be very grateful to you…”
“What? I should undress myself before you? I should stand naked in front of a man?”
“A priest of God is not a man, my child.”
“That is true. And, besides, I do not have the right to deny you your wish.”
“You will do it for me?”
“Yes… but under one condition: You must leave the room till I have undressed… otherwise I would die of shame.”
“All right. I will do that.”
“And you definitely cannot come in before I call you.”
“Surely, my child.”
“And, I would like to have your reassurance… I will still become the Queen of Virtue, Monsignor… this will not defile me?”
“Of course not, my child. On the contrary. The finger that I am going to insert into your body is actually God's finger, a hallowed finger. It blesses everything it touches.”
“Then it is all right. Would you please leave the room?”
The priest disappeared quickly into his dining room, and in no time at all had he taken off all his clothes, standing mother-naked in front of the buffet. He deemed it prudent, however, to put his cassock on to hide his nakedness.
Georgette also did not need much time to undress. The dear child firmly believed that she was about to perform a divinely inspired duty, and that her task was a saintly one. She was soon as naked as a newborn child. In this condition she laid down upon the priest's bed, exactly as she had done in her own room. She stood her feet upon two chairs and, to make it easier for the priest to insert his painful finger, she had put a pillow under her firm little buttocks. The chairs were as far apart as possible so that her thighs were spread wide open. After all those preliminaries she took her handkerchief, bound it before her eyes (like children who play Pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey), because she wanted to retain her virtue and did not want to see what was about to happen, and called out, “Monsignor, you can come in!”
“Here I am, my dear child,” answered Pineraide who had been breathlessly waiting on the other side of the door.
When he saw that the young girl had put a blinder before her eyes, the priest was overjoyed. He threw off his cassock and ran over to Georgette who obediently laid down on her back the moment she heard the door open.
The priest, who had had a very restful night and who had become exceedingly horny at the sight of this young, virginal female body, was getting an enormous hard-on. He took his dong in his hand and began to stroke Georgette's tickler with the mighty swollen knob of his prick…
“Ooh, Monsignor,” Georgette sighed, “I can feel your finger… but please, don't move it up and down… against my… against my… well, you know what I mean… I am beginning to get excited, and that is not good when one wants to become Queen of Virtue…”
“Naturally, my dearest child. I will not do it, if you don't want it. I merely did it so that my finger would not hurt you when I stick it in…”
“Are my legs spread wide enough?”
“Oh, yes… though… actually… yes, the opening of your little hole is very tight… Oh, well, I'll have to try nevertheless.”
And the priest put the tip of his prick expertly at the entrance of Georgette's virginal pussy.
“Ooh, aah… I can feel your finger again,” Georgette exclaimed, “but it is so thick and heavy!”
“That's because it is a man's finger…”
“Oh, yes, of course.”
“It is quite possible that it might hurt a little bit… you must excuse me if I am a little clumsy. But, being a priest and, naturally, un-. married, I lack certain experiences, if you know what I mean…”
“I will suffer gladly, if it consoles you.”
“God bless you, my child.”
And with an energetic push of his behind, Father Pineraide quickly sank his dong into the tight little hole, which literally fell to pieces under the gigantic onslaught.
“Oh, dear God in Heaven,” cried Georgette, “I have never felt such pain! Did you have to stick your finger in all the way… and without any warning?”
“Yes, my child. I had to do that. It's the only way for the cure to take effect. Now, let me move my finger back and forth a little bit… You do understand that it had to be healed in one session… unfortunately, you are not always around… there, you see… now I shove it in… now I pull it out… now I shove it in again, and now I pull it out…”
“It does not hurt so much any longer.”
“Now I push it to the right, now I shove it to the left, now I am twisting it in the middle… ooh, your natural warmth is beginning to work, I believe… could I push a little bit harder and quicker?… so… aaah… yes, that's it… ah!.. ah!..”
“I am sure it is doing you a lot of good… am I right?”
“I believe so… yes… I… I can feel the excitement… to the tips of my toes… I… I… Oooh, God!.. Aaah, sweet Jesus, holy Virgin Mary… please, please grant me that I can hold back… I… I can't hold it any longer… I… Jesus, Mary… I am coming… ooooh!”
While Pineraide was voluptuously crooning, Georgette exclaimed, deliriously happy, “Oh, Monsignor… I am sure that your boil, has burst… I can feel its warm discharge dearly inside my body!”
And while the abbot disappeared into the dining room to put on his cassock, she murmured sadly, “What a pity that the fluid came so quickly out of Monsignor's finger… I was about to come for the second time!”



CHAPTER IX. The Wisdom of Father Duretron


A few days after all the pleasant happenings, Monsignor Pineraide officially took on the duties of priest in Motte-sur-Vy. For the first time he put on his vestments and read Mass.
It was on a Monday, but nevertheless the church was filled to capacity. Obviously, most of them were women. Among the pious sheep in the front row was little Theresa, her mother, Miss Georgette (who was now officially Queen of Virtue), and to the side, in the half-darkness, the old housekeeper whose asshole was still sore as hell.
Aah! Now he was truly the Abbot Pineraide, but even in his priestly vestments it was clear that he was quite a stud. He bowed in all directions, mainly to show off his good figure and the strength of his body. Under his sacred vestments, it was easy to guess the enormous size of his male virility.
Most of the women, kneeling down to pray, felt their ticklers swell, their pussies moisten, and many a sigh was not meant for the Virgin Mary but a lustful desire to feel the enormous dong of the young priest deep in their bellies, pumping up and down till they would go out of their minds. Meanwhile they got their vicarious thrills from the mighty voice of their priest which rang like heavenly music through the church.
His victory was complete. When the Mass was finished, he had conquered every woman's heart, and entering their pussy or their asshole would merely be a matter of asking for it.
When he entered the vestry, the old Father Duretron was waiting for him. He said with a sarcastic sneer, “I'll give you good advice, my dear young friend. Don't overdo it, and prepare yourself for the worst. I have noticed the effect you have on the females of Motte-sur-Vy, and I feel sorry for you if your prick cannot live up to the veiled promises you have made.”
“Oh, that,” Pineraide answered lightheartedly. “As far as that is concerned I am sure I can deliver. Thank God I have a dong which is capable of satisfying even the most demanding connoisseur.”
“The better for you, my boy. Because all these bigoted bitches come to church for one purpose only. I have been here for almost twenty years, and during that time they have worn out at least two dozen priests. They were like you, young and strong, willing and horny. But, in no time at all these praying front seat cunts reduced them to old, gray men, incapable of getting a hard-on. And then, your usefulness as father confessor is over. I am the only one who has managed to stick it out, even though I have become noticeably weaker. But I have managed to hold in… besides, I don't give a damn about women; I can't stand cunts. I prefer little boys, they don't exhaust one so much…”
“Now, now! That depends. At the seminary I have cornholed all my comrades and believe me, many a time my loins and back ached and sometimes I couldn't walk straight for days.”
“Oh, I believe you, but I don't fuck assholes either.”
“You let yourself be sucked only?”
“Sometimes, yes… but what I like best is to have a little boy of about twelve to fourteen years stick his little peter in my ass. Oh, if you only knew how good that feels. To have the lithe, little body of a boy humping up and down your buttocks, and to feel that tiny little prick carefully disappear into your asshole. It doesn't tear you apart like the big hard-on of a man, but it just makes you horny enough to get a stiff prick yourself. And then, when the little boy's prick is all the way in, shuddering with pleasure, and when the boy's little hand begins to jack off-in the beginning you have to tell the little tykes that it is God's will, but soon they begin to ask for more-you experience a heavenly feeling, true delight. Try it, and you will see that I am right.”
“Thinking about it makes me drool already. Alas, I am afraid that it is more difficult to find little boys than it is to find women. They fall on their backs and open up their legs the moment they see me.”
“Pineraide, I cannot believe that you are that naive! You have right here more boys than you could possibly handle. Think of all the choir boys.”
“You are right; I had not thought about them.”
“Every single one of these boys has licked my balls, sucked my prick, and fucked me in the ass. Otherwise I would not allow them in the vestry.”
“And you have never put it in yourself?”
“Oh, no! I hate these shit holes. I have one other passion. I love to suck the little prick of one of these children. Quite often when I got fucked by one of these choir boys in the behind, I would be sucking the hard-on of one of the other boys… it tastes delicious. These young pricks, especially when they are still fresh and rosy, are a true delicacy. They smell delicious and are particularly exciting. And when they come… only a few little drops, of course… I swallow it. It makes me drunk with desire, nay, it almost drives me crazy with lust. Six to eight drops of come from a little boy are far superior to the best glass of Benedictine or Chartreuse.”
“That sounds like a medicine I have to try myself.”
“Oh, Pineraide, I can definitely recommend it. It is charming and pleasant, and it will give you a chance to recuperate from fucking all those women. And then there is something else, which is very important, and one of the reasons that I have my sex the way I just described. When I still fucked women, I noticed quite often that they did not come, even though I strained myself, using all my strength, bodily and mentally. And, when your partner does not come, the pleasure is only half there. Because, after all, it is far more pleasant to have sex and to notice that the woman you are fucking is coming one time after another. With a carnal coupling there are two feelings that have to be united to give the greatest pleasure to body and soul. And when you are working on a woman who remains as cold as a lump of dead flesh, you may get a physical satisfaction, but the mind remains unaffected. With little boys, however, this never happens. They come every time, and always at the proper moment. I think that is because between two members of the same sex, one can usually guess when the other is ready to come. And that immediately has as a result that the partner comes, too. The feelings are more intense, they are always mutual, and nobody is left hanging with an unsatisfied feeling!”
“What you are saying may be true, but as far as I am concerned, all the women I have fucked so far have come at least three or four times, and usually wound up begging me to stop because they were afraid to lose their minds forever. They have squirted till they were completely exhausted…”
“Oh, I don't deny that. It's very well possible, but that is because you are very young, and your prick stands at a moment's notice. But the time will come that you grow older, and then your prick will not be as hard as it used to be, and it will not stand up as quickly as you want it to. And then you will see what I mean… three-fourths of the time you will only get half a hard-on; you will come merely by poking around at the entrance of the cunt, trying to get in. And your beloved woman will make you feel like an impotent asshole. Nothing can be more vicious than a woman who has not been satisfied… and then you will, just like me, reach the point where you prefer the little choir boys, whose little, vibrating joysticks will stand up straight as a rod without any trouble at all.
“And since we are alone here, allow me to warn you against certain bigoted bitches who usually come to communion every day. I have fucked every single one of them, and I am sure that they will try and attack your dong at the first chance they get. Just don't waste your time and energy on them.
“First there is Madame Denis, the redhead. I am sure you must have noticed her when you celebrated Mass. She is tall and strong, and she was sitting near the aisle. Oh, I have seen her. Her eyes devoured you while she pretended to pray. I can guess what she prayed for: 'Oh, dear Father in Heaven, grant me the happiness to feel the dong of this young and strong priest in my hole. I will sing your praise for all eternity.' And I tell you, her asshole is so loose that you can stick in your fist up to your elbow without her even noticing it. And her cunt is so wide that a stallion could fuck her and she wouldn't even come. Besides, she stinks like a billy goat, and her sweat is so nauseating that you can only fuck her with the window open, even in the middle of the winter.
“And then I must tell you about Madame Chaufignard. She is an elegant, vivacious brunette with a soft, fleshy body and her hot, passionate eyes will not leave you in doubt as to what she is after. She was the one who constantly kneeled throughout the Mass.”
“Oh, that one. Yes, I have seen her.”
“Well, this female has a 'block,' and she can only come when you rub or lick her tickler. A miserable history. You can go miles out of your way without any results. Besides, you can never compete with that dog of hers.”
“With her dog?”
“Oh, of course, you could not have known that… Yes, I have given Madame Chaufignard the nickname, 'Doggiebride.' And I can also tell you why. I had been trying to fuck that woman for weeks, and had no success whatsoever. Spying on her, I noticed that she would go out every day to lover's lane, but she would select a time that nobody would be there. It is a rather lonely spot, a mile or so out of town. One day, I decided to go ahead of her, and I hid under some bushes, close to the tree where she always used to sit. I waited. Soon she appeared. Her eyes were half-closed, she gazed into the distance, in short, she behaved like a woman who is about to experience the delights of carnal pleasure. She carried her little dog, a miserable dachshund, a book and a little bag. Dog, book and bag undoubtedly had to mean something. The title of the book was, 'Sister Paloma, the Lesbian,' and the little bag was filled with whipped cream! She was about six feet away from me when she sat down. Obviously, she had no idea that I was hiding in the bushes. She was leaning against a tree and I could see the delightful outline of her delicious body. Then she lifted her skirts high above her knees, took a handful of whipped cream out of the bag, and began to rub it on the inside of her legs, the lips of her pussy, and the inside of her vagina. Then she opened the book about Sister Paloma, kissed her dachshund upon its snout and whispered, 'All right, Mamma's little sugar doll, quickly, clean up the little hole…' And the mutt disappeared quick as lightning under her skirts.
“A few moments went by; deep silence… it seemed as if the entire forest was asleep. Suddenly the lady cried out, 'Aaah, Oooh, Eeeek!'
“I could follow the entire scene. First, as if she were dying, I heard 'ah! ah!' then, shaking and quickly, 'oh! oh!' and finally, half unconscious and nervously, 'yes, oh yes… more, please, more… deeper, go deeper, quick, quicker.' Finally her thighs began to move slowly, then Madame Chaufignard's entire body began to spasm. Her head lolled from left to right, from right to left, her shoulders shuddered, her buttocks tried to bury themselves into the soft grass, and her heels drummed the rhythm of our national anthem!
“While she underwent these voluptuous cramps, Sister Paloma, the Lesbian, had fallen in the bushes. The beautiful woman opened her eyes a little and lifted them gratefully toward Heaven. Her face was as white as an altar candle, she was breathing deeply, beads of sweat dripped from her forehead and her entire body trembled. Leaning against the tree trunk, she passed out cold. The satisfied woman and her dachshund soon were sound asleep.”
“And you could watch that scene without raping her, or at least jacking off?”
“Yes, I could. When I saw this beautiful sinner tossing and twitching, I became so hot and horny, and I got such a tremendous hard-on that I could no longer contain myself and I came before I had had a chance to make my presence know. Of course, I needed a little time to recuperate myself, and I, too, fell asleep. But, when I woke up, the beautiful Madame Chaufignard had my prick between her lips…
“Our affair dates from that day, though I must admit that it is primarily platonic. I wanted to fuck her right then and there in lover's lane when I noticed that she was blocked…”
“That must be terrible for a woman with her temperament…”
“And do you know why she was kneeling down throughout the entire Mass, looking at you full of devotion?”
“No, I haven't the slightest idea.”
“That is because she had her little dog with her, sitting under her skirts, lapping the whipping cream she had stuffed in her cunt before she came to church. And, my dear friend, I can tell you that she came right during 'Lift up your souls!' ”
“I would have loved to be in the place of that little dog…”
“Then I want to mention Madame Josephine. She is a huge woman, has chestnut brown hair, is about thirty-five years old, and the wife of the mayor. I make a bet that she will be here tomorrow morning early to come to confession and she will try to show you as much of her ample bosom through the peephole in the confessional as she can. If you want to, she will be more than happy to give you a blow job through that hole. She is very good at it. The things she can do with her tongue are out of this world. Charming! I can recommend it! If I were you, I would try it. It is very pleasant to have such a charming woman lick around on the knob of your prick. But beware for her invitation. She wants to get you in her bed and she insists in getting fucked silly. Don't do it, be- o cause the moment you stick it in she shits all over the bed. Then she takes a hand full and smears it on your face. She does lick it off, though, but the whole business is disgusting. Just let her blow you through the hole in the confessional.
“The Baroness de Montauchibre is also one of those who will start a race for possession of your body. She is a good lay, but don't turn her over on her stomach to fuck her in the ass. She has the worst piles and bleeds constantly…
“Her best friend, the Countess de Salfessier, will try anything to see you in the nude. Again, I must warn you… don't do it! Don't even allow her to take your prick in her hand… she bites! I am not kidding you, it is an illness with her. Once she bit me so hard that I thought she had bitten the head off my dong. I had to wear a bandage for at least three weeks.
“There are quite a lot of whores here in this little town, and it would take me days to name them all. I must warn you for one more, namely the Marquise de Finrondin, She gave the syphilis to Father Dardenfeu, your predecessor.
“But now I must go. The gardener's little boy is going to fuck me in the ass and I don't want the little tyke to wait too long. Otherwise he will do it with his friends, and I wind up with nothing. I'll be seeing you!”
Father Duretron scratched his balls, a sure sign that he felt comfortable and happy, and disappeared in search for the gardener's little boy.



CHAPTER X. Menage a Trois


Father Duretron's story about the little boys who fucked him in the ass had made a deep impression upon Father Pineraide.
Indeed, it must be heavenly.
That night, when he took off his clothes to go to bed, he decided that he was going to try it himself as soon as the opportunity offered itself.
He did not have to wait long.
One day he had barely taken off his vestments, when two little choirboys came into the vestry to dress. Pineraide immediately decided to try out Duretron's claim.
He motioned the children to come closer.
“What's your name, little friend?”
“Henry, Monsignor.”
“Good, dear Henry, you may close the door…”
“You want me to lock it, right?”
“Yes…”
Little Henry began to smile.
“What are you laughing about?” asked the priest.
“I am not laughing, but I'll lock the door for you.” It was obvious that the little boy had had the same order quite frequently from Father Duretron. And, equally obvious, he expected something similar, which might account for his smile.
“And what is your name,” the priest asked the other boy.
“Celestin.”
“Celestin, that is a beautiful name… Well, Celestin, would you like to earn a couple of nickels?”
“Oh, yes, please! What do you want me to do?”
Father Pineraide took his prick out of his pants and showed it to the little choir boy. “I want you to caress it.”
“I would be happy to do that!” Celestin exclaimed. “And I do that for free!”
And he called out to his little friend, “Henry, oh, Henry! Come here and take a look. The prick of Monsignor is positively gorgeous!”
And Henry ran over quickly…
“Oooh! What a beauty! And look how thick it is! I make a bet that's because it is a new one. It's at least twice as big as the one of Father Duretron!”
“And look at those big balls! Aren't they beautiful?”
“May I caress them, Monsignor?”
“But, of course! Please, go ahead.”
“No, I want to tickle his balls!”
“But then I can kiss his prick!”
“Children, children, please… no quarreling, and hurry up!”
“But,” Celestin said, “if you would take off your pants, it would be so much easier.”
“And so much more beautiful,” added Henry. “Why don't we all undress, the three of us? It's only one o'clock… and nobody ever shows up for Vespers… we have time enough for a lot of fun.”
“Besides, if anybody shows up, we simply don't open the door.”
“You know, I have the idea that the two of you are a couple of little pigs…”
“Well now, Monsignor,” said little Henry, “we are only glad to see such a beautiful big prick.”
“All right then, let's take off our clothes.”
A few minutes later the three of them were mother naked.
“And now we want to take turns to caress this beautiful dong so that nobody will become jealous.”
“It's fine with me.”
The two boys bent over and took turns licking the balls of the priest and sucking his prick.
“Well, well, well, you boys,” said Father Pineraide, “you sure know how to do a good job.”
“That's because we like doing it,” answered Henry. “You know, it is quite some time ago that we have seen a beautiful, young piece of tail.”
“And what about the good Father Duretron?”
“Him? That old piece of shriveled meat? You could suck on it for hours and it would not even become half stiff…”
“Oh, yes, his is not like yours.”
“And yours tastes so good.”
“Now it's my turn again.”
“No, I want again.”
“Me too…”
“No, give it to me…”
“Hey, you boys… stop it! If you keep that up, I won't be able to hold in, and I'll come all over the place. And I don't want to come, yet… Wait, I have a better idea. I am going to suck your little pricks. Go, stand upon a chair. Then your pricks are about at the height of my mouth… so, yes, that's good. Now, stand close together, then I won't tire so quickly. See, Celestin's prick is bigger than Henry's.”
“But I am a year older, Monsignor.”
“And you have never fucked?”
“No.”
“Your little pricks are very pretty. First I want to taste them and then I want to smell them. Ah, look how stiff they get, and I am only breathing upon them. They are about as thick as my thumb… Now, I am going to lick them, one after the other, just like you have done to me. But I only do it to bring you in the proper mood… here we go: One, two… one, two… one, two… but don't come, yet…”
“I know,” little Henry said.
“I'll squeeze my buttocks together.”
“And now,” the priest exclaimed, “stay close together so that I can take both pricks in my mouth at the same time… yes… that's it… you two little pigs know precisely what I mean… oh, my God, I am getting so excited that I am afraid I can't hold in any longer… quick, come down from your chairs… let's begin our play!”
The two choir boys were already on the floor.
The priest put one on his back and stood over him, leaning on elbows and knees. He was in a sixty-nine position so that they could suck each other, and he held his ass toward the other choir boy.
“Ah, now I understand,” said Celestin who had been elected to play the role of the man. “I am supposed to stick mine into you?”
“Yes, and firm. It is the first time…”
“You will be satisfied, because the mere idea is driving me wild. But first I would like to lick you a little bit… ”
“Go right ahead…”
And the choir boy licked the ass and the balls of the priest. The priest had the prick of the other choir boy in his mouth, whereas the choir boy was sucking wildly on the priest's prick.
It was delicious, but the crisis was approaching.
“Now,” exclaimed the priest, “stick it in my ass, and when you feel that you have to come, be sure to tell us so that we can all come at the same time.”
Little Celestin did a perfect job. He positioned his prick in front of the priestly asshole and with one mighty shove he pushed it in up to the hilt.
It worked like a miracle.
The priest was muttering, “Oh! Jesus Christ. How divine… I would never have believed that it would be so delicious. Please, Henry, be careful. Don't let my prick slip out of your mouth…”
“No, Monsignor.”
“I am taking yours in my mouth again…”
“And I,” Celestin said, “I am in paradise. It's heavenly, and so nice and moist and warm… I can't hold in any longer, Monsignor… I am coming… I… I… can… oooh! I've come!”
“So did I,” said Henry.
“And I,” roared Pineraide.
For a full minute all one could hear was groaning and voluptuous grunting. There was not a little bit of semen left. Henry had swallowed Father Pineraide's entire load, the priest had done the same, discovering that little boys' balls are a true delicacy. And even the priest's ass was clean, simply because Celestin, the moment he had pulled out his prick, had sucked the come out of Pineraide's ass.
The day after the orgy in the vestry, Father Pineraide was surprised that nothing happened when he tried to take a leak. His prick was thick and swollen, felt sore to the touch and looked terrible. He went immediately to the outhouse, only to discover that he could not shit either.
He was obviously very disturbed, but hoped that nature would heal him. But no matter how patiently he waited, he could not piss and he could not shit.
On the contrary, a terrible pain spread through his body. It started with his asshole and his prick, spread through his loins and hips and it burned like fire. Soon he was unable to walk and had to take to his bed.
He notified Father Duretron who immediately came to Motte-sur-Vy, taking along a friend who was a medical specialist and upon whose discretion one could count…
This learned man first inspected the prick of Father Pineraide and then his behind. His face looked very severe.
“Too bad that this has to happen to you, my friend!”
“My God, what's the matter with me?” Pineraide asked, filled with fear.
“My poor friend, you have gonorrhea up front and syphilis in the behind.”
“Gonorrhea… and syphilis?”
“Yes, and it is very serious…”
“Oh, my God,” exclaimed Father Duretron, “I make a bet that you have fucked my old housekeeper in the ass…”
“Yes…”
“And you have allowed the little Celestin to cornhole you?”
“Yes…”
“Then, my friend, you are lost, because both of them are hopelessly diseased.”

And, unfortunately, Father Pineraide was lost. Forty-eight hours after the doctor's visit he died miserably in his bed, swearing and dooming all women and choir boys to everlasting hell.
He was buried secretly because he smelled so foul that the women in Motte-sur-Vy had to scrub their homes and streets with a solution of chlorine.
And this, dear readers, is the end of the story of Father Pineraide.
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