Bishop O'Brien

The Bishop lay on his back, slowly putting his memories in order, not quite sure where he was and unable to move. He realised he'd probably been drugged and paralysed so he might as well sort his mind out until his body was able to react. He could feel that he was lying on his back and his hands were underneath him in a rather uncomfortable way, but he couldn't move or do anything about it. His body was warm and seemed to be a wet, and if he listened he could hear sounds of surf on a beach and every now and then a wave would roll up his body, stopping at his waist before rolling back out to sea. 
He tried to remember how he came to be there but his brain decided to give him the oldest memories first. He remembered that day, when the police barged into his bedroom while he was in bed with a young girl. Well, she was 18 and she had given consent for him to sleep with her, he'd even had her write it down and sign it with witnesses because he didn't want any doubts about the legality of what he was doing. Unfortunately, the girl was his daughter. 
He hadn't meant to have sex with her, he had started having sex with her mother while Father John took the daughter, but he preferred the younger girls. Over the years, he had taken plenty of younger girls and didn't always worry about consent but this girl was not one of his novices, she was an outsider who had been brought up by her mother for 18 years, after she'd offered her body as a receptacle for a Child of the Church. 

He had willingly accepted the mothers body then, and again the previous night but when their daughter had begged Father John to take her in the arse while the Bishop stuck his cock in her cunt, he couldn't resist, and then when Father John had been called away on business, he had taken the girl to his bed, knowing she was his daughter, breaking the last taboo of the Church. He didn't care, this was his Church and he would do what he damn well pleased.

He was shocked when the police entered the bedroom, they should not have been allowed into the building without his permission, they paid security guards to look after that didn't they? Then he realised that Father John was with them, and that old hag who had been given that silly title – what was it – Grandmother of the Church. He never believed in women being an authority, the highest women in his Church were the Sisters of Mercy and they all answered directly to him. 

That didn't stop the police from dragging him out of bed naked and making him stand there while they searched the bedroom, finding his personal stash of drugs for use on the girls but they had nothing much against him.  He had drugged that bitch of an investigator and taken all the evidence of his worst sins, incest with a willing adult was hardly a major criminal activity.  Suddenly his heart missed a beat when he recalled he had taken her evidence, and given it to Father John and now Father John was here with the police pointing him out. He looked at Father John, who gave a cold look in return – cold but slightly triumphant. Bishop O'Brien suddenly realised he was in trouble.

They found an old bathrobe in one of his cupboards to cover his body as he was taken out to the police car, then at the police station it had to wait with all the common criminals until they were ready for him. Eventually he was led into an interview room to find the Church's solicitors were already sat talking to the detective who had dragged him from his bedroom. They seemed to have already reached an agreement and as he sat down the solicitor turned to him and told him to say nothing, the detective simply asked him his name and age and whether he admitted to being in bed with his own daughter. At the prompting of the solicitor, the Bishop simply replied yes to the final charge and the interview was over. 

He spent the night in a police cell, and next day was taken before the judge. She looked at him, asking the same questions and then proceeded through a list of girls that he was accused of raping in the past. She didn't ask about them individually, but when she got the end of the list she looked up at him and asked if he admitted raping those underage girls.  He didn't recognise most of the names on the list, but he knew that that bitch of an investigator would have evidence for any name she had put on that list and on the advice of his solicitor all he could do was plead guilty. 

At this point the solicitor spoke up.

“Your honour, I feel my client was not in a sane state of mind when he committed these crimes. He had come from a Roman Catholic background during the times when such events were accepted as perks of religious life, he himself was abused as a boy and had never been brought up properly to believe that women where human beings in their own right.  He was taught that sex is only for the purposes of having children and that it was not meant to be enjoyable, and unfortunately this led to a form of insanity. 
We plead with you not to put him in a prison where he would not receive treatment for his condition, we ask that you commit him to a secure hospital where we can treat him and teach him the errors of his ways.”

The judge looked at him and then at his solicitor before responding. "I will bear in mind what you say, I see the evidence you have presented contains a petition from the investigator and many of the victims, asking that he not be sent to prison for his crimes and I will certainly take this into account when it comes to trial. For now, I will send you to a secure hospital for a mental evaluation. I will see you again in a week."

With this, she stood up and walked out of the room. The Bishop spent the next week in a straitjacket, in a drugged condition, visited by a series of young women. He slowly realised these were the girls that he had raped and abused over the years; he recognised one in particular from about 10 years before. He had caught her doing something trivial and punished her by thrashing her around her head causing permanent scarring, nearly blinding her, and then he had raped her both front and back, repeatedly until she passed out. She had been 13 at the time, and he had seen her around the Church many times since then, she had become a personal favourite Father John. 

He thought Father John probably fucked her out of sympathy, probably in the dark so he didn't have to see her damaged face, at least that's what he would have done if he hadn't have so much choice elsewhere.

What he couldn't understand as the girls came through, day after day, hour after hour was the girls attitude. Some looked at him with contempt, others almost with pity, but their words with almost the same – that they forgave him, and they hoped the Church would show him mercy. 

His inner thoughts though were not about what they were saying, his inner thoughts were about how pretty each girl was, even 15 or 20 years after he had abused them, he had certainly known how to pick them. He wondered how many of them had had babies. Mostly girls have been in the Church, and the Church look after its orphans. He knew that many of these girls had nobody outside the Church which was why they were there in the first place, and the Church did not encourage close links with family – this was one of the reasons they had parted from the Roman Catholic Church in the first place, as Bishop O'Brien had his own thoughts on the place of the family in the future of humanity and he knew these were shared by Father John he knew all these goals but stay in the Church and live a happy and fulfilled life, and he had mixed feelings about passing responsibility onto Father John as he knew he could never get back into position of power in the Church, he was happy the Father John had his ideals for where the Church was going. By the end of the week, the Bishop was happy that it was time for him to disappear, and leave the Church to move on to the next phase of his life. The next meeting with the judge was over as quickly as the first, she formally committed to the care of that same secure hospital. This time though, the treatment was different. He was no longer kept in a straitjacket, he was now restrained on a bed, spreadeagled with the Rams pulled above his head and his legs spread to the bottom corners, strapped to the bed frame. He was given some drug which gave him a permanent direction, and then his bed was simply wheeled around into different parts of the hospital and he be left there for hours on end, naked and humiliated. He really did have a crock to be proud of, 9 1/2 inches and fat. Many of the female staff to find him on him, sometimes he would have to wants one riding his shaft, the other sat on his face suffocating him and only allowing him to the when you had given their buses are good-looking. He would usually come in the, sometimes two or three times, but is penis never went soft. Thanks to the drugs in his system, he found he could satisfy 10 or 15 people in a day.

The problem came at night, when he would be pushed away in the little corner somewhere so we didn't disturb the rest of the patients. After a long day fucking, you would generally sleep for a few hours, but then he would invariably awake with his cock and testicles warmer, often painfully so and he needed to come. Strapped to the bed, he couldn't move he couldn't touch himself, he can do anything to relieve, to relieve the pain. He would shout for the nurses, plead with them for the touch and sometimes the nurses would help him, while other nurses would simply force a gag into his mouth so that he didn't disturb the other patients. On the fourth or fifth night, shouting attracted the male nurse who came in to see what he wanted. He had in his day abused many a small boy, touching the little wink is and making them soak on his man-size cock, but you never had any sort of sexual intercourse with a full-grown man he found the thought opponent in the 1st to the male nurse was anything you can find a female nurse to look after this for me?

And why should I do something like that? If you want me to give you relief, you're going to have to give me relief first the man dropped his trousers and took off his shirt to reveal a firm body, black as ebony, a cock cock the compared favourably with the Bishop's own already semi erect in his hand. He climbed on the bed and shovelled up to present the Bishop with his election. "Now you be a good white boy and suck on this, and then we'll maybe see what we can do with that one of yours the bishop was terrified. It never not the man like this, and while he didn't consider himself to be a racist, this was the first black man he had ever seen this close-up. He realised that nearly all the girls he had raped had been whites, but that was just because it was the Roman Catholic Church in most knickers were Protestant. Purgative word slip through his brain within hardly noticing it, it was just the way he been brought up and if you used it allowed it would not have been meant to cause offence any more than the man now pressing his cock up against his lips are meant to cause offence by calling him a white boy. The nurse was kneeling above him, waiting for him to open his mouth. You also relief, or you want I come back in a couple of hours and we try this again

the Bishop realised he had no choice and opened his mouth

you have done this before?

The Bishop shook his head.

No teeth and try not to choke.

The Bishop put his head back and opened his mouth wide. The nurse turned round saw his facing the Bishop's feet and thrust is enormous cock into the Bishop's mouth, forcing his lips open and jamming the bishops windpipe with his fat black mate. The Bishop choked, gagged, tried to close his mouth for the nurse to state still feeling the muscles contracting around the end of his knob.

No teeth, he reminded the Bishop he held in place for another few seconds, then pulled back and started fucking the bishops mouth. After about 10 minutes there was no sign of the nurse coming, and it pulled out the bishops mouth.

You need more practice at that, white boy! For now though find another hole stop the nurse got off the bed, went down to the bottom and listened the bishops and calls and claim back on the bed lifted the bishops knees and put his legs for the Bishop legs over his shoulders, spitting on the bishops arse. The Bishop started panicking, whilst he had taken many girls this way he had never had anything inside his illness in this nurse had one hell of a car,.

You ever had one appear before?

No never and never had anything in their.

The nurse realised the impossibility of forcing his massive election into the bishops virgin arsehole, we once again jumped down off the bed and went off down the corridor, still naked and swinging his big dick from side to side. A few moments later he was back with a big tube of K where jelly, which he liberally spread around the bishops backdoor. He gently forced one well lubricated finger it through the muscle, work it around patiently, letting the Bishop get used to the feel. He deliberately reached in and pressed inside, and the Bishop let out a groan as his election tried to grow even bigger. The black man's lap.

Yes the white boy, this is what you've been missing.

The second finger joined the first, stretching the opening wider and then two fingers from the other hand looking the sides of the opening and pulling his ass cheeks apart. The Bishop could feel the muscles being stretched as he did his best to relax them, knowing that these four fingers were still less than the head of the cock which would be following shortly. He was actually starting to enjoy it, especially as the fingers would occasionally brush across that magic spot that seemed to inject yet more blood into his already swollen and painful penis. Eventually the nurse was ready, he withdrew his fingers give another squirt of cold jelly round the bishops arse, then a handful was slathered onto his cock and he started pushing forward. He was again lifted the bishops knees up on the shoulder so that his arse was raised off the bed, letting line is cock up with the waiting hall. He slid forwards in the Bishop could feel the head pressing against his home. Although outstretched, it needed stretch further to allow penetration I was suddenly painful for the Bishop is the 1st inch then. Stop, forcing inch after inch into the bishops Hall and the Bishop soon realised the head of this cock with the slimmest parts as his burning sphincter was stretched wider and wider. Eventually the nurse bottomed out, his balls bouncing on the bishops cheek, the bishops legs bent back so the nurse could look straight down into his eyes.

How does that feel white boy having a black cock up inside your cunt?

The Bishop shivered. He didn't know which was more exciting, the pain, the stimulation, the dominance, for the embarrassment. He had always been the dominant, he'd never question that he been in command yet here was a black man, taking his arse as if it was some girls pussy, dominating him – he could feel the swell of emotions and it suddenly realised he was going to come. The nurse pulled back a few inches and then thrust forward again and as he did a jet of the Bishop started coming, squirting Chisholm All Ordinaries on face,

E or riding cowboy

the bishops suddenly realised they had an audience. It appeared all the rest of the night staff were standing around watching him, and as the nurse pulled back and pushed forward again, another rope of spunk was shot from his penis straight down onto his face. This time, he added mouth opened and is on's bond landed in his mouth. It never tasted it before, he never went down on the girls the draped he simply abused them and left, so this was a first he'd ever discovered what his own sperm tasted like – and it wasn't too bad. He compared it with the taste of the nurses cock that had been thrust into his mouth, and he realised that his own tasted stubble scratch that that his own tasted stronger, slightly more salty. The nurse was still thrusting into his arse, each thrust creating a new string across his face and dripping onto his body. A few more thrusts and the nurse came hard into his bowel, the feeling of the cock in his rectum stretching expanding, stretching in the wider pushed him so far over the edge that the next thing he knew, his legs were once again spreadeagled and restrained to the bottom of the bed and he was left in a pool of his own come, leaking from both his cock and his arse.
By the next day, his longing returned. His cork was still still had proud, spreadeagled to the bed he could have nothing about it. A nurse came in, a young 13 as we have seen before. She walked up to him and casually grasped his cork, sliding her fingers up and down and making him harder, the pre-come dribbling out to cover her hands. She bent down and kissed the end of his cork, and then throatily asked if he would like some relief? He could hardly believe his luck, he was a pretty young girl seemed on the point of riding him.
She stood beside the bed and pulled her knickers down, picking them up and holding them to mouth her current into the crotch knickers. 

"Do you like that smell? Do you think you'll like the taste?" She climbed up on the bed, loving talking current against his cork, and just when he was expecting her to lie down and engulf him she shuffled further up the bed and knelt either side of his face, he could feel the dampness of the thighs on his cheeks and her current was inches above his face. "How many girls have you ever licked? You didn't did you, you just raped them?"

She settled down on his face, suffocating him. He comes top her, and instead attempt to get to move the tongue into her current started lapping feverishly. She writhed around a bit, and leaned forward they could get their regionals. He believed in, taking sent of her juices and hearts of all into his body, unable to stop it, if you wanted to believe it was the ethnic get. She started rubbing herself back and forth across his face, his tongue licking across her current clit, he knows acting like an innocent little penis testing into our sliding across to dip into her current before going back, now lubricated, to that once again against a tiny rosebud. He was morning, getting close to the point of coming, but she was touching him she wasn't wanking him she was nearing in the relief that he needed. He tried to beg, but couldn't. The couldn't move, with kneeling on his face he can do anything.
He carried on licking and sucking on her plate, and move forward to letting these he licked across her bested Tom gently inside her. He was getting quite excited about this, it never tasted before so this was a new experience for him, but he found he was enjoying it. The pressure in his balls was increasing, his cork was as hard as I she wouldn't touch him. She said she would relieve him but she wasn't. Maybe he can make a come she help him, as well. He increased his efforts, dredging her arse with his tongue as well as he could sliding is different on up through her rosebud she was squirming on him, her things were playing with her threat and then she was coming juice running down all over his chin and neck, into his mouth so he could taste it.
She herself up her leg over him, standing inside the bed. "Oh you good little boy, I think you are quite enjoying that the adventure. I think they found a new bishop in you. Now since visited the little boy and then turned time you, and then as long as you do what I say, I'll let you come. If you misbehave don't do as I say, you'll be back by and large tieback to the bed and leave you, unsatisfied friendly day. What you say?"

"Oh please, please, let me come. Do anything to me, I just need to come."

"Goodbye!" She could be talking to a little boy, or even a pet dog. She unfastened the restraints on his legs and then went round one hand." No touching!"

The Bishop muscles were tired after he been fighting against restraints so many days, it took him a few minutes of his hand was released to get his arms back down into recession feeling back into them. The nurse meanwhile was massaging his legs, her fingers working besides but never quite touching his cork. After a few minutes, she told him to get off the bed and get on his hands and knees on the floor. The floor was tiled, it was cold and hard against his needs but he did little. He wasn't quite sure how this was going to the satisfaction, but we had to trust business. He heard her something out the drawer behind them, and she walked up behind him resound to his face and put a blindfold on, pulling the elastic behind his head all in place. "I'm sure you'll enjoy this more if you can see what's happening" experience." The header moving around, and he thought he had here will footsteps. There was a bit of a draft as though the door is opened, he could feel it against his skin which seems especially sensitive. He wondered how many people was of the, how many people he would have to perform in front of, but he knew better than to ask. The nurse walked up behind him and pushing ankles apart, and came closer pushed his knees apart as well until they were well spread. His cork ball were now hanging down below him, his cork nearly horizontal, his balls to stand. He felt her gently lift his balls, separating them, she took one in and squeezed gently. He felt pressure against Uranus, and a lubricated finger slid inside. After yesterday, this was a small insertion, but he felt it move around inside him until she found what you're looking for. If you gently massaged his balls, her hand gently massaged his prostrate. He felt himself starting to come, when she squeezed hard and the intense pain from Chris Paul made's mate's orgasm. Before it really started. She released outside and found the other, before resuming stroking his prostrate. The pain quickly subsided to be replaced by pleasure administrations, and again just as he started to orgasm, it is scrotum started to tighten up, she squeezed. This time he gasped with the pain with frustration. "All you probable, do you really want to come?"

"Please please me come"

"then they fill it. Learn the words of the emotion you need and begged to be allowed to come."

You those words there was a parody of the words he had used so many girls has literally taken effect he had forced attentions on, making it seemed so they wanted him when really it was just a job talking. He almost recognised the voice, it wasn't the nurse it was one of the people in the room, some the studies left. Another voice is understood nearby joined in, this voice he did recognise, this was a voice of an older lady that it had in his bed just a week before. This was the voice of Angela.

"They feel it, begged to be allowed to come inside your own daughter, begged to be allowed to rape" girls, I think you should know Bishop that I wasn't your daughter you were caught in bed with. You never gave me a child all those years ago, and if you had I would never do back to you."

His heart jumped the news that it wasn't his his daughter who been caught in bed with, he wasn't guilty of incest, you could tell the judge that she may remain slim. They struck. It had been a setup. How many people are known that wasn't his daughter? And how many people in this room will deny ever heard of the hearing the woman say that? What was the people doing in his room, he was supposed to be in a secure hospital. How many patients are receiving this place? The staff seem to have a lot of time to let look after him, but seem to have memories from before, when he was in the semi drugged state, people previous life coming in and say never gave him. Was he really going mad? Or was this some form of punishment? Just didn't know. Continue really matter whether it was his genetic daughter? He thought somebody that he believed was his daughter, he happily taken her to bed, he happily committed incest spirit if not in fact. Did he really deserve to be forgiven? Another voice spoke up beside him "we know you are an evil man, but we forgive you. With a do this because father John has asked us to, because what you did in a way has helped the church, is given as a chance to move forwards, to become more human, to evolve."

"But were still going to punish you!" This was the voice of his nurse, still between his legs she pulled her finger out of his arse they felt to, "something called going in with them, he felt her finger slipping more easily inside as the third finger the forefinger joined them. They were pulling sides visuals apart, spreading it, stretching muscles. He could feel the pressure against his prostrate and his cork started jerking anything again when she stopped. She pulled her fingers out but before his arsehole could close, he felt something else centre. Something hard and thick, not Microsoft head of the male nurse yesterday, this was hard plastic? Metal maybe it felt warm but inflexible as it pushed into him, he couldn't resist, he couldn't stop it. It just kept stretching and pushing and forcing his way in. It's a massive, but bigger than the copied up there last night. He rubbed against his prostrate I felt himself coming. This time there was no pressure on his balls to stop him, he shot his comb all over the floor. The pressure on his arse didn't the resulting bottom out, he felt the nurses thighs pressing against the back of his and he realised she was using a strap on. She started pulling back and forth, masturbating herself on the stump at the end of the massive phallus that was in his arse. She will pull back a couple of inches, then force it back into. Her strokes grew longer and faster, as she rode to Rome climax, screaming her orgasm to the before pulling out and leaving an empty. He was embarrassed, humiliated squirting his comb all over the floor, arms and legs felt weak but he had been told he could move. He didn't want to collapse into the pool of come, he didn't think he had enough strength to stand up. Suddenly he felt something new sliding into him. This was softer, slimmer, it felt just like the cork that it in last night. He tensed his ass muscles applying pressure around this cork. It felt so much more comfortable than the plastic phallus, he was almost enjoying the feeling of it and he wanted to give it pleasure. Titan is as muscles to increase the fiction, again he felt prostrate being stimulated as the cork in his arms erupted totally bowels with come, he shot another load all over the floor. This time, his hands and legs gave way and he fell forward. The cork was pulled savagely from his arse, the last ejaculate still spraying the little-known cork landed on his arse on the backs of his likes is the front of his legs was based on come. He was left lying there is everybody walked out the door, leaving it open behind them. Last one out, the male nurse last night spoke to him. Just make sure you clean every last drop that mess off the floor before you leave this room."

Two hours later he looked out the door expecting to see a secure hospital. He cleaned the room as best he could, but although I don't all the covers every not sign of any cleaning materials, and in the end he understood what he would have expected from one of his girls. He got down on his hands and knees and licked. He couldn't do much with the come that are dried on the front of his body and he can really see how much towards on his back, he not had a shower today's, he had to use a bedpan rely on the nurses cleaning up, so he knew he was dirty but again there was nothing in room to clean himself. So now, he was looking for a shower and toilet.

There was nobody in the corridor, it wasn't very long and there were goals at either end. Big double doors one end will gladly let out while the dollar the other end was just a normal, hotel room door from the look of it. There are three other daughters on the far side of the corridor, and he stepped out he realised his was the middle of three on this side. None of them were marked, but if this was a secure hospital and surely one of these would be a bathroom. He started to have doubts that he really was a hospital, but he came out of the room next along to his right to try the door there. It was locked. He moved on to the door at the end of the corridor, the single door. He tried this but it was also marked. He worked back up the other side trying or three goals. They will look, we tried the last remaining door on his side of the room sat on his side of the corridor, and found it opened. There was a toilet and a small sink, but nothing else. He used the toilet within some toilet paper in the sink he tried to wipe himself down. There were no clothes for towels himself in an audition be paying him any attention, he wondered where everybody had gone. He tried a double door and into the corridor, expecting this to be locked as well surprised when the handle turned on the door opened a few centimetres. He peered out into a long corridor, long corridor that was vaguely familiar. It was virtually empty but he recognised the dress of the people walking up and down, the novices, the initiates, he could see a Sister of Mercy walking away from him. He was in the church. He realised that the whole of the last week he been in the church which meant the nurses, all the people that come to CM, there will playing a part. They were punishing him, humiliating him, getting her own back. He realised that his permanently erect penis was probably the effect of one of his own drugs, one that he been using for many years to make sure he could satisfy every virgin came along, one that normally only lasted a few hours had obviously been enhanced. He pushed the door open a little further, so he could look back the other way along the corridor there he saw the party of people walking towards him. He recognised the leader straight away, in his black robes, it was Father John. Behind him were to sisters of Mercy, they overturned so the white side was out, only the strip upgrade from left collarbone to right hip differentiating. He recognised one on the left, the very dark purple of the grandmother. The one on the right was bright purple, the colour hadn't seen for many years, and mother of Mercy. Where she can?

Behind these three, there was an initiate too. He vaguely recognised them as the low to to visit him over the next few months. The initiate with Lola, but when the state seen her she was only an office. She had been down to be initiated, he realised, the day he was arrested. He wondered who carried out her initiation, probably father John. The other two girls he seemed around, helping out around the church. He had a feeling they were spies for the sisters of Mercy, they always seem to know so much about what was going on.

But who was this mother of mercy? Another mercy have to be properly invited into the role, by the head of the church. This was his church, he invited nobody in to the role. How dare she wear that rope without his permission? He stood up straight and proud ready to demand an answer then realised that he was naked, dirty, that he was guilty of sins and crimes, that he had pleaded insanity in order to avoid prison. That he had been treated with his own drops, and that he been forgiven by people who had no right to demand forgiveness from. His indignation fought with his conscience, and his conscience won. As the group approached him, he found himself kneeling on the floor head bowed.

John, grandmother, mother of mercy I beg your forgiveness. I have done things which risked the destruction of the church, and I beg of you that any given penance and allowed to live my life in some out of the way corner, I'll try not to be a burden on the church any more.

Father John looked amazed. He been expecting to have to force the Bishop into the ship, he expected arguments but he realised the Bishop was already broken.
The Bishop five mother of mercy, can you Lola Scott the Bishop to dispatch, I'll send the girls down in a few minutes to get him ready."
The mother of mercy and Lola step forward, to him by the arms, helped him to his feet and started reading off down the corridor. He walked slowly, unsteadily, leaning on the two girls.

"Do you think you could also my hand, makes a little bit easier for me to walk?"

The mother of Mercy produced a key. Overall and removed his manacles, casually tossing them over his shoulder they posed for the moment what he massage the feelings back into his arms and then started off down the corridor again, slowly, in the middle. They were weaving a bit from side to side as they will as they moved down the corridor, and eventually he stopped, leaning against the wall and looking round. Apart from the three of them, there was nobody in the corridor and as he turned back, he tested hand against an otherwise unremarkable point on the wall. There was a soft click and wall panel moved slightly, backspace. The mother of mercy and Lola looked at him surprised but he suddenly burst into action, sticking stepping between them, he grabbed Lola's hair and pulled back the mother of mercy showed, grabbing her hair back of the neck, pushing both women towards the floor and dragging them through the new door. He swung the door closed behind them with his foot, pushed Lola to the ground and turned on the mother of mercy.

"So you thought you could just step in and take over did you? Are sure you who's in charge down here!" He ripped off her face mask and slapped hard across the cheek. He looked at her face, but didn't recognise it, this was somebody who had obviously been thought in from the outside. He growled down Lola "Stay there, don't move! If you do, your new mother of mercy will suffer! Not that she won't suffer if you do behave yourself of course." He ripped the mother of Mercy's role open, pushing down official shoulders and down her arms. He grabbed her phone and ripped it off her body, leaving wearing just her bra. He took the manacles over the shoulder and fastening them around her wrists in front of her body, then dragged the to the back of the room, that the chain between the manacles over the hook and winched up till her troubles were just touching the floor. He looked over. A bit older than he usually liked them, just a little bit on the plump side some nice muscles there. Younger than expected, she didn't look much older 30. A quiet type, she hadn't said anything the whole time you seen her, he thought that a bit strange for the mother of mercy – they were usually the bossy ones, but it teach this one her place before he finished with. Leaving alone for a few minutes, he turned his attention to Lola. Here was a girl he knew well, although I've never had the chance to fuck yet. She was wearing yellow, the initiates yellow, so you somebody had fucked. He liked taken a girl's virginity, he had sloppy seconds – he wanted the tight, backspace cunt of a virgin, preferably 14 or 15. He used to enjoy high boys as his, but these days you like to build up the anticipation. Give a girl the drug, touch of her and I will also until she was absolutely begging, juices cascading down her legs. Then take hard and fast. Shoot your coming to, or with a she has an orgasm your pressure that matters. She is just a receptacle, a dump for your come.

Breaking semi daydream, the Bishop realised that Lola was staring at him. He walked up to and grabbed her head, forcing it into his groin, spearing her mouth with his rock hard cock. He did know what they given them, that's lovely usually used only lasted our whereas his cock been hard for the last week. Starts about young girls who just made it worse, and he forced his cock into the back of Lola's throat and held their while she chalked and tried to cough it up, she was on the point of passing out when he eventually shot a load of come straight down her throat. It had even thrust into her, straight in a mouth and come. He did pull out before she passed out and J great gasping thefts. Heathrow back down onto the floor, turned away walked up to his control desk.

This was his secret sanctum, safe room, the place he will come to if ever the police got into the building. Of course there was a to giving warning please coming, time to get in near not get caught in bed with a fucking 18-year-old. Never mind, he was here now and he wasn't planning on leaving for a long time. He had food, he had water and he had hostages, he was sure he could do something with them. He turned on the bank of television screens in front of him and started looking at where people were. The little room he been locked up in for the last few days had no windows, no clock, he wasn't sure how long he been there or what time of day was outside. The corridor to be deserted, which meant it was probably the middle of the night or early morning. He glanced at the time displayed in the corner each monitor – or six or two early morning, the girl should be getting up. He flicked over one of the screens to find a bathroom; if you seconds later, he had five of the screens showing similar, empty bathrooms. Then the first of the girls started walking.

The girls were obviously straight out of bed, some wearing pyjamas, some just browse the knickers, the couple were totally naked. The first group to come through were about 16 or 17, they seem to be moving quite quickly. This was probably the kitchen staff on their way into make breakfast, so he wasn't expecting much action here. One point however he did. The motion for the moment and zoom in on one girl's face, before pressing a button and printing it off.

Within a few minutes first group moved out and there was another, with different group following on. Stop daydreaming the next group of girls came in, these were more has a mixed age with the younger girls going into some of the bathrooms, the rooms that did have the kitchen staff in earlier had fewer girls, older ones, in less of a hurry. They seem to enjoy touching each other's bodies, helping each other out of their pyjamas and browse and knickers, touching breasts, kissing and sucking. They all crowded into the showers together soaping each other up and going down on each other. Lola and the mother of mercy was staring at the video screens, wondering who else in the church knew about this room. It was clear that the whole church was booked. As the girls were enjoying themselves in the shower, the Bishop was idly skipping through other cameras to see what else was going on. The novices dormitories when out the jewel empty, initiates chest smaller rooms and some of these were still occupied. Some of the initiates were sharing a bed and father John and the Bishop spent a few seconds looking at each of these, his hand down his cock wanking viciously.

"Goddamnit! I need some girls!"

He stood up and walked over to the mother of mercy, pushing putting his hand between her thighs he rubbed her clit. Make her cunt.

"Try how video thigh muscles girl?"

He pulled down the winch control and lifted up another thought until she was just hanging by a hand. The pain in her wrists supported just by the manacles was intense, she grasped the change in the hands and tried to relieve the pressure on arrests as the Bishop manoeuvred the winch closer to the side of the room and then he lowered her down, separating her feet he tied a rope ankles, fell loosely so they were held about 6 inches apart and he held the middle-of-the-road while he lowered her down, event knees going either side of a triangular bar in the floor. He let go of the rope and pressed another button on the winch control. The triangular bar that is rising, lifted by rope fastened to either end. As it rose he forced a of mercy is legs apart and the Bishop grabbed her knees and pulled them apart viciously till the top edge of the triangle was grinding into her perineum. The back carried on rising and as the weight came off her arms, her body move forward and the triangle triangular bar started digging into her cunt, just grazing her clit. The rope around her ankles was resting over the top of the bar, keeping your knees bent and feet either side of the triangle. He stopped bar rising, then pushed her body forward. This pushed her weight onto her clit, causing pain she instinctively pulled her legs forwards which made the bar staff swinging. The Bishop just step back and watched as she tried to maintain her balance on the swinging bar, trying to stop too much pressure on delicate organs.

Do you like that idea?" The evil in the Bishop's voice was clear to both Lola run the mother of mercy. "How long do you think you could stand having that fest into your body?" Here is to hands up higher, taking the weight off a clit, letting her clamp her thighs either side of the bar. Then he dropped her hands again till they were on a level with her face, her thighs now clumped together holding her body away from the triangle apex, detecting care delicate sex from the heart wooden edge. The Bishop once again slid his finger across her cunt.

Just a little bit of moisture there, I'm sure will grow and lubricate your legs for you, make it harder for you to stay off the bar. Give you a bit more encouragement."

He picked up what looked like an old rucksack of the floor, fitted across her shoulders and strapped it all stop he picked up a couple of heavyweights and drop them into the bag. She leaned forwards to balance the weight, and realise that putting more strain on her thighs. She could feel the burn in her muscles, and she realised that now when muscles gave way and elect slid down the slopes of the triangle, it will be her cunt and clit would take all the way, the weight of her body and the weight in the back. The Bishop once again pushed her body forwards, this time well forwards making the vast range the long pendulum, her muscles having to keep compensating for the shift the balance. Around useless, the bend her elbows meaning she couldn't apply any forced keeper body of Christ.

Quotes I reckon that keep you going for about an hour, before your in absolute agony my darling. Lola, I have a job for you, your to go and find father John and telling to get himself down here with those two girls of his hand he looked a bunch of photographs it stuff earlier and pulled out picture of a 15 or 16-year-old, passing it over to Lola her. I don't think I've had the pleasure of her company before, and she has such a pretty face, a lovely mouth to bury my cock in and to hear screaming as I take a virginity. May she tell father John that I've got evidence here something the whole church down, so I'm gonna stay here, safe in the police and run this church the way supposed to be run."

He walked over to the door and opened his, almost throwing out into the corridor. He slammed the door again and Lola had to look closely to work out where it was. She could hardly make it out, pushing US she was in the corridor and set off quickly towards father John's office.

Inside the room, the Bishop watched her scurrying off and then leaving the camera set what she corridor outside, he walked over to the mother of mercy. He stared at her breasts, still encased in a bra – the boring sport there that left no sign or hint of nipple, he suddenly regretted leaving it on. With a hands manacled in front of her, it would be difficult to get it off but he could probably pull it up well out of the way he unfasten class the back of the till it was draped around her hands, her breasts now exposed, crinkling the cold air in the dungeon. He walked over to the side wall came back with a riding crop of nipple clamps with some weights. He once again raised her arms and she was the opportunity to pull herself up a little bit on the bar, to relieve the pressure on a clit cunt, backspace.

The Bishop saw her muscles tightening, lifting her breasts forking the tits out. He suddenly struck with a riding crop, hard on each nipple, and then again on the soft flesh on the inside her arms, the tense muscles making the pain more extreme. She suddenly relaxed arms, the sudden weight forcing the bar between her legs, cruising her labia clit. She felt a spurt of juice running down the world, down the inside of her thighs, lubricating it make it harder for her to stay up stop she quickly tends to muscles again to relieve the pressure the Bishop set about thrashing her tits and her arms. Once part her body with bright red, he took the nipple clamps and clamped one on each nipple, the weights hanging down really in front of. He tighten the clamps as hard as they would go, watching the pain in her face. He usually drugged girls before I put them on here, the drug changing the pain into pleasure – but this was meant as a punishment, this was meant to teachers she couldn't just step into his shoes. Women are only good for one thing, and is not leading the church. Suddenly there was something on the door and the Bishop of Dover a scammer, seen father of mercy four girls outside the door. He zoomed in on the youngest of them, looking at her pretty face and then pan down to her body. She was wearing the standard white novice uniform, her breasts clearly visible through the material. The Bishop picked up the microphone.

"I will the two older girls naked I will the calling in here the hands and knees. The young girl walking between them, I like dress, she seems so innocent. I think I take my time with her, I'll start by raping the other two are not let her lick the blood of the inside her thighs and sucked my cock to get it had a game between. But this is never go soft at the minute sure that the girls really enjoy how much I can pushing to them without ever going had without ever going soft. And then out of get the to all the girls to prepare the youngster for me, they can lick it to orgasm and then by tonic tits while I shut my cock into"

the Bishop suddenly went quiet, having been hit on the head by the mother of mercy. She stepped over and open the door, father John, Susan and Maggie stepped inside and the mother of mercy stepped out." I'd heard enough of that busted, now I know where you wanted to get rid of him"

Lola was comforting the younger girl, who is in tears. Should be nearly panicking when she had heard what the Bishop was expecting although, she just been called down some breakfast and hadn't on what was going on.

"I'm sorry Elizabeth, I didn't think you say that much. We have expect interest for anybody IQ, so we couldn't prepare you in advance with you at this place hidden away somewhere, but he was the only person who could get into it so had to let him think it escaped. As likely to meet sister Lucy, she is a new member of the church has registered tending to be the mother of mercy so could catch him. Sister Lucy bent down and put her arms around the girl, her manacled hands pulling Kermit into an embrace. Well done Elizabeth, and really sorry about that. Lola, did you can find the keys for the dam manacles? They should be somewhere in my dress."

Lola – into the room, searching through the discarded dress and found the keys for the manacles. She soon had them removed, just a sister of mercy what round the corner. Seeing the door of the room open and the group stood outside it, she folded back the top half of her dress to reveal purple stripe of the real mother of mercy. She hurried down the corridor, through lounge boulder, Sister Lucy and Elizabeth. "Oh thank God that worked. I'm sorry Elizabeth, we continue what was happening in case you didn't react right. After you stay here just limit, and I were going over the phone. I think you deserve day school for that, no dosing of that finisher breakfast here?"

"Actually mother of mercy, Lola and I have some unfinished business" saying this, Sister Lucy what back into the hidden room, grab the Bishop by the rest, twisted behind his back and dragged out the room stop he was still woozy from the belts given him on the back of his head,

"how did you do that?"

"You shouldn't have left my arms up, that meant I could lift my legs and stand on the bar, and then just get the manacles of the hook on the winch. I jumped down and you were that engrossed in your vivid imagination could have a herd of elephants going through that room never have noticed"

she dragged him off down the corridor, both of them still naked. There were a few more people around now, but nobody got in the way of this rather butch looking woman dragging a naked man along. Out of his robes, nobody recognised the Bishop, especially not as this whimpering old man and dragged along the corridor. Lola run on ahead get door open, and this soon had in manacles, spreadeagled on the mattress dispatch. It sends only along later to deal with them. In the meantime, they just leaving with his imagination 40 been planning for the girl.

…

After that he could remember Fay much, he could remember the sister of mercy all in white, injecting him with something, anything remembered being let into the bathroom and having if they have anybody removed being given an enema before being returned to the mattress, that showered him shaving very carefully did not been allowed to orgasm. The thought earlier against massive hard on his balls were spreadeagled he was there was nothing I could do about it.

Later on, they gave another injection which paralysed him, and then there put him into a coffin. They got covered with a sheet, and then realised they made a tent so that forces cock down between his legs and pushed was awarded across to hold it down, it felt like his balls were being ripped off with the lease the sheet hosted flat. Paralysed, he could roughly nothing we balls were still creating's come, getting more more painful. He could remember the coffin lid being close, and I was pretty well all the could remember. He knew it was a two-day trip to the island, but he can remember anything about that. Of course he was on the island, he'd been disappeared. He was probably the only man on this island with hundred odd women. That didn't sound too bad.

He eventually felt ready to sit up, around and see what was going on he tried for his hand out to push himself up and discover the hands were manacled still behind his back. What? He managed to roll over onto his side, but he couldn't stand. He couldn't even sit on the, he needed his hand to put himself up and he couldn't use his hands.

"Bishop O'Brien?

He must have dozed off. He opened his eyes and there stood before him Sister Grace, completely naked, her hair just a very's short a on ahead pussy. Sister Grace, my pleased to see you. Can you get these manacles of?"

"I'm sorry Bishop, we do have a key only tools that we can use. I dosing the bill to help you know it all, I think you just have to keep on for now. Don't worry though, will look after your information that"

he heard a giggle behind, and hence came down to hold shoulders, to help him set up and then to lift him he was stored. After being unconscious paralysed for so long, his legs were weak and shaky and he leaned against the women for the little while. He looked at them, but didn't recognise them. They in turn were looking at him, maybe not much him as his election, he realised that the women on this island hand see man, had had sex long since been here. He knew something that had been here for three years, and haven't been addressed and have anything man-made, hadn't had a man in all that time. One of the women knelt in front of him started worshipping his cock she pulled back his foreskin,… Of fondled walls and sucked it deep into her mouth. She pulled back ahead looked up the Bishop, one hand holding the cock and the other counties balls.
