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Author’s Reminder:  Don’t forget that inquiring authors want to know -- what did you think?  So when you’re done, put your fingers to a  dried-off, cleaned-up keyboard and start by typing:  dr_harris_81@hotmail.com.

DISCLAIMER:  Some folks apparently have trouble distinguishing between fantasy and reality.  This story is a fantasy.  It didn’t happen.  Never will.  And anyone who attempts to do in real life all or any of the things depicted in the story needs to be hanged, then drawn and quartered, and then turned over to the cops for the harshest penalties the law allows. After that, well, hopefully everything Law and Order and the news say is true about child molesters in prison, is really true.  Now that we’re clear on what’s what, and what’s not, read on.
SPECIAL NOTE:  The Atlanta Pervert (our good friend TAP) has done it again. Or rather, he did it a while back, and I’m just now getting around to sharing.  TAP, you see, has a “thing” for priests and boys, well, okay, he’s got a “thing” for preachers and boys, too, especially the really righteous family values types.  Hmm. I’ve never asked, but I suspect he has a “thing” for ayatollahs getting themselves some hot tight Arab kid cunt as well.
Anyway, he wrote a story consisting of emails between two pedo priests, which I’ve jacked and cum to many times. And recently, that gave me the idea for this group of stories.  Sort of a religious companion to the Tales of a Pair of Pedos. This is the “set-up,” if you will, for the series. You’ll get to make a cummy mess of yourself, your keyboard, your jock, whatever, with TAP’s pedo priests in the first confession.
PEDO PRIEST CONFESSION COLLECTION 01
Unfortunately, the situation with Fathers Turner and Burrell falls within the parameters of the never-to-be-sufficiently damned court order.  The printout of these emails constitutes a written record, available to the Church, in which there is an unequivocal admission by a priest of one or more acts of child molestation, and about which the Church did nothing other than to transfer the “guilty” priest to another parish.
James Turner and Roger Burrell have been *very* close friends since their seminary days, back when James was twenty and Roger was twenty-one. James is now thirty-nine, Roger is forty.  James is of working class Chicago Irish extraction - dark, hairy, stocky, with a broken nose from a college rugby injury.  Roger Burrell is the scion of an aristocratic Boston family with the preppy blond looks to match, though both are beginning to slightly grey.  

They believed these emails were being sent and received over a very secure and confidential service; they used clever and lengthy passwords to protect themselves. While generally speaking the security and confidentiality was true, it was utterly false with respect to the Church.  When Holy Mother Church wants to know something about her pedophile priests, she finds out. And since the Church owns the ISP (through many, many layers of companies and lawyers), ultimate control resides in Rome with us, il fantasma tre cardinali. The three ghost cardinals.
************
Date: 12 May 2003
From: Jim Turner

To: Roger Burrell

Subject: Move

Hey bro,

Finally made it here to Hicksville, Arkansas after the last 13 hour stretch of driving.  Miss your kid-loving faggot dick already, man.  It’s been three days of celibacy here and my balls fucking ache.  Almost hooked up with this trucker who was travelling with his son at the last rest-stop but then this cop cruiser pulled in and I kinda lost my nerve.  Been kinda jittery of late.

Still, could be worse, I suppose.  Could be in the fucking pen.  Was mighty nice of the Bish and the diocese to hush up the fact that the stupid cleaner found me with my pedo cock buried up that little O’Sullivan boy.

House seems nice.  Hope to figure out the church and parish set up this week.  Don’t think they’ve been told the particulars of my transfer really...LOL.

Gonna frig my hairy ass in bed tonight thinking of your hot throbber and all our years of nasty fun together.  Oh, and if you’re missing the those light blue boxer briefs you wore at my going-away fuck-party, I got them.  All soaked through with our double cum in Mikey Jennings’ little pussy hole and his daddy’s piss.  Needed a little memento.

Love ya, buddy.  Stay horny.

+Jim

*************

Date: 14 May 2003
From: Roger Burrell

To: Jim Turner

Subject: Re: Move

Hello buddy,

Glad you made it there ok.  Hicksville...LOL.  Surely it can’t be that bad?  And as you say, it could be worse.  Good thing that cleaner bitch was an illegal Mexican and the Bishop managed to get her picked up and deported before things could spiral out of control.  Jeez, I never heard such babbling and shrieking when she burst into my office to tell me she’d seen you pounding your fat 8” into young Donny’s plump little ass!

Dan O’ Sullivan and his boy came to see me today.  Apparently, the little kid really had kept your secret very well!  His dad was a little puzzled that you had left so abruptly at the end of last month.  Little Donny, apparently, keeps asking why he can’t have personal religion classes with you any more.  We were sitting out back on the porch of the Rector’s house and I swear all I could look at were Dan’s big, powerful, hairy legs escaping from his shorts.  I had such a freakin’ bone in my pants, not least because slutty little Donny kept bouncing his 8 y/o ass on his daddy’s lap.  The way Dan kept asking about his boy and you, though, I thought he had started making some guesses, but he didn’t seem particularly upset.  Like I said, just puzzled.  
Finally, after much innuendo and beating around the bush, we both suddenly had a moment of clarity.  He confessed what you’ve always suspected.  Donny’s been using his sweet little mouth to get his daddy’s big, smelly, dripping cock off every day since he was about 4!  By this time, we were both fucking horny as goats and little Donny ended up on the receiving end of both our fat baby makers.  Right as I was about to breed Donny’s hot, tight pussy, Dan came around the back of me and put his arms around me and whispered these exact words into my ears: “I love that you’re a pedo, Father Burrell, but mostly, I fucking love that you’re a fag!” and he started spraying his warm piss between our sandwiched bodies.  I absolved his sins before he left.

Dan thinks it’s too bad that you had to leave over this.  He’s gonna bring his boy up to visit you in the summer when school is out. It’s an act of Christian charity.  LOL.  Besides, he’s really horny to spear your priestly cunt as payback since you copped his little boy’s ass cherry!

Everyone here at St. Sebastian’s misses you and sends you their love and best wishes, especially the members of our special Thursday evening prayer group.  I’m attaching a picture of the Jonas family, our newest parishioners.  Carl Jonas’s young teen lads are both going to be stars on our soccer team, coach Wade tells me.  I’ve got to get my hands on those boys!

Let me know how you’re settling in.  Enjoy those briefs.  And, I hope for your sake, that all those stereotypes about hick families in the South are true!

Love ya too, buddy.  Take care.

+Roger

*************

Date: 22 May 2003
From: Jim Turner

To: Roger Burrell

Subject: Hey!

Hey babe,

Sorry, it’s taken me a few days to get back to you.  New parish, hectic week, etc.  Actually, the set-up here at Ss Cosma & Damian is quite good.  Big enough congregation for a comfortable church, but not too big.  Nice, newish building.  The priests’ house is definitely nice and comfortable.  I’m the only priest at the moment, but I believe we’re acquiring a new trainee Assistant Curate from the Louisiana diocese on his first practicum.

We’re not big enough for a school - too fucking bad!  I’m definitely gonna miss all that tasty boy bait running around the place.  But apparently we do have a couple of very dedicated youth groups run by volunteers.  And a thriving Sunday school, so alea non est jacta.  Gonna have to start sniffing around these volunteers and seeing if there’s any like minded pedos I can hook up with.  All this solo jerking off is very frustrating.  Reminds me of seminary days before I met you at the end of first term and Father Stephens initiated us into the world of priest sex.

Okay.  There was a pause right there that you didn’t see.  All of the above was yesterday. I got interrupted and just saved without sending.
I’m still planning on sniffing around those volunteers (always a fun thing to do), but may already have found a pedo pal.
After the “crisis” (a cat fight in the ladies’ auxiliary about who was going to do the flowers for Sunday), I had a long meeting with our parish accountant.  Apparently, we’re in decent financial shape, too.  We met at his house since he had to look after the kids with his wife being away for work.  Martin Knight is exactly our kind of dude, man, at least physically!  Big, beefy, reddish blond, mid-30’s stud.  Played some football in high school and college.  I can tell you, I was pretty much salivating the whole time I was there.  And not least because his two little boys were running around in their fucking underwear!  
Very sweet and eminently fuckable little boylets aged 4 and 7.  7 y/o Kenny is just getting ready for his first communion - that’s my first big event too.  Apparently, old Fr. Jervase was gearing up to this when he popped his clogs a few weeks ago.  Martin is very proud of young Kenny and he called him over to recite his prayers for me.
I was on the couch, Martin was in an armchair directly opposite, sitting up straight, legs spread, and bro, I gotta tell ya, those slacks were straining around some fucking bulge alright. Half naked, sweet, shy Kenny stood between his daddy’s legs, Martin’s big hands wrapped around the boy’s upper arms, the backs covered with thick reddish-blond hair. I could tell the thumbs were massaging the boy’s bare back flesh.
And while the kid was reciting and daddy was rubbing, you shoulda seen those boy titties get hard.  Bro, they’re just the kind we like. Miniature Hershey’s kisses, only dusky pink, so goddamn lickable.  And a stiffie!  No way to hide it at all, the undies were so tight. Not very big. More like a three or four year old’s dickie. Just like us sickos like, huh?
Man, I tell you, I had to adjust my fucking hard-on at least a couple of times right there. Which is pretty hard to be fucking subtle about when you’re on one of these big old soft couches that you sorta just sink into. I mean, my dick was nicely curled down in my briefs, ‘cause as we know, you don’t go commando unless you know for sure you’re in pedo-friendly territory.  And when your dick is trying to stand up straight and tall ‘cause you’re thinkin’ what the kid would look like with his titties being worked on and his stiffie showing, only it can’t and it fucking hurts, a pedo’s gotta do what a pedo’s gotta do.
So I did a little squirming and oh so (not) fucking casually reached between my legs and quickly shifted my dick so it was more pointing up toward my hip.  Looked up, real casual like. And when I did Martin was looking right at me!  No smile, though, no hey, pedo buddy wink. But still, well, his fuck you fingers stretched out and they caressed the tiny points of Kenny’s tits. Kenny inhaled sharply but still kept on reciting.

I know what you’re gonna say, buddy, and yeah it was a dumb shit risky move, but I was so fuckin horny I just hadda try.  I spread my legs wider, leaning back into the couch, and fixed my cock so the hardon was straight up and visible. Martin was staring so intently at me I don’t know if he noticed, as I did, out of the corner of my eye, that Kenny reached down and squeezed his own little stiffie.
And right about then the kid ran out of things to recite, and since we were all done with the financial crap, I was going to have to leave.  Have to stand up with a fucking hard that could be seen for miles. A kind of smirk flitted across Martin’s eyes, as if he understood my dilemma, but wasn’t going to let me off the fucking hook by chit-chatting until the hard went away.  He praised his son in a soft voice, caressed the back of his head, and his hand went right on down the boy’s bare back, finally, I was sure, squeezing his son’s buns, before giving him a light little swat on his undies and sending him out to play.
The bastard then stood up, signaling the fucking meeting was over. As I stood up he eyed my hardon, then when I was up, looked down at himself, and squeezed a package that had become even more hefty than what I first noticed. It was only slightly lingering, nothing as blatant as my own rearranging, but if you knew what to look for...and fuck, bro, you and I both know we both fucking know what to look for...it was there.  A hundred percent certain there was man sex interest, ninety percent on kid sex.  Ninety five. <g>
“A cute boy,” he said.

I agreed.

“I think he likes you, though he’s a little shy.  Joshua, that’s my four year old,” and he nodded toward the window where we could see half-naked brothers playing happily together, “he’s a little more...aggressive. Not nearly as shy.”
We both smiled at that, and then even broader when we saw Joshua shove down the back of his undies, reach behind him with his left hand and furiously rub his asshole. Not that I could see it, but that’s the only place those fingers could be. And then fuck me if the kid didn’t put that hand up to his face and sniff, before pulling his undies back up.
I couldn’t help saying, “Not, uh, nearly as shy at all.”
“Quite right, father, quite right.  You’ll have to come back some other time, when you’ve...more time?”
I quickly agreed.
The town park was on my way home, and fortunately no one was around to see their new priest walking around with this huge fucking hardon from fantasizing about a hot beefy daddy and his hunky, chunky four and seven year old sons.  I hadn’t got around to finding out if the park toilet was cruisy, so stopping in fulfilled two needs.  It was empty, but clearly used, witness the glory hole between the two stalls, and the one right at the end of the trough urinal, where someone pissing could step to the side, turn, and shove his meat in the hole. So now I had some idea of where the fags in town, or the down low fags congregated. 
Ya already know the second reason, don’t ya, buddy?  Whipped off a good one real fast, splattered the wall above the trough and down the sides. Licked my hand clean, stuffed myself back in, and went back to the church.

So with the first communion this Sunday and then the confirmation and the diocesan visit in two weeks time, and working out when and how and where to meat (yeah, I think that’s the right spelling) Martin and his boys again, I think I’m gonna be pretty tied up.  So don’t think I’m ignoring you if you don’t hear from me fucker!

Gonna go insane if I don’t get some real sex very soon, man!

Your nasty brother.

+Jim

*************

Date: 23 May 2003
From: Roger Burrell

To: Jim Turner

Subject: tip

Yo fuckstud,

This is a quick one.  As you know, we have that big fucking fundraiser for the roof in two days time and I’ve gotta get all the work finished since you’ve fucked off to Arkansas.  D’you remember that Italian kid Johnny Santangelo from seminary?  Real thin, very hairy pits, pubes, and ass, and that thin little pencil dick?  He’s got a parish up in Northern Jersey now?  He was in town today and stopped by for lunch.  Well, turns out, that Johnny did his first parish training not far from you and hung out with some of the folks of your parish, too.  Says to look up Bo Luttrell, the local body shop owner.  Your dick will be glad you did.

Go find some kid cunt, buddy!

+Roger

*************
Date: 29 May 2003
From: Jim Turner

To: Roger Burrell

Subject: Re: tip

Hey buddy,

Wow...finally getting my groove here!  Thanks to Johnny S for that tip about Bo Luttrell.  I went to look him up a few days back and things have unfolded quickly since then.

Luttrell lives a couple miles out of town up this country road.  I called on him late afternoon and he was out on his porch dressed in nothing but cut-off jeans sinking in a few brews.  Fucking picture of sexy white trash perfection.  Plump, hairy belly and big meaty pappy tits.  As soon as I introduced myself and mentioned Johnny S, he laughed and said he was wondering how long it would take the pedo priest underground to get me the information I needed.  “I can guess what you’re here for,” he guffawed.  And then yelled at his boy Ervin to “git his pretty little heinie out here.”  This cute little tow-headed tyke came running out onto the porch all naked.

Erv was quite the vision of 9 y/o beauty.  Creamy freckled skin with a few smudges of dirt on his hands and knees, pretty little red mouth, sweet pink nipples, and a creamy, plump little ass.  Bo told little Erv to bend over and show me his slutty bitch hole.  Man, Rog, it was one sweet little pink cunt, that wrinkled flesh nestled perfectly between two flawless, smooth melons.  I didn’t even ask for permission as I fell to my knees and started sniffing and licking that tasty boy pucker.  It had been so long since I got my mouth on a sweet, juicy little boy shitter like that.  Erv’s experienced little pucker started opening and dilating around my wet tongue as I tasted the boy’s juicy cunt hole.  By now, Bo had his fat, uncut daddy cock out of his shorts too and was lazily wanking it as he watched me slobber in his boy’s behind.  Bo taunted me that I was probably sucking out the load he had deposited in his kid’s pussy a couple of hours before.

Then, as I turned around the boy around I noticed that his little dick was standing straight up with the foreskin retracted.  That little ripe red grape-tomato head was jerking around as I started licking his sweet little balls and that smooth cock-stem, tasting the little boy’s sweat and stale piss.  Bo asked Erv where his little sister was.  Erv informed his pappy that Trina was getting fucked by Trey, Bo’s oldest child.  
Bo went inside and reappeared in a couple of minutes with a handsome blond athletic dude of about 14 and a naked little girl of about 6.  Trey’s cock was boned to its full 5” and was dripping some serious cock snot and I swooped to take that in my mouth.  Bo laughingly asked me if I wanted to get into some little girl gash but I couldn’t even consider that when I had these two hot boys in front of me.  When he saw that I wasn’t interested in his little girl, Bo dropped back down into his recliner and pulled that girl’s tight little pussy right down onto his fat, throbbing cunt buster.  My cock, still confined in my pants, lurched and leaked as she screamed at the intrusion of her father’s fat dick in her small pussy.

I quickly shed my pants and asked Bo if I could fuck Erv, who happily grunted his assent.  For a while, Trey and I plugged his baby brother from both ends, but then at Bo’s instructions, Trey went around the back of me and started licking and toying with my ass.  Bo kept asking his older son filthy questions about how my crack smelled and whether he was tasting my ass musk on his little tongue and so on. Yeah, once I had a tip from a reliable source, and remembering how trashy Johnny S’s tastes were (well, fuck, so were ours!), I hadn’t washed or wiped well down there for two days before the visit.  I figured they were into raunch and fuck was I right.
Before long, the boy’s tongue and fingers were no longer enough and I asked Trey to fuck me with his hard teenage dick while I slammed into his kid brother. He did.  Before the evening was done, I had fucked and sucked in every imaginable way with the three Luttrell males.  I dumped two loads in little Erv, the second one when Bo dicked his fat daddy cock into my clutching, spasming, faggot, pedo-priest hole.  I saw little Trina get double dicked by her daddy and big brother.  At one point little Erv sucked his dad’s scum out of my sore, throbbing shitter and then shared it with his big brother as his daddy filled my mouth with his warm fragrant pedo-dad piss.  My “welcome to the family” present, he called it.  I must say, folks around here are real hospitable!

Later, as we were sitting around in a post-coital haze, downing a couple of beers, he told me about how he first started sexing little Trey.  Apparently, it was Johnny S who had first persuaded Bo that it was all right for his daddy dick to get hard when he played with his 3 y/o baby boy; that it was ok to blow his load all over that cute little face because little boys grow to love their daddies more and more when they are molested and fed cum; and that it was fucking right and ripe to cop little Trey’s cherry and turn his little boy asshole into a boypussy for his daddy for the kid’s 4th birthday.
Even better to share him with the local priest!
I left the Luttrells’ that evening with my balls thoroughly satisfyingly drained for the first time in weeks.  The only thing that would have made it better, buddy, is if you had been there to share all this delicious perversion with me.  You know how hot it makes me to share any kind of sex with my hard pedo stud buddy and I miss your cock and ass so much!

+Jim

p.s. And when I got back to the rectory, I found an invitation to a special celebration for young Kenny Knight’s first communion! With a wonderful picture (I scanned it and it’s attached) of Kenny and four year old Joshua.  As you can see, even though his first communion is a few years off, Joshua’s very adept at sticking his sweet little pink tongue out as far as he can to receive nourishment. I’m positive I know what kind of nourishment his daddy and I are going to provide, since I’m the only one invited to this particular celebration. <snicker>
*************
Date: 3 June 2003
From: Roger Burrell

Subject: Fundraiser

To: Jim Turner

Greetings, pardner!

Wow...your last e-mail was fucking horny!  But more of that anon.

The fundraiser for the roof was a huge success last week and I think we got enough money for it now.  And some to put away for future expenses, too.  And a couple of ideas for how to keep the $$ flowing in for the future.

The mayor and the police chief were both at the dinner along with the sheriff of the county over west.  Towards the end of the evening they took me and Father Armand aside for a quick confab.

Chief James introduced me to Sheriff Turpin, who explained that his brother Harry is the warden at Shelbyville’s high security prison, which now has a secure sex-offenders’ unit.  It’s a hotbed of horny, frustrated, seething, well-hung, so-so hung, sex mad studs who’re difficult to keep under control. Sure, they plenty of sex from each other. And know fucking well they have to put out for the warden or the guards when they’re told to. But they’re still a major problem.
He thinks we can help the prison and some of his men out, and all of us, too, if we could arrange for some “charitable” visits from the youngest inhabitants of our parish orphanage.  And from the fuckin way he stressed “youngest” I think maybe he’s talkin younger kid cunt than you and I have ever had. And it looks like I’m going to be getting some of that young boy pussy action.

Anyway, he’d raised this idea with the mayor and the chief, who both thought there might be some money it. Apparently, on one of his specialized kid fucking holidays in Serbia, the mayor came into contact with this film-maker who would love nothing better than to make some videos for the under, under, fucking *under* ground market.  Rough gang fucks of little boys with real rapists.  So if we can supply the meat, there’d be some steady income in it for us.

Now don’t you get all fuckin uptight on me, bro, and none of this holier-than-me shit, either. Yeah, we’ve been seducing the little sluts for years, and into some fairly rough sex at times, too, but that was all more or less voluntary. And we’ve never raped any of the boys. But I remember it well.  Accurately, unlike Chevalier.  And don’t go all innocent “what?” either.  Even if you fucking *claim* you don’t fucking remember, I’m not gonna believe you.
Two years ago. Summer. Hot night, no boys available. Out at the lake, naked in the tent. You, me, a couple of twelve packs of Bud in the ice chest. Almost a full twelve pack was gone, pretty much through us, with frequent trips to pee in the lake and then on the way to the lake, and then close to the fire and then fuckin on each other, when you asked if I’d ever had any really weird fantasies.  Stuff that I’d jack off to but had never done, probably never would do.
As long as we’ve known and fucked each other and shared boys, that was some strange ass conversation, because after a fucking lot of hemming and hawing you finally decided to trust me with the fact that you had these fantasies about raping really young little boys, sometimes alone, and sometimes with me holding the kid down, and then you holding the kid for me. Forcing our dicks into his holes.  And then we talked through one of those fantasies with dildos up our asses, snorting poppers and jacking each other as we described the hottest, roughest rape scene we could think of and came like sonsabitches, too.
So I already know you’re hard and leaking and jacking over this man.  Don’t bother denying it.

And as you know, buddy, this offer couldn’t have come at a better time for us.  That old, sanctimonious coot of a director has just retired from the parish orphanage, so all we have to do is find the right kind of resident administrator.  In the interim, though, as we get this thing set up, they want the kindly, Boston Brahmin to serve as acting administrator. I have such a good reputation in the community you know, for caring about little children.
So to get back to your last e-mail about the Luttrells - I was just about to settle down to read and have a real nasty wank thinking of my dear, sweet fuck buddy, i.e., you, Mike Smith came to visit with little Joey, needing spiritual guidance.  It seems that lately, ole Mike has taken to dressing up 8 y/o little Joey as a little girl when he dicks his boy!  Blonde wig, pretty little dress, cute panties - the works!

And that’s how he’d brought Joey along that evening.  He wanted to know if it was really bad or “extra sinful” of him to dress his boy up as a little kiddie-hooker.  He was kinda bashful about it, but apparently it really gets his crank and he fucks nastier and cums harder than ever when Joey is all cuted up.  Of course, I told him that whatever got his juices flowing was ok by me!  There was no law against dressing up your little boy as a baby slut if you were going to fuck his pussy anyway.  LOL!

By this point I was fucking hard, as you can imagine.  So I asked Mike if I could try out his little girl’s ass pussy?  So I hiked the little slut’s skirt up, pulled those silky little panties down, and sat her down on my fat priest dick and made her read your e-mail out to us as her daddy throat fucked me with his hairy, smelly piss log.  I shot my scum up the little slut’s cum channel when Mike asked me if it would be very sinful if he whored his baby slut out for money!! 

So as you see, life goes on at St Sebastian’s...I’ll keep you posted on what happens with the orphanage job.  Any names come to mind?

+Roger

*************

Date: 9 June 2003
From: Jim Turner

To: Roger Burrell

Subject: Re: Fundraiser

Jesus, I always knew Mike Smith was a sick fuck.  Such a stud...I used to love having him squat over my face and rub his sweaty, hairy, smelly dad crack in my face as he beat off all over me.  Good times!

And okay, you fuckin prick <g>, I won’t deny it. I came good, just thinkin about those fuckin movies you’re gonna be makin. I gotta figure out a way to time a visit right.
Well, things seem to be picking up pace here as well.  This week, we welcomed our new Assistant Curate.  The kid, Shane McCloskey, whose grandparents were from Glasgow, is definitely as Scottish as his name.  Wiry young dude with creamy freckled skin and bright red hair!  Little cocky grin that’s turned on all the time. Commando under his tight jeans the first time we met. And every time after!
He admired the photos I have in my office of the summer camp we have for handicapped children. He even plumped up a bit and had to adjust himself when he was looking at Bernard, the eight year old with the mental problems.  He’s half-naked, his head thrown back, his eyes laughing and his wide mouth is in a big “O.” I was ninety percent pedo meter certain that he was imagining his dick going into that oval shape, though he didn’t notice me notice him.
So I thought, well, fuck, no sense beating around the bush. Just fucking toss him off the deep end.  On Shane’s first afternoon, I told him to take the confession of Carlos Ramirez, a local realty dealer.  Already in my three weeks I’ve figured out that Mr. Ramirez likes to come in twice a week for a regular pedo confession.  Apparently, his son has married a real blonde, WASP beauty, and he has two cute little twin grandbabies, a boy and a girl, aged 2 and a bit.  Eight months or so ago was the first time he’d been with the kids on his own for a whole weekend and by about the first evening he just hadn’t been able to resist the lure of those pale, plump, cute little behinds.  And so he shoved his cock up little Carla’s fuckhole.  And the first time he heard little Carla scream around his cock, he was hooked!
So naturally he had to hear baby Carl scream around grampa cock, too.

The mother is just interested in her social circles, the country club style shit that’s around even Hicksville, so it’s grampa Carlos and papa Tony who take care of the little ones. Real good care, now that Tony has joined in.
I was very pleased to find a breathless Shane in my office right after Mr. Ramirez left.  From the flush on his face and the way his pants were bulging, I knew I had a live one.  He was bursting to speak (and near to bursting other ways as well), so I told him it was okay to confess his confessional experiences to me, that he could do that without breaking his vows.  An interesting piece of bullshit, of course, but it helps get the new ones over that confidentiality crap hurdle, and once they get started retelling the pedo tales they hear, the pedo tales they enact, they could give a flying fuck once they realize the “dispensation” was a lie.

I gently maneuvered him onto the loveseat in my office.  Between swapping spit as we kneaded each other’s priest cocks, Shane confessed his faggy pedo lusts to me.  How turned on Carlos had made him with the story of how, just that morning, what with Carla being ill, he and papa Tony had had to make do with fucking the two year old boy at both ends, before turning the kids over to Reynaldo, the town’s very out thirteen year old fag boy to babysit.  And molest as well. 

It turns out Shane’s been a horny young fucker since the day that new young dad who lived next door them enticed the little stud over to come fuck his 3 month old baby’s throat with his rigid, hairless 11 y/o boy prick. Lucky fucking bastard. A fucking baby! And the way those whores back home turn out kids, you’ll probably be getting some of that, too, either before or after the rapes get filmed.
So you see, it would seem I’ve landed on my feet.  Shane is such a sweet and lovely lad - I wish you’d come visit; you’d love him!  His cock is still creamy and hairless and that uncut dickhead of his is always covered in smelly cheese and dried pissy smells, just the way you like it.  And his big, low hanging, slightly red-fuzzed balls (his hair grows back pretty fast) thwack you very satisfyingly in the chin when he’s trying to ram his 9 slender inches down your hungry throat.

Shane has a lot of very good ideas, including wanting to start up a prayer and support group for expectant and new young dads and their babies.
Well, I have to go meet with Martin, and find out just how aggressive four y/o Joshua really is.
So watch this space my sweet faggot buddy!

+Jim

