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Note:
This book is a short work of around 3500 words. If you would like
longer, filthier material then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections (containing 7 stories plus bonus works).
Find more at Sophie Sin's
Book List. She also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick
Powers.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Collection
5’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

With A Nun, Hot Mum, Adult Woman, Not Too
Old.

 


The ‘MILF
Collection 5’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


FIRST DAY ON THE JOB

The church is large and can hold 200 people. Right
now it has a little over 50 and they are looking fairly bored.

"And the Lord says..." I continue in the slow boring
monotone that my teachers back at the priest training center taught
me to use.

People are falling asleep. I look around. What am I
going to do? I keep on and stay the course. It is what my idol and
mentor Arch Bishop Morris would do.

An hour later I leave the podium and go to my office
to stare at the wall. This is my third month in the small, but
reasonable well attended (or WAS well attended) church. It has not
been going well and I have contacted the arch bishop for some help.
He told me it was coming today. I think that I probably needed it
three months ago when all this started.

There is a knock at the door. I look up in hope.
Perhaps one of the flock has come to discuss some matter of
religious significance rather than whether or not I would like to
marry their daughter.

Unfortunately, it isn't anyone like that, but Thomas
the gardener. He says that he is 80, but I suspect that he is well
over.

"You have a guest," he tells me.

I suppose this must be my help. I straighten my
stiff black coat so it fits to my athletic youthful frame and head
to the door. Outside there is no one waiting and Thomas directs me
to the front of the church. I come out to find something
unusual.

"She is black and American!" I exclaim in shock.

We are in the depths of Italy and a woman of any
other a race but the one that lives around here is something quite
unique. I watch her. She is singing to a group of children. They
are in rapture at her fine voice.

"She is gorgeous," Thomas notes from behind.

I look over my shoulder. I don't see it. Her body is
rounded in a way that doesn't quite fit with my image of how a nun
should be, but her clothing is respectfully cut and tidily looked
after. Sure, her bosom is quite noticeably larger than her waist
and her hips show the years of an older woman, but she can't be
much older than 30 or 40. I don't understand the attraction, but
Thomas is not a priest and has no moral standards as far as I can
tell. He would easily be drawn in by a woman's appearance.

She finishes her song and walks over.

"You must be the new kid," she says.

"Ah, yeah. Nice to meet you. Are you from the arch
bishop?"

"Who?"

"The Arch Bishop Morris."

"Yeah, I am. That's the guy who sent me here. Bald,
right?"

"He has all his hair."

"Well, he must have shaved it recently. Where am I
staying?"

I look her over. Something is wrong but I can't put
my finger on it.

"Our quarters are out back. You can have the guest
room until we clear the other room that we have. It's a little
small, but you'll probably like it."

The woman nods and smiles.

"Lead the way," she urges.

I do. Her name is Helen and she is about to change
my life, the life of this church and everything else one can point
a finger at and say 'It can be changed.'


IN THE SHOWER

"Hurry up!" she whines. "I need the soap now."

I was unfortunate enough to be walking by when she
called out for help. At the time I thought that she had hurt
herself on the rather slippery floor of the bathroom, but I
unlocked the door with my key to find that she was out of soap and
didn't feel like finding some in the church while wet.

"It is against the will of the Lord for me to see
you in a state of undress," I call. "You have to come and get
it."

She throws a shampoo bottle. It hits me in the head
and I fall flat on the floor.

"Should just go give it to her, kid. It'd be
easier," Tom says from above before wandering off to do his
work.

I watch him go. How long has he been standing there?
He looks quite chipper and amused about the whole situation for a
man his age.

I look to the soap and decide that God doesn't want
me to get a head injury. Helen wasn't even looking when she threw,
but she got me square on the side of the temple. That shows some
skill with throwing items of size. I could do myself an injury not
doing as I'm told.

I enter. I can see her behind the transparent
curtain washing herself under the water. It makes me stop for a
moment and stare on with a feeling that I have never had before.
Her curves glitter in the light of the partly open window behind
her. I cannot see much from where I am, but I don't think there is
a single hair on her body other than which is on her head. Watching
her, I muse that the brown ebony color of her skin is something
quite fascinating - exciting, actually.

"Are you being a pervert?" she asks, pulling the
curtain aside and staring at me pointedly.

I look left then right and then hand her the soap
without another word.

"Jesus... You really are a square," she mutters. "Go
and prepare your sermon. I'll come by and critique it in a few
minutes."

She starts lavering herself up. The curtain doesn't
quite cover everything now that it has been pulled back some. I can
see her rear and it's perfect. The skin is flawless and it is quite
round. I can only see her side on, but it makes me hard
downstairs.

I head out quickly and enter the bathroom next door.
It has been months since I released my juices, but when I pull my
trousers down I find that I am quite ready to do so. Working the
length vigorously, I think back to her hands moving slowly and
seductively over her body. It wasn't quite like that, but the point
of the exercise is to allow me to get to the point where I can do
what I am doing now.

Three long squirts of goo flow into the toilet bowl.
I look down at them. I feel better, but that is relative. My body
still wants more. Specifically, it wants her and it won't settle
down until it and her body are intimately connected.

I sigh, flush and sit down to think. Remain calm.
That is what I have to do.

This is not how things are supposed to be. Not at
all.


A BETTER SERMON

The sermon goes well. The watchers cheer and I stand
there feeling much better about myself and the job I am doing
tending to the flock of this town that I live in.

Helen gives me the thumbs up and comes up to sing.
She has given me many pointers about how one should give a decent
quality sermon. It is straight from her experiences in America. She
tells me that she had a great teacher. A man that knew how to
really blast out a sermon like no one else. I feel a bit strange
taking her advice, which usually consists of 'you can be louder',
but it works and the crowd is taking it in and lapping it up.

Helen gets fully into her part of the 'show' (that's
what she calls it) and belts out an old gospel tune in her native
language. It's beautiful and I enjoy listening to her sing with
such passion. What she is doing is not something that we do in
Italian churches, where things are a little more conservative, but
I like it. This is a good addition to our work here.

The crowd cheers again and I go up for some final
words. I know that many of them will seek out Helen afterwards for
advice on many things. For a woman of only 37 she knows a strangely
large amount about everything one could ever ask.

I finish up and, as usual, Helen is surrounded by
the children and the young women who have become great fans of her.
I watch on after talking to a few of the older crowd who are still
trying to marry me off to their daughters after all this time.

When it is finally over, we retire to my office and
sit down to relax. She sits there and sips on a cup of tea as we
debrief. If I am being fully honest, I find it difficult being
around this woman. Even though we spend most days together doing
our work, I have taken up Tom's opinion and decided that she is
quite beautiful. My eyes cannot help straying over her body and I
think that she has come to appreciate my desires. I have hope that
if I were to ever make them known that she would reciprocate, but
at this point there is no real chance for that. She is a nun and I
am a priest. It is not good to mix business and pleasure. That's
what I keep telling myself.

"I heard from Tom that your birthday is tomorrow,"
she says, lazily swishing one leg in front of her in small circles.
"What do you want?"

I glance to the leg. I am well aware of what my body
wants for its birthday, but I end up telling her that anything will
be fine.

She glances to me. There is carnal knowledge in
those eyes.

"Anything?"

I give her a weak smile under her strong gaze.

"Ah... yeah."

She
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