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Disclaimer: All characters are fictitious and the story depict FICTITIOUS individuals 18 years of age or older, engaging in sordid, depraved sexual activities with human partners

My name is Sister Maria Aguirre of the Society of the Sacred Heart of Jesus based in the Democratic Republic of Congo.  Should our Lord see fit to end my earthly trials, this diary of my wicked, sinful life, an adult life full of unnatural sexual tortures heaped upon my body by lust filled pagan men and frequent bouts of deviant sex in the Congo, will serve as my last will and testament.


I was born Maria Martinez y Atxeturbide in Bilbao, Spain, in the year of our Lord, 1985.  I was always devoted to the Church and the teachings of our Lord Jesus Christ, in whom all is possible.

Upon reaching the age of 15, I asked for and received permission from my parents to apply to the Society of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to become a nun, devoting my life to helping the poor. 

My parents were proud of me and I felt that serving Christ and helping the downtrodden would bring joy and satisfaction to my life; something that was missing in our increasingly secular world.  I was mistaken finding joy and satisfaction serving our Lord.  I didn’t know it at the time, of course, but there would be other ways to find inner joy that involved accepting pain and forceful ramming of multiple penis’ as well as household items up my vagina and anus.  I was not to find this out for years.

It wasn’t until six years after joining the order, when I was twenty two that I first felt a longing within me for something that didn’t at the time exist in my life.  These longings, or temptations, involved my submitting to all types of physical pain and degrading sexual situations with mysterious men.

I was puzzled at first, and sought the advice of the fatherly priest (Gonzalez) who attended to our needs.  He didn’t elaborate on the meanings of these longings upon hearing them, except to say that he believed it was a test of my faith and that this was a message from God to redouble my prayers and reaffirm my commitment to Christ.  He asked me to notify him personally of any further dreams of this nature.


However, this vague longing didn’t go away.  If anything, the passing of time only increased the depravity of the dreams, as well as my unease.  It wasn’t just the sexual acts I engaged in during the dreams, (I, of course, thought of what I had given up for my Lord, the chance to taste the fruit of love that most women enjoy, but I still believed then, as I do now, that there is no greater love than the love of Christ; I am truly his bride on earth) that continued to bother me, it was the horrible manner in which I willingly and gladly partook of the sexual acts in my dream world.

My dreams at night were filled with images of ropes, chains, pliers and straight edge razors applied most roughly to my nipples, as well as immensely wide cucumbers violating my vagina and anus.  Terrible dreams, they were. 

One dream in particular caused me much disquiet.  In this dream, I was hanging from the ceiling of some dark and deserted warehouse, by ropes attached to my nipples by means of ice hooks, as well as ropes securing my wrists and feet.  A dark skinned man, naked, with an inhumanly large erection, was walking back on forth in front of me.  He was talking to me yet I couldn’t make out the words.  He approached me and removed the ice hooks from my nipples and replaced it with some sort of clip attachment.  To this, he added a paperweight secured by some sort of slender chain.  The weight of the paperweight on my nipples was painful, of that I was sure, even though it was only a dream, yet, in spite of the horrific imagery, I was strangely aroused.  In my dream, the stranger then proceeded to take a thin bamboo cane and struck my naked body, in particular my buttocks and my breasts.


What was odd about the dream was that instead of screaming out for succor, I was screaming for him to increase the severity of the blows.  I was actually begging for this stranger to strike me repeatedly and with increasing severity until I finally experienced my orgasm hanging from the ceiling like a slab of meat.  Invariably, in the morning, upon awakening, I would find my underwear soaked with feminine fluids, a most emphatic evidence of my arousal.

As I related to Father Gonzalez, the increasingly disturbing details of these dreams were causing me profound angst.   He would take prodigious notes and ask me on numerous occasions to repeat certain scenes.  Additionally, the repeated retelling of these dreams found me continually going to the bathroom to wipe my vagina down and change my underwear.  My flow of female lubricating secretions was truly worrisome.  I had no idea women were capable of such a volume.  Father Gonzalez promised to look into this for me, although he seemed quite uncomfortable when I related that perhaps I should share these dreams with Mother Superior.  He advised me to not worry the Mother Superior, which I found odd.

After a while, my dreams began to show a religious nature side.  For instance, the fact that almost all the dreams involved my being flogged naked and that heavy weights were attached by evil and disgusting instruments upon my nipples and the outer lips of my vagina, bore a striking similarity to the passion of the Christ.

The fact that Jesus bore extremely painful barbarities at the hands of the Romans and his demeanor in accepting the pain became my obsession over time.  Reading about how the Romans flayed him and visited all sorts of


horrible physical punishments on Him only aroused me (I realized now it was arousal due to the fact that upon waking from these nightmares, my panties as well as the bed sheet was soaked with the secretions from my vagina).  The more violence the Romans visited on Our Lord, the more inflamed my feelings. 

In my dreams, I was the one being flogged and caned.  Each individual stroke only enflamed my desire to receive more pain.  In time, I even began to substitute gigantic penises for whips.  A gigantic penis, worthy of an elephant, would ravage me and drive me over the edge of orgasmic bliss.  It was most disturbing.

I finally went to my Mother Superior and confessed my angst over these dreams and my befuddlement over their meaning.  She looked at me gravely, yet with obvious concern.  Upon finding out that I had related these dreams to Father Gonzalez, she looked puzzled and asked how long had it been since I had brought these dreams to his attention.  When I mentioned that it had been some months now, she leaned back and suddenly had an angry appearance.  I started to say something, but she interrupted me and told me not to worry.  She told me to go to my room and get some sleep that she would talk to me in the morning.

As I got up to leave, she came over and embraced me and told me to have faith in Jesus that he would keep over me.  She held my face in her hands and said that I should not further mention these dreams to father Gonzalez.

I felt better that night, after my talk with Mother Superior.  After finishing my prayers, I drew the covers up and promptly fell asleep.


That night, I had the most intense, realistic dream yet.  In it, Father Gonzalez came to me, naked, with his gigantic fully erect penis prodding me and after stretching my mouth with his penis, ravaged my vagina.  Over and over he took me, and then, after having his way with me,  he tied me up and hoisted me up to the ceiling where he proceeded to whip me with his belt and then attached clothes pins on my nipples and pressed hot wax from a lit candle on my clitoris.  I woke up at this point sweating.  My underwear was again soaked.  The dream was so vivid, so horrible, yet so arousing.

The next morning, Mother Superior came to my room and asked if I could go see her when I was finished with my morning duties.   Her tone seemed friendly, yet there was something unsettling about how she looked at me.  being young and not experienced in the ways of the world, I mistook the look for concern for my soul; only now that I am older and  wiser, do I know what that look represented; lust.

“Sister, I have been talking this disturbing recurrence of dreams you are suffering from with both Bishop Dominguez and Father Irrubide (I wondered at the time why Father Gonzalez wasn’t included) and they have suggested that you redouble your prayers and faith in our Lord, and additionally, you come with me to a pilgrimage to Africa to minister to the children and sick. 

Both the Bishop and Father are convinced that a change of locale, combined with the shock of seeing the poverty these poor brethren live under will help to fortify your faith and remove the demons causing your nightmares.  If you agree, you and I will leave Madrid next week and help the poor at one of our


convents in the Congo for six months.  I pray you see the wisdom in this and come with me.”

Mother Superior’s faith in me and her earnest wish that I should accompany her to the Congo, to be among the poor, filled me with humble thanks in her faith in me.  I naturally accepted the charge and believed with all my heart that this trip would exorcise the wicked demons haunting me. 

Six weeks later, Mother Superior and I were unpacking our suitcases in the little room we shared at the convent in the village of Murhesa.  The village was located quite a distance from the scene of much tribal warfare during the late 1990’s and near the scene of a horrible massacre of three nuns from the Daughters of the Resurrection, a noble and pious order comprising mostly native women helping the poor.

Fortunately, after so many years, the violence has abated and the region is free of the murderous rivalry between the Hutu and Tutsi tribesmen.  Still, memories are long and there are stories of occasional vendettas.  But generally speaking, the area was a delightful return to nature and an opportunity to do God’s work and be free of the demonic dreams plaguing me.

Mother Superior and I blended in with the other nuns, and soon proved our worth to the order, and to God, by lending aid to the local parishioners.  In particular, my presence proved popular with the local youth.  Perhaps due my youth, but for whatever reason, the young people, both boys and girls, flocked to me and enjoyed my lessons and showing me the local flora of the area.


In truth, looking back, those first few weeks were among the happiest of my life.  The only cloud on the horizon, so to speak, was with Mother Superior.  Increasingly, her demeanor towards me became more puzzling.  

Oftentimes, I would find her staring at me with a concentration that bothered me.  Other times, she would brush up against me, her breasts and her loins seemingly making direct and purposeful contact with me.  She would excuse herself, but her eyes revealed intensity that in my youthful naiveté, I mistook for heat exhausting.

After two weeks of this most odd behavior, an event occurred that was to change both our lives forever.  It started innocently enough.

I was in the kitchen, preparing for the making of the Holy Communion bread, when Tony, one of the local young men who assisted with the chores, came into the kitchen and said that Mother Superior needed me by the church foyer.

Setting aside my work, I followed Tony to the back of the church and through the vestibule to where the foyer was located.  Upon reaching my destination, Tony said to wait for Mother Superior.  He turned and left me alone.  The odd thing was that in leaving, he locked me into the foyer. 

I recalled staring at the door, not quite realizing what need Tony had to lock me in.  Being that it was spring time, the temperatures were still not oppressive and the humidity was bearable.  My uniform, as was typical of the nuns, consisted of a short sleeve blouse, loose fitting, and the regulation skirt, just below the knees.  We wore our Chukka boots, being the most


practical footwear for the bush, and cotton underwear and bras.  Again, cotton was the most comfortable material for Africa.

After five minutes, I began to worry.  I sat down by one of the two chairs near the table.  There was a cross by the dresser, and I went to it, and knelt down and did my prayers.  All of a sudden, the door turned, but being locked, it remained closed.  Whoever was trying to enter pushed against it, and then gave up.  This was now becoming most frightening.

Suddenly, the door opened, someone had unlocked it with a key, and Tony came in.  “Sister, you must come with me now.  Hurry, please.”

“What is going on Antonio?  I don’t understand why I am being moved about.”  This was becoming quite confusing.  Could this be some elaborate hoax or trick being played on me by some of the other nuns?

Tony (I called him Antonio only because of Saint Anthony), led me to back of the kitchen and down into the cellar where the convent’s larder was kept.  The light was turned on; someone must have been down there.  As I carefully went down the stairs, I heard the door behind me being locked.

Mother Superior was waiting for me, and next to her, was tall black.  I recognized him as the mayor of the village.  His name escaped me at the time, but he knew me. 

“So good of you to accept our invitation, Maria.  I was telling Isabelle here that I had not given you a proper welcome to Murhesa.”  His deep voice, combined with his extremely dark skin produced a startling contrast to the pasty white complexion of Mother Superior standing next to him.  And even Antonio, who suddenly stood very close behind me, was not as dark.


“Good morning Mayor.  I don’t understand why I’m standing here.  Please explain.”

Mother superior looked at the mayor and then addressed me.  “Sister, Mayor Itusu has been so kind as to offer our convent and the sisters his protection.  Rather, the protection of his tribe against the murderous Islamic terrorists and remnants of the Hutu rebels.  In exchange, our order had reached an understanding, a quid pro quo so to speak.  The use of one of our youthful nuns in exchange for protection.  The bishop and I have decided that you would uphold our end of the bargain.

I was puzzled.  What bargain could she mean.

“What is expected of me?”

Mayor Itusu walked to where I was standing and then reaching up he started to unbutton my blouse.  Shocked, I reached up and slapped him.  How dare he, I thought.  That would be the last voluntary act I did for that day.  He suddenly brought his fist up and knocked me out with a well delivered blow (this is what was relayed to me later).

Upon regaining consciousness, I noticed that I was naked.  Additionally, I was being held in an upright position by ropes attached to the ceiling.  My feet were also held in restrain by ropes.  Additionally, there were small bags filled with weights hanging from my nipples.  While I had lost consciousness, someone had pierced my nipples and attached the weights.

I would have screamed for help, but I was gagged.  I could only make murmuring noises.  In front of me stood the mayor, mother superior and Tony.  All three were naked.


Mother superior was also restrained in a similar manner, yet she was moaning and seemed to be enjoying the attentions Tony was showing her.  He had this long cane and he was striking her buttocks with the cane.  Her reactions seemed to indicate that she was not at all adverse to this pain.

Meanwhile, the Mayor, noticed me and said, “I see our guest of honor has recovered from her feinting.  Good.  Time to test your limits.”

As he came over with a knife, I saw that Tony dropped the cane and standing behind mother superior, took his penis and shoved it into her anus.  How disgusting, I thought.  Poor Mother Superior being forced to have nonconsensual sex with a young man half her age. 

“Why am I tied up naked, and what are you doing with the knife?”  I tried not to sound hysterical, but I was fast reaching that state.  Everything so far today has been happening too quickly.

“Maria, I am going let you discover the joys of pain.  Mother superior has informed me you had been tormented by demons back in Spain.  I am going to bring out these demons.  You see, I am also the village Shaman.”  And with that, he made an incision across the tips of both nipples.

I screamed with shock and pain, but that didn’t deter him.  He merely leaned forward and licked the blood coming from my mutilated nipples.

Next, he picked up the cane Tony dropped and came over and standing to my side, began to stroke my breasts, nipples and hips with it.  The pain was excruciating.  My screams were increasing in volume.


Suddenly, the pain, the sounds, the whole ambience reminded me of my dreams.  The feeling of helplessness combined with raw eroticism of being taken by strange dark men, became a reality.  I was exactly in the same situation I experienced in my dreams.

Unlike dreams, this was real.  The sound of the cane hitting me was real.  The rising welts on my skin were real.  The way my vagina responded by increasing becoming moist was certainly real.

As I squirmed under the seemingly never ending blows of the mayor, I suddenly realized that this was a pleasurable experience.  It was painful, yet at the same time, enjoyable.  A truly unexplainable conundrum.

“Oh, oh, give it to me!”  Mother superior was yelling out as Tony started to vigorously thrust his penis up her anus.  At the same time, he was slapping her nipple with his right hand while pulling her short hair back with his left.

Meanwhile, the mayor came over with a whip.  He started to flog me across the breasts with it and continued around my body.  After a few minutes, he placed the whip on a table and came over with a candle.  He lit the candle and then when a sufficient amount of wax had melted, he brought it over and started to drip it onto my mutilated nipples.  I screamed because this was truly painful.  And unlike the caning and flogging, this was not pleasurable.  Yet, he not only did my nipples, but he applied the wax (along with some of the fire) to my labia.  He burned some of my pubic hair.  He walked around and I heard him blow out the candle and as soon as the fire was out, he jammed the still smoldering end of the candle up my ass cheeks and my anus.


I never felt so much pain in my life.  He tried to jam the candle up my anus but my vigorous squirming probably convinced him to try something else.  I was panting with both pain and fear.  What else would this savage from the darkest part of Africa come up with next?  It was hard to believe he was a Christian.

“Tony, give it to me hard!”  Mother Superior was screaming as Tony was now inserting a massively thick wooden cock up her vagina.  While my body was being flayed, Tony must have ejaculated up her anus and found this impossibly thick wooden penis which he was currently thrusting up her vagina.  Poor Mother Superior!

Meanwhile, the mayor had picked up a strange object which I later found out to be an anal plug.  This instrument was unbelievably thick.  I asked him what he would do with it.  He looked and me, smiled and walked to my back.  I felt him feeling up my hips, my anus, and then my clitoris and vagina.  In spite of the continual tortures I was enduring, my vagina was strangely aroused and wet; very wet.

Next, I experienced this pain of a thick object being shoved up past my anal ring.  The pain soon gave way to pleasure.  I had no idea it could feel so good to be so stuffed.  This was soon followed by more caning and then more flogging of my clit and vagina.  It seemed that this torture would never end.

Later on that night, I woke up with a start.  I must have passed out, and was brought back to my room.  I turned on the light by the night stand and was shocked to see my arms, really my whole body covered with black and blue marks.  I got up to use the bathroom and saw that I was completely naked.


Not only naked, but my entire body was covered with bright red welts.  It was horrible.  And the pain as I moved was out of this world.  I finally sat down on the toilet and found that my urination was painful.  I was beginning to be concerned and thought of getting a doctor.

But then I remembered that Mother Superior had also participated in the forced sexual marathon.  She was a willing participant.  What help could I expect from her.  This was most distressing.

After limping my way to the bed after putting on a nightgown, I noticed a note by the night stand.  I opened it.

Dear Maria,

I so hope you enjoyed your first day of the exorcism.  The bishop had specifically enjoined me from giving you advanced notice, so as to not forewarn the demon. 

Tomorrow, we will repeat today’s exorcism but with the addition of Father Suarez.  It is most important that you maintain silence as to these ceremonies and continue to have faith in their ultimate success.

Until tomorrow, where I will join you again,

Yours truly,

Mother Superior.

How wonderful!  So there was a reason for the bizarre turn of events earlier today.  I knew that Mother Superior would not let herself be raped and manhandled by common sexual brutes.


The constant application of pain plus erotic pleasure was designed to overwhelm the demon.  Yes, I see the logic of it.  I am so glad I found this note.  I remember going to bed with a smile, looking forward to the further use of pain to banish the demons from me.  As a good Catholic, I was willing to do my best to help drive out the demons, even if it meant being flogged with steel tipped whips.

I had a wonderful sleep that night.
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