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Broken Vows

When masturbation is a sin, trust the Sisters of Grace Sperm Bank to act as God’s right hand.

“Wait.” Hobie’s ragged gasp betrayed his galloping heart. “What exactly are we doing here?”

His straining dick knew exactly what they were doing, but his stubborn forebrain refused to believe it. Shit like this just never happens.

“We’re going to take a…you know, a collection.” She looked down, averting her gaze as she answered. “That’s why you came, right?”

“And you’re going to help.”

Mary Kate looked hurt. “Well I know it’s not glamorous work, but you don’t need to describe it like that. Would you say a hairdresser helps cut your hair? Or a dentist helps fix your teeth?”

“Wait, what?” How did he manage to offend her? “No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’m sure you’re a very professional, um…” He ran out of breath and had to suck in another one, giving himself a second to think. “So, you know, just to be really clear, you’re going to…” He made a loose fist and mimed a polite jerking-off action.

“I’m going to palpate your penis until you ejaculate, yes,” said Mary Kate, her mouth set. “And then I’ll catch your—” She looked about in consternation. “Crud! I don’t have a cup.”

──────
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When God speaks

it’s but a whisper

a breath in the cacophony

Most times

He passes unnoticed

His words unheeded

And sinners

go about their days

go about their ways

unaware they have been touched.

Most times.

Sometimes, however, He insists

Sometimes, He shouts
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Chapter One

“SIX! Six, six! The nu-u-u-u-mber of the beast!”

Hobie cracked one sleep-encrusted eye.

Iron Maiden? Sweet. Vintage metal on breakfast radio—don’t hear that every day.

He opened the other eye experimentally, braced for a lancing hangover—hmm, still no pain—and felt further emboldened to venture into wakefulness.

Cool. What did I take last night? Just weed and Beam—no magic hangover cures. And yet…

A night of metal and madness followed by a hangover-free recovery and Maiden on the radio. Today was going to be a good day. Correction: a great day. Shame to spend it at work. Hobie was tempted to hit the snooze button, but shit, he just felt too damn good to lie in.

Fuck it. I’ll go in anyway. Be worth it just to ride Dicko’s arse; he’ll have a motherfucker of a hangover, for sure. Absinthe. Fuckin poofter drink. That shit’ll kill you.

Iron Maiden checked out on the clock radio, replaced by the deejay.

“Maiden, yeah, and that was “Number of the Beast”. But don’t kill all your sacrificial chickens at once, head-bangers, cos on the other side of the break we’ve got Black Sabbath coming at you, Judas Priest, and a surprise you’ll never guess—a little devil-may-care vintage treat. You’re listening to All-Eighties-Metal-Monday. It’s 12:05…”

12:05? Like midnight? That didn’t compute. Hobie had only crawled into bed at around 2:30am.

Ahh, fuck! A chill of realisation struck. Work started over three hours ago. Wait. If I don’t shower and skip breakfast—no, I’ll grab a Krispy Kreme on the run—and then just…

And then just be four hours late. There was no way around this; the only dignified strategy was to chuck a monumental sickie. He’d get shit for not phoning it in earlier, so it had to be something big, something that kept him spewing all morning…no, not spewing, delirious! Yeah, call it in at midday, like, Sorry man, I asked the white rabbit to phone you. Didn’t he? Dude, I don’t feel…Aw shit…bluuurk! Then follow that shit up with a second day off. Might even work.

He almost reached for the phone to do just that, then paused, the innate sense of self-preservation that had kept him mostly trouble-free for twenty-three years suggesting a more cautious approach. Maybe rehearse the script a couple of times. Shower first.

He cranked the radio as Black Sabbath came on, and left the bathroom door open to listen. The figure facing him in the mirror actually looked okay. No dark bags under the eyes. Not even bloodshot. Hobie flexed his torso. Not bad—still got it. Four years of rowing in high school had built him up, and the next four of booze, bludge, and bongs still hadn’t erased it. Not all of it, anyway.

He stripped off his shorts. Damn if even his dick didn’t seem bigger.

Jesus, I look good. Am I still asleep?

Ozzie and the boys from Sabbath waged a battle with the ancient clanking water-pipes for cacophonic supremacy, eventually taking a narrow victory when the water steadied to a mostly constant stream. Hobie stepped into the shower and sang along in a tuneless monotone.

Oh yeah
I need someone to show me
the things in life that I can’t find
I can’t see the things 
that make true happiness,
I must be blind.

Looking good, feeling good, and up at the crack of noon with the whole day ahead of him; Hobie needed something to do. Something monumental. Something more monumental than smoking dope, though. He flashed briefly to Ferris Bueller’s Day Off. What would Ferris do? Break his girlfriend out of school? No good—no girlfriend. Take his mate’s dad’s Ferrari for a joyride? Yeah, right—like Dicko’s dad even owns a working car. Have to play this one by ear. See what eventuates.

Hot water streamed over his head. Hobie was in no rush. Hell, live a little—I’m even gonna use soap, today.

Black Sabbath made way for Judas Priest on All-Eighties-Metal-Monday, and about the time they were winding up You Got Another Thing Comin’, Hobie shut off the water, grabbed his age-stiffened towel, and started to dry off.

A new song came on—one Hobie didn’t recognise. The opening riff was okay, but then…

Speak of the devil
He’s no friend of mine
To turn from him is 
what we’ve got in mind

Dude, that’s not Metal. That’s fuckin Christian Metal.

He listened anyway, only half curious about what might drive Christians to record heavy metal instead of hymns and gospel. He stood naked before the half-fogged mirror, striking poses and still marvelling at how well he’d pulled up after the previous night’s debauchery. Actually, the band wasn’t complete shit. The lyrics were, of course—you can’t have metal without some devil-worship, they’re like strawberries and cream—but they played alright, whoever they were.

The closing riff faded out and the deejay faded back in.

“Alright, metal-heads, stop calling, already. No more Christian Metal—I get it. I was just screwing with you. Let’s take a break and I’ll make up for that Stryper track with a Metallica triple-play.”

Stryper? THAT was Stryper? Hobie recognised the name immediately and it sent an icy chill—no, a guilty chill—down his back. The image came first (Bliss in her Stryper T-shirt—oh my fucking God, she’s so hot) followed by the movie’s name: Whip It.

(Whack It, you mean)

Hobie’s guilty pleasure was a coming-of-age chick-flick. There was nothing to feel guilty about—that’s what he kept telling himself. Sure, it wasn’t exactly a dude movie, but it was kind of edgy and there were hot roller-derby chicks in fishnets and Spandex. You probably could watch it with blokes if you wanted. Maybe drink shots every time Bliss falls off her skates.

Bliss.

Whip It wasn’t Hobie’s guilty pleasure. Bliss was.

If anyone ever found out he had a crush on a chick-flick-chick, he’d fucking die. But that wasn’t the reason he felt guilty. It was more complex. He wasn’t even thinking about her age when he first fell for her.

Hobie felt a familiar stirring between his legs and looked down.

Ah, geez. C’mon. No!

It wasn’t really that wrong. He’d looked it up on the internet; she was twenty-one during filming. Only a couple of years younger than Hobie was now. Not weird at all.

(Except she wasn’t playing a twenty-one-year-old, was she Hobe-meister?)

They’d dressed her for the movie in teenager clothes, with no makeup, teenager hair, and teenager attitude, and she’d looked like…well, like a fuckin teenager. Surprise, surprise, assholes. And Hobie was fine with that. Right up until the pool scene.

God help me—the fuckin pool scene.

That first time he’d watched was a few months earlier on network TV. Home alone, pizza, beer, little bit of somethin-somethin to mellow out, and it was good, right? Not a monumental way to spend Wednesday night, but it was okay. Hobie had gotten into the movie despite himself. Bliss was a cute kid lost in her teenage years—sixteen, seventeen, something like that—and finding her true self in roller derby. She was like the little sister he never had.

Ah, Jesus Fuck, don’t say that!

But then came the love-interest. An older kid—hell, an older guy, probably Hobie’s age, early twenties or so, the pervert! They’d done it in the pool—not on camera or anything, not porn, but it was enough. Fuck, it was more than enough. Bliss had stripped off her jeans and her Stryper T-shirt, right the way down to her panties and bra. Sexier ones than a teenager should be wearing, with all that smooth skin, and—

No! Christ almighty. Fucking stop it!

Maybe it was the weed. Weed didn’t usually make him horny, but maybe that one time. (And what about every time since?) He hadn’t even thought about it; he’d just put down the bong, got out his cock, and—

Oh, please God, no! Not a-fuckin-gain.

Hobie was hard again. Rock hard. Monumental-Monday was going to have to wait, because he and Bliss had some business needed taking care of.

I’m going to hell for this.

Hobie walked naked to the living room, where the DVD was still in the player from last time.

──────

Having a wank was normally a laptop event for Hobie, enjoyed in the exclusive privacy of his bedroom. With a million porn sites serving up a billion kinks, a man who can’t find something he enjoys simply isn’t trying. Since that first time watching Whip It, he’d tried revisiting the pool scene on his laptop, but it wasn’t the same.

On the big TV in the living room, Bliss was almost life-sized. She wasn’t 3D, which would be too much to ask—what the hey: please-God-make-them-remaster-it-in-3D-Jeez-name-amen—but with all that bare skin filling his vision and the super-bass surround sound assaulting his remaining senses, he felt right there. In the pool. With Bliss.

And so it had escalated. At first, he just plugged the laptop into the TV, but that was tediously complicated to execute with a raging hard-on, so when he spotted the Whip It DVD in the bargain bin at K-Mart, he didn’t hesitate. $6.95 well spent.

Hobie fired up the TV, hit Play, and went straight to the opening scene. One advantage to owning only a single disk was never having to re-watch the banners and anti-piracy warning. Now, whole movie? Or just the pool scene? Easy choice, really; this wasn’t the type of hard-on that had a lot of patience. He skipped straight to the chapter in question.

There she was, stunning in her vintage Stryper T-shirt and breaking into the pool building with the asshole boyfriend. Knowing they’d gone there to fuck made it so much hotter.

Hobie’s cock bucked to see the object of his fantasy again. And the sound! He had it cranked and could almost hear her ragged breathing…or maybe it was his own. His blood sure was up; he felt it throbbing in his temples, his jugular. He felt it throbbing in his cock.

He took a loose hold.

Easy, now. No sense going too hard, too early.

It wasn’t like wanking to porn, where they telegraphed the climax early so everyone could join in at home. Jerking off to a PG13 movie called for patience, timing, and Lord knows it took a good imagination. But more than anything it took practice. Hobie got plenty of practice. Get hard during the kissing (already ahead of the curve, there), peak during the undressing, and then—

(Dude, she’s seventeen. Go watch some legal porn, for fuck’s sake.)

The voice of his conscience. It was like a cartoon angel on his shoulder, whispering into his ear.

(Fuck that. She’s twenty-one. So sayeth the Lord Google. She’s grown. She’s ripe. Pluck her, my friend. Pluck her and savour the sweetness.)

Imagining the shoulder-angel was a mistake. Now a shoulder-devil was chipping in its own two cents.

(Or a real girl, Hobester. Get out, meet people. You’re not a bad looking bloke. Young, and still pretty fit. Hit the gym. Lots of good-looking girls at the gym.)

Shut up! Here comes the kiss…oh yeah! Bliss looked older underwater—a bit, anyway—her slightly unkempt teenage hair now smooth and sleek, like a model. He gave his cock a squeeze. Close to peak, now. His balls throbbed, ready to do their bit at short notice.

(Here it comes, fuckers. Get that T-shirt off, Bliss, you sexy little bitch.)

Hobie took a firmer grip as she lifted the tee over her tummy, giving him that first delectable glimpse of her lacy black and red bra.

Thirty seconds, give or take. Let’s go! Hobie gave his dick a long, firm stroke. Two. Three. He wasn’t too close to orgasm, but not so far away he would screw up the timing. Oh yeah. Show me, Bliss. Show me those titties. This was going to be monu—

The picture froze.

“Don’t you fucking—”

Rrrr-rrrr-rrrr. The DVD player ground ominously (and uselessly) on the disk, and the briefly frozen image of Bliss’s breasts blinked out.

“No! Fuckeration!”

Hobie almost came from the outburst of disappointment. Like revving an engine in neutral. His balls tightened with nothing to focus on except the fresh memory of Bliss’s sexy bra. Even if the DVD caught again, his timing was stuffed.

“Fuck you, you piece of garbage,” Hobie shouted at the television. “Bitching, cunting, D-V-fucking-D.” He hammered the pause button, knowing full well the grinding disk wasn’t paused. “Fucking. Ancient. Cocksucking. Technology.” With each word, he hammered a new button, and with each button press, his dick wilted a little more.

“Damn you to hell, bitch!” He hurled the remote at the cheap-arse DVD player, though not so wildly it might fly high and hit the significantly more expensive television. The direct hit had the added satisfaction of pinwheeling double-A batteries over the floor. The DVD gave one last agonising grind, followed by a nasty crack like a pistol shot, then the silver disk launched across the room like a spinning star, embedding itself in the headrest just a centimetre from Hobie’s left ear.

What the FUCK?

The screen reverted automatically back to network TV, where some televangelist was shouting at his studio congregation.

Hobie saw the smaller image of Bliss in her roller-derby outfit half-embedded in the head-rest and menacingly close to his eye. For a wonder, his dick didn’t even twitch.

Jesus! Fucker damn near killed me.

How did a DVD player hurl disks like ninja throwing stars, anyway? That seemed like just the kind of bug some Chinese sweat shop should have ironed out in Quality Control.

The televangelist gave way to the voice-over announcer. “Today’s service was brought to you by our Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ, and the Sisters of Gr—”

Hobie switched off the television.

He looked at his limp dick.

Now what?

His dick didn’t answer. He should probably get dressed and go do something monumental. But what? Maybe buying a new DVD player would be a start. Just because he’d lost the urge now, didn’t mean it wasn’t coming back. It didn’t seem like a great use of a sickie, though.

(There’s always the internet. That pool scene is prime YouTube fodder.)

That was the voice of the shoulder-devil. Hobie’s dick twitched.

It’s not as good as the big-screen version.

Great. Now he was answering the little fucker.

(Not as good, no. But still good, right? Still sleek, sexy. And wet.)

His dick twitched again. He had his hand around the base and felt the throb of blood returning.

I really should get out. Steal a Ferrari or go to a ball game. What would Ferris do?

(If Ferris had the internet, he’d go get his fill of spunky teen movie star, my friend.)

She’s not a fucking teenager! She’s twenty-one.

(Seventeen. Twenty-one. Whatever gets you hard, pard’. If she showed up on your doorstep in a Stryper T-shirt, short-shorts, and roller-skates, are you going to waste time asking fucking questions? Or are you going to peel her open and eat her like a mango?)

Hobie sighed and took another look at the still image of Bliss printed on the surface of the silver disk.

“Fuck it.” He got up and went back to his bedroom, where his laptop was plugged in, charged, and ready for exactly this kind of emergency.

──────

Hobie opened the laptop and was presented confrontingly with the last thing he’d watched—a nun and a priest fucking in a confessional booth. He regarded the erotically improbable image with the cold appraisal of a man who’d already come once to that fantasy.

“I really should close this shit when I’m done,” he muttered to nobody. What would he do if someone came to visit and needed to borrow his laptop? Same as everyone else; hold down the power button and reboot.

He abandoned the blasphemous porn and went straight to the wholesome goodness of YouTube.

Nothing to see here, folks. Just a bloke innocently browsing movie trailers. Move along.

He typed into the search bar: ‘whip it pool scene’.

The spinny wait-icon spun.

Hobie felt a flush of expectation warm his body. He could hear his own heartbeat.

Top search result. Click.

His dick was hard again.

The video was starting. The tell-tale sting of an advertising jingle beat the accompanying image by half a second.

“Fucking ads!”

(Skip ad in…30 seconds…)

Oh yes, we WILL be skipping you, motherfucker.

Voiceover: “When was the last time you did something good for your soul?”

(… 22…21…)

Slack-jawed actor: “I didn’t want to, but Father Rafferty said I had to as penance.”

(… 16…)

Slack-jawed actor: “And the nuns were really professional. It wasn’t weird at all.”

(… 9…)

Voiceover: “Just twenty minutes could mean a lifetime of happiness for a childless couple…and eternal salvation!

(… 0…Skip ad?)

“Oh, thank fuck!”

Voiceover: Why not today? Visit the Little Sisters of Grace Sper—

It took Hobie a second to get the mouse pointer over the Skip button, but finally he mashed it and made the commercial shut the fuck up.

The spinny thing spun. Again.

Come on, Bliss baby. Come on.

It spun some more. Hobie pumped his cock to be triple-sure it was ready. (It was.)

Can anybody from fucking YouTube explain why ads play immediately, but actual content will buffer for fucking hours?

The spinning continued, maybe slower, but for the most part unchanged from the preceding fifteen seconds. Then it stopped.

(Content Removed)

“What the FUCK?”

(This video is no longer available for viewing. It has been reported as containing banned pornographic content.)

“Pornographic?” Hobie cried at the computer screen. “She’s wearing a fucking bra and panties!” His cock bulged dangerously in his fist.

He hammered the Refresh button, but that worked every bit as well as the Pause button had on the DVD.

“MOTHERFUCKER!”

Hobie’s erection wilted. Again.

Unwilling to be thwarted, he searched YouTube with hammer-blow taps on the keyboard: ‘whip it full movie’.

And there it was. Buy Me for $12.99, Rent Me for $3.99. He was tempted by the excellent economy of the Buy option, and if he had a way to stream it to the television in the living room, he would have hopped on that horse with a big ol’ yes please, relegating the ballistic DVD to a drink coaster.

Hobie clicked on Rent Me, which made him think about Bliss. Rent Me—sounds dirty. What would her price be? A million? No, more. Definitely more. Bliss’d be top dollar. ‘Specially as a virgin. Worth every fuckin cent, too.

YouTube brought up the payment form with Hobie’s details pre-filled. He hammered in the verification codes from memory and hit Pay Now.

(Your payment is being processed…)

Spinning…spinning.

“Come on, baby. Almost there. This better be the fuckin high-def version.”

Spinning…spinning. Stopped.

(Payment declined. Insufficient funds.)

“Mother FUCKING, cunt LICKING, cock SUCKING, shit EATING son of a FUCKING BITCH.” Hobie saw a mental image of the credit card bill sitting on his kitchen counter. It was laughing at him, if that was even possible. Bet you wish you’d paid me now, motherfucker!

YouTube even had the temerity to refresh with one of those quick-money banner ads. ‘Need cash fast? Come see the Little Sisters of Grace and…’

“Little Bitches of My Arse!” Hobie slammed the laptop shut. “God, damn you!”

It was like destiny was actively thwarting him from jerking off.

Or something like that.

“Fuck destiny.”

Hobie got dressed, gingerly arranging his semi down the leg of his trunks. He briefly considered stroking one out to the confessional booth porn—he was partial to a naughty upskirt fantasy, and they didn’t come much naughtier than peeking up a nun’s habit. Especially if she was wearing stockings and no panties.

No, he would not settle for anything less than Bliss. Destiny would not get the better of him. His credit card might be maxed, but he had twenty bucks in his wallet, and Aldi were always chucking out cheap DVD players for less than that.

As he picked up his car keys on the way out, he eyed the silver disk still embedded in the armchair.

Destiny’s got a set of brass ones, that’s for sure. Bitch damn near killed me.

Destiny wasn’t done yet, though. Not even close.

──────
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Chapter Two

For a wonder, Hobie’s shitbox Corolla actually started. Usually he had to crank it over a dozen times before it caught, so if destiny wanted to dick with him again, the rusted-out Toyota would have been a soft target. Reverse gear worked. So did first and second, and the automatic garage door in his apartment building both opened and shut.

He was developing a cautious confidence.

He drove to the T-intersection at the end of his street and hit the brakes—or at least he tried to. They slowed him down at first—from over sixty to a very survivable twenty kilometres per hour—but that was it. With the brake pedal mashed to the floor, eyes bulging, and a silent scream caught in his throat, Hobie sailed helplessly into the busy cross-traffic like a rhino on roller-skates. The three seconds of enraged horns and squealing brakes felt like an eternity, and then to his utter amazement, he emerged miraculously unscathed on the facing road-verge and crashed through an advertising billboard.

He’d bumped his knee on the dashboard. That was it—the full extent of his injuries. It hurt like a bitch, too, but he didn’t yell; he was too thankful to be alive.

“Fuck a duck. That was close.” He looked at the traffic in his rear-vision mirror. Cars slowed to gawk at the arse end of his Corolla sticking out of the billboard, and then drove merrily on their way. He tried to open the door, but it was blocked by the splintered remains of the signage. He had to climb through and let himself out the hatchback.

“Holy shit. Bitch-slapped by destiny.”

He walked around to the front of the car to check the damage. There was a little, but it was hard to tell how much of it was new. It was probably drivable. Not that he would; faulty brakes weren’t one of those ‘Have you tried turning it off and on again’ kind of issues.

Now what? Go home? But to what end? He still had a homicidal DVD player to replace and nothing to do on his day off.

Well, there was always the bus stop down the block. All the buses went to the shopping centre where Aldi was.

Where he could buy a DVD player.

Which could play Whip It.

Featuring Bliss.

Decision made: the bus it was. Hobie circled back around the billboard and waited for a break in traffic to cross over. Should I lock up? He looked back over his shoulder at the shitbox that would run again only if he could find the money to get it towed and fixed. Bye-bye, car. It’s been fun.

The hatchback was still open and projecting jauntily from the billboard. There was a woman with a thing on her head—she looked like a nun or something—and Hobie had driven straight through her chin. The combination looked like the worst Transformer ever conceived.

(Transformers! More than meets the eye. Now it’s a Corolla…now it’s a NUN!)

There was some slogan as well—some bullshit about “Grace”—which was the only word Hobie noticed because it was written in an elegant, heavenly-looking silver script.

Traffic cleared and he ran across the road. There was a bus coming.

He raced down the block to beat the bus, which turned out to be a bad idea. The bus had gotten caught at the traffic lights, and there was a homeless person at the stop waiting to accost him and make his life awkward for the minute they were stuck there together.

“Hey there, friend,” the guy said. “Can you spare a buck or two for a bloke looking for a feed?”

Hobie looked at the guy, then pleadingly at the stationary bus a couple of hundred metres away, then resignedly back at the guy.

“Yeah, nah, sorry mate. I don’t have any coin.” It wasn’t a lie. He only had the twenty in his wallet, and there was hardly any change at all in his pocket.

“That’s all right, kid. Twenty bucks doesn’t go as far as it did in my day—”

How did he know I—

“—and there was a time I probably would’ve just shot it up my arm or necked it from a bottle. Or that’s what I guess you’re thinking.”

Where was that fucking bus? It had a green light, but had gotten stuck behind a turning car, which was waiting for an old lady on the pedestrian crossing.

“Yep, not good days, but they’re behind me now, thank the Lord.” The guy made a hand signal that with a little imagination could have been a sign of the cross.

The childhood mantra—spectacles-testicles-wallet-and-watch—flashed across Hobie’s forebrain. Bloody bible-bashers and hobos—the two things in the world that made him most uncomfortable. This was like the perfect fucking storm of awkward conversations.

What had the guy said? He was clean? Sounded it, too. Seemed like all the street people were strung out, these days. Except this one. If you were ever going to help a bloke out, he’d be a good one to start with.

“Good for you, man,” Hobie said. He meant it. His own life wasn’t everything he’d imagined when he left school. He had a place to live and a job, but no girlfriend and no prospects. He’d known something had to change for a while, yet he was still getting shit-faced four nights a week. Probably should never have told his father to fuck himself when he’d offered that apprenticeship.

“I found God, kid, and it wasn’t a protracted search.”

Who is this guy? And how many hobos use words like protracted? Please God let this conversation be over.

“Just needed to open my eyes. The Little Sisters, they helped.”

Hobie was shifting his weight from one foot to the other, craning his neck to see what was holding things up. The bus finally got a clear run through the intersection, and here it came, blowing a cloud of diesel smoke behind it. He glanced back at the guy. “That’s awesome news, man. Here comes my bus. Catch you round.”

He fished the twenty from his wallet. Sydney buses didn’t take cash. You had to buy a bus pass from a shop, but Hobie had never found it a problem. He’d just hold out a crisp twenty or a fifty and channel Frau Müller—his Year-7 German teacher. Hallo, ja. I vish you drive me to— He rarely had to bother with the destination; the driver would just wave him on board.

“That thing won’t take you any place good, kid. Not anywhere you need to go.”

It was the hobo, talking a-fucking-gain. Couldn’t the man see he was trying to flag a bus?

He set one foot over the curb and held up the hand with the twenty. The bus bore down on them. At speed. Jesus, the driver must be in a hurry.

“Take a step back, son.”

“Gotta go, dude.” And then redundantly to the bus, approaching way too fast, “Right here, mate.” With a fresh wave of the twenty, he took the other foot off the curb. He was on the roadway, standing in the path of a ten-ton, diesel-spewing monster.

Oh fuck. It’s not stopping.

“Hey—” he yelled, the logical completion of the sentence—don’t fucking run me over—caught in his throat as he realised the bus itself might be about to miss him, but he would get cleaned up by the wing mirror.

He felt a hand grab his belt.

Oh Jesus. This is how I die.

He was falling backwards, dragged by an unseen force. The bus missed him by less than a metre, belching past with a roar and a rush of wind. Hobie went down. What happened next he saw in perfect, 3D vision—even more like a movie than reality because he seemed to have no control over it. The wind from the bus’s slipstream plucked the banknote from his fingers and then it whipped up into the air, flipping, floating end-over-end. Hobie hit the footpath with a crunch, still watching the fugitive twenty dancing in the air over the road, coming down, down, and then Slap! plastering itself to the grille of a garbage truck driving in the opposite direction.

It was gone.

His last money in the world, at least until payday, was gone.

Monumental Monday was gone.

His shopping trip to Aldi—

Bliss. Shit.

Bliss was gone.

“Fu-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-ck!”

“Settle down, kid; I was saving your life.” The homeless guy was standing over him, looking upside-down into his face. “You were this close to being tomorrow’s bus-shit.”

Tears of frustration pricked in Hobie’s eyes. Crying in front of a hobo—that just made it worse.

“That was…” My only money? Oh cry me a river. Tell someone who cares. And still, he couldn’t help himself. He sat up. “That was…I don’t have any more money.”

The guy laughed. Not at Hobie, but with him—it’s just that Hobie wasn’t laughing yet. “Join the club, friend.” The guy helped him to his feet.

“Thanks.” Hobie looked him in the eye, maybe for the first time. “Thanks, mate. Jesus, that bus nearly creamed me.” He felt his knees beginning to shake as the adrenaline flooding his body was left with nowhere to go. Much like Hobie.

“Any time, kid.” The hobo smiled. He had a kind of ageless face. He could have been anywhere from thirty to fifty, but those eyes, they looked older. Lots older. “Here,” the guy held out a business card. “Go see these ladies; they’ll see you right. Reckon they wouldn’t mind fixing up a young buck like yourself with a fresh twenty.”

Hobie stared at the card in his hand, trying to remember where he’d seen the face that was printed in half-tones behind the wording. An attractive young nun, pretty and pious, Yin and Yang.
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Chapter Three

Surely it’s a joke. It must be a joke, right?

Telling himself the business card was bullshit had been easy, right up until he got to the storefront. The address was on the back of the card, and only five minutes’ walk from where he’d left the homeless guy. Couldn’t hurt to check it out. He’d never imagined it was real, though.

Sperm Bank, said the sign on the door, right below the licensees: The Little Sisters of Grace. Pretty unequivocal. There were ecclesiastical handicrafts in the front window, too—rosaries, black velvet paintings of the Blessed Virgin, carvings of the crucifixion. There was even an elaborate, gothic cross-stitch tapestry depicting their motto, “Feel Safe in our Hands.”

At a sperm bank? At least someone has a sense of humour. Hobie just couldn’t imagine nuns writing something like that for shits and giggles.

And there was the rub. Nuns. As if the change-scrounging hobo wasn’t enough, did he really have the energy to deal with the God Squad? For sure they’d put the hard word on him to renounce the devil, or embrace the Saviour, or whatever shit they normally shot.

Hobie was most definitely not up for that.

What he was up for, though, was a wank. What with the whole thwarted effort to watch Whip It, and then almost getting himself killed, he hadn’t been so desperately in need of some manual relief since Sonya Battista blue-balled him in the car park outside Battle of the Bands. Just thinking about a sperm bank and the promise of a broad array of quality porn—well, let’s just say he’d walked the last few blocks with one hand in his pocket guarding a fairly impressive semi. Sure, you could wank to all variety of porn on the internet, but to do it someplace public gave it an edge that rang all Hobie’s bells.

Wicked.

And then there were the nuns. Shit, you might as well go wank in a church. Totally wicked, like the confessional box gloryhole. Hobie had constructed an elaborate fantasy of sitting in church with a bunch of hot nuns in the choir. Then maybe one nun in back reaches forward, slides her fingers up the one in front’s body, and fondles her breasts. And of course nobody sees them except him. Well, you can’t not wank to that, right? So while everyone’s singing away, halleluiah and glory be, the Hobe-meister flops out his holy sceptre and gives it a flog. It’s only natural.

The revisited fantasy was getting him harder, but it wasn’t getting him any closer to relief. He was still standing outside the Little Sisters’ den of divine debauchery.

Let’s go over it again. No money. No transport. No way to replace the DVD player until payday.

No way to watch Bliss…in her bra and panties…all that creamy, smooth skin…

“Fucking hell!” Hobie grimaced and shook off the fantasy. Destiny had been very fucking clear on the Bliss project. You don’t get much clearer than a speeding bus in your grille. Even if the bus had stopped, even if he’d gotten to Aldi, even if they’d had DVD players on the cheap, still something would’ve fucked him over. It’d have a Chinese power cable, or it’d fall out of the box and smash on the way home, or a SWAT team would descend on him at the bus stop and smash it to smithereens, thinking it was a bomb.

No, this was the rational decision. If anything, this was destiny’s choice for him. She didn’t want him jerking off to Bliss, so she put the Little Sisters in his way.

(What if it’s God?)

“Fuck off,” Hobie muttered. The angel and devil voices on his shoulder had been silent for a while. He didn’t know which one that was, but he wasn’t entertaining either of those assholes.

He reached for the door handle before they could say anything else.

──────

Huh. Not what I expected.

The inside of The Little Sisters of Grace looked like a doctors’ clinic. Instead of the dark, stone-walled convent of Hobie’s imagination, he saw simple, linoleum flooring, a few chairs and side-tables, and a reception desk.

Good God. It’s a nun. It’s really and truly a nun.

“Hello there, my son. Welcome to the Little Sisters of Grace.”

It wasn’t just any nun. If Hobie’s imagination had vomited up a nun, this was the exact one it would have concocted. Stout and stern, with heavy jowls that refused containment within the white linen thing (“wimple,” whispered a voice in his head) framing her face. The rest of her shapeless habit and the veil covering her hair was black, and she wore silver bifocals on a chain.

“Hi there…uh, Sister.”

“Mother,” she corrected with curt efficiency. “Mother Mary Benedicta. Y’ve come to offer us the gift o’ life, have ye, son?” Even her Irish accent was exactly as Hobie might have imagined it.

“Gift of…beg your pardon?”

She sighed the sigh of a woman well accustomed to men wasting her time. “We’re a sperm bank, dearie. Surely ye saw the sign. Are ye here to give a donation?”

“A donation. Yeah.” Hobie brightened, catching on. He didn’t need to bring a gift after all, not apart from the one in his jeans.

“Well God’s not fussy when it comes to procreation, lad,” she said. “Y’ve just got to look around the neighbourhood to see that. If y’re pious, y’re for us. Otherwise, y’re gone. What’s ye name?”

“Ho—” He had to clear his throat. “Hobie, Ma— I mean, Mother.”

“Hobie?” She squinted at him over her bifocals. “Is that short for Jehovah? Y’re not Jewish, are ye?”

“Jewish?” Hobie expressed the dumbfounded tone he usually reserved for finding out a woman he fancied was actually a lesbian. “God no. It’s not short for anything. Dad builds and races yachts—Hobie Cats.”

Mother Mary Benedicta frowned. “Well, what denomination are ye? There’s not so many as will welcome yer blasphemy.”

“Denomination?”

“God protect me. What brand of Christian, are ye, boy? Ye don’t got to be a Cat’lick, but we do need to draw the line somewhere. Ye Methodist? Anglican? Y’re not Presbyterian, are ye; not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

“Prezzy ... what?” Hobie thought quickly. They were types of religions—he recognised some of them. Okay, one of them. “Angle—” He coughed into his hand to cover up the rest.

“Anglican? Well, the English are no friends a mine, but ye don’t sound like y’ve darkened Blighty’s door. If y’d said C-of-E, ye might’ve caught the rough side a me tongue on your way out, but I’ll give ye a pass. Fill this out.” She pushed a clipboard towards him bearing a pro-forma questionnaire and a ballpoint pen.

Hobie took the clipboard. Name, date-of-birth—usual stuff. Denomination again. No worries, he could look up the spelling on his phone now that he had the pronunciation. Anglican. One of the poofter schools near his high school was Anglican.

Diseases? Nope. Mental disorders? Not unless you count coming here. Vasectomy? What’s that? I’ll say no.

Hobie rushed through the form, not just hoping to avoid the stink-eye from Mother Mary Benedicta, who didn’t seem the type to tolerate idlers, but also he had an urgent and building need to address the Little Sisters of Grace porn library.

“Here you go,” he said, handing it back. “All done. Now…” How to end that sentence? Now just hand me a cup and show me where you keep the porn.

The nun pushed her bifocals down to the very tip of her nose and studied Hobie’s questionnaire, murmuring greater or lesser notes of affirmation as she went.

“Right,” she said, removing her glasses and letting them hang over her prodigious bosom. “I’ll call you a Sister.” She turned to an open doorway behind reception and screeched, “Front!”

There was a flurry of activity back there that sounded like a great many lesser endeavours had been instantly abandoned, and then a hurried shuffle of footsteps to the door.

Another nun popped her head through the gap, this one wearing a white linen veil without the wimple, which left her slender neck exposed.

“Yes, Reverend Mother?”

“God protect ye, Sister Mary Katherine. I need a nun, not a novice. We’ve got us an Anglican offering the gift o’ life.”

“I’m so sorry, Reverend Mother, I’m on my own.” She glanced up at Hobie with the briefest smile and then back at the older woman.

This new one was totally hot. For a nun, that was. She’d stepped further into the doorway, and Hobie could see her more fully. She wore the same shapeless habit as Mother Mary Benedicta, but it somehow conspired to cling to her body, showing off fulsome curves that were never made to honour a vow of chastity. What really sold the saucy-nun look, though, was the oversized geek-chic glasses that made her green eyes sparkle with reflected light.

“What’re ye doing here, lass, when ye should be back preparing the chapel for Vespers?”

“I’m almost finished a new cross-stitch,” said the girl. “I was hoping to leave it here in the window. Psalm 118, verse sixteen—it’s really very lovely, Reverend Mother. I think we shall sell it at once.”

“Sixteen? ‘The right hand of the Lord is exalted; the right hand of the Lord does valiantly.’”

“Yes.” Sister Mary Katherine frowned—or Sweet Mary Kate, as Hobie had already come to think of her. “I’m still not sure I totally understand it, though. What does the Lord do so valiantly with his right hand? It doesn’t say.”

“Pray on it, child, and let God answer you in His own way.” Her eyes flicked impatiently down to Hobie’s questionnaire. “What have ye done with Sister Marie Marguerite?”

“She sprained her wrist, Reverend Mother, and returned to the convent to pray. And Sister Mary Paul is with the other gentleman.”

The old nun huffed. “What happened to Sister Jon—…Won—”

“Sister Juanita Maria Villalobos Ramirez?”

“That’s the one.”

Mary Kate blushed. It was a very fetching shade against her white head-covering.

“Remember the accident?” she whispered. “With the…you know what”—she rolled her eyes theatrically—“in her…you know where?” She pointed to her own open mouth.

Reverend Mother visibly deflated. “Mother of God, pray for us. If that lass comes back with a single drop in the cup, I count it as a divine miracle.” She rolled her chair to the doorway and checked the space behind for herself. Satisfied, she seemed to come to a decision. “Well we can’t wait for Mary Paul to finish. Blessed girl’d milk a cow back-handed; she’ll be another half hour. It’ll have to be you.”

Mary Kate’s eyes bulged. “Reverend Mother! I haven’t completed my training.”

Milk a cow back-handed. Heh-heh. Wait!…What’d she mean—?

“Well ye don’t expect me to do it.” The old nun held up her withered, work-roughened hands. “Forty years o’ washing me smalls with Solvol, Sister. He’s only an Anglican, but mark my words, he won’t thank me for a blister.” And then more gently, “Come on, lass. God never gives us a burden too heavy to bear.”

Hobie blinked. His face was completely blank while his mind worked overtime. She means…Oh my God! “Um, if you just show me where, I reckon I can manage on my own.”

Mary Kate gasped, and then quickly slapped a hand over her mouth to silence it. As for Mother Mary Benedicta, thunderheads boiled on her brow.

“Masturbation is a sin,” she hissed. “A venial sin, I grant ye, but a mortal one for me if I bade ye do it.” She wound up into full sermon, and Mary Kate made a bolt for the opening at the end of the counter. “I’ll not have it in my house! Not for a pious Anglican. Not even for a Presbyterian! Collecting the stuff o’ life is God’s work, boy, and what better job for a Bride o’ Christ?”

“Quickly!” Mary Kate hissed, grabbing his hand. “She’ll only get worse.”

“But wait…” Hobie protested, still allowing himself to be led away by the beautiful young nun. “I’m not sure—”

“Shhh. Don’t worry. It’ll be all manner-a-fine, as Reverend Mother says.” She pulled Hobie into a little room and shut the door.

Then there they were, standing chest to chest in the tiny space, Hobie a head taller and Sister Mary Kate’s eyes cast fetchingly upwards, peering at him over her glasses. “I’ve been reading the instructions,” she said, visibly swallowing. “We’ll just have to do our best.”

──────
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Chapter Four

Sister Mary Kate took both of Hobie’s hands. “Are my hands warm enough?” She spoke quickly, unblinking. “They’re not too rough, are they? I use moisturiser but I’ve never…you know, touched a…” She finally blinked, and then frowned in thought. “How gentle do I need to be? Because I don’t want to—”

“Wait.” Hobie’s ragged gasp betrayed his galloping heart. “What exactly are we doing here?”

His straining dick knew exactly what they were doing, but his stubborn forebrain refused to believe it. Shit like this just never happens.

“We’re going to take a…you know, a collection.” She looked down, averting her gaze as she answered. “That’s why you came, right?”

“And you’re going to help.”

Mary Kate looked hurt. “Well I know it’s not glamorous work, but you don’t need to describe it like that. Would you say a hairdresser helps cut your hair? Or a dentist helps fix your teeth?”

“Wait, what?” How did he manage to offend her? “No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’m sure you’re a very professional, um…” He ran out of breath and had to suck in another one, giving himself a second to think. “So, you know, just to be really clear, you’re going to…” He made a loose fist and mimed a polite jerking-off action.

“I’m going to palpate your penis until you ejaculate, yes,” said Mary Kate, her mouth set. “And then I’ll catch your—” She looked about in consternation. “Crud! I don’t have a cup.”

She knelt to search a low cupboard and drawer arrangement, a kind of bedside table standing next to a tiny love seat, and she pulled out a yellow-lidded sample jar and a laminated instruction sheet that put Hobie in mind of an airline safety card.

“Oh, thank you, God.” She rolled her eyes with relief. “Reverend Mother would tear strips off me if I’d dragged you in here unprepared.”

Still on her knees, Mary Kate scanned the instruction sheet with a couple of reassuring uh-huhs and an Oh, like that. In such a small room, they were necessarily very close, and given the circumstances, it was impossible not to think of blow-jobs. What would it be like to face-fuck a nun? Not one like Reverend Mother, hell no, but a pretty nun. A hot young tease like Sister Mary Katherine. Fuck yeah! On her knees with her eyes shut, and hands folded primly in her lap. It’d be like communion. She’d tip her head back and open her mouth. Prepare to receive the Body of Hobie, Sister. Then he’d slip his dick between her lips and watch her eyes open wide as he pressed it into her warm, wet mouth. And would she gag? No way; fuck that non-con bullshit. She’d moan. She’d love it! She’d slurp him deeper into her hot nun-mouth, a mouth that’d never even said dick, let alone sucked one. She’d let him hold her head, too. Let him? Hell, she’d beg for it. She’d cast those soft green eyes up at him, smiling around her yawning mouthful of godly man-meat. Baby, your dick is so righteous. Show me how the bad girls do it. He’d take it slow, though, let her try a bit of freestyle cocksucking at first while he stroked the smooth veil, enjoying the pliant softness of her thick hair underneath. Their eyes would meet in perfect understanding, no need for words. Can I take it off? She’d shake her head—No, you mustn’t—a minute motion made almost impossible with her entire head impaled on his cock.

“This should be pretty straightforward.”

“Huh? What?” Hobie blinked to clear the daydream, but when he looked down, there was still a hot nun within sucking distance of his dick. He was so hard—ready to blow, almost, and having her beautiful face down there in the red-zone was helping things none. Could you come without even touching your dick? Hobie was afraid he might find out.

“Straightforward. The instructions.” Mary Kate turned the card around and showed him. It contained six or eight line drawings of the least arousing hand-job in all God’s creation. “There’s not a lot to it, apparently. You’d never know it the way Sister Mary Paul bangs on; she makes it sound harder than Latin algebra.”

If Hobie didn’t come soon, his balls might explode. On the upside, it was having a salutary dampening effect on his modesty. What was previously an awkward and unexpected situation, now felt like a pretty sure bet for a guaranteed hand job, a possible blow job, and then who knew? “So, should I, um, get undressed somewhere, or—?”

“Why?” Mary Kate frowned, genuinely confused. “Oh! Unless you don’t want me to look? I didn’t think of that. Fudge, I’m not sure I could manage with my eyes cl—”

“No, no.” Hobie waved an open hand—cancel, belay that order. “I just didn’t know…should I, um, just get it out now? Or do you have to say a prayer first or something?”

Mary Kate chewed her lip. “I think I’m the only one supposed to touch it. The instructions don’t say; they kind of start in the middle. You’re probably not allowed to do anything. Like No Work on the Sabbath.”

“I thought that was a Jewish thing.”

“It’s kind of a prequel for us, so it still counts.”

Hobie didn’t understand what that meant, but he had a hot young nun kneeling in front of him contemplating jerking off his dick, so it would be fair to say cognition wasn’t at an all-time high.

He looked down at Mary Kate.

Mary Kate looked up at Hobie. “Well, I guess I should get started, then.”

She inspected the pronounced bulge in Hobie’s jeans and blinked a few times, hands still folded in her lap. She took what seemed like a steeling breath and then set to work gingerly on his zipper, trying to pluck it between her fingertips without touching the pulsing time bomb underneath.

“Crud. Fudge.” Her whispered PG expletives each time she fumbled it made Hobie smile. He fished the end of the zipper out of the denim fold and held it for her. She smiled wryly up at him. “Thank you. I’m not very good at this, am I?”

“Do you hear me complaining?” Hobie wanted to touch her head reassuringly, see if that veil was really as soft as it looked. “You’re doing great.” He couldn’t help himself; his hand just acted autonomously, and he stroked tenderly above and behind her ear with his fingertips. She smiled back at him and he felt a surge of love. Or maybe it was only lust, but it made his heart swell instead of his dick, so who knew.

Mary Kate unzipped him. She bit her lip again, staring into the unknown. The unknown, however, knew exactly what was coming and swelled prodigiously, opening the seams of Hobie’s fly. Mary Kate whispered some pious words of self-motivation, and then delved tentatively inside with her fingers.

Oh, shit yes. Hobie’s breath escaped in a rush when she touched him, causing the young nun to falter, but only for a moment. She touched again, finding him hard and eager through the form-fitting Lycra of his shorts. It was exquisite, so gentle, teasing even. Working most of her slender hand through the gap, she cupped his heaving dick and danced her glorious fingers around, shaping over the ridge of his cockhead and measuring its girth.

He’d died and gone to heaven.

“I can’t find the opening.”

Hobie gasped. “Huh?”

“The opening.” She looked up again and blinked a few times. God, she’s hot when she does that. “I can’t get inside.”

“They’re trunks. You have to— Here, let me.” He began unbuckling his belt before Mary Kate stopped him with one magical hand (the other was still on his dick).

“No. Let me.”

This just keeps getting hotter. “Sure,” Hobie said. He put his hands back at his sides, but not before he’d stolen a few loving touches of her fingers. It felt like electricity flowed between the two of them, not like a shock, more of a raw energy that revved his heart.

She finished unbuckling him and then wrestled briefly to release the button. His jeans slipped a little off his hips, but didn’t fall, so she took hold and slid them slowly down his thighs, her lips slightly parted and eyes locked on to what lay beneath.

This was the single hottest thing that had ever happened to him, and that included the time he got his hand inside his first serious girlfriend’s panties. His jeans lay abandoned around his calves, and it looked like they were going to stay there, because Mary Kate’s attention was one hundred percent occupied on the thick, Lycra-wrapped package barely a foot away from her face. Hobie could hear her breath whistle.

“These look comfortable,” she said, slipping two fingers beneath the fabric on his thigh. “Like yoga pants for men.”

“Yeah, they’re—” Hobie began, and then was cut off by a sharp intake of breath when she grabbed them by the waist and peeled them down, first at the back, half-way over his arse, then the front. His erection got caught up. He saw Mary Kate lick her lips and then she pulled them further, pinning his dick to his thigh until it cleared the waistband, whereupon it rebounded violently, startling her as it thwacked against his stomach.

“Oh, wow.” She darted a glance upward and gave a nervous giggle. “It’s bigger than in the pictures.”

The tip danced in front of her parted lips like a divining rod. She left his trunks down with the jeans and shaped a hand to touch him, hesitated for a second, and then closed her fingers—a soft, tender touch—gently around his girth.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fucking hell.

Hobie’s balls boiled. His cock jerked spastically, and Mary Kate took a tighter grip to steady him, wrapping him firmly in the silky sheath of her palm.

She looked up again with a happy smile lighting up her face. “You know, I didn’t even ask your name,” she said, her warm breath bathing his bulging cock. “I probably should have before we—”

“Oh God,” Hobie groaned, nostrils flaring, hands balled into fists. His whole universe was closing down to a single pinprick of ecstasy centred at the base of his cock. “I’m so sorry.”

The dam burst. The sexual frustration of the last hour or so broke; his balls lifted, tensed, and then unleashed a torrent of jizz over Mary Kate’s face, plastering one lens of her glasses and laying another pearly rope across her parted lips.

She didn’t scream or reel back, but she uttered a stunned Ungh, almost like an exalted groan of pleasure, and she held firm, perhaps in shock, squeezing him while he jetted a second, third, and finally a fourth stream of hot spunk over her face.

“I’m so sorry. I’m so…” Hobie didn’t know what else to say. The spasms waned. A last gob of cum squeezed from the tip and ran down over her fist.

“Oh.” Mary Kate breathed the word, like a sigh. Cum dripped from her nose. She closed her lips and some jizz caught between them, pooling, spreading, and staining them a lustrous pink. She was a mess. Belatedly, she let go and silently regarded her cum-sullied hand through the one clear lens.

Hobie cast about in a panic for something, anything, to make it better. He spied a box of tissues on the little cupboard just behind Mary Kate’s shoulder. He reached for it, leaning over, and grazed his still twitching cock across her cheek, catching it beneath the arm of her glasses and lifting them askew.

He disentangled his dick and knelt with her, plucking out a handful of tissues. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry. Here, let me…” He dabbed at her glasses, where the worst of the damage seemed to be, although Mary Kate took the tissues from him and wiped her mouth instead, before returning to restore cum-free, binocular vision.

She looked sombrely at Hobie. “We never tell Reverend Mother about this.”

Hobie shook his head, copying her own actions in agreement. “Never. Cross my heart.”

“I have to bring something back, though, or she’ll ask questions. And you can’t lie to her. She just knows.” Mary Kate took both his hands in hers. “You have to let me try again.”

“Um.” Hobie blinked. His cock was almost flaccid, but that condition might soon be rectified, it seemed. “Okay.”
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Chapter Five

“Here’s the problem.” Mary Kate was perched next to Hobie on the tiny love seat. Hobie still had his jeans and underwear around his ankles because Mary Kate didn’t want to go through the whole undressing rigmarole again.

“Step Five,” she read. “Prepare the cup. It says to remove the lid and hold it beneath the head of the tumescent penis. See?” Mary Kate touched the dick in the picture, angled over a specimen jar.

“Uh huh.” Hobie shot a quick glance at his traitorous cock, still soft after what, five minutes? And no sign of interest in the beautiful nun snuggled beside him. After cleaning up, he’d found a last gob of cum on her white veil, so she’d taken it off and shaken out a stunning cascade of glossy light brown hair. Hobie’s heart ached, but his dick made no comment.

WHAT’S WRONG WITH YOU, GODDAMMIT? He hoped it wasn’t a late case of weed-dick kicking in after the previous night’s toke fest. He made a mental note to ease up on the pot, just in case.

“That should have been Step One, see?” She’d found a permanent marker in the drawer with the instruction card, and she drew a curving arrow from the box containing Step Five up to the top of the page, adding ‘DO THIS FIRST!!’, in tidy block letters beside it.

She capped the marker and twisted to face him on the love seat. “Are you ready to try again?” She looked down at his dick, lips pursed and brows knitted. “Hmm. Not so much, huh?” Her eyes brightened with an idea. “What if I just tried anyway? It might help you get hard.”

“Makes sense,” said Hobie. Actually, it really did. He made as if to get up. “Do you want me to—?”

“No, you stay there,” Mary Kate said, sliding off the love seat to kneel on the floor. “If you skootch down a bit, we can be at the same level.”

Hobie skootched, and Mary Kate duck-walked between his open knees, trying to push them wider.

She touched the bunched denim and Lycra binding his ankles. “We’ll need to get rid of these,” she said, and then stilled Hobie with a hand when he tried to help. She prised off his sneakers and wrestled the stiff denim down over his feet. “There,” she said, placing her hands on his thighs and spreading his legs wide, eyeing his cock and balls with intent. She took him in hand again, her touch confident this time, but every bit as soft and delectable as before. The girl had a gift. Watching her prize closely, she pulled it upwards, stretching it, and Hobie could see surprise register in her eyes when she saw how pliant it was. “Is this right?”

“Uh-huh,” he said, placing a guiding hand over hers. “That, and you can also just squeeze…mmm…and release.” It felt great to have his dick in her hand again. Not erotic, yet, just great. “That’s nice.”

Mary Kate wanked him slowly, watching with avid interest for any sign of a developing erection. “So what made you decide to donate?”

Getting jacked-off by a nun should’ve been the world’s most awkward situation for chit-chat, but somehow it wasn’t. Mary Kate was…well, she was nice. She wasn’t just pretty to look at; her voice had a lovely musical quality that shone like her personality. He found himself wanting to know more about her.

“It was kind of a spur of the moment decision,” said Hobie, wondering how much he should share about his mission to find wank-fodder. “I was on my way to Aldi and almost got hit by this bus that—”

“Oh my goodness, are you okay?” Mary Kate squeezed tighter for a second.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Some guy pulled me out of the way. And then I found your card, and…you know, felt like I should pay it forward. A life for a life.” The embellishment came easily. He’d only left little bits out.

“That’s so noble. God bless you. And God bless the man who saved you.”

“Yeah, I reckon he could use it.” Hobie felt ashamed for trying to brush off the homeless guy when he’d arrived at the bus stop, and in a moment of perfect clarity, he realised the two of them weren’t so different. Smoking weed, bludging work, and drinking three or four nights a week was fine when you were twenty-three, but it wasn’t a lifestyle you could sustain long term.

Fucking hell—I’m pre-homeless. He really should get off his arse and do something about it.

(This IS something, Hobe-meister. You’re getting a hand-job for God, my man. Doin’ the deed for those in need.)

That devil-voice on his shoulder again. Still, this was a good thing he was doing. It didn’t come from honourable beginnings, but it was good nonetheless. Maybe it was the start of something.

He looked at sweet Mary Kate, she of the soft, warm hands and the body-hugging habit. She was about the same age as him, too. Now there was a chick who got her shit together early in life.

“What about you? How did you become a nun who, you know”—he gestured at the point of their coupling—“does this sort of thing?”

“Sperm collection? It was Sister Marie Marguerite’s idea to open the bank. She says she used to do something similar in Paris. She’s tireless. Eight ‘til six every day, and she comes back exhausted at night to ice her wrist.”

“Wow.” Nine or ten hours of jerking off was prodigious even by Hobie’s standards. “How many does she do?”

“Only eight or ten a day,” Mary Kate said, considering the question. “But she gets three or four samples from each.”

“Three or…What?”

“Reverend Mother tells her off. Says they’ll start asking twenty dollars for each donation. But they never do.”

“Imagine that.”

“Mmm. Most of them ask for her by name. The woman works like Noah.” She regarded Hobie’s soft cock. “What are you thinking about?”

“I’m sorry, what? I was wool-gathering.”

“If you think about something arousing, this might work better.”

Damn. Why couldn’t he get it up? It was like God was punishing him for coming too soon, and now He was going to deny Hobie a repeat performance that he could sit back and really enjoy. “Gimme a minute,” he said. He closed his eyes, and Mary Kate continued to slowly wank him off. What could he think about to get hard? Because for some unfathomable reason, thinking about the sexy nun with her hand on his dick wasn’t helping.

Confessional porn? Nope, still too soon. Right now, he needed a sure thing. How about…Aww shit, not Bliss. That’s how I got into this mess.

(Mess? You’ve got a pretty nun with her hand on your dick. Things could be worse, my friend.)

Well, it worked every other time. What could it hurt?

He closed his eyes, almost reluctantly, to block out sweet Mary Kate, and then tipped his head back to play Bliss’s pool scene in his mind.

Hmm-hm-hmmm, he hummed the opening bars of the backing ballad to get the pace right. Bliss and the guy breaking into the pool building, then moving to opposite edges, looking at each other…who’s going to go first? Me? You? And then they dive together, meeting underwater in a kiss.

He was still aware of Mary Kate’s hand on his dick, (was that a stirring he felt down there?) but his mind was dialled into the movie. With that first kiss, the music swelled, and Hobie sang along in a whisper.

Was slicing up an avocado
When you came up behind me
With your quiet brand-new sneakers…

Mary Kate joined in with a soft soprano. “Your reflection I did not see.”

Hobie opened his eyes and smiled self-consciously. “Sorry. I didn’t realise I was doing that out loud.”

“Don’t stop,” she said. “It’s my favourite song.”

He felt his balls stir. She really did have a magnetic voice. “You sing. You’ve got a prettier voice than me.”

Mary Kate gave him a look, part flattered, part sceptical, then she started to sing again, massaging his dick in rhythm.

It was the hottest day in August
And we were heading for the sea
For a second my mind started drifting
You put your arms around me

Hobie’s body tingled all over, and he joined in for the repeat of the chorus, “You put your arms around me.” He was rock hard.

Mary Kate stared at the thick erection in her fist. “You really like that song, huh?”

Hobie sighed, letting his guard down. “Yeah. It’s in this movie I like. It, ah…it helps me relax.”

“No way!” Mary Kate’s eyes opened wide, showing the whites all the way around her irises. “Whip It?”

Hobie grinned. “Do you know it?”

“If I wasn’t Catholic,” Mary Kate said, “then I’d tell you Bliss was my spirit guide.”

Spirit guide? “Really?” he said aloud. That seemed a bit full-on for a chick-flick, but then the movie had had a profound impact on him, too.

Mary Kate sighed. “I was eighteen when I first saw it. I was lost and bored and had no idea what I wanted to do with my life.”

Angsty Bliss didn’t seem like a likely role model for a nun. “And you joined the Roller Derby?”

“No,” she laughed. It was a musical, beautiful sound. “I joined the church. But Bliss taught me to get off my backside and go find my calling.”

A line from an old Jack Nicholson movie played in his head, or maybe it was the voice of the angel on his shoulder.

(You make me want to be a better man.)

Talking and sharing like this with Mary Kate was magical, and Hobie could honestly do it all day, but it wasn’t erotic. He followed her gaze downwards and saw his erection had wilted again. He was reluctant to look back up, because he didn’t want to witness the disappointment in her eyes. When he finally did, though, he saw something he almost didn’t recognise; it was, he understood, the sparkle of mischief. It was a sultry, naughty look, and it transformed her from sexy to downright smoking hot.

“If I show you something,” she said cautiously, “you have to promise not to tell Reverend Mother.”

Easily done. “Sure.”

“Promise?”

“Cross my heart.”

Mary Kate seemed to battle a moment of indecision, but that’s all it was, a moment. She rocked back on to her toes and pulled the hem of her habit up over her knees. She held it there, offering only a chaste view of her bare legs, but promising oh so much more.

“Sure you’re ready?”

Damned if she wasn’t teasing him. Hobie’s dick twitched; it didn’t care whether she was a tease or not, but it heartily approved of what it believed he was about to witness.

“More ready than you can imagine.”

Mary Kate smiled, obviously enjoying the compliment, then she peeled the habit over her waist, her breasts, and finally up over her head. When she put that ecclesiastical raiment aside, suddenly she wasn’t a nun anymore, but just a pretty girl—okay, a sexy girl—wearing a T-shirt and panties.

“Nice T-shirt.” Hobie was trying not to grin from ear to ear. “Do you actually like Stryper, or is it just—?”

“It’s the same as Bliss’s.”

“I noticed.” Hobie was hard again. This time he felt it might stay that way, but it wasn’t a guilty Bliss-fantasy boner; apart from the T-shirt, Mary Kate and Bliss weren’t that similar. Her full breasts swelled beneath the black cotton in a way that would have had the Christian rockers from Stryper calling for a modesty shawl. And from what Hobie could see of her bare thighs and panty-clad backside, she was alluringly curved everywhere else, too—a woman in the prime of her physical beauty.

She stroked his cock again, wanking it slowly—perhaps unconsciously—towards her breasts. “Is this because of me?” she asked, referring obviously to his raging hard-on.

Hobie blushed and shrugged. Hey, I’m a guy, so shoot me.

“Even though I’m a novice?”

He didn’t get the reference for a moment, and almost reassured her that she was every bit the expert dick-wrangler, even on her first outing.

“Guys are monsters,” Hobie joked, offering a crooked smile. “We all have secret weird fantasies. Nurses, police officers. Even nuns.”

Mary Kate gave him the shocked-eyes again, but this time paired with that mischievous smile. “So if I did this”—she grabbed her veil and quickly arranged it to cover her hair—“would you be having more, or fewer, sinful thoughts?”

It was a rhetorical question, and Hobie answered with a grateful smile and lustful eyes. Mary Kate in a white nun’s veil, panties, and tight, tight metal T-shirt was a dream come true. Under normal circumstances he would have come already just from looking at her, but on his second wind, he felt hard and ready, like he could go forever.

“Sinful thoughts?” he said. “I’m no expert, but this doesn’t feel sinful.” His breath caught as Mary Kate took him back in hand. “Should it?”

She worked his cock with a sensuous, teasing rhythm while she spoke. “It’s funny you say that, because that’s exactly what we all told Sister Marie Marguerite when she raised the sperm bank idea.”

“Right. Because of the whole”—Hobie waved a blithe hand at the exquisite five finger shuffle playing out in his lap—“you know, chastity thing.”

“Mm-hmm.” Mary Kate answered almost absently. She had her attention firmly focussed on the job at hand, and Hobie noticed her lips were glistening, like she’d just licked them. “It’s not really breaking our vows, though,” she went on. “Sex isn’t sinful, so long as it’s with your husband and you’re making a baby to raise under God’s teachings. Only since we’re married to God, we can’t have a mortal husband. No husband means no sex, and so really, the whole chastity thing comes from that.”

“Makes sense.”

“There’s so many married couples who can’t have a baby, though, and the church has no objection to IVF and sperm donation. The only catch is that masturbation is a sin.” She caught Hobie’s eye and smiled warmly. “That’s where we come in.”

That Marie Marguerite would be an interesting girl to meet at a party, Hobie reckoned. He thought about the twisted train of logic, and in the present circumstances it weirdly made a lot of sense. Except…

“But shouldn’t masturbation for the purpose of donating to a sperm bank be less sinful, because it’s part of making a legitimate baby?”

“Sister Marie Marguerite has an answer for that, too. They’re very progressive over in Europe, you know.” Mary Kate’s admiration for the French nun shone in her eyes. “She says her old Mother Superior reckoned it might be acceptable if the man had confessed, repented, and done his penance before donating. It wouldn’t be practical, though.” She absently touched the bead of pre-cum on Hobie’s cock and smeared it around, making his knob glisten. “Mother Mary Benedicta has her own views,” she continued, rubbing her slick fingers together. “She says every sperm is sacred. To let a layperson collect a donation would be like having them consecrate the Eucharist.”

Whatever that meant. “Sinful, then?” Hobie guessed.

“Mmm-hmm.” Mary Kate made a sideways moue with her mouth. “She has very strong views; you might have noticed.”

“So…” Hobie replayed everything he’d been told. “What you do”—he nodded at his bulging knob projecting from her fist—“isn’t sinful, because you’re doing it to help bring a baby into the world.”

“A legitimate baby.”

“A legitimate one, sure, because you only give the sperm to nice married couples.”

“Nice Catholic married couples.”

“That makes sense.” It seemed too good to be true. No harm in testing the boundaries though. “And taking off your habit to get me, you know, excited again—that’s the same?”

“I guess.” Mary Kate paused to consider the idea. “I didn’t really think about it, to be honest. I mean, you were undressed, and I felt kind of comfortable with you…” She shrugged. “But yeah, it all follows. Anything that helps to get a donation can’t be a sin, can it?”

Hobie’s heart kicked up a beat. Surely she didn’t mean…

“Do you think…?” he began, then had to swallow.

“What is it?”

“I mean, what you’re doing”—he gestured at Mary Kate’s wonderfully busy hand—“it’s fantastic. But I had this idea. I mean, if you wanted to speed things up.”

Mary Kate laughed. “Go on, spit it out,” she said. “I’ve dedicated my life to service. If I can help, then I will.”

Hobie gulped. “Well, I reckon it might help if we…um, if we kissed.”

Mary Kate seemed to consider it for a few moments, which was a better reaction than Hobie expected. “How do you think kissing would help?”

Um, because you’re hot and I want to see if you taste as good as you look.

“Because…” Hobie had to mentally scramble for a more compelling answer. “Because it’s more than just a physical process for a guy,” he said. “I mean, it can be physical, like before when I… But second time around, you need more of an emotional connection, and I thought—”

“So you don’t mean like a little kiss, or anything?”

“Um…”

“More of a pash, really.” She squeezed his dick tighter as she said it.

“Yeah. More of a…you know, a pash,” he said, then quickly tacked on, “Only if you don’t mind. And if it’s not a sin, or anything.”

Mary Kate broke out in a girlish grin. “I haven’t pashed a guy since I was a teenager.”

Hobie followed his instinct to close the negotiation. “Look, that’s okay. If you don’t want to then we can forget—”

“No, I do.” She sounded almost as excited about the idea as Hobie. “But it’s not like a boyfriend pash, right? It’s just for the donation.”

“Oh yeah,” Hobie agreed. “Of course. No, don’t be silly; it’s not a boyfriend-girlfriend thing at all.”

“Just because it’ll help you along.”

“You know,” Hobie said, reverting to the whole truth and nothing but. “I really think it will.”

Mary Kate smiled again, her mind apparently made up. Licking her lips, she knelt up straighter and leaned close. She kept hold of his dick, and when she stretched to reach his lips, Hobie’s cockhead nestled lovingly into her under-cleavage. He couldn’t feel much other than the stiff lining of her bra cups through the T-shirt, but just the idea of tit-fucking a beautiful (and stacked!) woman like Mary Kate, made his balls swell and kicked his excitement up to the next level.

Hobie had to sit forward and crane his neck. The gap between their lips closed, and a moment before they touched, both he and Mary Kate paused, their eyes meeting. He could see a passion burning inside the young nun that matched his own. Mary Kate might not realise it, but she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her. That was the real aphrodisiac; a beautiful woman lusting after him, wanting to hold herself back but unable to keep a rein on her passion.

They met in an electric kiss. It was metaphoric sparks that flew, but the tingles Hobie felt fizzing through his lips were the genuine article. The first touch was gentle, just their parted lips, then they closed on each other, interlocking with a light, sensual suction. Hobie closed his eyes and thought Mary Kate had done the same. The kiss progressed and escalated by touch alone. The next bite was bigger, wetter too, lips sliding together with erotic friction that was impossible not to compare with a much more intimate kind of contact.

Hobie put his arms around her and pulled her tight. The tip of his dick nestled deeper in her cleavage, and when he throbbed it, Mary Kate squeezed back with her hand.

In unspoken agreement, they tilted their heads in opposite directions and met again with mouths open wide. Hobie tested the gap with his tongue and Mary Kate’s was there already. Wet, warm, and deliciously curious; it darted into his mouth, tasting, flirting, daring him to do the same. And he did.

“You taste nice,” she breathed.

“So do y—” Hobie’s reply was cut off by another hungry lunge from the nun. Unable to stretch any higher, she braced against the love seat and pushed to her feet, climbing slowly onto Hobie’s lap and straddling him without once letting go of his cock.

She pushed him back into the chair, taking control, crushing her full breasts against his chest. Down lower, Hobie felt the soft warmth of her panties nuzzle against the base of his shaft, brushing, rubbing, nestling tighter.

Oh holy Christ! She’s touching me with her cunt!

His balls tensed. He abandoned any pretence of breathing and gave himself completely to the kiss, his tongue merging with hers in an erotic dance that she echoed in her lithe hips.

She pressed him between her pussy lips, opening herself up and then moaning with passion when she found her own clitoris. Juices soaked through her panties, coating his dick in her hot scent.

Too much! “Wait,” he gasped, losing her tongue for a moment. His climax had begun, and he felt the coiled spring deep in his groin get ready to release.

Mary Kate whimpered and squeezed his dick tighter, grinding it into her slit. “Just a little… I’m almost…”

His balls contracted. He was past the point of no return. “I’m going to come.”

Mary Kate froze, her body stiff.

Oh God, she’s coming. She’s coming on my dick.

“Crud. Oh fudgety-crud!” Moving like a cat, she leapt from his lap back down to the floor, snatching the open sample jar in one fluid movement. Before Hobie knew it, she was between his legs again, holding the jar and milking his cock with short, tight strokes, coaxing him in a husky whisper, “Come on honey, fill it up for me.”

It didn’t feel as nice as the moist pad of her pussy, but that no longer mattered. Cum flooded his cock. He held it for as long as he could before he pumped, then a prodigious, thick stream of jizz erupted, sailing clear over the lip of the jar, and laying a pearly rope once again down Mary Kate’s face.

She made an odd noise—like a groan, or maybe a sigh. In different circumstances, Hobie might have believed she came, but thought it more likely it was a cry of frustration. He shot again, two more creamy trails criss-crossed her parted lips (not that he was aiming), and her groan turned more guttural. More feral.

When Hobie squirted a fourth time, only a dribble came out and dropped neatly into the open jar. Mary Kate had her eyes shut and was touching herself, unmindful of the limited success of her endeavours. She moaned again, long and low, this definitely one of sexual frustration. While Hobie watched, her tongue stole out and mopped up the spend on her lips.

When she opened her eyes, she looked at Hobie’s cock, then at the droplet of semen in the jar. “Ha!” she crowed happily, behaving like she’d caught it all. “Lookie! We got some.”
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Chapter Six

“Here’s the problem.” Mary Kate was sharing the tiny love seat again with Hobie, who was now completely naked. Mary Kate herself was down to just bra, panties, and her nun’s veil. Her beloved Stryper T-shirt had a nasty wet patch in the middle and had been laid across the back of the seat to air.

Sitting next to the beautiful and almost-naked nun, their skin touching, Hobie had never been so excited…nor so soft. His dick would take some time recovering from that last effort.

Mary Kate directed his attention to the final sketch on the laminated instruction card. “This looks like a dribble, but it comes out a lot faster in reality.”

“Mmm. Uh-huh.” Hobie leaned close, his nose almost touching the downy skin along Mary Kate’s jawline. She was right; the sketch showed cum dropping from an erect cock into a cup held underneath—just as she’d tried to do.

She got her marker and put a big black cross through the picture with block letters, “NO!”, and a dotted line showing a more realistic ejaculatory trajectory.

“So now what?” Hobie asked, eyeing the unimpressive droplet that Mary Kate managed to catch in the sample jar.

“I guess I have to hand this in as-is,” she said, shrugging in a way that lifted her breasts enticingly. “Do you think Reverend Mother will notice? How much did we lose?”

“Pretty much all of it.”

“Oh.” She chewed her lip. “I can’t lie to her, though, so I’ll have to say—”

“We could always try again,” Hobie suggested.

“Oh, no. I couldn’t.” Her brows knitted in concern. “It was my mistake. It’s not fair on you.”

“No, really.” Hobie nodded, subliminally cancelling out her demurral. “I wouldn’t mind. I had nothing special planned today and…” He couldn’t think of a suitable lie, so the truth would have to suffice. “And I like being here with you.”

“That’s so nice, thank you.” Mary Kate’s frown cleared, and a smile broke through. “Not like a girlfriend though, right?”

“No, sure,” Hobie agreed quickly. “More like, you know, friends.”

“Yeah.” Mary Kate nodded, considering the idea. She looked down at her own near-nakedness. “This isn’t weird or anything for friends, is it?”

“No, no—it feels completely normal. Why? Does it feel weird for you?”

“You know, I thought it might. But it’s actually really nice. It’s just like Sister Marie Marguerite said.”

“What? You don’t mean—?” Hobie never imagined the other nuns had gone as far as Mary Kate.

“No, no.” She waved off the suggestion. “She doesn’t get undressed. She lets the men touch her, though.”

“She sounds like a remarkable person.”

“She really is.” Mary Kate sat lost in her own thoughts for a moment, then straightened up. “So anyway, we need to get you hard again. Do you want to kiss some more? Because I won’t lie, that was kind of fun.”

Hobie was still mulling over her previous revelation, wondering exactly what went on in the other collection rooms. And more importantly, what Mary Kate might be prepared to do in this one.

“You said Marie Marguerite lets the men touch her?”

“Mm-hmm,” Mary Kate nodded agreeably. “Why? Is that what you want to do?”

Hobie’s heart cranked back up and he felt hot blood flood through his body. “Yeah,” he said. “That’d be really nice.”

They fumbled in silence for a minute, trying to face each other on the love seat, which was too small, then they tried standing, which was too weird. After much embarrassed giggling, awkward cuddling, and even more awkward pawing of Mary Kate’s breasts, they settled for kneeling close and facing each other. Hobie had his hands on the curve of Mary Kate’s hips, and she rested one hand on his shoulder, like in a waltz, and with the other she held his cock in a light underhand grip. That was less like a waltz, but excellent nonetheless.

Hobie let his hands glide downwards to cup her backside. Mary Kate had been sitting or facing him ever since removing her habit, so he hadn’t enjoyed the privilege of seeing much booty yet—something he now regretted. It felt exquisite. So perfectly round and perfectly toned, and her panties bisected her smooth butt-cheeks in a way that was just…well, perfect. He traced those lines with his fingertips, up to her hips, and then slowly back down, closing together and arrowing in towards the parting between her legs.

Mary Kate licked her lips, and Hobie saw her glance quickly down to his own. He leaned fractionally closer. She did the same. Her lips parted, as if in a sigh, ready for him. Hobie edged the rest of the way, and their mouths met. Had it only been five minutes since they’d last kissed? He’d completely forgotten how wonderful it was, her fresh taste, the tentative action of her lips, like it was their first time all over again.

He couldn’t maintain the forward position on his knees, and after a brief struggle with his tipping point, Mary Kate drew him in, their tummies touching first, then chests, and in that way, they used each other for balance while the kiss went on.

Mary Kate offered her tongue, and Hobie took it, giving it a playful bite and then chasing it home for her to do the same. He felt her mouth curl into a smile beneath his lips and he squeezed her butt, acknowledging the shared enjoyment of discovery. Had she ever gone this far with a man? It was only second base, but if she was only eighteen when she found the Little Sisters then maybe this was all new.

Hobie thought he might be falling in love. Maybe it was only lust, but he’d come twice already, and he still wanted to be with her, even without a hard-on. That sounded a lot like love in his book.

Mary Kate worked his cock with a gentle pumping action. It was without reward for now at least, but Hobie felt confident a more impressive reaction would develop in the not-too-distant future.

Kissing, cupping a perfect butt-cheek in one hand, he let the other one roam north, not going straight to her breast but taking the scenic route instead. To have a gorgeous, sensuous woman like Mary Kate in his arms, it would be a terrible waste not to experience all she had to offer. The curve of her hip, the narrow hourglass of her waist, the soft flank of her tummy and the bumpy ridges marking her spine—all lined with creamy smooth girl-skin (so much nicer than boy-skin) and so wonderfully responsive to Hobie’s touch. By the time he found his way up to her bra strap, she was moving like a reed in the breeze, breathing a different sigh, a different gasp, to every touch.

His hand found her breast. It wasn’t like a targeted search, he just stroked around the side of her bra and Mary Kate rocked into it, angling her body, almost placing it in his palm. At least that’s how it seemed. It was more bra than breast in texture, but it felt wonderful. Plump, heavy, and heaving gently with her elevated breathing. He stroked his thumb across the top edge of exposed skin, finding the soft flesh pliant and nervous beneath his touch.

Mary Kate’s breath ran out through her nose, deflating her chest and opening her bra cup for Hobie’s fingers to slip inside. He didn’t hesitate. He found her nipple, hard and ready, stiff to the touch. He flicked a fingertip across the top, unable to do much more with the awkward angle. Mary Kate rewarded him with a plaintive moan and writhed slowly in his arms, waves of happiness undulating upwards from her hips. With one such undulation, she rolled a shoulder and loosed the supporting bra strap, and with a little help the cup fell away from her breast.

Hobie took receipt of this gift instantly, not pawing or mauling her, but merely taking over the bra’s abandoned role, accepting the tender weight and holding it protectively, lovingly. He revelled in the fine textures, the silky skin beneath his fingers and the ticklish press of her nipple in his palm.

It might have been the best feel-up he’d ever felt.

He had to taste it. Had to please it with his lips, his tongue. Otherwise he might die.

He broke their kiss almost reluctantly and pecked gently down Mary Kate’s chin. At first she tried to chase his lips, then succumbing to the new sensation, she lifted her head and offered her taut neck. Working to the music of her moans and sighs, Hobie nuzzled the hollows of her throat and kissed down to her collarbone.

“That tickles.”

“Sorry,” he mumbled between kisses, although he didn’t stop. He slowly trailed the point of his tongue from her neck, all the way down her breastbone, and Mary Kate voiced an excited intake of breath when his face sank between her breasts and she finally realised what he had in mind.

He kissed one breast open-mouthed with light, sucking pops, and Mary Kate underscored each with, “Oh…oh…oh,” her apparent pleasure and surprise building as he closed in on the hardened point. The areola was large and brown, and it looked deliciously engorged, aroused. Hobie brushed across the edge with his tongue and Mary Kate quivered, clutching his cock tightly and cupping the back of his head at the nape, threading her fingers through his hair.

“Is that nice?”

“Yes.” Her voice shook, and it didn’t seem like she’d say anything else, but then she breathed, “More.”

Hobie smiled. Glad to be of service.

He licked slowly around the areola with a pointed tongue, circling the hardened nipple but avoiding contact until he’d been all the way around twice. Mary Kate groaned when he took it between his lips, and he felt her whole body stiffen when he sucked it between his teeth.

The fingers in his hair tightened. “Suck it.” Barely a whisper.

He sucked hard and deep, drawing in the areola, teasing the whole with wet swirls of his tongue, releasing and waiting for her to breathe, then sucking again. Every action produced a different whimper, a different moan. He bit down on her nipple, eliciting a muted shriek that panicked him enough to stop, only to be instructed, “Again!” in a breathless husk—a demand with which he was only too happy to comply.

Mary Kate let go of his dick and in a rush, she reached behind to unhook her bra and shimmy out of the loops. Taking the opportunity to reposition, Hobie silently guided her; with more kisses, he led her up onto the love-seat while he knelt on the floor between her legs.

His cock was out of reach now, so with two hands free, she wound both into his hair and brought his mouth back to her breasts. Hobie gave the other one the same attention as the first, alternating to keep both wet and erect, and kissing the valley between them when he switched.

Mary Kate arched back, lifting her breasts and guiding his mouth lower to kiss and lick the undersides. It was a new one for Hobie, and he let himself be led by her reactions, finding that nuzzling with his nose and licking with a pointed tongue were her favourites, as evinced by a whispered, “Yes-yes-yes,” when he found the magic combination.

She was so responsive, so erotic. It was intoxicating to please a woman so thoroughly, and Hobie felt his dick filling with blood. He peeked down at her panties, thrilled to see the darkened patch that betrayed her own excitement.

Where would she draw the line? He supposed it was time to find out.

He kissed lower. Mary Kate’s fingers were still entwined in his hair, and she resisted for a moment, but he insisted. With his own low moan of passion, he tongued the hollow at the base of her sternum, probing, teasing, a promise perhaps of hotter action to come in a warmer locale.

“Please,” Mary Kate breathed. “No.” But Hobie felt her hands soften.

If she stops me this time, I stop.

Sinking down, he kissed lower, taking his time around her tummy, which wasn’t quite as flat as a catwalk model’s, but was more womanly. Soft and sexy.

He moved lower.

He felt Mary Kate’s fingers tremble against his scalp. He paused.

“Please.”

Please yes? Or please no?

“Please.” She sank lower in the love seat and opened her legs wide.

Hobie kissed down to the waistband of her panties and caught it between his teeth on the first try, pulling it away from her skin to reveal a neat thatch of short pubic hair, all angling in a redundant arrowhead, directing his attention to the main prize hidden below.

He could smell her. Ripe and potent.

He let the elastic snap back and nosed the fabric in the middle of the triangle, nuzzling her soft pubic mound and drinking in her scent. He kissed her there, once, twice, then he kissed lower, sensing the beginning of her cleft beneath his lips.

Mary Kate’s grip on his hair was intense, straining the roots. She applied a tiny downward pressure, letting him know where he could best please her.

He licked the fabric stretched across her labia, and she rose to him, arching her hips. It tasted of her, which revved his exhausted libido, even though the weave against his tongue wasn’t entirely pleasant—at least, not as pleasant as her soft pussy would be.

He nuzzled the damp nylon, separating her lips. We need to get you out of these wet clothes. The trite double-entendre was appropriate, but he was glad he didn’t say it out loud. Mary Kate was thinking along similar lines, obviously, because at the same moment she lifted her bottom off the cushion and voiced a plaintive sigh.

(Strip me. Lick me out. Fuck me with your tongue!)

At least those were the words Hobie heard in his head; Mary Kate was probably whispering a much more pious version under her breath.

Never one to disappoint, Hobie plucked at the waistband on both hips and tugged them a few inches past her bottom, stopping to show her he’d never get them off with her legs opened so wide. Mary Kate adapted quickly, sitting back down and lifting them straight up for him—a pair of shapely alabaster columns. Hobie skimmed the trim underwear slowly over her thighs, touching her there, delighting in her smooth perfection. His heart skipped a beat when he finally saw her pussy, glistening wet and sandwiched between her thighs.

In ten more seconds, I’ll have my tongue in there.

Mary Kate bent her knees so he could take the panties off over her feet. He tossed them with her bra and habit and looked again at her lovely body, clad now only in the white ecclesiastical veil and flashing the lush temptation of her pussy lips between closed thighs.

Hobie put his hands between her knees to coax them apart.

“Wait.”

Oh shit. Please, God, no. Don’t stop.

Mary Kate peered at him wide-eyed through her glasses, most of her face hidden behind her knees. “I haven’t ever—” She gulped back a nervous hitch. “Nobody’s ever touched me there.”

“It’s okay,” Hobie said. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

“I can’t.” Her voice shook.

Shit. “Are you sure?”

“I have to stay a virgin,” she whispered. “For my vows.”

Hobie breathed out, relieved. “Is that what you’re worried about?” He smiled reassuringly. “You still will be. It’s just like a kiss.”

Mary Kate paused, her eyes large and moist. Finally, she asked, “Are you hard yet?”

Please-please-please-don’t.

He couldn’t lie though, not about that. She was more exciting, more thrilling than any woman he’d ever met. She made him harder than a baseball bat, and damn near as big. Telling her she didn’t have that effect on him seemed like a betrayal—worse you might say, than one of Mother Mary Benedicta’s venial sins.

Hobie leaned back and showed her his cock, thick and engorged again, and erect to the point of being painful.

Mary Kate had to open her legs to see between them. Her nostrils twitched. “It looks bigger,” she said.

That was flattering to hear, but Hobie thought she was actually right. Even to him, he looked to have an extra half inch, as well as a bit more heft in the girth.

Did this mean she was going to go back to wanking him? It wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, but—

“Is it like that because you want to have sex with me?”

The natural inclination to lie once again tasted sour on his tongue. “Yes,” he admitted. He looked longingly at her wet and open pussy.

Well done, fuckwit. You blew it.

“But I wouldn’t,” he went on. “I only want to…I mean, you’ve been so nice to me, and I wanted to—”

“You could, though.”

Say what?

“You could force me to, right?” Her voice had taken on a wondrous, hypnotic cadence. “Look how big you are. If you held me down, I couldn’t stop you.”

“I…guess?”

“You could put it in my mouth.” Her breasts heaved, and Hobie realised she was almost panting. “You could put it in my…” Mary Kate looked down. There was only six or eight inches separating Hobie’s cock from the wet parting between her legs. “You could stick it in my cunt,” she husked, touching herself there.

What the fuck was happening?

“Are you that kind of guy?” she asked, that note of wonder and curiosity still present, like she was navigating this fantasy on the fly. “Would you pin me down and fuck me?”

That’s what this is. A fantasy. Hobie realised almost too late that Mary Kate was playing a game. Taking a risk, he answered with his gut, not his heart. “I’m exactly that kind of guy.”

Mary Kate beamed. “Would you fuck me hard? Or nice and gentle?”

“Hard,” he affirmed, and then seeing the excitement in her eyes, “Every time you crossed your legs, you’d wince and remember the pounding I gave you. I’d ream you so hard you’d glow for a week.”

Mary Kate almost giggled. Her body glowed pink already, and her nipples stood stiff and proud. “Would you tie me up?” She shivered as she said it.

“I wouldn’t need to.” Hobie put a swagger in his voice, warming now to the role. “You’d be begging for it. I’d just bend you over the sofa and fuck you ‘til you squealed.”

Mary Kate touched herself again, gliding a finger up her pussy and circling her clit. She was smiling openly, now. “What would I squeal?”

Hobie tried to play the bad-boy part but couldn’t resist returning the smile. “You’d be gasping and begging me to stop because you were coming so hard.”

“And would you? Stop?”

“No way. I’d give it to you harder.”

Mary Kate licked her lips, clearly enjoying the image. “And what about when you come?” She worked her clit a little faster. “You’d take it out, right?”

What does she want? What does she want me to say?

“I’d come inside you,” he said, following his gut once again. Mary Kate’s eyes bulged, and he was inspired to tease her further. “I’d save it all up until I was so deep inside you, and then I’d grab you by the hair and tell you what I was about to do.”

“I’d beg you not to,” Mary Kate whispered. She’d worked the tip of her middle finger into her pussy. “Don’t come inside me.” She put on a damsel voice. “I don’t have any protection.”

“Would you try to struggle?” Hobie asked, building her up.

“I would,” she panted. “But it wouldn’t do any good, bec—”

“Because I’m too strong and I’d overpower you. I’d tell you I knew exactly what you wanted, and that you were going to get it all.” He watched Mary Kate bite her lip, hopefully through excitement and not concern. He went boldly on. “I’d pin you down and pull your hair, and I’d fuck you so deep you’d feel my balls inside you, not knowing when I was going to come. Then you’d feel me stop and you’d breathe a sigh of relief, thinking I’d decided not to, until a moment later you felt the heat explode. So deep, way up here.” He touched four fingers to her tummy, just below her navel.

Mary Kate placed a hand over Hobie’s and held it there.

“If you did all that,” she said quietly, “then I couldn’t be a nun any longer.”

Channelling some old movie star like Bogart, “That’s the price of love, sweetheart.”

Her face took on a more serious expression. “Before, when we kissed,” she said. “You told me it wasn’t a boyfriend-girlfriend thing.”

“That might’ve been a lie.”

“Because…”

“Because I wanted so badly to kiss you.”

“Hmm.”

“And you wanted it too,” Hobie said gently, coaxing the truth from her.

Her face creased into a frown. “I’m really not sure what I want,” she said, looking him in the eye again. “I thought I did, but—”

“But what?” Hobie said. “You don’t need to choose. Not right now, anyway. It’s like you said before, anything that helps get the donation, right? If you enjoy it too, is that a sin? Is your God so capricious, (where the fuck did that word come from?) He’d deny you pleasure while you’re doing His work?” Hobie marvelled at his own powers of rhetoric; it was like his shoulder-angel was feeding him the lines.

Mary Kate pursed her lips, suppressing the smile that let him know she’d made her choice.

“Are you really going to lick my pussy?” The excitement was back in her voice, now.

“I really am,” Hobie said. He sank lower, kissing the inside of her knee. “And you’re going to love it.”

“And it’s just for the donation, right? Not because I want you to.”

God might believe your bullshit Mary Kate, but I know you better.

“Be quiet, Sister Mary Katherine.” He kissed along her thigh, all the way up to her wet and open folds, his hot breath centred over her clit. “Now hold still while I eat you out.”

He ran his tongue down her pink slit—knowing it was the first time any man had touched her there. She tasted like pure electricity, and that first touch sent an erotic shiver through her body, leaving behind a receding trail of tiny goose bumps.

“Oh my goodness,” she moaned, her voice quavering. “Please don’t hurt me.”

I never could.
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Chapter Seven

Hobie licked and kissed all around her sex, taking it slow, knowing it was her first time and allowing her to catalogue all the exciting sensations in her memory for later enjoyment. The hairs on her outer lips were short and soft, not wiry, and it really wasn’t unpleasant at all to suck on that velvety skin, finding the pink edge with his tongue and licking along the line to make her squirm with pleasure.

Mary Kate worked her hips in slow circles like a bread mixer, grinding at Hobie’s lips and tongue, drawing him towards her soaking wet centre and then circling the other way when he changed sides.

“You like that?” he asked, coming up for a breath.

“Unh.” She pressed herself back against his mouth.

“Do you like it, Sister Mary Katherine?” He couldn’t resist the tease. “Do you want me to do it some more?”

“I love it,” she squeaked through her teeth.

“Do you like this?” He licked her long and hard, right the way up her cunt, mopping up her flowing scent.

“Y-yes.” She shook beneath him, clutching his head in both hands.

“This?” He kissed her clit, careful not to touch the delicate surface beneath the hood.

“Uh-huh.”

“What about this?” He probed once, twice, at the resistant pink flesh just south of her love button, and then on the third time, he probed into her entrance. Her soft opening parted for him and he slipped his tongue inside, tickling with the tip when it met the resistance of her hymen.

Mary Kate gave a muted squeal and writhed beneath him, her movements becoming almost frantic. He pinned her hips down to the love seat and did it again, applying just a little pressure with his tongue and using her own wild squirming to work it inside.

“Oh my—Unh! Yes! Like that!”

“Maybe you prefer this more?” He withdrew and kissed inside her gaping pink lips, softening the contact.

“Please,” Mary Kate panted, catching her breath. “The other one. Again.”

“You have to tell me, Sister,” Hobie said, revelling in the impossible fantasy of licking a nun’s pussy. “If you want it, you have to tell me.”

Mary Kate took a shuddering breath and clutched his hair with fierce desperation. “I want you to fuck me with your ton—”

Her words were cut off by another shriek when Hobie dove back in, stretching her virgin hole, working in circles, pointing and fattening his tongue, probing hard and then easing back. She bucked her hips into him, banging his nose with her pubis. Hobie wrapped his arms around her thighs, immobilising them, spreading her wide and driving her back into the cushions.

“M-more! Yes!”

He felt her body begin to shake.

Jesus Christ. She’s going to come. I’m going to make a nun come with my tongue. He’d eaten girls out before, but never with the patience or technique to reach such a monumental conclusion. He pressed deeper, using his lips and his tongue together.

Mary Kate keened long and low, a plaintive, pleading moan. “Fuck me,” she gasped. “Finish me.”

Hobie pulled out of her entrance and wrapped his lips around her clit, sucking it in and peeling back the hood.

“Ohmyg—!” Mary Kate shrieked and renewed her thrashing, digging her fingers into his scalp. Hobie grabbed her wrists and pinned them flat, spread away from her body. She was helpless, just like in her fantasy, struggling beneath him while he mercilessly plundered her pussy.

He swirled his tongue around her clit, squeezing it, sucking it. He trapped it with the pointed tip and snapped it back and forth to the music of her growing cries of ecstasy.

Mary Kate thrashed uselessly beneath him. “Stop it,” she gasped. “Stop it. I’m going to—”

Hobie let go of her clit, breaking the suction.

Her breath ran out in a rush, and she bucked into him again. “Don’t stop!”

Hobie adapted quickly and sucked her back between his lips.

“Mmmmmmm-MMMMM.” Her whole body tensed, and she wrapped her legs around him, her firm thighs crushing his ears, squeezing him into her cunt. “Ah…mah…mahh!” It was like the beginnings of a sneeze, and then everything began to shake, her legs, her hips, her arms where he’d trapped them out to the sides. He let her go and she immediately grasped his head again, twining her fingers back into his hair. With long, arching spasms, she held him there while she came, quivering, shivering, grinding her pussy into his face. He released her clit and let her use him as a sex toy to come down, rubbing his lips and his pointed tongue in great, lazy circles all over her incandescent sex.

“Oh my,” she gasped. “Thank you. Thank you.”

Hobie probed back into her entrance, hoping he might reignite her for a second orgasm, but Mary Kate guided him away.

“Too sensitive?”

“No,” she cooed, sitting up and pulling him close. She wiped his mouth with the Stryper T-shirt before kissing him long and hard. “I want to feel you do that again,” she said, locking onto his eyes with a feral gaze. “But this time, not with your tongue.”

“Oh.” Hobie felt her fingers snake back around his cock. He’d never been so hard; it felt like he could break her grip just by flexing. He tried but it didn’t work. Mary Kate squeezed him in response, though, and gave him a sexy smile, so it wasn’t completely without reward.

“Change places,” she said, pushing forward on the love seat. “I’ll sit on you. Like before.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “No panties this time.”

So she wanted to ride him again, did she? With her tits bouncing in his face? That was A-okay with Hobie. He was still confused about the whole fucking versus petting situation anyway, and having Mary Kate in control would give her the chance to set some boundaries.

They manoeuvred awkwardly in the small space, and without overly much bumping of shins and brushing of genitals, Hobie got himself seated and scooted down low, giving Mary Kate plenty of room to climb on board. Holding his cock, she straddled him and shuffled down his lap until it nestled longways in her hot slit.

She leaned down to kiss him on the lips. “Does that feel nice?”

“It feels fantastic.” The heat was incredible, and she was so wet that rubbing against her felt almost as good as being inside.

Mary Kate rode his cock up to the tip, greasing his length with her all-natural, all-woman, scented lubricant. “Oh, Jiminy,” she husked, closing her eyes and rubbing her clit against Hobie’s cockhead.

Her breasts were right there in front of him, full and firm, bobbing seductively. Hobie chased one nipple in circles with his tongue, finally catching it and sucking it inside his mouth to Mary Kate’s obvious delight. She grabbed the back of his neck and crushed the soft swell of her breast into his face.

“Suck it harder,” she commanded. “Bite it.”

Hobie was more than happy to comply, sucking in her whole areola and working the hardened tip mercilessly between his front teeth.

“Mmm, yes.” She held his cock and flicked the head back and forth across her clit. Hobie could feel her body tensing again, another orgasm not far away.

“Let me do it,” he said, putting his hand over the top of hers. “Trust me. I promise I won’t hurt you.”

Her eyes were pinched closed. She whined desperately, perhaps weighing whether her immediate need exceeded her interest in Hobie’s likely thrilling shenanigans. With a sigh, she relinquished her hold on his cock and wrapped both arms around his neck. Putting her lips to his ear, she whispered, “Be gentle with me.”

Hobie glided down her slit and seated his cockhead in her entrance. The heat pouring from her sex was volcanic. So hot, so soft. So goddamn tight. Inside must be nothing short of heaven on earth.

Mary Kate purred, “H-r-r-r-r-r.” It was feline, wild. Almost a growl. She circled her hips, stretching her virgin cunt with his bulging purple head. “Oh, yessss!”

Hobie gripped his shaft tightly, his fist pressed into Mary Kate’s pussy so she could take no more than what she already had. Working it like a gear-shift, he dragged his knob in and out of her wanton hole, popping out to plough her crease and mash her swollen clit, and then snapping back in—stretching, straining, but somehow preserving her fragile virginity.

“Oh yes…oh yes,” Mary Kate husked in time with his loving strokes down her slit. She quickly got the idea—he’d provided a virgin training-cock—and she began driving the motion herself. Slowly at first, then gradually speeding up, she rocked her hips in an erotic thrusting motion, fucking herself with his cockhead, teasing her engorged clit. She bore down hard to stretch her entrance, working as much of it inside as Hobie would allow and trusting him not to let go, for surely she’d plunge down and impale herself completely in a single stroke.

What if he did slip, though?

What if she wants me to slip?

He could be inside her in a second—that wet, womanly nirvana of her virgin cunt. She was edging with her orgasm, too, so she wouldn’t even feel the pain. Hell, she’d probably come on the spot.

Imagine that, Mary Kate stuck on his cock, paralysed, coming uncontrollably and not able to lift herself off. If that happened, he’d come inside her. He wouldn’t have any choice—it would be simply too erotic not to.

Mary Kate’s movements built to a frantic pace, humping, thrashing, pounding herself on his cockhead. She had him in a tight hug, her cheek pressed against his, moaning her pleasure, whispering the perhaps redundant news of her imminent climax.

Hobie held tight to his cock and let her ride.

She clutched him around the neck, her lips pressed to his ear. “Yes. Yes. Ohmygoodness.”

He positioned his thumb so that the tip would be on her clit while his cockhead probed her entrance. Mary Kate almost shrieked, the sound of a woman on the ragged edge of orgasm. She stopped thrusting and simply ground herself onto his cock and thumb, like she thought she might get his whole fist inside.

This was the moment. If Hobie let go, she’d drop straight onto him, all the way to the hilt. The temptation was excruciating. Talk about the nature of sin; that would be the worst in Hobie’s mind—ruining this moment for her, because nothing in his sexual past compared to the excitement of having a beautiful, naked nun in his lap, giving herself over completely to erotic abandon.

And suddenly the question was moot, because she was already there.

“Mmmmmmm-MMMMM. Ah…mah…mahh!”

That sneezing sound was just like before. Hobie found it endearing, not to mention indescribably sexy. Knowing the noise your partner made when she came seemed more intimate even than the act itself. Hobie was the only man in the world who knew Mary Kate’s secret sound. That was boyfriend-level knowledge right there, not the product of some one-night stand.

She stiffened, gasped, and then shook as the shattering release wracked her body, her breath shuddering in Hobie’s ear, her cunt lips clenching over the top of his cock. He held her tight with his free hand, helping her stay upright while she rode out the climax. When she came down, she loosened her grip around his neck and kissed him. Her upper lip was damp with sweat.

“One more,” she breathed, rising off his dick.

“One more what?” Hobie wasn’t exactly sure what she had in mind. If he was being honest with himself, he fancied his best-case outcome might be a thankyou blowjob for his fine oral and manual skills.

“Like you were saying before,” she murmured, too shy to maintain eye contact. “Take me.” Her voice dropped to the quietest whisper. “Make me.”

Hobie’s cock bucked spastically. He had to swallow twice before he could form words. “Do you mean—?”

“Shhh.” Mary Kate put her finger on his lips. “It doesn’t count if you say it.”

Make me.

Hobie tried a dozen different ways in the next four seconds to interpret that, and they all came out the same way. Rape me. Hobie enjoyed sexual role-play as much as the next bloke—hell, probably more—but the R-word? That was some next-level shit.

(What the fuck’s wrong with you, you pussy? She says fuck her, then fuck her. Simple.)

But she didn’t say Fuck me, she said Take me.

(Po-tay-toe, po-tah-toe.)

Mary Kate gave him a pleading look with those big doe-eyes. “Please.”

It was only one word, but it decided the matter. He cupped her butt in his hands and lifted her, standing up at the same time. Mary Kate squeaked with surprise and wrapped her arms around his neck. She was lighter than she looked, or maybe Hobie was just stronger than he thought, because she felt tiny in his arms.

Helpless.

He backed her up and pinned her against the wall, his body hard and rippling with un-remembered power, hers small and soft, and so delightfully willing. Mary Kate lifted her knees, and her pussy lips parted around his stiff shaft, warming it, greasing it with slick juices that would ease his passage into her tight, virgin cunt. He crushed their bodies together, using his thick muscles to knead her lithe form, kissing her hard, rubbing her breasts with his chest hair, and mashing his dick into her clit.

Mary Kate’s chest was already hitching, and she took loud, shuddering breaths through their kiss. Her pussy was soaking. Hobie’s dick felt coated in baby oil. He lifted her higher, raising her slick opening to meet his cockhead. He smooshed between her open lips, peeling them back, stretching her, getting her ready to take him.

“—ohmygosh…ohmygosh—”

Hobie’s balls boiled. He wouldn’t last thirty seconds in that silky heaven. Whether he’d come twice already or a dozen times, it didn’t matter, some things you just knew would be exquisite beyond your ability to imagine. Mary Kate was a hot dessert on a winter’s day; she was your own cosy bed after an eighteen-hour flight. Delayed gratification was out of the question.

He leaned in, pressing his cockhead into her entrance. Mary Kate stopped breathing. Was she bracing for the pain? Mentally cataloguing her final moments as a virgin?

The wait was over. Hobie pushed, driving his cock upwards, forcing himself past the initial resistance and then gliding smoothly the rest of the way.

“Ughhh!” They both cried the sweet release of tension together. Hobie clenched, willing himself to last, please God, just a few strokes. The pressure was intense, crushing. His cock heaved. He felt Mary Kate’s soft lips lapping at his balls, and she moaned wantonly in his ear over her first heaving cuntful of dick.

It was when he pulled back that he realised he wasn’t inside her at all.

What? But it felt so…

He’d just skidded up her slit and pinned his cock with his own weight to her soft mound. With his balls heaving and squeezing, he propped Mary Kate higher to try again, wriggling his cockhead urgently into her steaming caldera.

“—yesyesyes—”

Hobie pushed again, slower this time. He felt her pink centre yielding, stretching, then it rejected him, and once again his dick ploughed thickly up through her slit. Mary Kate sang a cocktail of rapture and disappointment as he bowed her clit like a violin, grinding and teasing it with his pulsing slab of meaty cock.

The angle was all wrong. He needed a free hand to guide himself in, but both were busy holding her up at cock height. This wasn’t going to work.

Desperate now, he let her down and with an impatient shove, bent her over the arm of the love-seat. Head down, arse up, legs splayed, and her virgin cunt wet and open, staring back at him, willing him to skewer it. She was a perfect tableau of carnal lust. Hobie lined up his cock again and touched it to the nun’s glistening centre. She moaned back at him and struggled weakly, wrestling with nobody and pressing her own face into the cushions.

—almost like she’s being—

Hobie remembered her rape fantasy and realised this was exactly what he’d told her he’d do—bend her over the sofa and fuck her senseless.

—and fuck you ’til you squealed, was what he’d promised. Then she said she’d struggle, but that it wouldn’t do any good because…

She wants the rape fantasy. That’s what the struggling is. She wants to be held down and fucked.

Hobie had never gotten off on dominant sex, and he didn’t really know what he was supposed to do. He was willing, though. For lack of a better idea, he slapped her backside, a small but resounding thwack. Mary Kate gasped. It was a sudden intake of breath followed by expectant silence. She reached back with one hand and touched the red mark where he’d slapped her, and with sensuous strokes, she rubbed her butt, pulling the cheeks apart and spreading her pussy wide. Hobie’s dick settled a little deeper. His knob was now completely inside her and pressed against her hymen. He could feel it straining.

She liked it. Oh God, she loved it.

Hobie grabbed her wrist and held it tight. He heard that gasp again and recognised it for what it was—erotic surprise. Mary Kate’s reaction was delayed, but when she realised Hobie had a good hold, she tried to pull free, struggling and yanking her arm, making him take an even firmer hold.

Her struggles increased and she grunted with the effort to fight him off. He almost let her go before he realised the silent contract he’d gotten himself into—she wasn’t screaming and she wasn’t saying no, and that meant she wanted to keep the game going.

(Even if she does say no, Hobe-meister, it could still be part of the game, right?)

The shoulder-devil was back. Like this wasn’t difficult enough territory already. The last thing he needed was a salivating cheer-squad screaming FUCK HER from the bleachers. The voice was right, though—how could he know for sure?

(You can’t! Don’t you see? That’s the beauty of it, asshole. The way you find out, is you stick your dick in her!)

“Say ‘no’ if you want me to stop,” Hobie murmured.

“Stop it,” Mary Kate cried, though not so loudly anyone outside would hear. She thrashed again, trying to wrench her arm free, but instead she dislodged Hobie’s dick from her entrance.

“Did you hear me?”

“Ugh!” She whipped her butt from side to side, batting Hobie’s cock back and forth in the process. “Let me go!”

She heard me. It’s just part of the game. She doesn’t want to break character.

(And she still hasn’t said ‘no’, dude. So what are you waiting for?)

She whipped again like a fish. Hobie pressed her flat into the cushions, effectively restricting her movements, but then realised he didn’t have a free hand to get his cock back into her pussy. He twisted the wrist he was holding—not too hard—and made it do double duty both restraining her and holding her down.

“Now,” he growled, beginning to feel the part of his character.

(The rapist…your character is the rapist)

“Lift that sweet pussy up nice and high for me, Sister.” He stroked her wet entrance with two fingers and found a home again for his cockhead, slipping it inside. “Are you ready for this? It’s gonna feel reee-al nice.”

“Nnnnn—” Mary Kate choked off the word. “Don’t,” she gasped instead. “You can’t do this to me!” She shook her butt again, but she couldn’t dislodge his cock; it just waggled back and forth, wedged in her soft entrance. He grabbed a handful of lush, light brown hair, pulling her head back and to the side, stretching the taut cords in her neck and showing him the rolling whites of her eyes.

He pressed harder, stretching her delicate cherry until she yelped.

“You know you want it,” he growled, intuiting what she wanted to hear. “Tell me, Sister. Beg me for it.”

“Please.” Mary Kate’s voice and her struggles alike were weaker, like she was resigned to what he was about to do. “I’ll pay you. I’ll give you anything!”

(I gave him everything.)

For a moment that sounded like the shoulder-angel, but then he recognised the words. It was Bliss. Near the end of the movie when she’d found out the asshole boyfriend had cheated on her, there was a tearful confession to her mother that she’d wasted her virginity on him. Mom, I gave him everything.

“I’ll give you anything,” Mary Kate whispered again.

Hobie imagined Mary Kate as Bliss, collapsed in tears because he’d fucked her and left her, and Mother Mary Benedicta having to pick up the broken pieces.

Does she think she loves me? Is that what this is? Hobie thought he might be falling in love. The young nun was exciting, sexy, and fascinating in equal measures, but Hobie was old enough to understand that love at first sight was a hormone-fuelled illusion.

Whatever it was, whatever she wanted, she deserved better than to have her innocence plundered by the likes of him.

Hobie rose onto his toes to angle his cock downwards, and when he pushed, he slipped free again and skidded through her parted lips.

(What are you doing? Get your dick back in there, you gutless fuckwit!)

“Nooo-oooo.” It wasn’t a cry of denial from Mary Kate—like a safe-word—but one of frustration.

He may not get to experience the tight heaven inside her, but to have his cock nestled in the exquisite heat of her slit and his groin pressed into her firm backside made for a close second.

“Close your legs.”

Mary Kate squeezed her thighs together, trapping Hobie’s cock in their smooth embrace. The illusion for him at least, was complete. For all intents and purposes, he was inside her. He dragged his shaft out again, spreading her juices around that little triangular gap, and then slid back in with silken ease, grazing her swollen clit along his length.

Mary Kate moaned wantonly and her knees quaked. Her head was turned and Hobie could see a look of ecstatic pleasure on her face.

He remembered his role and pulled her hair again. “Push back!” He wanted to say ‘bitch’ but didn’t dare. “Show me how much you want it.”

On the next thrust, Mary Kate backed into him, slapping her cheeks and her pussy into Hobie’s groin, triggering a muted cry. “Yes! Fuck me!”

His dick swelled in response to her demands, and his balls churned. He thrust again, and again Mary Kate met him with a loud thwack.

“Yes! Yes!”

Hobie needed an extra pair of hands. The arm-twisting and hair pulling were fine for Mary Kate, but what he really needed was to grab hold and fuck her stupid.

Screw it. He let go and took her hips like a steering wheel. He was master and commander, standing at the helm of some great sailing ship. Oh, fuck yeah, this was more like it. Brace yourself, Sister.

Hobie pulled out again, his dick slurping through the smooth triangle of her thighs and cunt, then he drove back in, pulling on her hips and following through with the stroke, mashing her forward onto the love seat. He stayed with her, placing a knee on the arm rest and the other leg out to the side, bending over her prone body, fucking, thrusting, again and again, nailing her to the love-seat with long, powerful strokes that rocked her slim form and sent shockwaves rippling through the luxurious side-swells of her breasts. All the while Mary Kate cried muffled screams into the cushions; she writhed her hips and ground her clit so hard that Hobie could feel the swollen nub snapping across his iron shaft. Her now-freed hand flailed ineffectually behind her, wanting perhaps to stroke and encourage, but instead it was rendered paralysed by the ecstatic blows radiating out from her sex.

“Mmmmmmm-MMMMM.”

Thar she blows! The sound of Mary Kate tripping over the edge of her third orgasm was sweet music for the soul. He tried to recall whether any of his girlfriends had ever experienced three orgasms total, let alone in one sitting.

“Ah…mah…mahh!” Her body stiffened and her thighs gripped him like a vice. The heat from her gaping slit was like a blow torch against his cock.

Hobie’s balls lifted and tensed. “Oh fuck. I’m going to…” His tongue and throat locked up and he couldn’t finish the sentence. Fire spread through his loins like a nuclear blast, first a blinding flare and then a massive shockwave of pleasure. He jammed his cock in as far as it would go, screwing it between Mary Kate’s clenching pussy lips and almost jamming his balls in there as well. He felt cum flooding his shaft and held it as long as he could, building the pressure and the pleasure at the same time.

When he couldn’t hold it any longer, he let go and revelled in the glorious dam-burst release. The build-up of sexual ecstasy peaked, crested, and then spilled forth in endless waves that fizzed through his groin, his stomach, and all up and down his spine. His dick heaved and swelled in Mary Kate’s tight embrace, and way down in his lizard-brain imagination, he was pumping his rich, potent spend deep into her core.

Mary Kate was doubled over like an inchworm—bottom up and head low—shuddering through her own orgasm with her hands pressed into her groin, almost as if she could physically stem the ebbing waves of pleasure washing through her.

Exhausted, spent, Hobie pulled free and folded to the floor beneath the love-seat. “Oh my God. That was…” He rolled onto his back and looked adoringly up at Mary Kate. “Amazing.”

Mary Kate hung her head over the side and smiled down. Her veil hung askew, and her face shone with sweat. She was beyond gorgeous.

Hobie had just come three times, and still he wanted her more than ever. He held out his arms and helped guide her down on top of him. They cuddled, sharing the sweet afterglow of sex.

“Guess what,” she said, raising her head and touching noses.

“What?”

“I got it.”

Got what?

Mary Kate grinned madly. She held up the sample cup, and in the bottom was a small pool of creamy semen.

“Oh.” Hobie blinked, remembering why he was there. “Wow, I mean, well done. How did you… I didn’t even know you had the cup.”

“You’ve heard of Girl Scouts?”

“Be prepared?” Hobie guessed.

Mary Kate laughed. “They’ve got nothing on us nuns.”

They kissed. It was sweet and natural, and this time it had nothing to do with sperm collection.

Mary Kate broke and looked at Hobie wide-eyed. “Fudge,” she hissed. “What’s the time?” She craned around the room until she found the wall clock. “I’m going to be late for Vespers.” Hurriedly, she got off Hobie and began dressing. “At least I got a donation. Reverend Mother might cut me some slack.”

Hobie’s shoulder-angel spoke up. Don’t just sit there, dickhead. Ask the girl if you can see her again.

Mary Kate pulled her habit on over her head and re-arranged the veil. “Can you let yourself out when you’re dressed?” she asked hurriedly. “I’ll leave this with Reverend Mother,” she brandished the sample jar. “You can grab your money on the way out.”

“Um…sure,” Hobie said, pulling his own T-shirt over his head so Mary Kate couldn’t see his eyes. She opened the door a crack and peeked out.

(Don’t be a fuckin sook. You came for a wank, and got two hand-jobs and a thigh-fuck. You’ve been rolling fuckin double-sixes, asshole, and it’s your own stupid fault, not mine, that you didn’t bang her.)

“Hey, Sister,” he said, stopping her before she could slip out the door. He had to set his jaw to keep it from shaking.

Mary Kate turned around and looked at him, eyebrows raised.

“Thank you.”

The pretty young nun smiled, crinkling her eyes. “You’re welcome.” She stepped back in and pecked him on the lips. “I really have to run,” she whispered.

Then in a flash of black linen, she was gone.

──────
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Chapter Eight

“—bie!”

Hobie’s ears pricked at what sounded like his own name, but it was hard to hear over the spray-painter.

“HOBIE!”

It was Dad. Hobie switched off the compressor.

“WHAT?” Polite people would go out front to the workshop and talk in person, but Hobie and his father had been yelling at each other for most of his life, so it had come to feel natural.

“SOMEONE HERE TO SEE YOU.”

That didn’t bode well. Some ghost from his stoner life? He’d lost contact with most of his friends after quitting his job and packing up for the suburbs, and it had turned out to be one of his better decisions. That was, what, six months ago? Who even knew he was back at home and working for Dad?

Hopefully this would be quick, otherwise he’d have to flush the lines. Dad would kill him if he gummed up the sprayer.

“WHO IS IT?”

“JESSIE, SHE SAYS— WAIT.” There was the sound of a woman’s voice. “JUST JESS. MY MISTAKE.”

Jess? Jessica? Did he know any of them? He pulled off his goggles and looked down at his plastic coveralls. Red paint—he looked like a stab victim.

“WHERE’S SHE FROM? DO I NEED TO FLUSH THE SPRAYER?”

“FROM YOUR DREAMS, I’D GUESS. DO YOURSELF A FAVOUR AND GET OUT HERE. I’LL FLUSH THE LINES.”

This was a turn-up. All the shitty jobs in the workshop had been strictly Hobie’s since Dad had taken him on as an apprentice boat-builder. And a hot girl named Jess? Hobie quickly stripped out of the paint-spattered suit and walked through to the workshop.

Dad had the big roller doors open to let in the late-autumn sunshine, and standing there backlit by a halo of bright daylight was indeed some fantasy straight out of Hobie’s dreams. He was partial to the girl-next-door look, and this one had it in spades—faded and ripped denim jeans; cute, purple Converse sneakers; and a bright yellow, scoop-neck tee that found the perfect balance between concealing and revealing, framing what might be the world’s most succulent cleavage.

“Hi Hobie.”

The voice sounded familiar, but he couldn’t place it. She looked about his age. Cute as hell, too, with her hair in two French braids that skimmed along her scalp and fell in stubby tails just below her nape.

“Um, hi…Jess?”

She smiled. That seemed familiar, too, but he’d be buggered if he could work out where from. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

“Yeah, I…Hang on, give me a minute.” How embarrassing. It should be literally impossible to forget a girl that hot.

She held up both hands, giving herself a pair of finger-glasses.

Oh my God! It’s—

“Mary Ka—” Hobie stopped himself. “I mean, Sister Mary Katherine.” He took another quick inventory of her body. “Wow.”

“I’m just Jess, now,” she said. “I left the convent. Mary Katherine was my religious name.”

“You did? Wow. I think I said that already. I mean, you look great. I didn’t recognise you without the…” He wasn’t sure where to start, the glasses, shorter hair, the heaven-sent tee-shirt.

“Yeah, I kicked the habit.” She smiled lopsidedly. “Sorry, nun joke. I haven’t kicked them, yet. I’ve been thinking about you.”

Dad shuffled backwards. “I think I’m going to…uh…” He looked around desperately, then fixed on the door back to the build-area. “Do something else.” He retreated and shut the door behind him.

“What happened with the Little Sisters?” Hobie asked. “You seemed, you know, pretty happy.”

“I was…I mean, I thought I was. Until, you know…”

Until the day I met you.

“You left in kind of a hurry. I wanted to ask…” What did he want to ask? When do you get off being a nun? Maybe we could hit some bars. “I don’t know. I liked meeting you, and it would have been cool to stay and talk.”

“We can talk now, if you want.”

Hobie’s mind replayed all the things they’d done, especially her non-con fetish. It was a familiar fantasy, now—one he’d used often—but like the old Bliss fantasy, it left him feeling empty. It was hard to accept she’d just been doing a job.

“So, I suppose you did a lot more…” What the fuck? Why would you say that?

Mary Kate—no, Jess—shook her head. “You were my first and last,” she said, looking down at her sneakers and scuffing the concrete. “When I got back to the convent and we were praying through Vespers, I thought about what you’d…what we’d almost done. I had a kind of episode.” She shivered and twitched her head sideways—swipe left—as though mentally discarding a frightening thought. It didn’t seem like something she wanted to delve into. “I think maybe God was watching over me. I was lucky it was you and not someone else.”

“Really?” Obviously, she was talking about Hobie not fucking her, but he’d done almost everything else besides, and his actions hadn’t been entirely altruistic. “So you didn’t mind what we did?”

Jess shook her head. “I still think about it a lot.” Another smile broke across on her face. “We got the job done, didn’t we?”

“You did,” Hobie said. “I got a bit caught up in the moment.”

“You remembered enough not to…I mean, not to do something I’d regret.”

Thanks for not fucking me, Hobie translated. “Yeah, well. It didn’t seem right.” They were straying into uncomfortable territory, and Hobie still wasn’t completely sure he’d done the right thing. “So, what are you doing here?”

Jess eyed the doorway where Dad had retreated. “Walk with me?”

“Um, sure.” They stepped outside and Jess took Hobie’s arm, holding him like a familiar lover, sending a happy tingle up his bicep and across his chest. “DAD,” he called over his shoulder, taking care not to yell in her ear. “I’M GOING OUT FOR A BIT. YOU WANT ANYTHING?”

“FOR YOU TO MEET A NICE GIRL AND SETTLE DOWN.”

What the—?

“WHAT?”

“NEVER MIND. HAVE FUN. I’LL CLEAN UP.”

What’s gotten into Dad?

They walked out through the big roller doors and into the sunshine.

“Your dad’s nice.”

“He’s okay.” Hobie chose to walk down the hill towards the milk bar. Getting ice creams would be a nice datey thing to do. Not that they were on a date, although that would be awesome. “He yells a fair bit, but I s’pose I do too. I’m living at home again while I save up for a car.”

“Hmm.”

Hobie sensed the diversion to his father was just chit-chat, and she was perhaps not sure how to turn the conversation around to why she’d come.

“So how did you find me?” he asked, feeling his way around the edges of this unexpected encounter.

“I was sneaky.” Jess gave him a furtive glance that was half shame and half pride. “I still go to mass at the convent chapel, and I got Sister Mary Paul to steal me a copy of your application form.”

“But I moved from—”

“Next of kin. I spoke to your mother on the phone, and she told me where to find you.”

“Ri-ight.” Hobie winced at the idea of Mum and Jess comparing notes. There were things a mother never needed to know. Quick, subject-change. “So, you left the convent, huh? Crisis of faith?”

“I still have faith. I think God’s watching me closer than ever.” She darted another glance at Hobie, this one harder to read. “It was more like a crisis of service.”

“I don’t get it.”

“You know how in the old days, nuns used to run schools and orphanages, and provide shelter for the homeless, and stuff like that?”

“I guess.”

“Well now it’s mostly state-controlled, with the Department of Human Services, and Catholic schools full of lay teachers. All the nuns do now is pray.”

“And collect sperm.”

Jess laughed. “Yeah, well, it’s sure as heck more interesting than prayer.”

“It was for me, too.”

She laughed again. It was a sound Hobie could come to love.

“I wanted to make a difference,” she continued, “so I left to do social work. I’m just volunteering while I study, but when I finish, I want to work with at-risk kids and teens.”

“Cool. I was worried you got into trouble for the…you know.” Not knowing why Jess was visiting was killing Hobie. He was loathe to question good fortune, especially after what happened that day at the Little Sisters, but he had to know. “Listen, can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“Is this about my donation? Did they put it under a microscope and find some horrible disease?” He reeled from an even more frightening thought. “Shit, they didn’t use it—I’m not a dad yet, am I?” Had it been long enough to make a baby? Oh my God! She used it on hersel—!

“Of course not.” She squeezed his arm in an admonishing gesture. “I don’t even know if Reverend Mother gets to see that kind of stuff. I came to…” She peeked up at him again and then quickly looked back at the footpath. “I wanted to see if you were busy tonight.”

She was asking him out on a date. Be cool. And act natural. “Um, yeah. I mean, nah—not busy.” Smooth. Now what? Do I have to take over? “Do you want to go somewhere? Like, you know, out? Nothing fancy. I’m saving—”

“For a car,” Jess finished for him, squeezing his arm again. “That’s okay. It’s the furthest thing from fancy.”

“Oh, okay.” Hobie was pretty familiar with austerity even without the vow of poverty. A cheap night out with Jess would be right up his alley. “What did you have in mind?”

“I volunteer with this goodwill group. The nights are getting cold now, and we hand out blankets to people sleeping rough in the city.”

“Oh. Yeah?” That was a bit more austere than Hobie had imagined. But then it was Jess, so…

“Yeah. My partner got the flu, so I don’t have anyone to go with. We walk through Hyde Park and the Domain after dark, and it can get pretty dicey for a girl on her own. There was this one time—”

“Partner?” Hobie’s heart sank. Had he just been conned by a pretty girl?

“My volunteer partner,” she said, turning to look and probably seeing the hang-dog look of disappointment on Hobie’s face. She broke into a surprised smile and stifled a laugh. “You didn’t think…Oh my goodness! Glenn? No way! You wouldn’t say that if you met him.”

“Jess, look, I’m not the smartest guy in the world, so—”

“Yeah, but Stephen Hawking’s getting old,” she giggled. “We’re all maybe going to move up a spot.”

Hobie ignored the joke. “So I’m not always able to read between the lines. Can I just ask straight-up—is this a date?”

Jess sobered. “I don’t know if ‘date’ is the best word.”

His heart sank. “Do you even want to date me?” he asked, almost wishing he hadn’t. “I mean, I don’t mind just hanging out, ‘cos you seem like fun, but I don’t need to tell you, you’re really pretty…actually, probably ‘hot’ is a better…” He took a deep breath. “You know what I mean. I don’t want to be one of a bunch of guys circling in your friendzone.”

“Friendzone?” Jess stopped and turned Hobie to face her. “That’s not… I could never have you in my friendzone. We did things… You know stuff about me that no-one else, no-one else, knows.” Jess swallowed heavily, and Hobie noticed her eyes misting. “You know what I fantasise about.”

She was talking about the non-con fantasy, and Hobie was ashamed to admit he’d maybe caught a taste for it himself. He remembered holding her down, twisting her arm, and the sound of her excited panting when he nestled his cockhead in her pussy. It was so, so wrong—like wanting Bliss had been wrong—but that was what had made it exciting.

“I want to be with you again,” she said. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Like last time.”

Hobie allowed a ray of hope to shine on his heart. “So you do want to date?”

Jess nodded, her brow furrowed with a how-can-he-be-so-dense look of concern. “Was I moving too fast?” She licked her lips. “I’d love to date. I thought we were skipping that bit, but yes, buy me flowers, book a restaurant, pick me up in your—”

“My bus?”

Jess laughed. “You can borrow my car.”

Hobie was wrong about her laugh being a sound he could come to love. He’d loved it the first time he heard it. He’d loved Jess the first time he’d met her.

So, she does want to date. Just not tonight. Hobie was so confused. He replayed the conversation in his head, trying to remember everything she’d said.

And anything she hadn’t. He’d cut her off when—

“You said you want to wander through Hyde Park at night,” he prompted.

“It’s dark,” she said. “And it’s shielded off from the streets. Nobody would hear you in there if anything happened.”

“Has anything happened?”

Jess’s nostrils flared, and she nodded. “There was this girl, not with our group—we always go in pairs.”

“What happened to her?”

“It was awful.” Her voice dropped. “This wasn’t in the news, but I know her from church. She was attacked by three men, she told me. Two of them held her down while the other one…”

“Oh, God.” Hobie couldn’t imagine it. “Is she okay? I mean, that’s stupid, of course she’s not, but did they…you know, beat her up?”

Jess shook her head. Her breathing was shallow and her pupils were huge and black. “They took turns,” she said in a low voice. “She tried everything, kicking, screaming, but they just kept going. And going. She’s so small, and they were so…” She shook her head slowly, her eyes earnest and locked on to Hobie’s. “There was nothing she could have done. Nothing.”

She seemed about to say something else, so Hobie waited.

“She told me she came. She was so ashamed, to be out of her mind with terror, and to have her body betray her like that.”

“Is she going to be okay?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you okay?”

She looked thoughtful for a moment. “I think so. I mean, it was horrifying to hear her describe it, and I cry for her…I pray for her. It was so awful, but…”

But what?

“But I can’t stop thinking about it. How would it feel? To be so terrified, and so helpless. To have him inside you—doing it inside you?”

Oh, holy shit. The pieces were falling into place, and Hobie thought he finally understood. “You don’t want me there to keep you safe, do you?”

Jess chewed her lip, but she didn’t answer.

“You want me to…?”

“At the Sisters,” she said in a low voice. “You held me so tight. I couldn’t move, and you could have done anything you wanted. There was a moment when I thought you would, I really did, and I was so frightened. I’d never felt so…alive.”

“You said you were relieved that I hadn’t.”

“I was. I also thought I wanted to be a nun.”

“But it’s different now.” It wasn’t a question. Hobie could see the certainty and determination in her eyes. They were both horrified by the girl’s story, but what Jess was talking about doing, that was different, wasn’t it? Consensual?

Fucking hell. I thought wanking off to Bliss was a sin. She’s talking about getting raped, and it’s giving me a fucking boner.

“I’m going out of my mind,” Jess said. “I can’t think about anything else except…being taken.” She seemed to struggle for a moment, deciding whether to go on. “I am going out on my own tonight. I know that if it’s you, I’ll be safe, but I’m going regardless.”

Holy shit. She was telling the truth. She wanted to get herself raped. How could he respond to that? Part of him was horrified for her, just like he had been for the nameless victim. Another part—a secret Hobie who lived in the shadows—imagined pinning Jess’s lithe body to the ground and tearing off her panties. God, he was hard.

“One more question,” Hobie said. “Tomorrow night, can we go out for pizza?”

The worry lifted from Jess’s face. “Uh-huh.” She stepped in close. “Or we could stay in. You could come over to my place.”

“But tonight, you want me to…” He couldn’t say the r-word. “You’re going to get me arrested, you know?”

Jess slipped her arms around him and stood up on her toes to kiss. “I promise I won’t scream.” Their lips met, and it was just like the last time, with electric sparks fizzing through Hobie’s body. He tried to tell himself he’d only do what she asked to keep her safe, but his hard cock pressing against her tummy told a different story.

Jesus Christ! I’m so going to hell for this.

She broke the kiss, but stayed close, touching noses. “Do you believe in God?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Hobie said. “Maybe. Why?”

“I think maybe He sent you to save me.” Jess wrapped her arms tight around him and kissed him again.

Funny, I was thinking the same thing.
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The Headmaster’s Office (a hot chapter)
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When the Headmaster's giving out D, it doesn't mean detention.

Mr Gallows is really tall, about six feet four, reed slender and kind of cute for an old guy (he’s at least thirty-five!). He has a rugged outdoorsy look, short and wavy dark-brown hair, deep tan and beard stubble, but with straight white teeth and dimples that look a bit sexy when he smiles. He might have escaped notice from the girls except for one curious habit—whenever he thought no one was watching he would reach down and adjust himself from the right to the left or back again. This is an endless source of amusement for teenage girls. We watch with mirrors when he stands at the back of assembly and take bets on how many times he does it before the bell. Geez dude, go buy some comfy shorts.

There’s no shortage of giggling and after-hours dreaming in the dorm about what he might be packing, and without fail it always ends in a wild rendition of Led Zepplin’s “Hangman”. Try to imagine a dozen teenage girls in nighties with air-guitars and hairbrush microphones, screaming like Robert Plant “Swingin’ on the Gallows Pole, Swingin’ on the Gallows Pole” and collapsing in gales of laughter. Sometimes I go back to my bed with Silver (after Long John, not the colour)—an eighteen inch double-ended dildo—still singing “Hangman” to myself and thinking about him.

“Shut the door, Angela, shut the door.” The two heads shared an office, and he was bent over Mrs Bingham’s desk, searching for the counterpart of my yellow note that would tell him what he had so rashly volunteered to deal with.

He found it, held it up, and started reading to himself. He still hadn’t looked up to see me yet, otherwise he probably could have saved some time. “Aaaah … right … uh-huh … I see,” he mumbled as he read and then looked up, paused, and blinked a couple of times as his eyes wandered over the contours of my dress.

He cleared his throat after a pause that was a moment too long. “Won’t you sit down, Angela?”

“Actually, I’m comfortable standing, thank you Sir.”

“Yes, I see…ah…I mean, very well.” He steeled himself visibly, drawing up his enormous height and putting on the stern Headmaster-face. “Now it seems that one of our teaching staff has noticed that your dress is perhaps not in full accord with the school regulations,” he announced formally in an ominous tone.

“Yes Sir, but I—”

“Now I normally step out while Mrs Bingham deals with these cases,” he interrupted. “But I know the drill, and I think we can probably sort this out without her help, don’t you agree?”

“But tomorrow, Sir—” I was starting to worry and tugging at my front hem to make it look longer in the grim hope that this wasn’t going where I feared it might.

He pressed on without listening. “Regulations are very clear, Angela. Your hem line must be no more than four inches above the knee, measured from the floor at a kneel.”

My dress was higher than that even before the booby-fairy visited me. Now it was a subject way beyond doubt, but as he was saying it, he reached back to his desk for a ruler. This was not looking good. Both my hands were now frantically tugging at my hem and pulling my dress even tighter over my breasts. I couldn’t utter a sound.

He came closer, towering over me with my head at the level of his elbow. “Please kneel on the carpet, Angela, and we’ll take a measurement.”

How was this going to work? If I knelt down one leg at a time, the dress would ride up and flash my panties-less pussy. I paused for a moment, thinking. Carefully, I bent both knees at once, lowering myself slowly and keeping my hips straight to stop the cursed dress riding up. I got about half way down before the strain of the awkward position broke and I plopped forward onto my knees, hips in and back straight like a gymnast finishing a vault. Unfortunately, that’s where the comparison ended, and I toppled forward with the momentum of the fall.

The only thing in front of me was Mr Gallows’ leg and I instinctively put out my hand to stop the fall. I got him open-handed on the upper thigh, and as I pushed back to right myself, I felt the flesh beneath his suit pulse and heave beneath my fingers.

Oh. My. God.

I just grabbed the Headmaster’s cock. And it was halfway down his pants leg. The guy must be hung like a fucking horse!

He leaped back as if he’d been stung, looked down at himself, then hurriedly turned around and retreated behind his desk with the chair pulled in tight.

In a moment, he recovered serenely. “Perhaps over here would be better,” he said, beckoning to the space beside him. But then, realising he wouldn’t be able to reach me without pulling out from the desk and exposing what I now imagined must be a boner the size of a riding crop, he changed tack and cleared the leather-topped desk in front of him.

With colour rising in his face, he gestured to the desk. “Up here, please Angela.”

This was not going well. I still had tingles from the fleeting feel of his manhood in my hand. I was starting to get moist, and I could feel the lips of my vagina sliding deliciously against each other, making me wetter still.

Mr Gallows respectfully looked away to study a painting on the wall, and I nimbly hopped up onto the desk on my knees. It was antique and unfashionably low, so even with him seated I was now only a head taller. My breathing had quickened, straining open the buttons over my bust, and my rock hard nipples now pressed through my bra against the taut fabric. Right in his eye line!

He turned his head back around—copping an eyeful—and I saw him visibly reel back and flush. He should have called an end to this farce long ago, but now it was a matter of pride and authority, so he gamely pressed on, taking up his ruler.

He stood the twelve-inch ruler on the desk in front of me and I swear the top barely made it up to my hemline. I quickly moved my knees apart to bring the hem closer to the desk, but I was still a far cry from the regulation four inches. And now, (how did this happen?) I was kneeling splay-legged with barely a thin sheath of cotton separating my dripping, bare vagina from the face of a guy whose enormous cock I had just groped through his suit pants. This could not be happening.

Disbelief became denial. I knew the rear hem was a bit lower because my new, improved C-cups—now standing proud like big scoops of ice cream with cherries on top—had only really caused the front to ride up.

“But Sir,” I blurted. “Mrs Bingham measures the rear hem.” I have no idea where I was going with this; I could hardly duck-walk around on my knees, and anyway, there is no way the rear hem was anything like four inches from the desk. Not that I even cared! I was getting a new dress the next day!

Before I could work out how to back-pedal this desperate ploy, he reached around and stood the ruler behind my butt, then realising he couldn’t see it from his higher angle, he scootched down and, incredibly, reached between my open thighs to switch the ruler to the other hand.

His face was now just inches from my aching crotch. Surely he could smell me, but maybe he had a touch of Mrs Bingham’s flu. He twisted his wrist a little to get a better look at the ruler, which amazingly he was still watching, bringing his cuff link into contact with my throbbing twat. The cuff link was cold, and my engorged lips felt like they could melt it to scrap in a few seconds. I let out a tiny moan of pleasure and he quickly startled from his study of the ruler, dropping it and withdrawing his hand, sliding that wonderful cuff link through my open slit and making me shiver with pleasure.

He looked up at me, my eyes almost closed and biting my lower lip. Then he looked down at his hand, the cuff now dark and moist from my juices. He paused in a silence that seemed to stretch out forever, and then he sniffed it, confirming perhaps his darkest fears.

Very quietly, “Angela, do you see any way that either of us can escape this moment and retain any dignity?”

“No sir,” I whispered, my heart pounding. “I don’t think so. Except …”

“Except?” He looked up from the shameful pussy-stain, an ray of hope in his eyes that there might be a way out of this where he gets to keep his job.

“Except, sir,” I gulped. “I feel that… I feel very strongly that you should finish…you know, what you started.”

He stared at me for a good ten seconds, but I held his gaze, trying to tell him telepathically what I wanted.

Gaining composure, he slowly reached between my thighs again. Was that a smile teasing the corners of his mouth? “Like I was saying, I’m fairly sure, Angela, that this dress is in violation of our school regulations.” He picked up the ruler and tapped it lightly against my bottom, setting off more shivers of pleasure. “But I’m not absolutely certain. Shall I measure again?”

“Yes please, Sir” I whispered.

“Very well.” And then, with infinite gentleness, he raised his hand higher. This time the knuckle of his thumb nestled in the pleasure centre between my thighs. He added some light pressure, opening me up even further. “Yes, I can see the problem now. My thumb was in the way of the ruler and blocked my view. Shall I move it out of the way?”

“Yes, yes.”

He straightened his thumb and positioned the tip at my dripping entrance. Then slowly, gently, and in one continuous movement he pushed into me. The pleasure was excruciating. Stroking in and out, he picked up an increasing rhythm, making it hard for me not to give voice to my excitement.

“Angela, you realise that Miss Strachan is still in the outer office.”

“Yes, Sir” I was starting to build up to a climax, and he was telling me that we had to be silent.

“I want you to do something for me.”

“Anything,” I whispered.

“There are a great many things to learn about becoming a woman that even this school does not teach in the syllabus. Even so, I am well versed and would be pleased to tutor you. Would you like that?”

My eyes were now squeezed tightly shut as he increased the pace and pressure of my very first thumb-fuck. “Oh, God yes,” I whispered. I was seconds away.

“Excellent. Please come see me here after school for your first—no, your second lesson,” he said. “Please don’t feel you must return to the dorm to get changed; you can come just the way you are.” As he said this last sentence, he thrust his thumb deeply in to the last joint and pushed back against my G-spot, using his giant open hand to grasp my inner thigh for leverage. My orgasm exploded outwards from my G-spot and I was coming like an out-of-control freight train. I bucked my hips against him, but he held me with the one hand on my thigh and the other pressed against my belly. Biting my lip harder to avoid crying out, explosions racked my tiny body as I writhed in his powerful grasp.

I sagged forward, spent, and went to kiss him softly on the lips. He allowed the briefest kiss and then slid his hand out and pushed me gently backwards. I could see his pants and they now looked like a circus tent.

“But what about you?” I asked.

“I can wait,” he whispered. “But I think I might be stuck behind this desk for a while. Come see me when Miss Strachan leaves.”

I climbed down from the desk, straightened myself up as best I could manage, and then escaped quickly through the outer office. I cleaned up and cooled down some more in the toilets before meeting the other girls in the cafeteria, and I must have done a reasonable job because nobody commented.

“How’s No-Panties-Tuesday, Ange?” Trish giggled. “Any sightings, yet?”

“No,” I mused. “No sightings.” I smiled cryptically and they looked at each other, confused.

──────

Look for The Headmaster’s Office along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.
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