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		Prologue

		

		This story uses the name of a Liberal Catholic Church. The author has taken liberties in so far actual Roman Catholic Order are named as part of the LCC. The Jesuit and the Dominican Orders are in no way affiliated with the LCC. Read the description from Wikipedia below:

		The name Liberal Catholic Church (LCC) is used by a number of separate Christian churches throughout the world which are open to esoteric beliefs and hold many ideas in common. Although the term Liberal Catholic might suggest otherwise, it does not refer to liberal groups within the Roman Catholic Church but to groups within the Independent Catholic movement, unrecognized by and not in communion with the Pope nor the rest of the Catholic Church.

		There are essentially two groups of Liberal Catholic churches: those which espouse theosophical ideas and those which do not.

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		I tried to make sense out of the last several days as the plane began its descent across the eastern Atlantic into the peninsular city of Dakar, capital of Senegal. From there it would be several hours of a dusty ride northeast to the village of Sagata, in Louga Province. I tried hard not to think of this as a banishment, and why it might have been banishment baffled me. The Abbess had seduced me. I hadn't been anything but reserved in the convent until she had lain with me--or, more pointedly until I had agree to lay under her. I was very careful because of my past. But then, of course, Abbess Maureen had known of my past. And with the power that gave her over me, what choice did I have but to lay under her when she commanded that of me?

		It was black women--large, athletic black women--who had been my downfall. Abbess Maureen was a large black woman. The woman sitting next to me in the plane was one too. Big, athletic , a heady musky scent of femininity about her. Someone who could hold me captive and have her way with me, as women had when I was working the streets of New Orleans--before I was saved, brought into the Catholic Church, and given purpose and a habit.

		I sensed that the woman sitting next to me in the plane--most probably a Senegalese businesswoman--was interested in me. But she hadn't signaled nor did I expect her to. My black habit now was a barrier to that. I had taken up the sisterhood for the barrier it would provide.

		It didn't provide a barrier to Abbess Maureen. She'd said that it was a reality of her sect of the Liberal Catholic Church, a progressive, serving church that worked the streets of New Orleans--the soup kitchens and the food pantries, the addiction and AIDS clinics, and the counseling for the downtrodden and social victims. I had been such a victim of society, she told me. I grew up virtually on the street. And being small of stature, more cute than attractive, and vulnerable, I was able to survive on the streets of New Orleans only by selling my body to other women and sometimes men.

		That had all changed, of course, when the Liberal Catholic Church took me in, gave me a home and a purpose, and sent me through convent. And provided an outstanding education earning my PhD.  Abbess Maureen had guided me the whole way. And when I was under her charge, in her Abby, she explained to me that hers was a particularly liberal sect of the Liberal Catholic Church. She said that, although certain things were banned, personal pleasure and physical release weren't--and receiving this from and giving it to other women wasn't irrevocably counted as a sin. Abbess Maureen certainly had her way with walking the edge. There were limits, though, to what would stop short of sin in women having their pleasure with other women. Physical penetration was a sin. These limits didn't prevent her from touching me and kissing me. And it didn't prevent her from coming to my cell in the night, lying beside me, and touching me intimately to evoke physical release and urging me to do the same with her.

		Release was good and necessary, she'd said. It wasn't sinful in her sect's definition of the term. The full meaning of this meant nothing to me at the time. I probably should have asked for specific guidance. Over the weeks the touching led to grasping and stroking with the hand--and providing sexual release, first her masturbating me and this moving into the two of us masturbating each other simultaneously. Eventually, it went to her lying on top of me or stretched out behind me, or the two of us standing, and her holding me close, and masturbating me while she pressed her cunt against my thigh and she rubbed it there to an orgasm.

		There was a steady escalation of the need for arousal and release, though, and one night we were breathing hard and writhing against each other, her leg between my thighs, her hand on my breast, and I begged, "Do it. Take me. Don't tease me anymore. Fuck me."

		I reached into the drawer of my night stand, and retrieved my special toy, for just such an occasion. A broad black leather belt, with a strap to fit between the legs. And an attachable dildo, eight inches long, and shaped true to life, black in color. I handed this to Maureen, and she grabbed it without hesitation.

		I was in such a state of arousal, having had women before, that my mind went to all of the black dykes--athletic , powerful women just like the Abbess--who had taken me fully. My need and pleading moved her arousal beyond her control, and she stepped into the strap on and went straight for my, swollen labia, with the dildo in contact with my cunt slowly but firmly and began to move it increasingly vigorously against me. I had been fucked--and roughly so--before. There was nothing I was doing with her that I had not experienced with women before. We bucked against each other to a shared climax. The back end of the dildo doing a fine job of stimulating her clitoris, and her soggy sex dripping down to my channel. She satisfied my need as well as any woman had done. I could tell that she had been equally moved and satisfied--at least to the fulfillment of her release.

		It then had been as if she'd been struck by lightning, though. She sprang from the bed and ran out of the cell, crying out "Sinful!" Moments later she reappeared, accusing me of being a tempter, and handed me a hand whip. My penance was painful and self-inflicted. She assured me that hers would be too. She stayed around to ensure I used the whip on myself and it seemed to me that she enjoyed watching that.

		I didn't see her after that. I was confined to my cell. Two days later I was called into the presence of Sister Elizabeth, Abbess Maureen's mentor, and informed that I was leaving imminently for a foreign mission assignment to a Liberal Catholic Church community church and school in Sagata, Senegal. It was, of course, spoken of as a privilege and a progression of my training as a Catholic nun. I had difficulty seeing it that way.

		I didn't understand what I had done. I didn't understand the difference between what Abbess Maureen seduced me into doing and what sinful was--at least how the Abbess's sect defined sinful.

		* * * *

		The two women, both big, black, athletic women, wearing only loincloths were wrestling in the center of a crudely marked ring in the dust at the center of the village. Each was trying to take the other down as they locked and smashed each other's breasts, embraced each other with athletic arms, and danced around in a circle. It aroused me. I knew both of the women, and both of them aroused me even when they weren't pitting muscle against muscle in a dance of control and domination. Each of the combatants were sporting erect nipples from their exertion.  I was wet inside my black habit, and I so wanted to touch myself. But there was no way of doing so in the public square without attracting notice.

		Idrissa, the rectory's cook and housekeeper, tall, willowy, and dark brown, stood beside me, egging the women on. One of the women in the ring, Malla, was my driver--and Idrissa's lover. The two made little effort to hide their sex play from me. Indeed, when I had been driven from the airport--by Malla--to the Abby in Dakar, Abbess Wajara, yet another large black woman, had alluded to the relationship between the two.

		"There is a certain intimacy going on in the rectory of your church and school, Sister Joan," she said. "I didn't want you to think I didn't know and would worry about telling me, but the women aren't nuns and we are a tolerant sect. They are both good women--and are faithful to the church. You will find that life in this part of the world is simpler and more primeval than in most."

		The Abbess was standing close to me when she said that, touching the sleeve of my habit, and exuding the same womanly musky scent as the woman sitting next to me on the plane had done. Because of my past, I had difficulty sometimes determining when a woman was being friendly and solicitous and when she wanted to be intimate. This was such a moment.

		As we had moved into the aisle when the plane landed, that woman on the plane had touched me as well, given me a look of lust, and murmured, "It's a pity you are a nun."

		She had stood there momentarily waiting, I am sure, for me to respond that being a nun need not be an impediment. She knew, from having looked in my eyes, that I had been interested on the plane from our arms and thighs brushing. They had come into contact because she was such a massive woman that she took up more than her allotted seat space. I think she could smell the arousal on me as I had smelled the musky femaleness and sex on her.

		But, my back still smarting from the penance I had done for the sin of sinful--even though I'd been the one seduced rather than the one doing the seduction--I held myself in check with the woman on the airplane.

		It was rough, still being wet from the closeness of her, upon seeing my driver, yet another powerfully built black woman, holding the sign with my name on it at the arrivals gate.

		"Thank you for the guidance, Sister," I'd said to Abbess Wajara, willing her to move away from me. The woman on the plane had put me in the mood. I was being sorely tempted, first by the woman on the plane; then with fantasies of being fucked in the backseat of the church automobile by the driver, Malla; and then thoughts of being laid out on the desk in the Abby and dominated by Abbess Wajara, who was standing so close to me and touching me in a way that she probably saw as friendliness but that I was receiving as the wish for intimacy.

		I knew I had to fight these feelings. I knew that I was here because I hadn't been successful yet in doing so. It helped, though, to know that Malla's sexual interest lay elsewhere, even if under my own roof.

		The other wrestler in the ring was someone I knew too--the gardener who kept the church crops in top shape and a close friend of Malla's--close enough to visit us often. And close enough for Idrissa and Malla openly to scheme also for her to become my lover. It was as if they knew about my struggles, and, increasingly, I came to believe that they did.

		Idrissa and Malla did little to hide their intimacy from me. Idrissa slept in the house and Malla in a room over the garage, but in those first few weeks that I was learning my way in this new situation, I saw them together frequently--kissing and touching each other. And Idrissa's door would be open more than a slit when they were on her bed, locked together and rocking back and forth. They did a lot of vaginal play, fingering each other, Malla fingering their cunts together--much as Abbess Maureen had done with me--but they carried this through to consummation, Malla's hand inside Idrissa's pussy, and Idrissa, the thinner, more willowy of the two, moaning her surrender.

		At the height of my frustration of witnessing this, Jalene, the gardener, started visiting the compound. She joined the small church choir I put together, enriching the sound with her silky-smooth alto. She was on the front pew for Sunday mass, her presence unavoidable as there rarely were more than a dozen at mass. Suddenly, our ancient Land Rover was needing almost constant attention, and Jalene would be there because she was a crack mechanic of sorts, stripped to the waist, her athletic ebony torso gleaming with a sheen of sweat as she and Malla worked on the car. Malla occasionally peeked to see if I was watching, which, of course, I was.

		Increasingly, Jalene looked up to catch my gaze as well, her look being the familiar look of lust I'd so often seen in the eyes of the women I serviced before taking up the sisterhood--and occasionally since then as well. I'd seen it in the eyes of Abbess Maureen and in the eyes of the woman on the plane. I'd even seen it in the eyes of Abbess Wajara in Dakar, although at the time I had tried to convince myself that this wasn't so.

		I'd only seen it for each other in the eyes of Idrissa and Malla, though, so it was much a relief to me when the day came that Idrissa suggested that I accompany them to a swimming lake some ten miles into the bush from Sagata. I went willingly, stripped off my habit without inhibition just as the two of them stripped down, when we had walked to the side of the lake from the Land Rover, and went immediately into the water. Idrissa and Malla came into the water too, but I remained separated from them, as they were being intimate in their embrace in the water. I stayed in rather longer than they did, swimming out to the middle of the lake and back before I swam back to the shore.

		When I came out of the water, I saw that Malla and Idrissa were sitting, naked, barely concealed in a bed of tall ferns at the base of an umbrella tree. Malla was sitting cross-legged with Idrissa in her lap, facing her. The two were totally engrossed in each other and in each other's pleasure as they engaged in the special vaginal play I'd seen them taken with in the rectory. They were kissing, Idrissa's hand caressing Malla's biceps, as Malla pressed their pussy's together and rubbed them in an act I knew by the term tribadism.

		I should have gathered my habit and gone on back to the Land Rover to wait for them to be finished, but instead, infused with arousal and need, I crouched down to where I could watch them enjoying each other's bodies without being in the direct line of sight of either.

		I watched, panting quietly and fondling my own cunt and balls as Malla repositioned their cunts, joining them, pressing the slits together and pulling the hood of her thick clitoral hood open to the longer, slimmer clit of Idrissa. I could hear Idrissa's feral moans as Malla kept the two cunts together, the tips of their clits caressing each other, both covered with each other's juices. She was rubbing the two cunts together.

		My fingers went to the folds of my own wet slit, the opening wet now from the effect of watching the two beautiful naked black Senegalese women making their bodies one, rocking back and forth, and moaning their shared pleasure. As I'd seen Malla doing with Idrissa earlier, I worried the turgid nub of my sex with the pinky of one hand until it hardened for me and caused me to shiver. At the same time I spat on the fingers of my other hand, reached under my clit, resting on my calves in the crouch, and found my slick opening with the wetted fingers. I was able to open myself up and reach my cervix with my fingertips. I vaguely realized that this was penetration, and thus farther than my sect permitted me to go. It wasn't penile penetration, though, which seemed to be Abbess Maureen's primary concern. I was too aroused for a theological discussion on that, though. My sexual frustration had become overpowering.

		Idrissa gave a little cry and Malla pulled her sex back from the squishy wetness of their cunts to reveal that Idrissa had come, slathering their cunts in vaginal fluid. Immediately, Malla tipped Idrissa's pelvis back with an arm around the slimmer, smaller woman's back, pushed her own throbbing cunt down, and pulled Idrissa's hips into her, slowly engulfing Idrissa's opening with Malla's thick labia. The two embraced closely with arms wrapped around the other's torsos and lips possessed by the lips of the other, and Malla sent them into a rocking motion that had her cunt scraping across Idrissa's passage.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Sinful, I thought. This was definitely sinful in my sects' books. But Abbess Wajara had specifically told me that the church servants lived under different restrictions than the village nuns did.

		Still, I longed to be taken as Idrissa was being taken.

		I continued flicking my clit nub with my pinky and my cunt hole up to my knuckles, reaching and rubbing my g-spot. I was about to come when I noticed movement in the foliage off to the right of the obliviously fucking couple. We weren't alone. There weren't just three of us here. I was distressed to see the hulking, athletic body of the Senegalese gardener, Jalene, rise up from behind tall ferns. She was magnificently naked and cupping a gigantic breasts with her hands.

		I don't know if she had been watching Malla and Idrissa trib as I had or had been watching me, but it didn't matter. She was looking at me with a lust in her eyes that couldn't be mistaken. And I was in an unmistakably compromised position.

		Both fearful and overwhelmed with arousal and an aching need I had to struggle with, I rose, turned, and started walking into the field of four-foot-high elephant grass behind me. I had no conscious idea why I went in that direction rather than toward the safety of the Land Rover, if indeed the Land Rover could have offered sanctuary.

		Jalene had signaled her interest in and desire for me in so many ways in the previous few weeks that I couldn't misunderstand her lust and intentions. I heard her behind me, walking carefully, but then increasing speed, as I was doing.

		I was running and thrashing through the elephant grass, with Jalene easily narrowing the distance between us, as, panting heavily and whimpering, she caught and tackled me from behind in a wallow by the side of the lake where the grass had been beaten down by wild animals.

		There was no preparation, no foreplay, no time for discussion or pleading. Jalene, towering over me and sixty pounds my better in athletic weight and a Senegalese wrestling champion to boot, came down on my back, collapsing me to the ground. Her fists grabbed my wrists, forcing my arms above my head.

		She growled only one statement, as her knees forced my thighs apart, "Up on your knees; raise your ass to me." Moaning deeply and terrified of the size of her, but needing her so, so badly, I responded as she demanded, raising my buttocks with my knees, presenting myself for her taking. And take me she did, huffing and puffing as I sobbed and writhed in surprised response to the rubbing of her thick cunt lips against my sweaty buttocks, an actions I had only done to me once before.

		But then she was holding me, around the hips, and began to pump me and I was lost to everything but the feel of her thrusting pubic bone against my exposed buttocks and pummeling me, mastering me in glorious dominant-pleasure that I had wanted from her for too long.

		She didn't draw out the pleasure on me for long. Just a few minutes of strong pounding thrusts and she came over my ass crack dripping her juices down my split cheeks and into my cunt in a series of explosions. I hadn't had time or opportunity to come myself, imprisoned as I was under her with my wrists trapped over my head. But Jalene proceeded to take care of that herself.

		"As you enjoyed watching Malla do to Idrissa," she said for the first time after commanding me to give myself to her, and as she said that, she rolled over into a cross-legged sitting position and pulled me into her lap. She pulled our cunts together, me still wet and throbbing, she still dripping juices and her thick cuntlips slick with her orgasm now, but still aroused, and started to rub our cunts. Exhausted from the fury of her fucking before, I let my torso fall back, shoulder blades pressed into the beaten elephant grass and arms stretched out in surrender and supplication.

		When I felt her press the lips of our two cunts together, though, and her foreskin stretching over the bulb of my cunt, I pulled myself up, grasped her biceps as Idrissa had down with Malla, and pressed the top of my head between her breasts. My eyes were downcast, watching Jalene rubbing the thick blood engorged labia of our cunts against each other, her proudly protruding as she stroked our two nubs together. I was panting and so was she, both of us building up in intensity, her cunt engorging again.

		Building quickly up to a climax, I cried out and came against the fusing cunts. She pulled her lips apart to let my cum burble over the slits of both pussies. As Malla had done with Idrissa, though, she gave me no time to respond in any way, although my impulse was to go into an intimate and closely embracing kiss.

		She tipped me back, straddled my head with her cunt, firmly, I grasped her hips with my hands, and began to pull her on and off my extended tongue.

		"No, no, we can't. I can't," I cried out, coming to my senses. "I can't go this far."

		But she laughed and proved that she could and that I could. I gave up the struggle and gave into lust when she was well on her way to another orgasm. Once again, I allowed my torso to fall back onto the beaten elephant grass, grasped her wet slippery hips, and totally surrendered to the mastery of her face fuck.

		I could have escaped her after she fucked me that first time, although it wouldn't mitigate my sin no matter how many times she fucked me here now. When she was finished coating my face with her juices again, she rose, ran to the water, and dove in. She spent a good twenty minutes playing in the water. As soon as she had entered it and come up again for air, she let out a war whoop of victory--which, I'm ashamed to say, made me grin--and made like a dolphin playing in the lake. At any time, I could have gotten up, returned to where I had come out of the lake myself, retrieved my habit, and returned to the Land Rover. But I didn't do this. I also didn't join Jalene in the lake. I was torn between joining her and begging her to fuck me again in the water and my duty to fight my baser desires and escape the situation.

		I was still struggling with myself when she came out of the water, flopped down beside me, and reached for my cunt. Turning all thoughts off from what I should do, I lay there, stretched out, beside her, cupping her cunt in my hand as well, and we masturbated each other to a mutually timed orgasm, after which she rolled over on top of me, taking my breath away as she pinned me to the elephant grass matting under me, and, for the first time, covered me with kisses, as I reciprocated.

		As she regained her vigor, which didn't take the young, vibrant girl long, she stood, bringing me up with her, draped my body in front of her, facing her, her cunt up against my own, holding me in a bear hug, with me wrapping my legs around her thighs and digging my ankles into her calves, as she trib fucked me to another of her orgasms.

		She was on top of me, between my bent legs, kissing me on the mouth, and tribbing me deep in a missionary position, when darkness overtook us and, at last, I realized that this glorious day was over--a day that I would have to put out of my mind; a day that I would have to scourge myself raw for in seeking penance.

		I pulled out from underneath her then and stumbled back to the Land Rover, riddled with guilt, no less than because I was totally satiated with having been repeatedly fucked in the eyes of my church. Jalene, thankfully, didn't follow me. Somehow we both would need to forget that this happened, I thought, and I would need to seek penance.

		Malla and Idrissa were waiting beside the Land Rover, knowing what Jalene and I had been doing, probably very pleased with themselves for having brokered that.

		I wouldn't forget it anytime soon, though, I knew as I climbed into my bed that night. My back was raw from my having knelt in front of the altar in my bedroom, murmured my sins, and struck myself on the back again and again with the many-strands hand whip with the knotted ends. I moaned as I turned to my side, unable to sleep on my back.

		And I knew I could not forget what had happened, when I heard and felt the springs of the bed complain as the massive naked body of Jalene stretched out, facing me, and, as her lips went to mine, our thighs intertwined, her sex pushed mine, the tips of our two clits caressing, as she rode me to a burbling flow with the rubbing of her hot slick labia..

		"Please, please, I want you to fuck me, but I can't, I just can't. My faith, I--"

		"I've already fucked you, and I'm going to do it again," Jalene responded. "I've made you come; I've given you release. I am not going to penetrate you tonight, though. Isn't that what the Abbess' have been telling you not to do? I did it this afternoon, as my reward and as a humbling concession to your need for you, and I feel that your back is raw from your penance for that. We are at a new beginning. I will take you in other ways but penetration now and you can make peace with yourself while still finding release."

		I sighed as she drew us closer, forcing her black, bushy cunt between my opened thighs and beginning to stroke, as she reached between us, fingered my clit, and masturbated me.

		"Like this, nearly every night," she murmured. "No penetration. No sinful. But repeated release."

		* * * *

		"Yes, I know your sin," Abbess Wajara said when I visited her for consultation in her office the next day. I stood just inside the French window out onto a balcony, not able to be seen from the outside but looking at convent students walking across a quad. I found I was unable to face the Abbess.

		"Yes, I sent Jalene to you, Sister Joan--just as Abbess Maureen sent you to me. We are a liberal sect, taking a literal interpretation of sex, but you wanted your Abbess to cross that line. You have had to learn the difference between penetrative and pleasurable release of tension. Jalene has been a means for showing that to you. When you were penetrated by her--by one-time dispensation--you rightly saw that as sin, and your self-punishment penance for that was proper. What Jalene said she did with you last night is within acceptable bounds--there was no penetration yet I think you found that there was sufficient release. Abbess Maureen and I are asking you to just not take it farther than Jalene did last night. Do you understand?"

		"I'm beginning to," I answered. And I was. I didn't flinch as I felt her presence now close behind me. She was reaching around and gathering my habit up around my waist. As she pushed my panties down, and I stepped out of them, I realized that she was naked, her cunt pressing at the base of my spine. I whimpered at the thought of what was happening.

		"And do you understand that I am asking you to do that with me now and then with Abbess Maureen when you return to New Orleans? Far enough for pleasure and release, but no farther?"

		"Ah."

		"Fear not," she whispered. "There will be no penetration. No sin by our sect's interpretation. Penetration is not required to give either of us release and peace." One of her hands went to my cunt and the other one to my chin, cupping it pulling my head back and turning it so that we could kiss.

		Her hairy cunt pushed against my crack, between my buttocks, her fuzzy sex against my entrance, rubbing up and down inside the crack. I understood that it would continue to do so until the Abbess orgasmed and that her stroking of my cunt with her hand--coupled with the arousal her attentions brought--would bring me to completion too. I was to stand here, in her embrace, until we both had had our pleasure and release. And I now understood that there would be no penetration, that, according to the unrecorded tenets of my sect what the Abbess did with me would not be sinful, and therefore, I would not have to do penance for what I now was enjoying.

		I would try, and I hoped it would be enough. But I'd had more from women--so much more. Perhaps I would get it under control when I returned to the United States next week.

		When I returned to New Orleans, the Abbess was cordial in welcoming me home. We discussed the time in Senegal and I knew she had gotten a full report from the Abbess there. So it was no surprised when she explained to me that our Order, The Dominican Sisters of Mary, Mother of the Eucharist, had a reciprocal agreement with the Jesuits of Georgetown and my new assignment would be that of an instructor at the University.

		The Abbess not wanting me around as temptation, this was an ideal way to 'reward me' and get rid of me at the same town. Would the past haunt me into my new assignment? I prayed to God that it would not.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		"But you don't have classes today, do you?"

		I was sitting in the dean's office, steeped in the Gothic architecture and trappings, including the imposing stain-glass window behind where she sat, of the older buildings on the Georgetown University campus. My new assignment from the Abbess. Georgetown was the premier Jesuit educational institution in the United States, sitting on the heights beside the Potomac River just to the south of the government center of Washington, D.C. It was a real privilege for me to be able to be there. It was hard not to say yes to anything the Abbess requested in this setting. This was especially so, since I was a Dominican nun myself and charged to obey.

		I must say that it also was because I deeply admired the Abbess and considered her my principle guide in life.

		"No, Abbess," I answered, but it was not a welcome task. "But I was planning to catch up on grading essays and a test--and in visiting the shelter and clinic up on P street." I was an assistant professor of American literature at the university but we all had duties in the Washington, D.C., community as well. Mine were at the P Street gay women's shelter and clinic, where I counseled the homeless and otherwise lost. I had been lost myself once and had been found by the Dominicans. The Sisters of Mary, the Mother of the Eucharist.

		"As you know, Sister Christiana, from Paris, is joining our faculty to teach French literature for a semester," the Abbess continued, not responding immediately to my weak attempt to beg off. "As she is in your department, I had thought you would help her fit in . . . starting with giving her a tour of the university today. But if you . . ."

		"No, that's fine. I can certainly do that," I answered. There goes all of my plans for today--and possibly for days to come, I thought. "Is she--?"

		"She should be along in a few minutes. Thank you for doing this, Sister Joan. It will be a help to her for fitting in, and I think it will be a help to you, as well."

		"A help to me?" I asked. I no longer bridled at her use of my given name to address me. It initially had seemed too familiar when I was struggling not to be too familiar with the church leader. Georgetown wasn't exactly liberal church, where now some Catholic institutions were dropping all use of titles altogether and even not dressing in clerical dress, but it had come half way. The Abbess could use given names for those lower in the order, and those on the same level could use given names with each other--but the old ways held for addressing a superior. And, although we didn't wear habits here except on formal occasions, we did dress in black.

		I was relieved that the Abbess wore the habit. It was a constant reminder to me of the limits to our relationship.

		"You seem to have had your own difficulties fitting in here, Joan. You seem like an affable gal by nature, but you are withdrawn here. You hold yourself in isolation. I think it would be good for you to spend more time with others. Having Sister Christiana to show around should give you more contact with others. I'm not asking you to do this entirely for her benefit. You would benefit from more contact with your colleagues too. I know there was that business at the Abby before coming to us, but you mustn't punish yourself forever. I think--"

		"Yes, Abbess. I understand. Thank you for thinking of me." I couldn't stand the thought of her bringing up the Abby and what had happened there. In reality, I couldn't really understand her knowing about it at all--or the Sword of Damocles that hovered over my head continually from that period in my life. I hadn't thought of doing anything in life other than being a nun and scholar. I couldn't imagine being forced to be anything else. The Abbess didn't seem to understand. My reticence and isolation were the penance I had sought to be able to continue as a nun--and were a self-imposed barrier to unclean thoughts of others, including the Abbess herself.

		"Ah, there she is now," the Abbess said, standing and looking to the door to the outer corridor, a smile of welcome on her face.

		Following the Abbess's line of sight, I swiveled my head and simultaneously went hot and cold and felt a stirring in my groin. She was gorgeous. Dark and sultry, her lips full and sensuous. Despite the dark, curly hair, her eyes were a pale blue. Her smile went into her eyes, scrunching up at the corners in honest laugh lines. She must be in her forties, I thought--her early forties, maybe. Just like Jalene. Her effect on me was just like what Jalene had had. She was solidly built, athletic , on the swimmer form. I counted my blessings for the barrier of the clerical color she wore.

		Her eyes went directly to the Abbess, but then slid off her figure to me. Did I detect the smile becoming warmer then. Back to the Abbess, but almost immediately back to me before taking the proper stance of looking directly at the Abbess, walking toward her and going down on her knee.

		"Come now, none of that formality, Christiana" Abbess said, pleasure clearly showing in her face. Despite the disclaimer of the old-style bending of the knee to a far superior, the Abbess put out her hand for the nun to kiss before putting a hand on her shoulder and bidding her to rise.

		In the meantime, I was hyperventilating and madly trying to come up with reasons why I, in fact, was too busy today to show the French nun around. This was disaster. It was the devil's work.

		"Christiana, I want you to meet our Sister Joan. She teaches in the literature department too--American literature--and has gracefully volunteered to show you around today--to help you fit in at Georgetown."

		"Sister Joan," the Frenchwoman said, turning her mesmerizing blue eyes on me. She took my hand, and for a second I thought she'd lift it to those sensuous lips of her and kiss it. But she didn't. "I thank you for taking the time to show me around. I know you must be a busy young woman."

		"No problem. My pleasure . . . Sister Christiana," I managed to squeak out. She was denoting the difference in our ages but treating me as a superior. I could do no less than return the title of respect.

		"Come now, it should be Christiana and Joan between you," the Abbess said in a jolly voice. "You two are, I'm sure going to become close friends here."

		My heart was beating fast. I'd already had a close friend like Christiana and it had nearly destroyed my life.

		* * * *

		The tour of the Georgetown campus had moved out from the academic buildings to the student centers and arrived, eventually. at the Ginsburg Sports Center.

		"You must be worn out from all of the walking," I said, half hoping that Sister Christiana indeed was tired and ready to go back to the visiting nun faculty residence. Having to turn to her every few minutes and see that glorious smile and the pale blue eyes to be lost in was getting to be much too disconcerting for me. This was what I was trying to escape, deny myself to.

		"Not at all," Christiana answered. "In fact, I wish I had my sports gear here. This facility looks great and I really need to get the kinks out. What I wouldn't give for a game of racquetball just now." They were standing across the glass wall from what was an empty racquetball court. "Do you play racquetball?"

		"Yes, I do," I admitted. It was one of the fastest ways to keep one's body in trim.

		"That would be just what I could use right now to top off my day."

		So, if she got in a game they could wrap this up and the torture would stop, I wondered. "I have my gear in a locker here," I said. "And I have extra shorts, T-shirts, and sports bras . . . if you really want to play. I see that the court is free for a couple of hours yet."

		"That would be great. I feel sluggish from the lack of exercise. And the shorts and bra will be sufficient. These sneakers should be good enough too."

		I almost hyperventilated at the thought she wanted to go with just the bra. But we just walked for over an hour and a half thought. Just how full of energy is she?

		Quite full, it turned out, as we had an active game in which Christiana, looking magnificent playing with her breasts contained in the white sports bra, her breasts and arms covered in glistening sweat, danced circles around me, making me feel like I was the sluggish one. For such a solidly built woman--not fat, by any means, but with a hard body that was sleek and athletic --the Frenchwoman moved quickly and gracefully.

		We both got a good workout, though, raising a sheen of healthy sweat on our bodies. I had pulled off my athletic T toward the end of the game as well to try to get cooler. Christiana patted me on the back and butt as we walked, close beside each other to the locker room and the communal shower.

		Christiana was completely uninhibited in the shower, contrasted to my own efforts at more modesty. Christiana frankly looked directly at me, turning three quarters toward me, as I turned three quarters from Christiana to soap up. I made every attempt to hide my slightly aroused cunt. Christiana didn't. She was shaved and her slit had thick labia. Whereas I drew my body in as I showered and was the last one in the shower and the first one to leave, Christiana proudly stretched her body out, having every right to be proud of her hard body, and covered all crevices and curves with the soaped sponge.

		I almost hyperventilated again when, stealing a glance at Christiana that I couldn't help from doing frequently, I saw Christiana pull her clitoral hood back to soap up and rinse her nub, revealing that it was pierced and had a gold ball near the tip of it.

		Rinsing off as quickly as I could, I was out of the shower and into my panties and slacks, hoping to hide my arousal and knew my leaking sex would drench the crotch of my panties, when, naked and walking proud and with her shaved sex, Christiana strutted out of the shower. She put a hand on my bare back as she passed me to reach the guest locker assigned to her. I almost moaned and could feel the burn of the woman's palm on my back after Christiana had cleared past me.

		It was the devil's work. I was being tempted; I knew. It was a good thing that Sister Christiana wasn't "like that." She was so open and unconcerned about our nakedness that my plight and temptation couldn't have entered her mind. There was the proudly shaved cunt, of course, but she had handled it at length while soaping off--she'd thoroughly worked her entire body with the soap and sponge. I had almost embarrassed myself from not being able to stop stealing glances. At least the ordeal was about over, I thought. I'd take her to the visiting residence facility now and try to forget her.

		"I'd like to see more of Georgetown," Christiana said as she pulled on her panties. "I understand that it was a town before the capital grew up around it. I feel like having a drink now. I've heard of a place up on P Street that I'd like to try. Do you have time to join me . . . and help guide me to P Street? I'll buy."

		"Sure, I'd be happy to," I responded. Oh, shit, I thought. When will the agony of this temptation end?

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		I was surprised as we moved into Georgetown and Christiana told me what bar she was looking for. But I didn't know how to tell her about the bar and why Christiana might not want to go there after all. So, in my weakness and cowardice I said nothing and led Christiana into the bar, which was just down the street from the clinic and homeless shelter where I did volunteer work.

		Still, when the bartender hailed me with a "Hi, Sister Joan. Haven't seen you around for a while," I felt my cheeks begin to burn and ready to shrivel up into a ball. I hastily ushered Christiana to a table near the back. It's true I hadn't been in here for more than a month. I only came in here when I was looking for someone who hadn't made her appointment for counseling at the clinic and I could be fairly certain the woman would be in here.

		"What made you pick this bar?" I asked as we settled at a downstairs table at The Fireplace on P Street.

		"The Abbess told me you volunteered time at a clinic in this neighborhood. I had hoped that your showing me around would include that--maybe it would be something I could help with too. I studied to be a doctor before entering the sisterhood. I have a nursing degree. From the States even--Colombia in New York."

		"Ah, I wondered why your English was impeccable," I said. "Did the Abbess tell you what sort of clinic it is?"

		"Yes, of course," Christiana answered. "Does it embarrass you for it to be known that you work with gay women?"

		"No, I suppose not. They need the support and succor of the church as anyone else," I answered. Did Christiana know, though, that the bar she had sought out was also gay friendly? I could have told that by looking around at who was in here. But Christiana wasn't looking around much. She was devoting her attention to me--almost to an embarrassing degree.

		"Well, I'm relieved to hear that," she said, as she looked up and smiled at the bartender who had brought mugs of beer over to them. The bartender grinned back, which made me cringe a bit. Danni, the bartender, was obviously lesbian and on the make. And we obviously were on friendly terms. Even the nuns habit wasn't seen as a barrier to her if the woman looked alpha. And Christiana quite definitely looked alpha. "I'm relieved to hear that because I don't want there to be any discomfort between us," Christiana said as she turned her attention back to me.

		"Discomfort?" I asked, taking a big swig of my beer, setting up a barrier between me and any serious conversation with this woman who was driving me wild in an arena that I was fighting mightily to stay out of.

		"Yes, I want to fit in here at the university--and I want to fit in with you, in particular."

		"Oh, well," I said, at a loss for words. I took another gulp of my beer. But I knew this wasn't a good idea either. It wouldn't be good to lose control to the booze. I'd let that happen before, with tragic results--although it certainly didn't seem that way as long as that ride lasted. I looked up into Christiana's face. She was taking a long draw on her beer too, but her eyes were boring into me from above the rim of the mug.

		"Yes, I'm heartened that you work with the gays of the community and accept them. Acceptance is important with me--especially when it has to live in a world of secret where it suppresses and puts a woman in isolation. I understand you are a counselor at this clinic of yours. You must counsel women who have this problem."

		"Yes, of course," I answered. I feared that the response sounded strained. I could hardly breathe.

		"And what do you counsel these women to do, Joan? Do you tell them not to have the urges and preferences they have?"

		"No, of course not."

		"Do you tell them they must withdraw into themselves and try to deny their feelings and desires even to themselves?"

		"No. I tell them . . ." I couldn't say it.

		"You tell them to try to find someone special . . . someone they can be comfortable with, can fit in with, don't you?"

		"Yes." It came out in a whisper. How did she know so precisely what I told them? And, no, what she was saying--through what I myself counseled women in the same position I was in--wasn't lost on me.

		"Look at me, Joan."

		I looked up into Christiana's eyes. Christiana reached across the table and took my hand and held it in hers. Panicked and trapped, I looked around the bar, but everyone else was absorbed in someone else. Everyone here was here with someone. Even Danni, the bartender, was engrossed in an intimate conversation with a hot blonde at the bar.

		"It's hard for a Dominican nun," Christiana said. "It's hard for a Dominican nun to be gay and to exist within the church--to do what she knows what her purpose is in being a nun without being able to fully and openly be herself . . . true to herself. We are lucky, you and I, that we are in an order that takes a very forgiving and supportive view of all of this."

		"You don't . . . you just don't . . ." Again I couldn't say it; couldn't bring myself out of the depths.

		"Yes, I do know it, Joan. I'm gay. I'm a gay Dominican nun. But I worked my way through it and came to a reconciliation of who I am--and what I do in the church. I was like you at the beginning, in the convent. No, don't pull away from me. You are gay too. We both know it. And we both know that you are attracted to me as I am attracted to you. I'm a dominant and you are a submissive. We are a fit. I can help you become reconciled to what you must do to maneuver in the church and still be comforted and you can make my time in Georgetown complete."

		"I . . . I can't."

		"Yes you can. You are drowning here. I am offering you a lifeline."

		Of course I knew it. If I hadn't realized it before, I knew it in the showers in the Ginsburg Sports Center the way Christiana was with her body--the gold ball pierced in her cunt lip. The brush of her hand on my back in passing me in the locker room. I knew overtures from one woman to another when I experienced them. And I had experienced them before--and given into them as well. The mutual attraction had been obvious too. But, it was wrong. The church wouldn't condone it--even though neither of us worked in a parish; we were both academics. There could be no harm done to anyone's souls other than our own.

		"I have vows. Abbess is strict and knows everything that--"

		"Yes, Abbess knows everything," Christiana said. "She's the one who sent for me. She's the one who brought me to reconciliation when I was in convent in New York. She's the one who will comfort and guide you when I'm gone--if you let her. Do you understand what I'm saying?"

		I didn't answer "yes," but I didn't answer "no" either. The revelation hit me like a ton of bricks. It wasn't just admiration I felt for the Abbess. It was something deeper. And now the instances flew through my mind of when she had been signaling that as well.

		"Do you live alone, Joan?"

		"I'm a resident counselor at the Gewirtz Student Center, across from the law school. It's mainly for law students, but single faculty members have rooms there and provide counsel to the students."

		"Do you have an apartment there--just for you alone?"

		"Yes. It's an efficiency, though. Just a room and a bathroom and a kitchenette."

		"But you live alone there?"

		"Yes."

		"Drink your beer, Joan . . . and take me to this room of yours."

		* * * *

		The lights were off, but there was enough light coming in through the single window from the street light on the walkway between academic buildings outside the Gewirtz Student Center for us to savor the deepening pleasure of both of us as our arousal built and we each came closer to release. I was backed up against the wall just inside the door into my efficiency. One foot was on the floor. my other leg was hooked on Christiana's hip and the Frenchwoman pressed me into the wall. I was trembling from the compromising position, the ease with which I surrendered, and the anticipation of what I hoped--not that I had surrendered to it--of what was to come. Both of us were still wearing our cleric clothes, but they no longer were a barrier to anything. Our slacks and panties were puddled on the floor at our feet.

		I cupped Christiana's head, my fingers digging into the curly black hair of the Frenchwoman, in both hands. We were locked in a kiss, Christiana dominating, her tongue swabbing the inside of my cheek. I had never been as fully possessed as this before. Christiana was dominating in all. She was pressing me against the wall. She was rhythmically pressing and releasing against my body. She was holding me in place and in thrall just with one hand on her waist. She was grasping both cheeks of my ass and pulled our cunts together and relentlessly tribbing them. I was completely lost to her control, the total submissive to her masterful domination.

		I was moaning deeply, panting, breathing heavily. In complete charge, Christiana was forceful and in command. Both of us were wet, but I was the one who was writhing, belabored, under Christiana's determined control.

		The kiss was broken, and I whispered, with a whimper, "Please. I'll come if you don't--"

		"Do it. Come for me. Release. Give in. Allow yourself to come for me."

		With a deep sigh, I did so, relaxing to the overpowering control of her, and Christiana took possession of my lips again.

		Pulling out of the kiss again, but maintaining control of our enmeshed cunts, Christiana said. "I didn't see a bed when we came in. You must have one."

		"It's just a single," I answered in a breathy voice.

		"That's enough for us."

		Once I'd come that first time, all resistance was gone from me. The sin could not be compounded at this point. I didn't actively initiate any part of coupling that night, but both I and Christiana knew that would come in time. When Christiana pulled away from me at the wall and held me up when I almost collapsed there, I permitted Christiana to take my hand, gestured where the bed was in the room, and docilely permitted Christiana, who was carrying her own slacks over her arm, to guide me to the bed and pull my clerical shirt over my head.

		What I had come to think was my protective barrier to my sinful lusts proved all too easy to desert me.

		My surrender was complete. Both naked now, on the bed, in front of the window, the moonlight making our bodies silvery, Christiana knelt on bent knees, her knees pressed under my buttocks, as, facing Christiana, I sat on the Frenchwoman's knees, with my legs wrapped around Christiana's hips. I had one hand wrapped around the neck of the Frenchwoman and the fingers of the other hand were brushing through the soft flesh of her arms, breasts, and belly.

		Christiana held my body to her--as much psychologically as physically--with one hand on my waist, with the other one fingering our cunts once again. I gasped as Christiana cupped my cunt in her hand and moved her pinky finger under the hood covering my throbbing clit and started to worry the erect little joy button, encouraging it to gain size for her, which it did. I was breathing heavily and moaning softly. No one had ever done this to me before, and it was incredibly arousing. I leaned forward, pressing my forehead against Christiana's as the Frenchwoman worked her pinky finger into the folds of my opening.

		"Oh, fuck," I murmured as Christiana pressed the pinky inside my opening found and pressed my rough ridged G-spot and then releasing, pressing in, releasing. Fucking the spot with her pinky. By now my juices had accumulate and formed a slick opening as I moaned more loudly and deeply, and Christiana swirled her finger tips around on the lips of my cunt.

		"Have you ever been sounded?" Christiana whispered.

		"Oh, shit no," I answered, not knowing what it was. When the Frenchwoman told what that was, I shuddered and moved ineffectually within her grip.

		"In time," Christiana murmured and I shuddered and groaned. "In time we will do it all. This for now." She moved the erect tip of her clit against my own. I began to tremble more uncontrollably and pulled away as the enlarged clit was pressed inside my opening just under my own clit, but Christiana moved her free hand to the small of my back and held me in thrall. Physically I could have broken away. Emotionally I was totally captive to her.

		"Oh, god, oh, god, oh shit," I whimpered as Christiana pressed against me with her cunt, causing the aroused nub of her clit rub underneath my own slippery pleasure button. She was 'frotting' me using our clits. She held the two of us together, rubbing our tiny buds of pleasure, slowly fucking my clit with the head of her good sized clitoris.

		Moaning, I slowly arched my back toward the surface of the bed, allowing my head to fall over the foot of the bed, and letting my arms go slack straight out from my body. My body was in a cruciform attitude and in total submission, all of my senses focused on the tightly pressed cunts, she adjusted our position, and the gold bead on her labia came into play. Using her hand to guide it, the gold bead pressed inside my piss slit and then released. In and out, fucking my pee hole. My clit was throbbing form the duel her clit and mine were engaged in, and now she had the solid gold bead, popping in and out of my pee slit.

		With a shudder, both of us came, our juices mingling and burbling out of the smoothly shaved opening of Christiana' cunt.

		"That was good," Christiana murmured.

		"Yes," I whispered, remaining stretched back, my body slightly twitching in after spasms. "Glorious."

		"You are mine now."

		"Yes."

		"We are a fit. We can make this work."

		"Yes."

		"The Abbess knows and approves."

		No response; that was too overwhelming for me to respond to without much thought.

		"She too wishes . . ."

		"Yes."

		"She was a good lover. Very attentive. Discreet. She will totally dominate and satisfy you."

		Christiana had released my cunt and now was slowly rubbing the index finger of her hand hard inside my butt crack, across the rim of my opening. Again and again. I was sighing and groaning.

		"When I have fully recovered, do you want--?"

		"Yes," I interrupted. I reached inside the drawer of my night stand and pulled out black leather strap on with an attachable dildo. And I handed it to Christiana.

		I sensed Christiana fumbling around in the pocket of the slacks she'd brought over to the bed and heard the snap of the condom being smoothed into place on life like dildo. I jerked and gasped as the probe entered my channel, but I settled into sighs and groans as the shaft started to move deep inside my fully lubricated ass.

		END
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