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Chapter 1: Nun Bombshell & Moral Panic

The Greene mansion felt different these days. Fuller. Softer, somehow.
Mid-December had rolled into Bright Cove, dragging a chill wind off the ocean, but inside, things were… warm. Almost too warm. Lucy, now a good six months along, waddled more than walked, her belly a perfect, ripe curve under oversized sweaters. Veronica and Helen, both hitting the three-month mark, were starting to show, their usual sharp edges softened by early pregnancy. Nurseries were being planned. Tiny clothes appeared in laundry baskets.
It was a lot. Good, mostly. But a lot.
I was still the handyman, the guy who fixed things, the one they all leaned on. And yeah, the guy who’d knocked up all three of them. My secret harem. Not so secret anymore, apparently.
I was out front, wrestling with a string of Christmas lights that refused to cooperate with the porch railing, when a car I didn’t recognize crunched up the gravel driveway. Sleek, black, expensive-looking. Not Veronica’s usual ride.
The driver’s door opened.
A woman got out.
And my jaw nearly hit the freshly swept flagstones.
She was dressed head-to-toe in black. Not Helen’s goth-black, all tight lace and attitude. This was… different. A long, severe dress, a white collar, and a veil that framed her face.
A nun. A goddamn nun.
My first thought was, Wrong house, sister.
Then she moved.
And my second thought was, Holy shit.
That black wool habit couldn’t hide a thing. It tried. God, it tried. But the woman beneath it was stacked. Curves that screamed defiance against the shapeless fabric. A hint of wide, generous hips swaying with an unconscious rhythm as she walked towards the house. Even from a distance, I could tell her breasts were full, straining subtly against the modest cut of her dress. Perky, even. C-cups, easy. Maybe bigger.
My dick gave a surprised twitch. Really? A nun?
She had a serious look on her face. Dark eyes, sharp and assessing, scanned the mansion. Her skin was a warm, olive tone, a stark contrast to the pale Irish complexions of Veronica and the twins. Latina, I guessed. And beautiful, in a severe, almost intimidating way.
Veronica must have heard the car, because the front door opened. She stepped out, her own small baby bump just visible under a cashmere cardigan. Her smile was warm, but a little strained.
“Maggie! You made it.”
Maggie?
The nun’s expression didn’t soften much. “Veronica.” Her voice was low, with a musical lilt I hadn’t expected.
Lucy appeared behind Veronica, a bright pink beacon in the muted December light. “Aunt Maggie!” she chirped, then did a double-take at the full nun ensemble. “Whoa. Full-on Sister Act. I dig it.”
Helen materialized next, a dark shadow as usual, her arms crossed. Her eyes, narrowed and suspicious, flicked from the nun to me, then back.
So this was family. Veronica’s half-sister, the one they’d mentioned a few times. The one who’d taken a different path. A very different path.
Maggie’s gaze swept over Lucy’s prominent belly, then Helen’s, then Veronica’s. Her lips thinned. If looks could condemn, we’d all be halfway to hell already.
Then her eyes found me. Still holding the tangled mess of Christmas lights. Probably looking like the village idiot.
“And you must be Alex Parker,” she said. Not a question. An accusation.
I swallowed. “That’s me.”
Veronica stepped forward, trying to smooth things over. “Alex, this is my sister, Magdalena. Maggie, this is Alex, he’s… helping us out around the house.”
“Helping out,” Maggie repeated, the words flat. She took another step closer, and I got a better look. Thirty-one, the file in my head supplied from previous snippets of Greene family history. And yeah, under that severe habit, she was all woman. An explosion of curves just waiting for a spark. An ass that even wool couldn’t entirely tame. My gaze snagged on the swell of it before I could stop myself. Bad, Alex. Very bad.
“I’m here on a discernment sabbatical, Veronica,” Maggie announced, her voice carrying clearly in the crisp air. Her eyes, though, were still locked on me. “The Bishop was… concerned.”
“Concerned?” Veronica’s smile faltered.
“About the… situation here.” Maggie gestured vaguely towards the pregnant women, then her gaze landed squarely on me again, hard and unwavering. “Scandalous photographs have been circulating. Of your daughters, Veronica. Pregnant. And of him.” She practically spat the last word. “Living here. With all of you.”
My stomach tightened. Photographs? What photographs? Helen’s old stunt with the CoveConfessions app came to mind, but that was ages ago. This sounded new. More serious.
“The Diocese takes these matters very seriously,” Maggie continued, her voice gaining a righteous fire. “The spiritual well-being of my family is paramount. I’m here to assess the… moral climate. And frankly,” her eyes raked over me, from my work boots to my probably grease-stained t-shirt, “to report Mr. Parker’s conduct to the appropriate authorities.”
Report me? To the Bishop?
My balls tried to climb into my throat. This was not how I’d pictured my December starting.
Lucy gasped. Helen just scowled deeper, if that was even possible. Veronica looked like she’d swallowed a wasp.
“Now, Maggie,” Veronica began, her voice tight. “I think there’s been a misunderstanding…”
“Misunderstanding?” Maggie’s laugh was short, sharp, and entirely without humor. “I think I understand perfectly, Veronica. My nieces, your daughters, are pregnant. Unwed. And this… man… is at the center of it. It’s a disgrace.”
She turned her full attention back to me, her dark eyes burning with a zealot’s conviction. “I’m here to save their souls, Mr. Parker. And to make sure you answer for your sins.”
I just stood there, Christmas lights slipping from my numb fingers. This was going to be one hell of a Christmas.
The silence that followed Maggie’s declaration was thick enough to spread on toast. Even the wind seemed to hold its breath.
Veronica finally found her voice, though it was shakier than I’d ever heard it. “Maggie, please. Let’s go inside. We can talk about this calmly.”
Maggie’s gaze didn’t waver from me. “There’s nothing calm about sacrilege, Veronica.” But she gave a stiff nod. “Very well. Lead the way.”
The procession into the house was like a funeral march, if funerals involved three pregnant women and a handyman who suddenly felt like he was wearing a target. Maggie walked with a straight-backed dignity that made her seem taller than she was. Her habit swished with each step, a dark whisper against the polished wood floors of the foyer.
I trailed behind, feeling like the condemned man. My earlier, inappropriate thoughts about her figure felt like a distant, shameful memory. This woman was serious. Deadly serious.
In the living room, the atmosphere was even heavier. The Christmas tree, which Lucy and I had spent a whole afternoon decorating, suddenly looked garish and out of place under Maggie’s disapproving stare.
Veronica gestured towards one of the plush sofas. “Please, sit.”
Maggie ignored the invitation, her eyes sweeping the room. They lingered on a framed photo on the mantelpiece – a candid shot of me with Lucy and Helen at the beach last summer, all of us laughing. Her lips tightened further.
“This house,” she began, her voice resonating with a preacher’s fervor, “was once a place of God-fearing respectability. My father – our father, Veronica – would be turning in his grave.”
“Dad was hardly a saint, Maggie,” Veronica retorted, a flash of her old fire returning. “And this is my house.”
“A house where sin is apparently celebrated,” Maggie shot back. She finally turned to face Veronica fully. “Those photographs, Veronica. They’re everywhere. The local parish Facebook group, the diocesan newsletter comments… even some… less reputable websites.”
Lucy, who had been uncharacteristically quiet, let out a small whimper. “What photos?”
Maggie’s head snapped towards her. “You mean you haven’t seen them, child?” Her tone was laced with a pity that felt more like condemnation. “Photos of you, and your sister, flaunting your… condition. With him.” Another pointed glare in my direction. “Looking far too comfortable. Far too… intimate.”
Helen, who’d been observing silently from a corner, finally spoke, her voice dripping with her usual sarcasm. “Oh, you mean the ones where we look happy? God forbid.”
“Happiness bought with mortal sin is no happiness at all, Helena,” Maggie said, her voice sharp. “It’s a path to damnation.”
“Save the sermon, Aunt Mags,” Helen drawled. “We get it. You think we’re all going to hell. And Alex here is Satan incarnate.”
“I think,” Maggie said, her gaze returning to me, cold and hard, “that Mr. Parker is a predator who has taken advantage of vulnerable women. And I intend to see him removed. From this house, and from any position where he can cause further harm.”
I finally found my voice, though it came out rougher than I intended. “I haven’t taken advantage of anyone.”
Maggie’s perfectly sculpted eyebrow arched. “Oh, really? Three women, pregnant with your children, under the same roof? Does that sound like a man of honor to you, Mr. Parker? Or a man driven by lust and opportunity?”
Before I could answer, Veronica stepped between us. “That’s enough, Maggie. Alex is a guest in this house. And he has been a great help to us.”
“A help?” Maggie scoffed. “Or a cuckoo in the nest?”
The air crackled. I could see Veronica struggling to maintain her composure. Lucy looked like she was about to cry. Even Helen’s usual smirk was gone, replaced by a tight, angry line.
“I’ll be staying in the guest casita, I presume?” Maggie said, her tone shifting slightly, as if the argument was already won and she was merely confirming logistics. “I’ll need a quiet place for prayer and reflection. And to compile my report for Bishop Alvarez.”
Veronica nodded, her expression grim. “Of course. It’s prepared for you.”
“Good.” Maggie gave one last, sweeping glare around the room, her eyes lingering on me for an extra, chilling moment. “I trust I’ll have unrestricted access to speak with Lucy and Helena? Privately?”
“They are adults, Maggie. They can speak to whomever they choose,” Veronica said, her voice clipped.
“Indeed.” Maggie’s lips curved into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. It was the smile of a hunter who had cornered her prey. “Then I shall begin my… discernment… immediately after I’ve settled in.”
She turned and, with another swish of her habit, glided out of the room, presumably to find the casita.
The moment she was gone, Lucy burst into tears. Veronica rushed to her side, murmuring comforting words. Helen just stared at the empty doorway, her expression unreadable.
I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. My hands were clammy.
This wasn’t just about some scandalous photos anymore. This was a holy war, and I was enemy number one. Maggie Greene wasn’t just a concerned aunt. She was a crusader, armed with righteousness and a direct line to the Bishop.
And she was living on the property.
Christmas was officially cancelled. Or at least, the version I’d been looking forward to. This new version looked like it was going to be a long, cold, and very uncomfortable siege. My only thought was, how the hell do I fix this? But looking at the determined set of Maggie’s jaw as she’d left, I had a sinking feeling this was one problem my toolbox couldn’t handle.




Chapter 2: Holy Hell, He’s Hot

The next morning, the Greene mansion felt like a warzone under a very polite, very Catholic ceasefire.
Maggie had taken up residence in the guest casita, a small, self-contained cottage at the back of the property. I hadn’t seen her yet, but her presence loomed. Every creak of the floorboards, every distant cough, I half-expected her to materialize, crucifix held high.
Veronica had called a family meeting after Maggie’s dramatic exit. Tears were shed (mostly Lucy’s). Plans were vaguely discussed (mostly Veronica trying to figure out how to de-escalate a nun on a mission). Helen had just sharpened her verbal knives, occasionally muttering things about “self-righteous hypocrites.”
My role in all this? Stay out of the line of fire and keep fixing things.
Which is how I found myself shirtless in what was rapidly becoming the main nursery.
The room was a chaotic explosion of baby stuff. Cribs in various states of assembly, boxes of diapers stacked high, a mountain of plush toys that looked like they’d mugged a Toys“R“Us. My current task was wrestling with a particularly stubborn changing table, the instructions for which seemed to be written in ancient Aramaic.
It was warm in the house, too warm for a shirt if you were doing any kind_of manual labor. Plus, let’s be honest, I knew Lucy appreciated the view. And right now, any small comfort was welcome.
I was tightening a bolt, sweat trickling down my chest, when I felt it. That prickle on the back of my neck. The one that says you’re being watched.
I glanced up, towards the doorway.
And there she was. Sister Magdalena. Maggie.
She stood just outside the room, partially obscured by the doorframe, like a shadow clinging to the edges of the light. Her hands were clasped in front of her, a dark rosary twined through her fingers. Her expression was unreadable, but her eyes… her eyes were fixed on me.
Not on my face.
My chest. My arms. The way my muscles flexed as I worked the wrench.
I paused, wrench in hand. “Morning, Sister.”
Her gaze snapped up to my face, a flicker of something – surprise? Guilt? – in their dark depths before her usual stern mask slammed back into place. “Mr. Parker.” Her voice was cool, distant.
“Just Alex is fine.”
A small, almost imperceptible tightening of her lips. “Mr. Parker will suffice.”
She didn’t move. Just stood there, watching. It was unnerving. Like being observed by a particularly judgmental hawk. A hawk with really good curves under its feathers. Stop it, Alex.
Lucy chose that moment to bounce into the room, a carton of orange juice in her hand. She was wearing a ridiculously short pair of sleep shorts and one of my old t-shirts, the hem of which barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. Her pink hair was a sleep-tousled mess.
“Hey, studmuffin,” she chirped, oblivious, or maybe deliberately ignoring, her aunt lurking in the doorway. “Making progress on Operation Baby-Proof?”
She came over and leaned against the half-assembled crib, taking a long sip of juice. Her eyes did a slow, deliberate crawl down my torso, a playful smirk on her lips. “Lookin’ good, handyman. All those… muscles… must come in handy for… screwing things.”
Her voice was dripping with innuendo. Classic Lucy.
I shot a quick glance towards the doorway. Maggie was still there. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the rosary. The beads looked like they were biting into her palm.
“Just trying to get this thing built before the kid arrives,” I said, trying to keep my tone neutral. I turned back to the changing table, very aware of two sets of female eyes on my bare back.
“Oh, I’m sure you’re good at… assembly,” Lucy purred, moving closer. She reached out and ran a finger down my spine, sending a shiver through me despite the heat. “You’ve got such… strong hands.”
I could feel Maggie’s stare burning into me. This was getting awkward. And probably sacrilegious, from her point of view.
“Lucy,” I said, my voice a low warning.
She just giggled, then leaned in and whispered, loud enough for anyone in the doorway to hear, “Don’t worry, Alex. Auntie Mags is just jealous she’s not getting any of this prime, grade-A, baby-making beef.”
I flinched. That was… direct. Even for Lucy.
From the doorway, there was a sharp intake of breath.
I risked another look. Maggie’s face was pale. Her eyes were wide, fixed on Lucy, then on me, then back to Lucy. There was a strange mix of horror and… something else. Something I couldn’t quite name. Arousal? No, couldn’t be. She was a nun.
But her chest was rising and falling a little too quickly under that black habit. Her lips were parted slightly.
“Helena tells me you’re quite the… prolific worker, Mr. Parker,” Maggie said, her voice strained, but still managing to sound accusatory.
Lucy giggled again. “Oh, he’s prolific, alright. In all departments.” She winked at me, then took another loud slurp of her orange juice, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
I wanted the floor to swallow me whole. Or at least for Lucy to develop a sudden, urgent need to be anywhere else.
Maggie’s gaze drifted back to my shirtless torso. My tanned arms, the definition in my shoulders. I wasn’t a bodybuilder, but I kept in shape. Years of swimming, followed by constant physical work around the Greene properties, had seen to that.
Her eyes lingered. Just for a second. But I saw it. The slight dilation of her pupils. The way her tongue darted out to wet her lips, a tiny, unconscious movement.
Then, as if she’d been burned, her eyes snapped away. She clutched her rosary tighter, so tight I thought the beads might shatter.
“I… I came to see if Veronica was available,” she said, her voice a little breathless. “I need to discuss… parish matters.”
“Mom’s in her office, I think,” Lucy said, still grinning. “Probably counting all the money she’s making. Or maybe just counting down the days until her next hot date with Alex.”
“Lucy!” Veronica’s voice, sharp and warning, echoed from down the hall. She must have overheard.
Lucy just shrugged, unrepentant.
Maggie didn’t say another word. She gave one last, conflicted look – a look that seemed to encompass me, Lucy, the half-built nursery, and probably the entirety of original sin – then turned and disappeared down the hallway.
I let out a slow breath.
“Subtle, Luce,” I said, wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand.
“What?” she said, all innocence. “Just telling it like it is. Besides,” she leaned in close again, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “did you see her face? She was totally checking you out.”
“She’s a nun, Lucy.”
“And nuns don’t have eyes? Or hormones?” Lucy smirked. “Trust me, Alex. Underneath all that black cloth, Aunt Maggie is a woman. And I bet she hasn’t seen a shirtless man who isn’t a priest in a stained-glass window in a very, very long time.”
I shook my head, but a part of me wondered. That look in Maggie’s eyes… it hadn’t been pure condemnation. There had been something else there. Something that made my own skin feel a little too tight.
I picked up the wrench again, trying to focus on the damn changing table. But the image of Sister Maggie, her eyes wide, her rosary clutched in her hand, kept flashing in my mind. This was going to be a very, very long discernment sabbatical. For all of us.
That evening, the mansion was quiet. Too quiet.
Dinner had been a strained affair. Maggie had eaten sparingly, her eyes downcast, speaking only when spoken to, and even then, her answers were clipped. Veronica tried to maintain a semblance of normalcy, asking about Maggie’s journey, her convent. Lucy, surprisingly subdued, picked at her food. Helen threw occasional barbs in Maggie’s direction, which were met with icy silence. I mostly kept my mouth shut and tried to be invisible.
After dinner, Maggie had retreated to the casita, a Bible clutched in her hand like a shield. The rest of us had dispersed, the tension she’d brought with her lingering in the air like a bad smell.
I found myself in my studio over the garage, unable to settle. The image of Maggie in the nursery doorway, her eyes wide, her rosary tight in her fist, kept replaying in my head. Lucy’s words echoed: “She was totally checking you out.”
I’d dismissed it at the time. A nun? Lusting after me? Seemed far-fetched.
But there had been something in her eyes. Something beyond righteous anger.
I showered, tried to read, but my mind kept drifting. The whole situation was a powder keg. And Sister Magdalena was holding a lit match.
The next morning, I was in the kitchen, grabbing a coffee before heading out to tackle a loose gutter, when Lucy bounced in. Her usual bright energy seemed amplified, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous secret. She was practically vibrating.
“Alex! Oh. My. God. You are not going to believe this.”
She was holding a single sheet of paper. It was slightly crumpled, the handwriting on it elegant but hurried, the ink a deep blue.
“What’s up, Luce?”
“This!” She waved the paper dramatically. “Aunt Mags is more interesting than she looks. Or maybe exactly as interesting as I suspected.”
My gut clenched. “What is that?”
“A little bird dropped it,” she said, her grin wide. “Okay, not a bird. More like… a careless nun. Found it this morning near the casita, by the rose bushes. Looks like a page from her diary.”
My eyes widened. “Her diary? Lucy, you shouldn’t read that.” Even as I said it, a jolt of curiosity, hot and unwelcome, shot through me.
“Oh, please,” she scoffed. “Like you’re not dying to know what goes on in the head of a woman who looks at you like you’re simultaneously the devil and a chocolate cake.” She thrust the paper at me. “Read it. It’s… illuminating.”
I hesitated. It felt wrong. A violation of privacy.
But then I remembered Maggie’s cold accusations, her vow to report me. And that flicker in her eyes.
My curiosity won. I took the page.
The handwriting was neat, precise, but there were places where the pressure of the pen had deepened, where words were slightly smudged, as if by a trembling hand.
My eyes scanned the first few lines.
“December 16th. Evening.”
“The day has been… a trial. My resolve is tested at every turn. This house, once a symbol of family, now feels… tainted. The air is thick with a sensuality that is both cloying and, I confess with shame, strangely compelling.”
I glanced at Lucy. She was watching me, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet. I continued reading.
“I witnessed Mr. Parker today. In the nursery. He was… working. Without his shirt.”
A longer pause here in the writing. The ink was darker on the next words.
“His physique is… powerful. Not brutish, but… capable. The play of muscle under tanned skin as he worked… the confident set of his shoulders… the way sweat gleamed on his back… It was… unexpectedly arresting. My heart hammered in my chest. A purely… physiological reaction, I told myself. The devil tempting the flesh.”
I could feel my own pulse quicken. So I hadn’t imagined it. She had been looking.
“Lucy’s words, her crude jests about his… prowess… they were like barbs. Meant to provoke, I’m sure. And they did. But not, perhaps, in the way she intended. They painted images in my mind. Unbidden. Unwanted.”
“Later, in the solitude of my room, I prayed. For strength. For clarity. For deliverance from these… worldly distractions. I thought of St. Mary Magdalene, who repented her life of sin and found salvation. Surely, they can too. Surely, I can guide them back to the light. That is my purpose here.”
The next paragraph was shorter, the writing more rushed, almost frantic.
“But the images remained. Him. Shirtless. His hands… so strong, so sure. The memory of his scent – sweat and soap and something uniquely male – it seemed to cling to me, even here. My body… it betrayed me. A warmth spread through my limbs, a coiling heat low in my belly. My thighs clenched, the rough wool of my habit a sudden, unbearable friction. The rosary beads… they bit into my palm as I fought it. But the fight… it felt… distant.”
My breath hitched. Holy shit.
“My hand… it moved. As if of its own accord. Down, over my stomach, lower still. To that place of shame and secret heat. My fingers… they trembled as they found me. Wet. Aching. I tried to think of scripture. Of penance. Of the cool stone floors of the chapel. But all I could feel was the throb, the desperate, building need. My skin felt too tight. My breath came in ragged gasps. It was a sin. A mortal sin. To touch oneself so. To want so.”
I had to stop reading for a second, my own cock giving a hard throb against my jeans. This was… intense. Far more than I’d expected.
Lucy was practically vibrating next to me. “Keep going!” she whispered, her eyes wide.
I forced myself to continue. The last part of the entry was almost a scrawl.
“And then… it happened. A wave. Hot. Blinding. My body arched, a silent scream trapped in my throat. My hips bucked against my own traitorous hand. And a name… a name escaped my lips in a choked whisper. Not God’s. Not a saint’s.”
“His name.”
“Alex.”
“The release was… shattering. And the shame that followed, even more so. I lay there, trembling, soaked in my own sin, the scent of my arousal mingling with the lingering phantom of his. St. Mary Magdalene repented. But can I? When the memory of his body, the sound of his name on my own sinful lips, brings such… devastating pleasure?”
The page ended there.
I looked up, my mind reeling. My own body was thrumming with a weird mix of shock, arousal, and… something else. A strange kind of power.
Lucy was grinning from ear to ear. “Told ya,” she said, her voice triumphant. “Holy hell, he’s hot, indeed. Looks like Auntie Mags is having a crisis of faith. And you, my dear Alex, are the cause.”
I handed the paper back to her, my hand not quite steady. “This is… a lot, Luce.”
“A lot of awesome, you mean!” she chirped. “The righteous nun, secretly creaming her holy panties over the handyman. It’s like something out of a dirty movie.”
“She’s clearly struggling,” I said, trying to process it. The guilt in her words was palpable. The shame. But underneath it all… the raw, undeniable desire.
“Struggling to keep her habit on, maybe,” Lucy snickered. “Look, Alex, this is good. This is leverage. She wants to report you to the Bishop? How about we report her little late-night confession to him?”
I frowned. “We’re not doing that, Lucy.”
“Why not? All’s fair in love and holy war, right?”
“It’s… private,” I said, though the word felt inadequate. It was more than private. It was a soul laid bare on a page. A soul in turmoil. And yeah, a soul that was apparently, incredibly, turned on by me.
A part of me, the cocky, male part, was preening. The part that had felt her eyes on me, that had wondered. But another part, a deeper part, felt a strange sort of… responsibility. Or maybe just a healthy dose of fear. This woman was wound tight. And if she snapped…
“So,” Lucy said, her eyes dancing. “What are you gonna do about it? About your newest, most devout admirer?”
I ran a hand through my hair. “I don’t know, Luce. I honestly don’t know.”
But one thing was clear. Sister Magdalena Greene was not just a threat. She was a temptation. A walking, talking, rosary-clutching bundle of repressed desire.
And she was living just a few yards away.
The thought sent another jolt, not entirely unpleasant, through me. This sabbatical was going to be anything but boring.




Chapter 3: Heat, Milk, and Temptation

The discovery of Maggie’s diary page had shifted something in the house. Or maybe it had just shifted something in me.
Knowing her secret, her internal battle, made her less of a caricature of a righteous nun and more… human. A very conflicted, very aroused human. It didn’t make her less dangerous, necessarily. If anything, a woman fighting that kind of internal war could be even more unpredictable. But it changed the way I saw her.
The next few days were a strange dance of avoidance and hyper-awareness. Maggie kept to the casita mostly, emerging for meals or for quiet, solitary walks in the garden, her Bible or rosary always in hand. When our paths did cross, her eyes would meet mine for a fleeting second, a spark of something unreadable in their depths, before she’d look away, a faint flush rising on her olive cheeks.
I tried to act normal. Focused on my handyman tasks. Kept a respectful distance. But every time I saw her, I remembered those desperate, desire-soaked words from her diary. “His name. Alex.” It was a potent thought.
The tension in the house was still thick, but now it had an undercurrent of something else. Something… charged.
It was a couple of days after the diary incident. I was in the main living room, trying to untangle a new shipment of baby monitor wiring that looked like a nest of electronic snakes. Veronica was on a series of tense phone calls in her office, her voice low and urgent. Helen was MIA, probably holed up in her room plotting some kind of gothic counter-offensive against her aunt.
Lucy was curled up on the sofa, a pregnancy pillow a C-shaped fortress around her. She’d been quiet all morning, which was unusual. She was flipping through a magazine, but her brow was furrowed, and she kept shifting uncomfortably.
“You okay, Luce?” I asked, finally giving up on the wiring for a moment.
She looked up, her usual bright smile a little strained. “Yeah, just… crampy. Weird, tight feelings in my stomach. Braxton-Hicks, Mom says. Practice contractions.” She grimaced. “If this is practice, the real thing is gonna be a bitch.”
She shifted again, letting out a small hiss of discomfort. “Oof. There’s another one.” Her hand went to her swollen belly, rubbing it gently.
“Want me to get you anything?” I asked. “Water? Tea?”
She shook her head. “Nah, I’m good. Just… annoying.” She sighed, then her eyes widened slightly. “Oh. Great.”
She looked down at the front of her soft cotton t-shirt. Two dark, damp patches were blooming over her nipples, growing larger even as I watched.
“Leaking again,” she muttered, a blush creeping up her neck. “This pregnancy thing is so glamorous.”
My eyes were drawn to the wet spots. Her breasts were fuller than ever, heavy and ripe under the thin fabric. The sight of her milk, evidence of the life growing inside her, of my child, always did something to me. A primal throb, deep in my gut.
“Happens,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my voice was a little rougher than I intended. I reached for a nearby throw blanket. “Here.”
As I draped it lightly over her, my fingers brushed against the damp fabric of her shirt. It was warm. The faint, sweet scent of her milk reached me. My cock gave a distinct stir. Down, boy.
Lucy looked up at me, her eyes soft. “Thanks, Alex.” She snuggled into the blanket. “You always know how to take care of me.”
Her words, innocent enough, sent another jolt through me. Taking care of her, of all of them, was becoming my life. A complicated, messy, incredibly arousing life.
Just as Lucy snuggled deeper into the blanket, a figure appeared in the archway leading to the dining room.
Sister Magdalena.
She was holding a small, worn leather-bound book – her Bible, probably. Her face was pale, her dark eyes wide and fixed on the scene before her: me, leaning solicitously over Lucy on the sofa; Lucy, looking up at me with a soft, trusting expression, her milk-stained shirt partially covered by the throw I’d just given her.
To an outsider, it might have looked… intimate. Caring, even.
To a nun on a mission to root out sin, it probably looked like Exhibit A in the case against Alex Parker, Seducer of Innocents.
Maggie didn’t say anything. She just stood there, frozen, her knuckles white where she gripped her Bible. Her gaze flickered from my face, to Lucy’s, then down to the damp patches on Lucy’s shirt, now mostly hidden but still a suggestive reality.
I saw a muscle twitch in her jaw. Her chest rose and fell in a quick, shallow breath. Disgust? Arousal? That conflicted storm I’d glimpsed in her eyes before, and read about in her diary, was back in full force.
Lucy, sensing another presence, turned her head. “Oh. Hi, Aunt Mags.” Her voice was still a little weak from the cramps, but there was a defiant spark in her eyes. She didn’t try to hide the blanket or her condition. If anything, she seemed to settle more comfortably under my implied care.
“Magdalena,” I said, nodding politely. Trying to project an air of harmless helpfulness. Probably failing miserably.
Maggie’s eyes darted back to me, then away, as if looking directly at me was too much. “I… I was looking for Veronica,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.
“She’s in her office, I think,” I replied. “On the phone.”
Right on cue, Veronica’s voice, no longer on the phone, called out from the hallway. “Maggie? Are you out here?” She appeared in the archway a moment later, a sheaf of papers in her hand, her expression harried. She stopped short when she saw the tableau in the living room – me, Lucy, and Maggie locked in a silent, charged triangle.
“Oh,” Veronica said, her eyes taking in the scene. A flicker of understanding, or maybe apprehension, crossed her face. “Lucy, honey, are you alright?”
“Just a bit crampy, Mom,” Lucy said. “Alex was being sweet.” She gave me a smile that was probably a little too grateful for Maggie’s liking.
Veronica’s gaze met mine, a quick, unreadable glance, before turning to her sister. “Maggie, I’m glad I found you. I desperately need your signature on these escrow documents for the old St. Brigid’s rectory. The closing is tomorrow morning, and without your approval as co-beneficiary of Dad’s trust for charitable works, the whole orphanage project could fall through.”
She held out the papers. Maggie stared at them as if they were snakes.
“The orphanage,” Maggie said slowly, her eyes still flicking between me and Lucy, as if trying to reconcile the charitable act with the perceived sin she was witnessing. “Yes. Of course.”
But she made no move to take the papers. Her attention was still snagged on us. On the damp shirt, the gentle way I’d been speaking to Lucy, the easy intimacy that probably screamed ‘fornication’ to her.
The air in the room was thick with unspoken things. Lucy’s discomfort, my awkward attempt at care, Veronica’s business stress, and Maggie’s silent, simmering judgment.
And then, because the universe clearly had a twisted sense of humor, Helen chose that exact moment to make her entrance.
She sauntered in from the kitchen, a steaming mug in her hand, her dark eyes taking in the scene with an almost predatory amusement. She was wearing tight black jeans and a fitted black turtleneck that somehow managed to emphasize her own small but definite baby bump. A direct contrast to Maggie’s concealing habit.
Helen took a slow sip from her mug, her eyes landing on Maggie. A smirk played on her lips.
“Well, well, well,” Helen drawled, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Family meeting? Or just an impromptu session of ‘Spot the Sinner’?”
Maggie’s back stiffened. “Helena. I was just discussing a matter with your mother.”
“Discussing? Or silently condemning?” Helen’s smirk widened. She walked further into the room, her gaze sweeping over me, then Lucy, then landing back on Maggie with pointed intensity. “Funny how you hide behind God and that… outfit, Aunt Mags.”
She took another deliberate sip of her drink, letting the silence stretch.
“But your eyes,” Helen continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial, almost taunting whisper. “Your eyes are filthier than mine ever were.”
Maggie gasped, a small, choked sound. Her face, already pale, went ashen. The hand holding her Bible trembled. Her other hand, the one with the rosary, was clenched so tight I could see the imprint of the beads even from across the room.
Veronica shot Helen a furious glare. “Helen, that’s enough!”
But Helen just shrugged, her smirk unwavering, her eyes still locked on Maggie. She looked like a cat that had just cornered a particularly interesting mouse. A mouse in a nun’s habit.
Maggie looked from Helen, to me, to Lucy, then down at the escrow papers Veronica was still holding out. Her expression was a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. Disgust, anger, shame, and yes, that undeniable flicker of something hot and bothered that she was trying so desperately to suppress.
Her eyes, those dark, intense eyes that Helen had just called filthy, met mine again. For a split second, the condemnation was gone, replaced by a raw, naked vulnerability. A flash of the woman from the diary, the woman who whispered my name in the dark.
Then it was gone, slammed shut behind a wall of icy composure.
Without a word, she snatched the papers from Veronica’s hand, her movements jerky. She turned on her heel and stalked out of the room, her habit swirling around her like a dark storm cloud.
The silence she left behind was even more charged than before.
Lucy let out a shaky breath. Veronica looked like she was about to explode.
Helen just took another calm sip from her mug, a look of profound satisfaction on her face. “Well,” she said, her voice deceptively mild. “That was fun.”
I just stared at the empty archway where Maggie had disappeared. Helen was right. Maggie’s eyes… they weren’t just judgmental. There was a hunger there. A desperate, conflicted hunger. And I had a sinking feeling that I was the main course on her forbidden menu. The milk voyeur tease, as the outline had called it, had just escalated. Big time.




Chapter 4: Laundry-Confession

Helen’s little grenade had definitely stirred the pot. The next day or so, Maggie was even more scarce than usual. When she did appear for meals, she was silent, her eyes downcast, a faint, almost bruised look around them. She avoided looking at me altogether.
It was probably for the best. Every time our eyes accidentally met, I felt that weird jolt, that awareness of the inferno she was trying to keep banked down. And I remembered her diary. His name. Alex. It was hard to forget something like that.
I tried to focus on my work. The list of pre-Christmas, pre-babies chores Veronica had given me was long enough to wallpaper the hallway. One of those tasks was wrestling with the industrial-sized washing machine and dryer in the mansion’s cavernous laundry room. One of the machines had been making a weird clunking noise, and Veronica was worried about it dying right when they’d be drowning in baby clothes.
The laundry room was in the basement, a cool, slightly damp space that smelled of detergent and warm linen. It was usually deserted.
I’d been at it for about an hour, tools spread out on the floor, the back panel of the dryer removed. I was elbow-deep in wires and lint, trying to locate the source of the clunk, when I heard a soft footstep behind me.
I didn’t even need to look up. I knew who it was. That faint scent of old books, beeswax, and something else… something uniquely Maggie, a hint of spice under the austerity.
I slowly straightened up, wiping grease from my hands onto a rag. “Sister Magdalena.”
She stood in the doorway, her hands clasped in front of her, the ever-present rosary a dark shadow against her black habit. Her face was pale, her expression unreadable, but her eyes… her eyes were burning.
“Mr. Parker,” she said, her voice low and tight. “I need to speak with you.”
“Alright,” I said, keeping my tone even. “Something I can help you with? Another appliance on the fritz?” I gestured vaguely at the dryer’s exposed guts.
“This is not about appliances, Mr. Parker.” She took a step into the room, then another. The door swung shut behind her with a soft click, plunging the room into a slightly dimmer, more intimate light. The only illumination came from the bare bulb overhead and the small, grimy window high on one wall.
My gut tightened. This felt… different. Not like her public condemnations. This felt personal.
She stopped a few feet away from me. Close enough that I could see the faint tremor in her hands, the way her chest rose and fell with her quickened breaths.
“Do you have any idea,” she began, her voice trembling slightly, “any idea at all, of the damage you are causing?”
I leaned back against the washing machine, crossing my arms. Trying to look casual, unconcerned. Failing, probably. “Damage, Sister? I thought I was fixing things.”
“Do not play games with me, Mr. Parker.” Her eyes flashed. “You know precisely what I mean. This… this situation you have created in this house. With my sister. With my nieces.”
“I haven’t created any situation they didn’t want to be a part of,” I said, my voice firmer now. I wasn’t going to just stand here and be her verbal punching bag.
“Want?” She let out a short, incredulous laugh. “They are confused. Vulnerable. Lucy is practically a child, and Helena… Helena hides her pain behind a wall of cynicism. And Veronica… my sister has always been susceptible to… misguided affections.”
“They’re adult women, Maggie,” I said, deliberately using her first name. “They make their own choices.”
Her eyes narrowed at my use of her name. “Choices clouded by your… influence. Your manipulation.”
“My manipulation?” I raised an eyebrow. “Is that what you think this is? I’m just the handyman, remember?”
“You are far more than that, and you know it.” She took another step closer. We were almost toe-to-toe now. I could smell the faint, clean scent of her, and underneath it, that hint of something warmer, muskier. Her. “You have insinuated yourself into their lives, into their beds, into their very bodies. You have planted your seed in them like some… some pagan fertility god, defiling what was once a Christian home.”
Her voice was rising, her cheeks flushed. The passion I’d read in her diary was right here, blazing in her eyes. But this time, it was directed at me, a torrent of righteous fury.
“They are carrying your children, Mr. Parker. Children conceived in sin. Do you feel no shame? No remorse for what you have done to their souls? To their reputations?”
I held her gaze. “I care about all of them, Maggie. Deeply. And I’ll care for my children.”
“Care?” she scoffed. “You call this care? This… this den of iniquity you’ve fostered? This harem?” The word dripped from her tongue like poison.
“It’s not a den of iniquity,” I said, my own temper starting to fray. “It’s a family. A complicated one, maybe. An unconventional one, for sure. But it’s built on affection. On… love, even.”
“Love?” Her voice cracked. “You speak of love, when you spread yourself between three women like… like butter on too much bread? That is not love, Mr. Parker. That is lust. That is selfishness. That is a mockery of everything sacred.”
She was so close now, I could feel the heat radiating from her. Her breasts, full and surprisingly prominent even under the concealing habit, rose and fell with her agitated breathing. My eyes flickered down to them, just for a second, before I forced them back to her face.
She saw it. Of course, she saw it. A tiny, almost imperceptible muscle twitched at the corner of her mouth.
“You look at me,” she whispered, her voice suddenly raw, vulnerable, “and what do you see, Mr. Parker? Another conquest? Another vessel for your… sin?”
My heart hammered in my chest. This was dangerous territory. The air between us was thick, charged, like the moment before a lightning strike.
“I see a woman,” I said, my voice quiet but firm. “A passionate woman. A woman who’s fighting a very hard battle.”
Her eyes widened, a flicker of shock, of fear, in their depths. Had I gone too far? Referenced the diary too obviously?
“You… you know nothing of my battles,” she stammered, her composure wavering.
“I know what I see,” I said. I reached out, slowly, deliberately, and placed my hand on her arm. Her skin, where her sleeve had ridden up slightly, was warm, surprisingly soft under my calloused fingers.
She flinched, as if burned. But she didn’t pull away.
Her skin was electric under my touch. Or maybe that was just the static charge in the room, thick enough to make the hairs on my arms stand up.
Maggie stared at my hand on her arm, her dark eyes wide and luminous in the dim light. Her breath hitched. I could feel the frantic pulse beating in her wrist, a trapped bird fluttering against my palm.
“Let go of me,” she whispered, but there was no force in her voice. It was a plea, not a command. A plea to me, or maybe to herself.
“Why?” I asked, my voice low. “Afraid of what you might feel, Sister?”
A shudder went through her. “I feel nothing but contempt for you, Mr. Parker. For your… your defilement of this family.”
“Contempt?” I let my thumb brush lightly over the soft skin of her inner arm. Just a feather-light touch, but she gasped as if I’d branded her. “Is that what you write about in your diary, Maggie? Contempt?”
Her head snapped up, her eyes blazing with a mixture of fury and stark terror. “You… you read my diary?” The words were a choked accusation.
“A page fell out,” I said, not entirely a lie. Lucy had found it. “It was… enlightening.”
Her face crumpled. The fight seemed to drain out of her, replaced by a wave of shame so profound it was almost a physical blow. “Oh, God,” she breathed, her eyes closing. “The things I wrote… I was… I was not myself.”
“Weren’t you?” I pressed gently. “Or were you finally being honest with yourself, for the first time in a long time?”
She shook her head, a violent, jerky movement. “No. It was a moment of weakness. The devil… he whispers to us in our weakest moments.”
“And what did the devil whisper to you, Maggie?” I kept my voice soft, almost hypnotic. My hand was still on her arm, a point of connection, of heat, in the cool, damp air of the laundry room. “Did he whisper my name?”
A strangled sob escaped her. Her eyes, when she opened them, were swimming with unshed tears. “You are a cruel man, Mr. Parker.”
“Am I? Or am I just the first man who’s seen the woman underneath the habit?”
I took her other hand, the one clutching the rosary so tightly the beads were like white welts on her skin. I gently uncurled her fingers, taking the rosary from her. It felt cool and smooth in my palm. A symbol of her faith, her denial.
She watched me, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her lips parted.
“This isn’t about sin, Maggie,” I said, my voice dropping even lower. “This isn’t about heaven or hell. This is about this.” I brought her hand, the one I’d freed from the rosary, to my chest. Pressed her palm flat against my bare skin, over my heart.
It was a gamble. A huge one. She could scream. She could slap me. She could run to the Bishop right then and there.
But she didn’t.
Her hand lay against my chest, trembling. Her eyes were fixed on mine, wide and dark and lost. I could feel the frantic beat of my own heart under her palm, the warmth of my skin.
“Feel that, Maggie?” I whispered. “That’s real. That’s not a sin. That’s just… a man.”
Her breath hitched again. Her fingers, tentatively, uncurled slightly against my skin, as if exploring an alien landscape.
“You’re warm,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. It was a statement of surprise. Of discovery.
“I am,” I said. I took her hand, the one on my chest, and slowly, deliberately, guided it downwards. Over the hard muscle of my stomach, the ridges of my abs.
She made a small, whimpering sound in the back of her throat, but she didn’t resist. Her fingers splayed, tracing the lines of my body as I moved her hand lower.
Past my navel. To the waistband of my jeans.
Her breath caught. Her whole body went rigid.
“Alex…” she whispered, my name a prayer and a curse on her lips. It was the first time she’d said it to my face. The sound of it, in her voice, in this charged atmosphere, sent a spear of heat straight to my groin.
My own dick was now painfully hard, straining against the denim of my jeans. I pressed her hand against it. Against the undeniable proof of my arousal.
“This is real too, Maggie,” I murmured, my lips close to her ear. “This is what you do to me. What you’ve been doing to me since the moment I saw you.”
A violent shudder wracked her body. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her head fell back, her throat exposed, vulnerable. A low moan, a sound of pure, unadulterated agony and ecstasy, tore from her lips.
“No…” she gasped. “Please… St. Mary Magdalene, pray for us sinners…”
Her hips gave a small, involuntary buck against my hand, against her own hand pressed to my erection. Her knuckles were white where she gripped my fingers.
The air in the laundry room was thick, suffocating. The scent of her, of warm wool and hidden spice and now, something else, something sharper, the scent of her arousal, filled my nostrils.
Her breath was coming in ragged, desperate gasps. “Hail Mary… full of grace…” she panted, her voice cracking.
Another moan, louder this time, ripped from her. Her body arched, her back pressing against the cool metal of the washing machine. Her thighs clenched together, the rough fabric of her habit bunching between them.
I could feel the tremors starting deep inside her, radiating outwards. Her grip on my hand, on my cock, tightened convulsively.
“The Lord is with thee…” she sobbed, her voice breaking.
Her hips jerked again, a frantic, uncontrolled movement. Her head thrashed from side to side. The sounds coming from her now weren’t words, just raw, animalistic moans of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.
And then, with a final, shuddering cry that seemed to be torn from the very depths of her soul, she climaxed.
Her body went limp, slumping against me, against the washing machine. Her hand, still pressed against my erection, was slick with her own moisture, a shocking, intimate heat that soaked through the layers of her habit, through my jeans.
She was gasping, great, gulping breaths, her face buried against my shoulder. Tears streamed down her cheeks, hot and wet against my skin.
“Oh, God… oh, God, forgive me…” she wept, her voice muffled. “Hail Mary… Mother of God… pray for us sinners… now… and at the hour of our death…”
I just held her, my own body thrumming, my mind reeling.
Sister Magdalena Greene, the righteous nun, had just come apart in my arms, fully clothed, in the basement laundry room, her hand pressed against my cock, gasping Hail Marys as she rode out an orgasm that had clearly shaken her to her core.
The clunking from the dryer seemed very, very far away. This was a confession, alright. But I wasn’t sure who was confessing to whom. Or what, exactly, had just been absolved. If anything.




Chapter 5: The Pact And MILF’s Milk

The aftermath of the laundry room… incident… was a fragile, unspoken thing.
Maggie had practically fled, her face a mask of shame and confusion, her habit disheveled. She’d avoided me completely for the rest of that day and most of the next, her meals taken in the casita, her presence in the main house reduced to fleeting glimpses of black fabric disappearing around corners.
I hadn’t told anyone what happened. Not Lucy, not Veronica, not even Helen, though I suspected Helen’s sharp eyes missed very little. It felt too… raw. Too personal. And frankly, I wasn’t sure what it meant. Had I pushed her too far? Had she wanted it? The lines were blurry, lost in a haze of religious guilt and unexpected, explosive pleasure.
My own body was still humming from the encounter. The memory of her hand, slick and hot against me, her moans muffled against my shoulder… it was a potent distraction from fixing leaky faucets and assembling flat-pack furniture.
The fragile peace, or rather, the tense truce, was shattered two days later by the shrill ringing of the doorbell, followed by insistent, angry knocking.
I was in the kitchen, trying to decipher the instructions for a new high-tech baby bottle sterilizer that looked like it belonged on a spaceship. Veronica was on the phone, her voice tight with frustration – probably dealing with another contractor for the rectory renovation. Lucy and Helen were upstairs, supposedly napping, though I suspected they were more likely scrolling through social media and critiquing maternity wear.
The knocking came again, louder this time, more impatient.
“I’ll get it,” I called out, wiping my hands.
When I opened the front door, I was met by a sight that made my stomach clench.
Mrs. Henderson. President of the Bright Cove Homeowners Association. Flanked by two other stern-faced women I vaguely recognized from previous HOA skirmishes. All three of them looked like they’d been sucking on lemons.
“Mr. Parker,” Mrs. Henderson said, her voice dripping ice. “We need to speak with Mrs. Greene. Immediately.”
“She’s on a call right now,” I said. “Can I help you?”
“This is a matter of grave concern to the community, Mr. Parker,” one of the other women chimed in, a Mrs. Periwinkle, if I remembered correctly. Her nose was wrinkled as if she’d smelled something foul. Which, in her world, she probably had.
“Grave concern?” I repeated, trying to keep my tone neutral. With the HOA, it could be anything from an unkempt lawn to a car parked facing the wrong way.
“Indeed.” Mrs. Henderson’s eyes narrowed. “We have received… reports. Disturbing reports. About certain… activities… and certain… individuals… residing at this address.”
My mind raced. Had someone seen Maggie in her habit and jumped to conclusions? In a neighborhood as gossipy and conservative as Bright Cove, a nun suddenly appearing at the “scandal house” was probably enough to send the rumor mill into overdrive.
Just then, Veronica appeared behind me, her phone pressed to her ear. “I’ll have to call you back,” she said into it, then hung up, her expression wary as she took in the HOA delegation on her doorstep.
“Ladies,” Veronica said, her voice smooth as silk, though I could see the tension in her shoulders. “What can I do for you this fine morning?”
“Veronica,” Mrs. Henderson said, her tone accusatory. “We’ve had multiple complaints. About… well, about her.” She jerked her chin towards the general direction of the casita.
“Her?” Veronica’s perfectly sculpted eyebrow rose.
“The… the nun,” Mrs. Periwinkle hissed, as if the word itself was an obscenity. “Walking around the property. In full… regalia. It’s unsettling the neighbors, Veronica. People are talking.”
“Talking about what, precisely?” Veronica asked, her voice dangerously calm.
“About a… a cult!” the third woman, a Mrs. Albright, blurted out, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and morbid excitement. “A sex cult! Next door! With all those… those pregnant girls… and him!” She pointed a trembling finger at me.
I sighed internally. Of course. A sex cult. Because what else could it be?
Veronica’s composure didn’t crack, but I saw a muscle twitch in her jaw. “A sex cult,” she repeated, her voice flat. “Ladies, I assure you, there is no sex cult operating out of my home. The woman you are referring to is my sister, Sister Magdalena. She is here on a… a spiritual retreat.”
“A retreat?” Mrs. Henderson scoffed. “In this house? With its… reputation?” Her eyes flicked pointedly towards my general vicinity.
“My sister’s spiritual well-being is her own concern, and frankly, none of yours,” Veronica said, her voice losing some of its smoothness, a hard edge creeping in.
“It becomes our concern, Veronica,” Mrs. Henderson retorted, “when it affects property values and the… the moral fabric of our community. We have bylaws, you know. Against… against nuisances.”
“Are you calling my sister a nuisance?” Veronica’s eyes flashed.
“We are saying,” Mrs. Periwinkle interjected, puffing out her chest, “that the presence of a… a woman of the cloth… in a household with such… irregular domestic arrangements… is causing alarm. People are frightened. They’re worried about what sort of… influence… this might have on their children.”
This was escalating quickly. I could see Veronica’s patience wearing thin.
“My sister is a devout woman of God,” Veronica said, her voice tight. “And my daughters are pregnant, yes. With children conceived in love. As for Mr. Parker,” she glanced at me, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes, “he is a valued member of this household. And none of this,” her voice rose, “is any of your damn business.”
The HOA ladies gasped in unison, clutching their pearls, or the metaphorical equivalent.
“Well, I never!” Mrs. Albright huffed.
“This is an outrage, Veronica!” Mrs. Henderson declared. “We will be calling an emergency HOA meeting. We will be taking action!”
“You do that,” Veronica said, her voice like ice. “And my lawyers will be in touch. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have actual work to do.”
She made to close the door, but Mrs. Henderson stuck her foot in it. Literally.
“This isn’t over, Veronica,” she hissed. “We know what’s going on in this house. And we won’t stand for it.”
With a final, collective glare of disapproval, the HOA brigade retreated, muttering amongst themselves.
Veronica slammed the door shut, her face flushed with anger. She leaned against it, letting out a long, shaky breath.
“Sex cult,” she muttered, shaking her head. “Honestly. These people.”
“They seemed pretty serious,” I said.
“They’re bored, meddling busybodies,” Veronica snapped. “But… they can still cause trouble.” She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “This is Maggie’s fault. If she hadn’t insisted on parading around in that… that costume…”
“She’s a nun, Veronica. It’s not a costume.”
“It is when it’s stirring up this kind of hornet’s nest!” She pushed herself away from the door, pacing the foyer. “I need to talk to her. This has to stop.”
She stormed off towards the back of the house, presumably heading for the casita. I hesitated for a moment, then followed at a discreet distance. I had a feeling this confrontation was going to be… interesting. And potentially explosive.
I found them in the small, sun-dappled courtyard outside the casita. Maggie was sitting on a stone bench, her Bible open in her lap, though she didn’t appear to be reading. Veronica was standing over her, her arms crossed, her expression thunderous.
“…and now they’re threatening emergency meetings and legal action!” Veronica was saying, her voice tight with fury. “All because you insist on wandering around looking like an escapee from a medieval monastery!”
Maggie looked up, her face pale but her expression resolute. “I am a woman of God, Veronica. I will not hide my vocation to appease the sensibilities of narrow-minded gossips.”
“Your vocation is about to get us all slapped with HOA fines and possibly a lawsuit!” Veronica shot back. “Do you have any idea how much trouble this could cause? For me? For the girls? For the orphanage project?”
At the mention of the orphanage, Maggie’s expression wavered slightly. “The orphanage is a work of God. He will provide.”
“God isn’t going to sign the escrow papers, Maggie! You are! And if this HOA nonsense blows up, the bank could pull the financing, the Diocese could get cold feet… everything could fall apart!”
Maggie’s lips thinned. “Are you asking me to compromise my faith, Veronica? To hide who I am?”
“I am asking you to be sensible!” Veronica cried, throwing her hands up in exasperation. “For a few weeks! Just until this blows over! Until the Bishop’s visit is done and the orphanage is secured!”
“And what happens then?” Maggie asked, her voice quiet but firm. “Do I continue to live a lie? To pretend that this… this household… is anything other than a den of sin?” Her eyes flicked towards me, as I lurked in the archway, a silent, unwilling witness.
Veronica followed her gaze, her expression hardening. “This household,” she said, her voice dropping, “is my family. And Alex is part of it. And if you can’t accept that, Maggie, then perhaps this… discernment sabbatical… is not going to work out the way you planned.”
The air crackled with tension. Sister versus sister. Faith versus… well, whatever the hell we were.
Maggie stared at Veronica, her dark eyes unblinking. Then, slowly, a strange, almost calculating look crept into her expression. The look of a woman who had just seen an unexpected opening in a very high-stakes game.
“Perhaps,” Maggie said, her voice suddenly smooth, almost silky, “there is a way for both of us to get what we want, Veronica.”
Veronica stared at Maggie, suspicion warring with a desperate hope in her eyes. “What kind of way, Maggie?”
Maggie’s gaze was steady, almost unnervingly calm now. The calculating glint was still there. “You need my signature for the orphanage. And you need the HOA, and by extension, the Bishop, to believe that this household is… if not entirely conventional, then at least not a ‘sex cult’.”
A faint, ironic smile touched Maggie’s lips. “I, on the other hand, need to ensure that my report to Bishop Alvarez reflects a family earnestly striving for… let’s call it ‘spiritual realignment’. And I need to see the orphanage project, our father’s legacy, secured.”
“Get to the point, Maggie,” Veronica said, her patience clearly wearing thin.
“The point, dear sister,” Maggie said, her voice smooth, “is a compromise. A pact, if you will.”
She paused, letting the word hang in the air. I, still lurking in the archway, held my breath. This felt like a turning point.
“I will sign the escrow documents,” Maggie continued. “And I will… participate… in a way that might alleviate the HOA’s concerns. Perhaps a small, discreetly managed ‘Midnight Mass’ or a Christmas prayer service here at the house, something to demonstrate our family’s piety to any prying eyes. Something that can be… reported favorably to the Bishop.”
Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “A fake Mass? You, a nun, would stage a fake Mass?”
Maggie’s smile didn’t waver. “Desperate times, Veronica. Think of it as… creative ministry. A way to protect the flock – in this case, our family and the orphanage – from unnecessary scandal.”
“And in return?” Veronica pressed.
“In return,” Maggie said, her gaze flicking to me for a brief, intense moment, “you will ensure three weeks of… normalcy. Or at least, the appearance of it. No overt… Parker-related… activities that could cause further gossip. No more shirtless handyman displays in the nursery, for example.” Her eyes met mine directly then, a clear, pointed warning. “Everyone on their best behavior. At least until the Bishop’s visit is concluded and the orphanage grant is finalized. After that…” She shrugged delicately. “My official discernment period will be over. What happens next will be between all of you… and your consciences.”
Veronica was silent for a long moment, considering. It was a devil’s bargain, in a way. Maggie got her orphanage and a plausible report for the Bishop. Veronica got a temporary reprieve from HOA hell and Maggie’s overt condemnation. And I… I got to keep a low profile, apparently.
“Three weeks,” Veronica said finally. “And you sign the papers today. And you help me manage these HOA harpies with your… creative ministry.”
“Agreed,” Maggie said, extending a hand. Not for a handshake, I realized, but for the escrow documents.
Veronica handed them over. Maggie produced a pen from somewhere within the folds of her habit – a surprisingly elegant silver fountain pen – and, using the stone bench as a makeshift desk, signed her name with a flourish.
“There,” she said, handing the papers back. “The first part of our pact is complete. Now, about this ‘Midnight Mass’… I have some ideas.”
As the two sisters began to discuss the logistics of faking religious services, a strange sense of unreality settled over me. A nun, bargaining with her worldly sister, using piety as a smokescreen. It was… surreal.
But it was also a temporary reprieve. And right now, I’d take what I could get.
•              

–            


Later that night, the mansion was quiet, but the undercurrent of tension was still there, thrumming beneath the surface. The pact with Maggie had bought some time, but it hadn’t solved anything, not really.
I was in my studio, trying to work on some designs for the rectory renovation – Veronica wanted it to be a warm, welcoming space for the new orphanage, not a grim institution. But my mind kept drifting. To Maggie’s calculating eyes. To Veronica’s strained smile. To the sheer, unadulterated weirdness of our lives.
Around eleven, my phone buzzed. A text from Veronica.
“Office. Now.”
Just two words. No please, no explanation. My gut clenched. This didn’t sound good.
I found her in her home office, the room dimly lit by a single desk lamp. The escrow papers Maggie had signed were spread out on the polished mahogany, alongside a half-empty bottle of expensive Scotch and a tumbler.
Veronica was slumped in her leather chair, her usually impeccable hair slightly disheveled, her eyes shadowed with exhaustion and something else… a raw, desperate hunger that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.
“Close the door,” she said, her voice husky, without looking at me.
I did as she asked. The click of the latch sounded unnaturally loud in the quiet room.
She took a long swallow of Scotch, her throat working. “This day,” she said, her voice rough. “This whole… goddamn… situation.” She slammed the tumbler down on the desk, a little too hard. Scotch sloshed over the rim.
“Rough one,” I agreed, keeping my voice neutral.
She finally looked at me, her eyes blazing with a fierce, almost feral intensity. “Rough?” She laughed, a harsh, brittle sound. “Rough doesn’t even begin to cover it, Alex. I’m juggling a pregnant daughter who’s leaking milk like a faulty faucet, another one who’s a ticking time bomb of sarcasm and hormones, a holier-than-thou sister who’s blackmailing me with fake religious services, an HOA full of pitchfork-wielding Karens, and a multi-million dollar orphanage project that’s hanging by a thread.”
She stood up, swaying slightly, and stalked around the desk towards me. “And all of it,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous growl, “all of it, comes back to you.”
She stopped right in front of me, so close I could smell the Scotch on her breath, the expensive perfume she always wore, and underneath it, the faint, musky scent of her arousal. Her eyes, dilated and dark, raked over me.
“You did this to me, Alex Parker,” she whispered, her hand coming up to grip the front of my shirt, her knuckles brushing against my chest. “You turned my nice, orderly, respectable life into a… a goddamn soap opera. A very sticky, very complicated, very hot soap opera.”
Her other hand went to the top button of her silk blouse. With a flick of her wrist, it was undone. Then the next. And the next. Until the blouse gaped open, revealing the swell of her breasts, heavy and full in a lacy black bra. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the delicate fabric.
“And now,” she said, her voice a ragged whisper, “you’re going to fix it.”
“Fix it?” I asked, my own voice hoarse. My cock was already stirring, responding to the raw, desperate need in her eyes, the scent of her arousal.
“Not it,” she corrected, a predatory smile touching her lips. “Me. You’re going to fix me, Alex. You’re going to make me forget about all of it. Just for a little while.”
She reached up, her fingers tangling in my hair, and pulled my mouth down to hers. Her kiss was desperate, hungry, almost brutal. Her tongue plunged into my mouth, tasting of Scotch and need.
I kissed her back, my own control snapping. The stress of the day, the constant tension, the ever-present undercurrent of desire that simmered in this house… it all exploded in that kiss.
Her hands were tearing at my shirt, fumbling with the buttons. I helped her, shrugging it off, letting it fall to the floor. Her palms pressed against my bare chest, hot and urgent.
“Your breasts…” I gasped, pulling back from the kiss for a moment, my eyes devouring the sight of her. They were magnificent. Fuller than ever, thanks to the early stages of her own pregnancy, the veins a delicate blue tracery beneath her skin. “They’re… incredible, Veronica.”
A low moan escaped her. “They’re for you, Alex,” she whispered. “They’re full of milk for you… or they will be soon.” Her eyes glazed over. “Touch them. Please.”
My hands went to her breasts, cupping their weight, my thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples through the lace. She arched into my touch, a shuddering sigh escaping her lips.
“Yes… oh, God, yes…”
I lowered my head, my mouth closing over one nipple, lace and all. I suckled her, drawing the peak deep into my mouth, tasting the faint, salty sweetness of her skin. She cried out, her fingers digging into my shoulders.
“Alex… oh, Alex…”
I moved to the other breast, laving it with my tongue, nipping gently at the hardened peak. She was writhing against me, her hips grinding against mine.
“Take them out,” she panted. “I want to feel your mouth on them… properly.”
I fumbled with the clasp of her bra, my fingers clumsy with need. It sprang open, and her breasts spilled free, heavy and glorious. The areolas were darker, wider than before, the nipples exquisitely sensitive, pebbled and erect. A tiny bead of clear fluid, colostrum, glistened on one peak.
My breath hitched. I bent my head and took one nipple fully into my mouth, suckling hard. A small, sweet droplet of milk touched my tongue. It was a taste unlike anything else. Primal. Intoxicating.
Veronica screamed, a raw, guttural sound. Her legs buckled. I caught her, holding her tight against me, my mouth still latched onto her breast, drinking her in.
“My milk…” she sobbed, her voice thick with pleasure and disbelief. “You’re drinking my milk…”
“It’s the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted,” I murmured against her skin, then moved to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention.
She was shaking in my arms, her body on fire. “More, Alex… I need more…”
She pushed me back towards the desk, then, with surprising strength, climbed onto it, scattering the escrow papers. She lay back, her blouse open, her breasts offered to me, her skirt riding high on her thighs.
“Worship me, Alex,” she commanded, her voice husky with arousal. “Worship every inch of me.”
I knelt between her spread legs, my eyes feasting on the sight of her. Her swollen breasts, the gentle curve of her belly, the dark triangle of curls at the apex of her thighs, already damp with her arousal.
I started with her breasts again, kissing, licking, suckling, until she was writhing and moaning, her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer. Then my mouth trailed lower, over the soft skin of her stomach, dipping into her navel.
She was panting, her hips starting to buck. “Alex… please… I can’t…”
I reached her thighs, kissing the soft inner skin, moving inexorably upwards. She spread her legs wider, a silent invitation.
When my mouth finally found her clit, she screamed again, a high, keening sound that was pure, unadulterated pleasure. I licked and suckled her, my tongue flicking against that swollen nub of flesh, tasting her arousal, driving her higher and higher.
Her orgasm, when it came, was explosive. Her body arched off the desk, her back bowing, her fists clenching. She cried out my name, over and over, as the waves of pleasure crashed through her.
I held her, gentling her, until the shudders subsided. She lay there, panting, her eyes dazed, her body slick with sweat and her own fluids.
“Oh, Alex…” she whispered, her voice weak. “That was…”
“Just the beginning,” I said, my own voice thick with need. I quickly shed my jeans and boxers, my erection springing free, hard and aching.
She looked at it, her eyes widening with a fresh wave of hunger. “Yes,” she breathed. “Oh, yes. Come here.”
She pulled me down on top of her, her legs wrapping around my waist. I settled between her thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her wet entrance.
“I want to feel you inside me, Alex,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “Deep inside me. Fill me up.”
I thrust into her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She gasped, her nails digging into my back, her body arching to meet mine.
We moved together, a frantic, desperate rhythm. The sound of our bodies slapping together, her moans, my own ragged breaths, filled the small office. The scent of sex, of sweat and Scotch and her milk, was intoxicating.
She met my thrusts, her hips bucking, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Harder, Alex,” she panted. “Oh, God, yes… like that… breed me… put your baby in me too…”
Her words, raw and needy, sent me over the edge. I felt my orgasm building, a tidal wave of heat and pressure. I drove into her, again and again, faster, deeper.
“Veronica…” I groaned, my vision blurring.
With a final, powerful thrust, I came, spilling my seed deep inside her, my body convulsing, my own cry lost in hers.
We collapsed together, panting, slick with sweat. My face was buried in her hair, her breasts pressed against my chest. The escrow papers, forgotten, were scattered around us, some of them stained with her milk, with our mingled fluids.
A strange, almost hysterical giggle escaped Veronica’s lips. “Well,” she said, her voice still shaky. “I guess that’s one way to handle stress.”
She looked down at the papers, at the drops of milk glistening on the official-looking documents. “And I suppose,” she added, a wry smile playing on her lips, “that’s one way to… seal a deal.”
I just held her, my heart still pounding, my body sated but my mind reeling. The pact with Maggie. The HOA. The Bishop. The orphanage. And now this. This raw, desperate, milk-soaked claiming in the heart of the storm. Life in the Greene mansion was never, ever boring. And I had a feeling the complications were just getting started.




Chapter 6: Rosary Worship

The pact with Maggie, and my… stress relief session… with Veronica had bought a fragile peace. Or at least, a temporary ceasefire.
For the next few days, an uneasy calm settled over the Greene mansion. Maggie kept her word. She was still a somewhat spectral presence, often confined to the casita or seen with her nose in a Bible, but she’d toned down the overt condemnations. She even offered a few strained, polite smiles at dinner. The full nun-garb was still her uniform, but she no longer looked like she was about to call down fire and brimstone on us all.
Veronica, for her part, seemed… lighter. The desperation I’d seen in her eyes that night in her office had eased, replaced by a renewed focus on the orphanage project and a subtle, almost secretive warmth when she looked at me. The escrow papers, slightly sticky but legally sound, were filed.
Lucy and Helen were their usual selves, though even they seemed to be treading a little more carefully around their aunt. The “three weeks of normalcy” were in effect, and everyone, in their own way, seemed to be trying to uphold their end of the bargain.
It was weird. Like living in a pressure cooker with the heat turned down low, but you knew it could explode at any moment.
My own interactions with Maggie were… charged. After the laundry room, and knowing she knew I’d seen her diary, there was an unspoken awareness between us. A tension that was equal parts fear, curiosity, and a deeply buried, fiercely denied attraction. When our eyes met, it was like a spark jumping a gap. She’d look away quickly, a flush rising on her cheeks, her hand often going to the rosary at her belt, as if for protection.
Protection from me? Or from herself? I wasn’t sure.
It was late, a few nights after my encounter with Veronica. Probably close to midnight. I couldn’t sleep. My mind was buzzing with too many thoughts – the rectory renovations, the impending arrival of three babies, the ever-present, complicated dynamics of the Greene women. And Maggie. Always, somewhere in the background of my thoughts, was Maggie.
I padded downstairs to the kitchen, hoping a glass of milk or something might help. The house was dark and silent, everyone presumably asleep.
But as I neared the kitchen, I saw a faint light spilling from under the door. And I heard… sounds. Soft sounds. A clink of a bowl. A quiet murmur.
My first thought was Lucy, raiding the fridge for some bizarre pregnancy craving. But the murmur… it didn’t sound like Lucy.
I pushed the door open a crack and peeked inside.
And there she was.
Sister Magdalena.
She was standing at the large marble island in the center of the kitchen, bathed in the soft glow of the under-cabinet lights. She wasn’t wearing her full habit, just the simple black dress, her veil and wimple set aside on the counter. Her dark, wavy hair, usually severely contained, was loose, cascading around her shoulders, soft and surprisingly sensual in the dim light.
She had a mixing bowl in front of her, a whisk in her hand. Flour dusted her cheek and the front of her dress. She looked… different. Younger. Softer. More vulnerable without the imposing layers of her religious attire.
And utterly, breathtakingly beautiful.
My breath caught in my throat.
She was muttering to herself, a low, frustrated sound. “No, that’s not right… too much… a pinch, she said, just a pinch…”
Baking? A nun, baking in the middle of the night? It was an unexpected, almost surreal sight.
She dipped a finger into the bowl, scooping up a dollop of batter, then brought it to her lips, licking it clean with a slow, deliberate sweep of her tongue. Her eyes were closed, her expression one of intense concentration, or maybe… pleasure.
My cock gave a hard, insistent throb. The image of her tongue, pink and wet, a trace of batter clinging to it… it was ridiculously, unexpectedly erotic.
I must have made a sound, a shifting of weight, because her eyes snapped open. They widened in surprise, then a wave of something else – embarrassment? Fear? – washed over her face. She looked like a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar. Or, in this case, the batter bowl.
“Mr. Parker,” she stammered, her cheeks flushing a deep, becoming crimson. She quickly wiped her batter-coated finger on a nearby dish towel. “I… I didn’t hear you.”
“Sorry,” I said, my voice a little rough. “Didn’t mean to startle you. Couldn’t sleep.”
I stepped into the kitchen, my eyes drawn to the dusting of flour on her cheek, the way her loose hair framed her face. She looked… touchable. Real. Not the untouchable icon of piety she usually projected.
“I… I couldn’t sleep either,” she admitted, her gaze dropping to the mixing bowl. “I thought… I thought perhaps some baking might… soothe my thoughts.” She gave a small, self-deprecating laugh. “It appears I am not as skilled in the culinary arts as I am in theological debate.”
“What are you making?” I asked, moving closer to the island. The air around her smelled of vanilla and something warm and yeasty. And her. That faint, spicy scent that was uniquely Maggie.
“I was attempting… cinnamon rolls,” she said, a hint of frustration in her voice. “Veronica mentioned they were a favorite of our father’s. For Christmas morning. I thought… I thought it might be a nice gesture.”
A peace offering, maybe? An attempt to bridge the gap between her rigid faith and this messy, complicated family?
“My mother used to make cinnamon rolls,” I said, the memory surfacing unexpectedly. “A long time ago.”
A small, almost shy smile touched her lips. “Were they… successful?”
I chuckled. “Sometimes. Sometimes they were more like cinnamon rocks. But the smell… the smell was always good.”
We stood there for a moment, a comfortable silence settling between us, a rare thing in this house, especially between the two of us. The only sounds were the hum of the refrigerator and the distant sigh of the wind outside.
Her eyes kept flicking up to meet mine, then darting away again, as if she were afraid of what she might see, or what I might see in her. That vulnerability was still there, just beneath the surface.
“This batter…” she said, gesturing to the bowl with a flour-dusted hand. “It seems… wrong. Too sticky. Or perhaps not sticky enough. I confess, I am at a loss.”
I leaned closer, peering into the bowl. The batter did look a bit… off.
“Maybe a little more flour?” I suggested.
“Perhaps.” She reached for the flour canister, her arm brushing against mine. A jolt, like a static shock, shot through me. She gasped, pulling her arm back as if burned, her eyes wide and startled.
That spark. It was still there. Stronger than ever, in the quiet intimacy of the midnight kitchen.
That soft moan, a sound of pure, unadulterated longing, vibrated in her throat, a tangible thing in the charged air of the midnight kitchen. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her face a mask of exquisite torment. The scent of vanilla and cinnamon from the abandoned cinnamon roll batter mingled with the sharper, muskier scent of her arousal, a heady, intoxicating perfume.
“Confess, Maggie,” I murmured against her mouth, my voice a silken command, a temptation she couldn’t ignore. “Confess what you really want.”
Her eyes squeezed shut tighter. A tear escaped, tracing a silver path through the dusting of flour on her cheek. “I… I want…” she began, her voice a broken whisper, each word a painful admission.
Then, with a strangled cry that seemed to be torn from the very depths of her soul, she surged upwards. Her mouth crashed against mine.
The kiss was explosive. Desperate. A torrent of pent-up hunger and forbidden desire unleashed in a single, shattering moment. Her hands came up, gripping my shoulders, her fingers digging into my muscles as if she were drowning and I was her only salvation. Her tongue, hesitant at first, then bold, almost frantic, plunged into my mouth, tasting of sweetness and sin and a desperation that mirrored my own.
I kissed her back with equal fervor, my arms wrapping around her, pulling her pliant body tight against mine. I could feel the soft swell of her breasts against my chest, the gentle curve of her stomach where it met mine, the surprising strength in her small frame as she pressed herself against me. She felt… incredible. Softer than I’d imagined from seeing her in that severe habit, yet with an underlying fire that threatened to consume us both.
The world narrowed to this. The dim, intimate glow of the kitchen, the scent of baking and raw, unfiltered arousal, the feel of her body molded against mine, the taste of her on my tongue – a taste of forbidden fruit, a taste of salvation and damnation all rolled into one.
Her rosary, which she must have picked up from the counter at some point before I entered, was still clutched in one of her hands. As our kiss deepened, as our bodies moved against each other in a slow, instinctive grind, the hard, smooth beads pressed between us, a strange, almost sacrilegious counterpoint to the softness of her skin, the heat of her mouth. Each bead felt like a tiny, burning coal against my chest.
She moaned into my mouth, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure, tinged with a desperate, almost painful guilt. Her hips began to move, a slow, instinctive rocking against mine. Even through the layers of her simple black dress, through the denim of my jeans, I could feel the heat of her, the subtle, maddening friction.
My cock was granite hard, aching with a need that was rapidly becoming unbearable. This woman… this nun… she was undoing me.
I broke the kiss, gasping for breath, my forehead resting against hers. We were both trembling, our breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps. The air between us was thick, electric.
“Maggie…” I breathed, my voice hoarse, raw.
Her eyes, when she opened them, were dazed, unfocused, her lips swollen and red from my kisses. The flour on her cheek was smudged with her tears, giving her an almost ethereal, tragically beautiful look. She looked… undone. Beautifully, sinfully undone.
“This is… wrong,” she whispered, her voice thick with a mixture of desire and despair. “A mortal sin… I shouldn’t… we shouldn’t…”
“Is it?” I murmured, my lips brushing against hers again, a soft, tempting caress. “Or is it just… human, Maggie? Is it a sin to feel? To want?”
I didn’t wait for an answer. I kissed her again, deeper this time, more demanding. My tongue plundered her mouth, and she met me thrust for thrust, her earlier hesitation gone, replaced by a raw, desperate hunger. And as I kissed her, as she clung to me, I slowly sank to my knees on the cool kitchen floor, pulling her down with me.
She gasped against my mouth, her eyes flying open in surprise, but she didn’t resist. She sank to her knees before me, her black dress pooling around her like a dark offering, her hair a disheveled cloud framing her flushed, beautiful, tear-streaked face.
We were kneeling opposite each other, the marble island a shadowy, silent altar behind us. The air was thick with the scent of our arousal, with the unspoken, forbidden things that were about to happen. The only light came from the soft under-cabinet glow, casting long, dancing shadows that seemed to writhe with our own suppressed desires.
Her rosary was still in her hand, the small, silver crucifix dangling from the beads. Her knuckles were white where she gripped it, a lifeline in a storm of her own making.
I reached out, my hand covering hers, my fingers lacing through hers, pressing the hard, smooth beads of the rosary into her palm, into mine. The coolness of the beads was a stark contrast to the burning heat of her skin.
“Pray for us, Maggie,” I whispered, my voice a low, seductive growl that seemed to vibrate in the charged air between us. “Pray for us sinners.”
Her eyes were wide, dark pools of conflict and dawning, terrified excitement. They flickered down to my crotch, to the prominent, insistent bulge in my jeans, her lips parted, her breath coming in shallow, rapid pants.
“Alex…” she breathed, my name a prayer, a plea, a surrender. It was the sound of a woman on the precipice, about to fall.
I reached for the button of my jeans, my eyes never leaving hers, holding her captive with my gaze. The sound of the zipper sliding down was unnaturally loud in the silent kitchen, a profane sound in this makeshift confessional. I pushed my jeans and boxers down, freeing my erection. It sprang up, hard and thick and aching, pulsing in the dim light, a pagan idol in her holy space.
Maggie’s breath hitched. A small, choked sound escaped her. Her eyes were fixed on my cock, wide and unblinking, a mixture of fear, fascination, and an almost reverent awe in their depths. She looked like she’d never seen anything like it before. And maybe she hadn’t.
“You… you are…” she stammered, her voice barely a whisper, lost and trembling.
“Waiting for you, Maggie,” I said, my voice soft, yet insistent. A gentle command. “Waiting for your… confession. Show me what you truly desire, Sister.”
I took her hand, the one still clutching the rosary, its beads now a tangible link between her faith and her fall. I gently, inexorably, guided it towards me. Towards my waiting, eager flesh.
She trembled violently, her eyes squeezed shut for a moment, as if bracing herself for a sacrament she both craved and dreaded. Then, slowly, hesitantly, her fingers, still entwined with the cool, smooth rosary beads, closed around the base of my cock.
Her touch was electric. The coolness of the beads against my heated skin, her own skin burning hot where it met mine. The contrast was intoxicating, a shock to the system that sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me.
A low groan rumbled in my chest, a sound of pure, animalistic pleasure. “Yes, Maggie… like that…” I urged, my voice thick.
Her eyes opened, locking with mine. The fear was still there, but it was overshadowed now by a raw, desperate hunger. A hunger that mirrored my own, a hunger that had been starved for far too long.
She leaned forward, her loose, dark hair brushing against my thighs, a silken caress. Her lips parted, moist and trembling. And then, with a soft, sighing moan that seemed to carry all her years of repression, all her secret, forbidden desires, her mouth closed over the head of my cock.
My world exploded into a supernova of sensation.
Her mouth was so hot, so wet, so incredibly soft. Her tongue, tentative at first, then bolder, more curious, flicked against my sensitive glans, sending jolts of pure, unadulterated pleasure shooting through every nerve ending in my body. The rosary beads, still clutched in her hand, pressed against my shaft as her fingers tightened, a strange, almost sacrilegious friction that drove me absolutely wild. It was wrong. It was blasphemous. It was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced.
“Oh, God, Maggie…” I gasped, my hands tangling in her soft hair, my hips starting to buck instinctively, seeking more of that incredible, forbidden pleasure.
She took me deeper, her throat working, her lips suckling with an untutored, desperate eagerness. Her tongue did things, instinctive things, that made my vision blur, my toes curl. She was a natural. An innocent, devouring angel of sin, discovering a new form of worship.
The sounds she made… low moans of pleasure, soft whimpers of guilt, choked gasps of overwhelming sensation… they were the sounds of a woman surrendering to a pleasure so intense, so forbidden, it was almost painful. And through it all, the faint, rhythmic click of the rosary beads against her knuckles, against my skin, a bizarre, erotic soundtrack to her beautiful, tragic defilement.
Tears streamed down her face, silent and unheeded, mingling with the saliva and precum that slicked her lips, her chin. Tears of ecstasy? Tears of shame? Probably both. And that, that exquisite collision of the sacred and the profane, of profound guilt and unadulterated, earth-shattering lust, was a thousand times hotter than any straightforward seduction could ever be.
She was on her knees before me, a fallen angel in a simple black dress, her mouth full of my cock, her hand wrapped around my shaft, the rosary a dark, damning brand against her skin, a testament to her sacrifice. And she was taking every inch of me, every drop of my pre-cum, with a desperate, almost reverent hunger that left me breathless.
I was close. So close. The pressure in my balls was unbearable, a sweet agony.
“Maggie…” I groaned, my voice thick, my fingers tightening in her hair, urging her on, yet trying to hold back, to prolong this exquisite torture. “I’m… I’m going to…”
She looked up at me, her eyes wide, dazed, her lips slick and swollen, her face a beautiful ruin of tears and arousal. A single tear traced a path down her cheek, catching the dim light. And then, with a renewed, almost frantic intensity, she took me deeper, her throat working, her hand pumping my shaft with surprising strength, the rosary beads a blur of motion, a frantic prayer.
And I came.
A torrent of hot, thick cum flooded her mouth, her throat. She gagged, her eyes widening in shock, but she didn’t pull away. She took it all. Every last drop. Swallowing, choking, her body trembling with the force of my orgasm, with the force of her own profound transgression.
When I finally sagged back, spent and shaking, my muscles quivering, she remained kneeling before me for a long moment, her head bowed, her shoulders slumped. Her face was buried in her hands, her body wracked with silent, shuddering sobs that tore at my heart even as my body pulsed with the aftershocks of release.
The rosary had fallen from her grasp, lying on the cool kitchen floor between us, a discarded symbol of a faith that had just been… profoundly, irrevocably, beautifully defiled.
Ecstasy and shame. She was drowning in both. And in the dim, confessional light of the midnight kitchen, surrounded by the ghosts of her father’s cinnamon rolls and her own shattered vows, so was I.




Chapter 7: Oil, Mirrors, and Booty Benediction

The kitchen confession, as I’d started to think of it, had changed things between me and Maggie. Profoundly.
She was still quiet, still reserved, still clutching her rosary like a shield. But the overt hostility was gone, replaced by a kind of wary, fragile truce. When our eyes met now, there was a new depth to her gaze – a flicker of shared memory, of shared sin, of a terrifying, exhilarating intimacy that neither of us could deny. The air between us hummed with an unspoken tension, a live wire of awareness.
She hadn’t mentioned the incident. Neither had I. It was a secret that lay between us, heavy and potent. A secret that made my cock throb every time I saw the way her simple black dress clung to the curve of her hip, or the way her dark hair escaped the confines of her veil.
The other women, particularly Lucy and Helen, had noticed the shift. They hadn’t said anything directly, but I caught their speculative glances, their whispered conversations. They knew something had happened. And knowing them, they were probably enjoying the hell out of the mystery.
It was a few days after the kitchen encounter. The “three weeks of normalcy” were still technically in effect, but the definition of normalcy in the Greene mansion was… flexible.
I was in the large sunroom at the back of the house, which Veronica had designated as a sort of multi-purpose relaxation/exercise space. It was filled with yoga mats, oversized beanbag chairs, and an assortment of pregnancy pillows. I was trying to install some new blackout blinds, a task made more complicated by the fact that the windows were enormous and irregularly shaped.
Lucy and Helen were in the room, ostensibly doing prenatal yoga. Or, more accurately, Lucy was attempting some gentle stretches, her six-month belly a prominent curve, while Helen lounged on a mat, occasionally offering sarcastic commentary.
“Are you sure you’re supposed to bend that way, Luce?” Helen drawled, not looking up from her phone. “You look less like a serene yoga goddess and more like a beached whale trying to do the Macarena.”
Lucy, who was attempting a modified downward dog, shot her sister a glare. “It’s called ‘gentle movement,’ Helen. Good for the baby. Good for me. You should try it. Might loosen up that perpetual stick up your ass.”
“My ass is perfectly loose, thank you very much,” Helen retorted. “Unlike some people’s morals.”
Their usual banter. But today, there was an undercurrent to it. A sense of… performance.
Just then, Maggie appeared in the doorway. She was in her full habit, a book in her hand. She paused, her eyes taking in the scene – me on a stepladder, wrestling with a blind, Lucy and Helen in their yoga gear.
“Oh,” Maggie said, her voice soft. “I didn’t realize anyone was in here. I was just looking for a quiet place to read.”
“Join us, Aunt Mags!” Lucy chirped, her smile a little too bright, a little too innocent. “We’re just doing some super chill prenatal yoga. It’s, like, totally spiritual. You’d love it.”
Maggie hesitated, her eyes flicking towards me, then back to Lucy. “I… I don’t have the proper attire.”
“Pfft, attire,” Lucy scoffed. “God doesn’t care what you wear when you’re communing with your inner chi, right? Besides, that habit thingy looks pretty loose. Probably great for stretching.”
Helen, surprisingly, chimed in. “Yeah, Aunt Maggie. Loosen up. Literally. Might do you some good. All that praying and repenting must be hell on the hamstrings.”
There was a definite glint in Helen’s eyes. They were up to something. The two of them. This wasn’t a spontaneous yoga session. This was a setup. And I had a sinking feeling I knew who the target was.
Maggie looked torn. Part of her, the devout nun, clearly wanted to retreat. But another part, the part I’d tasted in the kitchen, the part that was curious, conflicted, and undeniably drawn to the raw, messy humanity of this household… that part was intrigued.
“Well…” she began, her gaze drifting towards an empty yoga mat.
“Come on, Aunt Mags,” Lucy cajoled, patting the mat next to hers. “It’ll be fun. We can even say some Hail Marys while we stretch. Make it, like, holy yoga.”
The corner of Maggie’s mouth twitched. A tiny, almost imperceptible smile. “Holy yoga,” she repeated, as if tasting the absurdity of the words.
Slowly, hesitantly, she walked into the room. She placed her book on a nearby table, then, with a surprising lack of self-consciousness, settled onto the empty mat. Her black habit pooled around her, a stark contrast to Lucy’s bright pink leggings and Helen’s sleek black yoga pants.
I paused in my work with the blinds, my attention snagged. This was… unexpected. And undeniably fascinating.
Lucy began to lead them through some simple stretches, her voice taking on a surprisingly calm, almost meditative tone. Helen, for once, actually participated, moving with a fluid grace that belied her usual sharp edges.
And Maggie… Maggie followed along, her movements a little stiff at first, a little awkward in the heavy fabric of her habit. But as she began to relax, as she began to breathe into the stretches, a different side of her emerged. The lines of tension around her mouth softened. A faint flush rose on her cheeks.
And her body… even under the concealing layers, I could see the inherent sensuality in her movements. The way her hips curved when she did a gentle twist. The swell of her breasts as she reached her arms overhead. The surprising flexibility in her spine as she bent forward.
My cock gave a familiar, insistent throb. Damn it, Alex. She’s a nun. Doing yoga.
But the image of her, kneeling before me in the kitchen, her mouth slick with my cum, her eyes wide with a mixture of shame and ecstasy… it was seared into my brain. And it made every innocent stretch, every graceful movement, a thousand times hotter.
Lucy, a little smirk playing on her lips, seemed to sense the shift in the atmosphere. “Okay, ladies,” she said, her voice a little too bright. “Now for some real relaxation. I brought… props.”
She reached into a nearby bag and pulled out a bottle. Coconut oil.
My gut clenched. Oh, this was definitely a setup.
“Prenatal massage oil,” Lucy announced, her eyes sparkling. “Super good for the skin. Prevents stretch marks. And it smells like a tropical vacation.” She unscrewed the cap, and the sweet, cloying scent of coconut filled the sunroom.
Helen’s smirk widened. “Oh, goody. Things are about to get… slippery.”
Maggie looked a little alarmed. “Massage oil?”
“Yeah!” Lucy said, her enthusiasm unwavering. “We can, like, help each other out. Rub it on those hard-to-reach places. It’s all about sisterly bonding. And self-care. Super holy, right?”
Before Maggie could protest, Lucy had poured a generous amount of the glistening oil into her palm. “Here, Aunt Mags, let me get your shoulders. You look tense.”
Maggie started to pull away, but Lucy was already behind her, her oiled hands working at the tight muscles in Maggie’s neck and shoulders, through the fabric of her habit.
A small, involuntary sigh escaped Maggie’s lips. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment.
“See?” Lucy said, her voice a low, soothing murmur. “Feels good, right? Relaxing.”
Helen, meanwhile, had retrieved the oil bottle. She poured a liberal amount onto her own hands, then, with a predatory glint in her eyes, she looked at me.
“Alex, honey,” she purred, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “You look like you could use some loosening up too. All that blind-wrangling must be murder on your… everything.”
She sauntered over to the stepladder, her oiled hands reaching for my shoulders.
This was getting out of control. Fast.
Helen’s oiled hands landed on my shoulders, warm and slick. Her touch, usually sharp and sarcastic, was surprisingly sensual. Or maybe it was just the coconut oil. And the context.
“Relax, Alex,” she murmured, her thumbs digging into the tight muscles at the base of my neck. “Let go of all that… tension.”
I was still on the stepladder, halfway up, a blackout blind dangling precariously from one hand. Not exactly the ideal position for a sensual massage. But Helen was persistent. And her hands, despite her words, felt damn good.
Across the room, Lucy was still working on Maggie. Or rather, working Maggie over. She’d moved from Maggie’s shoulders down to her back, her oiled hands sliding under the heavy fabric of the habit, moving in slow, circular motions.
Maggie was rigid, her eyes squeezed shut, her lips pressed into a thin line. But I could see the faint tremor in her body, the way her breath hitched every time Lucy’s hands strayed a little too low, a little too close to the curve of her ass.
“You’re so tense, Aunt Mags,” Lucy cooed, her voice a syrupy sweet invitation to sin. “You need to breathe. Let it all out. All that… pent-up… energy.”
The air in the sunroom was thick with the scent of coconut and female arousal. Mine, Lucy’s, Helen’s… and yes, undeniably, Maggie’s. Even from across the room, I could feel the waves of her conflicted desire, her terrified fascination. It was a potent, almost intoxicating brew.
Helen’s hands slid down my arms, her fingers tracing the lines of my muscles. “You work too hard, Alex,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “You need to let someone take care of you for a change.”
Her hands moved to my chest, her oiled palms sliding over my t-shirt, making the fabric cling to my skin. Her touch was light, teasing, but her eyes, when I glanced down at her, were dark and hungry.
This was a coordinated attack. A Greene sister pincer movement. And I was caught in the middle. Not that I was entirely complaining.
“Okay, ladies,” Lucy announced, her voice bright and a little too loud. “Time for some deep hip openers! Aunt Mags, let’s try Child’s Pose. It’s super relaxing. And it really… opens you up.”
The innuendo was so thick you could spread it on toast. Helen smirked. I nearly dropped the damn blind.
Maggie looked horrified. “Child’s Pose?” she stammered. “I… I don’t think…”
“Oh, it’s easy,” Lucy said, already demonstrating. She knelt on her mat, then folded forward, her pregnant belly resting on her thighs, her arms stretched out in front of her. “See? Super comfy. And it’s really good for… releasing… things.”
Reluctantly, awkwardly, Maggie followed suit. She knelt on her mat, her black habit pooling around her. Then, slowly, she bent forward, her forehead touching the mat, her arms extending.
And her ass…
Her ass, round and full and surprisingly prominent even under the heavy wool, was lifted high in the air. Pointed directly at me.
My breath hitched. My cock, already half-hard from the charged atmosphere, gave a painful, insistent throb.
It was an utterly, devastatingly erotic sight. The severe black fabric of her habit, stretched taut over the generous globes of her backside. The vulnerability of the pose. The unconscious, innocent invitation.
Helen, damn her, saw the direction of my gaze. She saw the effect it was having on me. Her smirk widened into a predatory grin.
“Wow, Aunt Mags,” Helen drawled, her voice laced with mock admiration. “You’re surprisingly flexible. For a… woman of God.” She sauntered over to Maggie, her own hips swaying with an exaggerated sensuality. “You know, a little oil would really help you get deeper into that stretch. Loosen up those… tight… holy places.”
Before Maggie could react, before I could react, Helen had poured a liberal amount of coconut oil onto her hands. And then, with a wicked little laugh, she reached out and began to massage Maggie’s oil-slicked hands onto Maggie’s habit-covered backside.
Maggie gasped, a strangled, shocked sound. Her head snapped up, her eyes wide with a mixture of outrage and… something else. Something dark and terrified and undeniably aroused.
“Helena!” she cried, her voice a choked whisper. “What are you… stop it!”
But Helen didn’t stop. Her hands, slick and warm, moved over Maggie’s ass, kneading, pressing, her fingers tracing the full, round curves. The oil began to soak into the black fabric, making it cling, revealing even more of the forbidden shape beneath.
“Just helping you relax, Auntie,” Helen purred, her voice a low, seductive taunt. “Helping you… release all that… divine tension.”
Lucy, from her own mat, was watching with wide, fascinated eyes, a complicit grin on her face.
And I… I lost it.
The sight of Maggie, in that vulnerable pose, her magnificent ass on display, Helen’s oiled hands defiling her sacred habit, the scent of coconut and arousal thick in the air… it was too much. My control, already frayed, snapped.
With a low growl, I practically jumped off the stepladder. The blind clattered to the floor, forgotten.
In two strides, I was across the room.
Helen looked up, her eyes blazing with triumph as I approached. Lucy giggled.
Maggie, her face still pressed to the mat, her body trembling, let out a small, whimpering sound.
I knelt behind her. My hands, shaking with a desperate, almost brutal need, went to her hips. I gripped her, pulling her back slightly, settling her more firmly onto her heels, her ass still high and proud and so incredibly tempting.
“Alex…” she breathed, her voice muffled by the mat. It was a prayer. A plea. A surrender.
My gaze was fixed on the oiled, fabric-covered perfection of her backside. My mouth was dry. My heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird.
“This pose…” I said, my voice hoarse, ragged. “It’s… very devout, Sister.”
I leaned forward, my lips brushing against the oiled fabric at the base of her spine. She shuddered violently, a low moan vibrating through her body.
My tongue darted out, tasting the coconut oil, the faint, salty tang of her skin through the thin, oil-soaked wool.
She cried out, a sharp, strangled sound. “No… Alex… please… don’t…”
But her body arched into my touch, a silent, desperate contradiction to her words.
My hands slid under her, gripping her thighs, pulling her even closer. My face was buried in the intoxicating V of her habit-covered backside.
And then, I did something I’d only ever dreamed of, something so forbidden, so sacrilegious, it made my head spin.
I began to rim her.
My tongue, hot and wet, laved at her asshole, through the thin, oil-slicked fabric of her habit. I tasted the coconut oil, the wool, and underneath it, the faint, musky, utterly intoxicating scent of her. Of Maggie. The nun.
She screamed. A raw, guttural, animalistic sound that was torn from the very depths of her soul. Her body convulsed, her hips bucking against my mouth. Her hands clawed at the yoga mat.
Lucy and Helen were silent now, watching, their eyes wide with a mixture of shock and fascination.
I didn’t care. I was lost. Lost in the scent of her, the taste of her, the feel of her body writhing against my mouth.
Her moans were a litany of pleasure and pain, of ecstasy and shame. “Oh, God… Alex… yes… no… please… forgive me… Father… I have sinned…”
I licked and suckled and devoured her, my tongue flicking, probing, driving her higher and higher. The oil made everything slick, slippery, intensifying every sensation.
Her orgasm, when it came, was a cataclysm. Her body arched violently, her back bowing, a strangled cry ripping from her throat. She bucked against my mouth, her hips grinding, as waves of pure, unadulterated pleasure crashed through her.
She collapsed onto the mat, panting, sobbing, her body trembling like a leaf in a storm.
But I wasn’t done. Not even close.
With a low growl, I reached for the hem of her habit. With one swift, brutal movement, I ripped it upwards, exposing her.
Her panties, simple white cotton, were soaked. Transparent. Clinging to her, revealing the dark shadow of her curls, the swollen, glistening lips of her sex.
And her ass… her magnificent, glorious, virgin ass… was bare to my hungry gaze.
She cried out, a sound of pure, terrified shame, as the cool air hit her exposed skin. She tried to cover herself, but I gently, firmly, pulled her hands away.
“No, Maggie,” I whispered, my voice thick with a desire that was rapidly consuming me. “Let me see you. Let me… worship you.”
I lowered my head again, my mouth finding her. Not her ass this time. Her clit.
Through the soaked cotton of her panties, I laved her, my tongue flicking, teasing, tormenting. She screamed again, a high, thin sound of unbearable pleasure.
Her legs thrashed. Her hands clawed at my hair, pulling me closer, then trying to push me away, then pulling me closer again. She was lost in a maelstrom of sensation, of sin, of a pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable.
I ripped her panties aside with my teeth, spitting the torn fabric onto the floor. And then my mouth was on her, truly on her, for the first time.
Her clit, swollen and exquisitely sensitive, throbbed against my tongue. Her juices, sweet and musky, flooded my mouth. I drank her in, devoured her, worshipped her with a desperate, almost religious fervor.
She was screaming my name now, over and over, her voice raw, broken. “Alex… oh, God, Alex… yes… please… more… don’t stop…”
Her second orgasm was even more violent than the first. Her body convulsed, her hips bucking off the mat, her nails digging into my scalp. She cried out, a long, shuddering wail of pure, unadulterated release.
And as the aftershocks still rippled through her, as she lay there, panting, sobbing, her body slick with sweat and oil and her own arousal, I moved over her.
I positioned myself between her trembling thighs. My erection, thick and hard and aching, pressed against her wet, virgin entrance.
She looked up at me, her eyes wide, dazed, filled with a mixture of terror and a desperate, dawning acceptance.
“Alex…” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “What… what are you…”
“I’m going to make you mine, Maggie,” I said, my voice a low, possessive growl. “I’m going to make you forget you were ever a nun.”
And then, with one slow, deliberate, powerful thrust, I entered her.
Her scream was a sound I would never forget. A sound of pain, of shock, of a final, irrevocable surrender. A sound of a virgin no longer.
She was tight. So incredibly, exquisitely tight. Her virgin flesh stretched, resisted, then, finally, yielded, taking me in, inch by burning inch.
Tears streamed down her face. Her body trembled violently. But her eyes, when they met mine, were filled with a strange, almost terrifying light.
The light of a woman who had just crossed a threshold from which there was no return. The light of a soul that had just been… utterly, beautifully, irrevocably defiled. And claimed.




Chapter 8: Diocese Countdown & Goth Girl Gasp

The aftermath of Maggie’s… deflowering… in the sunroom was a strange cocktail of triumph, guilt, and a simmering, almost unbearable sexual tension that now permeated every corner of the Greene mansion.
Maggie herself was a ghost. She’d fled the sunroom in a state of shock, her habit in disarray, her face a mask of tear-streaked shame and dazed pleasure. I hadn’t seen her since. She was holed up in the casita, presumably wrestling with demons both spiritual and carnal. I felt a pang of guilt, a definite concern for her fragile state, but it was overshadowed by the raw, possessive thrill of what had happened. I had broken her. I had claimed her. And a primal part of me roared in satisfaction.
Lucy and Helen, who had witnessed the entire, shocking spectacle, were treating me with a new kind of awe. Lucy was all giggles and suggestive winks, clearly thrilled by the drama and the transgression. Helen, surprisingly, was more subdued, her usual sarcastic barbs replaced by a thoughtful, almost appraising look whenever her eyes met mine. It was as if she was seeing me in a new light. A more dangerous light, perhaps. A more… appealing one?
The “three weeks of normalcy” pact was in tatters. Or maybe it had just been redefined. Normalcy in this house was a moving target.
The immediate concern, however, was the impending visit from Bishop Alvarez. According to Maggie’s earlier, pre-seduction pronouncements, he was due to inspect the nearly-completed rectory – now slated to be Veronica’s orphanage – in a matter of days. The deadline was looming, and the pressure was immense.
Veronica was a whirlwind of activity. She was on the phone constantly, coordinating with contractors, suppliers, and the Diocese liaison. Her usual cool, collected demeanor was frayed at the edges, her eyes bright with a mixture of stress and determination. The orphanage project was her baby, her legacy, and she wasn’t going to let anything – not a scandal-sniffing HOA, not a conflicted nun, not even her own complicated desires – jeopardize it.
“We have forty-eight hours, Alex,” she’d said to me that morning, her voice tight, her gaze intense. We were in her home office, blueprints for the rectory spread across her desk. “Forty-eight hours until Bishop Alvarez arrives. That rectory needs to be perfect. Not just habitable. Perfect. A shining beacon of Christian charity and Greene family benevolence.” She’d given me a pointed look. “No pressure.”
Right. No pressure. Just the fate of a multi-million dollar project, the reputation of the Greene family, and possibly the eternal salvation of one very confused nun resting on my ability to hang drywall and install child-proof electrical outlets.
So, I’d thrown myself into the work. The rectory, a charming but dilapidated Victorian building a few blocks from the Greene mansion, was a hive of activity. Painters were swarming, electricians were wrestling with ancient wiring, and I was in the thick of it, a human multitool, fixing, improvising, and generally trying to herd a small army of contractors towards Veronica’s vision of perfection.
Late that afternoon, with the sun beginning to dip towards the horizon, casting long, wintry shadows, I found myself alone in the rectory’s old carriage house, which we were converting into a tool shed and workshop. The main house was too chaotic, too filled with the scent of fresh paint and the noise of power tools. I needed a quiet space to organize my own tools, sharpen blades, and generally prepare for what was promising to be an all-night push to get everything finished.
The shed was cool and dim, smelling of old wood, oil, and damp earth. Dust motes danced in the single shaft of sunlight slanting through a grimy window. It was a peaceful, masculine space, a welcome respite from the estrogen-fueled, emotionally charged atmosphere of the Greene mansion.
I had my tool belt off, my shirt discarded in a corner – the work was hot and dusty. I was hunched over a workbench, carefully honing the blade of a hand plane, the rhythmic rasp of steel on stone a soothing sound in the quiet shed.
A soft footstep on the gravel path outside made me pause. I looked up, expecting one of the contractors, or maybe Veronica with another urgent request.
But it wasn’t Veronica.
It was Helen.
She stood in the open doorway, a dark silhouette against the fading light. Her arms were crossed, her expression unreadable, but her eyes… her eyes were fixed on me with an intensity that made my gut clench.
“Playing with your tools, Alex?” she drawled, her voice a low, husky purr that sent a shiver down my spine.
She sauntered into the shed, her hips swaying with a deliberate, almost predatory grace. She was wearing tight black jeans that hugged her small, perfect ass, and a ridiculously sheer black lace top that left little to the imagination. Her own small baby bump was a subtle, intriguing curve beneath the lace. Her dark hair was artfully tousled, her lips painted a deep, blood-red. She looked like a goth pinup girl, a succubus ready to claim a soul. My soul, probably.
“Just getting ready for a long night,” I said, trying to keep my voice even, though my heart had started to hammer against my ribs. The air in the small shed suddenly felt thick, charged, like the moment before a summer thunderstorm.
Helen walked slowly around the workbench, her eyes never leaving mine. She trailed a finger over the collection of tools – hammers, saws, wrenches – her touch lingering on the cold steel.
“You’re good with your hands, Alex,” she murmured, her voice a silken caress. “You know how to fix things. How to… build things.” Her gaze dropped, pointedly, to the front of my jeans. “And how to use your… equipment… to its full potential.”
My cock gave an appreciative throb. So much for a peaceful, masculine respite.
She stopped directly in front of me, so close I could smell the faint, spicy scent of her perfume, the subtle, musky aroma of her arousal. Her eyes, dark and dilated, were locked on mine.
“I’m stressed, Alex,” she whispered, her voice raw, vulnerable. A startling admission from the usually guarded, sarcastic Helen. “This whole thing… the Bishop, the orphanage, Maggie’s meltdown, Mom on the verge of a nervous breakdown… it’s a lot.”
Her hand came up, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw, her touch surprisingly gentle. “And when I get stressed,” she continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial, almost desperate whisper, “I get… needy.”
Her eyes flickered down to my lips, then back to mine. “I need… release, Alex. Rough release. The kind only you seem to be able to provide.”
Helen’s words, “Rough release. The kind only you seem to be able to provide,” hung in the dusty air of the shed, a blatant, desperate invitation. Her eyes, dark and hungry, devoured me. The usual sarcastic glint was gone, replaced by a raw, almost painful need.
My own body responded instantly. My cock, already half-hard from the tension of the day and her predatory entrance, surged to full attention, straining against the denim of my jeans. The air in the small shed suddenly felt thick, charged, like the moment before a summer thunderstorm.
“Rough release?” I repeated, my voice a low growl. I took a step closer, invading her space, my bare chest almost brushing against the sheer lace of her top. The delicate fabric did little to conceal the dark aureoles of her nipples, already pebbled and hard. “You sure you can handle it, Helen?”
A flicker of her old fire returned to her eyes, a spark of defiance. “Try me,” she whispered, her voice a dare, her gaze dropping to the bulge in my jeans for a fraction of a second before snapping back to my eyes.
That was all the invitation I needed.
My hand shot out, my fingers wrapping around her throat. Not hard enough to hurt, not yet, but firm enough to surprise her, to dominate her. Her eyes widened, a flicker of fear mixing with the raw hunger. A small, choked gasp escaped her lips, a sound that was half protest, half pleasure.
“You want rough, Helen?” I murmured, my thumb pressing lightly against the frantic pulse in her neck. Her skin was hot beneath my touch. “You want to be put in your place? Is that it?”
She didn’t answer with words. She just stared at me, her lips parted, her breath coming in shallow, rapid pants. A silent, desperate nod. Her eyes were glazed, her pupils dilated. She was already halfway gone.
“Good,” I said, my voice a low, possessive growl. I tightened my grip slightly, just enough to make her breath catch, to see that delicious flicker of fear and submission in her eyes. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, a silent surrender to the darkness she craved.
My other hand went to her belt, a simple, worn leather strap holding up her tight black jeans. With a flick of my wrist, I unbuckled it, pulling it free from the loops with a soft, menacing whisper of leather. It felt heavy, dangerous in my hand. A tool of pleasure. A tool of punishment.
Helen’s eyes snapped open, her gaze fixed on the belt. A fresh wave of fear, and a deeper, darker wave of arousal, washed over her face. Her nipples, visible through the sheer lace, were like hard little pebbles.
“You’ve been a bad girl, Helen,” I said, my voice a low, menacing purr that vibrated in the charged air. “Talking back. Causing trouble. Thinking you can play games with me.” I let the end of the belt trail lightly over her collarbone, down the delicate skin of her chest, stopping just above the swell of her breast. “You need to be punished. You want to be punished, don’t you?”
I let the end of the belt slap lightly against her thigh, over the tight denim. She flinched, a small, whimpering sound escaping her. Her eyes were wide, her breath coming in ragged gasps.
“Turn around,” I commanded, my voice leaving no room for argument. “Present yourself.”
She hesitated for a split second, her eyes searching mine, as if looking for an escape hatch, a moment of mercy. But there was none to be found in my gaze. Only a reflection of her own dark desires. And I don’t think she really wanted one. With a shuddering breath that was almost a sob, she turned, her back to me, her hands braced against the rough, splintered wood of the workbench.
Her ass, tight and perfect in those black jeans, was presented to me like an offering on an altar of sin. A sacrifice to the gods of lust and pain. The curve of her spine, the gentle swell of her small baby bump, visible even from behind, added a layer of forbidden, almost sacrilegious eroticism to the scene.
I ran the cool, smooth leather of the belt over her backside, a slow, deliberate caress that made her tremble. Her knuckles were white where she gripped the edge of the workbench, her body taut with anticipation.
“You ready to take your punishment, Helen?” I whispered, my lips close to her ear, my breath stirring the fine hairs at her nape. “Ready to pay for your sins?”
A choked sob was her only answer. Her ass twitched, a small, involuntary movement.
CRACK.
The sound of the leather hitting her denim-clad ass was shockingly loud in the quiet shed, a sharp, stinging report that echoed off the wooden walls. Helen cried out, a sharp, pained gasp that was quickly bitten back.
“Did that hurt, little goth girl?” I asked, my voice deceptively soft, almost tender.
“Yes…” she breathed, her voice trembling, laced with a pain that was already morphing into pleasure.
“Good.” My voice hardened. “Because you deserve it.”
CRACK.
Another sharp slap of the belt, this time a little harder, landing squarely on the fullest part of her left cheek. A red mark was already beginning to bloom on the black denim, a brand of my possession.
“You like it, don’t you, Helen?” I murmured, my free hand gripping her hip, holding her steady, preventing her from flinching away from the blows. “You like the pain. You crave it. It’s the only thing that makes you feel alive, isn’t it?”
“No…” she whimpered, but her ass arched back, unconsciously, desperately, seeking the next blow. Her body knew what it wanted, even if her mind still fought against it.
CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.
I rained a series of blows down on her, each one precise, deliberate. Not hard enough to cause real damage, but sharp enough to sting, to leave their mark, to push her closer to that edge she so desperately craved. With each slap, a choked sob, a pained gasp, a broken moan escaped her lips. The scent of her arousal, sharp and musky and undeniably female, filled the small, dusty space, mingling with the smell of old wood and oil.
When I finally stopped, she was panting, her body trembling, her ass a patchwork of angry red welts against the black denim.
“That’s just for starters,” I growled, dropping the belt. I grabbed the waistband of her jeans and, with one powerful tug, ripped them down, along with her lacy black panties.
Her ass, pale and perfect, was now bare, the red marks from the belt stark against her skin. She cried out in shame, trying to cover herself, but I pushed her hands away.
“Let me look at you,” I commanded. I ran my hand over her ass, my fingers tracing the welts. She flinched, but didn’t pull away.
“Now for the real punishment,” I said, my voice thick with a desire that was rapidly consuming me.
I unzipped my jeans, my erection springing free, hard and aching. I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her wet, slick entrance.
“You ready, Helen?” I whispered.
She just nodded, her face buried in her arms on the workbench, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and desperate anticipation.
I thrust into her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful stroke. She screamed, a raw, guttural sound that was part pain, part pleasure. She was so tight, so hot, her body clenching around me.
I began to move, a hard, driving rhythm. My hand came up to grip her throat again, my thumb pressing against her pulse. I fucked her like that, choking her, dominating her, my cock pounding into her from behind.
Her moans were a litany of pleasure and pain, of surrender and defiance. “Oh, God… Alex… yes… harder… choke me… slap me…”
I obliged. My free hand came up, slapping her ass, the sound echoing in the small shed. The red marks from the belt were now joined by the red print of my hand.
She screamed again, her orgasm building, her body convulsing around my cock. “Yes… yes… like that… punish me… breed me…”
Her words, her desperate, needy pleas, sent me over the edge. I felt my own orgasm building, a tidal wave of heat and pressure. I drove into her, again and again, faster, deeper, my own guttural groans mingling with her choked sobs.
With a final, powerful thrust, I came, spilling my seed deep inside her, my body convulsing.
She collapsed over the workbench, panting, sobbing, her body slick with sweat.
But she wasn’t done.
She pushed herself up, turning to face me, her eyes blazing with a wild, insatiable hunger. “Again,” she panted, her voice a raw, desperate command. “In my ass, Alex. I want you to breed my ass.”
My cock, still half-hard, surged back to life at her words. The thought of taking her other, even tighter hole, of filling her completely, was overwhelmingly erotic.
Without a word, I pushed her back over the workbench, her ass once again presented to me. I grabbed a bottle of machine oil from the bench – not ideal, but we were in a shed, after all – and poured a liberal amount onto her asshole, onto my cock.
She gasped as the cool oil touched her skin.
I positioned myself, the head of my cock pressing against her tight, puckered entrance. “You sure about this, Helen?” I asked, my voice a low growl.
“Just do it,” she hissed, her voice tight with anticipation.
I thrust forward, slowly at first, stretching her, then with more force, burying myself deep inside her ass. She screamed, a raw, tearing sound, her nails digging into the wood of the workbench.
It was an impossibly tight fit, a searing, exquisite friction. I began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm, my hips grinding against her, my cock stretching her, filling her.
Her moans were different now. Deeper. More guttural. A mixture of intense pain and an even more intense pleasure.
“Yes…” she panted, her voice a broken whisper. “Oh, God… yes… fill me up… breed me again…”
Her words, her complete and utter surrender, her desperate need to be filled, to be claimed, was all it took. My second orgasm hit me like a freight train, a violent, explosive release. I came deep inside her ass, my body convulsing, my own cry of release lost in her screams of pleasure and pain.
I collapsed against her, spent, my body slick with sweat and oil, the scent of sex and sawdust thick in the air.
Helen lay limp over the workbench, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps.
The dust motes still danced in the single shaft of sunlight, oblivious to the raw, primal scene that had just unfolded in the quiet, dusty shed.
Helen had wanted rough release. And I had given it to her. In spades. The thought sent a fresh wave of possessive, dominant pleasure through me. This goth girl, this ice queen, was mine. In every way that mattered. And I had a feeling she wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 9: Hammer & Habit

The encounter with Helen in the shed had been… intense. Primal. It had scratched an itch I hadn’t even fully realized she possessed, and a dominant, possessive streak in me I was only just beginning to acknowledge. She’d been avoiding eye contact since, a faint blush staining her usually pale cheeks whenever I was near, a stark contrast to her usual icy composure. It was… interesting.
The forty-eight-hour countdown to Bishop Alvarez’s visit was ticking relentlessly. The rectory was a controlled chaos of last-minute fixes. Painters were touching up trim, electricians were finalizing wiring, and I was everywhere, a whirlwind of activity, trying to ensure Veronica’s vision of a welcoming orphanage materialized from the dilapidated Victorian shell.
I was in what was going to be the main playroom, wrestling with a stubborn piece of baseboard molding, sweat dripping down my face, my t-shirt clinging to my back. The air smelled of sawdust, paint, and nervous energy.
A shadow fell over me. I looked up, expecting Veronica with another urgent checklist or one of the contractors with a problem.
It was Maggie.
She was dressed in her simple black dress, no veil today, her dark hair pulled back in a severe bun that somehow only emphasized the delicate curve of her neck and the fierce intelligence in her dark eyes. She was holding a pair of work gloves.
“Mr. Parker,” she said, her voice surprisingly firm, devoid of the tremor it often held when she spoke to me. “I want to help.”
I blinked, genuinely surprised. “Help? With this?” I gestured around the chaotic room. “It’s pretty messy, Sister. Not exactly… convent work.”
A faint, almost challenging smile touched her lips. “I am not afraid of getting my hands dirty, Mr. Parker. And this rectory… this orphanage… it is important. To my sister. To my family’s legacy. And… to me.”
There was a new determination in her eyes, a resolve I hadn’t seen before. The shame and conflict were still there, lurking in the depths, but they were overlaid with something else. A sense of purpose.
“Alright, Maggie,” I said, slowly getting to my feet, wiping sawdust from my hands onto my jeans. “If you’re sure. What can you do?”
“I can follow instructions,” she said, her chin lifting slightly. “I can paint. I can clean. I can lift things. I am stronger than I look.”
I had no doubt about that. I’d felt the surprising strength in her small frame when she’d clung to me in the kitchen.
“Okay,” I said. “We need to get these last few baseboards installed, then the whole room needs a final cleaning before the furniture arrives tomorrow morning. Think you can handle a broom and a dustpan?”
Her smile widened, just a fraction. “I believe my years of sweeping cloister floors have prepared me adequately for the task, Mr. Parker.”
There was a hint of her old fire in her eyes, a spark of the woman who had faced me down in the laundry room. It was… intriguing.
We worked in a strange, almost companionable silence for the next hour. I measured and cut the baseboards, showing her how to nail them in place, trying not to let my fingers brush against hers too often, though the accidental contacts were electric. She was a surprisingly quick learner, her movements precise and efficient.
As she worked, her severe bun began to loosen, tendrils of dark hair escaping to curl around her face, softening her features. A smudge of dirt appeared on her cheekbone. She was focused, intent, a far cry from the tormented, aroused woman I’d encountered in the kitchen, or the avenging angel who had first arrived at the Greene mansion.
This was a different Maggie. A Maggie who was… surprisingly easy to be around.
When the baseboards were done, we moved on to cleaning. The room was thick with sawdust and plaster dust.
“This is going to be filthy work,” I said, looking at her pristine black dress. “You sure you don’t want to change into something… less holy?”
A faint blush rose on her cheeks. “This is all I have with me that is… appropriate for manual labor, Mr. Parker.”
“Right.” I hesitated for a moment. “Look, this dust is going to get everywhere. In your hair, on your clothes… It’s probably best if we… strip down a bit. At least our outer layers.”
Her eyes widened, her blush deepening. “Strip… down?” she whispered, her voice suddenly breathless.
“Just to our t-shirts and jeans, or whatever,” I said quickly, realizing how that must have sounded. “Or, in your case… well, I’m not sure what’s under the dress, Sister, but something you don’t mind getting covered in plaster dust.”
Her gaze dropped, her hands twisting together. The memory of the kitchen, of her on her knees before me, her mouth full of my cock, hung heavy in the air between us.
“I… I suppose that would be… practical,” she stammered, her eyes still downcast.
I found a relatively clean canvas tarp in a corner and spread it out on the floor. “We can put our clothes here,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual, though my own heart was starting to hammer against my ribs.
The air in the room was suddenly thick with a new kind of tension. Not the tension of conflict, or the tension of impending deadlines. This was a purely sexual tension, raw and undeniable.
I turned away, giving her some privacy, and quickly shucked off my own dusty t-shirt, tossing it onto the tarp. My back was already damp with sweat from the work.
When I turned back, Maggie was still standing there, her hands clasped in front of her, her eyes wide and uncertain. She looked like a frightened deer, caught in the headlights.
“It’s okay, Maggie,” I said, my voice softer now. “It’s just… practical. To keep the dust off.”
Slowly, hesitantly, she reached for the buttons at the neck of her simple black dress. Her fingers fumbled, her movements jerky.
My breath caught in my throat. I knew I shouldn’t watch. I knew I should turn away, give her some privacy.
But I couldn’t.
My eyes were fixed on her hands, on the slow, agonizingly sensual process of her unbuttoning her dress. Each button undone was a tiny surrender, a tiny step further away from Sister Magdalena, and a tiny step closer to… just Maggie.
The dress, when it finally came loose, slid from her shoulders with a soft whisper of fabric, pooling around her ankles on the dusty floor.
Underneath her simple black dress, she wore… nothing.
Just Maggie. Pale, trembling, and utterly, breathtakingly naked.
My breath caught in my throat. My eyes devoured her. The full, high curve of her breasts, tipped with dusky, rose-colored nipples that were already hard and pebbled. The gentle swell of her stomach, soft and womanly. The dark, thick thatch of curls at the apex of her thighs, a stark, wild contrast to her otherwise severe, controlled persona. And her ass… God, her ass. It was even more magnificent than I’d imagined. High, round, and perfectly, sinfully lush.
She stood there, bathed in the dusty afternoon light, her arms crossed over her chest in a futile attempt at modesty. Her face was flushed, her eyes wide and dark and filled with a mixture of terror and a raw, desperate longing that made my own body ache in response.
“Maggie…” I breathed, my voice hoarse. I took a step towards her, my own erection straining painfully against my jeans.
She flinched, but didn’t move away. “I… I don’t have… other clothes,” she whispered, as if that explained everything. As if that explained the fact that she was standing completely naked in a dusty, half-finished room with the man who had, in the space of a few short days, systematically dismantled her entire world.
“It’s okay,” I said, my voice a low, soothing murmur. I reached out, my hand tracing the curve of her arm, my fingers warm against her cool skin. “It’s more than okay.”
I pulled her to me, gently, my arms wrapping around her. She came willingly, her body melting against mine, a soft, pliant surrender. I could feel the frantic beating of her heart against my bare chest, the soft press of her breasts, the gentle curve of her belly.
She smelled of dust and old wood and something else… something clean and warm and uniquely Maggie. I buried my face in her hair, inhaling her scent, my own senses reeling.
“Alex…” she whispered, her voice muffled against my shoulder. “What… what are we doing?”
“We’re being practical,” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear, echoing her own words from earlier. “Keeping the dust off.”
A small, choked laugh escaped her. A sound of surrender.
I pulled back slightly, my hands framing her face. I looked into her eyes, those dark, turbulent pools of conflict and desire. “I want you, Maggie,” I said, my voice raw with a need that was rapidly consuming me. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you. Since before I even knew who you were.”
Tears welled in her eyes, glistening in the dim light. “But I… I am a bride of Christ,” she whispered, the words a painful, reflexive defense.
“He can share,” I growled, my mouth descending on hers.
The kiss was different this time. Not the desperate, frantic clash of the kitchen. This was slower. Deeper. A kiss of claiming. Of possession. I kissed her with all the pent-up hunger, all the forbidden desire that had been simmering between us since she’d first stepped out of that car.
She moaned into my mouth, her arms wrapping around my neck, her body pressing against mine. She was all soft curves and trembling, yielding flesh.
My hands began to roam, exploring the territory I had only dreamed of. Over the smooth, pale skin of her back, down to the lush, magnificent curve of her ass. I cupped her, squeezed her, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. She cried out against my mouth, her hips bucking against mine.
I broke the kiss, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m going to fuck you, Maggie,” I said, my voice a low, guttural promise. “Right here. On this dusty tarp. I’m going to fuck you until you forget your own name. Until you forget everything but me.”
Her eyes, wide and dark and dazed, stared into mine. And in their depths, I saw not fear, but a desperate, dawning excitement. A terrifying, exhilarating surrender.
“Yes,” she breathed, the word a prayer, a plea, a command. “Please, Alex. Yes.”
That was all I needed.
I lowered her to the tarp, her body a pale, luminous offering against the rough, dusty canvas. I quickly shed my own jeans and boxers, my erection springing free, thick and hard and aching for her.
I knelt between her trembling thighs, my eyes feasting on the sight of her. The flush that stained her cheeks, her neck, her breasts. The dark, enticing curls that guarded her sex. The way her lips were parted, her breath coming in shallow, rapid pants.
She was the most beautiful, most desirable thing I had ever seen. A fallen angel, a defiled saint. And she was all mine.
I leaned down, my mouth finding hers again, kissing her with a slow, deliberate passion. And as I kissed her, my hand slid down, my fingers tangling in her dark curls, finding her clit.
She gasped against my mouth as my thumb brushed against that swollen, sensitive nub of flesh. She was already wet. So incredibly wet. Her juices, slick and hot, coated my fingers.
I circled her clit, teasing her, tormenting her, my thumb moving in slow, deliberate circles. She moaned, her hips beginning to move, a slow, sinuous rhythm against my hand.
“Alex… please…” she panted, her voice thick with a pleasure that was rapidly overwhelming her.
“Please what, Maggie?” I murmured against her lips. “Tell me what you want. Confess.”
“I want… I want you inside me,” she cried, her voice a raw, desperate plea. “Now, Alex. Please. I can’t… I can’t wait…”
Her words, her desperate, needy confession, sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me.
“But I’m not done worshipping you yet, Sister,” I growled, my mouth leaving hers, trailing a hot path down her neck, over her collarbone, to her breasts.
I took one nipple into my mouth, my tongue flicking, my teeth grazing gently. She cried out, her back arching off the tarp, her fingers digging into my shoulders. I gave her other breast the same devoted attention, suckling, laving, until she was writhing beneath me, a beautiful, tangled mess of limbs and lust.
My hand, still between her legs, continued its relentless, exquisite torture. Her juices flowed freely now, soaking my fingers, slicking her thighs.
Her orgasm, when it came, was a violent, shuddering cataclysm. Her body convulsed, her hips bucking against my hand, a strangled cry ripping from her throat. She screamed my name, over and over, her voice raw, broken.
And as the aftershocks still rippled through her, as she lay there, panting, her body slick with sweat and her own arousal, I moved over her.
I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her wet, swollen folds. She looked up at me, her eyes dazed, unfocused, filled with a mixture of awe and a desperate, all-consuming need.
“Now, Alex,” she whispered, her voice a raw, broken plea. “Please. Now.”
I entered her in one slow, powerful, deliberate thrust.
She screamed, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure, her body arching to meet mine, to take me deeper. She was so hot, so wet, so incredibly tight. Her inner muscles clenched around me, milking me, driving me wild.
We moved together, a frantic, almost brutal rhythm. The sound of our bodies slapping together, her moans, my own guttural groans, echoed in the dusty, cavernous space. The air was thick with the scent of sex, of sweat, of sawdust, of sin.
“This is what you wanted, isn’t it, Maggie?” I growled, my voice a low, possessive rumble against her ear. “This is what you’ve been praying for.”
“Yes…” she sobbed, her voice a broken prayer. “Oh, God, yes… don’t stop… please, don’t stop…”
I fucked her with a desperate, almost savage intensity. I fucked her until the lines between pleasure and pain blurred, until the only reality was the feel of her body beneath mine, the sound of her screams, the scent of her arousal.
I felt my own orgasm building, a tidal wave of heat and pressure. “I’m going to come, Maggie,” I gasped, my voice thick, my vision blurring. “I’m going to fill you up.”
“Yes,” she cried, her voice a raw, desperate plea. “Fill me, Alex. Fill me with your sin. Put your baby in me. I want your baby.”
Her words, her desperate, almost insane plea to be bred, to be marked by me, sent me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I came, my hot seed flooding her, my body convulsing, my own cry of release lost in her screams of ecstasy.
We collapsed together on the dusty tarp, a tangled, sweaty, spent mess of limbs. My face was buried in her hair, her breasts pressed against my chest, our hearts hammering in unison.
For a long time, we just lay there, our breath coming in ragged gasps, the only sound the faint, distant hum of the city outside.
Finally, Maggie stirred. She looked up at me, her eyes, those dark, beautiful, turbulent eyes, filled with a strange, almost peaceful light. The conflict, the shame, the guilt… it was all gone, replaced by a quiet, profound acceptance.
“I’m leaving the convent, Alex,” she whispered, her voice clear and steady.
I looked at her, surprised. “You are?”
She nodded, a small, determined smile playing on her lips. “Yes. I can’t go back. Not after… this.” She gestured vaguely at our naked, sweat-slicked bodies. “I’ve been fighting it for so long. Fighting myself. Fighting… this.” Her eyes met mine, and in their depths, I saw a love so fierce, so profound, it stole my breath. “But I don’t want to fight anymore.”
She snuggled closer, her head resting on my chest, her hand tracing idle patterns on my stomach. “I want to run the orphanage, Alex. With Veronica. I want to make a difference. A real difference. Not with empty prayers and rigid rules, but with… love. With open arms.” She paused, her gaze intense. “And no veil.”
I just held her, my heart so full it felt like it might burst. This woman… this incredible, passionate, complicated woman… she was a force of nature.
We lay there for a long time, wrapped in each other’s arms, on a dusty tarp in a half-finished room, surrounded by the ghosts of old prayers and the promise of a new, uncertain future.
And for the first time since she’d arrived, I felt a sense of peace settle over me. The battle was over. And love, in its own strange, messy, complicated way, had won.




Chapter 10: False Mass, True Chaos

The day of Bishop Alvarez’s visit dawned with a nervous, electric energy. The rectory was as ready as it was ever going to be. The paint was dry, the floors were polished, and the tiny, child-sized furniture was arranged in neat, welcoming vignettes. It looked… good. It looked like a place of hope.
But the real drama wasn’t at the rectory. It was back at the Greene mansion.
Part of Maggie’s pact with Veronica, the part that was designed to placate the pitchfork-wielding HOA, was the “fake Midnight Mass.” A piece of performative piety to convince the neighborhood that we were a God-fearing, if unconventional, family, and not a debauched sex cult.
The plan was simple, if slightly insane. We would transform the large, formal living room into a makeshift chapel. Maggie, drawing on her years of convent life, would lead a short, non-denominational Christmas prayer service. Lucy and Helen would act as devout, glowing mothers-to-be. Veronica would be the gracious, matriarchal host. And I… my job was to be as invisible as possible, lurking in the background, looking respectable and not at all like the man who had systematically impregnated every woman in the house and defiled a nun on a dusty tarp.
No pressure.
The “moral board,” as Helen had dubbed them – Mrs. Henderson and her cronies from the HOA – were invited for a pre-Christmas “moment of reflection and community prayer.” It was a brilliant piece of social jujitsu on Veronica’s part. By inviting them in, by making them part of the “holy” event, she was disarming them, turning their own prying eyes into a tool for her own agenda.
As the evening approached, the house was a flurry of activity. Lucy, surprisingly, had a flair for theatrical set design. She’d draped white sheets over the furniture, creating the illusion of pews. She’d arranged dozens of candles, their soft, flickering light casting a warm, reverent glow. She’d even found a recording of Gregorian chants, which she was playing at a low, atmospheric volume. The room actually looked… chapel-like.
Helen, for her part, was our strategic defense. She was armed with a leather-bound Bible and a series of highlighted, dog-eared passages, ready to engage any of the HOA ladies in a theological debate they were woefully unprepared for. Her mission: to distract, to obfuscate, and to generally be so intimidatingly well-versed in scripture that they wouldn’t dare ask any awkward questions.
And Maggie… Maggie was the star of the show.
She emerged from the casita just as the first of the HOA cars crunched up the gravel driveway. She was in her full, formal habit, the one she’d worn the day she arrived. It was freshly pressed, immaculate. Her face was pale, her expression serene, almost beatific. She looked every inch the devout, holy woman.
But I knew better.
I saw the faint flush on her cheeks, the slight tremor in her hands as she adjusted her veil. I saw the way her eyes, when they met mine for a fleeting, secret moment, held a flicker of something hot and wild and utterly profane. The memory of our encounter in the rectory, of her screams, of her desperate pleas to be filled, to be bred, was a live wire between us.
She was playing a part. And she was playing it brilliantly. But underneath the pious facade, Sister Magdalena was a woman simmering with a desire so potent, so new, it threatened to consume her.
I could feel it. I could almost taste it. And it made my own body ache with a renewed, possessive hunger.
The HOA ladies arrived, their faces a mixture of suspicion and morbid curiosity. They looked around the makeshift chapel, their eyes wide. Lucy’s stagecraft, combined with the flickering candlelight and the solemn music, was surprisingly effective.
Veronica greeted them with a warm, gracious smile, the perfect hostess. “Ladies, thank you so much for coming. We’re so pleased you could join us for a moment of quiet reflection before the hustle and bustle of Christmas.”
Mrs. Henderson sniffed, her eyes darting around the room, probably looking for signs of pentagrams or sacrificial altars. “It’s… very nice, Veronica,” she said, her voice grudging.
Maggie stepped forward, her presence commanding, her voice calm and clear. “Welcome, friends. Please, find a seat. Let us join together in a spirit of peace and community.”
She moved to the front of the room, where Lucy had set up a small table as a makeshift pulpit. She looked so serene, so in control. But I saw the way her hand, the one not holding her prayer book, was clenched into a tight fist at her side. I knew, with a jolt of raw, possessive certainty, that her panties, if she was even wearing any under that heavy habit, were already soaked. The thought sent a spear of heat straight to my groin.
The service began. Maggie’s voice, when she started to speak, was a revelation. It was rich, melodic, filled with a passion that was both spiritual and, to my ears, deeply, profoundly sensual. She spoke of hope, of redemption, of the miracle of new life. Her eyes, when she looked out at her small, captive congregation, were shining.
But her gaze kept finding mine, a secret, shared glance across the candlelit room. And in those moments, her words about “divine love” and “spiritual rebirth” took on a whole new, secret meaning. A meaning that was just for me.
Lucy and Helen played their parts to perfection. They sat in the front row, their hands resting on their swollen bellies, their expressions beatific. They looked like Renaissance paintings of the Madonna. If the Madonna had a penchant for pink hair and sarcastic asides.
Helen, true to form, managed to corner Mrs. Periwinkle near the eggnog bowl, launching into a detailed, almost aggressive exegesis of the Book of Job that left the poor woman looking dazed and confused.
It was a masterful performance. A symphony of deception.
And all the while, Veronica and I were a bundle of nerves. The real purpose of this whole charade was to buy us time. Time for the final touches at the rectory before the Bishop’s arrival.
As Maggie’s sermon reached its crescendo, as she spoke of “the sanctity of new beginnings,” my phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from one of the contractors at the rectory.
“We have a problem. The new plumbing fixture for the main bathroom just broke. Water everywhere.”
My blood ran cold.
My blood ran cold. Water everywhere. The four worst words in the English language when you’re forty-eight hours from a final inspection.
I subtly angled my body away from the prying eyes of the HOA ladies and showed the text to Veronica. Her eyes widened in horror, her face paling. For a split second, I saw pure, unadulterated panic in her expression. Then, just as quickly, her realtor-in-a-crisis mask slammed back into place.
She gave me a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. Handle it.
I nodded back.
The problem was, how the hell was I supposed to handle it without blowing up this whole elaborate charade? I couldn’t just sprint out of the room. It would look suspicious.
Maggie was still at the front of the room, her voice a low, soothing murmur as she led the group in a final prayer. Her eyes, however, flickered towards me, a question in their depths. She’d seen the exchange. She knew something was wrong.
Helen, ever the strategist, also noticed. Her eyes narrowed, and she gave me a subtle “what the hell is going on?” look from across the room.
I had to get out of there. And I had to get Veronica out of there.
I caught Veronica’s eye again and gave a slight jerk of my head towards the back door. She understood immediately.
As Maggie finished the prayer with a final, resonant “Amen,” Veronica clapped her hands together, her smile bright and just a little too brittle.
“Thank you all so much for joining us,” she said, her voice ringing with false cheer. “Please, help yourselves to some more eggnog and Christmas cookies. My daughter, Helen, would be happy to answer any… theological questions you may have.” She shot a pointed look at Helen.
Helen’s smirk was back in full force. “Oh, I’d be delighted,” she purred, her eyes glinting as she zeroed in on Mrs. Henderson, who looked like she’d rather face a den of lions.
Under the cover of the ensuing social chaos, Veronica and I slipped out the back door.
“What is it?” she hissed, as soon as we were in the cool night air.
“Plumbing fixture in the main bathroom at the rectory. It’s a flood.”
“Oh, God.” The words were a prayer, a curse. “The new hardwood floors… the custom vanity…”
“I know,” I said, already running towards my truck. “I’ll get over there now. But I need you.”
“Me?”
“I need you to run interference. Call the contractor, get him over there ASAP. And you know where the main water shut-off for that building is, right? I can’t remember if it’s in the basement or on the side of the house.”
“Basement,” she said, already pulling out her phone, her fingers flying across the screen. “I’m on it. I’ll meet you there in five.”
We sped off into the night, two unlikely saviors on a mission to prevent a plumbing apocalypse.
Back at the mansion, as I found out later, the distraction team was working overtime.
Maggie, seeing our hasty exit, had seamlessly transitioned from serene spiritual guide to engaging hostess. She moved through the room, her presence a calming, authoritative force, her voice a low, soothing murmur as she spoke with the HOA ladies. She was a natural, her years of convent life apparently perfect training for handling a room full of suspicious, gossipy women.
But underneath the calm facade, I could only imagine the turmoil. Her eyes, I was told later by a gleeful Lucy, kept darting towards the door, a worried frown creasing her brow. She was playing her part in the pact, but her concern, it seemed, was real.
Helen, meanwhile, had cornered Mrs. Henderson and Mrs. Albright by the Christmas tree and was holding them captive with a fiery, impassioned sermon on the allegorical significance of the frankincense and myrrh. They were trapped, their eyes glazed over, their eggnog untouched.
And Lucy… Lucy was the wild card. She flitted between the groups, her pink hair a beacon of cheerful distraction. She’d offer cookies, refill drinks, and then, with a wide-eyed innocence, ask deeply personal and wildly inappropriate questions that left the HOA ladies flustered and speechless.
“Mrs. Periwinkle,” she’d chirped, “is it true that your husband’s toupee flew off at the country club last week? That must have been so embarrassing!”
It was a symphony of chaos, a masterclass in distraction. And it was working.
Meanwhile, at the rectory, it was a war zone.
Water was pouring from the ceiling of the downstairs hallway, cascading from a busted pipe in the newly renovated upstairs bathroom. The beautiful new hardwood floors were already warping.
I found the main shut-off in the basement, a rusty, stubborn valve that took all my strength to turn. The gushing water slowed to a trickle, then stopped.
Veronica arrived moments later, her face pale, her eyes wide with horror as she took in the damage.
“Oh, Alex,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “It’s a disaster.”
“It’s not great,” I admitted, my mind already racing, trying to formulate a plan. “But it’s fixable. We can fix this.”
The contractor arrived, a frantic, apologetic man who looked like he was about to have a heart attack. Together, the three of us assessed the damage. The busted fixture was a cheap piece of crap, the contractor admitted, a temporary placeholder until the custom-ordered one arrived. It had failed under the pressure.
For the next two hours, we worked like a well-oiled machine. The contractor and I ripped out the damaged section of ceiling, exposing the leaky pipe. Veronica, a surprisingly effective general in a crisis, was on the phone, sourcing industrial-sized fans and dehumidifiers, arranging for a flooring guy to come at the crack of dawn to assess the damage.
We were a team. A strange, dysfunctional, but surprisingly effective team.
As we worked, a new kind of intimacy formed between me and Veronica. Not the raw, desperate lust of her office, but a quiet, focused camaraderie. We were partners in this, fighting a common enemy. And in the shared crisis, a new level of respect, of trust, was forged.
Finally, around 2 a.m., the immediate crisis was averted. The leak was stopped, the water was mostly cleaned up, and a battery of high-powered fans were roaring, drying out the damaged wood.
We stood in the quiet, damp hallway, exhausted, splattered with plaster dust and dirty water.
“We did it,” Veronica said, her voice filled with a weary, triumphant relief. She looked at me, her eyes shining in the dim light. “You did it, Alex. You saved the day. Again.”
She reached out, her hand resting on my arm, her touch warm, grateful. “Thank you,” she whispered.
I just nodded, too tired to speak.
We drove back to the mansion in a comfortable silence. The lights were still on, a warm, welcoming glow in the pre-dawn darkness.
The HOA ladies were long gone, the makeshift chapel dismantled. The house was quiet.
But as we walked in, a figure emerged from the shadows of the living room.
It was Maggie.
She was still in her simple black dress, her hair still in its severe bun. But her face, when she looked at us, was filled with a raw, naked concern.
“Is everything alright?” she asked, her voice a low, anxious whisper. “You were gone for so long. I was… worried.”
Veronica managed a tired smile. “We had a… a small crisis at the rectory. But it’s handled. Thanks to Alex.”
Maggie’s eyes met mine. The worry in her expression was replaced by a wave of something else. Relief. And something deeper. Something that looked a lot like… pride.
The battle for the rectory was won. But the battle for Sister Magdalena’s soul… that was far from over. And as she stood there, her eyes shining with a reluctant, undeniable admiration, I had a feeling it was a battle I was destined to win.




Chapter 11: Grant Won, Sins Forgiven

The day of the Bishop’s visit arrived with a palpable sense of nervous anticipation. The rectory, thanks to a frantic, sleepless forty-eight hours of work, was… perfect. The water damage was almost invisible, the scent of fresh paint and lemon polish filled the air, and the tiny, welcoming rooms looked like something out of a magazine.
I stood in the background, dressed in my most respectable, least grease-stained clothes, feeling like a stagehand waiting for the curtain to rise on a play I’d helped build, but had no part in.
Veronica was a vision of calm, professional competence, her usual realtor-in-charge persona dialed up to eleven. She greeted Bishop Alvarez at the door with a warm, deferential smile, her own small baby bump a subtle, almost respectable accessory in her tailored dress.
Bishop Alvarez was a surprise. I’d been expecting a stern, imposing figure, a man of fire and brimstone. But the Bishop was a small, round man with kind, twinkling eyes and a warm, genuine smile. He looked more like a benevolent grandfather than a powerful church official.
Maggie was by his side, her face pale but serene. She was in her full, formal habit, the picture of devout piety. But when her eyes met mine for a fleeting moment, I saw a flicker of something else – a shared secret, a nervous excitement, a silent plea for everything to go well.
The tour of the rectory was a masterclass in salesmanship, both spiritual and secular. Veronica walked the Bishop through the newly renovated rooms, her voice a smooth, confident purr as she pointed out the child-friendly features, the state-of-the-art kitchen, the warm, inviting playrooms.
The Bishop was clearly impressed. He nodded, he smiled, he asked thoughtful questions. He seemed genuinely moved by the transformation of the old, dilapidated building into a place of hope and refuge.
“It’s a miracle, Veronica,” he said, his voice filled with a quiet awe as they stood in the main playroom, the afternoon sun streaming through the large, sparkling clean windows. “A true miracle of faith and hard work.”
Veronica beamed, a genuine, heartfelt smile that lit up her whole face. “We were blessed with a very… capable team, Bishop.” Her eyes flickered towards me for a moment, a silent, grateful acknowledgment.
The Bishop’s gaze followed hers. He looked at me, his kind eyes appraising. “And you must be Mr. Parker,” he said, his voice warm. “Veronica has told me a great deal about your… invaluable contributions to this project.”
I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Just happy to help, Bishop.”
He smiled, a knowing, almost paternal smile. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, my son. And He often uses the most unexpected hands to do His work.”
Was that… a blessing? An absolution? I wasn’t sure. But it felt… good.
The final piece of the puzzle was the grant. Veronica’s generous donation, combined with the Bishop’s glowing report, was enough to secure the final funding from the diocesan charity board. The orphanage was a reality.
As the Bishop and Veronica signed the final papers on a makeshift desk in the new office, a wave of relief so profound it was almost dizzying washed over me. We’d done it. Against all odds, we’d pulled it off.
Later, after the Bishop had departed, after the contractors had packed up their tools, after the last of the dust had settled, the five of us stood in the quiet, sun-drenched playroom of the new orphanage.
Veronica was crying, silent, happy tears streaming down her face. Lucy was bouncing on the balls of her feet, her face alight with a pure, uncomplicated joy. Helen was even smiling, a small, genuine smile that transformed her usually severe features.
And Maggie… Maggie was looking at me, her eyes shining with a light I’d never seen before. A light of gratitude, of admiration, of a deep, profound, and utterly terrifying love.
“I’m leaving the convent, Alex,” she said again, her voice quiet but firm, echoing her words from that dusty tarp.
This time, Veronica heard her. She looked up, her eyes wide with surprise. “Maggie? What are you saying?”
“I’m saying,” Maggie said, her gaze never leaving mine, “that my place is here. Not in a cloister. Here. Helping you with this orphanage. Serving God… in my own way.” She took a deep breath, a shuddering, cleansing breath. “With open arms. And no veil.”
Veronica stared at her sister, a slow, dawning understanding in her eyes. She looked from Maggie, to me, then back to Maggie. And then, for the first time since Maggie’s arrival, she smiled. A real, genuine, all-encompassing smile.
“Welcome home, sister,” she whispered.
The battle was over. The grant was won. The sins, it seemed, were forgiven.
But as I stood there, surrounded by these four incredible, complicated, pregnant women, all of whom, in their own way, were mine, I had a feeling that the real story, the real miracle, was just beginning.
The celebration back at the Greene mansion was a stark contrast to the tense, performative piety of the “fake Mass.” This was real. This was earned.
Veronica had opened a bottle of her best champagne – and a non-alcoholic sparkling cider for the pregnant contingent. The air was filled with laughter, with a giddy, almost hysterical sense of relief. We had done it. We had pulled off the impossible.
The weight that had been pressing down on all of us for weeks had finally lifted. The threat of the HOA, the Bishop, the potential collapse of the orphanage project… it was all gone. Replaced by a future that was suddenly, dazzlingly bright.
And at the center of it all was Maggie.
She had shed her habit, her literal and metaphorical armor. She was wearing a simple, soft-looking sweater and a pair of jeans that belonged to Helen, and she looked… transformed. The severe, conflicted nun was gone, replaced by a woman who was vibrant, alive, and so incredibly beautiful it almost hurt to look at her.
She was laughing, a real, genuine laugh that lit up her whole face, as Lucy recounted the story of Mrs. Periwinkle’s toupee. She was talking with Veronica, their heads close together, a new, easy camaraderie between them. She was… home.
And her eyes… her eyes kept finding mine across the room. And in their depths, there was no longer a war. Just a quiet, steady, all-encompassing love that made my own heart ache with a fierce, protective tenderness.
As the evening wore on, as the champagne flowed and the laughter subsided into a comfortable, contented hum, the atmosphere began to shift. The giddy relief gave way to something else. Something deeper. The air grew thick with unspoken promises, with the raw, magnetic pull that bound the five of us together.
The shift was subtle at first. A lingering touch as I refilled a glass. A shared, heated glance across the room. The way Lucy leaned against me on the sofa, her pregnant body a warm, possessive weight. The way Helen’s eyes, dark and intense, followed my every move, a silent, hungry challenge.
Veronica was the conductor of this silent symphony. She sat in her armchair, a queen surveying her court, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She saw it all. The looks, the touches, the rising tide of desire that was slowly, inevitably, consuming the room.
She raised her glass, the crystal catching the firelight. “To new beginnings,” she said, her voice a low, silken caress that was both a toast and a command. “To family. In all its forms.”
We all raised our glasses, our eyes meeting over the rims. And in that moment, a silent understanding passed between us. The public celebration was over. The private one was about to begin.
Lucy was the first to move. Of course she was. She uncurled herself from the sofa, her eyes, shining with a playful, wicked light, fixed on mine.
“I think,” she said, her voice a sweet, suggestive purr that was meant for my ears only, “that the man of the hour deserves a proper thank you. Don’t you?”
She didn’t wait for an answer. She took my hand, her fingers lacing with mine, and began to lead me from the room.
I glanced back at Veronica. She gave me a slow, languid wink, a silent, queenly dismissal. Go. She’s yours. For now.
Helen just watched, her expression a mixture of impatience and a dark, simmering anticipation. Her turn would come. She knew it. And so did I.
And Maggie… Maggie just sat there, a small, enigmatic smile on her lips, her eyes following us as we left the room. There was no shock, no condemnation. Just a quiet, profound acceptance. A silent blessing on the strange, beautiful, complicated path we were all walking together.
The battle was over. The war was won. And now, it was time for the spoils.




Chapter 12: Pregnant Heat and a Sudden Cry

The quiet, peaceful moment in the sunroom with Maggie was a beautiful, fragile thing. A brief, quiet interlude between the storms of passion that defined the Greene mansion. But peace was never meant to last here.
Not with them. Not with the raw, untamed energy that pulsed between us.
The celebration, the sense of victory and relief after the Bishop’s blessing, had unlocked something in all of them. The unspoken desires, the complicated needs that had been simmering beneath the surface for weeks, now came to a rolling boil.
It began, as it so often did, with Lucy.
Of course it did.
She found me in the library, a restless energy buzzing around her. Her eyes, usually so full of playful mischief, were shining with something deeper. A mixture of love, of profound gratitude, and a raw, possessive hunger that sent a jolt straight to my cock.
Her kiss was deep, searching, her pregnant body pressing against mine with a desperate urgency that left me breathless.
“I need you, Alex,” she whispered against my lips, her voice thick with a desire that was almost painful to hear. “I need you to remind me who I belong to.”
My heart hammered against my ribs.
Fuck.
She led me by the hand, her small fingers laced tight with mine. She didn’t lead me to her bedroom, or to my studio. She led me to the large, formal dining room. The long, polished mahogany table was a dark, gleaming altar in the moonlight streaming through the tall, floor-to-ceiling windows. The air was still, heavy with the scent of old wood and expensive polish. It felt… forbidden.
Perfect.
She turned to face me in the center of the room, her eyes wide and dark and filled with a trust so profound it made my heart ache. Her pink hair was a splash of vibrant color in the silvered darkness.
“I want… I want to try something new, Alex,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “Something… different.”
My cock gave a hard, insistent throb against my jeans. I knew what she was asking for. We’d talked about it, in hushed, late-night whispers. A fantasy she’d been too shy, too nervous to explore. A part of herself she’d kept locked away.
Until now.
“Are you sure, Luce?” I asked, my voice a low, gentle murmur, my thumb stroking the back of her hand.
She nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. The playful brat was gone. This was a woman, standing before me, offering me a piece of her soul.
“I’m sure,” she said, her voice firm, resolute. “I want all of you, Alex. Every part of you. I want you to claim every part of me.”
That was all I needed to hear.
My own control, already hanging by a thread, snapped.
I kissed her again, a slow, deep, possessive kiss that was a promise, a vow. And as I kissed her, my hands began to move, gently, reverently, undressing her. Her soft sweater, smelling faintly of her sweet, girly perfume. Her maternity jeans, unbuttoning them with a slow, deliberate care. Her simple cotton panties, hooking my thumbs in the waistband and sliding them down her soft, trembling thighs.
Until she was standing before me, gloriously, beautifully naked.
Her six-month belly was a proud, perfect sphere in the moonlight, a testament to the life we had created together. My baby. Our baby.
Her breasts were heavy, ripe, the nipples dark and pebbled, begging for my attention. A single, perfect drop of milk, like a tiny pearl, glistened on one peak.
My breath hitched in my throat.
Jesus Christ.
I knelt before her, my mouth finding that single drop of milk, my tongue flicking, tasting the sweet, primal essence of her. It was the taste of life, of motherhood, of her.
She moaned, a soft, broken sound, her fingers tangling in my hair, holding me to her.
I worshipped her breasts, my mouth and hands lavishing attention on them, suckling, licking, teasing, until she was writhing against me, panting my name, her body on fire. Her milk flowed freely now, coating my tongue, my lips, a sweet, intoxicating nectar that drove me insane with need.
Then, gently, I turned her around. I guided her hands to rest on the cool, polished surface of the dining room table. Her magnificent, pregnant form was silhouetted against the moonlit windows, a masterpiece of feminine power and vulnerability.
I knelt behind her, my own body thrumming with a need so intense it was almost painful. My cock was a steel rod, pressing against the front of my jeans, begging for release.
I kissed her back, my lips tracing the delicate line of her spine. I kissed her ass, that perfect, heart-shaped ass, my tongue flicking, teasing, tormenting the soft, sensitive flesh.
And then, with a liberal amount of lube I’d summoned from my pocket, and a slow, deliberate patience I didn’t know I possessed, I prepared her for what was to come.
I slicked my fingers with the lube, the cool gel a stark contrast to the heat of her body. I found her, that tight, untouched, virgin passage. I teased her with my fingertips, circling, pressing, until she was moaning, her hips starting to rock back against my hand.
“Please, Alex,” she begged, her voice a ragged whisper. “Please… I need it.”
I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her.
“Look at me, Luce,” I murmured, my voice thick with my own need.
She turned her head, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection of the polished table. They were wide, dark, filled with a mixture of fear and a desperate, all-consuming trust.
“I love you,” I whispered.
And then, slowly, carefully, I began to push inside.
Her first gasp was one of pain, of shock. Her body tensed, her knuckles white where she gripped the edge of the table.
“Easy, baby,” I murmured, holding myself still, letting her adjust to the feeling of me inside her. “I’ve got you. Just breathe.”
She did as I said, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. And then, slowly, miraculously, I felt her body begin to relax, to accept me.
I pushed a little deeper.
Her gasp this time was different. Not pain. Something else.
Pleasure.
I began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm. In and out. Filling her, stretching her, claiming her in a way I never had before.
Her gasps turned to moans, her moans to soft, broken cries of a pleasure so intense, so overwhelming, it bordered on the divine.
I fucked her slowly, reverently, my hands caressing her swollen belly, my lips murmuring words of praise, of love, against her ear. I told her how beautiful she was, how perfect she was, how much I loved her.
She trembled beneath me, a beautiful, tangled mess of pleasure and surrender, her body moving with mine, meeting my thrusts with a desperate, hungry rhythm of her own.
Her orgasm, when it came, was a silent, shuddering cataclysm. Her body convulsed, her back arching, a single, perfect tear tracing a path down her cheek. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, her eyes rolling back in her head.
And as I came inside her, my own release a torrent of hot, possessive love, I knew that this, this strange, beautiful, complicated girl, was mine. Utterly, completely, irrevocably.
We collapsed together, a tangled heap of limbs and sweat and love, on the soft, expensive rug beneath the dining room table.
Later, much later, as we lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, a figure appeared in the doorway.
It was Maggie.
She was wrapped in a simple white robe, her dark hair loose and wild around her shoulders. She didn’t say anything. She just stood there, her eyes wide, her hand clutching the rosary at her belt. She watched us, her expression a mixture of shock, of fascination, of a deep, profound, and utterly undeniable longing.
She didn’t condemn. She didn’t judge. She just… watched. A silent, solitary witness to our sin, to our love.
And in her eyes, I saw not just acceptance, but a kind of peace.
 

After Lucy, after the raw, trembling intimacy of the dining room, I needed a minute. I needed to breathe. I retreated to the shed, the place of my work, my sanctuary. The air was cool, smelling of sawdust and oil and honest labor.
It was the place of Helen’s first surrender, too. A place of violence and passion, of broken trust and a new, darker, more dangerous connection.
I should have known she’d find me here.
She appeared in the doorway like a phantom, a shadow detaching itself from the deeper shadows of the night. She was dressed in black lace, a sheer, wicked thing that clung to her pregnant curves, her pale skin glowing in the moonlight. Her eyes, those dark, intense pools of fire, were blazing with a familiar, hungry light.
“I saw you,” she whispered, her voice a low, dangerous growl that vibrated through the quiet shed. “With Lucy. It was… beautiful.”
She took a step closer, her bare feet silent on the concrete floor.
“But now…” she paused, her gaze so intense it felt like a physical touch. “Now I need something else. I need the darkness, Alex. I need the pain.”
My cock, which had just begun to soften, sprang back to life, hard and aching.
She didn’t have to ask twice.
This wasn’t about tenderness. This wasn’t about love, not in the way it was with Lucy. This was about something else. Something primal. A need for release so profound it could only be found in the sharp, clean edges of pain.
“Tell me what you want,” I said, my voice a low rumble.
“I want you to hurt me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a desperate, hungry need. “I want you to punish me. For wanting this. For needing this.”
She came to me then, her hands finding my belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. She pulled it free, the leather hissing as it slid through the loops of my jeans.
“Use this,” she said, pressing it into my hand.
I didn’t hesitate.
The scene in the shed was a repeat of our first encounter, but a hundred times more intense, more desperate. The fear was gone, replaced by a raw, insatiable craving.
She craved it all. She begged for it.
And I gave it to her.
I punished her. I dominated her. I claimed her with a brutal, possessive intensity that left us both shaking, spent, and strangely, profoundly, connected.
I started with her mouth.
I pushed her to her knees, her black lace dress pooling around her thighs. I grabbed a fistful of her dark hair, pulling her head back, exposing the long, pale column of her throat.
“Open your mouth,” I commanded.
She obeyed instantly, her lips parting, her eyes wide and dark and fixed on mine.
I fucked her mouth. Hard. Rough. A brutal, punishing rhythm that was more about possession than pleasure. I used my hand to slap her face, a sharp, stinging blow that left a red mark on her pale cheek. She moaned, a broken, guttural sound, the sound of a pain that was so close to pleasure it was impossible to tell the difference.
I didn’t stop. I drove my cock deeper, harder, until I was buried to the hilt, my balls slapping against her chin. I could feel her gagging, her body trembling, but she didn’t pull away. She took it all. She welcomed it.
When I finally pulled out, my cock was slick with her spit, her scent. She was panting, her face a mess of tears and saliva, her black lipstick smeared across her lips.
She looked… beautiful.
“More,” she gasped, her voice a raw, broken plea.
I hauled her to her feet, spinning her around, bending her over the workbench. The rough, splintered wood was a stark contrast to the soft, pale skin of her pregnant belly.
I took the belt, the one she had given me, and I brought it down across her ass. Once. Twice. Three times. The sound of the leather hitting her flesh was a sharp, clean crack in the quiet shed. She cried out, a sharp, piercing sound of pain and pleasure.
I dropped the belt, my hands finding her hips, my cock finding her wet, waiting cunt.
I fucked her from behind, a hard, driving rhythm that was all about power, about possession. I slapped her ass with my open hand, the sound a wet, satisfying smack. She screamed, a raw, animalistic sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.
I fucked her against the wall, her legs wrapped around my waist, her cries muffled against my shoulder. I bit her neck, my teeth leaving a dark, possessive mark on her pale skin.
And when she rode me, her eyes wild, her body a taut bow of pleasure and pain, her orgasm was a blackout gasp, a moment of pure, unadulterated oblivion. Her body convulsed, her back arching, her nails digging into my shoulders.
And as I came inside her, my own release a torrent of hot, possessive seed, I knew that I had broken her, that I had claimed her, in a way that no one else ever could.
And through it all, from the shadowy doorway of the shed, a silent, solitary figure watched.
It was Maggie.
Her face was pale in the moonlight, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and a strange, dark fascination. Her rosary was clutched tight in her hand, the beads digging into her palm.
She didn’t run. She didn’t hide. She just… watched. A silent, solitary sentinel, a witness to a darkness she was only just beginning to understand.
A darkness that, I suspected, she was beginning to crave for herself.
After the raw, brutal intensity of the shed, the kitchen was a haven of warmth and light. And in the center of it, a queen.
Veronica.
She was waiting for me, a magnificent, mature matriarch in a sheer silk robe that did little to conceal her own burgeoning pregnancy. Her hair was down, a cascade of rich, dark waves around her shoulders. Her eyes, those warm, intelligent hazel eyes, were filled with a knowing, possessive light.
She was the queen of this castle, the matriarch of this strange, beautiful family. And I was her king.
“They’ve had their fun,” she said, her voice a low, throaty purr that sent a shiver down my spine. “Now it’s my turn.”
This wasn’t about transgressive exploration, like it was with Lucy. It wasn’t about the dark, punishing release that Helen craved. This was about something else entirely.
This was about worship.
And I was only too happy to oblige.
She came to me, her movements slow, deliberate, a sensual dance of power and grace. She took my hand, her fingers warm and soft, and led me to the large, granite-topped kitchen island.
“Sit,” she commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.
I sat on the cool, smooth stone, my back against the sink, my legs spread wide.
She stood before me, a goddess in silk and moonlight. And then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she let the robe fall from her shoulders.
She was magnificent.
Her body, ripe with her own pregnancy, was a masterpiece of mature, feminine beauty. Her breasts, those magnificent, milk-filled orbs, were heavy, full, the nipples dark and erect.
She came to me, her hips swaying, her eyes never leaving mine.
“I want you to taste me,” she whispered, her voice thick with a desire that was both a plea and a command.
She started with her breasts.
She took my head in her hands, her fingers tangling in my hair, and guided my mouth to her nipple. I suckled her, my mouth closing over that hardened peak, my tongue laving, teasing, drawing out the sweet, warm milk.
She moaned, her head thrown back, her body arching against mine. Her milk flowed freely, a testament to her arousal, to her own impending motherhood. It was the sweetest, most intoxicating nectar I had ever tasted.
She breast-stroked me, her hands, her breasts, her milk, a symphony of sensual torture that drove me wild. She used her body to bring me to the very edge of my own orgasm, her hands slick with her own milk, her breasts soft and heavy against my chest.
And then, just as I was about to come, she pulled back, a wicked, knowing smile on her lips.
“Not yet, my love,” she whispered, her voice a husky promise.
She climbed onto the kitchen island, her legs spread wide, a magnificent, powerful goddess offering herself to her devotee. She was a feast, a banquet, a sacrifice.
And I was a starving man.
I knelt before her, my tongue finding her clit, that swollen, exquisitely sensitive nub of flesh. I worshipped her with my mouth, my tongue, my fingers, until she was screaming, her body convulsing, her orgasm a violent, shuddering wave that seemed to go on forever.
And as she rode out the aftershocks, her body still trembling, she pulled me to her.
“Now, Alex,” she commanded, her voice a raw, desperate plea. “Now.”
I entered her, my cock sliding into her wet, hot depths. She was so tight, so welcoming, so… perfect.
She squatted on the island, her body moving with a slow, deliberate grace, taking me deeper and deeper. And as she moved, as she rode me, her eyes never left mine. They were filled with a love so profound, so all-encompassing, it felt like I was drowning in them.
And in the doorway, a silent, solitary figure, Maggie watched.
Her face was a mask of conflicting emotions – shock, awe, envy, and a deep, profound, and utterly undeniable love. For me. For her sister. For this strange, beautiful, complicated family. She had stepped just inside the doorway, no longer just a witness, but a part of the portrait.
Veronica’s final orgasm was a cataclysm. A squirt of hot, musky fluid that soaked us both, that baptised the kitchen island in the scent of her pleasure. It was a flood, a torrent, a river of pure, unadulterated female ecstasy.
And as I came inside her, my own release a torrent of possessive, all-consuming love, I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my soul, that this, this incredible, powerful, magnificent woman, was the queen of my heart, the matriarch of my harem.
The one who held us all together.
The one who had made all of this possible.
My Veronica.
The aftermath of our celebration was a quiet, contented haze.
The house was filled with the scent of sex, of sweat, of milk, of love. A strange, intoxicating perfume of our unconventional family. It was the smell of victory. The smell of home.
We were all in the large, comfortable living room, the fire crackling in the hearth, casting a warm, flickering glow across the room. Lucy, Helen, and Veronica were curled up on the oversized sofa, wrapped in soft blankets, their faces flushed, their eyes soft and drowsy. They were sated. Claimed. Loved.
I was on the floor, my back against the sofa, a glass of water in my hand, my own body humming with a deep, profound sense of satisfaction. I was exhausted, but in the best possible way. A king surveying his queens.
And Maggie…
Maggie was there too.
She had slipped into the room at some point, a silent, unobtrusive presence. She hadn’t joined in the… festivities. But she hadn’t run away either. She was sitting in a large armchair by the fire, her rosary clutched in her hand, her eyes closed. She wasn’t praying, not in the way she used to. This was something different. A quiet, meditative stillness.
She was a part of this. A part of us. Even in her silence, even in her separateness, she was woven into the fabric of our strange, beautiful tapestry.
After a long, comfortable silence, she opened her eyes. They met mine across the room. There was no judgment in them. No condemnation. Just a deep, quiet, all-encompassing love.
She stood up, her movements slow, graceful. She came over to the sofa, and, without a word, she curled up at the end, near Lucy’s feet. She didn’t touch anyone. She just… joined us. A silent, loving presence in our midst.
It was a moment of perfect, unconventional peace. A moment of pure, unadulterated happiness.
And then, it shattered.
Lucy, who had been dozing, her head on Veronica’s shoulder, suddenly cried out. A sharp, savage cry of pain that cut through the quiet room like a knife.
Her eyes flew open, wide with shock and fear. Her body went rigid, her hands flying to her swollen belly. “Oh, God,” she gasped, her voice tight with a pain so intense it stole her breath. “Oh, God, it hurts…”
We all froze. The peaceful, contented atmosphere evaporated in an instant, replaced by a jolt of adrenaline, of pure, cold fear.
“Lucy, honey, what is it?” Veronica asked, her voice sharp with concern, her own face paling.
“My stomach…” Lucy panted, her face beaded with sweat. “It’s… it’s like a charley horse, but… all over. So tight… I can’t… I can’t breathe…”
Another wave of pain hit her, and she cried out again, a raw, animalistic sound. She doubled over, her body trembling violently.
This wasn’t Braxton-Hicks. This was different. This was real.
Panic began to set in. Veronica was frozen, her face a mask of fear. Helen was staring, her eyes wide with a helpless terror. I was on my feet, my mind racing, but I had no idea what to do. My heart was a trip-hammer in my chest.
And then, a new voice cut through the chaos. A voice of calm, of authority, of a competence so profound it was almost shocking.
“Breathe, Lucy. Just breathe.”
It was Maggie.
She was no longer the conflicted, aroused nun, or the quiet, meditative observer. She was… someone else. Someone I’d never seen before.
She was on her knees beside Lucy in an instant, her hands gentle but firm on Lucy’s belly. Her face was serious, her eyes focused, her movements precise, efficient. The transformation was stunning.
“It’s a contraction, Lucy,” Maggie said, her voice a low, soothing murmur. “A strong one. Just breathe through it. In through your nose, out through your mouth. That’s it. You’re doing great.”
She looked at me, her eyes sharp, clear, and completely in charge. The woman who had trembled in my arms, who had whispered my name in a torrent of guilty pleasure, was gone. In her place was a woman of steel.
“Alex,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “Boil towels. Lots of them. And grab your phone.”
I just stared at her for a second, my mind struggling to catch up.
“Now, Alex!” she snapped, her voice a whip crack.
I jumped into action, my own panic receding in the face of her calm authority. I ran to the kitchen, grabbing every towel I could find, stuffing them into a large pot, turning the stove on high.
I grabbed my phone, my fingers fumbling with the screen.
“Who am I calling?” I yelled from the kitchen.
“Text Jade Lawson,” Maggie’s voice called back, clear and steady over Lucy’s moans. “Her number is in Veronica’s phone, under ‘Midwife.’ Tell her Lucy’s in labor. Tell her it’s happening fast.”
Jade Lawson. The name clicked. The ex-combat nurse. The tattooed, no-nonsense midwife Veronica had hired. She was on standby, but we hadn’t expected to need her for another few weeks.
I found the number, my fingers flying across the screen, my message a jumble of typos and frantic urgency.
I hit send, then ran back to the living room.
Lucy was panting, her face pale, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and a dawning, primal awe. The contraction was passing.
Maggie was still by her side, her hand resting on Lucy’s belly, her expression calm, focused. “That’s it, Lucy,” she murmured. “You’re doing great. Just rest now. Until the next one.”
Just then, the sound of screeching tires echoed from outside, followed by the slam of a car door.
Seconds later, the front door burst open.
A woman stood in the doorway, backlit by the porch light. Red hair, wild and windblown, was yanked into a loose ponytail. Her teal scrub top clung to a body built for bad decisions—tight across her chest, sleeves rolled, one snap undone just enough to tease. She had freckles for days and legs that looked like they could squat a grown man.
She clocked the whole scene in under a second—Lucy groaning on the couch, Helen frozen, Veronica shell-shocked, Maggie steady as a rock. Then me, useless with a phone in one hand and panic in the other.
The nurse didn’t flinch. She just snapped a nitrile glove onto her wrist with a pop that made everyone jump.
Those sharp green eyes locked on me. Her lips curled into a smirk. “Heard someone in your harem’s going into labor?” she said, her Irish accent smooth as sin.








Enjoyed the Ride? Leave a Review!
If you enjoyed this book, your honest review would be greatly appreciated. Reviews are crucial—they help more readers find the series, keeping the stories coming at full throttle.
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