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Sins of the Flesh

Bella and I had been thrust together on our first day of
school by our parents, fearing that we would both have some
difficulty in making friends with others. We didn’t know each other
at all and our parents had only bumped into each other at an open
evening some months earlier when they were scouting the area’s
private schools for me to attend. As a bright and gifted pupil, I
was fortunate enough to have the grades necessary to gain entry to
St Margaret’s Catholic Girls’ high school. Having never
particularly liked boys, I cherished the idea of only having to
deal with girls on a day to day basis, although it would a few more
years before I developed my sexual feelings towards them. I knew
from a fairly young age that I was a lesbian and as I progressed
through my school years, I had no idea that Bella felt the same way
as I did about her. We would often giggle and flick each other
flirtatiously in class, but at that age even though we had an
abundance of hormones telling us to give in to our urges, we always
felt utterly constrained by the watchful eye of our parents – who
rarely let us out of their sight – or the nuns who taught at the
school. It wasn’t until we both reached our
18th birthdays that we really started to indulge our deepest
desires, not because we felt that we were finally old enough, but
because we had evolved a sense of daring that we had never
possessed as children.

It
wasn’t difficult to fancy Bella. Her dark ginger hair and the
peppering of freckles across her nose and cheeks was enough to set
my heart aflutter even if I only saw her for a moment. Her perfect,
juicy red lips didn’t need any lipstick to catch the eye and her
long lashes made her look like something out of a Japanese anime
cartoon. Her appearance was striking and when combined with the
blood red school jumpers that they made us wear, I doubt anyone
could have resisted her sex appeal. The nuns all resented the fact
that she was so beautiful, although I guess I’d be pissed off if
I’d wasted my life worshipping a wizard and had long since dried
up. They were all craggy, miserable excuses for human beings who
treated the school and the pupils in it more like a prison and they
saw themselves as the sadistic guards, constantly watching over us
for any excuse to hold us back for detention. There was one whose
expression was not quite as sour as the others. She was
considerably younger as well, although she was certainly in her
40s. Her name was Sister Marie and she had jet black hair that she
kept tied back in a severe bob behind her head, forcing every
single hair to stretch back flat against her scalp. She had a stern
demeanour and rarely showed any sign of leniency or even humour,
but still neither of us could deny that she was much hotter than
the decrepit old nuns she worked with.

One late
spring afternoon, not long before we finished our school years for
good and departed with the allure of university in our sights, the
two of us were sitting in possibly the most boring maths class we’d
ever attended. While Sister Clarke, one of the driest teachers
known to man, was busy lecturing us on our quadratic equation
revision for the upcoming final exams. We had it in the bag,
though, and the lesson would have been far from stimulating even if
we didn’t know the subject off our hearts. So, we sat in our lucky
usual seats at the back of the class, behind three other rows of
pupils; some of whom were falling asleep while others frantically
scribbled down everything she was saying in a vain attempt to catch
up on the syllabus we were taught a few years earlier. I sometimes
wondered how certain pupils even got into the school in the first
place, given the stringent entry requirements. Regardless, as we
sat there, the warm summer heat air wafting in to the poorly
conditioned room through the open windows started to set our
libidos alight and with half the lesson still to go and no end to
the lecture in sight, I glanced across at Bella and nodded sideways
to draw her attention to where I had placed my hands. They were
resting on my thighs, just below the bottom of my burgundy jumper
and after a quick check that nobody was watching; I began to press
my palms gently down onto the pleats of my skirt and moved then up
towards my hips.

She
watched intently, salivating at the sight of my exposed thighs
leading down to the brilliant white socks hugging my shins like
tiny stockings. I pulled my skirt up just far enough for her to see
the frilly edge of my panties and then slid it back down again as
the movement of Sister Clarke across the front of the room spooked
me. Bella chuckled to herself and placed her hand between her own
thighs, nudging herself through her skirt and her panties while
constantly surveying the room to make sure no one was looking. I
did the same, circling my fingers around my crotch as a damp patch
formed on my panties between my legs. Within seconds I was horny as
ever and dying to feel her tongue on my clit. We’d fooled around a
bunch of times and had gone all the way more than once, engaging in
a few really steamy encounters whenever we could find the time and
space to be alone with each other. It was difficult finding
somewhere to go, since our parents picked us up after school
without exception and forced us to keep our bedroom doors open
whenever one of us visited the other. It was nearly impossible to
orchestrate, but occasionally we were able to pull it off and the
results were always spectacular. Or at least, in our inexperienced
opinions we thought it was the greatest thrill in the world. How
naive we truly were to think that we had experienced anywhere close
to the potential of human sexuality!

As soon
as they tortuous maths lesson was over, we hurried out of the
classroom along with the rest of the class, who all promptly made
their way to the dining hall for lunch time. However, we had
intentions of eating something else entirely and retired to one of
our favourite hiding places for a little extra-curricular fun. It
was a storage closet at the end of one of a long corridor that
nobody ever went down unless they needed a spare uniform or
notebook. Since the nuns were ridiculously strict on having such
things ready and in perfect condition, nobody ever dared to lose
anything for fear of having to ask for a new one. Plus, at that
time of day even the nuns rushed to the canteen to get first dibs
on the food being dished out. We tip-toed down the corridor and
slipped inside the room – which thankfully they never locked – and
closed the door behind us. From the moment the latch clicked shut,
we launched ourselves together and flung our arms around each
other, holding our bodies closely together with our juicy, supple
breasts squashed between us through the fabric of our school
jumpers. We embraced passionately, slithering our tongues into each
other’s mouths as our velvety red lips stroked together and trails
of our hot saliva stretched out between them.

I pinned
her back against the cold metal shelves and lowered my hand down to
her crotch, never once taking my mouth more than a couple of inches
away from hers. I slipped my fingers between her slightly parted
thighs and began to rub her pussy through her skirt. Instantly she
started to sigh with pleasure at my firm but tender touch, grabbing
at her crotch while she fondled with my ass behind my back. She
feel of her breath pouring over my neck and seeping down the collar
of my shirt beneath my jumper was rapidly sending me into a
quivering sexual frenzy and the rougher we groped each other the
hornier we became. She raised my skirt up and gripped the sides of
my panties to pull them down, allowing them to stretch around my
thighs and then drop to my ankles before moving her hands back up
to play with my ass cheeks again. She ran her fingers up and down
the crevice of my ass and moved one hand around in front of me to
massage my clit. I was seconds away from pulling her panties down
as well when suddenly the door swung open to reveal an awestruck
Sister Marie. Her silhouette stood in the doorway as the bright
light from the windows adjacent to the door beamed in and lit up
every corner of the tiny closet. We had been caught and with my
knickers around my ankles and the two of us pressed up against the
shelving, there was no way we could have come up with a legitimate
sounding excuse.

“What in
the world?” she gasped, thumping her fists against her hips to
block any potential exit around the sides of her body. I quickly
reached down to pull up my knickers, nearly tripping over myself as
my foot caught on the fabric. Bella nervously adjusted her hair and
fixed her jumper, making herself presentable – as if that was going
to help. I patted my skirt to even it out around my thighs and the
two of us stood in silence with our heads held low in
shame.

“God
help me!” she cried, “What is the meaning of this?
Speak!”

“I’m
sorry!“ I said, immediately correcting myself as I glanced at
Bella, “We’re sorry!”

“Oh, you
will be!” she sneered, grabbing the two of us by the scruff of the
neck as she marched us out of the closet and down the corridor to
her private office. It was situated down by the English department,
since that was her specialism, which also happened to be the
farthest wing of the school from the canteen. The place was like an
abandoned, haunted mental asylum, with the only sound being the
occasional whistle of the breeze coming in through the classroom
windows. She prodded our backs and pushed us inside, following us
in and, rather oddly I thought, locking the door behind her. I’d
never seen the inside of her office before as until that day
neither of us had ever been in any trouble. Our naughty liaisons
had always been behind closed doors and none of the nuns running
the school had any idea of what we were up to in the changing
rooms, the storage closet or even the back of the classroom like
earlier that day.

“Well, I
can honestly say I’d never been so shocked by two pupils’ behaviour
in all my life!” she began, launching into a long tirade during
which she held her bible in one hand and her rosary beads in the
other. We kept our faces pointed to the carpet and tried to look
like were listening and taking on board her barrage of guilt, but
as I briefly peered to my left I could see that Bella was fighting
the tremendous urge to giggle. She had her bottom lip clenched
tightly between her teeth as she grimaced, trying desperately not
to laugh. I averted my eyes immediately as I knew what would happen
if I continued to stare at her. It was too late, though. The sight
of her trembling dimples just set me off, lighting the same fire
inside me that was fuelling her giggling fit. I inadvertently let
out a brief chuckle before silencing myself, wincing with one eye
open in the hope that Sister Marie didn’t notice. She had, and no
sooner had I bit my lip to stop myself from laughing was she
striding towards me with the bible held out in her
grasp.

“Do you
think this is funny?” she growled, tugging on my collar to pull me
over to the front of her large mahogany desk. She dig her claw into
my back, pressing her nails through my jumper and blouse to stab at
my skin.

“No
Sister!” I said, still unable to hide my amusement.

“Well it
doesn’t look that way!” she cried, “It looks like the devil is
inside you!”

“Oh no
Sister!” I gasped, trying to sound sincere, but the tremor of my
chuckling body betrayed me.

“There
is only one thing for it...” she said, lifting up the back of my
pleated grey skirt and resting it on my back, “I’ll have to beat
him it of you!”

I tried
to look back and pull my skirt down, but she gripped my shoulders
and forced them down to pin my cheeks flat against the desk. I
stood there, bent over the glossy wooden surface with my ass
sticking out behind me, suddenly a lot less innocent and amused by
her shrieking.

“Look at
this!” she exclaimed, wiping the tips of her fingers up and down
over the small bulge of my pussy beneath my panties, “You filthy
little demon, you!”

A split
second later, she gripped the frilly sides of my pink panties and
pulled them down, allowing them to stretch around my legs just
above my knees, exposing my bare ass and the unbelievably moist,
engorged labia nestled between my thighs. She clasped each cheek in
her hands and dug her nails in for a moment. I was sure she was
enjoying the sight and touch of my ass despite her protestations to
the contrary. She raised her hand up and spanked it down over my
left cheek, leaving a pink palm print on my delicate skin. Then,
she did the same again to the other cheek. However, much to her
surprise and my own, my reaction was a rather unexpected one. I let
slip a brief moan of satisfaction as the strike of her hand set off
a wave of pleasure around my groin. She spanked me again and again,
each time eliciting another, louder shudder of excitement that
rattled through my bones.

“Oh my
Lord!” she cried, “You need the power of the Lord inside
you!”

I felt a
thunderous clap of pressure as she slammed the flat face of her
bible down over my ass cheeks, leaving a much wider spread of sore
flesh in its wake as my cheeks jiggled back into their beautiful
round form. I shrieked as the pain shot through my cheeks, but then
as the intense stinging sensation subsided I could feel my clitoris
throbbing harder than ever. Before I could catch my breath, she hit
me with it again, causing me to jolt forward with my thighs pressed
against the front of the desk. I groaned and clawed at the wooden
surface as she unleashed a flurry of harsh hits, holding the bible
with both hands to slam it down with as much strength as she could
muster to teach me a lesson. The embossed golden cross on the face
of the bible left dark red crucifixes on my cheeks in the centre of
the large rectangles of sore flesh. The harder she struck me, the
wetter and hornier I became until I could no longer contain my
excitement. I let out a long, exaggerated moan of satisfaction and
panted for a few seconds as my heart rate evened out slightly. I
opened my eyes to realise that she had stopped spanking me with the
book and was instead looking at me in disbelief. She looked at my
pussy and saw how wet it had become, and was about to berate me
again when a brief chuckle burst out from Bella’s lips.

“I do
not believe this!” cried Sister Marie, stomping over to her side.
She grabbed Bella’s hair and pulled her head back sharply, forcing
her to face up to the ceiling with the soft bulges of her breasts
sticking out in front of her beneath her jumper. Sister Marie moved
her free hand down to the front of Bella’s skirt and lifted up the
hanging pleats, exposing her panties before slipping her fingers
inside. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; her fingers moving
around beneath the thin cotton fabric as she felt Bella’s dripping
wet pussy. Her panties had become just as wet as mine and as soon
as Sister Maria realised that fact, she pulled her hand back out
and slapped Bella across the cheeks, smearing her juices over her
face.

“Taste
your sins!” she bellowed, forcing her fingers into Bella’s mouth so
she could lick up the juices the sister had collected around her
pussy, “What am I to do with you!?”

Then she
spotted my wiggling ass again and pulled Bella over, knocking on
the back of her knees to make her crouch behind me. She grabbed her
rosary beads from the table and bent over, clutching them in one
hand while she pushed Bella’s face closer to my ass with the
other.

“Wet it
with your tongue!” she sneered, gripping her claws against Bella’s
cheeks to prise her jaws apart. Moment later, I felt the slippery,
slightly coarse texture of Bella’s tongue licking around the rim of
my ass hole as Sister Marie held her head in place. All we had ever
done was kissing and licking each other’s clits; we had never done
anything remotely as rude as that! Still, as I remained in place
bent over the desk I couldn’t deny that the feeling of tongue
sliding over and nudging against the soft ripples of flesh around
my anus was a good one. She pushed Bella’s mouth firmly between my
cheeks, giving her no option but to lick hungrily around my ass
hole while she prepared the beads in her hand. She pulled Bella’s
mouth away and pressed the first bead of her rosary necklace
against the slippery, spit covered rim. She popped it inside and
began to feed each successive bead through the tight little pink
hole one by one, pressing them against the hole until they
disappeared inside me. I could feel my rectum gradually filling up
with the shiny black stones as she worked each one through my ass
hole, with Bella simply watching on and giggling to herself. She
inserted the final one and then left the crucifix on the end
sticking out of my ass and drooping over the side as if my colon
had been declared a holy site.

“Right,
you little harlot!” said Sister Marie to Bella, “Cleanse her of her
sins!”

“I don’t
understand sister.” replied Bella, “What am I to do?”

“Pull
them out! Remove the sin from her body...” she said bluntly,
holding Bella’s mouth close to my ass once again, “Use your
teeth!”

I felt a
slight snag as Bella gripped the cross in her mouth and started to
tug on it, pulling the first few beads out of my ass. The sensation
of them exiting my ass was a lot stronger than when they were being
pushed inside, but even though it was uncomfortable and strange, I
kind of liked it. In fact, as each one popped out through the teeny
hole, I felt a tiny surge of electricity hitting my clitoris. The
pleasure began to stack up and with half of the necklace still to
come out, I found myself clawing at the desk again to control my
ecstasy. It was incredible and I didn’t want it to stop, and Sister
Marie had noticed my heightened state of arousal, too.

“That’s
it!” she cried, “Let the sin flow from your body!”

I moaned
and panted noisily as the beads passed through my ass until finally
Bella yanked the last five or so in one sudden swipe. I almost came
on the spot, but the pleasure wasn’t quite enough to send me over
the edge just yet. However, Sister Marie was far from finished with
us. She took the beads from Bella’s mouth and held them up by the
crucifix, brushing them over my upper lip so I could smell my
ass.

“That is
the scent of your sin!” she growled, casting the necklace to one
side. She pulled me away from the desk and my panties finally
dropped to my ankles, almost tripping me up as I stumbled
backwards.

“Get
on!” she commanded to Bella, pointing at the table where I had just
been resting my torso. Bella quickly climbed on and turned to face
us with her legs dangling off the edge.

“No, no,
no, like this!” insisted Sister Marie, letting go of my body to
position Bella’s legs correctly. She flipped her skirt up and
pulled her panties down, unravelling them from Bella’s ankles and
then yanking her legs wide apart. Bella dug the heels of her little
black school shoes onto the edge of the desk and held her legs
apart, leaning back against the surface as her labia split apart. I
could see tiny trails of moisture stretching between them as her
vulva opened up before me like a blossoming orchid. Sister Marie
pushed on my back to bend me over again, picking the panties up
from around my ankle and tucking both mine and Bella’s into the
pocket of her nun’s habit. She pushed me closer to Bella’s crotch
and gripped my chin as she instructed me.

“Now you
will cleanse her of her sins!” she barked, slapping my cheeks a
couple of times just for good measure. Even the light slap of her
palm sent a tiny jolt of excitement to my clit and as she flipped
the back of my skirt up over my back I felt her adding even more
pressure to my private parts with her fingers. I leaned in closer
and began to circle my tongue around Bella’s clit, smearing my spit
all around to combine with her seeping juices. I clamped my mouth
around it and lashed my tongue endlessly up and down over the
rapidly firming bean, flicking it from side to side occasionally to
alternate my pattern. She groaned in ecstasy and dug her nails into
the desk while Sister Marie moved over to a cabinet on the wall and
extracted a thin wooden cane, no doubt part of the school’s old
discipline system. She didn’t seem to care that its use was no
longer authorised and didn’t bat an eyelid as she raised it up
above my ass and sliced it down across my cheeks. I bolted forward,
dislodging my mouth from around Bella’s clit as I screamed out in
horror, but Sister Marie instantly grabbed my hair and forced me to
continue licking while she prepared a second lash.

The
burning anguish from the first strike had barely subsided before
she unleashed another, and then another over my reeling flesh,
moving the impact zone up and down over the back of my thighs.
Every thrash of the cane elicited a louder squeal from my lips, but
after the tenth strike I started to feel something far beyond pain.
Even though my punishment was welling up the tears in my eyes, it
was almost worrying how much I liked it. She paused for a second
and adjusted her stance while I lapped at Bella’s clit, diligently
stroking my tongue around it with a quickening pace that would have
tired me out had I not been so horny. Suddenly, I felt a pain far
more intense than the lashings my ass had received. She struck the
wooden cane directly between my legs, hitting my pussy lips and
clit with such force that I had to scrunch up my face to bear the
overwhelming pain. Even Bella looked shocked by what the sister had
done, but then as she continued to tap the cane over my clit I
realised she wasn’t done.

“Come
on, isn’t this what you wanted?” she asked, placing the ruler to
one side in favour of a wooden ruler sticking up from the
stationery holder on her desk. She stood at my side and forced my
head back down between Bella’s legs, who immediately resumed her
breathless moaning at the merest touch of my tongue around her
clit. Then, with the ruler gently smacking my pussy lips, the
sister spat onto my anus and started to rub the tip of her finger
around the rim. I braced myself, knowing exactly what was coming as
she slid her finger deep inside my ass. Thrusting it in and out
relentlessly, she built up a powerful rhythm that I matched with my
tongue and before long both Bella and I were moaning noisily as I
slurped at my lover’s clit. The tapping of the ruler over my labia
was rapidly sending me towards and orgasm, not to mention splashing
my juices all over the floor. I raised my fingers up and pushed
them between Bella’s labia, splitting them apart so I could massage
her g-spot. She was so far along that it only took a couple of
brief stokes across the spongy patch of inner pussy tissue to send
her into a juddering climax. She cried out in ecstasy and thrust
her crotch up to meet the pressure of my tongue, holding my head
down so I couldn’t pull away even for a second.

“That’s
it! Release your sins!” cried Marie, fingering my ass hole as
vigorously as her muscles would allow whilst she beat my clit with
the ruler. Hearing Bella’s exaggerated moaning was too much for me
to handle and as she came, I stood closer and pressed my face
against her breasts, feeling the wool of her warm jumper grating on
my cheeks as Sister Marie fingered my ass until the very end. My
legs shook violently beneath me and for a moment I thought I was
about to collapse, but Bella held me close as we shuddered together
in orgasmic bliss. We finally came to a twitching, panting stop
almost a minute later, with beads of sweat dripping down our cheeks
and soaking into the white collars of our blouses beneath our
jumpers. I couldn’t believe how hard I had cum or the fact that it
was the result of such an intense beating, or even the fact that we
hadn’t even gotten undressed. The only thing we had taken off was
our panties, which Sister Marie explained she would be holding on
to as a warning to the evil spirits. She wasn’t fooling anyone,
though. We knew that she just wanted to take advantage of us and we
were only too willing to oblige. In fact, the following day we made
sure to make the exact same mistake again in the hopes of an even
harsher punishment. Maybe we could even get some after school
detention to really exercise our demons.

THE
END
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you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you enjoyed it.
Please will you do me a favor and review “Sins of the Flesh” so
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