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Prologue

“Ohhhhhhh Lou…”

“Call me by my real name baby.”

“Oh Lucifer… Lucifer…
 

“Yeah, that’s right…”

“Lucifer that feels so good. Goddamn, you’re amazing. That tongue… Those hands…”

Mia looked down at the sandy-blond haired thug and neighborhood terror Lucifer Michael’s head, tongue, and lips roaming her pubic area, focusing primarily on her clit. He rapidly flicked his tongue against the hard nub and pinched her nipples, squeezing hard.

“Oh my God, yesssssss…. YES!”

Lucifer paused and looked up at her, his ocean-blue eyes twinkling with defiant wickedness. “Better keep it down love. The Sisters will hear you.”

“I can’t help it.”

“You don’t want Sister Nasty coming up in here raising hell at you defiling her holy sanctuary…”

He sarcastically chuckled and Mia squirmed restlessly, anxious for him to continue. “Don’t worry about her. She’s harmless. Besides, they don’t come into our quarters after curfew. How do you think I was able to sneak you in here?’

“Because your cutie pie friend has a crush on me. You should’ve let her join us.”

“Um, no sir. I’m greedy. I want this amazing tongue all to myself.” She stuck her finger in his mouth and trailed his tongue. She softly winced when he bit her finger.

“You want me to keep licking this pretty pussy baby?” He nuzzled his nose in her cunt and looked up at her, his hypnotic eyes dark with lust.

“Oh my God, yes.”

“You’re a wicked one Ms. Mia. Being bad and spreading these thick thighs in a building of worship. God is not pleased.”

“Well, the devil shouldn’t be so good with his hands and tongue,” she giggled pushing his head back down between her legs.

“This pussy is definitely worth the risk of eternal fire and damnation,” he muttered, going back in for the kill.

He winded his tongue round and round her pussy, sucking her flesh greedily.

“Oh Lucifer,” Mia gasped, arching her hips to his mouth.

He darkly groaned and slapped the sides of her ass, before moving his hands back up to her large breasts and rubbing with aggression.

“Lucifer yesssss…”

Mia wanted to keep it down but damn this man was worth the risk of getting caught. Lucifer had a bad reputation around the small town of Everly as being a brute and a thug. He never kept a job, moved from boarding house to boarding house. committed petty crimes and somehow always managed to get off because of his good looks and charm. He was a social misfit and most of the townspeople hated him. Oh, but not Mia. It had been lust at first sight for her ever since she saw him middling in the abandoned building across the street from the private school her parents had dropped her off at. Without her wanting it to, her mind drifted back to that moment of truth less than three months ago…
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Two and a half months earlier…

Mia noticed Lucifer from the moment she and her parents had exited their 2023 fancy new Mercedes SUV. Their eyes had connected and held for several seconds. Her mother Grace noticed it immediately and hurriedly ushered her daughter towards the oversized wooden doors of the school. She shot Lucifer a dirty look and warned her daughter to steer clear of the mysterious stranger.

“No. Don’t even think about it. We’re sending you here to keep you safe and away from trash like that.”

Mia’s eyes lingered on the devastatingly handsome stranger. His eyes lingered on her ass. “You don’t even know he’s trash.”

“He looks like trash,” her father grimaced through his teeth.

Mia cut her eyes at her father. “Why? Cause he’s white?”

“Because he’s loitering. Nothing good comes from a young man loitering.”

“We’re bringing you here for a reason,” her mother seriously said, grabbing her chin and making her look at her.

“Because I’m a harlot,” Mia said, rolling her eyes.

Her mother sighed in frustration and rubbed her forehead. Her fancy white glove was covered with her caked-on makeup. Mia tried not to stare at it. “You’re misguided dear. So was I at your age. Luckily I met your father and was able to marry young and rid myself of my… Taintable ways…”

Her father raised his eyebrow to that. “And that’s what I’m trying to do for you,” her mother continued, stroking her cheek. “You deserve more than some monster stealing your innocence. Making you do ungodly things.”

“He didn’t make me mother,” Mia smartly said. “I begged him to lick my pussy.”

“Good Heavenly Jesus… CHRIST!” Her father shrieked, covering his mouth and turning away from his wife and daughter in disgust. “You take her inside. I can’t. Only God can save her now.” He hurried down the steps to the car, the frenzied steps he was taking making his already stiff walk look extra tight.

“Not even he can save me Dad. I’m unsavable!” Mia burst out laughing and the guy across the street smiled.

Her mother sadly stared at her. “I hope to God the Sisters here can help you redeem your soul. Because your father and I can’t do anything else. We’re helpless.”

Mia just looked at her. Her mother wiped away an exaggerated tear and rapped on the hard-wooden door. She stood back, waiting. Mia resumed lingering eye contact with the sandy-haired “monster” across the street. She didn’t turn away, not even when she heard the door open and the harsh, commanding voice behind it addressing her and her mother.

“Yes?”

Mia’s mother just stared, her mouth hanging open in awe. She tried to speak but only a weird squeak came out. Taken aback by the sound, Mia looked over at her mother. She put her hand to her mother’s back and looked at her in concern. “Mom? Mom, are you okay?”

Her mom just kept looking with her mouth agape. Mia followed her gaze and she too was awestruck by the image in front of her.

It was a nun. She was tall, extremely tall for a woman. Almost Amazonian. She had beady gray eyes that were unnaturally narrowed and tightly drawn in a disapproving line. Her hands were large- larger than some men by Mia’s estimation- and she stood stock still. She looked like a statue. Mia suddenly felt very small and in an uncharacteristic gesture, she reached for her mother’s hand and tightly held it. She felt like a little girl all over again in front of this weird looking woman. Her mother’s hand immediately tightened around hers.

“Can I help you?” the nun practically barked.

Mia’s mother audibly swallowed. “H-Hi. I’m… I’m Col-Colleen Campbell. This is my daughter Mia. My husband and I are dropping her off today. We talked to you a couple of days ago. Well, someone in your camp? Er… Your sanctuary- uh, school?”

The nun just looked at her. Her eyes slightly shifted and focused on Mia’s father in the car. He was busy playing with his phone and completely clueless about the scene unfolding behind him.

“And that is?” the nun questioned.

“My husband.”

The nun looked back at her, looking back and forth between her and Mia.

“Yes,” she said. “Now I remember. You’re the one with the daughter who was caught with her legs open. In your home.” She said the last part like it put a bad taste in her mouth and narrowed her eyes more at Mia.

Mia wanted to say something smart and look brave, but words failed her in that moment. She was scared of very little, but this freakish looking woman scared the shit out of her.

“Um,” her mother stammered. “Yes, that is correct.” She paused. “And your name is?”

The nun just looked at her for a moment. “I’m Sister Eve,” she said.

Mia almost laughed at that. Eve? So apropos.

The nun quietly assessed them for what seemed like decades before speaking again. She looked down at the three suitcases gathered on the porch, left by Mia’s dad. “She won’t be needing all those. Just one case will be fine.”

“I can’t survive off one suitcase of clothes!” Mia protested.

“You can and you will.”

Mia looked at her mom for a bailout. “Mom, I have all my panties and bras in the small one, my dresses in that one, and my jeans and shirts in that one- “

“You won’t need all of that!” the nun said through clenched teeth. “Particularly those unmentionable undergarments. Our students dress in plain cotton bras and undergarments. They are issued by the school. One dress for church on Sundays and jeans are not allowed. During the week, she will wear her uniform, so the shirts and jeans are not necessary either.” She picked up the smaller suitcase and tossed it off the porch, to the ground. She opened the one Mia had indicated contained the dresses and sifted through them.

Mia looked wide-eyed at her mother; her light-brown eyes furious. Her mother just bit her lip and looked on as the nun tossed the dresses back in the suitcase and shut it. That one met the ground as well. “We are not a school of tawdry streetwalkers; this is a respectable school for girls. None of those trashy dresses will do. We will have to issue her one.” She picked up the one with jeans and t-shirts and shoved it towards her mother. “You can take all of them back.”

Mia helplessly looked at her mother. “Mom!”

Her mother Colleen sadly looked at her; then back at Sister Eve. “Is there anything else? Do I need to come inside and help her get set up?”

“No, that’s not necessary.”

Colleen’s bottom lip trembled. “Well, can I… Is there more paperwork I need to fill out or do I need to meet the other staff- “?

“No Mrs. Campbell. The only staff she’ll be dealing with primarily is me. She answers to me, reports to me, and I teach all of the classes, including Sunday school. As for the paperwork, what you sent is more than sufficient. And of course, the tuition is fully paid.”

“My husband wanted to make sure there were no hiccups.”

Mia pursed her lips. What her father wanted to make sure of was she didn’t have to return back home. Her heart cringed in sadness.

“So, with all that being said, there’s really nothing left to discuss,” Sister Eve finished. “You can go now.”

Mia and her mother uneasily looked at one another. Colleen looked back at the statuesque nun. “But… But I – “

“It’s best to just leave and not draw it out. It will just make things harder.”

Mia grabbed her mother’s arm hard. Her eyes filled with tears. “Mom, please don’t leave me here.”

Colleen closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She looked over at her daughter. “Baby, it’s for your own good.”

“Mom please!”

“I know you’re angry and hurt, and you will be for a long time… But we’re doing this for you.”

Anger flashed in Mia’s eyes. “You’re doing it for you. Please don’t make this worse by pacifying me.”

Her mother shook her head and backed away from her, nearing the stairs. “Please be good and do as you’re told. I’ll call you as soon as I can.” She turned to go down the steps.

“There are no calls home for the first two weeks.”

Her mother’s scuffed heels screeched on the porch. She turned and looked at Sister Eve in shock. “What?” she weakly asked.

“No calls home for the first two weeks,” she repeated, stressing each word.

Colleen looked over at her daughter. Mia just shook her head and looked away from her mother. She was so angry and felt so betrayed she was shaking.

“No one told me that.”

“I’m telling you now.”

“Can’t you make an exception?” Colleen pleaded, walking back over to the Sister. “This is her first time away from us. And my first time away from my daughter. My husband travels see, and he’s gone all the time, so it’s just she and I - “

“That sounds like a personal problem. I make no apologies about our policies. We are doing a service to you and your family; you have to take what comes with it and so does she for her abhorrent actions. You made your choice mama, and it was the best choice. We make no exceptions, no matter the circumstances or hurt feelings. So please. It is best that you leave now. Prolonging the process will only make things worse for you both.”

Colleen fretted and whimpered for a few moments. Resigned, she gathered herself together and turned towards Mia. “Baby- “

Mia stiffened and backed away from her, turning her head.

“Mia,” she pleaded.

“I’ll never forgive you for this mother. Or him. Not. Ever.”

Her mother chocked up and lowered her eyes to the porch. “I’m sorry. I love you. I know you don’t believe it, but I do. I’ll call you as soon as they allow me to.”

She stalled a minute longer; then gathered the suitcases and headed down the steps, towards the car. Her father still sat idly in the car, playing with his phone. He hadn’t looked up once since he got in there. Her mother rapped on the trunk of the car for him to open it. He opened it but made no move to get out. Mia hated her father so much.

Her mother lugged all three suitcases in the trunk and slammed it closed. She stalked to the passenger door and yanked it open, slamming it when she got in. He still didn’t look up. She sighed and looked towards Mia and Sister Eve. Her eyes filled with tears as she waved to her only child and daughter.

Mia rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, looking away again.

“I love you!” her mother shouted as her father abruptly pulled away, squealing the tires.

They drove down the long-paved driveway to the gate at the end of the road and were gone.

Mia stiffened when she saw the nun approaching her closely from the corner of her eyes.

“Let me be perfectly clear,” she began in an icy tone. “That attitude your parents have put up with for God knows how long… We will not tolerate that here. We will not tolerate any disrespect or act of rebellion. We will not put up with any trouble from you. Any misbehavior will be dealt with swiftly. Trust me, you will not like the consequences.”

Mia sucked her teeth and looked back towards the abandoned building across the street, where the stranger was still loitering. And looking at her. Staring at her. Unabashedly. She met his eyes; then sharply gasped when Sister Eve firmly pinched her on the arm.

“What the hell?” she screeched, grabbing her arm.

Sister Eve stood extremely close to her and peered her beady gray eyes into Mia’s sultry brown ones. “And there will not, under any circumstances, be any monkey business or fraternizing with the enemy.”

Mia drew her neck back and narrowed her eyes. “The enemy?”

Sister Eve jerked her head towards the stranger. “Him. Those. Males. Troublemakers. You will not be… colluding with them while you are here. We have severe punishment for young ladies who do not follow the rules when it comes to purity, celibacy, and cleanliness.”

“Severe punishment?”

“I know what you did with that boy,” the Sister continued in a harsh whisper. She looked at Mia with utter distaste and judgement. “You should be ashamed of yourself. Your parents should’ve whipped you good for that ungodly display of… whoeredom.”

Mia almost chocked on the laugh stuck in her throat from that statement. “I like fucking,” she blithely said with an indifferent shrug. “If you tried it, you might like it too.”

Mia gasped aloud again when the nun grabbed her arms with both hands and squeezed. “Do not fuck with me young lady,” she said in an ominous tone. “I promise you, you will not like the consequences. Whatever tongue lashing your parents gave you will be a walk in the park compared to what I’m going to do to you. I promise you. You do not want to fuck with me.”

Mia put on a brave face but inside she was terrified. “So… what? I’m supposed to just stay here and not talk to anyone?”

Sister Eve loosened her grip on Mia and stood back. She brushed invisible lint off her sleeves and stood up straight. “There are plenty of young women your age to socialize with. There are some… confused young ladies here about their gender, and they’re currently in therapy to correct that. As a result, all social encounters are supervised. No boys are ever allowed. Ever. Not in the city. Not here. Not ever. So, you might as well take one last look at that creature over there because this is as close as you’re ever going to get to him.”

Mia glanced over at the devastatingly handsome stranger again. His lips lifted in a crooked grin, followed by a wink and a wave. Mia’s pussy immediately twitched and jumped. Damn, she wanted him. She had never seen a more handsome guy in her life. But…

Mia stumbled as the nun pushed her towards the door and quickly shuffled her inside. Sister Eve grabbed a lone bag by the door and tossed it towards her. Mia instinctively caught it. She looked at the nun in question.

“It has supplies and necessities in it,” Sister Eve explained. “Toiletries, bed linens, and what not.”

Mia looked on as her warden locked the door and latched it shut, putting several locks on it with a key. She looked at Mia and smirked.

“I’ll show you to your room.”

She started off down a long, dark and narrow hallway that was dimly lit. Mia looked around the foyer of the school and frowned. Everything was brown, made of wood, and aged. It smelled like mildew and boredom inside. She swallowed, trying not to cry. She truly hated her parents. She was never speaking to them again after this.

“Let’s go!” Sister Eve called to her from down the hall. She was standing there, her back still ramrod straight, her beady eyes full of hate and impatience.

Lowering her head, Mia forced her feet forward and followed the beast to her room.
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That was over a month ago. That first night, Mia cried herself to sleep every night. She hated that place. She hated the nuns. She hated Sister Eve with a passion. She didn’t know it was possible to encompass so much hate for another person. Eve watched her like a hawk and barely let her out of her sight. And when Mia would cry, thinking that would elicit some type of humanity and sympathy from the old nun, she just evilly looked at her with her beady eyes narrowed. She was constantly saying, “That damsel in distress bull will not work with me.”

She forbade the other sisters from coming to her aid, talking to her, or helping her. She made her wear those itchy wooly skirts and starched beyond reason white shirts and undergarments that made her look two decades older. She hated it. Several times she thought about being defiant and not wearing them, but she was sure Sister Eve would somehow sniff her pussy out and strip her bare in front of the whole school to see if she was following orders. So, she begrudgingly followed the rules.

Things would’ve been easier if she had someone to talk to or share stories with, but she’d rather chew chalk than speak to any of the other young ladies. She hated the other girls there. Most of them were snooty and didn’t speak to her. Except one, who just stared at her wide-eyed after she spoke. The rumor mill about her and what she’d done to be sent there was swirling. Most of the girls knew her reputation and what she did, and they didn’t want to be bothered with her. Mia didn’t want to, but she missed home and she missed her mom terribly. They argued all the time and she was always mortified or disappointed by what her daughter did, but they shared a closeness that most of her friends didn’t have with their own mothers. They were both talked down to and mostly ignored by her father.

Mia knew her mom had her own demons from her teenage years so she thought her mom would be able to relate and have some empathy for her. It broke her heart she’d allowed her father to talk her into sending her there and didn’t fight harder to keep her home.

Speaking of home, she never got to speak to her mother as promised after the first two weeks. Sister Eve told her it was extended to a month due to her lack of cooperation with her education and social skills with the other girls. And she told her she didn’t like her attitude. If she thought Mia would be crushed, she was sadly mistaken. The first week and a half was rough, but Mia hardened herself to deal with it. It soon didn’t bother her anymore. She still missed her mom, but she dealt with it in her own way. Mainly by reminding herself that she wasn’t going to allow this place or its holier than thou sisters to break her spirit.

She was able to go out into town with the nuns and the other girls but as Sister Eve promised, everyone stuck close together and none of the girls were allowed to venture out on their own. They mainly shopped arts and crafts shops or antique stores. They would go to the park and commune with nature and walk around. The girl who looked at her like she was a celebrity tried to talk to her and she was nice enough to her, but she wasn’t interested in making friends. The girl, named Jessica, soon wore her down though and she and Mia began hanging out together on their social excursions and talking to one another at the school once their day lessons were over.

They were allowed to hang out in one another’s rooms but only with the door open. She learned Jessica was a year younger than her at 16 and was there because her parents traveled a lot for work. They wanted her somewhere stable where she would be in a safe environment. She hated the school too. Sister Eve watched the two of them like a hawk whenever they were together, and the two girls would talk about how much they hated her and how spooky she looked.

One day Jessica asked her if she’d ever noticed the cute guy who hung across the street from the school sometimes. Mia’s ears perked up and her heart accelerated.

“Who is he?” she asked Jessica when they were hanging out in her room one Saturday afternoon.

“I don’t know him personally, but I do know he has quite the reputation,” Jessica conspiratorially whispered as she strained her neck across to hall to make sure Sister Eve was nowhere around listening. Both girls knew she wasn’t far but at least she wasn’t right on top of them like she usually was. “But isn’t he cute?”

“Cute as hell,” Mia said. “Beyond cute. The man is fine. But… how do they even let him come around here? Like he’s always hanging out at that old building across the parking lot, and they never run him off.”

“Because it’s public land,” Jessica explained. “Only the church and school belong to them, not the whole property. Anyone can come through the gates; they just don’t because no one wants the attitude and judgement that comes with it, I guess. I think Eve creeps a lot of people out too, honestly. But… he never approaches us, so they just let him do what he wants.”

“That’s strange.”

“I heard from one of the nuns that he’s a troublemaker. Bad attitude. Criminal record…”

“Just my type,” Mia said, giggling and blushing.

Jessica’s bright green eyes stretched with interest. “Have you dated wild guys before?”

“Sweetie, that’s all I like. That’s why I’m in here now.”

They both giggled, covering their mouths.

“I wish I had more experience with boys,” Jessica sighed. “I’m still a virgin.”

“Bless your heart. I’m proudly not. I would love to find out who is though and what his name is. It’s impossible to get away from these tight in the panties sisters around here.”

Mia had been seeing the guy around town during their outings, but she made sure not to let Sister Eve notice. She could feel his eyes on her every time walked by. Sometimes she felt he was secretly following them, watching her. She wished she could get away and find trouble with him. She wanted to find trouble with someone. It was hard wearing all those restrictive clothes and she was dying to shed them and lie beneath someone hard and virile, fucking into the night. She missed fucking. And she missed sucking. God knows she missed having a hungry tongue between her legs. She missed cumming –

“Mia! Mia!”

Mia snapped out of her reverie and dazedly looked at Jessica. “Huh?”

“There’s got to be some way around Beady-Eyed Eve. You need to meet him. I see the way he looks at you. You guys have some kind of a connection.”

Mia cocked an eyebrow at her. “How do you know?”

“Because I’m nosy and I pay attention.”

Mia chuckled and shook her head. Jessica was young and silly-acting, but she was alright. And she made the long days go by a little faster. “But there is no way! I’ve tried to think of everything. They watch us like a hawk.”

Jessica thought for a moment with her hand on her chin. “Maybe I could fake a medical emergency or something.”

Mia weirdly looked at her. “Like what?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I can pretend to faint or seize out or something.”

“No, not seize. You don’t want to play with that. We are in a church. You don’t want that kind of karma.”

“Yeah, you’re right. Well, pretending to faint isn’t bad. That can be caused by anything. As hot as it is outside and as thick as these blouses and skirts and stockings are, anyone can overheat.”

“I suppose. But how? Where? Where would you do it?”

“The park is the perfect place. Because it’s so big. You can pretend to go for help or something. I’ll fake it long enough for you guys to meet and exchange info.”

Mia quietly looked at her, her steely resolve she’d been holding for weeks softening. “You’d do that for me?”

“Absolutely.”

“Why?”

“Because I like you. I think you’re cool and so fascinating. And I want to live vicariously through any wicked stories you have to tell me when you guys hook up.”

“That’s going to be impossible too,” Mia sighed.

“Where there’s a will, there’s a way.”

Will had its way. Jessica came through like a champ. She and Mia fine-tuned a plan to make it easier for Mia to finally come face to face with the mysterious stranger and it worked like a charm. While they were out for their weekly Humpday trip to the arts and crafts store, Jessica began complaining about being hot and then pretended to pass out after complaining about nausea and light-headedness. The sisters immediately went into a panic, including the beady-eyed Eve. Going hard for Community Actress of the Year, Mia screamed and freaked out, insisting that they needed to call the ambulance. All the sisters were supposedly trained in CPR, but they all acted clueless about what to do. So, when Mia volunteered to find someone to help them, they didn’t object.

The handsome fair-skinned stranger was only feet away. He watched the whole scene with humor in his smoldering blue eyes. When he saw Mia coming his way, he ducked beneath the alcove of a store that was closed and waited. Soon as she was a few feet away from him, he grabbed her and pulled her towards him.

Gasping, Mia stared at him wide-eyed, her heart racing. Good Lord, he was even more good-looking face to face.

“So,” he drawled in a devastatingly seductive panty-dropping deep voice. “We finally meet.”

Not knowing what else to say, Mia awkwardly grinned (a first for her) and nodded her head. “Hi.”

“God, you’re beautiful,” he said, lustfully running his eyes over her.

“Thank you.”

“That was quite impressive what you girls just pulled off.”

She chuckled girlishly. Why was she so mute all of a sudden? Normally, she would be flirting like the undercover whore she was around a man this fine. But not only was he making her pussy jump like a maniac, he made her unusually nervous. She didn’t know what to make of that.

“It wasn’t as easy as it looked,” she honestly admitted. “Those nuns are very suspicious and shrewd. I’m surprised they went for it.”

“Luckily for us, they did.”

“Lucky indeed.” She was finding her footing. She flirtatiously smiled at him and tossed her hair. “What’s your name?”

“Lucifer.”

Mia’s eyes widened in alarm and she took a cautious step back. She saw a glimmer of mischief in his eyes and relaxed. A little. “Are you serious?” she asked him. “That’s your name?”

“It is.”

She wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “No, it’s not.”

“I promise you it is.”

She touched a hand to her throat and swallowed. She wasn’t overtly religious- hardly at all – but even she knew dancing with the devil wasn’t a good idea.

“Does that make you nervous?” he softly asked her, his smoldering eyes softening.

“Why would your parents name you something like that? That’s not even funny.”

“Ironically they did because they do have a sense of humor. They are both atheists and it was a way of thumbing their nose at religion and society, I guess. And I’ll tell you a true story.” He took a step towards her and leaned in close. She could smell the faint tinge of whiskey and cigarettes on his breath. It made her clit twitch. Traitor. “When I was born,” he continued, “I was sucking my thumb and my middle finger was sticking up while my other fingers were down.” He put his hands up. “True story.”

That made her laugh.

“I guess from the moment I was born they knew they had a little devil on their hands.”

Relaxing more, Mia put her hands on her hips and seductively looked at him. “So, do you live up to the reputation of your name? Lucifer?”

“I have my moments of evil, but that’s mainly in the bedroom.”

Her eyebrow rose at that and she wet her lips.

“But other than that, I’m as nice as a boy scout.”

She teasingly smiled at him. “I find that hard to believe.”

“You don’t have to believe me. You can find out for yourself.”

Her expression soured. “That’s going to be difficult.” She looked towards the nuns and saw them looking around, probably trying to figure out where she’d gone and why she was taking so long. The area wasn’t heavily populated so she could use that as an excuse for not finding help fast enough. Jessica was still gunning for actress of the year and was still fake passed out on the ground while Sister Eve frowned and fanned her hands over her in lackadaisical fashion. Evil bitch.

“So, are you trying to find out just how much of a boy scout I am? Or are you anxious to see that other side?”

She gave him a sexy look and stood closer to him. “What do you think?”

Lucifer’s eyes blazed with lustful mischief. “When are you trying to make this happen?”

“I don’t know how I can. They watch us like hawks, today’s theater notwithstanding. We’re not allowed to use the phone- “

“Haven’t you been here for like over a month?”

“Yeah but I’ve pissed them off so much they’ve revoked any privileges I might have. And that really sucks because I’d love to talk to my mom. And my birthday is coming up – “

“How about that? What would you like for your birthday? I’m great at giving gifts.” There was a suggestion of promise in his tone.

“What kind of gift would you like to give me?”

He stared unflinchingly into her eyes. “The kind that lasts all night.”

Their eyes held one another.

“You guys come back this way in a couple of days, right?”

She sucked her teeth at him and smirked. “Don’t act like you don’t know. You know our schedule as well as we do. You follow us around. I’m surprised the nuns haven’t noticed.”

“I’m good at making myself known when I want and unknown when I don’t.” He thought for a moment. “I have a burn phone. I’m going to leave it in the lady’s rest room at the craft store. It’ll be in a brown bag, by the toilet. Make sure you snatch it up. I’ll have my number written on a piece of paper in the bag as well. As soon as you’re able, call me.”

Mia felt like she couldn’t breathe. After almost a month stuck at this prison, was she finally going to get some action?

“You like to eat pussy?” she casually asked him.

Lucifer blinked, momentarily caught off guard. Then, that wolfish leer and grin reappeared as quickly as it had left. “What real man doesn’t?”

“Good,” she grinned. “Because that phone was going to stay in the bathroom if you didn’t.”

She turned on her heel to leave and he called after her. “Hey!”

She turned back, still smiling.

“You didn’t tell me your name.”

“Mia.”

“Be talking to you soon. Mia.” He winked at her.

She giggled like a schoolgirl and skipped off. She could feel the heat of his gaze all the way back to her schoolmates and the sisters.

Sister Evil saw her approaching and stood straight up. Her eyes suspiciously peered at her. “Where the devil have you been?”

With the devil, she wanted to retort, but didn’t. “I couldn’t find anyone,” she lied, shrugging her hands and trying to look innocent.

“Do not lie to me. You were gone for minutes. There are people all around here! People with businesses and phones – “

“No one would let me use their phone.”

“Stop lying to me! I know you’re lying! Where were you?”

“Looking for help.”

“She’s lying,” one of the other pain in the ass nuns, Sister Heather, frowned at her. “I can tell by the look in her eyes. She was up to know good. As always.”

“How the fuck would you know?”

Wild anger flared in the younger nun’s eyes and she raised her hand, intending to strike.

“No!” Sister Eve forcibly said, grabbing her wrist.

“This young brat has a fowl tongue and she needs to be reprimanded,” Sister Heather said, her voice trembling with anger. She glared at Mia and Mia glared back, clenching her fists. She was ready to fight.

“And she will be,” Sister Eve insisted. “But not like that.”

Without warning, Jessica impulsively sat up, opening her eyes. “Oh my God. What happened?”

Everyone stopped and looked at her, momentarily thrown off by her sudden “healing”. Jessica’s eyes caught Mia and Mia suppressed laughter, turning her head. When she was able, she was going to surprise Jessica with a gift for having her back and allowing her to meet Lucifer and pull it off. But that day would have to wait.
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Upon their return back to the school, Mia was immediately scolded and reprimanded by Nurse Eve in her chambers; then promptly sent to the dark and dank basement of the school in a room specifically intended for punishment for the girls. It was not unlike solitary confinement in jail for prisoners. It wasn’t a cell with bars and slit in the door to serve food and water, but it was a room with no window, one bed, a toilet, a sink, and only a small lamp for light. Far as Mia knew, she was the only girl in recent history to be sent to the Purgatory Room, which it was called.

“You are to stay down here for the next 24 hours,” Sister Eve said in her spooky, condescending deep voice. “You will be served breakfast, lunch, and dinner but you will have no contact with anyone until your 24 hours are up. Once it is, you will promptly return to your room and remain there for a week unless you have class. No field trips with the other girls, no visiting with Jessica, and all of your meals will take place in your room.”

Mia quietly looked around the small, deserted room and felt dread crawl up her back. She wasn’t afraid but she’d never felt more alone in her life. A perfect day with the worst kind of ending.

“Don’t you think this is a little harsh for neglecting to find help and call 911?” she asked the Sister.

“You’re being punished because of your mouth,” the Sister crisply retorted. “That fresh little mouth that you haven’t learned to bite and keep closed. You can’t just swear at the Sisters and insult them whenever the mood suits you. They and I will not be disrespected or dishonored in any way.”

Mia put her hands on her wide hips and frowned. “She disrespected and dishonored me first,” she whined in a snotty voice. “And she was going to hit me. Do you excuse violence and abuse if us girls are ‘fresh-mouthed?’ If so, maybe you should’ve included that in your little handbook. And maybe you should’ve included this isolated room that looks like the gateway to hell.”

Sister Eve closed her eyes and sighed. She pursed her lips and shook her head. She walked closed to Mia and looked at her in pity. It was the first time Mia had seen a soft expression on the older nun’s face. “Your poor foolish child,” she softly said. “So beautiful yet so lost angry and misguided.”

Mia dumbly blinked and stared at her wide-eyed. Had this ugly goon just called her beautiful?

“You’re too young to be filled with so much anger and rebellion. Take this time down here to reflect and pray.” She gestured to several books piled up on the bed. “There are bibles here for you to peruse and keep you occupied during your solitary. Make use of them.”

She erected her back and stiffly nodded; then walked to the door.

“Sister Eve.”

She stopped at the door but didn’t turn around.

“Why do you care?”

Sister Eve took a moment to answer her. She finally turned around and looked at Mia, her eyes blank and emotionless. “I don’t,” she shortly said. She walked out the door and slammed it.

Mia did not read no damn Bible. She could care less about what was in that book. Far as she was concerned, it was all fake anyway. She did take time to reflect. Reflect about Lucifer and how bad she wanted to fuck him. The man was sexy as fuck and his voice was seductive and hypnotizing. The way he looked at her burned her skin in a good way. She wanted him and all he had to offer. Spending a week inside was going to kill her, especially because she couldn’t talk to Jessica and get the message to her about the phone. She didn’t want him to think she’d changed her mind or played him. Hopefully he’d figure things out and be patient.

Mia soon fell asleep with visions of Lucifer mercilessly fucking her in her head. He looked like he could fuck, and she couldn’t wait to find out. And since he mentioned he loved eating pussy, she couldn’t wait to spread her legs and let him. And watch him.

Another thought rattled her though. She couldn’t get over how caring and soft Sister Eve had gotten with her all of a sudden. She had seen genuine concern in her eyes when she talked about her anger and rebellion. She had never seen that before. She’d been sure she didn’t have a heart or a soul. But she had seen it. More than that, she had felt it. No matter what the ugly woman had said about not caring, her words and expression had displayed it. She’d even peeped the Sister’s eyes lingering on her hips when she’d put her hands on them. It was a subtle look but long enough for Mia to notice. She didn’t know what to make of that. She also wondered if there was a way she could manipulate the old woman since she’d peeped her weakness.

Thoughts, ideas, and plans… They rolled around in her head all night until she fell asleep.

They came to get her bright and early the next morning and she only had a few minutes to shower and get dressed before class. As promised, she was made to report to her room as soon as her studies were over. Jessica tried to talk to her and pull her to the side, but she was quickly reprimanded. Mia was dying to tell her friend what had happened between her and Lucifer. The week couldn’t pass soon enough.

Her birthday came the day before her punishment ended. Sister Eve took pity on her and had the kitchen staff make her a birthday cake and had the girls sing Happy Birthday to her. Outside her room. That surprised her and she appreciated the gesture, but it would’ve been nicer if the mean old bat would’ve just let her out the room for the day or even let her go out to the town for their outing. But no. They sang Happy Birthday, she half-heartedly blew out the candles, Sister Eve closed the door and that was it. Mia wanted to cry, but she hardened her heart against it. No way in hell was she going to let them see her break. Not ever.

The next day it was all over and Mia was ready to spread her wings and fly away. She was anxious to get to Jessica and ask her if she’d seen Lucifer around town and if she’d been able to make a connection with him. Sister Eve stopped her when classes were over to tell her she was finally allowed to receive a call from home.

“I can talk to my mom?” she meekly asked.

Sister Eve nodded; her beady dull eyes expressionless. “But no longer than fifteen minutes.”

Gee, thanks. “Will you be monitoring my call?” she sarcastically asked.

“Of course.”

“Of course.” She rolled her eyes and followed Sister Eve to the dark parlor down the hall. The Sister stood guard in the doorway with her back to her while she placed the call home. Her mother answered on the first ring.

“Hello?” she anxiously greeted.

Mia swallowed, caught off guard by the wave of emotion that swept through her at the sound of her mother’s voice. Tears stung her eyes and she gripped the landline phone with her hand. “Mom?” she croaked out.

Her mother sharply gasped and let out a long sigh of relief. “Baby girl. This just made my day. How are you baby? How have you been?”

Mia indifferently shrugged. “Fine.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yes,” she lied.

“Are you enjoying the school?”

“Really Mom? I didn’t like it outside here; you think I’d like it here?”

“I guess not.” Her mother paused. “I missed your birthday.”

“Yeah.”

“Did you have a good birthday?”

“It was a birthday.” Mia fiddled with the cord of the phone. “They got me a cake though.” She left out the part that they’d shut her in her room after giving it to her and it was still sitting in the corner of her room, uneaten.

“Did they give you my gift? I sent you something.”

“You sent me a gift?” Mia almost yelled. She looked over at Sister Eve in question, but the old hag just slightly turned, squinted at her; then turned back away.

“They didn’t give it to you?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, maybe they’ll give it to you sometime today.” She paused again. “I didn’t think I’d miss you so much. It’s hard being in this house without you. Even with the drama you gave me most of the time.” Her mother lightly laughed, and Mia couldn’t help smiling. She’d definitely been a problem child.

“I miss you too,” she unwillingly admitted.

“The first two weeks I could barely stand it.”

“How is Dad?” she bluntly asked, crossing her legs and swinging her foot back and forth. “Does he talk about me?”

Her mother paused so long this time Mia thought she had hung up. “It’s so quiet with you not being here. The first two weeks I could barely stand it.”

“Is Dad there with you now?”

“I may be able to come up and visit you soon. I talked to the Sister and inquired about visiting. It should be okay since you’re past the probationary period.”

“You could just take me out of here right now and take me home. That’s an idea.”

Her mother got quiet again. “Have you learned your lesson?” she meekly asked Mia.

Mia irritably sighed and rubbed her head. “Did she tell you they put me in the hole? It’s like solitary confinement, except there are no bars. They did that for 24 hours mom. Because I took too long to come back from getting help for one of my friends who had fainted. Does that sound reasonable to you? Because I think it’s nuts!”

“No, they didn’t. I’m sure that wasn’t fun.”

Mia blinked and frowned. “Fun? No, it wasn’t. None of this is fun Mom! This is cruel and unnecessary punishment! They made me spend a week in my room Mom! A whole week! All because they thought I lied to them!”

“That is not it,” she heard Sister Eve growl from across the room. She looked over her shoulder again at Mia and glowered. “Do not lie to your mother. Tell her the truth. You were punished because of your mouth. That tawdry, disrespectful mouth of yours.”

“Well… What did you do Kit?”

“What did I do?” she shrieked, turning her attention back to her mother. “What difference does it make? That was abusive mom!”

“Well... I’ll talk to them about it when I come and visit you.”

“No, you won’t. You won’t say a damn thing. Because you don’t care.”

“Mia, you know that’s not true.”

“When are you letting me come home then? I’m 18 now, so there’s no reason for me to stay here. I’m not a minor anymore.”

“But you’re still not legal.”

“And?”

“When I signed the contract with the school, they knew you were about to turn 18. But that does not matter. If you were home, you’d still be in high school, and we’d still be responsible for you. Besides, you’re paid up until June. At that time, we’ll reassess.”

“June? You mean I have to graduate from this place?”

“Well, not really –“

“Well, what really then?”

“You’ll receive an honorary degree from them and then once you return home, you’ll graduate from your school in the winter.”

Mia threw her hand up and slammed back against the chair. “Oh, that’s just fucking great!”

“Sweetie, it seems to me you haven’t a learned a thing since you’ve been there. You still have the same disrespectful attitude, you’re still swearing- “

“Right. You don’t give a shit how they treat me, so long as I’m not around to embarrass you.”

She heard her mother sniffling and knew she’d hit a nerve. “Mia…”

“Don’t come visit me. I don’t want to see you.”

She slammed the phone down so hard the sound echoed around the room. She stiffly sat there for a long moment, just staring at the phone. For a moment she felt bad and thought about calling her mother back, but she stubbornly changed her mind.

She closed her eyes and braced herself against the tears threatening to fall from her eyes. She could feel Eve’s eyes on her but was too embarrassed to open her eyes and showcase her vulnerability and hurt feelings.

“You’re not being fair to her,” she heard the Sister say. “She loves you.”

The bipolar way this woman kept coming to her was annoying. One minute she was snarling at her and calling her evil; the next she was expressing empathy. “No, she doesn’t,” she softly retorted.

“You’re young,” she simply said, turning directly to her. “Everything is going to feel like an attack, even when it isn’t. I was your age once, and – “

“You were?” was Mia’s snarky reply.

Sister Eve tightly smiled and closed her eyes, sighing. Mia almost choked on her spit. It wasn’t a big smile, but it was still a smile. The old hag never smiled, not even with her eyes.

‘Yes, I was,” Sister Eve said. “And my mom couldn’t do anything with me either. She died before she could see my turn around.” She slowly cast her eyes to the ground.

Mia quietly studied her. She almost felt sorry for the intimidating giant. Almost. But she was too annoyed to allow herself to fully give a damn.

“I’m going back to my room,” she said, walking towards the door.

She marched down the hall to her room and rushed inside. She was annoyed to see Eve wasn’t far behind. She followed Mia into her room.

“What?” Mia snapped.

She gasped when Eve reached out and grabbed her by the arm. Her touch was firm but gentle. “Cut her a break,” she told Mia. “She’s doing the best she can. Being a mother is not the easiest job in the world.”

“How would you know?”
 

“Because we’re guardians to you young ladies and that’s a thankless task, so I can imagine it’s much harder for your parents.” She loosened her grip on Mia’s arm and lightly stroked it. “I know it’s not easy being here. I know you hate it. But you’ve survived this long and it hasn’t killed you.”

Mia silently stared at Sister Eve’s long pale fingers on her arm. Her touch was soothing, almost hypnotizing. She found herself being comforted by it. The hand traveled, moving up slowly. It kept moving until it was at her face. Mia stiffened, but it didn’t stop the older woman. Her long, cold fingers softly caressed Mia’s face, lingering there. Mia slightly swayed and Eve reached out to grab her other arm.

“Mia.”

She said her name softly. Too softly. Almost, beseechingly. Slowly, Mia raised her eyes to look into Eve’s eyes. What she saw there almost shocked her to the core. Eve wasn’t looking at her like a nun. Or even a guardian. She was looking at her like…

“Sister Eve!”

Both Eve and Mia jumped and looked towards the hallway. The eldest nun Sister Rose was standing there with her hands tightly clasped, glowering at the two of them.

“What are you doing?”

Sister Eve wildly blinked and immediately dropped her hand, backing away from Mia.

“I… Well, I… I…”

Mia gaped at her in disbelief. She had never seen Eve cower in front of anyone, let alone be at a a loss for words.

“Meet me in my office,” Sister Rose barked. “Now.” She turned and quickly walked down the long dark hallway and turned a corner, her hard-bottomed shoes echoing in the distance.

Sister Eve looked back at Mia and moved her mouth in an attempt to speak but nothing would come out. She wiped her face with the back of her hand; then firmly clasped it against the other one, lowering her eyes. Saying nothing, she rushed down the hall in the direction Sister Rose had gone.

Mia dumbly looked after her, struggling to catch her breath. What on earth was that? And why was her body reacting so wildly to Sister Eve’s touch? Her heart was beating a mile a minute and her entire body was tingling. She felt flushed and light-headed. What the fuck?

“What happened?”

She dazedly looked towards the doorway of her bedroom and saw Jessica standing there. She awkwardly shrugged and Jessica rushed inside the room, softly closing the door behind her.

“I’ve never seen Sister Rose that angry,” she continued. “She turned beet red! She looked like she wanted to throttle you both!”

Not really hearing her, Mia turned away and walked to her bed. She heavily sat down on it, staring into space.

“Mia!”

Mia blinked and looked over at Jessica.

“What happened?”

Mia swallowed hard and looked back towards the door. “She touched me.”

“Who touched you?”

“Sister Eve.”

Jessica’s green eyes stretched wide and her mouth hung open. “Touched you how?”

“She just touched me.”

“You mean she grabbed you aggressively or- “

“No. I mean… I mean she touched me. Softly. Slowly.” Mia looked over at Jessica, who was still staring at her in wide-eyed disbelief. “Like… intimately.”

Jessica gasped and covered her mouth. “Holy shit.”

Mia nodded.

“What did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You mean you just stood there?”

Mia paused. “Yeah,” she awkwardly admitted.

“And Sister Rose saw?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you think she was…”

“Coming on to me?”

“Yes,” Jessica whispered like she was afraid someone might hear.

Mia tightly shrugged. “I don’t… I don’t know… She’s never given me an indication of being… You know, one of those.”

Jessica wrinkled her nose in humor. “One of those? You mean, a lesbian? It’s actually not that hard to imagine.”

“I hope she doesn’t get into too much trouble.”

“Wait. You mean you actually care that she might? It’s a win for us if she loses her job.”

Oddly enough, Mia didn’t know how she felt about that. “You better go back to your room before they catch you in here.”

“Wait. I have something to show you.” Jessica reached in her back pocket and produced a black flip phone.

“Where’d you get that?”

“From your guy.”

“You mean…”
 

Jessica nodded, grinning like a loon.

“Lucifer? You were able to talk to him? When?”

“Yesterday. I don’t know if the sisters are getting senile or what, but they totally dropped the ball. They got involved in a heavy discussion and a few of us were able to wander off and wander back without them seeing.”

Now it was Mia’s eyes turn to bug out. “He sought you out?”

“He’s been following us all week but yesterday was the first time we were actually able to connect. He told me he had something for you and you guys had discussed it during my…” She held her fingers up in quotes. “… Fainting incident. Then he gave me this phone.” She reached it to Mia and Mia grabbed it. “He said call him during lockdown. I explained to him that’s the only time we’re left unsupervised. His number is 336-554-1124.”

“Damn. You know it by heart?”
 

“I had to memorize it in case I lost the paper or something.”

Mia quickly grabbed a pen and pad from her school stash so she wouldn’t either. She frowned and shook her head.

“What?” Jessica asked.

“How the hell am I supposed to hook up with him? It’s going to be damn near impossible with these hoteps around.”

Jessica smirked and tapped her head. “Don’t worry. I have more than a few more tricks tucked up my sleeve. I’ll figure it out.”

Mia tenderly smiled at her. “I don’t deserve a friend like you.”

“Probably not. But my life is so boring and yours is so fascinating; it gives me something to look forward to every day.” Jessica stopped and looked at her for a minute, thinking. “But doesn’t it make you feel weird?”

“What?”

“Hooking up with a guy named Lucifer. That can’t be a good thing. Especially since that’s his real name.”

“He told you the story too?”

Jessica giggled and nodded. “He’s hot and all but that shit would definitely give me the creeps. I mean, I’m not super religious but he can’t be that good of a man with a name like that.”

“Honey, I’m not interested in having a man, I just want to fuck!”

The girls erupted into uproarious laughter.
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Mia was restless the rest of the day. She could not wait to talk to Lucifer and discuss a future hook up. It had been days since she’d felt the thrill of a man’s touch and she was burning for it. Sneaking out of the school was going to be impossible and staying out for a few hours to bump and grind was definitely not happening, particularly because the nuns checked the rooms until midnight. After that the alarm was set, so anyone that tried to breach the doors or windows to escape was bound to get caught. She didn’t know how she was going to make it happen, but she was going to find a way come hell or high water.

Mia didn’t see Sister Eve the rest of the day. There were other Sisters keeping watch, meandering about, checking in on the girls and whatnot, but Eve had been ghost since Sister Rose had caught her touching Mia and looking at her in… that way. Mia didn’t disclose her feelings about the encounter with Jessica, but she couldn’t help thinking about it all day. What it meant; how it had made her feel. The look in Eve’s eyes… Her hands on her… Gentle. Nurturing. Sensual. She wanted to talk to her about it; ask her if what she’d seen in her eyes was what she thought it was. But she was much too smart for that. What if she was wrong? What if the sister was testing her; trying to see if she still harbored the sin that had brought her there?

It annoyed her that she was even concerned. That she cared. She couldn’t stand the woman. She hated her face and thought she was ugly. She was mean and cruel and insensitive more times than not. She was too tall. Gangly. The sound of her voice made Mia’s skin crawl… But the feel of Eve’s touch on her shoulders, her neck, her face… And her body’s wild reaction to it… She felt inclined to revisit it. Test it. See if she could see it again.

She wasn’t into women. Had never had a crush on a woman or fantasized about one. But she hadn’t stopped thinking about Eve and that look in her eyes all day. She finally had Lucifer’s number in her crutch, and she was certainty going to call him later, but Eve was stupidly heavy on her mind. She needed to talk to her. She needed to satisfy her curiosity.

She thought about pretending to go to the bathroom and using it as an excuse to seek her out, but she wasn’t in the mood to be questioned by the other Sisters about her actions. She should just forget about it and see her later. But curiosity had her cat jumping… Literally. She needed answers. And she was going to get them.

Coming up with a plan, she walked to her bedroom door and opened it. As expected, one of the nuns was standing court in the middle of the hall, leaned against the wall. Not hesitating one second, Mia put her finger in her mouth and pushed it far back until she retched. Vomit scurried up her throat and projectiled out of her mouth, hitting the floor. She leaned over and grabbed her knees, gasping for air. The sister looked at her in alarm and raced to her, holding her hair back as more food from that evening’s dinner came spewing out.

“Are you okay?” she hysterically asked, looking concerned.

Clearly not bitch. “I-I need to go to the bathroom,” Mia gulped, wiping her mouth. “I think I ate something bad.”

“Hurry up, get to the restroom before you make more of a mess. And grab some cleaning supplies from the kitchen pantry on your way back so you can clean this up.” She stopped back from Mia and frowned at the rising smell of her regurgitated food.

Mia nodded and raced down the hall, still coughing and gagging. She ran into the bathroom around the corner and quickly leaned over the sink to rinse her mouth and wipe her face. She stood upright and looked at herself in the mirror, smiling wickedly.

“Game, set, match,” she chuckled.

She grabbed a few paper towels and wiped her face and neck; then opened the bathroom door and peeked out. Everything was clear. It was late so she wasn’t surprised that her classmates were scarce. Usually one nun kept watch in the late hours, so she was sure the nun who had helped her was still standing guard by her vomit, awaiting her return. She didn’t have long. If she was going to find Eve and confront her, she had to do it quickly.

She stepped out of the restroom and started down the darkened hallway, towards the nun’s quarters. Her steps slowed when she heard the unmistakable voices of Sister Eve and Sister Mary, one of the sisters who usually chaperoned with her on the night shift. They were speaking in harsh whispers in one of the rooms at the end of the hall. Mia stood with her back against the wall and crept down the hall, laughing at herself for acting like one of those jewel thieves in the movies who were always breaking into buildings, scaling walls, or walking with their backs against the wall when they were on a mission.

She stopped just outside the room the nuns were in and listened attentively. The door wasn’t pushed all the way up she could hear them very clearly.

“She reminds me so much of myself when I was her age,” she heard Eve saying. “So full of rage, curiosity, and anger, but I also had this extreme need for attention and to be liked.”

She? Who was she? Were they talking about her?

“I know I’m not supposed to get close to her,” Eve continued in her crisp, emotionless voice. “I know I’m not supposed to care. But I can’t help it. Despite myself, I find myself wanting to reach out to her and protect her. Shelter her. Steer her in the right path.”

“But that’s not your job,” Sister Mary diplomatically said.

“I know it’s not my job. But we’re nuns, aren’t we? Aren’t we supposed to care? Live a life of charity and service?”

“That’s true. But we’re not supposed to carry immoral feelings of lust for them.”

Mia’s eyes widened and she leaned closer to the door. Her heart barreled in her chest.

“God help me, I know,” Sister Eve insisted.

“And what you did was inappropriate. You could’ve lost your job.”

“I know that Sister Mary, but I just lost my head for a second. She was standing there, looking so vulnerable and lost and alone, and I… I just wanted to make her feel better.”

“You wanted more than that.”

“I did. Yes, I did.”

“I thought you buried those feelings years ago Sister.”

“I thought I did too. But they were resurrected the first moment I laid eyes on her.”

Mia rapidly blinked.

“I’ve been fighting and denying these feelings all month- “

“And you have to keep doing that. You can’t give in to those ungodly, wordily desires – “

“What if I don’t want to?”

“Sister Eve- “

“Sister, I am a lesbian. That still hasn’t changed. No matter how much I pray, no matter how much I fast, no matter how mean I try to be to her… It doesn’t go away. It just intensifies with each passing day- “

“Hush. Hush!”

“I want her.”

Mia gasped; then immediately covered her mouth, afraid they heard her. Her heart was beating so fast she could barely breathe. What was Eve saying?

“Eve, don’t! Silence your tongue. Keep praying, keep fasting and don’t ever speak those words again. This is not who you are. That is the trick of the enemy. It is wrong! It is perverse! You are a child of God! You are not a pervert or an animal!”

“Being honest about who I am makes me an animal?”

“It is not of God. Period. Your feelings don’t matter. You have to repress them. It is your only way to eternal life.”

“Sister, I am too old to keep pretending I’m someone I’m not. This habit, this veil, it is all a lie! I wear it, and I still think of her! Think of doing things to her! Things that I know are wrong! And I don’t care! It just makes me want to do it more!”

Mia squeezed her thighs together and swallowed. Eve wanted her. Eve thought of her in a sexual way. Why did the thought of that turn her on? What the fuck was happening? Why was it happening? Had she suddenly gone mad?

“Sister stop it now! I won’t hear you speak like that! One more word, and I’m going to Sister Rose! You need to be converted. This has gone on too far already.”

There was a long, uneasy pause. “Maybe I should leave and apply somewhere else,” Sister Eve tersely offered.

Mia thickly swallowed.

“Your sin will just follow you wherever you go. There may be another girl. Then what?”

“This has never happened before,” she timidly said after another long pause. “She’s the first. The only. And will probably be the last. I can’t imagine I will ever want someone this badly again.”

Mia’s panties were soaked. Her breathing, though quiet, was choppy and fast. She was going to pass out. She didn’t know she wanted it until the last few moments, but she had to see what would happen the next time she and Sister Eve were alone. Maybe she should summon her to her room and be standing there naked. Or invite her in as she lay naked beneath the covers.

Mia felt a wild urge to experiment. She had certainty been with older men before, some as old as her father. What would it be like being with a woman? An older woman? Would it be just as wild? Just as fun? Just as thrilling?

Caught up in her fantasies of what might be and could be, Mia slipped against the door, accidentally thumping her foot.

“Did you hear something?” Sister Eve asked in a startled voice.

Mia hastened off, rushing back down the hallway, towards the girls’ quarters.

Remembering the mess she’d left behind, she ducked into the kitchen and retrieved cleaning supplies from the pantry; then rushed to her room. The young nun was still standing there, holding her nose, restlessly tapping her foot and looking impatient. Mia noticed she had stepped several feet away from the vomit she had left behind. Wise choice, because it stunk like a mother fucker. She frowned down at it, hating she had to clean it up, even if it was hers.

“What on earth took you so long?” the sister asked, fanning the air with her free hand.

Mia looked at her like she was stupid. “I was throwing up. Sometimes you don’t just do it once, you know. It’s like sneezing sometimes. It just goes on and on.”

The Sister rolled her eyes and jerked her head towards the opposite hallway. “Go to the infirmary when you’re done. Let the nurse check you for fever and make sure you’re not contagious. Then come back to your room and lie down. I’ll check on you later. Sister Eve has the night off, so I’ll be keeping vigil for you girls tonight.”

Not saying anything else, she promptly walked down the hallway that led to the Sisters’ quarters. Mia dumbly stared after her. Sister Eve had the night off? Of course, she did. She was probably being punished or on probation. How was she going to talk to her and ask her about what she’d heard if she didn’t see her tonight?

Mia shook her head and began cleaning up her vomit, holding her breath. Was she crazy? She couldn’t tell Eve about what she’d heard. That was a private conversation between her and Sister Mary. Sort of like confession. She didn’t want her to think she was spying on her. She’d have to think of some other way to draw her out.

She still couldn’t believe all the things Eve had said about her or whomever she was talking about. Who else could it be but her? She was the only one Sister Eve was ever cross and extra strict with. The only one she’d intimately touched, as far as she knew. It had to be her. Even more disturbing was the fact that she was turned on by it. Intrigued and curious. She’d never so much as thought about hooking up with a female before. Of course, she’d been propositioned back home. Lesbians seemed to gravitate towards her for some reason, especially older black ones. But she was perfectly satisfied with the D. Thinking of eating a girl’s twat or sucking her breasts literally turned her stomach. But suddenly the idea of a woman licking, eating, and sucking on hers… It was starting to sound a little appetizing. Especially since she hadn’t had anyone lick it in a while.

Mia paused and stood ramrod straight. Lucifer popped in her mind. Holy shit. In just a few short hours, she’d forgotten all about him and the number she had hidden in her room beneath her mattress. She had to call him tonight and see what was up. Sister Eve had distracted her for a minute with her surprising confessions, but Mia still wanted Lucifer and pondered over the idea of hooking up with him and soon. She and Jessica had to find a way to work that out. And fast.

But Sister Eve and her lingering touches weren’t far from her mind that night as she wrestled with falling asleep. She was still determined to see what was up with Eve. She didn’t know which possibility thrilled her more: Finally hooking up with the devastatingly handsome and oozing sin out of his pores Lucifer… Or the reality that she was a nun’s forbidden crush. Oh, the possibilities…


5

“It’s about fucking time you called me. I thought for sure you were going to call me yesterday.”

It was 24 hours later and after not seeing or hearing from or about Sister Eve in all that time, Mia had finally called Lucifer for the ultimate hookup. Her intention had been to call him the night before, but she had fallen asleep with Eve heavy on her mind. She dreamed Eve had eaten her pussy in front of everyone in the dining hall by candlelight. They all cheered when she came and squirted. The dream had given her an orgasm. A huge one. She thought about it all day and obsessed with the idea of making the dream a reality, without the audience of course. But Eve was ghost and no one was talking. Mia feared she’d been relocated or quit but she’d eavesdropped on a conversation between Sister Rose and Sister Mary and learned she was fasting in the Purgatory Room. Mia guessed that was part of her punishment. What she wouldn’t give to sneak down there and let Sister Eve have her disgusting, nasty way with her…

“Hello… Hello?”

Mia snapped back to attention. “Oh. Lucifer. Hello?”

“E-yeahhhh….”

“I’m sorry. I must’ve fallen asleep for a second.”

“Asleep? Gee, thanks a lot. We literally just got on the phone, and I’m boring you to tears. That’s got to be a bad omen.”

“I’m sorry. Long day. Long night…”

A sleepless night about a creepy, statuesque, mean but suddenly sensual nun who wants to do ungodly things to my body. And despite myself, I’m dying to let her.

“So, how about it?”

“How bout what?” Mia asked, annoyed.

“We fucking or not?”

Mia blinked. “Well, get right to the point, why don’t you?”

“Isn’t the point, the point?”

“I guess so.”

“Well? I am dying to see what you look like naked.”

“I’m happy to say you will not be disappointed,” Mia said, grinning broadly.

“With those balloons on your chest, I’m sure I won’t. More like watermelons.”

He laughed obnoxiously.

“I’m supremely blessed in the titty department, what can I say?”

“So, when are we hooking up?”

“Sneaking out is going to be impossible.”

“Damn. They have you girls on a tight leash like that?”

“Haven’t you learned that by now?”

“Well, how about sneaking me in there?”

Mia sat up on her bed and hugged her sheets to her knees. “Even more impossible.”

“You guys are never let out, ever? You know, like dudes in the military when they have leave?”

“Absolutely not.”

“Damn. They really treat you girls like prisoners, don’t they? I don’t know how you haven’t broken out of there already.”

“Trust me, I’ve thought about it several times. But my parents paid a lot of money for me to be here, so…”

“So what? As expensive as that place is, I’m sure they’re not hurting for money.”

Mia indifferently shrugged like he could see her. “I don’t want to talk about my parents. Let’s get back to talking about fucking.”

“A fuck that seems damn near impossible right now.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll come up with something.”

Something took another two weeks. Mia talked to Lucifer every night, the two of them whispering promises of what they were going to do to one another and how they were going to do it. Mia didn’t hang up the phone without her panties being super wet from all the sex talk. She wished she could say Sister Eve contributed to that as well, but the woman was still ghost. She no longer went with the girls on their outings, she no longer taught Mia’s math and English classes, and Sister Rose became the night watchman. It annoyed the hell out of Mia that Eve was being punished so severely but with the way she’d touched her and the things she’d confessed about wanting to do to her, she wasn’t surprised. It was just unfortunate. She was ultra-thrilled at the idea of hooking up with Lucifer, but curiosity was killing her cat when it came to the idea of experimenting with an older woman. Albeit an ugly woman but a woman whom she’d disturbingly become fascinated with.

Leave it to Jessica to come up with the ultimate plan: AGAIN. It was a wild one but one that just might work. Once again, Jessica was sacrificing herself and throwing herself on the altar of living vicariously through her sexually active friend so she could hear all the dirty, filthy details. Jessica described herself as a master pocket picker and would ingratiate herself in a deep conversation with Sister Rose about missing her family and dealing with anxiety and depression, and if she was able, she’d sneak the key out of Sister Rose’s habit during a “hug”, tuck it away on her person, and immediately get it to Mia upon returning to her room.

On the same day, during dinner, Jessica planned to throw a fit in the dining hall and trash the place. She’d rant about nonsensical things, make herself cry fake hysterical tears, and just run amok. With all the focus on her, the nuns wouldn’t pay attention to what was going on outside the dining hall and all would undoubtably come running and try to get things under control, including Sister Eve.

While all that was happening, Mia would use the master key to open the front door and let Lucifer in; then hide him in her closet until lights out. The plan was so over the top and dangerous and they could both be expelled for such tomfoolery or worse, but it was a risk they had to take.

When Mia told Lucifer about the plan, he couldn’t stop cackling about it for minutes. He said the two of them were the nuttiest chicks he’d ever met. But he was all in if they could pull it off. He’d be waiting across the street at his usual spot, and when Mia summoned him to come through, he’d rush to her side.

“I can’t wait to fuck you,” he growled, when they were done discussing the plan. “It’s all I think about.”

“Me too,” she said in a sexy voice.

“That and eating your pussy.”

She moaned and bit her bottom lip. “Me too.” But not as much as I think about a certain nun doing it with insane and reckless passion.

“I’m not even worried about you sucking my dick and that’s a first for me.”

Good. Because I’m not doing it.

Lucifer’s voice had dipped back to that sexy, toe-curling growl. “I just want to taste you and be inside you.”

“I can’t wait to see what you’re working with.”

“A long tongue that can do all sorts of tricks and a ten-inch cock.”

Mia rolled her eyes. “Sure.”

“You mean you’ve never glanced down at it?”

She had but dick prints could be deceiving.

“Not really,” she lied.

“Well, I can assure you it is. I’ve measured it.”

“God, you sound corny.”

“Corny?” he scoffed. “Okay. You won’t be saying that shit when I’m blowing your back out.”

“Promises, promises.”

There was an abrupt knock at her door.

“Shit!” she whispered, jumping. “I gotta go.”

“Wait. What time- “

Mia immediately hung up the phone, fast tip-toed to her closet, shut the phone off, and hid it in her suitcase.

The knock came again, harder this time.

“Coming!”

She slipped on her panties and yanked her school issued cotton nightgown back over her head and walked to the door. She gasped when she opened it and saw Sister Eve standing there.

The Sister stared at her speechlessly for a minute, like she was surprised to see her. Like she hadn’t just knocked on her door. Mia blankly looked at her, her heart racing. Eve was the last person she’d expected to be on the other side of the knock.

Sister Eve quietly stared at her for a moment; then her eyes wandered over her. A little too long. A little too slow.

“Your…” she uneasily began. “Your um… Your… Uh…” She gestured to Mia’s chest and Mia glanced down to see what had her rattled. The nightgown was a little too big for her and always dipped down at the chest. The top of her breast was showing, with a little areola peeking out.

Feeling brazen, Mia looked back up at the tongue-tied nun and nonchalantly shrugged. “Sorry.”

Sister Eve couldn’t take her eyes off the big, round, light-brown symbol of lust. “Could you… Cover that?”

“Why? Does my titty make you uncomfortable?”

Sister Eve sharply inhaled a breath. Her eyes widened in alarm; then dimmed back to that eerie, judgmental leer. “Do not use language like that in the Lord’s house.”

Mia crossed her arms and winded her neck. “This isn’t the Lord’s house. It’s a school.”

“Full of the Lord’s servants.”

Mia sucked her teeth. “Whatever.” She leaned against the door and fixed Sister Eve with a critical stare. She was fully aware her areola was still visible and could give a damn. “Haven’t seen you around lately. Where have you been?”

Sister Eve slowly lowered her eyes to the floor. “I was… in spiritual solitary.”

Mia frowned.

“I was cleansing. Ridding myself of impure thoughts and praying for forgiveness for my unforgiveable actions…”

“You mean when you touched me?” Mia softly asked. “I didn’t mind it, you know.”

Sister Eve kept talking like she hadn’t heard her. “It was wrong. What I did was wrong. And I apologize for my actions. I was caught off guard. Had a moment of weakness.” Her mouth moved like she was searching for extra words, but they wouldn’t come. “It won’t happen again.”

Mia reached out and gently grabbed Eve’s hand. “It’s okay if it does. If you want to touch me again, I mean. I don’t mind.”

Eve’s eyes jerked up to hers and she stepped back as if she’d been burned. “Don’t do that.”

“Don’t do what? Let you touch me?”

Sister Eve clenched her fists and blew out her cheeks, closing her eyes. She directly looked at Mia and squared her shoulders. “I want to apologize,” she evenly said.

Mia thick brows furrowed together. “Apologize for what?”

“My unprofessional… behavior the other week. It was immoral and an abuse of my power. I had no business touching you. I overstepped my boundaries. And for that, I’m sincerely sorry.” She bowed her head in servitude.

Mia just looked at her, feeling frustrated. “Who told you to apologize to me? Sister Rose?”

“I am willingly apologizing to you because it was wrong. I was wrong.”

“If you really feel that way, why won’t you look at me?”

Eve bit her lip and kept looking at the floor. She blew through her cheeks again and hesitantly looked up at Mia. “You are a child.”

“I am not a child!”

“Be that as it may, you are under 21. I am a grown woman. Twice your age.”

“I’m sure it’s about three- or four-decades sister.”

Sister Eve blinked at her; then smirked, hiding a smile. “Again, be that as it may, you are several years younger than me, I am your teacher, counselor, and spiritual advisor. Those lines do not need to be crossed.”

Mia walked closer to her and seductively stared up into her eyes. “What if I want you to cross them?”

Eve hesitantly looked at her. Mia could tell she was fighting, and she didn’t want her to. She wanted her to push her back into her room, shut the door, and have her way with her.

“I need to go,” Sister Eve said, abruptly turning away. “I just wanted to apologize. Goodnight.” She moved to walk away but Mia stopped her, touching her arm.

“Can I ask you a personal question?”

Sister Eve stopped, not turning around. “What is it?”

“Are you a lesbian?”

Sister Eve paused then turned around with so much force it took Mia aback and she almost fell backwards.

“What the hell did you just say to me?” Sister Eve darkly asked.

Mia was momentarily speechless but then she pressed on, determined. “There’s a rumor going around here that you’re a lesbian. Are you? Do you like pussy?”

Sister Eve quietly looked at her, her beady gray eyes glowering with anger. Mia was still undeterred. “Do you like eating pussy?” she pushed.

Sister Eve charged towards her with her fists clenched. Mia stumbled backwards as she backed her all the way into her room. She slammed the door shut and kept charging towards her until she’d fallen back on the bed.

“You are the most disgusting bitch I have ever met in my life,” she said through tightly clenched teeth.

Mia stared up at her wide-eyed, frightened.

“Don’t you ever approach me about anything so salacious and disgusting ever again. I am a woman of God! I am a believer in the highest and I do not subscribe to that display of perversion, nor do I associate with anyone who does. I am a servant of the Lord and my allegiance is to him and only him.”

Mia was so caught off guard she was shaking. “B-But I thought…”

“You thought?”
 

“I heard you talking to Sister Rose, and you said you… I thought you were talking about me. You said you wanted to do ungodly things…” She stopped talking when the darkness in Eve’s voice reached her eyes.

“You were eavesdropping?”

“I… I wanted to talk to you. To… To ask you about some things I was wondering about…”

“I don’t know what you heard or what you thought you heard but you are wrong. You hear me? You are wrong! I am not a lesbian; I don’t like women! I do not have relationships with women other than being a teacher, a sister, and a helper. That is it, that is all!”

Mia rapidly blinked. “Okay.”

“If I hear from anyone that you are spreading false rumors or claims about me and that disgusting accusation, I promise you, the Purgatory Room will be the least of your worries. I will destroy you. You hear me?” She leaned in closer to Mia for effect, her face mere inches from hers. “I will destroy you.”

Tears filled Mia’s eyes. She mutely nodded.

Nonplussed by her tears, Sister Eve looked at her for a moment; then stiffly leaned back up, clasping her hands together in what looked like a prayer. “You will be getting a nightgown tomorrow to cover those… immoral things. Do not ever disrespect this house of purity ever again.”

Saying nothing more, she marched out the door and slammed it so hard the walls shook. Mia just sat there on the bed with her hands still up in the air in a plea, tears dripping from her eyes. She didn’t scare easily. She didn’t back down from anyone. But Eve had scared her into immobility and silence. She’d obviously hit a nerve. She knew what she’d heard. She wasn’t mistaken. She knew Eve had been talking about her. Why was she denying it; why was she denying herself? Why was she denying Mia? They could have a good time together. She was sure of that.

Mia sniffed and quickly sat up, angrily wiping her face. Well… Fuck that bitch. Mia did have her pride. She never chased after anyone and she wasn’t going to start now. If Sister Eve wanted to keep denying herself and who she was, that was her business. Mia was done. On to Lucifer… She wanted to fuck him more than ever now.
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Jessica’s plan went off without a hitch. She didn’t know what she’d done to deserve a friend as selfless, dedicated, and self-sacrificing as Jessica, but she was so grateful for her. Jessica went all in and gave the performance of a lifetime. She flipped the cafeteria upside down and had several of their classmates running for their lives. The sisters were trying to hone in on her from several angles, but she effortlessly dodged them, jumping up and down on tables, hopping over chairs, throwing dishes and silverware, flipping over tables, and screaming nonsensical complaints at the top of her lungs.

Mia stood in the doorway for several minutes, humorously watching her friend perform her magic. She couldn’t make herself turn away. It was over the top entertaining. She got off on seeing some of those heartless, insensitive nuns afraid and helpless. One of them even screamed someone should call the police. Mia got a good laugh out of that one. Her heart lurched with sadness when her eyes focused on Eve. She still wasn’t over how she’d cornered and threatened her the night before. The memory of the dark, sinister look in her beady eyes still made her skin crawl. She felt a sense of smug satisfaction at the look of fear on Eve’s face while she watched Jessica behaving like a bull in a china shop.

That’s what that bitch gets, she bitterly thought to herself. She should’ve asked Jessica to bash her over the head with one of the chairs for good measure. But not even Mia could ask her friend to risk assault charges for her.

Eve caught her eyes once and held; then she blithely looked away, focusing on Jessica. Mia felt that sense of sorrow in the pit of her stomach again, and it made her angry. Why the fuck did she give a fuck about that old, grotesque-looking woman? She wasn’t that desperate. She had a fine as sin man waiting for her only steps away. Why was she wasting time pining over something she couldn’t explore?

More determined than ever to fuck Lucifer, Mia scrutinized the situation one more time to make sure it was safe, then bolted to the front door. She undid all the latches; then retrieved the master key from her cloak pocket and put it in the door. She flung the door open and peered across the street, seeing Lucifer instantly. He looked scrumptious in his all black with leather jacket. She licked her lips, ready to pounce. His eyes caught hers and held. That delicious, sinister smile tickled the corner of his mouth and before she knew it, he was fast walking across the street towards her, all swag and guts.

“Hurry up!” she hissed to him, looking over her shoulder.

He took the stone-paved steps two at a time and almost fell into her arms. They instantly broke into laughter. Mia worriedly glanced towards the direction of the cafeteria.

“Come on!” she whispered.

She hurriedly locked the door with the master key and replaced all the locks.

“Stay close to the wall; they can’t see us that way.”

“Damn, they have cameras on you guys too? These nuns are fucking crazy.”

“You have no idea.”

And one of them wants to eat my pussy, but she keeps denying it.

Mia’s pussy jumped and she ordered it to be still and behave.

Only get wet for the Devil. Only for the Devil.

He had his hands on her already, so she was halfway there.

“Can they see us out here in the foyer?”

“No,” she assured him. “They only have them in the hallways by our quarters.”

She leaned back against the wall and Lucifer followed suit. They crawled their way down the hallway towards the students’ quarters and reached her room. She pushed him inside and locked her door. Not stopping to take a breath, she immediately turned to him and threw her arms around him, kissing him with intensity. He groaned and put his hands to her chest, massaging her breasts.

“Goddamn, these titties are fucking amazing.”

“Hey,” she said pulling away and teasingly smacking him on the chest. “Don’t use the Lord’s name in vain in his house.”

“Get those clothes off so I can see them tits.”

“I told you we can’t do anything until lockdown. You have to hide in the closet until then.”

“Fuck lockdown and I’m only going in the closet if I can fuck you in it. Show me those tits. Now.”

She playfully rolled her eyes. “Such a gentleman.”

“You don’t want a gentleman, do you? You want the Prince of Darkness with the ten-inch schlong.”

She began taking off her oversized blouse, and he eagerly assisted her.

She rolled her eyes again. “Sure.”

Lucifer stepped back from her and smirked, unzipping his pants. He pulled his dick out and proudly displayed it for her. Mia gawked at it, feeling insane with horniness.

“Holy shit,” she gulped.

“And it’s not even all the way erect yet,” he said, raising a sandy-blond brow.

Mia’s eyes dimmed with arousal. She looked up into his eyes and sensuously continued undressing. She slowly took off her bra and let it drop to the floor. Then she kicked off her penny loafers and unzipped her wool skirt. She shimmied it down to the floor. Lucifer’s eyes darkened with sexual mischief as he eyed her generous chest.

“Holy fuck,” he growled. “Those mother fuckers are going to choke me.”

“Only one way to find out.”

She grabbed him by the back of his neck and pulled his head down to her breasts.

Her eyes drifted in the back of her head and closed as he greedily began sucking them. He held them in his hands and went back and forth between them, tasting them like an expert.

“Yes,” Mia purred.

“Take off your panties,” he growled. “Let me see that pussy.”

Mia’s eyes remained fixed on Lucifer’s tongue and lips on her breasts. She put her thumbs in the crook of her cotton white panties and pulled them down. She stepped out of them and held her breath as Lucifer stopped sucking her tits long enough to gaze in wonder at her bush.

Mia awkwardly covered herself. “They won’t let us use razors here,” she shyly said.

“Take your hands off that pretty pussy,” he softly fussed, moving her hands. He ran his hand over her coarse black hair and licked his lips. “It’s beautiful. I am ready to eat.”

Mia released a breathless sigh. “I am ready to feed you. It’s been a long time for me.”

Lucifer pulled her into his arms and backed her to her bed. “It’s getting ready to be worth it baby.”
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Present Day

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh Lucifer! Lucifer! Lucifer, yes! Yes! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Mia wanted to be quiet. Mia needed to be quiet. But that dick was just too good. Lucifer ate her pussy out for an extended amount of time, and after he’d brought her to explosive orgasms at least four times, he started fucking her with no remorse. He was fucking her hard and fucking her good and she couldn’t get enough. She couldn’t stop watching his dick go in and out of her pussy. Her hands rested on his firm hips; her nails digging into the skin as he fucked the dry spell out of her. This dick had definitely been the wait.

“You feel so good Mia,” he rasped through clenched teeth. “This pussy is so fucking good.”

Mia’s eyes rolled to the back of her head as he began fucking her even harder. His dick was so big it felt like he was ripping her pussy apart, but she wildly got off on the pressure, thickness, and curve of it. The bed rammed against the wall and the sound was intoxicating. The risk she was taking added to the excitement of her rebellion and desire.

“You gotta slow down Luc,” she whispered with a giggle. “You gotta be quiet. Don’t fuck me so hard. They’re going to hear us.”

Lucifer growled in her ear and smacked her ass. “I love to hear you say fuck me. Tell me to fuck you Mia. Say, fuck me Lucifer.”

Tears of pleasure flooded Mia’s eyes as she felt the mounting pressure of an orgasm building in her hips.

“My God,” she whimpered.

“Say it. I want to hear you say it.”

“Lucifer,” she deliriously murmured. Her head restlessly moved back and forth across her pillow. “Lucifer. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me. Yes, fuck me. Just like that. Oh God. Oh God. Oh God. OH GOD!”

Lucifer paused long enough to look down at her, his blue eyes smoldering. He released an evil, dark laugh and bit her nipple hard. She yelped at the immense pleasure it gave her.  “God has nothing to do with this,” he snarled.

He resumed fucking her at a frenetic pace, his eyes holding hers. Lost in a heavy fog of lust, Mia’s eyes briefly drifted away from his to settle by the doorway. Her heavy-lidded eyes immediately widened in alarm at the large, dark presence standing at the closed door. It was Eve! Sister Eve! And she was watching them!

Ice-cold fear crawled through Mia’s veins at the shocking image of her nemesis, enemy, and fantasy lover standing there. She was so still she looked like a statue. But it was the look in her eyes that chilled Mia’s blood. There was anger, yes. Ferocious anger. But also… lust? Jealousy? The emotions changed so fast and were so bipolar it was hard for Mia to gauge which one was more prominent.

Lucifer was oblivious and kept fucking her like the devil he was. And it still felt so good. Even with Eve standing there Mia kept crying out in pleasure and pain. Pain that was as vivid as the pleasure but mixed together it was insatiable.

Mia got off on Eve standing there, being in the room, witnessing it all. Shards of desire enflamed her skin as Eve’s eyes lingered on her bouncing boobs; then moved down to Lucifer’s ass humping up and down on top of her. She slightly moved and walked to the end of the bed, her eyes lingering hungrily on the sight of Mia’s pussy. Mia licked her lips. She knew she wanted her pussy. She could see it in her eyes. She knew Eve hated Lucifer was getting what she didn’t have the nerve to get. To take. To demand.

“That’s right,” she sexily said to Lucifer. She held eye contact with Eve as she spoke the next words. “That’s right keep fucking me. Don’t stop. Don’t you ever stop.”

Eve bared her teeth and Mia defiantly smiled. She ran her hands over Lucifer’s ass and spread her legs even wider.

“That’s right baby. Take that pussy. Fuck me, yes Lucifer.”

Eve’s eyes stretched in horror at the mentioning of his name. Her mouth dropped open in a silent O. Mia deliciously smiled then abruptly stopped and gasped, her face contorting to reveal her impending explosion.

“Oh my God! Oh my God, yes! Yes, Lucifer, yes! I’m going to come! You’re going to make me come baby!”

Lucifer, mumbling profanities and incoherent slurs of lust pounding her even harder and faster, his skin turning red from the valiant effort he was putting in to destroy her excessively wet pussy. Mia closed her eyes and screamed as she erupted. Her legs shook uncontrollably, and her head thrashed against the bed. She was lost, suspended in time, Sister Eve’s presence momentarily forgotten. She felt like she was floating in outer space; in another dimension. She couldn’t see for a moment; felt like she’d been drugged. What had he done to her?

When she came to, Lucifer was still pumping away and speaking dirty words to her. His voice had seemed to drop several octaves; he almost didn’t sound human. The vibrations of illicit tingles still shot through her skin, her bones, her spirit, her entire being. Still holding on to his ass, she blinked away tears and refocused her eyes. She looked down between her legs at Lucifer’s dick thrusting maddeningly inside of her, making her pussy fart with each thrust.

More tears fell. Her tears shocked her. She didn’t know if she was crying from the intensity of the multiple orgasms she’d just experienced, how good his dick was, that she was finally getting some dick after what felt like years and it was good dick, or the fact that Eve had been perversely watching Lucifer fucking her.

Remembering her nemesis was in the room, she dazedly glanced up towards where she’d last seen her. Her eyes widened in fear at the sight of a large, sharp knife that Eve held in her left hand. She screamed when Eve charged towards them with it raised high in the air.

“Lucifer!” she screeched. “Lucifer!”

Lucifer, still caught up in the good pussy he was destroying, kept pumping away like there was no tomorrow.

“Lucifer!”

She grabbed his back and held on tight, immobilized and silenced when Eve pressed the knife tightly against the side of his neck.

“Get off of her you are disgusting, horrid piece of shit,” she said in a chillingly low voice.

Lucifer stopped and glanced over his shoulder, his eyes widening. “What the fuc- “

“Get off of her, you animal! Now!”

Lucifer moved so fast he fell off the bed. He grabbed the sheets off the bed, exposing Mia’s naked body. She immediately covered herself and turned chagrin, lowering her eyes to the bed. A sickening silence cloaked the room. Mia fearfully glanced up at Eve and saw she was still hovering over Lucifer, the knife now pointed at his broad chest.

Lucifer’s fiery blue eyes glowered at the statuesque nun and he bared his teeth. “Are you fucking out of your mind?” he growled.

Undeterred, Eve leaned in closer to him and spoke through her tightly clenched teeth, “You have thirty seconds to put on your clothes and get out of here. If you’re not gone by then, I swear to God, I will kill you where you sit.”

A challenge flared in Lucifer’s eyes. He stayed still. Defiant. A dangerous smirk lifted the side of his mouth. Eve didn’t move either. She held the knife still. All she had to do was press once and Lucifer would be ended. Mia bit her fingers watching them, alternately afraid out of her mind and grotesquely turned on at the events taking place. This was nuts.

“Do you know who you’re fucking with?” Lucifer quietly asked Eve.

“Do you know who you’re fucking with?” Eve issued back.

Lucifer haltingly looked over at Mia, who remained quiet and still. He looked back at Eve and raised his eyebrows.

“You want to move so I can get dressed bitch?”

Eve looked at him for a moment; then smiled in satisfaction and stood upright, taking a small step back. Mia’s eyes followed her every move. Her height seemed to swallow the room in that moment.

Lucifer swore under his breath and stood to his feet. He was in no hurry, nor was he fazed by the crazed nun with the knife seeing him naked. He watched her as he put his clothes on, taking his time.

“Five seconds,” Eve said.

He sucked his teeth at her and stepped into his shoes. He headed for the door and briefly stopped to glanced back at Mia. Mia kept her eyes glued to Eve. He shook his head and sucked his teeth again. He opened the door and stopped when he saw the small gathering of nuns and young adult females loitering in the hallway.

“Hope you enjoyed the show,” he sarcastically said. He arrogantly squared his shoulders; then walked down the hallway, towards the front door.

Eve stoically walked to Mia’s’ door and fastened her eyes on their shocked audience. “Go back to your rooms,” she firmly ordered. “All of you. Now.”

Some of them weren’t quick to move and kept their eyes trained on the knife Eve still tightly held in her hands.

“Everything’s fine,” she evenly said, smiling stiffly. “Go back to your rooms. Right now. We will have a meeting first thing tomorrow.”

The nun and student paparazzi scurried away, glancing back over their shoulders in worry and disbelief.

Eve walked back into the bedroom and slammed the door, her eyes hard on Mia’s trembling form.

“You. Get dressed. And follow me. Now.”

She carelessly tossed Mia’s discarded clothes towards her and turned her back, waiting.

“Where are we going?”

Sister Eve stayed quiet.

“Sister…? Where are you taking me?”

The nun turned to her and fixed her with a hard glare. “Get. Dressed.” She resumed her stance.

Mia looked at her for a moment; then clumsily got dressed. She wiped away tears of embarrassment and struggled to stay silent. Her heart was drumming wildly in her chest and she felt sick. She felt humiliated. Embarrassed. A small sliver of defiance was wafting through her chest and she was still reeling from that amazing fuck, but she was beyond scared of what punishment awaited her. She couldn’t help feeling that all this lying and game playing wasn’t worth it. Especially if it did more damage to her already sordid reputation. And Jesus Christ, what would her parents think if they found out?

“Let’s go!”

Mia scrambled off the bed and weakly followed behind Eve when she opened the door and went out the room. The hallway was deserted. It was so quiet throughout the building you could hear a pin drop. Save from the battery-operated lanterns that lined the halls, it was dark throughout the floor. Eve headed towards the back of the building and opened the squeaky wooden door that led to the basement.

Mia hedged and took a step back. Eve was taking her to the dungeon! She didn’t want to go back down there! This time the punishment might be so severe she’d be down there a whole month!

“Eve… Sister… I… Wait…”

Eve slowly turned to her and gave her a look that was so cold it should’ve turned her to stone. Mia unhappily relented and walked past her, going down the stairs. Eve slammed the door hard and followed behind her, her hard shoes sounding like drums on the uneven floor. They made their way to the Purgatory Room. Once there, Eve flung the door open and pushed Mia inside. Mia landed on the bed on her hands and knees. She glanced over her shoulder at Eve as she slammed the door shut and turned on the lone light in the room.

She crossed her arms and looked at Mia, her face still hard as stone; her eyes dangerously narrowed. Her pink thin lips were in a hard, disapproving line.

“You’ve been a very bad girl Mia,” she said in that low, condescending voice. “A very bad girl indeed.”

Mia fully sat down on the bed and put her hands up. “Now Sister…”

Sister Eve slowly paced in front of her. “Now what do you think we should do with you? Hmm? What do you think would be a legitimate punishment for that disgusting act you pulled?’’

Feeling helpless, Mia shut her mouth and thought for a moment. “Is Jessica okay?”

Eve looked at her like she was nuts; then let out a loud, sarcastic howl. “Jessica? Are you fucking serious?”

Mia flinched at her choice of words and lowered her eyes to the floor. “I just want to make sure she’s okay,” she quietly said.

“I think you should be more concerned about what’s going to happen to you.”

Mia silently looked at her.

“Let me guess. She was an integral part of this little stunt too, huh?”

Mia refused to answer. Defiant again, she crossed her arms.

“You have a lot of balls, I tell you that. A hell of a lot of balls. But you made a grave mistake little girl. You’ve been taking my kindness for weakness for a long time- “

“Kindness?! Are you fucking serious?!”

Sister Eve’s eyes pierced hers. “What you did today, was the ultimate show of disrespect. Not only to me and my sisters and your peers, but yourself. You should have more respect for yourself than to just let some random thug into your sacred covenant. He doesn’t deserve it. You should think more highly of yourself than that.”

“I wanted to fuck him. So I did.”

Eve tightly closed her eyes and sighed hard. She looked at Mia and approached her with her finger pointed. “You think this is a game little girl. But it’s not. What you endured before with your little shenanigans is a cakewalk compared to the punishment you’re going to get tonight.”
 

“Oh really? And what punishment is that Sister?”

Eve reached beneath her habit and produced a large wooden paddle. Mia’s mouth dropped open when she saw it. The fuck? How many objects did this chick have hidden in her habit?

“What are you going to do with that?” she shrieked.

Eve primly sat down on the only chair in the room and raised her chin. “Undress and lay over my lap.”

“Excuse me?”

“You will be severely punished for the stunt you pulled tonight. But it will be my punishment and my choice of what kind of punishment.”

“You’re going to beat me?”

Eve plaintively looked at her, a hint of a smile covering her thin lips. “You will be spanked. It is a form of discipline.”

“Like hell.”

“Get over here on my lap. Now.”

“NO!”

Before she knew what was happening, she was yanked off the bed with one hand and thrown over Eve’s lap. Her skirt was pulled up and her panties were pulled down and off in one swift motion.

Uncharacteristically frightened out of her mind, Mia struggled to move. “Wait- “

Eve held her tight and leaned down to her ear, whispering harshly. “You like playing with people? Defying rules and making a fool out of me?” She landed the paddle down on Mia’s soft caramel ass with a brutal slap. Mia yelped and grabbed Eve around the thighs.

“Sister please- “

“This is what you want, right? You like it rough? You liked it rough with him?”

“Please stop! It hurts!”

“Good!” Eve slapped her hard on the ass with the paddle again, speaking between slaps. “You get away with everything! We have been more than patient with you, but you just want to keep making a fool out of us! You ungrateful, spoiled little bitch!”

Mia’s eyes stung with tears and she jumped with each brutal whip.

“You defiled our church; our school! You made a mockery out of this institution! Doing disgusting, ungodly, vile things with that thug! That no-good, classless, uneducated, and worthless thug! This is what you get for being disobedient and disrespectful! THIS. IS. WHAT. YOU. GET!” Those words were emphasized with slaps as they were spoken.

Mia began to sob from the unbearable pain. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry Sister! I didn’t mean to!”

“Of course you did! You did it to get back at me! To make me angry! To defy me! I will not stand for that type of disrespect, you hear me?! Never again!” She pushed Mia off her lap and the younger woman hit the floor with the sickening thug. She curled into a ball and looked up at Eve, her eyes flooded with tears and wide with fear.

Eve sat in the chair breathing hard and scowling down at her, still holding the paddle. Her eyes scanned the lower region of Mia’s naked body and lingered on her bush and wide hips. She licked her lips and clutched the paddle. Again, Mia witnessed the struggle between good and evil. Sinner and saint. Disgust and admiration. Unbridled lust. It was consuming the older woman. Mia felt it in her veins; all through her body. Like a sickness embedding itself in her soul and spirit, it revitalized her. Fascinated her. Thrilled her.

They sat and watched one another for what felt like lifetimes. Mia still felt humiliated and ashamed. But that other hurricane of emotions… Curiosity, rebellion, and lust were winning the battle of wills.

“Goddamn you,” Eve whispered in a strange, timid voice. “Goddamn you Mia.”

She turned her back on Mia. Mia just sat there, still stewing but also strangely emotional. Emotional for what? She stilled herself and drew her shoulders tightly to her neck. She slowly stood to her feet and wiped her eyes, staring at Eve’s broad back. As tall as the strange woman was, she seemed small in that instant. Fragile.

The silence stretched.

“I’m sorry,” Eve quietly said. “I’m sorry I hurt you. That wasn’t my intention.”

“Bullshit.”

Eve kept talking as if she didn’t hear her. “I didn’t mean to get that angry and violent. Jealousy has always been my weakness when it comes to women. And God knows… You girl. You make me… you make me weak. And I hate it.” 

Mia tucked her bottom lip in and bit it, attentively listening. 

“It’s like I lose all sense of rhyme and reason around you. It’s like I have no control. Bursts of rage interposed with uncontrollable urges to do things I thought I had suppressed ages ago. I worked so hard to overcome my… ungodly desires and you ruined all of that the moment I first laid eyes on you.” 

Mia’s heart skidded and skipped. “Really?” she quietly asked, eyes wide. 


Eve shamefully looked at her. “Really.” 

Mia was a quiet for a moment; then thoughtfully tilted her head. “So, you are a lesbian? And you are attracted to me. That was me you were talking about with Sister Rose.” 

Eve twisted her lips and looked away, refusing to answer. 

“I don’t like you Eve,” Mia shakily confessed. “In fact, I’d say I hate you. You’ve done nothing but cause me grief and trouble since I got here.” 

Eve yanked her head back around to glare at Mia. “And you think you haven’t done the same to me?” 

“This dynamic you and I have going on is weird and strange. And I don’t know if I like it either.” 

Eve’s rage changed to sobering self-pity. “It’s very unhealthy. Ungodly.” 

Mia ruefully twisted her lips. “Neither one of us can claim to know God.” 

“It’s certainly not healthy.” 

“You’re telling me? I mean, look at me. You spanked me like some disobedient, unruly child and I’m standing here talking to you instead of reporting you or calling the cops.” 

Eve’s eyes widened in fear. “Please don’t do that. I really am sorry.” 

Mia defensively crossed her arms, covering her chest. “I would’ve done it by now if that was my intention.” 


Eve was unnervingly quiet. 


Mia struggled to fill the silence. “As much as I can’t stand you sometimes… As much as the sight of you repulses me, there’s also a part of me that’s extremely intrigued by you and this… Whatever it is.” 

“I liked it and I shouldn’t have.”

Mia tilted her head and strained to hear Eve. She was talking so softly. “Huh?”

“I enjoyed seeing you with him and I shouldn’t have watched, and I shouldn’t have wanted it, but I did.”

Mia swallowed thickly. “What are you saying?”

Eve senselessly rambled on. “It was you I was talking about with Sister Rose.

I loved seeing your response to him. I loved seeing him with his mouth down there. God help me I did. I liked watching him take you and you giving it to him so willingly. I wished it was me. I wished it was me on top of you. I wished it was me taking you Tasting you and making you scream. And I know I can do a better job.” 

Eve rolled her eyes skyward and chuckled dryly. “Jesus. I was almost praying it could be me. Doing those things… that peasant was doing to you. My hands. My mouth. My tongue. All of it. Moving… down there.”

Mia stared at her in disbelief. “You saw that? All of it?”

“I was watching the entire time. I wasn’t fooled at all by that stunt your friend pulled. I saw you watching from the hallway. Then I saw you go to the door. I saw you let him in. I saw the two of you sneaking down the hall and I waited until you were… preoccupied and then I let myself in. You were too caught up in the moment to notice, I guess.”

Eve grimly smirked. “You are the last woman I should want. Hell, you’re hardly even a woman. You’re 18, childish, silly, and immature. You’re rebellious and a shit starter. You love drama and thrive off of it. You are no good for me or to yourself. But I want you. I can’t stand thinking about you. I can’t stand feeling like that. But I can’t stop wanting you - “

Mia was extremely perplexed. “Then why have you been so nasty and mean and rude to me - “

“Christ Child, aren’t you paying attention? I was fighting it. Fighting myself! Tonight, I was angry about what you did. It was disrespectful and just cruel and heartless… But I like that about you, sick as it sounds. You don’t care. That’s very refreshing. Again, I’m sorry, I…” She carelessly tossed the paddle to the side. “I’m sorry.”

Mia’s heart was still beating way too fast. Her lips quirked in a sardonic smile. “Under any other circumstances I might’ve liked it. I’ve always been a sucker for spankings.”

Eve rolled her eyes again. “Christ.”

Mia wanted to move, go to her, reach out to her, something. But she was still so uncharacteristically afraid. She feared Eve’s rejection; feared her rebuttal. Her lips were saying one thing; she could literally feel the sexual energy oozing off of her but she was scared she’d push her away if she went for it. She wanted Eve’s hands on her something awful. Wanted to try the old lady. See if older women were as good as older men.

“Jesus,” she chuckled.

Eve furtively glanced back at her in question. Her eyes stretched as if she was seeing her naked for the first time, and she yanked her eyes away. “You might want to put your clothes back on and get out of here. The elders will be coming to look for us soon. I need to get back as well.”

Mia wiggled her toes on the bare floor but her feet wouldn’t move.

Go to her. Go to her now. Make a move. She’s waiting on you.
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Not hearing her move, Eve looked over her shoulder at Mia again. “You need to put your clothes on and leave.”

Emboldened, Mia heaved a huge sigh and cautiously started towards Eve.

Eve frowned. “What are you doing?” When Mia kept coming, she tensed and stepped back. She kept going until her back pressed against the closed door.

Mia stopped directly in front of her and tenderly looked at her. She raised her hand to the older woman’s face and gently touched it. Eve cringed and tried to move away. “What are you doing?”

She gasped when Mia put her hand to her habit and snatched it off, throwing it to the floor. Mia watched in fascination as waves of golden-brown hair tumbled to Eve’s broad shoulders. She thickly swallowed.

“You have beautiful hair,” she whispered. “One would never guess.” She began running her fingers through the tousled waves.

Eve cringed and shook her head. “Don’t. We can’t.”

“You’re actually a decently attractive woman. When you’re not being a cold-hearted bitch.”

Eve looked beyond frightened. Attempting to calm her, Mia put her hands on either side of her face, stood on her tiptoes, and pulled Eve’s head down to softly kiss her lips. Eve’s gasp was tremulous. “What are you doing?” she weakly moaned again.

Mia boldly looked into her eyes. “Giving you what you want.”

She leaned up to kiss Sister’s lips again. This time the kiss was hard. And lingering. Eve’s lips were surprisingly soft. And very inviting.

“Oh my God,” Eve whimpered, pressing weakly against Mia’s shoulders.

Beyond turned on, Mia opened her mouth and boldly inserted her tongue inside Eve’s mouth. Eve collapsed against her, still fighting hard to resist.

“I can’t,” she kept whispering. “I can’t.”

“Don’t I feel good to you Sister?”

“Yes, but - “

“I am beyond wet right now. You want to feel my pussy?”

Mia grabbed Eve’s hand and pushed it hard against her center. The moan that escaped both of them as Eve’s cool hand made contact with Mia’s warm pussy was dark and ominous.

“That feel good to you Sister?” Mia snaked her tongue around Eve’s lips. “You like the way my pussy feels?”

Eve’s hand curled against Mia’s twat. “My God,” she croaked.

“We are sick,” Mia darkly whispered in the nun’s ear. “We are twisted. Both of us are dangerous. And I love that.”

Eve stopped touching her and shook her head, gazing at Mia in disbelief. “How can you want me to touch you after what I… After what I just did to you? I hurt you. Made you cry.”

Mia indifferently shrugged. “Like I said. I’m a twisted bitch. And so are you. Can you imagine what kind of damage we can do to one another sexually?”

She thrust her tongue in Eve’s mouth again and this time, Eve kissed her back, no longer in control and loving it. The kiss was wild, passionate, and all-consuming. They barely came up for air, their lips opening and closing repeatedly, their tongues exploring, their hands everywhere.

“Touch my titties,” Mia harshly demanded. “Touch them like you’ve been dying to. I see you staring at them all the time.”

She placed Eve’s hands against her breasts and her knees almost gave way when the older woman began squeezing and kneading them and bouncing them.

“Yes,” Mia purred, pressing against her. “Yes Eve. Just like that.”

“You feel amazing.”

“Kiss me.”

Their lips married each-other once more; the moans vibrated from their mouths, sounding painful and desperate. Eve’s hands on her healthy titties was feverish, clumsy, gentle, and rough all at the same time.

The Sister abruptly pulled away from her and lustfully stared down at Mia’s mountainous globes. “Your titties are more beautiful and way bigger than I ever imagined. I want to suck them so goddamn bad.” 

Mia’s weak thighs squeezed together. She felt so out of control she should’ve been frightened, but she wasn’t. They both needed this. They had been denying one another and their careless, forbidden feelings for a long time. To hell with fighting it. 

She grabbed her breasts and held them up for Eve. “Go ahead.” 

Eve leaned down to indulge her fantasy and gasped with delight when Mia slapped her titties back and forth across her face. “Oh baby!” 


“You like that? You like me slapping you with my titties?” 

“Oh baby, yes.” She slapped Mia hard on the ass and Mia helplessly groaned. “Slap me with those tits, dirty girl. YES!” 

Mia released her titties and used her chest to slap her breasts back and forth across Eve’s face. Eve grabbed her by her bare ass and squeezed. She massaged her hips and closed her eyes, her face illuminated by the unadulterated joy she was feeling of having her dream girl’s titties in her face. 


Opening her mouth, she bared her teeth and clamped down on one of Mia’s nipples. Mia yelped and looked down at her in surprise, grabbing her mass of hair and pulling hard. Eve yanked her head back and forth, growling as she nipped Mia’s puckered nipple. 

“Oh my God, how I’ve longed to have these massive tits in my mouth. In my hands; in my face!” 

She grabbed both breasts and began greedily sucking, licking, and kissing them. 

Mia cried out and threw her head back. “Oh my God!” 

Eve backed her to the bed and sat her down. Her mouth was still glued to Mia’s tits as she began undressing herself. Mia watched through heavy eyes as Eve’s naked body came into view. She had a pretty decent body for her age. Her breasts were small but perky and her ass, quite wide and visually appealing, had a surprising lift to it. Feeling greedy, Mia grabbed her by the ass and ran her hands all over it, fascinated. 

Eve continued to inhale her breasts while Mia explored her body, stopping at her breasts to twist and pull on her nipples. 

“Jesus Eve,” she delightfully gasped. “You have very nice titties.” 

Her eyes widened in surprise when Eve yanked her hands off of her and thrusted them behind her back. 

“No touching,” she growled, pausing to darkly gaze into her eyes. “This night is all about me pleasing you. Fulfilling my fantasy.” 

Mia teasingly smiled. “Well, you get no complaints from me.” 

“I want to do all kinds of nasty and disgusting things to your body.”
  

“And I want to let you.” 

Eve deeply kissed her; then pulled away to ogle her body. “My God. You really are stunningly beautiful.” She ran the back of her hand over Mia’s chest and Mia arched towards her. “You have the body of a goddess. Lucky for you, I am well-versed at knowing my way around a woman’s body.” 

“Lucky me,” Mia purred. 

When Eve began kissing and touching her again, Mia realized she was lucky indeed. Her mind was blown that a woman she’d hated so much and had literally wanted to murder, was making her body feel so amazing. She was an expert. Mia didn’t have to give instruction or redirect her in any way. It wasn’t lost on her that less than an hour before, Lucifer had been fucking the shit out of her and she was giving the pussy up like a champion. She was sure it was on Eve’s mind too. But neither of them spoke on it. They were lost in the moment. 

Mia pleasingly sighed when Eve grabbed one of her breasts and held it in her hands, lengthily sucking it. She went to the other and did the same, going back and forth between the two for minutes, staring at them as she did. Her hand drifted down to the river between Mia’s legs and she aggressively began fingering her. 

“Oh yes!” Mia screamed. “Oh yes. Oh yes.”
  

Eve kept her lips and tongue glued to Mia’s DDD wonders while she fingered her with one, two; then three fingers. Mia opened her legs wider to her and used her hands to pump her body up and down against Eve. 

“Fuck yes, you dirty girl. Fuck my hand.” 

“Oh Eve.” 

“Call me Sister. I like that.” 

A wave of flaming lust encapsulated Mia’s body. “Yes Sister. Yes. Play in my pussy. Your fingers feel so good. Oh my God, I can’t believe how incredible you are at this.” 

“Wait until you feel my tongue.” 

Eve situated herself on her knees until she was comfortable and peered lustfully into Mia’s saturated pussy. She put the heel of her hand to it and pressed firmly. Mia let out a long, agonizing moan. Eve trailed her fingers through the fine hair down there and slowly licked her lips. 

“How often I laid in bed at night, fantasizing about what your pussy looked like. I wanted to eat your pussy the first moment I laid eyes on you.” 


Eve’s pussy throbbed in response and her chest jerked. 

“I thought about running my tongue all around inside of you.” She stuck out her tongue and slowly licked Mia’s cunt from top to bottom. 


“Oh my God,” Mia panted. 

“This hair down here… It is truly the sexiest thing ever. I love a hairy pussy.”
  

She mushed her face against her and ran her face all over it, licking the hairs. 

Mia was coming undone. “My God Eve…” 

Eve’s eyes were sinister and playful as she assessed her young lover. “You ready for me to eat this pussy dirty girl?” 

“Yes. Yes please.” 

Mia’s eyes tightened around the corners and her hands clenched the sheets when Eve’s tongue made direct contact with her pussy. 


“Oh my God!” Mia moaned, staring down at Eve in fascination. 

Eve’s mouth, tongue, and lips were everywhere at once on Mia’s pretty, thick bush. 

“My God you taste so good,” she groaned with a mouth full of pussy. “So goddamn good.” 

“Oh Sister, yes. Oh! Oh! Oh! OH! OHHHHHH! OH!” 


Eve massaged her titties; then moved them down to Mia’s wide ass, using her hips to move Mia’s pussy back and forth to her mouth. 

“Mmmm,” she painfully moaned. “Mmmm. Mmmm. Mmm. So, fucking delicious. Such a delicious, sweet pussy.” 

Mia’s eyes filled with tears as she watched Eve’s mouth fuck her pussy. Her legs trembled. She bent them back and kept her eyes trained on Eve’s face. The older woman was so amorous, so hypnotized by her pussy. The taste, smell, and feel of her. She murmured dirty words to her as she ate her with an aggression that might’ve been frightening if it wasn’t so incredible. 

“Eat me Sister Eve. Eat it. Eat my pussy.” 

“Mmm-hmm!” 

“Oh, I love it. I love it!” 

Lost, Mia’s head tilted back and moved deliriously back and forth. A noise got her attention and she heavily lifted her head to glance towards the hallway. Her eyes widened in alarm when she saw Sister Rose standing there watching them, her eyes a mixture of shock, disgust, and sadness. Undeterred, Mia put her hand down to Eve’s roaming head and held tight, watching the Sister. Cries of pleasure and delight rained from her bee-stung lips. She kept her eyes trained on Sister Rose, hoping she was enjoying the show. 


She wasn’t. Repulsed, Sister Rose grabbed her stomach and her mouth and immediately bolted from the hallway, her loafers making vivid screeching noises along the way. 

Eve’s head jerked up and she looked towards the hallway, her face glistening and her mouth dripping from the overflowing juices of Mia’s pussy. “What was that?” she croaked. 


“I have a feeling you’re not going to have a job after tonight,” Mia said with an ironic smile. 

Eve curiously looked at her. 

“We had an audience. Sister Rose.” 

Terror highlighted Eve’s gray eyes. “What?” 

“She didn’t look too happy.” 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” 

Mia nonchalantly shrugged. “I was kind of caught up in the moment. I kind of got off on it too. Kind of like I did when you were watching me. With him.” Mia’s eyes darkened with mischief as she waited on Eve’s reaction. 

Eve’s own eyes dulled with jealousy. “Oh yeah?” 

“Yes.”
  

“Well, let me get back to eating this pussy so that bastard can be gone from your thoughts immediately.” She yanked Mia’s pussy towards her and pushed her down on the bed, leaving her legs on her shoulders. 

A gasp of delight arched Mia’s chest. Her hands fell behind her head. Her eyes closed as Eve began hungrily tasting her again. 


“Oh, Sister Eve,” she whimpered. 

“Tell me I eat your pussy better than him.” She slapped Mia’s ass hard and nipped her clit. Mia yelped and grabbed the sheets. “Tell me.” 


“You eat my pussy so much better than him Sister. You’re the best. The best I’ve ever had.” 

Oddly enough, it was true. 

Eve senselessly fucked her pussy with her tongue and Mia grabbed her titties, squeezing them. 


“You’re telling me the truth?” 

“Yes Sister.” 

“This pussy is just going to be mine from now on?” 

“Holy fuck, yes. Just keep doing what you’re doing.” 

“I never want to come from down here. This is the best pussy ever.” 

Eve commenced to eating Mia’s pussy for several more minutes. She drew orgasm after orgasm out of the younger woman and each scream that erupted from Mia was louder than the last. No one else came down looking for them. They didn’t hear a peep. Save from Eve’s obnoxious slurping, dark hypnotizing moans and Mia’s screaming, it was quiet as an empty church down there. 

After Mia had come from what seemed like the hundredth time, Eve rose from her feet and stood in front of her. 

“Look what special toy I have for you Angel,” she slurred. 

Mia weakly opened her eyes. She grinned with juvenile delight at the long, flesh-colored member dangling from between Eve’s thick thighs. 


“Where on earth did you get that?” 

“I always wear it.” 

Mia raised a brow. “I didn’t see it before.” 

“Maybe because you were distracted.” 


“You’ve been wearing that beneath your habit for how long?” 

“I got it in town a couple of weeks ago during one of our weekly “outings”. I’ve been wearing it ever since.” 

Mia mocked being shocked. “In the holy place?” 

Eve leaned forward and licked Mia’s plumps lips. “All. Day. Long.” 

“They have sex shops in town? Damn. I wish I would’ve known. I would’ve bought out the whole store.” 

“I actually got it during my… spiritual cleansing. I was alone, so… No one saw me buy it. Well, except the salesgirl. You should’ve saw her face when I walked in there.” She cackled shamelessly. 


Mia’s heart thudded with excitement. Eve was an undercover freak for real, for real. “Shame!” 

Eve stroked it and unflinchingly watched Mia’s reactions. “You want it? You want me to fuck you with it?” 

Mia bit her lip and nodded. 

“I want to fuck you desperately with it.” Eve dove towards her, wrapped her arms around her and kissed her with an insane amount of passion. 


Mia loudly moaned and grabbed Eve by the ass, rubbing aggressively. She moved her body against hers in a silent plea. Eve lowered her to the bed and climbed on top of her. She grabbed her strap-on by the head and plunged it into Mia’s pussy. 

Mia winced and cringed. 

“Does that hurt?” 

“Still sore from - “ 

She stopped when she saw the look of quiet anger in Eve’s eyes. She shrugged in apology. “The boy is blessed,” she unapologetically said. 

“I’m going to fuck your pussy better than he ever did,” Eve spat through her teeth. 

Fake dick; real dick. Mia didn’t know how that would be possible. But then Eve began moving. She thrusted inside of Mia with a raw, untamable urgency. Mia’s eyes stretched in surprise and then pleasure as her new lover expertly fucked her. 

“Oh,” she tremulously cried out. “Oh!” 

“You’re so goddamn beautiful,” Eve growled, biting her lips. “I want to fuck you until you cry. I want to goddamn destroy this pretty pussy.” 

Mia opened her legs wider and held on to Eve’s ass for dear life as she continued to pump away. “Eve! Eve! Oh Sister! Sister! Sister, fuck me yes! Yes!” 


Eve grabbed Mia’s hands and put them behind her head, holding her down. 

Playful mischievousness flashed in Mia’s seductive brown eyes. They slightly dulled with helplessness. Eve’s fake dick felt so good it was hard to see. Her eyes darted from Eve to the ceiling, to the doorway behind her; then closed to open and look back at Eve and back at the ceiling. 

Eve was moving like a woman who had been fucking women for decades. There was nothing timid or unsure about her routine at all. It was a complete departure from how uptight and frigid she seemed all the time. All of that sexual tension was letting loose and bursting at the seams like a wildfire. Her thick hair hung in her face, her gray eyes took in Mia’s jiggling big titties as she moved; she watched her dick plowing in and out of Mia’s tight hole. Mia’s pussy was so aroused and juicy with wetness it was farting like it had with Lucifer and the sound drove Eve mad. She began fucking her even harder. 

“Sister! Sister!” 

“I love fucking you baby. I love fucking you. I love watching my dick in you. I love making you scream.” 

Mia rewarded her by screaming like a banshee but there was nothing fake about it. Eve’s lovemaking was better than most men she’d been with and almost top notch with Lucifer’s. She was almost certain nothing would ever top him. 


She had certainty fucked more than one guy in one day before. But a man and a woman? A devil and a nun? In a building that housed not only a church but a plethora of nuns? This was wilder than her most insane fantasies. 


Eve and Mia continued to fuck uninterrupted for minutes, the wild and untamable animalistic lust between them encapsulating the room and almost swallowing them alive. They changed positions several times. Mia was on top; Eve fucked her from the back; Mia stood up and bent over touching her toes; Eve fucked her against the wall. And Mia was still coming with each position. She felt bad. She wanted Eve to come too. But Eve insisted on doing all the work. So, Mia let her have at it. 

Eve had the energy of a 21-year-old man in his sexual prime. She fucked Mia like her pussy held the key to everlasting youth. In their final stretch, she had her arms over the side of Mia’s body, fucking her from a sideways angle. She and Mia both watched her dick going in and out of her. Their fucking was so intense it took Mia’s breath away. Sex was always a wild, transformative experience but fucking a woman just brought a different energy. It was chaotic. Visceral. The forbidden aspect what she was doing, who she was doing it with, and their age and multitude of differences seemed heightened everything. 

“Don’t stop fucking me Sister Eve,” she dazedly drawled, her eyes rolling to the back of her head. Her head writhed back and forth on the pillow. “Don’t stop fucking me, please.” 

“I love your sweet pussy Mia. I love it so much. I want to eat it again.” 

Eve pulled out of her, got on her knees, placed her hands beneath Mia’s ass and dove back in, licking and snacking away. 

“Oh my God, yes,” Mia gasped, bending her knees and arching to Eve’s greedy mouth. “Yes, yes. Eat it. Eat it. Just like that. Just like that. That’s right baby.” 


Eve moaned in response, eating Mia’s pussy zealously. Mia’s legs started trembled again and wouldn’t stop. The sound of Eve lapping at her pussy made goosebumps prickle up on her skin. The sound was salacious and delicious. She watched Eve with heavy lidded eyes and was captivated by the muscles moving in her arms as she pulled Mia’s hips back and forth; by her wild, tousled hair; by her small perky tits as they brushed against Mia’s thighs. Mia wanted to explore her. Touch her. She wanted to get to know the female form. Sooner than later. But for now… 

“Oh God!” she croaked. “Oh God!”  


Her whole body convulsed as a tsunami of orgasms stampeded through her. Her eyes fluttered closed and she instantly passed out. 
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She didn’t know how much time had passed when she was roused awake by the sound of what sounded like 100 footsteps clamping against the hardwood floor, rushing towards them. She struggled to open her eyes; then smiled in her sleep when she felt warm arms embracing her. 

“We have an audience,” she heard Eve whisper in her ear. 

She lazily opened her eyes to look up at Eve; then winced when she looked towards the doorway and saw a multitude of senior nuns standing there watching them. There had to be at least ten of them, including Sister Rose. The look of shock, disgust, and pure hatred was evident on their faces. 


“Cover yourselves,” Sister Rose spat through clenched teeth. “Cover yourselves at once!” 

Mia looked down and reddened when she saw that although Eve was holding her around the waist, they were both still naked and exposed to the Gods and their so-called saints. 

“Oops,” Eve giggled, covering her mouth. She slightly covered herself and Mia with the drenched sheet. 

“Eve,” one of the other elders said with a look of genuine sorrow in her eyes. “Eve, how could you? How could you? I am so disappointed. So sad and horrified for you.” 

“Funny because I’m happy as hell for myself. You have no idea the amount of joy, pure lust, and euphoria I’ve experienced over the last couple of hours.” 

The elder sucked her teeth and hissed, waving Eve off. She turned her head away and tightly crossed her arms. 


“Aren’t you happy Mia?” Eve asked, looking down at her tenderly. 


Mia timidly looked up at her. She softened under her lover’s intense gaze of adoration and nodded, blushing. 

“See?” Eve asked them, defiantly looking over at them. “No shame here. At all.” 

“You have defiled our sacred space,” Sister her name continued to rant. “You have shamed all of us. Your sin is reeking through this entire building. Our home is destroyed. You committed the sin but Jesus will make us all pay for it. You will never inherit the kingdom of the Father!”
  

“You knew what we were doing down here and you didn’t stop us. You must’ve been enjoying it yourselves. As for not inheriting the kingdom, I’m good with that. I don’t want to go anywhere that does not allow me the luxury of sinking my entire face in this sweet ass pussy.” She put her finger to Mia’s still wet snatch and stroked it. She licked her finger and winked at the nuns. Mia turned bright red but was immensely turned on.  


Sister Rose clenched her fists, raised them, and raced towards them, screaming like a wild animal. 

“Sister Rose!” one of the elders yelled, holding her back. 

“You get out of here! You get your disgusting, immoral selves out of here! I want you gone now!” She threw Mia’s clothes at her but held back Eve’s habit and cloak. “These will have to be destroyed and burned.” 

“Whatever am I going to wear out of here then?” Eve asked, taunting her. “You want me to parade through the halls naked?” 

“You will leave this convent through the basement door in the back. I don’t care if you freeze to death out there. You will not make a further mockery of our Lord and Savior or our church by wearing the holy adornments.” 


“Thank God, because that shit was too hot anyway.” Eve helped Mia to her feet and wrapped the bedsheet around herself. Mia quietly got dressed. 

“I will see to it you’re not hired at another parochial school, house of worship, or convent here or anywhere else!” 

“That’s good, because I’m tired of living a lie. I love eating pussy and I don’t intend on stopping now that I’ve got my taste buds back. Ever!” 

With that, Eve grabbed Mia by the hand and shuffled her way towards the back of the basement, towards the exit. The nuns stared after them in judgmental silence. Sister Rose continued to rant and rave and scream. 

“Lordy, that woman is batshit crazy,” Mia said when they’d closed the basement door behind them. 

“What do you expect after she saw my face smothered in your pussy?” 

Mia quietly looked at her. “Are you going to be okay?” 

“I’m going to be wonderful as long as you’re with me,” Eve insisted, putting her arms around Mia. 

“We’re both crazy. This is insane.” 

“I know. That’s what makes it so hot.” 

Eve passionately kissed her, rending her silent. She was still amazed that this crazy, hateful acting woman could reduce her to a shameless puddle. 


“What will we do?” Mia asked her, suddenly afraid. “Where will we go?” 

“I’d say first we find a ride and then a room. I am so not done with this body for the night.” 

Thank God. 

“Who’s’ going to give us a ride?” 

Eve indifferently shrugged and started walking. Mia fell into step beside her. “We’ll call an Uber.” 

“I don’t have my phone.” 

Eve stopped and dumbly looked at her. “Neither do I.” 

Mia rolled her eyes and shook her head, putting her head in her hands. “This is nuts. I can’t believe we’re doing this. I can’t believe they saw. I know they’re calling my parents right now. They’re going to be furious.” 

“We’ll worry about that later. Let’s just get out of here.” 


Eve walked up the stone-paved steps, towards the front of the convent. 


“I’m going to miss Jessica,” Mia impulsively said, thinking of her crazy friend and missing her already. 

Eve paused and looked at her, humorously squinting her eyes. “Do I need to worry about Jessica?” 

“Don’t be silly,” Mia giggled, rolling her eyes. “But she was a good friend and that was rare around here.” 


“Yeah. So good you got her to do some crazy, reckless shit at the risk of her own peril.” 

A sound from somewhere near stopped them in their tracks. 


“What was that?” Mia whispered, holding tight to Eve’s arm. 

They soon got their answer. Lucifer seemed to appear from out of nowhere in the shadows. “Ladies,” he said in that smooth, velvety voice Mia appreciated so much. 

Eve put Mia behind her and glared at their intruder. “You.” 

Lucifer’s smile didn’t quite reach his lips. “Me.” 

Eve glared at him and held Mia back, her possessiveness speaking volumes. 

“So, this explains a lot,” Lucifer continued. “Why you were watching us. Why you stopped us. Why you wanted me to leave…”
  

“Because no boys are allowed in the school and you were breaking the rules!” 

“No. Because you wanted what I was getting.” 

Eve just looked at him. 

“All you had to do was ask. I would’ve moved over. We could’ve made it a threesome.” 

“You are repulsive.” 

“And you are a horny little sinner. Just like the rest of us. Hypocrite.” 


Contrite, Eve kept her mouth shut. Lucifer’s eyes glanced over at Mia and soberly smiled. She just looked at him, her body remembering that he had just been inside it less than three hours before and tingling at the memory. 

Mia wanted to roll her eyes. Pussies were just as traitorous as dicks. 


“But I’m not mad at you Sister,” Lucifer said, speaking the last word with sarcasm. “I mean, look at her. I definitely understand your temptation. I mean, I’ve had it. I know how fantastic it is.” 

Eve bared her teeth and started towards him. “You crude, spineless bastard – “ 

“Now, now Sister,” Lucifer said, chuckling and stepping back. “I’m not here to fight. The best man obviously won. I’m just here to help. You guys need to get out of here; I can assist you with that.” 

“We don’t need your help.” 

“No? You don’t want a ride?” He held up a set of keys and shook them. He jerked his head towards a red Camaro strategically parked across the street from the convent. 

Eve suspiciously eyed the vehicle. “That’s your car?” 

“Yep.” 

“You’re offering us a ride?” Mia asked, stepping in front of Eve. Eve pushed her back behind her. Mia rolled her eyes. 

“I will,” Lucifer answered. 

“What do you want in return?” 


Lucifer leered at them two of them. The corner of his mouth lifted in a sinister grin. “I want to watch.” 

Eve piercingly glared at him. “You’re a disgusting animal.” 

“But I’m honest.” 

“No thank you,” Eve brusquely said, grabbing Mia’s hand and shoving past him. “We’ll walk.” 

“We’re in the middle of nowhere. It’ll be dawn before you get where you’re going,” he called after them. 

“Suits me just fine.” 

“Eve, wait,” Mia said, stopping her. 


“What? You’re seriously considering taking that creep up on his offer?” 

“What other choice do we have? We’re almost five miles from the city.” 

“I am not letting that lecherous piece of shit get anywhere near you. Especially after you were together earlier.” 

“I know it’s not… ideal,” Mia said with understanding. “But he’s right. We’re far away from town; it will take us hours to get away from here.” 

Eve peered down at her. “You sure you don’t just want him around because the two of you were together?” 

Mia softly touched her face. “I don’t care about that. I’m with you now. I just want us to get somewhere safe. You’re barely dressed and it’s cold out here.” 


“But… he wants to… watch us.” 

Mia teasingly grinned at her. “Come on. Don’t act like the idea doesn’t turn you on a little bit. You watched him and I together. Now he has to. And he won’t be able to do anything about it either.” 


Mia could see Eve mulling it over in her mind and knew the idea was intriguing to her, despite her aversion to him. 


Eve glanced over at Lucifer. “You’ll just watch? That’s it? And then you’ll leave us alone?” 

Lucifer put his hand to his chest, baring his wolfish teeth into a grin. “Scout’s honor.” 

An hour and a half later, Mia was spread out naked on a bed in a motel, crying out continuously and rubbing her own titties while Eve’s head wildly moved between her legs. Her tongue thrusted in and out of her along with her fingers, while deep, dark moans fell from her lips and her hands sensuously massaged her much younger lover’s big, round hips. 


Lucifer set quietly in the corner of the room on a chair, enjoying the scene and grinning wickedly like the devil he was. He got to enjoy the excommunicated Sister destroying Mia’s pussy for the next couple of hours in various wicked ways; then jubilantly watched Eve fuck Mia’s everlasting pussy with her strap-on. As promised, after he’d gotten his fill, he left. 


“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy that,” Mia teasingly said to Eve, smiling coyly. She was still lying in submission on the bed naked with her legs open. 


Eve glanced back at Lucifer’s retreating form and crookedly smiled. “Revenge is sweet.” She looked back at her concubine and licked her lips, easing back between Mia’s legs. “But so are you.” 

The forbidden lovers were far from done and just getting started. They had the whole night and the rest of their lives to enjoy one another. Eternal damnation be damned. 
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