

Slutty for Sin

By DeeDee Cupps

I had always been called to the church. Ever since my First Communion when I was seven, I knew I wanted to be a nun. I even dressed as a nun every Halloween, that’s how much I wanted to be a nun. But puberty betrayed me, giving me the kind of body women paid fortunes to achieve - long legs, wide hips, large round butt and big breasts. By the time I was sixteen I had been offered modelling contracts and contacted by Hollywood casting agents who had somehow heard about me. I had no idea how, and I turned down every offer. My mother was so proud that I was free from the sins of greed and pride. I never wore makeup, not even at prom, where I was the only girl not showing any cleavage.

It’s not that I judged them - judge not, lest ye be judged. They could do what they liked with their bodies. Just as I was free to do what I wanted with mine. That included covering up what genetics and God had given me. 

As for boys, I’d never been interested. Not the least bit. I knew a lot of boys who wanted to date me, and as politely as I could I let them down. Some of them called me things I wouldn’t care to repeat, but mostly they took it as well as I might have hoped.

I was the second oldest of five kids. My older brother had a football scholarship to State University, and my younger sister was some kind of math genius. When I told my family I was going to become a nun, no one objected. My parents had a party at the church hall, inviting the entire congregation.

Studying to be a nun was a joy to me. Spending my days in service to God and His church was everything I wanted. My soul sang with absolute contentment. Every time I heard my nun name, Sister Anne, it felt more right than the name my parents had given me.

And then she arrived. Dark hair and bright blue eyes, my height, but athletically slender. And dimples when she smiled, which she did, often. My grandma would have insisted there was the devil in that smile. Sister Catherine definitely qualified.

At first it was very subtle. One day she sat next to me at the midday meal. It’s taken in silence, that we might be able to properly appreciate the meal and contemplate gratitude. But that day, she smiled her dimples at me as she sat next to me. I’ll always believe the devil wasn’t in her smile, but in those dimples. Of course I smiled back, I didn’t want to be rude. We finished lunch in silence and I started my rosary, something that brought me comfort ever since my Confirmation when I was eleven and puberty had just started. It had been my grandma’s, given to me at my Confirmation, and I had loved it ever since. I know that nuns are supposed to avoid material attachments in service to God, but surely no one would consider a rosary a material attachment?

But as I silently prayed my Hail Marys, waiting for everyone to finish their meals, I felt Sister Catherine’s elbow push against mine. I finished my prayer and glanced over at her with a questioning smile.

She gave a pointed look at my rosary and mouthed “Nice!” Her bright blue eyes were wide with admiration, and I felt a little flush of … pride, I guess. I shouldn’t have. But knowing that Sister Catherine admired my grandma’s rosary, an unadorned, simple thing of beads of wood worn smooth as glass by the thousands of prayers she and I had prayed while holding them. 

I felt my cheeks warm and knew I must be blushing, then nodded my thanks and went back to my prayer. I heard the scrape of Mother Agnes’ chair, the sound that usually signalled the end of a meal, opened my eyes and began to clear my plate and cup - only to see Sister Catherine had already grabbed hers and mine.

“Sorry for interrupting your rosary,” Sister Catherine said quietly. “I’m too impulsive sometimes. I should have waited until the end of the meal. But it’s just so lovely!”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing again.

“You just can’t help it, can you?” Sister Catherine said. “You’re adorable.”

“Oh goodness,” I said, startled into standing, my face absolutely burning with the blush I’m sure reached into my hairline. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m too impulsive, I know. It’s my cross to bear.”

Her words, so obviously outrageously exaggerated, coupled with the look of utter seriousness, brought a laugh to my lips, and I covered my mouth with my hand.

“Have a good day, Sister Anne,” she said with another dimpled grin, taking my plate with her.

“Wait, you don’t have to clear my dishes.”

She turned and walked backwards away from me, toward the kitchen. “I feel bad, interrupting your prayer. It’s my penance.”

Strictly speaking she didn’t have to work off any penance for me, but I suspected she was joking.

Sister Catherine was one of the few younger nuns at our convent, and she and I were the only two younger than twenty-five. The others were Sister Marguerita and Sister Alonza, who were Columbian and staying with us for a few months as part of their pilgrimage. They were nearly thirty, I think. And all the other nuns were in their sixties, seventies, and eighties. Sister Mary Joan was nearly ninety. From what I gathered, our convent was fairly typical. Not as many people felt the call to serve Christ. 

I suppose it’s just natural that Sister Catherine and I would gravitate toward each other. Similar ages meant we had similar points of reference and similar slang, at least. Soon we were taking our meals side-by-side, where I learned Sister Catherine had a wicked sense of humour. Never mean or filled with ridicule, like some jokes, Sister Catherine’s were incredible word-play and puns, a sign of her quick wit and intelligence. I found myself looking forward to our conversations.

Not that we had nothing to do but chat and make jokes. She worked in the garden and I helped out at the local all-girls Catholic school as a lunchtime monitor, assistant librarian, and occasional student counsellor. And of course, I taught the Sunday school every Sunday.

Sister Catherine approached me one Friday after dinner and asked, “Sister Anne, would you like an assistant with the Sunday school?”

“I never thought about it,” I admitted. “Are you volunteering?”

“If you’ll have me,” she said.

Now I readily admit I am utterly at a loss when it comes to flirting. Most of the boys who’d asked me out had been painfully obvious for me to even notice them. But, from the way she’d raised one eyebrow ever-so-slightly, and the little quirk at the corner of her lips, not quite calling her dimples into play, and the tiniest little bit of sauciness in her tone, and her way with words…

“What?” I asked, confused.

“As an assistant,” she said, smiling fully, dimples and all.

I convinced myself that I must have imagined it and agreed that she could help out with the Sunday school. The whole thing might have taken all of five minutes, if that, and it should have been out of my mind in moments, but that night, it became clear that the experience had left its mark on me.

Because of the dream I had. 

In the dream, Sister Catherine and I were washing dishes. She was drying, I was at the sink. The water was very warm and it was overflowing the sink, wetting my work dress. Contrary to popular belief we don’t wear our habits every day. My work dress is a regular blue cotton dress, nothing fancy, just good sturdy cloth cut in a simple pattern designed to guarantee modesty while not impeding movement. Every time I looked over at Sister Catherine, I’d slosh water on the front of my dress. But she was being so funny and beautiful and wonderful I couldn’t stop myself from looking at her, and the front of my dress was soon soaked through, right into my underwear… and the water was getting hotter, too. But for some reason it seemed wonderful, looking at Catherine, seeing her smile, seeing those dimples, the sun beaming in through the window, her eyes shining, the water wet and hot, my dress, my underwear, soaking wet… And then Catherine reached one hand out, caressing my cheek, and my eyes fluttered shut as I leaned into her hand, and I felt her move towards me, and her lips press against mine.

I woke up in the dark, shivering, confused, gasping for air. The place between my legs, my… ‘special place’ my mother had insisted on calling it - was wet, and hot, so hot, and felt swollen and I could feel my heart beating, pounding really, and it was a long, long time before I was able to fall back asleep.

If it had been the only time I dreamt that dream, I could have ignored it. But I had another … kissing dream, as I came to call them, later that week. Just that, Catherine and I sitting next to each other in the pews of the church, Father Christopher given a sermon, and her fingers slipping into my hand, and I pulled her hand onto my lap, and then a pressure building inside me, in my lower abdomen, hot and wet and incessant, a need, a desire like nothing I’d felt before, and her fingers stroked my thigh, so close, so very close to my special place, my lips pressing together to hold back the moaning noise I knew I would make, I knew I had to make or die. And then she saved me, my Catherine, my savior, my angel, her lips pressing against mine and her tongue opening my mouth and reaching inside to pull that moaning noise out, saving me from my own sinful desire.

The next morning, I went to Father Christopher for confession, even before breakfast.

“Bless me Father for I have sinned,” I began, kneeling in the confessional and whispering through the privacy screen. “It has been five days since my last confession.”

“Tell me your sins, my child,” Father Christopher replied, in the low, quiet voice so at odds with his normal speaking voice. He was much older than me, in his forties, but athletically fit, with glasses and a receding hairline.

“I have lusted, Father. In my heart. And my body has betrayed me.”

“How have you lusted, my child?”

I closed my eyes and revealed my crime. “Twice this week I’ve dreamed sinfully about… a friend of mine.”

“Oh,” he said, nodding. “And these thoughts have caused… reactions, in your body.”

“Yes Father.”

“I feel I should inform you that you’ve committed no sin.”

“What? But Father, I-”

“My child, you are a creature of God,” he explained. “A mortal being of flesh and bone. Your body is a normal human body. And normal human bodies react to stimulus the way normal human bodies have reacted to stimulus since the world was new.”

“But I took a vow, Father.”

“Your vows of chastity unfortunately have little effect on preventing normal human reactions to stimulus, my child,” he replied, a smile in his tone. “If they did, no priest or nun would ever have broken those vows in the history of the Church, and we know that’s not the case.”

“But breaking those vows is a sin,” I argued. I knew I shouldn’t argue but it sounded like he was telling me I hadn’t sinned and I knew in my heart that I had.

There was long-suffering patience in his tone when he spoke again. “How have you broken your vows, my child?”

“In my dream, I-”

“Dreams are just the ramblings of our minds. No actions taken in our dreams could ever weigh on our souls. If they did, Heaven would be empty.”

I tried to understand what he was saying. It was true that I had not taken any conscious action that would have broken my vows. Although my physical body had reacted to my dreams, it was just flesh, and therefore weak. My soul was still pure.

“My child?”

“I’m sorry, Father, I was… considering your words,” I explained. “Could you… maybe just give me some penance?”

“Penance for what?”

“I… um… had uncharitable thoughts about Mother Agnes’ bumbleberry pie,” I said, reaching for something that might be worth a few Our Fathers.

“We’ve all had uncharitable thoughts about that pie,” Father Christopher muttered. “But if it makes you feel better, ten Our Fathers and you make desserts for the next week.”

“Thank you, Father,” I said, relieved.

“In nomine Patri, Filii, et Spiritus Sancti,” he intoned, raising his hand in the sign of the Cross.

“Amen,” I replied, crossing myself. I immediately felt better.

Until the next dream. And the next, and the next. Until my nights were filled with torment, with sin, with thoughts of Catherine and I naked and sweaty, doing things I’d never thought of doing to any other person, not ever, not even once. Let alone one of my sisters in Christ.

After Sunday school, which went off as wonderfully as I could have hoped, the children taking to Sister Catherine so completely it was like they’d known her their whole lives, as we cleaned up the room and replaced the workbooks, Sister Catherine said, “Sister Anne, is something wrong? You’ve seemed down all this week.”

“I’m just… very tired,” I said. It wasn’t a lie. “I haven’t been sleeping well.”

She gave me that dimpled smile that had begun doing things to my weak, sinful, mortal body, making my knees tremble and my heart rate speed up and that sinful warmth to bloom in my special place. “I have just the thing to help you sleep,” she said, “If you want me.”

I blinked hard, three or four times. “Pardon?”

Catherine looked confused for a moment then her eyes opened wide and she blushed furiously. “It! If you want it!”

I laughed at the stunned look on her face, and she laughed with me. It was a glorious, joyful thing, laughing together with her. It made my heart sing as loud as the entire children’s choir.

“I was thinking ‘if you want me to help’ and my mouth decided ‘if you want it’ was enough and it came out all wrong,” she laughed, self-consciously. “I’m so sorry, that’s so silly.”

“It’s all right,” I grinned. “Really.”

She walked to me, hesitantly. “Really? I’d hate for the slip of a lip to sink our ship.”

“Our ship?” I shook my head slightly.

“Our friendship,” she said, taking a step closer.

“It would take more than that,” I said, smiling. Catherine seemed… very close. 

“I’m glad,” she replied quietly. “You… mean a lot to me, you know.”

I cleared my throat. “And you mean a lot to me too.”

She seemed awfully close right then. Very, very close. Her eyes were so bright and so blue, gazing right at me.

“You’re so beautiful, Anne,” she said, biting her lower lip. “I bet the boys were lining up to ask you out.”

I rolled my eyes. “They tried. I was never interested.”

“Oh!” she said, turning her head and squinting at me. “I didn’t realize you were into women.”

“I… I….” I stammered. “I was never interested in anyone. I only ever wanted to be a nun.”

“Oh!” she repeated. “I’m sorry, I… That is… You’re lucky. I came late to my decision to join a convent. I got into … all sorts of trouble when I was younger.”

“Boys?”

“Boys, girls, whoever,” she shrugged. “Whatever would fill that emptiness in my heart. But it never was full, until I took my vows.”

“Me too,” I said, taking her hand and clasping it tightly.

Catherine looked down at our hands, then up at me through her long, dark lashes. My heart tripled its speedy pounding in my chest.

“Please don’t tell the others that I… you know. That I’m a bisexual,” she said, no more than a whisper.

“The Pope said it wasn’t a sin, for two people of the same sex to be in a loving relationship,” I said without even knowing how I knew that.

She grinned. “Oh, I know. But Mother Agnes has... opinions, you know.”

I grinned back. “She does.”

Catherine was standing so close to me I could feel her body heat, her breath. I stared at her lovely face and wondered, briefly, what her lips would taste like. I licked mine.

“I need…” Catherine said. Was it my imagination, or were her breasts rising and falling faster? Was she breathing more rapidly?

“Yes?” I whispered. “What do you need?”

“... my hand back,” she said, lifting our hands, still clasped, into view.

The spell was broken, and I laughed, and she laughed, and neither of us let go of the other’s hand. Until one of the children returned at that precise moment, seeking a forgotten hat, and Sister Catherine and I parted suddenly, turning away from each other. 

The feel of her hand in mine burned like a brand for hours after that. I was sure everyone could see my sinful desire on my face, hear it in every word I spoke, read it in every glance Catherine and I shared.

A week of kissing dreams passed, and another. But rather than dread the dreams, I came to look forward to them, to long for the release of sleep, where Catherine and I could be together, free of sin, free of judgement, free to feel and love and desire each other. In my dreams I knew her as thoroughly as any married couple, knew every curve and bend, every inch of skin, and she knew me as well, my every nerve ending, my every response and need. And in the morning, twitching and soaking with sweat, I would pray. I would thank God for creating Catherine, for bringing her into my life, this glorious life as a nun. If I hadn’t become a nun, I never would have met her, never would have known so much love was possible. Never would have felt the electric thrill of physical release, of the pleasures of my weak, mortal flesh.

One particularly thrilling dream involving Catherine and I in the tight confines of the confessional ended suddenly, unexpectedly, with my being shaken awake.

“Anne,” a woman whispered, shaking my shoulder. “Wake up. Anne! Are you okay?”

“What?” I asked sleepily, my body nearly humming with the unreleased energy my dream had aroused. “What is it?”

The woman had been sitting on my bed, and stood to close my door, then return. I knew that walk as well as I knew my own. “Catherine?”

“Shh,” she said, returning to sit again by my side. “I heard you calling my name and came to find you… thrashing in your sheets.”

My head was still sleep-muddled. “I was calling your name?”

“Yes,” she said. “You were… dreaming about me?”

In the dark, I couldn’t make out her expression. “I… Yes,” I confessed.

“Must have been some dream.” 

My every nerve ending was on fire, my every cell exploding with electricity. I needed release, I needed fulfillment, I needed… her. “Yes.”

“Do you want to… talk about it?”

She was so close to me. So close. I lay there, trembling, and could fight it no longer. I rose suddenly and kissed her.

Catherine didn’t pull away, didn’t react at all, at first. But after a brief, heart-stopping moment, she seemed to melt, to give in, to surrender to my kiss. Her lips tasted of mint, I discovered, surprised, then realized it was the toothpaste she used to brush her teeth. Her tongue was hot, and slippery, and wet, so wet, and strong, pushing past my lips, penetrating my mouth and seeking my tongue. Inexperienced as I was, I let her take the lead.

My hands found her face, caressing it as I had longed to for so very long. One moved behind her head to find a place in her short, black hair. The other slid down to cup her breast, not as large as mine but firmer. Her nipple was large and hard, erect as my own. She gasped as I squeezed her breast, a sound of surprise and delight breathed into my mouth almost as the breath of God brought life to Adam and Eve.

And it brought me to life as well. I sat up fully, pushing myself against her, and she leapt onto my bed to straddle me. I wrapped my hand around her back and pulled her to me tightly, kissing her as though my life depended on it. She kissed me back just as desperately, just as wantonly, just as sinfully, as I had.

We pulled apart, briefly, and panting, I asked, “Is this a dream? Am I still dreaming?”

“If it is, I never want to wake up,” she answered, pulling off her sleep t-shirt. Beneath, her lovely breasts stood proudly on her lean, athletic body. I reached for them, kissing her neck and down her chest, first to one nipple, then across to the other. She gasped each time I kissed her nipple. 

“Oh Annie,” she whispered, taking my head in her hands and turning my face up to hers. “I’ve fought this for so long. Since I first saw your beautiful face.” She ran her fingers through my short blonde hair. I felt wonderful, sending thrills of electric joy down my back.

“Catherine, I’m so weak, my flesh is betraying my vows, I can’t stop,” I confessed back. “I’m… dirty, sinful.” I felt tears slide down my cheeks. “I’m a slut.”

“Don’t say that,” she said, kissing away my tears. “If you’re a slut, so am I. Because I need your touch like oxygen. If I can’t have it, I’ll die.”

“Then let’s be sluts together,” I growled, and gave my weak, sinful, mortal flesh complete control of my actions.

I pulled her down beside me onto my tiny single bed, kissing her neck and throat, rolling on top of her, spreading her legs wide with my knees. On all fours over her, I ground my mound into hers, and she whimpered. I kissed her quiet, taking her noises into my mouth, moving my lips over hers the way I’d seen countless times in movies and never once felt the desire to copy, until Catherine. My pelvis pushed and ground and thrust into hers, seeking her heat and wetness with my own. I felt my large, soft breasts press into her smaller, firmer ones, and realized I was still wearing clothes. 

I leaned back and she groaned a complaint, which immediately stopped when I pulled off my sleep t-shirt. Her hands found my breasts and lifted them, cupping them, squeezing them. Her thumbs pressed my nipples and electricity exploded from them and I felt light-headed. I fell onto the bed next to her and pushed off my pajama pants and underwear. Catherine did the same next to me.

When we were both naked, I pulled the blankets over us. I wanted to be the only one seeing her, the only one hearing her, the only one touching and tasting and smelling her. She smelled so good, so right, in my arms, next to me, breathing as one, moving as one. 

She touched my breast again, and I stifled a moan of utter pleasure. “Yes,” I breathed. “Oh yes. Do that again, please.”

“Beg for it, slut,” she whispered in my ear, and something exploded between my legs.

“Oh!” I gasped. “Oh! OH!”

“You are a slut, aren’t you?” she whispered, and my weak, sinful flesh responded as though fireworks were happening in my special place. “You love it like this, dirty and sinful, don’t you?”

“Yes, yes, I am, I do, I love it,” I babbled. “Please please please please!”

“Spread your legs for me, my beautiful Annie, my sinful slut, my love, my lust,” she said, and slut that I was, I obeyed.

She kissed down my sweaty, naked body, sucking my big hard nipples, sucking hard, pulling them, lifting my breast in a way that was almost painful, and releasing them with a plop! noise that was almost comical. Then she kissed down my stomach, into the point where my pelvis met my legs. I never knew there were nerves there and when she kissed me there I had to put my hands over my mouth to keep from screaming. My back arched and lifted my pelvis into her kiss.

Then she descended to my special place, and our sinning was complete. Her kisses blew the top of my head off, her tongue slipping in and out of me, licking my swollen lower lips, finding my clitoris with ease, fingers penetrating me, finding places of pleasure inside me I never knew existed. I orgasmed and orgasmed and orgasmed again.

Her face was wet with my juices as she kissed her way back up my body, each kiss making me twitch and gasp. I kissed her sloppy wet face, licking her throat, sucking her nipples. I started to kiss down her belly as she had mine, when she stopped me, one hand caressing my cheek.

“You don’t have to,” she whispered.

“I want to,” I replied. “Please. Let me be your slut.”

She nodded, grinning. “Do it, then. Eat me, slut.”

“Thank you,” I said, not really knowing why. But I meant it. 

I found her special place and licked it as she had licked mine. Quickly, and flickering. Her taste was exquisite, her lower lips wet and hot and ready for me. I slipped a finger inside her, finding it entirely to my liking, her heat, her wetness, her responses to my every touch. I licked her special place harder, and felt her hands on my head, fingers in my hair. I soon got a feel for what she liked and what she really liked from those fingers twisting in my hair. The more she appreciated my efforts, the tighter she pulled. My fingers explored her special place, her… her pussy, and my other hand slid between my own legs to explore my own. My pussy. My sinful flesh, my slutty pussy. Thinking about myself that way I soon orgasmed again, losing my rhythm with my tongue and finger in her pussy, moaning into her thigh. Her pelvis jerked suddenly against my face, and she stifled a groan with a fist. We lay there, panting, oblivious to time and space, for a long time.

Eventually I moved back up to lie face-to-face with her, both of us breathing hard, sweaty, and spent. But we couldn’t stop touching each other, couldn’t stop kissing each other. We barely spoke. It felt like a dream that would pop like a soap bubble at any moment. Just long, slow kisses and electric, shivering touches.

“I’ve never felt anything like that,” Catherine said. “Not with anyone, not ever.”

“Neither have I,” I admitted. “Best dream come true ever.”

“You told me you’d never been with anyone.”

“Exactly,” I said, kissing her. “I only slut for you.”

She pressed her forehead to mine. “Hardly the textbook definition of a slut.”

“It’s wrong, we both know it,” I said, kissing her. “It’s a sin.”

“How could God create anything so wonderful and declare it a sin?” she asked. “Maybe that’s what made it so incredible. Maybe we’re slutty for sin.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “If this was a dream, and we’re both still quietly asleep, then it’s not a sin. But if we’re awake, as long as I’m with you, I’ll sin, and sin, and sin again. I’ll be slutty for sin, too.”
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