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Suspicions of Sin (Sinful Submission, #1)


December 10th, 1872

Liza,

I thank you most kindly for your recent letter, and please send your parents the best. Everything at the convent has been wonderful since last we spoke, and the sisters here are nothing but kind to me. Giving myself up for God has been one of the most wonderful things I have ever chosen to do, and I have felt nothing but the most contented peace in my bosom since taking up the habit here at Our Lady of Virginity. 

And yet... even as I penned those words I knew them not to be completely true. Something has happened, something strange, something I cannot believe and yet cannot ignore. I would keep this to myself, dear Liza, but I know that you can be trusted, that you shall not dismiss me out of hand. I know that you of all people will allow me to tell my story and reserve judgment until later. So please, read these words now, and tell me if I am simply being hysterical, as I think I very well may be.

I shall afford you some context for the unbelievable tale I am going to tell you. The convent is well placed here, and many of our fellow brothers and sisters come from around the world to stay in our beautiful halls and enjoy the lush, vibrant countryside that God has seen fit to give us. One such visitor arrived a few days ago, a man named Abbot Lucifer. A strange name, I know, for one of the cloth- I was taken aback by it, that such a pious man could have such an evil name. I asked him about it when he arrived, and he laughed, a deep, sonorous laugh.

“My sister,” he said, “how could I do otherwise? My parents, godless as they were, gifted me with the name of the Morningstar. How better to combat the devil than to wear his name as I take the cloth to serve the Almighty?”

His words made sense then, and I admired him for it: he was right in that there could be no better way to mock the devil himself than to use his name in the worship of God. His voice was deep, booming, and pleasant: I reflected that he must be a gifted orator, and I thought that his addition to the choir during that night would add a welcome, harmonious bass to our small but vibrant set of singers.

He came to dinner that night and was welcomed gladly. Mother Superior had had his acquaintance for some time, it seems, and they laughed and joked as old friends. Several of the other sisters joined them who seemed also to know him, and it was wonderful to see these old friends reunited beneath God’s house. Or... well, so I thought at the time. I am not sure what to believe now.

Before I continue, let me say that I would never have cast any aspersions on a man of the cloth. Abbot Lucifer seemed wonderful, and the few moments I spoke to him he was nothing but godly, kind, and courteous. He seemed... a bit too friendly with Mother Superior, if you take my meaning. Goodness, but I am blushing to recount this! A few moments during the dinner, his hand seemed to brush over her bosom once or twice. They were talking and laughing, and I assumed it to be accidental, and I dismissed the sly glint of their eyes as a product of my over active imagination.

But then it happened, the event that I have been building towards, the event that I hope that you will be able to explain away to me. I pray to the Lord, Liza, that you will be able to- for I cannot, though I have tried.

After dinner we had retired to our cells to prepare for the morning devotions. I myself was extremely tired- I was not usually up so late, and I had fallen asleep a few times as the dinner ended, much to my shame. My room, owing to my status as one of the newest sisters, was on the far side of the convent, in the newer construction that had been finished a few years ago. To approach it meant to walk down a large stone hallway that echoed your every step. I had more than once been mortified at how loud my steps were sometimes in the silence of the night, and I wondered why anyone would have designed it in such a way that it might wake a sister who had gone to bed before the others.

This night, however, its strange acoustics worked in a different way entirely. As I walked down the hall to my room, I heard voices talking. I am not normally one to eavesdrop, you understand, but the voice I heard was not a woman’s. It was a man’s, deep and powerful, and I recognized it at once. It was Abbot Lucifer! I stopped for a moment- I enjoyed the sound of his voice, I am not ashamed to say- and would hear a few words of his wisdom before I went to my bed, as tired as I was.

“I cannot believe the Mother Superior lets you pray in such a fashion, sister!” he said, laughing. “This is hardly the way to pray in our new civilized times. Come, let me teach you the new ways, the ways that have come from the continent.”

“Y... yes... teach me...” a voice responded. I recognized that voice! It was the voice of Sister Christine. She was one of the new arrivals, same as me, but she had quickly made a name for herself as one of the most pious of the sisters. In fact, we used to joke with her that she had to be virtuous; she was one of the most beautiful among us, and many men would have wanted her in their bed. I wondered too at what new method of praying the Abbot wished to teach her, but I dared not interrupt them. Heavens, Liza, I am not so boorish as that! I think now, however, it is a good thing that I did not interrupt them, as I shall tell you.

I moved slowly towards the chamber where the voices were coming from, careful for my footsteps not to resound in the stone hallway, and I was able to slide the door a bit to the side to see through. I saw the two of them through the crack of the door. They were in one of the small side chapels off to the side, and they were at the altar together. I smiled. The Abbot was good to Sister Christine, to take the time to show her how to pray.

“Now, then, sister.” The Abbot said, patiently. “Down on your knees, in devotion to your God.”

“Down... knees...” she responded, thickly. Her voice sounded strange- as though she was tired, or just awoken from sleep, or had a few too many cups of wine. I do not wish to impugn her, of course, but I say this only for the comparison. Sister Christine got down on her knees and faced the altar. I expected the Abbot to do the same, and for them to pray together. He did not, however- instead he moved in front of her, placing his hand on her head. I supposed it was some sort of benediction. He adjusted his habit for a moment, rearranging it. He looked to be getting something out of it.

“Now then, my dear sister.” He said. “Bring your hands up, clasp your hands in prayer, and begin to slide them back and forth.”

He put his hand on her head at this moment, gently moving it where it should be, even as her hands started to slide back and forth. I did not understand this devotion, but it seemed to me something that could only have come from the continent. They were entirely too close together for any sort of proper worship for me, I will tell you that!

This continued for a moment, and I realized that Sister Christine had started to bob her head in a rhythmic motion. She was moving closer to the Abbot and then farther away in a rhythm, his hand still on top of her head. It must have been some sort of benediction or chant that I could not hear, because it seemed to me that his body seemed to move in time as well. His hand kept with her head, the two of them in perfect sync, seemingly as one in God.

The Abbot seemed to be pleased with Sister Christine’s grasp of the new prayer style. Occasionally he would sigh deeply, as if in devotion, or let out little whispers of “Yes, sister” or “you’re so good, sister, keep going”. I assumed they were exhortations of devotion, and I must admit I was a little jealous that Sister Christine had taken to her devotions so well in front of Abbot Lucifer. Boldly, I edged a little closer to see if I could hear the chant, and then... then I saw it.

I apologize for what I am about to describe to you, Liza. I do not wish to shock you, or disgust you in any way, shape, or form. Know that what follows I only describe for the sake of completeness, that you may know the entirety of what I saw and then decide for yourself whether it truly could have come to pass or whether I am myself simply dreaming the entire thing. I fervently pray that I was, Liza- Lord knows this to be true!

For when I edged forward, Liza, I saw what had truly transpired. What I had taken to be the devout ministry of Abbot Lucifer to Sister Christine was something else entirely. I thought Abbot Lucifer had readjusted his robes, and he had- but not for any godly purpose. He had taken out his... I shudder to say it, Liza, but I must- his male member, and Sister Christine, far from praying, had taken it fully and deeply into her mouth. She bobbed her head not to the rhythm of some chant, but in the sinful act of pleasuring the Abbot with her mouth!

What I had taken for her hands clasped in prayer was something else entirely. Her hands were firmly on his member, stroking back and forth even as she enclosed her ruby red lips, making it disappear deep into her mouth with every thrust. Her hands moved back and forth quickly, smoothly- she had evidently taken the Abbot’s lessons to heart. God only knows how many of these there had been, judging from how good she was. I had never seen anything like it, of course, but there was no hesitation in her motion, none at all.

She would take it deep in her mouth, and then bring it back out again- Liza, it was so big! I don’t know how she got that big, throbbing member into her mouth over and over again. But she did- she would take it in her hand, rub the tip with her palm, stroke her hands up and down along his member, then move along to his balls and cup them, rub them gently before taking his member again into her mouth, the entire length of it simply disappearing into her mouth as she bobbed back and forth on his member.

And those sighs, Liza! Those sighs I took for devotions? Those soft exhortations of encouragement to Sister Christine? They were nothing more than guttural, sinful cries of passion, sighs of pleasure as Sister Christine stimulated him with her mouth. He kept sighing, kept grunting and groaning as she continued to take it deep inside her mouth without fail, her tongue darting in and around it, sliding up and down it, moving up to the tip and then back again as it disappeared yet again into her mouth.

But that wasn’t the worst, Liza, oh no... not by far. For just as her head began to bob faster, Abbot Lucifer grabbed her by the back of the hair, arresting her movement. He brought her off him, and her mouth made a wet pop as it came off his member. She looked up at him, unblinking, the most placid of expressions on her face. I thought it strange that she should show so little emotion, but then perhaps she was choosing not to dwell on this perversion of God’s love that she was choosing to commit with the Abbot.

“Now then, sister.” He said, looking into her eyes. “It’s time for the final part of the devotion. Prostrate yourself on the altar there.”

“Prostrate... altar...” Sister Christine said, in that same thick voice she used before, and moved towards the altar. She bent over, placing her front on the altar, and waited there patiently. He moved behind her slowly, lasciviously, and reached down to the hem of her habit. Slowly, ever so slowly, he started to pull it up. He was enjoying the scene, enjoying Sister Christine laying there, waiting for him. Finally, he finished pulling up her habit, exposing her naked, bare bottom for him. He ran his hand along it slowly, smoothly, sinfully. Sister Christine did not move.

And then he... he moved his hand down towards her opening, the opening of her sex. He slid one finger in, and it went in easily, with no resistance, disappearing inside her sex. He pushed in and out of her for a moment, slowly, leisurely... she made no move, not a one, not even to resist the evil thing he was doing to her. He took out his finger from her sex with a wet sound, and I saw it was slick with her own juices from inside her sex. He laughed, his deep, booming laugh- but it was pleasant no longer. It was deep, evil, foreboding.

“So wet, sister.” He said, leaning over her. “You want it, don’t you? You’re ready for the final devotion, to have the sacrament.”

“Yes... want it... ready...” Sister Christine said tonelessly. Abbot Lucifer positioned himself behind her, his member pressing up against her sex, and... he penetrated her, Liza! I cannot even believe I am writing these words, but he penetrated her! He slid his member deep inside her sex, and she took it all in easily, his member finding no resistance as it slid its way deep inside her. She gave the slightest of starts, her body rocking to receive him inside her, but she made no sound as he slid in her. He moaned deep, a deep, guttural groan of satisfaction, and I could not believe that she took it in. I... you should have seen it, Liza. It was big, pulsing, throbbing- it looked as though it filled her completely, utterly.

He began to thrust in and out of her slowly, his rock-hard member meeting no resistance from her. As he thrust she began to meet his movements, rocking her hips back and forth on him to meet his thrusts. Her actions were... I don’t know how to describe it. It was as if she was a marionette, a doll, existing for nothing but his pleasure as he ravaged her from behind.

“You’re nice and tight for me, sister.” He said, thrusting his member into her, making her pert, full bottom quiver with every thrust. “I like that. It’s good that you saved yourself for me.”

“Yes... tight... good...” she said again, allowing herself to be taken from behind. I do not know how long they did that or how long I watched. I remember little- due to the shock, no doubt. But I was unable to resist staring at it. I could not look away, watching his member slide into her, out and in, in and out, a steady rhythm. It enveloped my eyesight and I stood there, spellbound, watching as he slowly began to increase in tempo, increasing the rhythm of his pumps deep into her sex. Everything went hazy, as if in a dream, and I did nothing but keep my eyes locked on him, taking her over and over again.

“Are you ready to receive the final blessing, sister?” Abbot Lucifer said finally, breaking me out of my reverie. “Are you ready to receive the unholy seed?”

“Yes... ready...” Sister Christine said, and Abbot Lucifer started to increase his tempo, thrusting into her faster, grinding her hips on his member even as she bucked back onto him faster and faster. Finally he grabbed her hips firmly, tensed, and he shuddered for a moment as something happened- I know not what. It was then, and only then, that Sister Christine showed any sign of emotion. She also tensed, and shuddered along with him, her lethargy broken by some unknown force. She cried out suddenly, her body quivering and shaking with some powerful, unknown force, and finally she sunk back down onto the altar, her face adorned with nothing but a mindless, contented smile.

I realized then that they would be moving their attentions to other matters. Before they saw me, I stole quickly out of the room, careful to mask my steps. I made it back to my room and lay on my bed. Despite my weariness, I could not sleep- my thoughts bounced around in my head as I tried to understand what I had seen. I thought back to the event: I thought back to Sister Christine. I realized something had been wrong. Something was most definitely wrong- her face hadn’t been one of rationalization. It was serene, mindless- she was as docile and compliant as ever one could be. Her eyes had been glazed over, as one in a trance. He must have done something to her, made her want him inside her- or at least want to obey him.

Can it be? Do you know of this? I have heard of strange practices, men who claim to enslave others through their will, making them submit to their every desire. But surely this is the devil’s work, something that could never affect a woman who is armored with the Lord’s own protection. I comfort myself with this thought- but deep inside me, I am afraid.

I have one final admission to make to you, Liza, and I would not do it if I was not utterly, completely assured of our friendship. Again, I do it for the sake of completeness, that you may judge my situation rightly. I... I wrote just now that I could not sleep because of the thoughts in my head. And that is true, but not the whole story: some of those thoughts were... less than holy. Sinful, perhaps. For as I thought, to my mind rose images unbidden... images of Abbot Lucifer, of his manhood. And images not of Sister Christine, but of me... of Abbot Lucifer driving into me, his member filling me, taking me. And in these thoughts... Liza, I am not docile. I am giving myself to him, of my free will, screaming in pleasure as he ravages me over and over again.

I finally fell asleep, but even my dreams were not safe. A menagerie of images came to me, and I do not remember all of them now, but I remember one, overpowering image- Abbot Lucifer taking me, over and over again, and I his willing, sinful whore, debasing myself in the eyes of God, wickedly tempting him, inviting him to violate the temple of my body with his big, throbbing, pulsing manhood entering into me over and over again, driving me wild with lust.

I awoke in a cold sweat from these dreams, Liza- and... well. I am ashamed to speak of it, but in my dreaming my body had rebelled against me and I awoke to my hand between my legs, my own finger inside my sex. The spot below me on the bed was damp with my arousal, and it was with a great effort of will that I drew my hand up from my sex. 

I wanted nothing more than to bring myself to release, to subdue this evil temptation of the flesh that had set upon me. I wanted to quietly bring myself to my own personal ecstasy, to banish the lust, the arousal that had set in on me- but I refrained. This was not God’s way, and not mine now, as I was married to Him. With a great force of will, I walked to my wash basin, rinsed my hands, and prayed. I prayed for a good long while, and after a time God saw fit to restore my mind to its rightful senses.

But despite my weariness, and my abrupt awakening, I still could not sleep for fear- fear that the dreams would return, fear that this time I would not be able to resist bringing myself to the unspeakable depths of depraved pleasure when I awoke. So I sat down and began to write this letter, hoping that memories of you, memories of home, would be enough to banish my fears. But you saw how little I was able to write before I wrote to you of this.

So tell me, Liza. Tell me truly, as a friend, what you believe I should do. As I think back on the night, as I think back on what I saw, I have a hard time believing that it happened. I had been tired, and the whole experience seems to me to have been in a haze- much like my dreams. Perhaps I ate something off at dinner, or ate too much. It is well known that such things can happen, and that poor habits of eating can lead to the strangest and most unbidden perversions of thought and distempers.

Or is it possible that it happened? Is it possible that Abbot Lucifier lives up to his namesake, and through some unholy means has acquired the means to twist the minds of women to his will, to make even the most pious of our sisters allow him to ravage them like a common street whore? This seems to me a possibility too outrageous to believe, something out of the fairy tales our mothers used to tell us when we were schoolchildren.

But, if I am to be entirely truthful, my dear Liza- as I always am with you- that is not solely the reason that I wish so fervently it is not real. The deeper reason, the truthful reason, is that I continue to think of his hard, throbbing member, and Sister Christine’s glazed eyes, her toneless voice, the utter obedience with which she took him into her mouth and then allowed herself to be ravaged upon the altar. What I am truly afraid of is that, when he comes for me, when he comes with that deep, booming voice and commands me with whatever dark, evil power he has to let him enter me... not only will I be unable to resist, but the prospect of it finds me aroused once more, and I fear that it awakens in me a secret desire that is better left chained in the darkest recesses of my heart.

And there you have it, Liza. I am sorry for the long-winded letter, but there it is. Please tell me what you think. The dawn approaches and I must be for prayers. What shall I say? What should I do? How shall I look Sister Christine or Abbot Lucifer in the eye? Oh, if you but assure me that all this was in my own dreams, then I should be ever the happier, as I can then know at least it was my own distemper that led me down the temptations of sin. 

Thank you, Liza. I look forward to receiving your letter!

In love and friendship,

Sister Mary Johnson
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