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Chapter One

Her world was black. She tried to twist her body to relieve the pressure on her shoulders, which were stretched behind her.

She wasn't certain how she was bound, but her hands were clasped together. She could barely move her wrists at all.

She breathed hoarsely through her nose, chewing on a ball of rubbery material embedded in her mouth. If she clamped down hard, she could push it through her lips a little, but it always settled back into place. She sucked on the gag, drinking the mouthful of fluid that came in through a hole.

The sickly sweet liquid clung to the back of her mouth until she swallowed. A certain amount sat in her cheeks and around her teeth, which she had difficulty clearing. The last time she had tried, she had drawn in more liquid than she had wanted by accident, almost causing her to choke.

It was a baseless existence, like living in a black hole. All she could hear was the pounding of her pulse in her ears.

Felicia. That’s who she was. She hadn’t forgotten that. Yet. They couldn’t take her identity away from her, no matter how hard they tried.

In an attempt to work out how she was situated, she flexed each muscle, one at a time. From what she could tell, she was sitting in some sort of chair, her legs cocked outward to either side.

Her back was arched, tilting her head slightly back and pushing her chest out. Her arms were locked behind her.

She could tilt her head back and forth, but her movement was restricted. A thick, heavily boned collar had been locked around her neck, extending the entire length of her throat.

With some more testing, she could also detect restraints over her chest, legs, and ankles. She had very little wiggle room.

Mumbling, she tried to vocalize, but it was like trying to talk through a mouthful of marbles. Whatever sound she could make was swallowed by the mask. She couldn't hear anything, except for the sound of her pulse pounding.

With nothing to do, she rested there, her mind wandering. She had been captured, obviously, but by who? She couldn't think of anyone she had angered off the top of her head.

The only man who could have pulled it off was Johnny, but he was clueless as to her cheating. The man was weak – he couldn't have put this abduction together. He wouldn’t have tried, even if he had known.

She'd married the man more out of sympathy than anything else. His large bank account hadn't hurt, of course, but she found herself starting to hate him after years of dealing with his stolid nature. Boring.

It was his fault that she had needed to find a new way to slake her desires. To stoke her excitement.

Deep down, if she wanted to admit it, she also derived satisfaction from putting one over on him. The nerd would never see it coming.

Even if he had, she could claim he hit her, divorce him, and take him for all he was worth. Nobody would believe him. He was a milquetoast, bespectacled man, and she was a slender woman in her late twenties. She would barely need to do much of anything to make her claims believable.

So if it wasn't him, who could it be? Had she angered anyone powerful?

She had spent some time with Bron recently, fucking the man silly, but she had been seeing him on and off for years. He was a great friend, but she doubted he knew anyone involved in organized crime. Besides, the last time she had dropped by, he had seemed pretty drugged up. She had sucked him off while he looked at her with adoring, glassy eyes.

She discarded the idea, admitting she was stumped. She would have to wait and find out.

That rankled her. Normally, she always wanted to be on the go, to be first. Boredom was the enemy, and she had learned several tactics to conquer it. Many of her solutions had involved men.

She took another drink from her gag, suddenly realizing that she had made a mistake. She needed to go, right away. If she let it out while bound, she'd probably end up stewing in her own piss. That seemed unappetizing.

She could only hold it for so long, however. The need was growing with every passing second. Without anything to distract her, the sharp edge of that need was slashing her logical thoughts to ribbons. She had to pee. Now.

Suddenly, the blinders over her eyes were removed, revealing a blurry room. Her need to piss momentarily forgotten, she moaned in her gag, trying to twist her head to see her captor.

Her heart lurched and she felt real fear as her eyes focused on the female figure standing in front of her. The woman’s form was clad in smooth, oiled latex, purple and featureless except for concessions made to accommodate her enormous assets.

She was leaning on one leg, the other tilted to the side. One hand rested on a medical cart, the other on her hip. Her head was hooded beneath a wimple, a large, white cross embossed on her chest in latex.

A gas mask hid her face, its shiny, tinted faceplate making it impossible to determine her expression. A large filter was attached to the front, the canister extending to the bottom of her neck, which was encased in a strict posture collar. A hint of white latex extended over her head and chest, ending right above her breast cups.

The overall effect was ominous. Felicia was unable to hear the woman's breathing, but she could imagine it. She shivered. Had she been captured by a cult? What were they planning on doing to her?

Stepping forward confidently on platform heels, the woman pulled the medical cart along behind her. Felicia's eyes were drawn to a tray containing an eclectic collection of devices, and she blinked hard, hoping that this was all a dream.

Unfortunately, this was her reality. On one end of the tray sat a makeup kit, while down the middle was a series of black, bulbous dildos, arrayed in a row. One of them had streaky veins, culminating in a rounded head. Another was triangular shaped, a tapered cylinder terminating in a circular base. She knew from experience where that one would be going.

All of them had hand pumps. The thought of being pumped up by one of the girthy dildos was arousing, but also frightening. She would be unable to remove it when she wanted to, totally at the mercy of this rubber… nun.

The woman bent over to examine Felicia's breasts, running her rubber coated hands over the slippery surface. Felicia jerked at the tickling warmth, her breasts flexing at the unexpectedly gentle contact.

There came a zipping noise, and a feeling of coolness. The nun was tugging at the material of her outfit, pulling her breasts out until they sat exposed. She strained her eyes looking down, but was only able to see a rubber tube leading out from the gag in her mouth. It shifted slightly as she gnawed on the gag, but otherwise remained firmly in place.

Her body jerked as something tight pinched her left nipple, soon followed by the right. A pulsing pain came from the tips of her breasts, juicing her libido. Her back muscles flexed, but her shoulders were held down by straps.

The rubber nun raised her head and stared at her with that implacable mask. She reached forward with a hand and cruelly twisted a breast, squeezing it between her rubber fingers.

Felicia gurgled in protest, but all sound was deadened by the gag stuffed into her mouth. The pain twisted in her psyche, becoming almost pleasurable after a short time.

The nun stood there, motionless for ten long seconds, then let go. Her pain levels died back down, leaving only the throbbing from her pinched nipples. The ache hadn't gone away, but it was at least bearable now.

She breathed heavily through her nose, sweat beading on her brow. A trickle ran down her forehead and over a cheekbone. What new hell would be visited on her next?

The nun had returned with the triangular plug. Holding it vertical, she popped open the lid on a bottle of lubricant, squeezing it to wet the tip. Moving the bottle around in circles, she made sure to smear the entire cylinder with lube.

She twisted her hand around the knobby end, ensuring even distribution. Then, for good measure, she squeezed out another dollop on the top before setting the bottle back on the cart.

Squatting on her purple platform boots, the nun descended below her line of vision. It didn't take an expert to figure out what was going to happen next. She braced herself, barely daring to breathe.

There came a tugging from her nethers, a cool blast of air touching her privates. Something hard pressed against her rear. A constant pressure stabbed into her anus, the hard end of the plug jamming inside.

Unable to move her butt, she was forced to take it as the nun rotated the plug back and forth. Her sphincter widened slightly, and the plug pushed farther inside.

Knowing that the longer she did nothing, the more uncomfortable it would be, she bore down on the plug. Her bowels flexed, and the hard rubber slid inside, filling her interior. It was solid, but not uncomfortable. Yet.

The rubber nun held up the black pump bulb in her glossy hand, squeezing it slowly. Felicia could feel the plug expanding inside her, a soft pressure becoming more insistent.

The nun waited another ten seconds, the blank visor watching her face. When she showed no reaction, the hand squeezed down on the bulb a second time. Now it was beginning to get more uncomfortable. Her hips flexed as her butt worked unsuccessfully to expel the firm object.

She moaned her objection, the rubber nun standing there like a purple ghost. The hand squeezed again, making the plug really uncomfortable. Her groaning increased and she tried to shake her head.

The nun waited the full ten seconds once more, the menacing squeeze bulb in the palm of her hand. Felicia wanted to scream. Another pump might just break her.

Fortunately, the nun must have decided that she was being tortured enough. She dropped the bulb, the attached hose bobbing back and forth somewhere below. The sensation was amazing. The plug embedded in her ass tugged at her sphincter, but it had expanded wide enough to stay locked inside her no matter how wildly the bulbous end bounced.

She was distracted enough by the throbbing pressure that she almost didn't catch the next item the nun had retrieved from the cart. Her eyes widened at the girth of the dildo the nun had in her palm.

As before, she evenly coated the surface with lube, bringing it in close to Felicia’s bound form so that she could show off the next object that would be crammed into her privates.

Her earlier impressions were sound. The dildo was average sized, thick and veiny. It vaguely reminded her of something, but her mind wasn't working too well.

The base of the dildo was a half circle of rubber, the periphery filled with metal snaps. Her addled brain couldn't quite make out what they might be for. Her eyes kept snapping to the glossy glove of the nun while it ran up and down the length that would soon be inside her. At least with the gag in her mouth, she could’t be forced to lick the glossy surface – though her mind betrayed her by imagining what it would be like.

A tangled length of tubes and cords were attached to the bottom of the dildo, draping over the floor, leading up to the cart. A squat box with dials and readouts sat at waist height above the wheels. Could be some kind of automatic control system.

The nun squatted down, easing the dildo into her snatch. The plug in her anus jostled as the tip was pushed inside. The nun turned it back and forth, causing an incredible sensation in her pelvis.

Her body vibrated from the attention, and she suddenly felt flushed. She was really getting aroused from this treatment, even though she was terrified. Her body's natural reactions were betraying her. It felt equally good and bad at the same time.

The nun kept up the firm, but gentle pressure, slipping the dildo securely into place. The reason for the metal snaps soon became apparent when she clicked them onto whatever harness was binding her body. She could feel pressure in her privates, the dildo being pressed into her. Now all her holes were filled.

Her body was wet with anticipation. She needed release so bad. Being bound like this was fulfilling some of her deepest fantasies. The ones she didn't want to think about. It was terrifying to be treated in this way.

Terrifying, but amazing. She was starting to wonder whether this entire scenario had been cooked up by one of her friends. She might almost believe it if Ava had been a thoughtful person, but alas, she wasn't.

The nun had returned, staring at her behind that mirror–like mask. She reached above Felicia and pulled something down outside her view, clamping it around Felicia's head. She had been unable to turn her head before, but now she sensed that she had been hooked up to something extra.

The nun turned and walked confidently to the cart, her hips swaying. The taut latex clenched against her perfect bubble butt, showing off her curves. Felicia wasn't attracted to her, but she was damn jealous. She vaguely wondered how much exercising the other woman had to do to get that kind of body.

The nun tapped a sequence into the console, green text appearing on the display. Felicia blinked, clearing her blurry eyes. It read 'NUN TRAINEE' in big capital letters.

There came a chime, and a sultry female voice invaded her ears. "A slut must be controlled. A slut must be good for her master."

Felicia creased her brow. She categorically rejected that idea. She was a free, independent woman. She didn't have a master, and she wasn't a slut.

The voice came again. It almost sounded like it was inside her head. "A good slut is a slave to her master. A good slut obeys his commands. A good slut cherishes her master."

Annoyed at the voice, she tried to twist herself around, but her posture was frozen tight. Were there earbuds in her ears?

"A good slut loves rubber. A good slut wants to be covered in rubber."

It was true that she was locked into an outfit, and it was probably made of rubber. She definitely wasn't a slut, though! She had standards!

"A good slut obeys the nuns. A good slut obeys like a nun."

The rubber nun was looming over her, reaching her hands out. Felicia reflexively sucked on her gag as the nun snapped the blindfold over her face. She was alone with her thoughts and the annoying voice.

"A good slut will not orgasm. A good slut will deny herself."

The pressure in her privates increased, the dildo beginning to vibrate. They were going to fuck her with the toys! She groaned in her gag, desperately wishing for more.

The pressure and vibration increased, the dildo throbbing and bouncing in her snatch. She was riding the pleasure, letting it take her to greater heights. At one point, she felt as though she was right on the edge. Just a little more and she'd be there!

Right on the cusp of orgasm, the stimulation stopped. "Sluts do not orgasm for themselves. Sluts orgasm only for their master."

What did that even mean? Were they going to keep edging her without relief? Who claimed to be her master, and what did they want?

"A good slut is a nun. A nun obeys her masters."

Her temperature was elevated, and she was sweating up a storm. She had no idea where all of the liquids were going. She recognized that her mind was wandering, but she seemed to have little control over it.

"A bad slut has no discipline. A good nun is discipline."

The dildo in her snatch had started up again, vibrating in her needy tunnel. Her muscles were twitching rapidly.

"We are all nuns."

What was all that nonsense about nuns? What was so good about being a nun anyway? Was being a nun pleasurable?

"You are a nun."

The dildo stopped vibrating. She cried in frustration.

***

The stimulation session had been over for at least a good hour. Her brain was finally waking back up again, gears turning. Her loins had begun to calm back down again, but she still felt a sense of frustration. She had been so close!

With the devices removed and her outfit secured, there was nothing to do. Lacking anything to seize upon, her mind wandered back over the last few days.

She had been on yet another double date with her friend, Ava, as was their usual habit. They had planned it out together, using an online app to string some rubes along.

It was one of their favorite pastimes – looking at dating profiles and giggling about their suitability. They could easily spend hours making fun of their hair and their pathetic attempts to talk themselves up.

Never mind the fact that Felicia was already married to one of those rubes. It was easy enough to give him a dumb excuse about having a “girl’s night out” and he’d never know the difference. He was weak, and she enjoyed getting fucked behind his back. Hiding it from him made her nighttime play time twice as thrilling.

If he ever did find out, she’d convince him that they should ‘explore other options’ and ‘have an open marriage.’ It would be easy enough to do. She had him twisted so far around her finger that he’d bend over backward to any request she made.

If he did protest, she’d divorce him and find someone better. It would be easy to get the courts on her side, and there were plenty of fish in the sea.

Ava and Felicia had different hard criteria they used to measure prospective mates against. Felicia desired someone at least six feet tall, working a white collar job. Ava was especially attracted to men with dark looks and elaborate tattoos.

This dichotomy made some of their dates especially interesting, but neither of them could claim that they were dull. On one occasion, Ava's date declared that Felicia's date was a simpering asshole, punching him right on the nose. That turned out to be a very short night out.

This time, at least, it had been more pleasant. Felicia had selected a guy named James, who had shown up in a full suit with a bow tie. She would have preferred a regular tie, but as long as he was paying for dinner, she didn't mind too much.

She had worn her hair down, which she knew her husband hated. He liked it when she tied it up in pigtails, but she refused to do that any more, declaring that style was only for teenagers or pornos. Going against his wishes made her feel good, gave her a feeling of being in control. It added to the thrill of dating behind his back.

The conversation had gone well while working their way through a few glasses of wine. He was funny enough, but she had been bothered that her friend was running late. Constantly glancing at her phone had made it difficult for her to enjoy herself, and she was sure her date wasn't too happy either.

She put away her phone and concentrated on him, admiring his muscled figure. Her thoughts shifted to more prurient matters, but those were brought up short when he pulled out a cross necklace and started talking about his faith.

An evangelizer. She was immediately turned off, but was still considering whether the man might compromise his morals for a one night stand. Moral prudes often wanted to act out the wildest sex fantasies, and she was willing to go along with most of them.

That idea wasn’t doing it for her tonight, though, as the man simply wouldn’t stop talking. Instead, she decided to beg off and call Ava to find out where the hell she had gone.

She had only taken a few steps outside the door when a white panel van drove up. Strong hands from behind shoved her inside, a black hood flung over her head. A sharp pinch at her shoulder, and she had blacked out.

She had been kidnapped, of course, by this rubber nun organization. Who they were and what they wanted was still unclear.

That hadn't changed much after her limited experience with the mysterious purple nun. The fear of the unknown was getting to her, and her isolation was disorienting.

Had she been teased with pleasure a few nights ago, or a week? It was impossible to tell, and hardly mattered. She tried to sigh, but her lips crinkled around the gag.

All she cared about now was easing the muscle tension that ached throughout her body. Sitting in the same position for long periods of time was getting increasingly harder to tolerate. Yet another method they were using to try and break her.

The voice in her ears had gone silent, replaced by low levels of white noise. They were keeping her guessing as to what would come next.

She closed her eyes inside the mask, wishing this would all go away. Maybe this was a fever dream, a hallucination caused by poorly cooked pork?

She wasn't much for prayer, honestly, but she was seriously starting to consider it. What kind of deity would answer her prayers, though, when she had dismissed all religion as praying to a nonexistent sky god?

That made it rather hypocritical to even consider it now. Especially after she had spent the last few years cheating on her husband. She could just imagine him screwing up his weak face in disappointment, giving her a lecture about morals. Ugh.

No, she wasn't about to become religious now, not after spending so much time chasing her hedonistic impulses. She'd rather get fucked by a fat, juicy cock. Mmm, she could almost imagine it now. The thickness between her thighs, hot and pulsing with need. The sharp desire that needed to be sated.

This fantasy turned out to be a mistake, because there was nowhere for her to go. She couldn't get herself off with only her imagination, and she couldn't shift her butt enough to generate any kind of friction. She silently moaned into her gag, hoping her captors would come back soon. Anything to break up the endless monotony of blackness.

Her heart jumped as the blindfold was removed, forcing her to shut her eyes to block out the bright light. As she blinked, the room came back into definition. She moved her mouth under the mask, feeling the tight material clinging to her face. It was driving her crazy.

Three nuns were kneeling around her, hands clasped in prayer. Each wore a differently colored latex bodysuit, cinched tight to their bodies with thickly boned corsets. Purple was on her left, with red on the right. Directly in front of her was black. Black as her thoughts. She wanted to laugh, but could only manage an inaudible hissing through her nose.

The nuns were indistinguishable from each other, though the two on either side seemed to be bowing lower than the one in the middle. She wasn't certain which of them had removed the blindfold, as they were all motionless.

She blinked, curiosity warring with fatigue. The pain in her shoulders had prevented her from sleeping, though she had been slipping in and out of a doze for the past few hours. How much longer would she be held like this?

Her ass and vagina were still plugged, the firm dildos sitting inert, but snug inside her. Any arousal had long since fled, and now these intruders were yet another source of annoyance.

At an unseen signal, the purple nun on the left stood and approached her bound form. She reached down and fiddled at Felicia's crotch. The fullness in her ass subsided, and she could feel a tugging sensation. Her butt flexed as the plug was pulled free.

She celebrated in her mind for a few moments, but it was short lived. Hard pressure returned to her anus, a thick tube squeezing inside, followed by a strange sensation. They were running a pump!

The negative pressure felt odd, but surprisingly welcome. Her butt flexed, and she bore down. Her insides pulsed with the pump, waste being extracted efficiently.

She didn't have to work hard to expel her waste – it was probably the liquid diet she was on. This ought to have disturbed her, but the thought only encouraged her to take another drink from the gag.

The more she drank the fluid, the better it tasted. She rolled her tongue around her mouth, savoring the sweetness.

Her bowels throbbed from the suction, but her ordeal was soon over. The nun pulled the tube out, making her feel hollow. Paradoxically, she desperately wanted something inside her.

They were changing her. Making her want things she never wanted before. Molding her into the perfect pet.

The longer she stayed locked in this place, the less she felt in control. She knew this was on purpose, but was helpless to prevent it. She could feel herself slipping away by inches.

A hard bump pressed up against her butt, and she rejoiced, clenching her teeth together around the gag. The thick bulb of the plug pushed back inside her and was reinflated, locking it into place. It felt good, like it belonged there.

The purple nun returned to her position, kneeling in a prayer pose next to her clones. They appeared to be waiting for something, but she couldn't even begin to guess at what that might be.

Her heart skipped a beat. A man had entered the dimly lit room, standing next to a pair of golden candelabras. In the shadow beside him was an intricately carved table, a book sitting open in a stand on top.

Her mind was dissembling, trying to distract her from his thick, erect penis, which was thrust through a silver cock ring. He was wearing latex bicycle shorts, his chest wrapped tight in a black vest of the same material. His face was hidden beneath a mask, a zipper running up his neck and over his nose, hiding everything but his eyes.

She needed more time to process his presence, but the silent nuns broke into action. The red nun stood, wrapping a hand around the man's arm. She guided him next to Felicia's bound form, giving her a close up view of his member.

It was large and knobbly. She tried to place it, but all she could come up with was a desperate desire to have his length buried in her snatch. She was so wet, she could feel a trickle of liquid running over the dildo which kept her comfortably plugged.

The man stood there, saying nothing, and she got a sense of uncertainty from him. The size of his hips and the way he held himself was familiar to her, but her addled brain couldn't connect the dots.

She had been in and out of so many beds over the last few years, she simply couldn't place him. He could be any of several men she had fucked recently.

There came a click in her ears, and she could hear the sound of breathing, rubber creaking as the other nuns gathered around the man. They placed their hands on him and looked upwards, latex masks shining under the somber lighting.

A low, feminine voice pulsed in her ears. "Our father, who art in heaven, have mercy on your poor children. Help us to repent and follow your commands. Help these wayward sinners to redeem themselves as they train their bodies and minds to conform to Your ways. Amen."

"Amen," repeated the man, his voice garbled in her ears. The mask he wore had a voice changer, keeping him anonymous.

"Your first group training session will now begin," said the nun in black. "Master, you will now punish your slave for being unfaithful." She held out a short, black crop to the man, who took it hesitantly.

He walked up to her slowly, the implement dangling from his hand. His eyes roved over her restrained body, taking in her tightly bound curves. Leaning over, he smacked the flat end of the crop against her thigh, creating a wet smack. The sting of the pain forced a nasally moan through her nose, but it wasn't too unpleasant.

The black nun stepped up next to the man, loosely holding his hand. "Harder. Harder."

She forced the man to crack the crop against her bodysuit until she rolled her eyes in pain, breathing hard through her nose.

"There," said the nun, satisfaction leaking from her voice. "Now she understands that she belongs to you. That she has to accept anything you do to her. In time, she might even grow to like it."

The man alternated sides, spreading the stinging slaps up and down both her legs. Unable to move, she gritted her teeth over the gag, whimpering in protest.

After a few minutes of punishment, the nun stayed his hand. "Latex hides the bruises, so you shouldn't punish her for too long."

"What comes next?" he asked in his distorted voice.

The man looked at Felicia eagerly, with a strange glint in his eyes. Her heart lurched. She was truly afraid of what he might do to her.

"Punishment is only one side of the coin. Pleasure can be just as effective at instilling the desired behavior."

She trailed a gloved finger over Felicia's tender thigh, the soft rubbing sensation stopping at her pussy. She wrapped her hand around the thick, rubber dildo which filled Felicia’s vagina. "We've been edging her constantly, denying her release. That duty falls to you. When you pierce her with your cock, she will understand who rules her body. The one who owns her."

The man stepped in eagerly, but the purple nun stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. "As you take your pleasure, keep in mind who you belong to. As she belongs to you, you belong to Him above. The power you have is given by Him. Never forget that." He nodded slowly, and she released him.

The black nun twisted the dildo, causing Felicia's thighs to clench. Her muscles spasmed as the ridges of the toy caught against her snatch, thrills of pleasure threading outwards. Even so, she remained maddeningly far from release.

The black nun turned and handed the dripping dildo to the red nun, who placed it on the cart. She returned her attention to Felicia, who by this point was ready to pop. She felt loose and free. Incomplete.

A glossy black hand reached under her right leg and yanked out a pin. Light pressure pushed against her leg, and it was pulled out straight. The pin was reinserted, locking her limb in place. The nun repeated the process with her other leg, setting them both horizontal.

The new position wasn’t relaxing, but the sensation of something new gave her some relief. The nun wasn't done, however.

She reached somewhere below and turned a crank, which smoothly levered Felicia's legs apart, exposing her needy pussy. When they formed a forty five degree angle, the nun stopped and stood back, leaving her open for the aroused man.

"Make her understand her position," stated the nun, taking the crop from the man.

The man dipped his head and stepped inside the angle formed by her legs. The tip of his penis brushed against her thigh, and she shivered with anticipation. He placed his hands on her legs possessively, teasing her with his throbbing arousal.

"I never thought I'd be put into this position," he said with his garbled voice. "Never thought it would be proper to indulge. I was always taught to be kind and gentle, that a woman wanted someone open about his emotions. Someone nice."

He tilted his hips, thrusting his pelvis forward. The tip of his penis penetrated her soaking wet pussy. Her vagina throbbed with need and she writhed, desperate for more. "I've learned so much in the past few days. What a woman really wants. What a woman really needs."

He paused, driving her crazy. "You don't want kindness. You want to be controlled. To be told what to do and to like it."

"Beg for it," he demanded, his voice dark with need.

When she didn't respond, he wrapped a hand around her throat, giving her neck corset a light squeeze. "Beg, slut. Beg for your master."

She let out a nasally whine from her nose, shaking in her restraints. Her body was on fire with need. Primed as she was, being treated like a slave was almost enough to put her over the edge by itself. Almost.

The man seemed ready to give it to her, but the black nun wrapped a gloved hand around his shoulder. "Wait a moment. The tension will build. She won't know whether or not she's been good enough to be rewarded. You should always be prepared to leave and let her think it over. Don't allow yourself to be led around by your dick."

The man grunted, breathing heavily. His eyes rolled over Felicia's body hungrily. "I will take that under advisement," he finally responded. "For now, I want to fuck her hard and make her explode."

The nun let go, serenely folding her hands together and tilting her head towards him. "As you please," she said subserviently. "I will allow it, this time."

He grunted, pressing his dick into Felicia without ceremony. Her pelvis quivered as a soft flood of pleasure suffused her body. Whining through her nose, she was quickly lost in the thrusting. Her eyes rolled as he took her hard, cracking his hand against her latex thigh as he pressed into her.

She bit on the gag as the pleasure rose ever higher. She was locked in. She couldn’t escape the pleasure. Didn’t want to escape it.

Sweat ran rampant underneath her tight outfit, tickling her skin as it flowed down over her neck and around her breasts. Her nipples were taut, swollen with need. Her entire body felt tense, rising towards a climax.

To be treated this way. Like a thing. Was this what she truly wanted? It felt so damn wrong, but at the same time it was intoxicating.

Being enslaved by a man's dick was demeaning, but also freeing, releasing her from the necessity of being in control. Allowing her to give in to her desires. In the moment, she felt truly free of her earthly strictures.

When release finally came, the world faded away in a haze of bliss. It was the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced, and all she wanted was more. The man seemed happy to oblige, rolling his hips and continuing his thrusting.

She had been primed so heavily that she had found release before he had! It almost seemed like a miracle, given how often she had been forced to fake it in the past.

The waning pleasure from the first orgasm was being replaced by rising pressure from the continued friction. It wasn't enough to get her off again, but she could feel it inexorably building.

Two sets of hands reached in from either side, seizing her swollen breasts. Red hands on the left, green hands on the right, gripping and fondling her in time with the man's thrusts.

"The female orgasm is a funny thing," said the black nun, standing to one side. "Due to its repeatability, we can pleasure you over and over again until your body wears out."

"Once that happens, we keep going until your mind wears out, too. We need that malleability to fix you. To have you take our lessons to heart. Until you believe them implicitly."

Felicia wasn't paying attention. The building pleasure was becoming unbearable again. Her mind was focused solely on the feel of the penis sliding back and forth inside her. The man's pelvis bounced against her hips over and over again, his rock hard cock plumbing her depths.

The black nun continued. "In many cases, the master finishes long before his slave, which is why we find it necessary to use equipment to keep you extemely needy. In this way, the master can easily induce multiple orgasms in his slave before he finishes."

The nun ran the tip of the crop through her hands, smacking it against her rubber palm. "Once he's done fucking you, we'll keep you well edged until your next session. Over and over again until you learn that obeying is your only option."

Felicia was beyond caring. The hands at her breasts were grasping, kneading, and the cock in her pussy was throbbing. The man pressed it all the way in and halted, his dick jumping inside her.

"Good slut. Cum again. Cum for your master."

Felicia could think of nothing else.


Chapter Two

Her training became a boring monotony, punctuated by periods of edging. Release was rare, and during those occasions, she had to deal with the mysterious man being trained to properly dominate her.

She had to admit that he was starting to get better at it. Her body certainly agreed. Whenever he showed up, her muscles tensed, and her vagina juiced.

Her body was betraying her, but she was learning to accept it. She had no control over it, so it was best to let it go, and enjoy the pleasure. If she worried too much about it, they would have more control over her. She knew they were looking for a way to break her, and she wouldn’t give them the pleasure.

The nun in purple appeared, a thick latex harness dangling through her fingers, and she sighed through her gag. It was to be another exhausting session being forcefully marched around the arena, then.

She had gone through this routine a few times before, so she didn’t bother struggling when the purple nun cranked her body upright. It was pointless, and would only prolong the ordeal.

The rubber harness was wrapped around her body, the straps being wound under her thighs until they were attached securely to a belt. More straps worked their way up her body, framing her breasts. The top of the straps were attached to her collar, binding her latex bodysuit tight against her skin.

Her gag was removed and replaced with a rubber bar, the horizontal length digging into the sides of her mouth. This was secured to her head with straps, blinders attached to each side restricting her vision. This, combined with her strict collar, prevented her from looking down.

The purple nun with red lips worked on her breasts, unzipping the suit to provide access. “Treatment is proceeding well,” she said with satisfaction. Warm hands fondled her flesh, making her struggle against her restraints.

“Many trainees require more injections to increase their breasts to an acceptable size for their masters, but you’re almost all the way there.” She prodded the soft skin, causing a warm pleasure to spark at her chest.

That was odd – she didn’t remember any injections. She was starting to forget a lot. Being forced to follow their schedule, their rules, and their hours with little sleep must be taking a toll.

She unexpectedly liked the feeling of being handled. It played into her submissive streak, but she would never tell the nun that. She was a strong, powerful woman, who could follow her own destiny. She didn’t need someone else to tell her what to do.

Only, here that wasn’t quite accurate, was it? Everything she did was under their control. She should hate it. Did hate it. Kind of.

The nun rubbed a gel over her nipples, attaching a patch of fabric over the top of each. From past experience, she knew these were electrodes that would be used to shock her if she disobeyed – and sometimes simply if the nun felt like it.

Zipped into place, the wires dangled, wet spots leaking over her chest. The nun worked her hand down Felicia’s front, unzipping the suit which held the dildos in place. There was rarely need for the nuns to remove these except when she needed to expel her waste, and Felicia had gotten used to their presence. In this case, the nun simply connected a wire to a set of electrodes built into the rock hard rubber plugs.

When this was done, the rubber nun bent over and unbuckled her slut boots. She thought of them as such, because they had no heels at all, just a glossy sleeve of patent leather that locked her feet downwards into a point.

They would be entirely impossible to walk in. She could easily imagine wearing them while lounging in bed or on a sofa like a pet, spreading her legs for a virile male to fuck her silly. That hadn’t happened yet during her training, but her mind kept fantasizing about being taken while being helpless.

Her imagination seemed to have an endless well of such scenarios to draw from, which was starting to prove to be a problem. Her desires were beginning to interfere with her rational need to escape this place.

The slut boots were replaced with similar glossy boots, except these had a platform toe. The silver wedge at the front acted like a horse's hooves, the rear of the boot sloping upwards, forcing her to stand on her toes.

It didn’t escape her attention that all of these different boots were meant to affirm one thing – they wanted her to be able to wear ridiculously high heels. How degrading – she had sworn off wearing them as part of her personal empowerment plan. Slutty heels made her an object of desire, not a person. Any man who wanted to see her dress up in that way wanted her for only one thing – sex.

Unfortunately, there was no resisting them here. If they wanted her to wear boots with tall heels, she must wear them. It was freeing in a way to have the choice taken from her, to have her purpose reduced to a series of tasks she was told to do. It was also a bit frightening to realize how easy it was for her mind to fall into that pattern.

The purple nun finished tying the laces and attached a leash to a loop on her collar. Felicia immediately became excited. After being bound to the frame for long hours, any movement to stretch out her muscles would be a treat.

After the first day, they had removed the armbinder and leg straps, binding each limb separately to the bondage frame. Every so often, the frame would automatically move in a programmed pattern, locking her limbs into different poses. This relieved some of the pressure from spending so much time stationary, but not all.

The nun pressed a button on the frame, and her restraints released all at once. She almost fell forward, the nun supporting her body with a hand pressed to her neck. There was no thought of escape; her muscles were so cranky that she could do nothing but rest like a caged butterfly while working through the stiffness, tensing each muscle in turn. This was complicated by the balancing act she needed to do on the hoof boots, the tips pressed firmly into the concrete floor.

The nun waited a few moments for her to acclimatize herself, then moved towards the room’s door. “Come, slave. There are many more lessons for you to learn before you can join the order. You know the drill. You must submit to our commands. Once you have been broken of your bad habits, we can rebuild you into a proper nun.”

Felicia shuffled forward, following the nun. If she tried to do anything else while being leashed, she would be pulled off balance, causing her to take a painful fall. She wouldn’t repeat that mistake. It wasn’t worth the bruises.

She was led down a hallway, decorated with high wall sconces lit with fake torches. The high, arching walls made her think of gothic architecture. Dark and foreboding.

She had speculated before on where she was being held, but she couldn’t quite figure it out. The structures made her think of a cathedral, but she didn’t know of any in town. Anything this large must have taken an enormous effort to build, so the cultists must have immense financial backing. That made her worried, because anyone who had enough money to build this certainly had the ability to keep her captivity a secret.

It was all a game to crush her free will. To make her give them control, drip by drip, until she would do anything they said. In her honest moments, she had to admit it was working.

It was easier each time to obey their commands. Resistance only led to punishment in stricter bondage, which meant there would be even fewer opportunities for her to escape. If they thought she was giving in to their demands, they might slip up and reveal an opening.

On the flip side, the more she obeyed them, the more she wanted to obey them. Like clockwork, they would pleasure her, forcing her to the edge of an orgasm, then back off.

This was a real problem, as it meant that she was always primed and ready to be fucked whenever her so–called ‘master’ showed up. There wasn’t any way to resist it. She was like a bitch in heat all the time.

That’s why these exercise sessions were helpful. They gave her an opportunity to focus on something other than her needy pussy.

She stepped through an archway, being careful to mind the change from concrete to hard packed dirt. The ceiling bowed away in a high arch, spotlights dangling on steel racks to illuminate each corner of the arena.

The nun was leading her up to a round pen, constructed from tubular steel and painted red. It was large enough to train a proper horse, opening up the possibility that there might be a stable somewhere on the premises. It certainly smelled a little bit like a farm, and the high arched entrances in the far wall were tall enough to accommodate horses.

Felicia’s eyes strayed away from the bright lights, spotting a strip of one way glass halfway up the wall of the arena. They were probably being spied on, recorded. Was the purpose of this cult to develop pornos? They certainly had the equipment to do it.

The gate creaked open, the nun pulling her inside. When it snapped shut, she hooked Felicia’s leash to the rail. The nun grabbed one of her hands and forcefully pushed it inside a rubber ball, cinching the strap tight around her wrist. She did the same with Felicia’s other hand, attaching her wrists together with cuffs built into the balls. Her hands had plenty of room inside, but she couldn’t touch anything.

Felicia had resisted this the last time, being rewarded with terrible electrical shocks to her nipples and pussy. She wasn’t eager to feel that again. If allowing the nun to control her in this way made her look obedient, so much the better. They could train her body, but they couldn’t take her mind away from her unless she gave it willingly.

Suitably bound, the nun took her leash again, walking to the center of the pen. She retrieved a long crop which was hanging from her waist, pressing the tip against Felicia’s rubberized butt.

This was the signal for Felecia to begin walking, lifting her feet to a ninety degree angle as she pranced around the arena in a circle. She started out with a slow walk, doing her best to maintain her form.

This was difficult to accomplish, for this kind of movement tended to play with the dildos crammed into her ass and pussy. There was a certain pleasantness to the feeling of fullness, but overall it was really uncomfortable.

She chewed at the bit, doing her best to alter her pose to follow the light taps from the crop. Left foot, right foot, plant that one down carefully, balancing on her toes. There, that was working. The first time she was terrible at it, but she was already seeing marked improvement.

Her breath came in puffs, her mind focusing intently on the exercise. It was almost like meditation – the soft clunk of her feet, followed by the latex stretching to accommodate her rising thighs. Melding together into one smooth motion.

While occupied in this way, her mind emptied of all her concerns and fears about the future. There was only the dirt, her straining muscles, and the thick dildos.

Her teeth jammed together and she winced. That last thought hadn’t been intentional. The more she thought about the hard intruders, the more she wanted to be fucked by the mysterious man.

They had been spacing out the pleasure sessions, to prolong her cravings. It was obvious that they were trying to habituate her to seeing the man’s cock as a reward. As much as she rationally rejected that thought, her body knew what it wanted. It wanted a warm, living length, pulsing hot sperm deep into her pussy. Filling her up until she screamed.

She stumbled, losing her rhythm. Falling to her knees, her bound hands briefly kissed the sand before she fell onto her side. A spark of pain shot through her nipples, the dildo buzzing like a live wire.

Thankfully, it didn’t last long. It was only a warning. She cursed, the rubber bit jamming against her tongue as her jaw clenched.

A gloved hand cupped her chin, forcing her to look upwards at her trainer. “Bad girl. You lost your concentration. Never mind, we’ll try again soon.”

The nun helped her to her feet, moving her over to the rail with sure hands. Felicia got the sense that the other women was extremely fit. Perhaps she had done some of the same training Felicia was currently going through?

Felicia balanced her butt against the rail, breathing hard. She couldn’t see much with the blinders on, but in her current state, she didn’t care to.

She seemed to be recovering better this time. Soon enough, the nun would expect her to make another attempt. Last time, they had trained in this way multiple times before they had thrown in the towel, but she suspected they were working on her endurance, and she would be expected to work for longer.

The sound of creaking rubber broke into her thoughts. Curious, she leaned against the rail, looking towards the entrance. A nun dressed in red was approaching, leading another bound captive dressed in horse tack.

Like her, the new arrival was bound in blue rubber, her hands locked in rubber balls. She wore a strict corset around her waist, her rubber bound breasts peeking out over the top, with black wires trailing from the secured rubber flaps.

Felicia studied her face carefully. If this woman had been captured at the same time as her, she might be a natural ally in her bid to escape.

No, she didn’t recognize her, but that was hardly a surprise. The tight mask she was wearing obscured her facial features, which were further broken up by the bit gag and blinders.

It was more of a jolt to realize that this was what she looked like, too. Throat secured behind a tight, restrictive collar – thick, hard cocks strapped inside her. She could imagine the personal hell the other woman was going through.

Her body trembled at the erotic display they both made. It was another scene straight from her fantasies. They were living them, right here, right now.

It was a shame this wasn’t just a game between friends. Paradoxically, this feeling of helplessness was strangely erotic, which she never would have experienced if the stakes were lower. If the nuns expected her to thank them for this, however, they were sorely mistaken.

“Hello, Sister Scarlett. You are looking wonderful today,” said the red nun. “To Him be the Glory.”

“You as well, Sister Elena. To Him be the Glory,” replied the purple nun, returning her greeting in the same formalized way. “How is the training going?”

The red rubber sister jerked on the chain to her bound slave, but the woman refused to move. Sister Elena played with the dial on a box secured to her belt, and the woman began to jiggle in pain, crying through her gag.

This time when the sister tugged on the leash, the bound woman moved forward hesitantly on her hoof boots. Sister Sister Elena toggled the electrostimulators off, sighing. “If you don’t want to be punished, you should obey me the first time.”

Turning back to Sister Scarlett, she clicked her tongue. “They always cause trouble before they have been Paired. I see you’re having pretty good luck with yours.”

Sister Scarlett tugged at Felicia’s leash, and she stood back up on her boots, balancing more easily on her toes now that she had practice.

Sister Scarlett beamed. “Yes, she’s taken to the training more easily than I would have thought. This one seems to have a naturally submissive streak.”

Felicia wasn’t inclined to argue, but she didn’t agree. She simply didn’t see how being punished all the time was helpful. She remained silent, chewing calmly on her bit, trying to stop it from sawing against the sides of her mouth.

How frustrating it was! Every time she pushed it away, it slotted back in, cramming itself into her jawline. The only way she could prevent this was to clench down on it, forcing her to keep her mouth shut.

“Shall we go for a few rounds? Let’s see how they both move together,” suggested Sister Elena.

Sister Scarlett tugged Felicia towards the center of the pen. “A capital idea. They’re both relatively green, so we can rest them at the same time.”

Her crop touched Felicia’s leg, and she naturally pulled it up to the required angle. Sister Scarlett clicked her tongue, and Felicia began to move, slowly and carefully setting her toe boot against the brownish dirt.

The leash tugged gently at her collar, forcing her to turn slightly to the left as she walked. The blinders should have focused her movement, but she was too distracted by the presence of the other trainee. She kept turning her head, trying to see what was going on.

The rubber nuns were moving around each other in a circular dance, their charges marching roughly one hundred eighty degrees from each other. The other captive was having trouble marching smoothly, her posture constantly being corrected.

A light electric buzz tingled over Felicia’s nipples, and she jumped. "Eyes front, legs up!" ordered Sister Scarlett.

Felicia set her head and marched, gnawing at the bit. She was starting to get a little sweaty, but she ignored it.

They would likely give her a shower later, which she wasn't looking forward to, given how it had gone the last time. They had given her ten minutes locked in an empty shower room to strip off all the rubber clothing, which she had instead spent girding up her resistance.

When they had returned and saw that she had not cooperated, they had chained her to the shower head and whipped her raw. She was then forced to endure a cold shower while they tore off her garments.

She still shuddered at the thought of going through that again. It was a mistake she would only make once.

Her nipples buzzed, the crop touching the back of her knee. “Why are you so distracted, neophyte? Knees up high, keep marching!"

"You are under the mistaken impression that your desires matter. You are currently a slave to your desires. That must be fixed. Instead, you must anticipate your master’s desires. Your desires are irrelevant. Harmful, even, for they are pulling you further away from God.”

Felicia let out a frustrated breath. She didn't really believe what she was being told, but that didn't change the harsh reality she was dealing with. She would do anything to avoid being punished further.

She redoubled her efforts, increasing her speed. Lifting, leaning forward, the rubber tightening around her knee. The laces of her boots waving from the movement. A foot pressed down into the dirt, her toes feeling the pressure. Her back ached from keeping her posture straight.

Sister Scarlett stroked Felicia’s glossy butt with the crop. “Good girl. Doesn't it feel good to obey? You’re making solid steps towards accepting the truth, though you haven’t gotten there yet.”

Why did she feel so good at being praised? She shouldn't feel happy about obeying these psychos! This place was really starting to get to her.

“You desire to obey your master," said Sister Scarlett, as if she had said these lines many times before.

Not true. She was doing this for herself. For purely selfish reasons. To avoid the pain.

“That’s right. You march for his pleasure. To please him.”

She was running away from her pain. The pain of having a weak idiot of a husband. The pain of knowing that he would never stand up for her or anyone else. That anyone could pressure him to do anything. That she had to make all the important decisions for him.

It wasn't that she hated him. She simply found him too weak. Boring. That's why she'd been fucking around, trying to add some excitement into her dreary life.

This revelation almost made her stumble, but she caught herself in time. The other trainee was ahead of her, struggling to keep moving. Her svelte body was covered in the stretchy blue latex, the curve of her ass flexing as she tried to obey her trainer.

Felicia naturally slowed down, but the purple nun smacked her butt. “Stay at that pace, neophyte. Your master isn't here now, but if you slack off, he’ll see. He watches all the tapes. We force him to. He will eventually be in charge of your training regimen. We are helping him to train you to be his loving wife.”

Felicia rolled her eyes, but obeyed, moving to the inside to avoid running over the other girl. Sister Elena moved out of her way, smirking as she admired Felicia's straining thighs.

She wasn't sure who this master they were talking about was, but she wouldn't obey him. No matter how good it felt when he was fucking her.

That was a bad thought to have. Images of the man's cock danced in her head. She began to imagine that the dildo bouncing inside her was his, and her libido immediately skyrocketed.

She had made a huge mistake. It was impossible to concentrate on striding properly while thinking about being ravished at the same time.

She stumbled, falling to her knees. Her need suddenly overwhelmed her, and she scrabbled at her waist with her rubber ball mitts, to no avail.

Sister Scarlett clucked her tongue. “Look at you, you slut. You’re unbelievably wet, but there’s no master here to slake your desire. You are forbidden from orgasming.”

She turned on the electrostimulators at a low setting. The buzz was surprisingly pleasurable, and Felicia mewled, unconsciously thrusting her hips forward. “Your master has been too loose with you. He has allowed you to play with yourself without his knowledge. He has not taken you in hand.”

She turned up the electricity until the buzz became a constant pain. Felicia moaned, frustrated that it was defusing her pleasure. An orgasm was impossible now, and she needed to feel that heady release so badly!

“We will teach him how to lead properly. To better understand how he should treat a slut like you.”

She hadn’t thought that she was that slutty, but she was experiencing the proof right now. At the moment, she would ride anything, anybody to get relief. It was intolerable!

“It’s okay, neophyte. We all feel this way at the start. You can only appreciate the holiness of denying yourself once you’ve trained to delay your gratification. True pleasure comes from obeying the one who owns you, not yourself.”

Felicia panted through her gag, no longer on the edge, but still feeling very horny. The pain was helping her to work through it, and she almost welcomed its presence. At the moment, they were almost canceling each other out.

A hand stroked the nape of her neck. She tried to bend away, but was in too much of a state to accomplish much. “That’s alright, I can wait all day for you to calm down,” said the nun, almost kindly. “Are you ready to go again?”

Felicia nodded roughly, unwilling to experience the higher pain setting. Her outfit creaked as she was helped back to her feet. It was humiliating to be treated like a child, which she was sure they knew. It was all part of their plan to break her, but it hadn’t worked yet. It wasn’t her fault that her body was betraying her.

Setting her teeth against the gag, she lifted her leg high into the air, at the correct angle, trotting around the arena at double time. At that rate, it didn’t take long for her to catch up with the other trainee again, but this time, Sister Scarlett shook her leash. “Whoa, there. This one has been disobedient, and must be punished. You will watch and learn.”

Sister Elena was standing over the other trainee, who had laid down on the ground, refusing to move at all. The leash hung limply from her wrist, and she had retrieved the control box from her waist. “You are a disobedient slut,” she said with mock sadness, turning the dial higher.

The fallen woman’s body jerked slightly, but she didn’t move. “This can only get more painful for you,” said the red nun, a smile growing on her face. “Don’t think I won’t use this to its fullest extent.”

She turned the dial up further. The woman’s body was buzzing, her butt twisting on the ground. “Do you know why I wear red? I find it cleans up easier after I enjoy playtime with my master.”

The nun waited five seconds, then ten seconds, watching the writhing woman impassively.  “Am I being cruel to you? Only as cruel as you’re being to yourself. All you must do is say the word, and this will stop.”

After thirty seconds, Felicia was becoming concerned. She was feeling really uncomfortable with the situation, but all she could do was make muffled noises behind her gag.

“Shh, it will be over soon,” murmured Sister Scarlett, resting a hand possessively on Felicia’s shoulder. “Sometimes the lesson must be extended longer for it to sink in.”

She pointed up at the opaque windows. “Our masters are watching. They will stop her when they feel that Sister Elena has overstepped her boundaries.”

“That’s enough,” came a loud stentorian voice, echoing across the arena.

Sister Elena twisted her lips with regret, but shut off the device. “You should be happy,” she spat. “If I had my way, I’d torture you until you submit, but my master is more lenient than I am.”

She knelt, grabbing the prone slave by her shoulders. Sister Scarlett joined her, together managing to pull the limp woman to her feet. She acted listless, her eyes rolling as she chewed on her gag.

They grunted as they moved her to the rail, pulling her arms behind and beneath so that she would be forced to support her own weight. They unlocked her wrists, moving them around one of the rails before securing them back together again.

It didn’t escape Felicia’s notice that while they were occupied with the other trainee, they had left her unattended. Was this the opportunity she had been looking for?

Her eyes roved, looking for a way out. She spotted the gate, which had a simple latch. If she worked hard, she might be able to lift it with her bound hands. It was worth a try.

Using all she had learned so far, she made a large step, taking care to touch her booted foot softly to the dirt. If she moved slowly, each boot strike was almost silent. Just a few steps to go. Three, two, one.

She pressed one of the mitts underneath the latch, concentrating hard as the rubber surface slipped over the metal. She had almost gotten it, but the latch dropped back down without opening. Her second try was more successful, the piece of metal lifting up long enough for her to push the gate open.

She winced as the metal gate creaked. How could she have forgotten that fact? Her brain must be turning to mush!

She groaned, sagging against the gate as she was struck by a horrendous pain spreading from her nipples and deep inside her core. The strength of the shock was quite debilitating. Her limbs spasmed, and it was all she could do to stay upright. So much for trying to run away. The ill–formed plan had fallen apart before she had even reached the second step.

“Silly neophyte. You haven’t finished your training yet. Ah, there’s Sister Beatrix. Let’s see what she wants.”

Sister Scarlett wrapped a strong hand around her neck, turning it so that she could see the new arrivals. The nun in black was striding up to the pen as if she owned the place. Trailing behind her was a man she instantly found recognizable, even though his face and body was masked by latex. Her body reacted immediately, becoming instantly inflamed.

“We’ve been watching you perform,” said the black nun. “Your foolish attempt to escape notwithstanding, you’ve been acclimating well to your training. For the most part, you have done a commendable job. As such, you shall be rewarded for your obedience to your trainer. Your master is in charge of giving it. You will receive his kingly rod, and rejoice at how kind he is being to you.”

Felicia knew this wasn’t really a reward, no matter what they claimed. This was simply an attempt to get her body addicted to the man’s dick. Unfortunately, it was working. She whimpered weakly, squeezing her legs together in a futile attempt to quench her desire.

“Come, slut,” said the man with a little wobble in his voice, “you’re going to take it from behind, like a good slave.”

Felicia was still tired, and she wasn’t sure what he wanted her to do. She frowned, making a curious sound. She tried and failed to expose her butt to the man, her ass wobbling. Thoughts of pleasure were reducing her to a wet mess.

The black nun folded her rubberized arms. “You’ve confused her. Be clear with your commands. Show her what you want her to do.”

Strong hands laid over hers, pulling her from the top rail. “I wasn’t sure I wanted this,” the man’s garbled voice whispered in her ear, “but it’s best for both of us. We couldn’t go on like we were. You’re going to love this.”

Sister Beatrix’s crop flicked against the man’s shoulder. “Stop stalling, please. Order her into position like a proper master.”

The man cleared his throat. “Come slave, your master wants to slake his pleasure with your slutty body.”

He moved her hands to the lower rail so that she was forced to arch her back, her ass sticking out.

Felicia rolled her eyes. Why did it take so many words to say that he wanted to fuck her?

A hand slapped against her thigh. “Spread ‘em. I want to see your juicy pussy.”

She had problems moving her wobbly legs apart. She really was like an animal in heat. It was some kind of subconscious reaction the nuns were instilling in her body, and it felt wonderful. She was so wet that her latex panties were soaked.

It was getting harder to stop herself from crumpling into a pile of molten desires. She needed him so much.

He carefully unzipped her privates, sliding it backwards until her ass was exposed. The dildo was slowly removed, bumping against her slick interior. She moaned and swayed, knowing that the emptiness was only temporary. She would be filled soon enough.

The ass plug stayed put, the pump bulb being moved out of the way. He couldn’t stop himself from giving it a small squeeze, causing her to squeak in surprise.

His dick was going to jostle her insides, pressing up against her pumped up ass. Damn, that was going to feel good. Her anticipation increased to the point where she was having trouble keeping still.

“Settle down, slut,” he said, smacking her rubberized ass. “Your master desires your attention.”

She froze, muscles tense. She squeezed the rail, slobbering through her bit.

Her master’s hot length slipped inside her pussy, her body accepting him like a glove. She was built for this. Built to be fucked by her master.

He had grabbed her hips, pulling her back onto his dick with each thrust. She didn’t have to do anything except submit to his overwhelming power. Give in to his masculinity.

All thought of the others had vanished, replaced with a hot desire to be as sexy for her master as possible. She undulated her back, shifting her body weight to enhance the thrusting.

He immediately stopped, and she moaned. “Naughty girl. I love to see you so eager for my cock, but I’m the one in charge here. I won’t allow you to do anything to get yourself off quicker. My dick is in control.”

Felicia obeyed him instantly. She couldn’t stand the idea of him stopping. Not when she was so close!

“Do you understand now, trainee?” asked one of the rubber nuns from behind her. “See how she obeys. She’s nothing more than a slut for her master. Addicted to his dick. She’ll do anything he says as long as he’ll fuck her to completion.”

She groaned in agreement. Yes, she was a slut for her master.

Repeating the words in her head brought her closer to orgasm, but there was something keeping her from reaching that release.

The man slowed down, and she let out an agonized hiss. How long was he going to draw this out?

It was so unfair! She was doing everything she had been told! Why wouldn’t he just fuck her until she exploded?

“They’ve reached the next stage,” said one of the nuns clinically. “She will do anything to achieve orgasm, and he will pay close attention and regulate her desires. In this way, she learns that she serves at his pleasure, not hers. She has been reduced to her base instincts, nothing more than an animal. Once this lesson of obedience has been taught, it is hard to deny that she is anything other than his pet.”

Felicia moaned continuously, rolling her eyes. She was being fucked like an animal on the side of the rail, and it felt so good!

It was amazing being his bitch. The rush was titillating. It was everything she had been looking for and more.

The sensation was powerful. It was the first time she felt like she truly belonged to a man, and she didn’t even know him!

The most distressing part was how quickly she had succumbed to the training. Yes, she generally considered herself oversexed, and yes, she knew she was prone to following what her pussy desired, but this feeling of devotion was frightening.

It was a powerful rush to realize that she would do anything he commanded, as long as she could continue to experience this addicting pleasure.

Did that mean she loved being ordered around?

Oh. Yes, that brutal thrusting felt amazing. Just a bit more.

No, dammit, don’t stop!

He slapped her ass and she let out a high pitched keen.

“Your pleasure is subservient to mine. You only deserve whatever I deign to give you.”

Fuck, he was blabbering on again. All she wanted was that dick.

She was right on the edge. If he did anything else, she was going to explode.

“Almost, but not yet, slut,” he said, stopping again.

She went white with frustration as her pleasure peaked without release, drooling as she made unintelligible noises.

“She now understands that she is owned,” said one of the nuns. “He controls the cadence. She cannot cum until he wills it.”

Felicia turned her head back and forth, the gag sawing against the back of her mouth. Anything to distract her from her frustration. It felt as though everything in her training had culminated in this moment, though this was just another fuck session.

Once he finished her off, she wasn’t sure what she’d do. That sickening craving to worship his cock would always come crawling back. She hated him and the nuns for doing this to her, but she also loved it. She lived for it.

“Cum, slut, cum. Do it for me. Do it for your master.”

He thrust deeply, and her body jiggled, spasming with pleasure.


Chapter Three

After a week of this kind of training, Felicia was dressed by the nuns in a new blue rubber outfit. This one was stiff, and took the nuns ages to get her into. She noticed silvery black circuitry running over the surface, eliciting a mild curiosity.

To a certain extent, she simply didn’t care at the moment. It was getting difficult to even think of escaping, and that was truly worrying. She didn’t really like being here, but she was starting to get used to it.

That habituation was exactly what the nuns must be counting on. As she continued to follow the routine set by them, it was becoming more and more normal to submit to their every request. Exciting, even, for she knew exactly what the reward would be – getting fucked by her so–called ‘master.’

It was even getting difficult to say the term in her mind sarcastically. As long as she remained here, it was an immutable fact, and she was quickly reaching acceptance.

A large part of it was because the nuns were playing with her mind, fulfilling her darkest desires. She had never told anyone her fantasies of being bound and taken at will. This whole situation was like catnip to her, better even than the taboo of fucking other men behind her husband’s back. Coupled with the fact that she was being forced to do what she deeply desired – it was hard to come to terms that this was wrong.

She might not really want to escape, and that was the most terrifying thought of all.

Walking the dark hallways with the purple nun, she savored the feeling of the ever present dildos. It hadn’t been that long, but her body was already tightening again, ready for her next sexual encounter.

This perpetual horniness and teasing was becoming second nature. The nuns seemed adamant about preventing her from pleasuring herself, which meant she simply had to endure it. She had noticed that, with practice, she was able to withstand her arousal much longer than she had before. She was certain the other nuns would consider this virtuous, but she just thought it was practical. She could hardly fall apart every time her body wanted a fuck.

Sister Scarlett led her through an open door in a stone archway, revealing a surprisingly modern looking room inside. The walls were lined with hardwood paneling, the floor tiled in swirling blue. There was a large screen at the front of the room, a projector hanging from the ceiling.

What drew her attention immediately were two funny looking desks mounted at forty five degree angles, both of them facing a comfortable looking chair, upholstered in green velvet.

The chain of her leash jangled as Sister Scarlett pulled her towards the desk on the left. She swayed her hips, balancing delicately on her high heeled boots.

Her bar gag and blinders had been removed, replaced with a rubber ball which had been promptly inflated. Her corset and collar had remained, though they had added leather straps which connected the two of them together, metal rings embedded at regular intervals. She suspected these would be used to bind her down.

She was soon proved right, spotting attachment points on the chair she was being helped into. At first, sitting was awkward, as her arms were locked into an armbinder behind her back, but it was clear some provisions had been made to handle bound individuals.

Her arms fit into a kind of shelf built into the back of the chair, allowing her to lean against it to relieve some of the pressure on her arms. This wasn’t necessary for long, as the nun’s first task was to remove her armbinder.

“It will be difficult to choose your answers if you can’t use your hands,” stated the nun.

Metal rings attached to her wrists were locked to the desk with short lengths of chain. It was a relief to press her elbows against the desk, though she badly wished she could rub her arms together, something she had been unable to do since she had arrived in this place.

Sister Scarlett moved her legs apart, sitting her thighs into built–in grooves in the chair. Her ankles were locked into place with more chains, the heels of her boots resting against the tiled floor. Her ass was sucked into a comfortable built–in pocket, forcing her hips to rotate forward so that her plugged privates were visible.

This relieved some of the pressure on the dildos, for which she was grateful. She had gotten so used to wearing them, that most of the time she didn’t notice their presence until she pressed up against them.

It was a surprisingly comfortable position to sit in, but she didn’t relax for long. The other rubber nun had arrived, Elena, dragging in the other trainee. As usual, she was being uncooperative. Sister Scarlett was forced to help Sister Elena, the two of them ramming the woman into the chair. Unlike Felicia, her arms were not unbound. Instead, the bottom of the woman’s armbinder was chained to the back of the chair, pulling her arms to the rear and thrusting her chest out.

More group training, great. She was starting to become resentful of the other trainee. Whenever she didn’t do what she was told, Felicia would have to watch her be punished. She felt a lot of empathy for the woman, but she wanted to shout at her that being a glutton for punishment wouldn’t get her out of here.

Everything had gotten so much better for her since she had accepted what the nuns were doing to her. She still periodically thought about escaping, but that was less important than minimizing discomfort.

It hurt her to see the other trainee experience so much needless pain. If only she could explain what her plans were!

Alas, any unauthorized talking was bound to be punished, and usually she was kept securely gagged whenever she might talk in secret with the other woman. They surely knew better than to put captives in the same room together!

She was locked naked into a plush, but spare room every night. The furniture had been securely bolted to the walls, and all sharp objects had been carefully removed. Coupled with the obvious cameras that were no doubt constantly monitored, there was little room for any trickery.

It was hard to even worry about such things when she ended up exhausted every day, dropping off to sleep on the luxuriously padded mattress, her worries vanishing into soft bed sheets and fluffy pillows.

The few minutes she had each morning, she wondered who funded the organization. The toilet had a bidet, and the shower had multiple heads with programmable settings. Clearly there was major money behind this operation. It must have cost a bomb to outfit the place, especially if there was more than one trainee!

This led her to idly wonder how many new neophytes were trained at one time. She had only seen a handful of the rubber nuns, but there must be more. The scale of the convent was massive – far more space than would be required for a cult led by a single man.

That couldn’t be what was going on here, anyway. The nuns surely seemed determined to force her to learn proper Christian values, despite how much time they had her fucking the man they called her master.

Once the other trainee was properly bound, Sister Scarlett rounded the desks and sat in the green chair, folding her legs on top of each other. Lifting up the arm of her chair, she retrieved a tablet, which she pressed a few buttons on.

The other nun, Sister Elena, paced towards the front of the classroom, like a sleek cat. A smartphone was tucked in one rubberized hand, light dancing from its glossy red rubber cover.

Felicia’s eyes bulged. That phone might be a way to call for help, if she could figure out how to steal it. She didn’t know where she was, but the authorities might be able to trace the phone signal back to its source.

Plan set, she was even more determined to act like an obedient slave. It would be essential to lull them into a false sense of security. They couldn’t be perfect forever – at some point they would slip up, and then she would strike.

A rectangle lit up in front of her, elevating to a forty five degree angle. It was some kind of custom tablet that had been built into the oak desk. At the top it read ‘The Lord’s Prayer,’ in bold letters. Below that was the text of the prayer printed in italics.

“Our first lesson today is to learn the prayer that Jesus taught us. From our research, we know that neither of you know it properly. Take some time to read it over.”

She glanced at the other trainee. “You have never been to church, so you at least have an excuse.”

She turned back to Felicia. “However, you should know better. You grew up in a religious family, but you ignored all their teachings. Yes, your father died when you were young, but that’s not a good reason for you to spend all your time doodling in the church pamphlets during services.”

Felicia frowned and shook her head. She wasn’t sure how they knew all of these things. For a shady organization, they had suspiciously deep personal knowledge. It was rather frightening.

“Oh yes, we know everything about you,” the purple nun continued. “Even about that time you drew an upside down cross in the bathroom mirror to scare your sister. We research all of our prospective trainees thoroughly before they are accepted.”

She leaned back in the chair, the sprngs softly creaking. “You both have been deemed capable of joining our ranks as proper rubber sisters. Not everyone gets that pleasure. Or the privilege.”

The other trainee made a noise in protest, but her voice was muffled. Sister Elena grinned harshly, staring at her phone. “It doesn’t matter how much you believe us. That won’t affect how easy it will be to remold you. In truth, once you accept deep down that you won’t be leaving until we have remodeled your mind, you’ll break. It’s inevitable.”

Sister Scarlett waved her off. “Don’t worry about that for now. It’s time to concentrate on your task. Select the phrase that corresponds to the beginning of the Lord’s prayer. Don’t worry if you get it wrong. We’ll keep trying until you provide the right answer. Just remember that the wrong answer will punish you. The more often you choose the wrong answer, the harsher the punishment, so please try your best.”

The screen blanked, a little hourglass turning for a moment. Four different options in rectangular boxes appeared.

Felicia tried to concentrate on the screen, her eyes blurring a little bit from the stress. The second option caught her eye – “Our Father, Who Art In Heaven.” That one was still fresh in her mind.

She tapped her finger against the screen, and was surprised to see that the option highlighted instantly. It was as if she wasn’t wearing any gloves at all!

Her body jolted as the dildo in her pussy came to life for one blessed moment. At the same time as she moaned in pleasure, the other trainee gasped in pain.

“Good work,” said Sister Scarlett, beaming at her. “Though that was probably some of your vestigial knowledge surfacing. The other trainee wasn’t so fortunate, though I’m certain she will learn with proper repetition.”

The screen on the tablet blanked, the last line appearing at the top, with four more options presenting themselves. She pressed the first option that seemed right, but realized too late that it had said “Hallowed be my name” instead of “Hallowed be thy name.”

A sudden shock danced up and down her arms, her muscles clenching uncontrollably. She closed her eyes and groaned, squeezing her teeth into the spongy rubber gag. It helped to lessen the impact of the shock, just a little bit. She would have to remember that.

The nun made a few notes on her pad, looking at Felicia expectantly. Another four options had appeared. Maybe she should take her time with this. There didn’t seem to be any reason to rush.

Something was still bothering her about this, though. She turned her hands over, looking more closely at the rubberized surface of the suit she wore. Small electrical traces ran from her fingertips, up past her wrists into her arms. At regular intervals, there were spots where the silvery traces ran in circles.

It would be a genius design, if it wasn’t so diabolical. Not only did it allow the touch screen to work perfectly, but her captors could torture her at practically any point on her body. That made the tight embrace of the latex feel much less comforting.

The other trainee shook in her seat, a faint noise escaping her gag. Sister Elena chuckled. “Giving no answer at all is the same as answering incorrectly. Remember that.”

A ticking timer in the corner of the display caught Felicia’s eye. Ah, that was how this game would be played. If she waited longer than two minutes to give an answer, she’d be shocked. Best to get on with this, then.

The four options she was presented with this time were for the next line in the prayer. She knew that it must be either “Thy Kingdom Come” or “Thy Will Be Done, On Earth As It Is In Heaven,” but she couldn’t remember the correct order.

She looked at Sister Scarlett with pleading eyes. The sister folded her hands, giving her a gracious smile. “Are you asking for a hint?”

Felicia jerked her head as far as it could go, given the tight collar wrapped around her neck.

There was a sharp glint in Sister Scarlett’s eyes. “Very well. I am often more lenient than Sister Elena, but please don’t mistake that for being soft.”

From how she had been treated so far, Felicia certainly wouldn’t forget that fact.

The nun leaned back in her chair, pressing the back of her glossy rubber hood against the high back. “What comes first?” she asked. “His will, or His kingdom?”

That didn’t help narrow it down that much, since she already knew that those were the two options. She blinked, trying to communicate all of her desperation through her eyes.

“Think about it this way,” continued the nun. “We are asking for His kingdom to come into this world, that His Holy Spirit would lie upon us, so that we may believe His word and lead godly lives upon this planet and into eternity. We are also asking that what He wants is done, not what we want. That He would help us to overcome our sinful nature, which does not want His kingdom to come.”

Ah, that made sense. “Thy Kingdom Come” must be the correct answer, as receiving the Holy Spirit was necessary to ensure that “Thy Will Be Done.”

The pleasurable jolt in her pussy confirmed that she had gotten it right. Excellent. That should make the next one “Thy Will Be Done.”

Mmmph, yes, she could get used to this. It was much like a rat pressing on a lever in order to receive a food pellet. Unlike the rat, she was not only feeling good that she had gotten the right answer, but she was also pleased that she had satisfied the nun.

It was hard to know why, but at some point she felt like she was developing a rapport with Sister Scarlett, even if it was entirely based on what she was being forced to do. She had to be careful with these feelings, because she knew they weren’t entirely rational.

She shifted her ass in the seat, as it was getting a bit sticky from sweat. This provided a small amount of stimulation from her plugged privates. She was very careful to hide her reaction, hoping that the nuns hadn’t noticed.

Another set of options was appearing on the screen. She needed to keep figuring out the right answers. If she could get herself primed from being stimulated that way, she might be able to trigger an orgasm via friction against the seat before they could stop her.

There was something about trespasses, and bread, but she wasn’t sure which was the correct answer. Her arousal was interfering with her rational mind, so she picked one at random, crying out when pain spiraled around her shoulders.

Multiple patterns must have been programmed into the suit, as every series of shocks was different. If she was a masochist, she might be interested in exploring them more, but she wasn’t deriving any pleasure from this pain. It was short circuiting her libido, making it difficult to keep up her level of arousal.

This was no good, she needed to concentrate. The next set of choices was already filling the screen.

A groan came from the other trainee. Felicia’s eyes flicked over to her. She seemed to be selecting choices listlessly, her body jumping every time she selected the wrong answer. Sister Elena was leaning over her, whispering into her ear.

Felicia sighed. While she felt empathy for the other woman, in the end, she was just another distraction keeping her from her goal. She slowed down, studying the previous line from the prayer. “Give Us This Day Our Daily Bread.”

The options began with “And Lead Us Not Into Temptation,” “And Forgive Us Our Trespasses As We Forgive Those Who Trespass Against Us,” along with “And Don’t Give Up Hope” and “Let Us Do What We Feel Is Right.”

The last two were silly. Eliminating those gave her a fifty percent chance of guessing the correct answer, so she chose the second one and was rewarded with a thrilling buzz in her pussy. Ah, that felt good. Just a few more of those combined with an appropriate shift of her hips might do the trick!

The next one was easy. “And Lead Us Not Into Temptation.” She was getting really tempted right now to squeeze her butt against the back of the chair. She couldn’t move her legs together due to how they were locked in place, but the rewarding buzz from the packed in dildos was almost as good.

Just a few more lines. A few more opportunities to satisfy herself. It felt dirty to do this while learning a prayer, but she just couldn’t help herself. Her body was a mortal shell filled with lusts she couldn’t contain.

“But Deliver Us From Evil.” The evil of her body torturing her, bringing her ever closer to climax. The thick hardness of the dildos, stirring up those delicious, evil thoughts.

“For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever and ever, amen.”

Somehow her memory had done it, the last few options being remarkably easy to get right. The last line echoed in her mind as she shifted her weight back and forth as much as her restraints would allow, squeezing her ass against the hard plug.

The sensations were too much for her, her eyes watering as she climaxed. Her body tingled with pleasure that shot from her hips to the tips of her toes.

Sister Scarlett smiled at her right as Felicia was lost in the throes of an orgasm. “If you manage to recite the Lord’s Prayer perfectly by the end of the session, your master will have a little treat for you.”

Her smile quickly turned into a frown as Felicia rolled her eyes, lost in ecstasy. She leaned forward, examining her with an expert eye. “How disappointing. It appears that filthy, original sin has overcome your better nature.”

Sister Elena loomed over her, a dark smirk spreading over her face. “This one has gotten too comfortable, Sister Scarlett. For this transgression, she will need to perform penance.”

Sister Scarlett sighed. “Of course, you’re right, but we can’t interrupt the lesson to deal with this. She can sit and stew in her own juices, thinking about how she could have handled this better.”

Sister Elena dropped her hands onto Felicia’s shoulders unexpectedly. “I look forward to seeing you in the penance chamber later.”

Her disquieting expression was enough to make Felicia quail, but she still felt a sense of satisfaction on getting one past them. It was a small victory, if she could call it that.

“Next lesson,” interrupted the purple nun. “The Ten Commandments.”

The screen refreshed, the commandments laid out in block letters. “There are a few I would like to point out,” said Sister Scarlett.

“Thou Shalt Not Commit Adultery.” The nun looked at Felicia with severe admonishment. “You in particular have broken that one multiple times – but you are not the only offender.”

She turned to the other trainee. “What you have done is objectively worse. You told your friend lies to convince her to fuck around, while secretly getting in bed with her husband.”

“What was the reason for all this? Another broken commandment: ‘You Shall Not Covet Your Neighbor’s Wife.’ Although this is primarily directed at men, that doesn’t mean women can’t be covetous.”

“You were jealous of her success in attracting men. Her easy way of seducing them. You are getting on in your years, and haven’t found a man to settle down with. In the end, it was easier for you to steal a weak willed one from your friend.”

The other trainee wiggled in her seat, looking at the floor in shame. “This is what happens when the world of weak men and weak women collide. Is the man culpable? Of course. We will not allow him to discard his responsibility for the matter.”

She set down her tablet with a sigh. “You could easily have ruined their marriage, if not for the fact that she was working so hard to do that herself. Once you understand that properly and repent, then you can move forward. We can only help you if you want to be helped.”

“The good news is, despite all this, God forgives you all of your sins through his son Jesus Christ. Through his grace you have been saved.” She made the sign of the cross over her glossy breasts.

“That doesn’t mean you get to fuck around here on this planet, however. He wants you to live a godly life. Some people can’t do that alone, and that’s where we come in. We will enforce the proper boundaries and ensure that you no longer live in sin.”

She put both her hands up in front of her in parallel. “One man, one woman. That is the proper equation. One that is balanced. That is what we enforce.”

She clapped her hands together. “One couple, with the single purpose of serving God above. Not their own petty desires. Those must be harnessed with an obedience to their one true Master that comes from showing pure love for one another.”

The nun seemed set to continue, but Sister Elena interrupted her. “Time’s up. We’ll have to continue our lesson about the commandments during their next class. They are scheduled to have their hair done next.”

“Thank you, Sister,” said Scarlett, putting the tablet away. “Sometimes I can get a little fervent, but it is good for neophytes to see how powerful His truth can be.”

Felicia ignored their fanatical bantering, ruminating on what the other girl had done. She was shocked. It was utterly reprehensible. She couldn’t believe that someone could do such a thing.

Yes, she had cheated on her husband, but if her friend Ava had been married, there’s no way she would have tried to get with Ava’s husband! She shook internally. That would be downright evil!

The tablet in front of her blanked, retracting into the table. It sealed into the surface, sitting flush. Sister Scarlett pulled her chair to one side, while Sister Elena pulled up a second identical chair. They both sat, laying their rubberized hands casually on the arm rests, watching the trainees. Their rubber catsuits clung to their skin, showing off their sculpted bodies.

“Ah, there you are,” said Sister Elena, looking off to the side. “I was almost going to text you.”

A motherly chuckle preceded the sound of boots tapping across the tile floor. Felicia caught a glimpse of this new woman, dressed in a tight, yellow catsuit, before she slipped behind her.

So there were more than just the three nuns here! How many of them belonged to this organization? How many trainees had they processed, turning them into more rubber nuns to enforce their strictures?

Her stomach lurched, and she felt a little dizzy. If this was a large cult, it was likely that they had enough power to keep her here until they were done training her. It had already been a long time, and there had been no sign of rescue.

Her husband had no idea she was here, and even if he had, he probably wouldn't do anything about it. All they'd have to do was give him a threatening phone call and he'd cave like he always did.

Soft hands worked at the nape of her neck, undoing the strings that secured the collar to her neck. When it was lifted free, she took a deep breath, marveling at how strange it felt to be without it. Much like the dildos sitting in her nethers, it had almost become a part of her. A reminder that she was a captive.

She should hate that reminder, but it was becoming more difficult to hate anything here by the day. This cult’s training regimen was frightfully effective – she found herself doing whatever they asked, as long as it would win her a session of being fucked by her master. She needed to find a way out of here soon.

The yellow nun deflated her gag and removed it. She rolled her tongue around her mouth, clearing the built up saliva. The zipper on her hood was undone, the rubber being peeled from her skin. Her face felt cool, the sweat quickly evaporating.

She could feel her hair being gathered and examined. She had cut it short once to spite her husband, but in general she preferred it to be shoulder length, which it currently was. Her husband had wanted her to grow it as long as possible, but it was far too much work to maintain. Her old self wasn’t exactly fond of spending extra time and effort just to please him.

The nun clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth. “Your hair is wonderful, but you treat it so poorly! You never do it up in the way your master desires. I’ll fix that for you. It’s going to look wonderful.”

She hummed as she worked, stroking Felicia’s brunette locks. She could feel it clumping up a little. The nun must have used some kind of lotion.

She split Felicia’s hair into two parts, careful to ensure that the stands were untangled all the way up to her forehead. Each wodge of hair was laid over her shoulder, bundling the strands together. Once this was done, the nun combed the hair, splitting each side into three parts. Each of the strands were braided together high on her head, securing the hair neatly against her skull.

This would be a good time to cry out in protest or try to prevent the hairdresser from messing with her, but she was too far down the path of obedience to worry about that kind of resistance. She was already scheduled for some kind of penance, and she didn’t want to increase her sentence.

The other trainee probably would have put up some kind of struggle, but she had been left alone. Sister Elena was watching her closely, but the woman was still looking at the floor, a trickle of tears running down her chin.

“Now,” said Sister Scarlett calmly. “You’ve earned the right to ask some questions of us. We will answer any that seem appropriate.”

Felicia was distracted by the woman working on her hair, but the first question seemed obvious. “Who the he… who are you guys?” She bit back the first word, suddenly convinced that she would be punished for the transgression.

Sister Scarlett lifted a purple hand to her mouth, hiding a bemused smile. “We are The Rubber Order. That’s not really the right question, though, is it? You really want to know why we exist. Why we are doing this.”

She paused. “There are women all over this society squandering their beauty for a chance to find the perfect fuck. A man who’s tall, rich, dark, and handsome to spend their lives with. Ten years down the road and forty pounds later, they wonder what happened to them and blame the men they played around with.”

“They eventually settle, because they can’t bear being alone any longer. That man has to deal with their shrew–like behavior, because she’ll never be happy with him. He’ll forever be her second choice, the man she didn’t really want.”

Felicia started to shake her head, but the hairdresser clamped her hands around her skull. Sister Scarlett ignored her denial, continuing. “As a result of this settling, boredom sets in. You no longer want to grace his bedroom, to do the chores, or to contribute to the household. You both drift away from each other. You start seeing other people behind his back, and the marriage soon dissolves.”

She frowned. “Don’t shake your head again. This is an absolute fact. We have definitive proof that you were sleeping around. Listen to me for a moment without speaking.”

“This society is ill, sister, and it has infected you, too. Fortunately, we have the cure.”

"We break this cycle with intensive training. Break you out of your old destructive habits. Instill new ones. They might seem boring at first, but as we ingrain them into your psyche, they will become a natural part of the new you. A more subservient you."

She clasped her hands together, leaning forward. "Given time, you won't be settling for your master. You'll be adoring him. Spending all of your time figuring out how to please him. Finding joy in your slavery. That's how it is for all of us."


"You'll take what he does to you and like it. That is the place of a proper wife. A proper nun. A proper slave."

“Once the spice is back in your sex life, you won’t want to leave your master. You’ll do anything for him, as he would for you. The perfect relationship.”

Her eyes seemed far away, a fanatical fire burning within. She said nothing for a few moments, lost in thought.

Felicia was hesitant to interrupt her monologue, but she was starting to get a sense of how things worked here. Something was still bothering her, however. "Aren’t your sexual activities hypocritical? You spend so much time edging me and having me fucked, I feel like I’ve committed all kinds of sexual improprieties."

Sister Scarlett grinned. “You’re a smart girl, Felicia, but you’re not seeing the whole picture. We don't engage in sex with each other. We only do what we must in service to our masters. There is nothing written in scripture that says we cannot help each other to find pleasure with the one who owns us.”

“I thought we belonged only to God?” Felicia wasn’t really all that confused, but she was hoping to catch them in an inconsistency that she could pounce on.

"That’s right, it’s simply a hierarchy. Each of us has one true master – God above. Here on earth, we obey our earthly master. As we serve him, we also serve Him above. It is a righteous thing to serve one's master. To be obedient, subservient – slutty for him. Not for others. This is what we must teach you. To be loyal to the one who owns you."

That line of questioning had led nowhere. Felicia sighed internally, searching for another. The other trainee was wiggling in her seat, making what noises she could through her gag. Sister Elena laughed. “I think this one has a question, Sister Scarlett.”

“Very well. You may release her to speak, though this one has proven quite recalcitrant. She will have to be removed if she makes a scene.”

Sister Elena nodded, deflating her gag. The woman’s mask seemed to have the gag integrated, so Sister Elena needed to remove it, undoing her thick collar to get at the zipper. Beautiful, auburn hair escaped from beneath as it flowed down over the trainee’s rubber suit, splaying on top of her chest.

Felicia gasped. Auburn hair was pretty uncommon in the city, given the prominence lately of dying one’s hair. She had a sudden suspicion who this mysterious trainee might be.

Her suspicion was confirmed as the mask was pulled off, revealing the face of her partner in dating – Ava.

Wait, did that mean? Felicia’s face drained of color. It was her.

She was the one who had worked so hard to convince Felicia to start exploring other options when her marriage became boring. She had even suggested her first date with Brom, the man with which she had learned how exciting extramarital affairs could be.

After that first assignation, they had spent months together plotting more daring escapades. She had lost track of the number of men she had fucked, and it had all been for nothing.

It had all been a lie! Ava had tempted her to betray her husband, to ruin her marriage – so that Ava could create a way for her to insert herself into Felicia’s life. To keep her busy while she worked on Johnny!

Felicia gasped. Had her husband actually fucked Ava? She didn’t think Johnny had it in him, but if Ava had pushed, yes, she could see it happening.

The man certainly had seemed a bit skittish around the house recently. He hadn’t even really tried to question the large chunks of time she was spending away from him. She cursed, immediately clamping her lips shut.

It was too late. A sparking electric shock blasted down her back, ending at her buttocks. She jerked and grunted, closing her eyes as tears appeared.

“Thou Shalt Not Take The Name Of The Lord Thy God In Vain,” said Sister Scarlett, disapprovingly. “We haven’t covered that one thoroughly yet, but you should know better.”

She did know better, but at the moment, she simply didn’t care. She glared at Ava, shooting daggers with her eyes. If her hands weren’t chained to the desk, she might try to strangle her friend. Correction: former friend.

She was about to break into a tirade when Sister Elena fixed her with a gimlet eye. “You may speak only when requested. The other trainee has a question.” She said this firmly, with no room for argument.

Felicia subsided, but felt apoplectic. A large part of the reason why she was here was down to Ava. Her own desires had gotten in the way, yes, but she never would have had the opportunity to indulge them if not for Ava!

Ava worked her lips, swallowing carefully. She looked tired, but her spirit hadn’t been broken yet. “Why,” she enunciated carefully, “given your supposed morals, are you having Felicia fuck a master who isn’t her husband? Isn’t that a mortal sin?”

Both of the nuns began to chuckle, making Felicia’s skin crawl. “I sense jealousy,” said Sister Scarlett. “You wish that you had a master yourself, do you not?”

Ava shook her head, but Felicia sensed that she was dissembling.

“You’re not going to give me a straight answer, are you?” Ava asked.

Sister Scarlett shook her head. “No, because it won’t help you to accept the truth – that you desire to be mastered just as much as Felicia. Attempting to expose some sort of hypocrisy won’t make us forsake our faith.”

Her eyes shone, as with some inner power as she stared Ava down. “Nothing has changed for you. Your body desperately needs a man, any man. It always has. You’ve given your best years to random people online, constantly pumping and dumping them until your body gave out.”

"It’s only now that you’re older that you’ve realized that you want to find a man to marry you, but the market of men willing to go out with you is far smaller. Your competition is higher, your value lower."

She pointed at Felicia with a rubber tipped finger. “Eventually, you gave up, and tried to steal her man. That gave you a small high for a period of time, but it’s already wearing off, isn’t it? The forbidden and the taboo is only exciting until you’ve been there, done that.”

“Now it’s all by rote and you want out, but you don’t know what to do or where to turn. You never have, you lost little lamb.”

She clasped her hands together and smiled beatifically. For a moment, she almost looked like a proper nun, disregarding her rubber wimple and corset. “Rejoice sister, for we have the answer. A master has been selected for you. One who will cherish and love you as his own. You shall not have to wander in the wilderness forever alone.”

At this, Ava blanched, which Felicia had never seen before. The other woman had always been gregarious and bubbly as long as she had known her. Very little had been able to shut her up in the past, but this seemed to have drained the enthusiasm from her.

“I… can’t,” she said softly, an anguished expression on her face.

“Why not?” asked Sister Elena sarcastically. “Is it too hard for you after you spent the last fifteen years of your life whoring around?”

“No,” she replied, her face haunted. “It’s because my father beat me horribly when I was growing up. Whenever I would think to disobey him, he’d grab the paddle from the wall and smack me until I was raw sore. He’d do this whenever I wouldn’t finish a meal, do my laundry, or clean my room. Sometimes he did it for no reason at all. Just to retain his feeling of control over me.”

She spat, a globule of saliva spattering onto the table in front of her. “I don’t trust any man. I don’t trust your ‘master.’ They’re all bastards. That’s why I won’t commit to anyone. Can’t.”

Sister Scarlett straightened in surprise. “Mmm, that is something our research hadn’t picked up. Not to worry, daddy issues are a pretty common trait among your ilk. We’ve seen this many times in the past. It’s a hard mental block to get through, but we’ve had an amazing success rate with our program. We simply need to adjust our programming.”

Ava gritted her teeth. “What are you going to do if it doesn’t work, huh? Kill me?”

Sister Scarlett gave her a calm nod. “I understand your fears, but you’re jumping to conclusions. The convent needs plenty of menials to function properly. There’s always a chance down the road that we’ll find a breakthrough for you. We always keep trying. It’s our calling – to break down the authority of the outside world so that our members may know true bliss in serving their masters and God. That’s all there is to it.”

Ava’s face glowered. “I don’t care what you do to me. I won’t accept any master you assign to me. He’ll abuse me, too, just you see. That’s what men do.”

“You’re overgeneralizing, but I can see that you will need help to remedy some of the damage done in the past. Rest assured that we have excellent quality controls in the convent.”

Ava didn’t seem to accept that answer either, but she said nothing, remaining sullen. The nun working on Felicia’s hair finally seemed to be finished with her braiding, leaving her hair alone for the moment. Felicia tossed her head, feeling her braided hair slapping against her shoulders. She disliked the tugging sensation, but she would have to get used to it. She didn’t have much choice.

She made a disgruntled noise when the nun returned with a new hood, but she should have expected it. The woman expertly threaded her new braids into rubber tubes which forced them almost vertical, her hair spilling from the top of her head on either side as if they were alien antennae. The edge of the hood came downward, pressing tightly against her face as it was pulled into place. It was zipped closed from the peak of her head.

She badly wanted to see what she looked like, but the nuns were unlikely to offer her a mirror. They would probably mutter something about how she was being dressed for her master, not for herself, or some such nonsense. How annoying!

A thick collar was placed around her neck and tightened, locked into place with several straps. Its constant presence was a reminder that she was owned, but the harshness of that reality was tempered by the comfort that it meant they didn’t mean to dispose of her. She was valuable to them, even if their purposes were a little twisted.

Though she would never dress herself like this, she probably was looking stunning. She was getting eager to show off her new hairstyle to her master.

Oh dear, if she was thinking that without being prompted, she really was losing it. It was hard to claim that she wouldn’t be happy showing off her smoking hot body to a man who wanted her. Even if it was a man who claimed to be her master. She would have to leave it there – analyzing her true feelings would just get her more worked up.

The yellow nun had moved on, looking at Ava’s hair. “What a mess!” she exclaimed. “Your master prefers his hair done up properly, so this will be quite a job.”

Ava twisted her head, trying to make it difficult for the nun to touch her hair. The nun raised an eyebrow, looking at Sister Elena. She shrugged and pressed a button on her phone. Ava moaned and closed her eyes, biting her lip. “You can’t force me to do what you want me to do.”

“Perhaps not,” said Sister Scarlett. “Sooner or later, however, you are going to stop caring. We can keep going at this until you’re sufficiently pliable, or you can give in to our small demands now.”

Ava rolled her eyes, but stopped trying to move. The yellow nun gathered her hair, stroking down its entire length. “You have plenty to work with, my dear,” said the nun. “This will look beautiful when I’m done.”

Sister Scarlett rested her rubberized hands on top of her thighs, watching Ava carefully. “To get back on topic, your prospective master grew up with the organization, but he is still in training. As a master in training, he is subject to correction by any of the nuns in this facility until he has graduated. Even then, his performance will continue to be evaluated. Sinful human nature being what it is, there is always the possibility of a black sheep becoming a master. We make sure that truly abusive masters are punished and retrained to follow the true doctrine.”

“If a master cannot be fixed, he will be excommunicated. This is a sad day for his slave, but sometimes it cannot be helped. Another, more appropriate master will be found to control her desires.”

Ava stared at Sister Scarlett with unbridled hate. She said nothing, remaining tight lipped.

The purple nun sighed. “None are so blind as those who do not wish to see. Very well, we’re done here. We’ll try again another time.”

She stood on her heels, expertly navigating around the desks. She took Felicia’s left wrist, unlocking the chain and re–attaching it to her other wrist. “Don’t worry about your friend,” she said peremptorily. “Sister Elena will attend to her. You, unfortunately, must go to penance, although I must confess that trainee Ava deserves it more than you.”

She chuckled. “You earned it, though. The chains we forge for ourselves are far more restricting than anyone can impose upon us. You must decide yourself whether you want to put your desires before your obedience to your master.”

Felicia stood, docilely waiting for Sister Scarlett to remove the chains at her feet. “How bad is penance, really?” she asked in a small voice.

Sister Scarlett paused. “I’ve never had to go through penance, personally,” she said in a harsh voice. “Sister Elena did, though, and she won’t talk about it. She did say that it’s only as bad as your mind makes it. If you stay strong, you should make it through just fine.”

She re–secured Felicia’s hands behind her back, taking her by the wrists and guiding her towards the door. “You know, they always say that God doesn’t give you trials that you cannot withstand.”

“That might be so, but why do they always have to be so difficult?” Felicia complained as she stepped through the door.

She had spent so much time in these heeled boots that it was second nature for her to avoid the lip of the threshold. Another dubious talent she had learned under the tutelage of the rubber nuns.

Sister Scarlett steered her to the left, leading her up a red velvet carpet. “I know that was a rhetorical question, but I’ll answer it anyway. These daily life challenges help us to grow as people. A person’s outlook on life and strength of character is guided by the problems they have faced and solved.”

It was all well and good saying that, but actually putting those words into action was tough. Especially when hard, knobbly dildos were bouncing in your snatch.

Her libido was barely ever slaked for long, given the constant stimulation of the rubber intruders. Despite her orgasm earlier, she could tell her body was already working towards another. She made a strange little half step, trying to rub her thighs together.

“None of that, now,” ordered the nun, pushing her forward with a strong arm. “What was I just saying? Come on, you don’t want to extend your penance.”

Felicia stumbled a little, sighing as she recovered. The nun was right, she really needed to stop doing that. It was just so hard to ignore it, though!

Sister Scarlett helped her to navigate through two sets of double doors. The decor had changed, and was surprisingly modern. It was almost as if they had entered an office building or a hospital. She almost expected to round a corner and find a warren of cubicles.

She found herself peeking into every room they passed, her heart sinking as she peered at the mysterious equipment inside. All of it looked pretty clinical, and she didn’t fancy a close encounter with any of it.

The nun pulled her to a stop in front of a large, circular hatch. It was currently open, revealing that the door was a foot thick, with locking bolts as large as her fist. A small porthole was built into the hatch, but it would be a poor way to observe what was going on inside.

That would be taken care of by the multitude of cameras inside the room, which were pointed at a rectangular pool. On either side of the room were large fans, as tall as a person, back lit with blue light.

A dangling metallic harness was suspended above the pool, mounted on four vertical poles at each corner. It was currently empty, but she knew it wouldn’t be for long.

“How long will I be in penance?” she asked softly.

Sister Scarlett pushed her inside the hatchway. “Hard to say. Some of that will be up to you. You’ll see.”

The purple nun let her go, walking up to a console mounted to the floor. She toggled a few buttons, and the harness descended smoothly on the poles. The far end of the harness was tilted upwards, presenting a series of straps woven together in a kind of netting.

Felicia waited in front of the pool, watching and shivering. Not from the water, for she could feel the warmth radiating from its shimmering surface. She just didn’t know what they were going to do with her. She hated not knowing.

Sister Scarlett returned, unzipping Felicia’s nether regions. The dildos were deflated and removed, any remaining lubrication wiped away by a towel. The nun carefully wrapped the sex toys inside the towel, setting the package aside. She returned to the console, opening a cabinet door and retrieving a small pad. There was a small, curly purple knob built into its surface.

Felicia blanched when she realized the pad was going to sit on top of her pussy. Sister Scarlett pressed it into place gently, feeling around the edges to make sure it was secure. Confident that it wasn’t going anywhere, she zipped up Felicia’s privates, all the way up past her asshole. Felicia hissed, the tip of the knob pressing into her snatch. A small spark of pleasure made her whimper.

“It’s a stim pad,” explained the rubber nun, forestalling her questions. “The motion of the machine might provide too much stimulation otherwise. This will allow us to better control what you are experiencing.”

She went back to the console, rummaging around inside. “Here it is,” she exclaimed, pulling out a mask with a rounded face plate.

Felicia looked at it dubiously. It wasn’t like a standard gas mask, with a filter hanging off the front. Instead, there were two thick plastic tubes that extended from the nose area running up the sides of the face, secured to two large circular pads with small clips. The pads would sit over her ears, looking like integrated headphones.

Sister Scarlett lifted the mask, fiddling with the straps. “Ponytails are always more difficult, but still doable,” she muttered.

Felicia’s heart fluttered, but she resisted the impulse to flee. She wouldn’t get far while chained up, and someone was bound to be monitoring them. She had to go through with this.

Rubber straps were lifted over her ponytails, pressing into her head around the rubber tubes. A rubber cup was pushed over the crown of her head, holding the straps taut against her skull. Sister Scarlett cinched the straps tight, pulling the mask flush against her face.

Felicia breathed quickly, feeling a little trapped, but the mask was pretty comfortable, and she had a good field of view. Sound was muffled through the headphones, though she could still hear Sister Scarlett easily enough. Her breath hissed up past her ears through the plastic tubes.

“Even though your face is covered, we can still pick up what you’re saying in the room. The microphones are very sensitive. Just follow the guided prompts given by your headphones and you’ll be fine. There’s no need to be nervous.”

The rubber nun squeezed her shoulder, leading her towards the bondage harness. She pulled it closer to Felicia, gesturing for her to get in.

Felicia stopped, shaking her head. If she fell into the harness, she was likely to drop into the pool! She’d drown!

Sister Scarlett clucked her tongue. “Come now, bend your knees, lean forward. Yes, like that.”

She helped Felicia lean over far enough to thrust her bound arms through a hole in the straps, moving the others aside so that they pressed into her chest. Seeing that the straps were in place, she pressed her hand against Felicia’s back.

“Jump,” she commanded.

It was less like jumping, and more like falling. For a terrifying moment, Felicia thought she was going to go head over heels into the pool, but the swaying straps held, her legs caught by additional straps. Her body swayed back and forth, suspended above the water.

“Good girl,” said the rubber nun, working efficiently to wrap her up like a summer sausage.

Felicia wasn’t sure she wanted to be praised in that way by the nun, especially since it inexplicably made her happy. Something was seriously messed up in her head. If she couldn’t find any desire to resist, maybe she deserved to be here.

Straps were rolled over her back, cinched in place so that they wouldn’t shift. Another strap was pulled up over her privates, secured to the straps on her back. Her legs wobbled back and forth until they were strapped down, too.

Her body swayed back and forth in the straps, her hands dangling above the pool. If she shifted her weight, she could move back and forth a little bit, but not by much.

Sister Scarlett pulled her over, unlocking her wrists. “If it gets to be a bit much, you can grip these handholds,” she said, untangling rubber loops until they dangled from Felicia’s chest. “Give them a try, they’re the only comfort you’re going to get.”

She watched for a moment as Felicia located the loops, then smacked her on the butt. “There you go, you’re all situated. This won’t be fun, but you’ll come out the other end a more faithful trainee. You might even get promoted from neophyte! Won’t that be interesting, picking your very own color?”

She chuckled, the sound of her heels fading away, leaving her all alone. Spotlights from above illuminated the pool below, the sparkling light irritating her eyes.

Felicia groaned. This wasn’t exactly the most comfortable position, and she had no idea what was going to happen next.

The headphones crackled to life. “You will be monitored during every stage of this penance, trainee,” came the hard voice of Sister Beatrix, sounding as if she was inside Felicia’s head. “I have elected to run this training session, as you are our best trainee. The most promising ones tend to fall the hardest, and I do not wish for you to become a menial. Your master is coming along quite well, and I expect you to fall in line.”

She laughed, a low, velvety rasp. “He’s eager to fuck you, and I’m quite sure your pussy wants to be his bitch.”

The stim pad covering her vagina came to life, buzzing against her clitoris. Felicia moaned, flexing her hips against the straps. Her body bounced around, offering no additional stimulation.

The buzzing stopped as quickly as it came, followed by a chuckle in her ears. “I have complete control over your body. I can stimulate you in a variety of different ways. This is clearly necessary, since you demonstrated earlier that given half a chance, you’ll try to get yourself off.”

“That is not acceptable. We will not allow you to be selfish any longer. You must obey only the commands of your master, and give yourself to him.”

Felicia groaned. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I just couldn’t take it anymore! My body has needs, and I have to fulfill them!”

Sister Beatrix made a noise of disgust. “That’s an excuse for a toddler, not an adult. Before you came here, you already had a husband. You should have treated him like your cherished master, and sated your desires with him. Instead, you whored around. Admittedly, you were led down this path of temptation by your friend, but that is not a valid excuse. You had a choice.”

Felicia frowned. Johnny wasn't all that amazing. A run of the mill engineer, with an average cock. Sure, he was reliable, but he was a limp biscuit, willing to do anything she asked without complaint. "How could I respect my husband when he wasn’t assertive? He wasn’t worthy of being my master!”

"How could he be assertive when you never let him take the lead?” retorted the nun. “You always want to be in charge!"

"That's one of the goals of the Order," continued Sister Beatrix. "We train couples to honor and love each other. To have a proper, godly relationship. The wife must obey her husband. Her master."

Felicia took a deep breath as her bound body began to lower towards the pool.

“What…?” she gasped as her legs plunged into the warm water.

Her heart was beating quickly as she took shallow breaths. It would be okay. The helmet had breathing tubes, and her body was angled so that her head would stay on top.

That wasn’t enough to stop her from panicking as the water began to lap against the face plate of the helmet. She was in serious danger of hyperventilating.

Fortunately, at that point, the mechanism stopped, pausing as if for her to catch her breath. The headphones crackled.

“Were you afraid of drowning?” queried Sister Beatrix. “Don’t worry, you won’t be harmed. That is not our goal. No, the plan for this penance is to show you that your mind has control over your body. It will do what you tell it to do, not the other way around.”

“You can keep your desires in check. You don’t have to satisfy them immediately. They can wait until your master is ready for you.”

Her bound form began to raise, the water trickling from all over her rubber covered body. Once she was completely out of the water, there came a click, and large fans on the walls whirred to life. The noise was muffled by the headphones, but her body was buffeted by an extreme airflow.

She swayed to one side, the straps digging in. The remaining water evaporated quickly, leaving her feeling extremely cold. She shivered uncontrollably, her teeth chattering.

“The cold doesn’t matter,” stated Sister Beatrix. “It is fleeting, and temporary. You have complete control over your body.”

The buzzing tingle of the electrodes in her suit flashed over her, muscles cramping randomly. “Pain is below you. You are above the physical world. It does not control you. It is not your master.”

Felicia made a sound of frustration. “How can I concentrate on anything when my body is so desperate for relief?”

Sister Beatrix chuckled. “All you need to do is focus on your obedience. Everything else flows from there.”

“Pain is fleeting, temporary. Our bodies are used to dealing with it. Otherwise, we women wouldn’t willingly go through childbirth more than once. In a day or two, you will have forgotten how painful this experience was. That is why you are learning this lesson at a deeper level.”

Her body began to drop again, her feet splashing into the water. “The cycle will continue, until you accept this singular truth – you want what we have. Our mastery of our bodies. Our obedience to our masters. Our true purpose in life. You want to look like us. To be like us. To serve like us."

Felicia shook her head rapidly as her body dunked into the water again. “I’m not like you, though. I can’t be like you.”

“That is the crux of your problem. You don’t believe you can do it. You haven’t recognized anybody as your master. You’ve let your body master you.”

The fans began to blow again, the cold stabbing through her like an icicle. She couldn’t think properly through all the disparate sensations.

“Let’s talk about your former husband,” said Sister Beatrix, changing the topic. “You had a good thing going with him, but you were willing to risk it all for temporary flings. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to find someone else like Johnny?"

“No... no…?” she replied, trying to think of anything other than her dripping body.

"It’s hard for a woman your age, and it only gets more difficult as you get older. The supply of marriageable males shrinks, because they are looking for young, fertile things with which to start a family.

“What would happen to you if your husband left you today? Yes, I'm sure you'd spend some time with your fuck buddies. That might even fill the hole in your heart for a few months. If you get very lucky, you might land another man like Johnny, but it won't make you happy. Your discontent will cause more friction, destroying another relationship. All because you let your desires lead you."

Felicia squeezed her eyes shut, finding it hard to tamp down her emotions. “It’s not like I wanted to!” she exploded with anger. “I can’t control what I want! Don’t you think I would have if I could have?”

“Ah, there it is, you finally admit it,” the nun said succinctly. “You let yourself be led around by the nose by what you wanted, never stopping to consider the consequences.”

Aghast, Felicia said nothing, her mouth gaping open. It was true, wasn’t it? Time, and time again, she had listened to her friend, putting her needs over those of her husband. Even if he was a fool, she hadn’t really deserved him.

All this time, she had been lying to herself, that doing what made her feel good was the right way to live. What had that led her to? A broken marriage with failed dreams.

That presented a stark decision, one she had been avoiding all this time: What did she really want out of life? Temporary physical pleasure, or the satisfaction of having a well adjusted family?

The fleeting pleasure of the taboo wasn’t enough any more. She needed something else, something that the nuns claimed they could give her – but it was already too late! She was fucking some random master, not reconciling with her husband!

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” she croaked out, salty tears flowing down her face.

They pooled around her chin, making her even more uncomfortable. That only made her cry harder.

“It’s all my fault. I couldn’t be happy with what I had. I was a bad girl.”

The pain stopped immediately, and the fans spun down. The spotlights snapped off, leaving her in the dark. “This is true repentance. Take some time for reflection and prayer. Think about how you can serve your master, and by extension, God above.”

Felicia wasn’t sure what Sister Beatrix was asking of her. She simply wanted out of here with all of her heart. She would do anything if they would let her go.

She screamed and shouted for a while, but no reply came. She had been left truly alone after all, bound and swinging in the dark.

She could only keep up the intensity for a short while, and soon lapsed into a choking sob. It was only now that she realized just how thoroughly she had fucked everything up.

It wasn’t really her friend’s fault that she was in this mess. Sure, Ava had continuously dropped sly remarks, and encouraged her into sin, but she was the one who made the final choice. Nobody had forced her to do anything.

Now those sins had come home to roost. The nuns were forcing her to face them, to accept that she had done wrong. Without them, she could have continued to fuck around indefinitely, but sooner or later she would hit a wall. She knew that intellectually, but could never have accepted that truth without their assistance.

That should afford the nuns a modicum of gratitude, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it. It was painful to confront one’s vices and iniquities. To admit that a change was needed.

If she couldn’t apologize to them, there was one being that she could admit all her faults to in the privacy of this chamber. She wasn’t sure if it was the right thing to do, or even if He would listen, but she had to try. She was so twisted and broken. It at least seemed like the right way to start.

“Dear God above, I know I’ve been a worthless sinner,” she started haltingly, not really knowing what she wanted to say.

“I failed to obey and cherish my husband. Instead, I treated him with contempt. As if I had a right to his money and his love. I took him for granted, and in the end, I lost everything.”

“I don’t know what I’m doing in my life. I don’t know where I’m going, or what I really want. I just can’t be rudderless like this anymore. Please, help me to find a better path to the future, to a more fulfilling life.”

The words felt strange in her mouth, but somehow right. There was just one more thing.

“I don’t want to be like this. Forgive me my sins and give me a fresh start. Help me to control my body’s desires, so that I can obey my master and be satisfied with what I have.”

She was a little surprised to realize that she actually meant it. Nobody had forced her to say it. This desire had come from somewhere deep within.

She felt as though a heavy emotional burden had lifted from her. Nonetheless, the lights didn’t come back on, and there was no voice in her ear. The nuns had really left her alone.

Flexing her stomach muscles, she found that she could setup a bit of a swing, but that was about it. Playing around with her restraints got old quick, boredom setting in.

Suddenly, the stim pad on top of her pussy began to buzz. Her hips shook, the hum of pleasure returning to her loins.

She gulped, knowing immediately what they were trying to do. They wanted her to prove what she had just said.

Her hands were chained together, but they hadn’t been bound into the web of straps. If she wanted to, she could reach down and rub her pussy. There wouldn’t be much stimulation through her rubber bodysuit, but it might just be enough to get off.

She cursed. That’s exactly what they wanted her to do! If she did manage to get herself off, she couldn’t imagine what punishment might await.

She wouldn’t just be failing them, either. It would be a betrayal of everything she had just claimed. What a diabolical trap!

The stimulation increased. It felt as though fingers were sliding all over her pussy, stroking and licking. She squeezed her eyes shut, groaning. It took all of her remaining strength of will to keep her arms relaxed.

Not this time. This time she was in control. She could do it.

She tried counting sheep. She tried counting numbers. Tried thinking about gross things, like tarantulas and insects. Nothing was working.

The vibration spiked, then retreated to a lower level. She breathed a sigh of relief, but knew it would be short lived. They were edging her again, in the most agonizing way possible.

She was already sopping wet. If they weren’t careful, she was going to get off from the stimulation they were providing alone. That would serve them right.

If that happened, at least it wouldn’t be her fault.

Her pussy jerked, the buzzing increasing. She bit her tongue, just a little, trying to distract herself from the teasing tickle. The longer this went on, the more bearable it was becoming. She could hold out!

Or could she? The buzzing had ramped up again, her breathing coming in slow moans. Yes, oh, yes, she was almost there, yes!

She gasped as the stimulation dropped off. She was a hot mess, groaning with frustration as she wiggled in her restraints. She needed it so bad, but she wouldn’t give in. Couldn’t!

Just when she thought she might after all, the buzzing stopped completely. She breathed a deep sigh of relief, and shuddered.

She had made it somehow. Surmounted the needs of her body and held true to the lifeline the nuns had extended to her. She finally felt at peace.

A thoroughly male chuckle reverberated in her ears. “I see your cute ass wiggling there, slave. You did your best to hold back. Very commendable. I have a little treat for you.”

The lights snapped back on. Felicia breathed heavily, turning her head as far as it would go. She caught a glimpse of a dark, black figure approaching her, his thick penis sticking erect from within his rubber suit.

She closed her eyes and bit her lip. She was so primed for this, she was liable to explode at the slightest amount of stimulation. She was a bit concerned that she wouldn’t be able to hold on long enough for him to be satisfied.

He unstrapped the restraints that ran between her legs, roughly pulling them apart to expose her pussy. Unzipping her suit, he ran his fingers over her nethers. She made a little noise as he ripped off the stim patch, some of her pubic hair going along with it.

“What a wet bitch. Tell me you want it, slut.”

Felicia whimpered, so worked up that it was difficult to say anything intelligible. “Fuck me, master. I need you so bad.”

He rammed his penis home, her pussy sucking it in. She immediately moaned. “Master, this slut is so hot for you she’s about to orgasm already!” she warned.

The man laughed, the low rumble sending tingles down her spine. Hands on her ass, he rocked her body back and forth on his dick. “Don’t worry, slave, they’ve been edging me, too. All part of the training. Give in to me. Accept my gift.”

He sped up his pumping, his balls slapping against her labia. The muffled sounds of fucking enhanced the sensations that were shooting through her core. She was being railed by her master, and it was sending her over the moon!

Her muscles tightened, her temperature spiking. She was so close!

Her eyelids fluttered, eyes rolling. “Master! Master! Fuck me! Fuck me silly!” she shouted, over and over again.

When he came inside her, she exploded too, screaming with joy.

This man was truly her savior.


Chapter Four

Felicia hummed as she played her duster around the nooks and crannies of the bookshelf. It was filthy! She had already been at it for several hours already, and she was nowhere close to being done.

This state of cleanliness seemed rather odd to her, since they probably dressed up their trainees like maids pretty often, both as a training device and as a way to get the large complex cleaned up. She had spent a few months in the convent so far, and had seen what seemed like a small portion of a dizzying array of rooms.

Not that she had free run of the convent. She was still chained and kept watch over, though that hadn’t bothered her in a while. It wasn’t strictly necessary. She had accepted the truth – that she was going to become another nun, just like them.

That fact wasn’t alarming. Once she had realized just how lost she had been before coming here, the choice was natural. Doing what they commanded of her was far more fulfilling than the so–called freedom she used to possess.

She swayed as she worked, tweaking the dildos nestled inside her. The rubber pump bulbs dangled from her crotch, lightly colliding with her thighs. The faint pulse of pleasure kept her hot and ready if her master decided to fuck her. She had learned just what was necessary to keep her on edge without having another orgasm.

There had been accidents in the past, but she was done letting her body control her. Keeping herself pristine and ready for her master was her new goal, and she was getting quite good at it. The nuns hadn’t needed to punish her in any way for an entire month. That was quite an achievement!

She maneuvered around one of the large library tables, before moving to another shelf. She noted that this particular oak table had two large holes in it, in addition to the usual power plug–ins and cables for Internet access. A pity she didn’t have a computer, or she would have been able to try and find some help, although she wasn’t certain she would actually bother any more, given how things were going.

The creak of the library door interrupted her dusting. She broke out of her humming, noticing that she had been singing the tune of the hymn she had learned recently, ‘Hark, the Voice of Jesus Crying.’ It was an appropriate tune, given her situation. ‘Let His work your pleasure be,’ indeed.

Turning, her smile dropped into a frown when she saw who had entered. Sisters Scarlett and Elena had arrived, bringing another trainee dressed as a maid, in blue latex. That meant the other trainee hadn’t advanced as far as she had, for Felicia was now dressed in purple rubber, just like her teacher.

That day had been a joyous one, for it indicated that she had taken the next step. She had told Sister Scarlett that she admired her for putting up with her foibles, and wanted to dress just like her. The sister was flattered, but pointed out that she couldn’t take up the wimple and become a full nun until after the Pair Bonding ceremony was completed. That was hard to accept, but eventually Felicia came around.

The other trainee was dressed similarly to her, a black corset cinched tight across her chest, black rubber pumps dangling from her privates. Rubber covered every inch of her body, except her feet, which were stuffed into platform boots.

The nuns were teaching them how to wear ballet boots, but those couldn’t be used while working. Learning to walk on those was no joke. Felicia had needed to practice for several days before she was at all confident with them, and even now she could only stay upright for about an hour before she needed a rest.

They were far more practical in the bedroom, where her master could use their long heels to pull her across the bed towards him. She craved being manhandled by him. To make it impossible to run from her destiny.

Not that she was even considering that. Somewhere along the way, she had decided to stay and become the best nun she could. Whether that was due to the constant training or the new purpose they had instilled in her, she couldn’t say. All she knew was that she loved being treated as a slut by her master, and she would do anything for him.

Sister Elena nodded at Felicia gravely, wandering off into the stacks, possibly in search of a book. Sister Scarlett stepped forward, pushing the trainee in front of her.

“Trainee Felicia, I see you are being exemplary as usual,” said Sister Scarlett. “I’ve brought you some help.”

Felicia kept her lips shut to keep herself from saying something nasty. She knew the other trainee was her former friend, Ava, and that she was still having a rough go of it. She should feel sympathy for the other woman, but her behavior was unacceptable. If she wanted to have an easier time here, she should have learned to obey the nuns long ago.

Ava trotted forward on her boots, her face downcast. She was forced to take small steps due to the length of chain strung between her ankles.

She bit her lip, looking up. There was real pain in her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said softly. “It was wrong for me to interfere with your marriage. It was wrong for me to covet your man. To lead you into sin.”

She clasped her chained hands together and reached out beseechingly, looking haunted. “Could you possibly forgive me?”

Felicia drew back from her, thrown into a mental quandary. “No,” she said impulsively, suddenly wishing she could take the word back, even though it was from her heart.

It was too soon! She hadn’t mentally prepared herself for this!

She opened and closed her mouth several times, trying to find the right words. “I still can’t believe you did that to me. I’m going to need more time to come to terms with it.”

“That’s unfortunate,” frowned Sister Scarlett. “Since you haven’t been able to forgive her, you will have to share her next punishment. The spirit of forgiveness is important in this convent.”

Felicia was tempted to complain, but they would probably just increase the punishment. Damn that Ava for making her life more difficult!”

“You two will work together to make this library sparkling clean in the next few hours,” said Sister Scarlett. “Perhaps in that time you will be able to work out some of your differences.

Sister Elena returned with an ancient volume in her hands. “I’m done here, Sister, shall we leave them to it?”

Sister Scarlett nodded at her, and they both left, locking the double doors securely behind them.

Felicia sighed. “There’s some cleaning supplies in the box on the table. You had better get to work. You heard them, we’ll both be punished if we don’t get this done on time.”

She picked up her dusting cloth in her glossy hands, shuffling back towards a bookshelf. It was easy enough to see the dust on the front part of the shelf, but she had to reach up behind the books and dust the tops, too.

“You hate me, don’t you?”

Felicia paused, squeezing her eyes shut. “Hate is a strong word,” she said, resuming her dusting.

“You’re fine just ignoring me, though. I’m such a pathetic asshole.”

Felicia turned and sighed, taking in Ava’s disheveled appearance. Tears were streaking down her rubber mask, smearing her makeup. She was fiddling around in the box of cleaning supplies, her shoulders slouched. She looked miserable.

Felicia put her hands on her hips. “Hey, what you did was pretty fucked up, and I’m having a hard time accepting it. You just have to give me some time to process everything. This is all happening rather suddenly.”

Ava looked up, the hope in her eyes almost unbearable.

“Don’t look at me like that!” declared Felicia, uncomfortable. “Even if I forgive you, things can’t go back to the way they were before. Everything is different now.”

Ava smiled wanly, blinking back tears. “I know that. The nuns have been teaching me. I can’t change the past, I can only control the future. I just thought… thought that you might never want to see me again, and that would have been unbearable.”

Flustered, Felicia squeezed the dusting cloth in her hands. “That’s not true. Besides, the nuns seem fairly determined to encourage us to stick together, and I haven’t seen them fail yet.”

She gave Ava a half smile. “Which is why we should get to work. I would really like to be rewarded by my master.”

Her eyes took on a vacant stare. “When he fucks me, it’s the best feeling in the world.”

Ava took a cleaning rag and pressed it over her heart. “I’m jealous of you again, and I hate that I feel that way. You’re constantly being rewarded by a master who loves you, while I keep getting punished.

“They’ve been training me constantly, with barely a break, all while being told that I’m going to be assigned a master soon. I’m so scared of this man. Will he be gentle? Will he be like yours?”

Felicia couldn’t keep her aloofness in the face of such pain. That was always one of her greatest weaknesses. She stepped carefully over to Ava in her tall boots, wrapping her arms around the other woman.

Their rubber outfits squeaked as they pressed into each other. “Come on, girl,” she said softly. “I know you’re afraid, but it’s all going to be okay.”

Ava only cried more, her tears dripping onto Felicia’s shoulder. Felicia rubbed her back, her gloved fingers sliding over the polished latex. “Trust the nuns,” she said. “I do. They’re making everything better for me. I’m sure what they’re doing is for the greater good.”

Ava’s body stiffened, and Felicia stopped her stroking, taking a step back. “What’s wrong?”

“You’ve… given in to them, haven’t you?” said Ava, sniffling.

Felicia made a noise of surprise. “I guess I hadn’t thought about that too much recently. Yes, I suppose I have. They make me feel good about myself, like I’m accomplishing something worthwhile by obeying my master. That’s something I’ve been missing for many years.”

A hint of a smile touched her lips. “I love it when he calls me his slut. It makes me feel all wet and tingly inside.” She squeezed her legs together.

“So… you aren’t thinking about trying to escape any more?”

Felicia clasped her hands together. “I suppose I might, if the opportunity presents itself, but I don’t really feel the need. Even if they showed me the door now, I might decide to stay. I think it’s too late for me, but you still have a chance. You shouldn’t give up.”

Ava’s lips trembled. She looked on the verge of crying again. “I… think it might be too late for me, too. I can’t take these punishments. I have to obey them.”

“If that’s the case, you might as well!” said Felicia cheerfully. “I don’t know why you’ve tortured yourself so much, trying to resist. Did you think that self flagellation would expunge your sins?”

Ava coughed, wiping away her tears. Streaks of black smeared onto her blue rubber hood. She straightened up, putting some iron into her shoulders. “You know what? You’re right. Punishing myself won’t change anything. I just needed to hear it from someone other than the nuns.”

“Good, then let’s get to cleaning!” Felicia declared, hoisting her cloth. “We don’t want to disappoint them!”

She shuffled over to the stack she had been cleaning, taking extra care when she bent over. It wouldn’t do to jostle the dildos too much – teasing herself was all well and good, but she wanted to keep her desires at a manageable level.

One of the more annoying parts of the job was that the polish the nuns used to make her rubber outfit shine tended to attract dust. She was constantly fighting to get the mess off her hands. Fortunately, the shine was wearing off the longer she worked.

She was just finishing her row, when a shout of excitement came from somewhere further into the stacks. “Come quick!” yelled Ava. “I’ve found something!”

Felicia dropped her cloth and moved as fast as she could across the wooden floor. She had to take care not to stumble, as the chain between her ankles restricted her from moving her legs more than a foot apart from each other.

Ava collided with her as she rounded the corner, their chests slapping together with a wet thud. Felicia grabbed Ava, stabilizing her before they both fell. “What’s the hurry?” she gasped.

“Look! Look!” Ava held up a phone in triumph. “Sister Beatrix must have forgotten this earlier!”

“Here, let me see it.”

Ava passed her the phone, almost dropping it in her excitement.

Felicia pressed the button on the side, and a pass code screen came up. Of course – why would she have expected anything different? “How is this useful to us?” she asked.

“Silly, all phones can use an emergency line without being unlocked. This is our chance to call for help! Here, give it back.”

Gobsmacked, Felicia handed the phone over. This was the opportunity she had been looking for all this time!

Ava tapped a few buttons, then lifted the phone to her ear, smiling broadly. “Hello? Yes, my name is Ava Bright. I’m calling to report that I’ve been kidnapped.”

She paused for a moment. “No, I’m sorry, I have no idea where I’ve been taken. I’m being held by some kind of cult. They call themselves the rubber nuns, and they’ve been torturing me.”

“Yes, I’ll hold while you trace the call.”

She shot Felicia a hopeful smile. “They probably think this is a prank call, but if they come looking for us, I’m sure we’ll be rescued.”

Felicia could feel hope burgeoning in her belly, but she didn’t quite believe it. “I don’t know. What if they can’t trace the call? What if the local police have been bought out? They certainly haven’t spared any expenses building this place.”

Ava frowned. “Stop being such a worry wart. Ah, yes, hello, I’m still here. You’ve figured out where we are?” She jumped with excitement, barely retaining her balance on her tall heels. “Great, yes, I’ll stay here until you find me.”

She hung up, holding the phone in the air while spinning around. Felicia had to catch her before she fell over.

Ava’s eyes shone with delight. “Finally, we can get out of here! We can walk free again! We can go out together and… oh.”

Her expression dimmed. “No, we probably can’t. That wouldn’t work any more, would it? We need to find a new path forward.”

She looked at Felicia hopefully. “I think we can do it, though. Together?”

Felicia looked down at her rubber coated hands. “I don’t know,” she said hesitantly. “It’s going to be hard enough adapting to the outside world again. I don’t really know if I can give up my master.”

Moreover, she was feeling somewhat resentful that yet another change was being forced upon her. Why couldn’t things just stay the same? She was finally getting used to being a rubber slave.

She sighed, playing with the rubber over her fingertips. “I… kind of like being here.”

She squeezed her hands together, looking up. “They’ve given me the structure I’ve been seeking. In here, I don’t have to figure out what to do every day. What to eat. How to act. Out there, there’s so much freedom, I’m afraid I’ll do something bad again. I’m so tired of being a bad person.”

Ava’s happy expression wavered. “I’m sorry, you know. I just don’t know what I’m doing. I didn’t know then, and I don’t know now. I have no idea what we should do in the future, I just know that if I stay here, I’m going to have to do what they want me to do.”

“A very astute observation,” came an acerbic reply. “One you will no doubt be regretting shortly.”

Felicia’s stomach lurched. Three nuns had arrived, accompanied by three hulking men. Each of them was dressed in a full rubber suit, though unlike the women, theirs were not skin tight. Instead, they looked more like a hazmat cleanup crew, complete with menacing gas masks. In their hands they wielded telescoping batons, currently relaxed at their sides, but ready for action.

“Well, well, well, you leave the mice alone, and they begin to play instead of working,” smirked Sister Elena.

Sister Beatrix wound a rope through her hands. “This has been a serious breach of protocol, but one that I sadly expected. Otherwise I wouldn’t have bothered planting a phone to tempt you.”

Ava’s mouth worked like a beached fish. “But… I talked to… huh?”

“Did you think we weren’t prepared for such eventualities? Every wireless call leaving the convent goes through our own switching station. We capture any emergency calls and route them appropriately. The vast majority of emergencies we can handle ourselves, and do.”

Her grin turned into a leer. “Trust me, your emergency will be handled appropriately.”

She gestured at the two trainees. “Hold them. We’ll set up a suitable punishment for them.”

Ava made a useless attempt to run, but was easily collared by two of the men when she stumbled. Felicia didn’t bother, allowing the third man to wrap his gloved hand around her neck without resisting.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

“What is there to understand?” asked Sister Beatrix. “You made a foolish attempt to escape, and failed.”

“No, not that. What I don’t get is why the men are obeying you. Shouldn’t it be the other way around?”

The nun chuckled throatily. “My dear, I only have one earthly master I obey, and he has given me authority over all our training programs, including those masters who have not yet been Paired. Even once these masters in training have been promoted, they are not in my direct line of command. I do not have to obey them.”


“That makes things much simpler. Imagine what might happen if we had to obey any man who fancied one of us? Complete and utter chaos. A breakdown of control, of the natural order of things.”

She drew the rope taut in her hands. “A man might be tempted to sate his desires with another woman if she must obey him in all things. That path leads to damnation. One servant, one master. That is the way of things.”

She waved at Sister Scarlett. “Bring the rest of the gear. These disobedient sluts have thoroughly earned their punishment.”

The other sister grinned. “With pleasure. I love seeing wayward trainees come to their senses after they’re bound to each other.”

She moved to a long cart they had brought in with them, retrieving two metal poles. The poles were brought to the oak table, inserted upright and twisted to lock them into place.

Sister Scarlett climbed onto the table, pulling at the top of each pole. They telescoped smoothly upward, clicking as each section secured itself, until the poles were at least five feet high. At the top of each section, metal rings were welded onto the poles, providing for secure attachment points.

Felicia had to suppress a giggle. Watching the nun working to balance in those high heels almost made this look like she was setting up a pole dance. The absurdity of the situation was tempered by the knowledge that they probably intended on binding her to the poles in some way. It looked like she was in for another couple of hours of frustration.

“Bring them,” ordered Sister Beatrix imperiously.

The rubber man urged Felicia forward by squeezing lightly on her collar, and she obeyed. Ava was crying again, disconsolate. The two men attending her didn’t bother making her walk. Instead, they picked her up, their hands lifting from under her butt. They carried her over to the table as if she was sitting in a chair.

The male urged Felicia to get onto the table, so she pulled herself up onto her knees. She blinked blankly as the other two men dumped Ava near her, manhandling her into position between the poles. Ava grabbed onto them for balance, crying piteously.

Sisters Elena and Scarlett climbed up next to them, each of them working efficiently to secure Ava to the poles. Instead of chains, they used carabiners, securing Ava’s wrists to the welded rings on the poles. Two thick leather straps, six inches wide, were brought in and wrapped around her upper thighs. These were then secured similarly.

Ava bowed her head, sniffling, the pain beginning to transform into despair. Felicia felt compelled to say something. “Don’t worry. This was meant to be. We’re where we belong, two sinners, being trained to serve.”

She lifted Ava’s chin, giving her a sad smile. “We can’t seem to escape punishment, can we? We’re two peas in a pod.”

Ava coughed, sputtering through her tears. “If I have to go through this, at least I’m here with you,” she blubbered.

“Now, now, don’t get too flustered,” said Sister Beatrix. “You’ll be spending plenty of quality time with each other.”

The nuns grabbed Felecia’s hands and secured them to the poles, in the same manner as Ava. She lifted herself up on her knees to provide them better access to her thighs. They grunted in approbation as they wrapped the restraints around her rubber suit, cinching them tight and clipping them to the poles.

She was locked in place, facing her former best friend. They were uncomfortably close, but Ava didn’t seem interested in looking at her, possibly out of shame for her failure.

Felicia didn’t really view this as a failure at all, though. There was a special kind of thrill tingling through her spine, knowing that rescue wasn’t coming. She was at the complete mercy of the nuns and her master, who she was quickly starting to love.

The way he took her was rough and animalistic, just the way she liked it. Every time she submitted to him was a major boost to her libido. Living out her greatest fantasies was turning into the most exciting thing she had ever imagined!

Sister Beatrix approached, a curious looking gag dangling from her hands. “Sometimes two nuns have a quarrel with each other,” she explained, looking at them seriously. “Whenever that happens, we must remind them that living together in harmony is a requirement, not a request.”

The rubber men gripped them by the necks, pushing the two trainees’ heads close to each other. Sister Beatrix roughly shoved the large ball gag into Ava’s mouth, efficiently strapping it to the back of her head. Ava moaned, trying to twist her head, but it was held solidly in place by the men.

Felicia’s head was pushed ever closer, until her lips smacked up against the gag’s hollow ball. Obediently, she opened her mouth, the orb jamming between her teeth. The straps were tightened around the back of her head, and the job was complete.

The two of them were bound together, face to face, staring at each other. Drool began to leak from both of their mouths, quickly filling up the ball. Their spit commingled, dripping from the holes in the sides onto their knees. It was making quite a mess, but that was probably the point.

Sister Beatrix tugged at Felicia’s collar. “You weren’t willing to forgive her earlier. We’ll come back later and see if some quality time with her has changed your mind.”

She laughed harshly, shoving her against Ava. Felicia groaned as the tight gag rubbed against her lips.

The nuns receded, leaving her alone with her former friend. Or was she still her friend? It was a bit difficult for her to figure out.

The raw betrayal of the trickery Ava had perpetrated on her was starting to fade. What did it matter any more? They were all slaves of the nuns, being trained to serve their masters.

If they both became nuns, working to please their men, their former rivalry would no longer exist. Besides, it was her decision to betray her husband in the first place. Ava could never have gotten in bed with him if she had stayed loyal.

This situation was really both their faults. Both of them had moral deficiencies that had led them down this path. Looking on it that way, it was becoming far easier to come around to the idea of forgiveness.

The nuns wanted it, and at this point, she wanted what they wanted. She had spent so much time with them that their habits were rubbing off on her.

She groaned through the gag, trying to communicate this new understanding to Ava, but of course it was a waste of time. She couldn’t accomplish anything more than a vague mumble, the gag sawing between her lips.

Ava gave her that look. That knowing one she would always give whenever she said something funny. The look that said that she knew what Felicia was thinking.

Was that actually true, or just hopeful thinking? Either way, it didn’t matter, for a flood of emotions rushed into her chest, her muscles tensing.

Tears welled up in her eyes, and she tried to blink them back. Ava was crying too, her eyes half closed. It was possible that Felicia had misread her – she could be expressing shame for the deeds she had done.

Felicia moved her bound hands as far as they would go, finding Ava’s. She squeezed her rubber fingers into hers, trying to lend her strength.

Ava gasped, eyes slamming open. She looked straight at Felicia, her face creasing. She was trying to smile, but much of it was hidden by the gag.

Felicia grinned back, as best she could. This punishment was the best thing that had happened to them. She loved the nuns for giving them this small moment of solidarity.

If only they didn’t appear to be determined to make them think over their iniquities. Minutes ran together, the gag in her mouth continuing to dribble saliva. Some ran down her chin, spattering onto her chest.

Sagging, she finally let go of Ava’s hands. If this was some kind of endurance test, it was working.

The gag ensured that she couldn’t look away from Ava, which meant that they could amuse themselves for a little while by making faces at each other. That got old pretty soon, though, and Felicia’s mind began to wander.

It seemed like as time went on, she cared less and less about the outside world. Everything she was interested in was here. The nuns were a large part of that shift in thinking, but looking at it objectively, her needs had never been more fulfilled than during her time here.

She had a man who fucked her regularly, jobs to do, and a clear goal ahead of her. At some point, she had made the subconscious decision to become one of the nuns. She wasn’t quite sure why – their order seemed rather strict and regimented. Perhaps it was exactly because of that – her life had been lacking any clear direction for a long time, and it was obvious to her now that they could provide what she had been seeking.

There was just one niggling detail – she had no idea who her master was. His tender embraces and rough fucking didn’t really give her many clues to go on. She had a few suspicions, but no certainty. It was unlikely they picked up a random man off the street. Could it be that this man had grown up in the convent, like the one they were talking about assigning to Ava?

No, that seemed unlikely, too. Otherwise, the man she called master wouldn’t be undergoing training that appeared to be just as grueling as hers.

She hoped they’d both be finished with training soon. She was eager to explore her new role with him, together.

The thought completed, she sank back into reality, which was rather unfortunate. Her body was sprinkled with spit, and the latex didn’t really provide any insulation. The library was kept at a generally comfortable temperature, but evaporative cooling was starting to make her seriously shiver.

Not to mention her legs, which were starting to cramp up. She tried to move, but only succeeded in dragging the bulb pumps from her dildos across the table. This sent a tickling spark through her nethers, which she had learned to ignore. They were already being sufficiently punished – she didn’t want to risk having to go through another penance. There was no guarantee that her master would provide another happy ending.

Ava seemed to be having similar problems. She groaned, closing her eyes for a moment.

Felicia squeezed Ava’s hand, but that only provided both of them a small measure of comfort. If something didn’t happen soon, they were both going to start going a little mad.

Fortunately, at that moment, she picked up a click from the library doors. It was impossible for her to turn her head to see who was coming to check up on them, but she made a happy sound anyway, hoping the nuns were coming to release them.

A fit man climbed onto the table behind Ava, dressed somewhat similarly to those she had seen earlier, but his bodysuit was skin tight. In addition to the gas mask, he was wearing a harness across his chest, circular rings pressing over his nipples. She could see his muscles flexing as he lifted a towel, bringing it forward to drape it over Ava’s legs. He sat on the table, his legs spread wide around Ava’s petite body.

Felicia’s eyes widened and suddenly she had a sixth sense that another man was behind her. Although she couldn’t see him, she could imagine his masculine presence.

Another towel dropped across her legs, gloved hands reaching under her shoulders. The hands cupped her breasts, pulling them up and back. She tried to lean into his touch, making a sudden gasp as the gag stretched slightly between her mouth and Ava’s, bringing her up short.

An aborted chuckle was muffled by the gag as Ava tried to do the same thing. The other man was mirroring what her man was doing, massaging and squeezing Ava’s ample breasts.

After spending so much time being emotional, the flush of desire that smashed through her body shouldn’t have been a surprise, yet it was. She had been trained over the months to implicitly need her master, and her body had gotten very good at obeying.

She closed her eyes and moaned, the heat spreading from her chest. Unfortunately, right when she was really starting to get into it, the man stopped.

She made a small, pleading noise, but he ignored her. Instead, he picked up the towel and wiped off his hands. He then brought the towel downwards, working his way up from her pussy.

She breathed in short breaths as he worked the cotton into the cracks and crevices of her corset, polishing each buckle on the way up. With a flourish, he wiped the cloth in circles over her breasts, but this time he did not linger there.

Pressing the towel under her chin, he worked the catch on the back of her gag. After a little bit of fumbling, it came free, the sodden ball coming out from between her teeth. She closed her mouth in relief, swallowing the remaining saliva.

The purple towel came up, pressing against her mouth. It rested there for a few moments, as if to say that the man was in control, then the soft fibers moved, wiping the rest of her spit away.

The towel was folded in half and discarded, the strong hands returning to explore her body. She sucked her lower lip in, falling backwards to relax into his grasp. Her eyes half lidded, she watched Ava on the other side of the poles.

Her friend was having a hard time relaxing, a look of panic on her face. “Calm down, Ava, he’s not going to hurt you. Just relax and enjoy the massage.”

“It’s not that,” she admitted. “I’m just worried that he’s going to fuck me, and I’m not ready for that yet.”

A masculine chuckle rumbled from behind Felicia, sending fun tingles down her spine. “There will be none of that today,” he said in his altered voice, his breath hissing through the gas mask.

“Your friend has not been Paired yet, and the convent does not allow unpaired trainees to have intercourse. It is considered immoral, and would be cause for immediate excommunication.”

He squeezed one of Felicia’s breasts lightly, almost as if in an apology. “I’m afraid we can’t have fun today, either, my dear. We’d just be teasing poor Ava.”

Felicia made a noise of disappointment, turning to look at her master. She wanted him so badly, but he had told her to wait, so she’d have to wait. That didn’t mean she wouldn’t make him regret that decision.

She gave him the most sultry look she could scrounge up, tilting her head to make one of her ponytails drape over his chest. “That’s too bad, I was looking forward to riding your dick,” she said coyly, reaching over to place her hand over his crotch.

She could feel his member stirring under the heavy rubber, but he refused to budge. “No means no,” he chuckled. “You only need to hold on a bit longer, my slave,” he said, his voice caressing her. “The Pairing ceremony has been scheduled for tomorrow.”

Felicia’s eyes widened. “So soon?” she asked curiously. “Ava still doesn’t know who she’ll be assigned to.”

Her master nodded. “She does now.”

“Huh?” asked Ava, very confused. It wasn’t helped by the fact that her master was running his hands possessively over her hips.

“She’s already been working with him for some time,” continued Felicia’s master. “She just didn’t know that he’s the one who’s been selected to be her master.”

“What?” asked Ava, looking around wildly.

Her master stopped stroking her, clasping his hands together in front of her waist. “I know this is confusing for you, since we wear the masks to hide our identities,” said the other man, his voice cultured, with a hint of a foreign accent. “It’s not meant to frighten you, rather its purpose is to get you comfortable with us without being biased by how we look.”

Ava blubbered. “How could that possibly make any sense? It just makes us more afraid of you!”

Ava’s master began to rub his hands up and down her shoulders, massaging her neck. “That’s an unfortunate consequence, yes, but after much experimentation, it was determined that the proper results cannot be achieved if skin–deep looks are given precedence. Spending time with your prospective mate without the pressure of looking good helps to secure the necessary emotional bonds.”

He stopped messaging Ava, squeezing her shoulder. “See? Aren’t you feeling more relaxed?”

Ava slumped down, a mixture of emotions on her face, fear being one of them. Overall, though, she seemed defeated. “I don’t have much of a choice, now, do I?” she asked.

She pressed her face into her hands, tears threatening again. “You’ll take good care of me, won’t you?”

The man hugged her. “You’re only hurting yourself every time you disobey. If you follow my commands, I can guarantee that you will be well taken care of.”

Felicia felt uncomfortable seeing some of Ava’s inner thoughts coming to the surface. She hadn’t realized just how much Ava was afraid of being abused. She squirmed a little in her master’s arms, leaning against his leg as she turned to hug him.

“I hope you won’t stop working with me once we’ve been Paired. I’m a very naughty girl, you know,” she said wickedly.

Her master made a low chuckle. “Being Paired doesn’t mean our training stops. It is just the beginning of our journey together,” he whispered. “Ava needs to get used to obeying her man. To become comfortable in his arms. They’ll be spending a lifetime together, after all.”

Felicia traced the outline of her master’s gas mask with her fingers. “I want to see the real you, she whispered back. “I don’t want us kept apart by this layer of plastic and rubber.”

The man considered carefully. “I can’t speak without the mask,” he said slowly. “It is forbidden until the Pairing.”

Felicia turned her head to one side, pressing her rubber mask into his chest. “I don’t care. I want to kiss you,” she said stubbornly.

The man paused, patting her on the back. Then, he lifted his hands to the back of his head and undid the straps, grasping the mask and pulling it off.

Felicia looked up at his face for the first time, but was a little disappointed. His head was covered with a latex hood, his eyes hidden behind laser etched pinholes. “That’s cheating!” she said halfheartedly.

Her master chuckled again, his lips pursing. She wasn’t too disappointed when he leaned over and kissed her soundly.

She could feel herself falling in love, her heart leaping for joy. She couldn’t wait to be Paired with him, forever.


Chapter Five

The day had finally arrived.

The grueling preparations had been completed. Not only had she spent months studying the word of God, but she had also been tasked with memorizing rote statements that she had been told would be necessary for the ceremony of Pairing.

She had been particularly shocked when she had been taken to be Baptized. She had imagined some kind of formal affair where she would be doused in a pool, but instead, it had been a small, personal ceremony, just her, one of the nuns, and a priest with a small fount of water.

He had said a few words, and she had accepted. She could still feel the sign of the cross pressed onto her forehead by the man’s rubber fingers. A firm promise that she would live forever in God’s kingdom.

She had always dismissed religion as mumbo jumbo, but now that she had experienced it, she knew that wasn’t the case. She felt so much better now that she had accepted the Lord as her savior and master. King above all.

She knew she was still young in the faith, but she was eager to learn. She felt as if she had been wasting her life, and now that she was reborn into the truth, she had to rush to catch up.

The previous night had been difficult to get through, the butterflies in her stomach causing her to wake up several times. She had calmed her mind by reading the bible they had provided, but that had only worked to a certain extent. She was as giddy as a little child on Christmas day.

This was it! She was finally going to take the next step, to tie the knot with her master!

It would open the door to so many new things! Sex without guilt! Moral acceptance! A bright future! Everything she had always wanted was right at her fingertips!

She just needed to get through this day!

There was no small amount of trepidation as to what was about to happen. She would pledge herself to her master, and she would finally get to see his face!

What would he look like? What would their life be like after the Pairing? The mystery was killing her!

It was a good thing that Sister Scarlett had shown up early to get her ready, or it would have been impossible for her to get dressed in time.

Sister Scarlett was dressed in her rubber wimple, as always, but she had brought a special rubber outfit for Felicia to wear. Felicia had gasped when she opened the box, revealing an intricate rubber garment, all in white.

The base outfit was a catsuit, carefully made to her measurements to be absolutely skintight. A panel window had been cut above her breasts, revealing her generous assets. They were accentuated by boning that was built in to the breast cups, squeezing them together to enhance the notch between them, a hint of cream colored skin peeking out.

She only noticed once she had squeezed her arms into the sleeves that there were no openings, just a closed pocket and a long triangular strip of heavy rubber, grommet reinforced holes running to the end. She held her hands up, curious. “What am I supposed to do at this ceremony if I can’t touch anything?”

“What makes you think you need to do anything but speak?” asked Sister Scarlett, grinning. “You might not even need to do much of that.”

Felicia frowned, then shrugged, flapping her white rubber arms. “I had better exercise my arms now, then, I suppose.”

Sister Scarlett rolled her eyes, untangling the next garment. “Stop acting like a bird. There’s a lot more that needs to go on, and you don’t want to be late. Not for this ceremony.”

Felicia relaxed, eyes widening as she took in a waterfall of frills attached to a hoop of rubber that would hide her legs. “It’s gorgeous!” she exclaimed, making a little dance.

Sister Scarlett pulled the draping rubber with some effort around Felicia’s waist, buckling it into place. Felicia turned left and right, admiring the shape of its train. As she moved, the rubber creaked, the ruffles shaking all the way down to the floor.

“Head up, please,” snapped Sister Scarlett, bringing over another item made of rubber.

Felicia obliged, watching with trepidation to see whether or not this new addition was some kind of hood. She was feeling rather free without one, and didn’t wish to mess with her hair. It had taken her quite some time to get it right that morning, practicing her braiding. The low ponytails were another concession to her master’s wishes, and she hoped he would find them pleasing.

It was second nature for her to perform such feats for her master. She experienced great pleasure at being owned, and wanted to show him with all of her heart that she belonged to him. If that included wearing this outfit, no matter how restrictive, she would do it.

Prepared for the worst, she was pleasantly surprised to find the nun wrapping a white rubber veil over her head, snapping it into place around her pony tails. Unless she lifted it back, it would hide her features in shadow, cultivating a mysterious air. She was thrilled by how it would look.

“Is there no mask for this ceremony?” she asked as the nun worked to secure a corset around her waist.

“No, not this time,” Sister Scarlett replied, tightening up the straps. “You must show your true face and feelings before your master, and God. Nothing less is acceptable.”

Felicia sighed, grunting as the heavy boning drew in her waist. “That makes sense,” she admitted. “I just wish I knew what he looked like.”

Sister Scarlett ignored her, pulling a set of boots out of a box with towering white heels. “Really?” asked Felicia, scrunching up her face. “I’ll barely be able to stand in those.”

“Stop complaining,” said the nun, leaning over to lift up the edge of the ruffled latex to expose one of Felicia’s legs. “These were specifically requested for you by your master. He said, and I quote, ‘she’s going to look super hot in these.’”

Felicia stopped pouting. “If it’s for him, I’ll wear them,” she declared.

“Good, now stop moving around, it’s making this more difficult than it needs to be.”

She grabbed a cotton sock, slipping it over Felicia’s bare foot. From past experience, Felicia knew that this was standard practice. Sweat tended to collect in the feet, which made it difficult to wear boots for long periods of time if rubber socks were used. It was much more comfortable this way, anyhow.

The nun grabbed the tongue of the boot, shoving Felicia’s foot inside, the sock squeezing comfortably into the narrow interior. She efficiently did up the laces, crossing them over each other, one by one, until the top was secured to Felicia’s leg with a little bow.

Felicia set her foot down carefully, testing her balance. It wasn’t as bad as she had worried. All that training had made her more proficient than she would have thought. Now she just hoped she wouldn’t mess something up at an important time. That seemed like something she’d do, unfortunately.

“Almost done,” said the nun. “Just a few more additions. Fold your arms, please.”

Felicia did as she was told, the strips of latex extending from her hands flopping around. The nun moved around behind her, pushing the latex from her veil out of the way. She grabbed the end of one of the strips, pulling it taut behind Felicia’s back, forcing Felicia’s arm against her chest.

Buckling it into place, she did the same with Felicia’s other arm. Felicia turned back and forth, trying to stretch her arms out, but they were held solidly in place.

Humming, the nun went back to the box she had brought with her, retrieving a set of white rubber cuffs, a chain dangling between them. Felicia made a noise in protest. “I have no intention of running,” she complained.

“We’re not worried about that,” said the nun briskly. “This is a symbol of your submission to your master, the church, and God. Proof that the freedom you claimed to want in the outside world is just an illusion. What you really desire is to be owned.”

The nun knelt, pressing her rubber butt against the heels of her boots. In short order, she locked the restraints around Felecia’s ankles. The chain rattled between her legs, clinking lightly as she moved her feet. That was some reminder!

Still, she wouldn’t be too disappointed. She had gotten used to being bound in these ways. It was a familiar part of her training. She had hoped that things might be changing now that she was going through with the ceremony, but apparently not. She just needed to hold on a bit longer.

“All dressed now. You’re looking like quite the catch. Your man will definitely be pleased.” Sister Scarlett stepped forward, snapping a lead to the ring on Felicia’s collar.

Felicia tingled deliciously at the praise. She smiled brightly. She loved being a good girl for her master.

The thought was enough to distract her from the low burn churning in her privates. Her pussy and ass felt the lack of dildos, empty holes wanting to be filled. She dearly hoped her master would solve that problem for her today.

Moving slowly, they left her room, meandering down the empty hallway, their boots muffled against the velvet carpet. Farther down on their left, a doorway opened, the recognizable form of Sister Elena in her red rubber stepping out with a leash in her hands.

Following closely behind was another woman, dressed in white rubber. The veil hid her face, but Felicia instantly knew who she was. “Ava!” she cried out, instantly ashamed at her outburst.

The other trainee turned her head, her face hidden in shadow. A delighted cry escaped her lips. “You, too? We’re both getting Paired at the same time?”

Sister Elena tugged gently at her leash. “Come on, no time for dawdling.”

Sister Scarlett moved forward up next to Sister Elena, pulling Felicia along with her. This was perhaps a bit of a concession, as now the two friends were moving alongside each other.

“What do you think the ceremony is like?” asked Felicia in a hushed voice. “Are we just going to pledge ourselves to our masters? For me, it doesn’t really matter, I love my master already.” She rolled her hips. “I can’t wait until I’m completely his. I’m so ready to be bred by him.”

Felicia caught a wan smile from under Ava’s veil. “I envy your enthusiasm. My master seems like a good man, but I don’t feel like I know him well enough yet.” Her voice caught. “I can’t seem to stop myself from thinking over my past experiences, and they’re really getting to me.”

“Where’s the evidence?” asked Felicia firmly. “He’s been nothing but kind to you. You’re only getting cold feet because of a memory. That’s not him. That’s not here.”

Ava sighed, plodding forward. “I know that, I know! It’s just hard to convince my stupid brain of that fact.”

“It’s very simple,” said Felicia. “Whenever your mind starts to wander into those bad thoughts, simply say a simple mantra in your head. I love my master. I love the nuns. This is God’s plan. Your brain will short circuit, helping you to accept the truth.”

“Here, let’s try it together. I love my master.”

“I… love my master,” she repeated, hesitantly. “This feels weird.”

Sister Elena snorted. “It’s not that weird. Felicia has it right, this will help you to adjust. I needed to do something similar, after I was… taken advantage of.” Her back stiffened. “The convent helped to show me the way out of my depression, and I love them for it. I love the nuns,” she said.

Felicia and Ava repeated after her, mumbling a little in surprise. There was a short pause, then Ava continued. “This is God’s plan!” she squeaked out.

Felicia smiled gently, happy at Ava’s submission. She had finally broken. She was one of them, now. There was little chance she would try to escape again, or betray them. They belonged to their masters. That was the only truth that mattered.

She almost did a happy little dance in the corridor as she thought about servicing her master, but the two nuns had come to a stop in front of a pair of tall, wooden doors.

Her excitement grew, prodded by her nervousness. This was the culmination of all their training! The physical torture. The endless bible teachings and quizzes. She was prepared.

Her mental bubble popped when a small door opened to the right of the large ones, four women shuffling out with rags and bottles in their hands. Their legs moved unevenly, making an impression in their hobble skirts, the latex stretching tightly around their knees.

That wasn’t the only way they were restricted. Their faces were hidden under brown masks, with micro dotted holes over their mouths and eyes. The skin tight latex clung to their every curve, enhancing the white cross that stretched over their breasts. Their feet were locked into low heels, chunky looking wedges that appeared more utilitarian than anything else.

Right above the cross, each of them had a name printed within an embossed shield. Felicia gaped as ‘Sally’ and ‘Francisca’ approached her, not sure what to do or say.

“Hold still,” ordered Sister Scarlett. “Don’t let the menials scare you. They only want to make you look presentable.”

Felicia looked in askance as the woman called ‘Sally’ began to spray a mist of liquid onto her breasts. Francisca attacked her with a cloth, swiping in large circles to work it in. The servant didn’t attempt to titillate her, but moved swiftly, giving the latex a good shine before moving down and around her arms and swiping under her shoulders.

Some of the spray was applied to a cloth, which was then worked under her veil, around the back of her neck. “I like your hair,” whispered Sally. “You’re looking beautiful. Your master will adore you. I really wish I had one too,” she said wistfully.

Felicia smiled faintly at the praise, trying to think of something to encourage the woman, but it was too late. Her indiscretion hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Sally jumped and squeaked as Sister Elena came up behind her. “Is this one bothering you?” she asked, dangerously.

“No, she’s just happy for me,” said Felicia, hoping to stave off further punishment. “She really wants a master, too.”

She closed her mouth. Had she said too much?

Sister Elena laughed, squeezing the servant’s ass again before letting her go. “Of course she does. They all do. Maybe one day, it will be her turn.”

She smacked Sally on the butt, hard. Sally shook her ass back and forth, as if daring the nun to slap her again, but Sister Elena stayed her hand, shaking her head. “If you want to be punished later, keep it up,” she warned, and Sally stilled.

Sister Scarlett ignored the altercation, heading towards the doors. She lifted a large golden ring and dropped it several times, making a series of loud raps that echoed into the hallway.

As the sound silenced, a loud male voice rang out. “Whomever approaches the gates of this church, announce thyselves!”

Sister Scarlett spoke up in a voice just as loud. “Two trainees in supplication, submit themselves to the vows of this ceremony, so that they may experience the true and righteous state of obeying their masters.”

“Then let them enter, and be Paired,” returned the voice in a sonorous tone.

The large doors creaked open into a long chamber with a high, arched ceiling. A red carpet ran up to an altar past rows of pews. At the far end was a gigantic wooden cross, back lit with spotlights. On either side of the cross were marble statues, one of them a man, bowing in prayer. From his hands dangled a long chain that led to the neck of the other statue, a woman bowing similarly. Both of them were almost featureless, as if they were dressed in rubber.

The nuns led Felicia and Ava down the aisle, side by side, while triumphant organ music played. The congregation turned to look at them curiously, a low murmur sweeping through the room.

They were wearing various types of rubber clothing – some of the women were in wimples, but others wore stylish dresses. The men were mainly in rubber suits, standing to the side of their women. A room full of rubber couples.

A few rows in the back were reserved for the menials, a veritable sea of brown rubber. The servants who had been attending Felicia crowded into the last row, their cleaning supplies hidden neatly under the pew.

Felicia jolted as her eyes ran over the crowd. There were so many of them! How could an organization this large even exist without someone ratting them out?

She made a funny face. Who would even believe her if she told them about the nuns? And why would she? She was about to join them, wasn’t she?

Her feet moved inexorably forward past two transepts and a row of kneelers, climbing up a set of stairs until she was standing right in front of the altar, Ava next to her. The rubber nuns took their leashes and attached them to rings that were set into the sides of the wooden table. To Felicia, this seemed more symbolic than anything. Anyone who walked up to that altar willingly was unlikely to attempt an escape at this point.

Escaping wasn’t her plan. In actuality, she hadn’t thought seriously about getting away for weeks. She was comfortable here. She belonged. One of her deepest desires was being fulfilled, in a kinkier way than she had originally imagined. She loved it.

The two nuns clasped their hands together and bowed at the cross, then turned and walked away from each other. At either end of the apse, a man dressed in rubber was waiting for them. The couples kissed each other deeply, heading back into the congregation, their duties accomplished.

Felicia envied them, but that was silly. She wouldn’t be an outsider for much longer. She would have to find a suitable way to thank them for their services later.

A middle aged man dressed in a rubber priest outfit walked in from a room behind the cross. Stepping serenely in front of the two trainees, he clasped his hands together, settling them behind an open book on the altar.

His biretta wobbled on his head as he raised his hands, looking past the trainees at the congregation. The organ music stopped.  “All rise,” he said in a soft voice, raising up his hands.

One hand dropped, making the sign of the cross over his heart. “In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.”

“Amen,” chorused the congregation.

His rubber vestments shifted as his hands lowered back to the table. “Dearly beloveds, we are gathered here today in the sight of God and before His Church to witness the joining of these two women to our Holy Order of Rubber, and into the blessed bonds of holy matrimony. This is an honorable estate instituted and blessed by God in Paradise, before humanity’s fall into sin.”

He cleared his throat, his light ginger mustache flexing. “Ephesians five says, ‘Wives, submit to your Husbands as to the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife as Christ is the head of the church, his body, of which he is the Savior. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit to their husbands in everything.’”

He narrowed his brows, looking at the two trainees. “That is the bedrock foundation upon which we have built our order. Husbands master, wives submit. Are you two ready to obey your husbands as your masters? If so, say ‘I do, with the help of God.’”

“I do, with the help of God,” said Felicia, a tear coming to her eyes as Ava repeated the phrase along with her.

This was so exciting! She was almost shaking, feeling a little dizzy. She flexed her legs and squeezed her fists in her straight jacket to avoid passing out. She didn’t want to miss this!

“Now, we will continue with a confession of your faith,” the priest said lightly.

Felicia carefully controlled her breathing. This was the part she was dreading. Memorizing the correct words had been difficult for her, but she had spent hours training for this. She was ready!

“Do you renounce the devil and all his works and all his ways? If so, say, ‘I do, with the help of God.’”

“I do, with the help of God.” Sweat was starting to trickle down her neck, and she felt a little hot under the collar.

“Do you believe in God, the Father Almighty?”

“Yes, I believe in God, the Father Almighty, maker of heaven and earth.” That phrase was simple, her lips moving automatically.

“Do you believe in Jesus Christ, his only Son?”

This was more difficult. She stumbled over some of the words, but eventually managed to get it out. “He ascended into heaven and sits at the right hand of God, the Father Almighty, From thence he will come to judge the living and the dead.”

“Do you believe in the Holy Spirit?”

It was almost over! “Yes, I believe in the Holy Spli–Spirit,” she stuttered, rushing to catch up. “... the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting.”

With the last few words out of the way, she felt an amazing sensation of relief, followed by a head rush. She had done it!

The priest moved in front of Felicia, looking at her severely. “Do you intend to continue steadfast in this confession and Church and to suffer all, even death, rather than fall away from it?”

“I do so intend, with the help of God… and my master.” Felicia blushed, thinking about the man who now meant so much to her.

“As we are saved by faith, through grace, so too shall you be saved.” The priest made the sign of the cross on her forehead. “Felicia, God, the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, give you his Holy Spirit, the Spirit of wisdom and knowledge, of grace and prayer, of power and strength, of sanctification and the fear of God.”

Everything seemed so clear to her now, an open road running into her future. She was where she belonged, now, her old life washed away by the Lord’s forgiveness.

The priest repeated the same words for Ava, securing her confession, then returned to his position behind the altar. “Now that the affirmations are complete, we continue with the vow of holy matrimony. The grooms may approach.”

Felicia’s heart throbbed as two men dressed in rubber approached from either side of the apse, accompanied by Sister Elena and Sister Scarlett. These were not the gimp suits she had seen them in before – instead, they were decked out in full on rubber tuxedos, complete with rubber bow ties.

Their white latex shirts had black buttons running down from the collar, vanishing under a tight vest. Their suit jackets dangled open, framing their crotches and the gigantic erection both of the men sported. Their hard dicks peeked out from their rubber pants, the tips flexing up and down as they walked closer. The pants must have been made with this in mind, for there was a rubber ring at the base behind their testicles.

Both men turned to face the altar, their hands clasped together above their dicks. Their heads were covered with rubber masks that had been shined to perfection, soft light from the sanctuary reflecting off the polished surfaces.

The priest smiled at both of them. “In this happy occasion, we have not one, but two couples pledging their everlasting devotion to each other, in the sight of this congregation and almighty God. Let us pray.”

He bowed his head, folding his hands. “Our father in heaven, praise be to your name for bringing us four new candidates to join our flock. Their journey has been long and arduous, but they have overcome and adapted, finding comfort in Your presence through rubber bondage. Bind them together, and keep them in Your faith, as master and slave. Amen.”

“Amen!” chorused the congregation.

“It’s time for the part I’m sure you’ve both been waiting for,” said the priest. “Sisters, please unmask the grooms.”

The masters turned to look at their prospective slaves. Felicia began to shiver. This was it. She was finally going to see what her master looked like!

Sister Scarlett took a step behind her man, reaching up to grasp the zipper. The sound of the pull tab running along the teeth was louder than the shuffling congregation to Felicia’s ears. Could the nun move a little faster? She was so eager to know who she was pledging herself to.

The mask was whipped off the man’s face, and he smiled at her, his face lighting up at her stunned reaction. She staggered. It couldn’t be! How was this possible?

Those golden brown eyes, the way his wavy hair bounced as he looked at her, those strong cheekbones – all the reasons why she had fallen in love with him in the first place. This was her husband, Johnny!

She sagged, feeling faint. The ground was wavering. She struggled, unable to pull her hands free of the straitjacket. She was going to fall!

In an instant, Johnny was there, strong arms wrapping around her. “Don’t faint on me,” he said, chuckling. “I don’t want my property injured. There’s a lot of fun things I want to do with you.”

She turned her head to look up at him. “It’s you!” she whispered weakly, tearing up. “I never thought that possible. I thought I had ruined everything good that had happened to me in this world. That our marriage was over. I can’t believe you’re here!”

“Shh, don’t cry,” said Johnny. “We’re both here, joining the Order together. Everything will be fine.”

“It’s not fine,” she cried. “I’ve done such horrible things to you! I’ve been unfaithful. I’m a dirty adulterer. I even had sex with you willingly before I knew it was you! I’m such a slut.”

“Yes,” Johnny said, smiling at her with his beautiful brown eyes. “I’ve forgiven you for all that already. I’ve worked hard to be worthy of you.”

He flexed his large arms. “What you did before you came here has no bearing on the present. I am your master, and you are my slave, wife.”

Before she could cry more, he gathered her up in his arms and gave her a solid kiss on the lips, shutting her up. Squeezing her butt, he whispered in her ear. “I know you have the strength to get through this. Hold on. For me.”

Felicia nodded, blinking back her tears. For her master, she would do anything.

“Now then, that’s a little premature, but acceptable, given the circumstances,” murmured the priest. “Let us proceed to the vows.”

He turned first to the man standing next to Ava. His serious expression was tempered by the twinkle in his gray eyes.

“James, will you have this woman to be your wedded wife and slave, to live together in the holy estate of matrimony as God ordained it? Will you love, punish, and train her to obey you in sickness and in health and, forsaking all others, remain a master to her alone, as long as you both shall live? Then say: I will.”

“I will,” said the man confidently, his voice a low purr.

Ava shuffled next to her, showing her nervousness, though Felicia couldn’t see why. The man was a stellar catch!

The priest continued. “Ava, will you have this man to be your wedded husband and master, to live together in the holy estate of matrimony as God ordained it? Will you submit and obey him as the Church submits to Christ? Will you love, honor, and follow his commands in sickness and in health and, forsaking all others, remain owned by him alone, so long as you both shall live? If so, say: I will.”

“I will,” she said softly, her voice squeaking like a mouse.

The man stepped forward, grinning with possessiveness. “I, James, take you, Ava, to be my wedded wife and slave, to own and to bind from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to punish, till death us do part, according to God’s holy will; and I pledge to you my faithfulness.”

There came a long pause, and Felicia wasn’t sure whether Ava was going to go through with it. She gritted her teeth. This was a bad time to get cold feet.

“I, Ava, take you, James, to be my wedded husband and master, to obey and submit from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to pleasure, till death us do part, according to God’s holy will; and I pledge to you my faithfulness.”

The tense atmosphere broke, and some of the members of the congregation cheered. They were firmly hushed as the minister turned to John, giving him a nod.

“I, John,” he began, kissing her on the cheek. “Take you, Felicia, to be my wedded wife and slave…”

Felicia’s heart was thumping, her mind spinning. It was going to be her turn soon. She would be reaffirming her vows to the man she had betrayed. That he still wanted her, that he hadn’t rejected her, was nothing short of a miracle. She was amazed at what the nuns had managed to accomplish.

Her mind in a haze, she didn’t notice when John finished speaking. He squeezed her ass again and she jumped. “Sorry, I was… distracted,” she said.

The audience chuckled lightly, but now the pressure was on. She didn’t want to screw this up.

“I, Felicia, take you, John, to be my wedded husband and master…”

Her lips kept moving, but she couldn’t think. Finally, finally it was happening. She was so happy!

She had practiced this line so often that it didn’t seem real now that she was actually saying it. Her voice was wavering, but somehow she managed to squeeze out the ending. “... I pledge to you my faithfulness.”

The priest nodded at the nuns, who marched around the cross, disappearing from view for a few moments. They returned, each carrying a wooden box, which they set on the front of the altar. The metal latches were undone, the boxes opened to reveal two sets of rings.

In each set, one was a standard sized ring, made of gold. The other was much larger, a thick, golden hoop with a small locking hasp at the front with a tiny key in the lock.

The nuns stood back, allowing the men to approach the boxes. They took the rings in their hands, waiting for the priest.

“Almighty Father, send Your blessing upon these couples who shall wear these rings as a constant reminder of their marital bondage to one another. Grant that by Your mercy they may live gladly as master and slave in this holy estate; through Jesus Christ, Your Son, our Lord, who lives and reigns with You and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever.”

“Amen!”

This time the shout from the congregation was tremendous.

John carried the rings over to Felicia. “I had our names engraved on the collar,” he said, turning it over to show her.

On the interior was a small figure of a kneeling woman, her hands on the floor. An intricately detailed chain ran from her neck to the standing figure of a man. His name was imprinted on the left, hers on the right. Another symbol of his mastery over her.

She loved it. “Please, put it on,” she begged. She didn’t want to spend another minute outside of its steely embrace.

With fumbling fingers, he unlocked it, pulling it apart into two halves. Sliding the band around the back of her neck, he latched it into place. Turning the key, he removed it and placed it on the altar. “Now, you belong to me, forever and always,” he said roughly.

She wanted more than anything to touch it, but try as she might, she couldn’t move her hands at all. Her master saw her failed attempts, and touching her chin, pulled her head up to look at him. “You’re so cute when you struggle,” he whispered.

She firmed her mouth, but before she could say something biting, he smothered her response with his warm lips. She closed her eyes, leaning into it, savoring the sensations. It was a tender moment, but also one filled with passion. The outside world vanished, and it was only her and her husband, finding supreme joy in one another.

The priest cleared his throat, and the moment was over. She sighed, but smiled, rubbing her thighs together. She was already wet for him. This new power he had over her was intoxicating. She wanted to explore it. Thoroughly.

Johnny put an arm around her waist, holding up his hand to show off the ring he had donned over his gloved finger. The congregation clapped politely.

The priest beamed at them with forbearance. “Now that these couples have committed themselves to each other in holy bondage, have given themselves to each other by their solemn pledges, and have declared the same before God and this convent, I pronounce them to be husbands and wives and members of this congregation, in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.” The priest made the sign of the cross. “Very well done, all of you.”

He paused for a long moment. “You may now… take the bride.”

The congregation cheered while organ music played. Johnny leaned in for another kiss, Felicia’s eyes going wide. She took his affections gladly, but pulled away quickly.

“What did he just say?” she blubbered.

“He didn’t stutter, did he?” asked John, stroking his manhood. “Kneel for your master, slut. It’s time for you to get fucked.”

Stunned, she dropped to her knees. She had been hoping for some action, but this was rather sudden!

“Look at this,” said Johnny, shaking his head. “After all those vows, I’ve gone soft. Suck me, slave. Make me hard for your pussy.”

He stood in front of her, his drooping dick right in her face. She looked at it quizzically. She did have experience with pleasuring a man in this way, but she had never done it for her husband. What’s more, he had never demanded it of her before, either. This new confidence of his was intoxicating.

She tilted her head up, trying to catch the tip of his penis with her open mouth. It was a clumsy attempt, the flaccid length smacking her in the cheek. She tried again, with similar results.

Impatient, John grabbed her head with one hand, aiming his penis with the other. The rounded knob of his head popped past her lips, jamming inside her mouth. “Suck it, slave,” he said, pushing further inside. “Make me hard for your weeping pussy.”

The soft organ felt spongy in her mouth as she clamped her lips over his shaft. She swirled her tongue over the tip, moving her head up and down to increase the stimulation.

It didn’t take long for the organ to spring to life, sudden blood flow making him hard. The head popped in and out of her mouth, her master moaning as she sucked on it like a lollipop. Soon, she tasted something salty, and she pulled her head back with a wet pop.

She closed her eyes and let the precum wash around her mouth. She had never enjoyed this part of giving oral sex, but this time was different. This was her master’s seed, and it was precious to her. Another symbol of her servitude.

Her husband made a disappointed noise. “You’re not done yet, slut, take it in all the way. I want to see you squirm.”

He pressed his hips forward, and this time she needed no guidance. The shaft slipped smoothly between her teeth, the bulge smacking against the back of her throat. She immediately gagged, wheezing as he pulled back out.

“I’m so sorry!” he said, leaning in closer to look at her with concern. “Are you okay?”

When she nodded yes, his expression firmed, his aura of strength returning. “You need more training before you can take my entire length. I’ll see to it personally, slave.”

The momentary lapse of dominance from her husband had broken the fantasy, but Felicia was surprised to find herself needing him even more. Somehow, knowing that he was doing his best to make sure she was okay with this had ignited a fast burning fuse inside her.

“I need you inside me – now!” she groaned, feeling hot. “I want you so bad!”

The priest gestured at her husband. “Do hurry it up,” he requested. “This isn’t the proper time or place for an exhibition.”

Johnny grunted, moving around behind Felicia and pushing her rubber veil out of the way. He fiddled with some of the buckles, releasing her arms. “Put your hands on the ground, slut,” he commanded.

She did as she was told, the flapping rubber mitts slapping against the red carpet. From this angle, she could see nothing, but the whimpering sounds from Ava indicated that she was getting fucked, too.

Felicia wasn’t much of an exhibitionist, but her lust was overriding any potential embarrassment. She didn’t care if she got fucked in front of a thousand people. She just needed it. Bad.

“Please,” she said with desperation, wiggling her ass back and forth. “Please hurry. I can’t wait.”

Her master slapped her ass. “Stop moving around,” he ordered, reaching down to unzip her privates.

She raised her butt in the air like a whore, providing him better access. He prized her lips apart, looking at her vulva. “You’ve been holding back,” he stated, pleased. “It won’t take much to make you pop.”

Felicia shivered, knowing he was right. The sisters had trained her to crave his body, and she hadn’t been sated recently. Looking back, this must have been on purpose. They had been preparing her for this ceremony. Her eternal enslavement.

Simply the thought of being taken by him was enough to turn on the heat. Her mind wandered down the paths of imminent pleasure, stopping only when Ava moaned loudly.

She turned her head, curious. How was her friend coping? Was she just as helpless in the face of such desire?

Ava was rocking back and forth, ramming herself onto her new husband’s cock. The look on her face was utter pleasure. Moaning uncontrollably, she spasmed, her body shaking as she went rigid. Her man didn’t stop, however, pistoning into her snatch until she began to rock again.

Ava had been denied far longer than her, the temptation to touch herself building up day after day. It was amazing that she hadn’t made a scene earlier, though Felicia hadn’t seen her for some time. It was possible that Ava had undergone more penance without her knowledge.

All thoughts of her friend flew out of her mind when her master’s hard dick speared her core. The familiar feel of his thick, throbbing member thrusting inside her was all she knew. His presence felt fantastic. Even better now that it was official.

She was fucking the man who owned her. There was no shame or guilt. This was hers. This was holy.

She started crying at how beautiful it was. This was how it should have been, all along. She couldn’t imagine why she had strayed from the true path. Some kind of satanic influence must have seized both her and her friend to cause them to commit such mortal sins.

She shuddered, sobbing and moaning. Finally, she was back on the path of righteousness. The love for her master had conquered all distractions and obstacles preventing her from obeying him.

She was so incredibly happy, yet she was still breaking down. Completely undone by her master and his commanding rod.

“Keep going,” she moaned through her sobs, afraid he might stop.

Her husband had always been too sensitive to her needs during their past sexual encounters. That was one of the reasons why she had lost interest in him.

She needn’t have worried. He slapped her butt again, gripping her hips to ensure she kept up the fucking motion. “Don’t worry, slut, our relationship has changed. The nuns have opened my eyes on how to properly treat women. I will fuck you until I cum. No more, no less. If you haven’t managed to orgasm by then, too bad. You can marinate in your failure until next time.”

He pumped her a few more times. “I doubt you’ll be able to hold out for long. I know the deprivation you’ve been under. You’re almost ready, aren’t you, slave?”

He wasn’t wrong. She could feel the inevitability of her orgasm growing in her loins, her insides clenching tight around his holy rod. For some reason, his dirty words tweaked her libido even further. She loved being called a slave, a slut, his bitch. She hoped he’d do it more often.

Right now, though, she could barely think at all. The clapping congregation, the organ playing, the slapping sound of her master’s balls against her hips – it was all just noise, inadequate to explain the pleasure that gripped her body.

No longer two, but one flesh. Together, just like the bible said. Created to love each other. To become more together than they were apart. To love each other in honor and righteous glory.

She was a slave. A slave to her husband. A slave to Christ. But no longer a slave to her sins. The nuns had set her free.

At that realization, she climaxed, her pelvic muscles squeezing uncontrollably, milking her husband’s dick with reckless abandon. He moaned as well, jamming himself all the way in to enjoy the ride.

Locked together, they shared the delight of belonging to each other. For just a moment, the world halted, everything in perfect harmony.

“Thanks be to God!” he shouted, his throbbing penis exploding into her soaking wet pussy.


Chapter Six

Felicia hummed as she puttered around the kitchen, holding onto the tag of a tea bag as she poured water into the teapot. The smell of shortbread baking in the oven lent the otherwise sterile break room a homely air.

She had never done this kind of domestic duty in the past, but she had found herself with a lot of spare time during their honeymoon, and her cooking pleased her master and husband. That was reason enough for her to practice – she had thrown herself wholeheartedly into learning how to make proper meals and desserts.

Putting the lid on top of the pot, she turned around and braced herself against the counter, folding her arms. So far, her honeymoon period had been idyllic, filled with soft embraces and fucking. A lot of fucking.

Not that she minded. The training regime they had undergone had made them seemingly insatiable. Probably one of the reasons for the honeymoon in the first place, if she was thinking objectively about it. They didn’t want to unleash horny trainees on the rest of the convent until they had some time to acclimate.

After the ceremony, they had been given shared quarters in a different part of the convent which had sparse foot traffic. This helped to ease them into their new lifestyles, since their masters had many demands of them.

Felicia had taken to wearing her pigtails all the time, as that pleased her master, though right now she had pinned them up into buns to keep them out of the way while she was working. That didn’t protect her chest, however, as her breasts were squeezed through two holes in her latex top. She had tied a long apron around her neck to cover them up, but the sensation of the cloth rubbing against her nipples was incredibly distracting.

Open access was easy access, and her husband loved taking advantage of her assets at every chance he got. She didn’t really enjoy having her boobs exposed all the time, but she had started to get used to it. It certainly reduced the amount of clothing she needed to remove when he demanded her attention.

At least this wasn’t going to be a permanent thing, as the rest of the convent had a much stricter dress code. Some allowances had been made for them, as they hadn’t yet joined the regular population.

Felicia’s eyebrows rose as the door swung open. There were only a few other residents who were using this kitchen, but the scent of the cookies had likely penetrated through to the hallway. Was someone looking to filch an afternoon snack? She folded her arms, ready to give them a piece of her mind.

Instead, her face widened with surprise after she studied the new arrival for a few long moments. It was difficult to recognize her friend under the thick makeup she wore, not to mention her elaborately styled hair.

Ava looked absolutely stunning! The effort it must have taken to curl and dye her hair into the wavy blue waterfall that ran over her shoulders must have been tremendous. Not to mention those black lips, thickly mascaraed eyebrows, and contacts which made her eyes take on a spooky blue color.

She was dressed like a Gothic Lolita, her chest bound into an overbust corset. Flowing down from her waist were layers upon layers of black rubber ruffles, culminating in an extremely wide skirt that flowed around her knees. Black and white striped latex stockings terminated in chunky boots laced tightly to her legs.

Ava waved at her, her black latex opera gloves running up to her bare shoulders. A golden collar, just like Felicia’s, was locked tightly to her neck.

“You’re gorgeous!” said Felicia, placing a hand over her mouth to hide her stunned reaction. “Wow, what a makeover!”

“Thanks,” replied Ava, blushing faintly, shifting her feet back and forth nervously. “I’m due to meet up with my master soon, and I wanted to surprise him. He likes goth chicks, you know,” she said shyly.

Felicia grinned. “It’s fun to dress up for your master, isn’t it?” she said. “It makes you want to get down and dirty with him. To force him to take you right then and there.”

“When I act like a slut, he treats me like one,” Ava said softly, a gentle smile lighting up her face. “I love how he makes me squeal with pleasure. I can’t imagine why I was so afraid of him!”

Felicia sighed. “Well, you had your reasons. That’s water under the bridge now. I’m glad you’re having fun.”

“It’s more than just fun,” Ava responded, lifting her arms and turning in a slow circle to show off her outfit. “It’s giving me more confidence, too. To know that a man like him wants me and only me. It’s an amazing feeling. I’m having more fun than I ever did while sleeping around!”

The oven beeped, and Felicia turned to put on some oven mitts. She had eschewed wearing rubber gloves while cooking, due to the inherent burn danger. Not to mention that it would be impossible to explain to her master how she had managed to melt holes in them.

“I’m truly glad for you,” she said, pulling out the baking tray and setting it on the counter. “I only wish I had figured that out sooner.”

She looked at the golden brown wedges contemplatively. “We shouldn’t beat ourselves up too much. It’s easy to see the right solution in hindsight. We couldn’t have gotten to this place mentally without the help of the nuns.”

A gloved hand reached for a cookie and Felicia grabbed it. “Stop that! If you touch them, they’ll crumble! They need to cool down to firm up properly.”

Ava stuck out her tongue and pouted like a child. “Yes, mother!”

Felicia narrowed her eyes, catching a glimpse of a small, silver ball. “Did you get your tongue pierced? When did that happen?”

Ava quickly pulled her tongue back in as if she was a frog, embarrassed for a moment. Then, she rolled her eyes as she realized that she didn’t need to hide anything. Opening her mouth, she stuck her tongue back out and wiggled it up and down to give Felicia a good view.

A stainless steel barbell pierced through the center of her tongue, rounded globes at the top and bottom. “Did that hurt?” asked Felicia.

“Yeah, but not too much. I was really worried about it, but it turned out my fears were worse than the reality. That’s been true ever since I arrived here.”

She placed a hand on her face, looking thoughtful. Felicia found that surprising, as she had never seen Ava being introspective.

“I don’t think I could go through with getting a piercing,” said Felicia. “I hate the thought of needles.” She shivered.

“Sure, you would, if your master demanded it of you,” said Ava in a matter of fact tone.

Felicia squeezed her eyes shut, trying to banish the thought of sharp metal piercing her flesh. “Ugh,” she said. “You’re making this difficult for me. You’re right, though, if my master commanded me, I would even do that. For him.”

Ava grinned at her. “You know what, I think you would. I like that. Modifying our bodies to please our masters is a good thing.”

“Yes, a good thing,” Felicia echoed, squeezing her legs together. “Fuck, you gotta stop doing that. I have to save myself for my man. I can’t touch myself any more, and that’s driving me crazy. It’s a good thing my master likes my pussy, or I’d be in penance all the time!”

Ava chuckled, the shiny piercing twinkling in her mouth. “That’s another huge benefit to getting pierced. Wearing this for my master makes me feel like a total slut. I juice up every time he enters the room.”

She looked at Felicia conspiratorially. “I’m thinking about getting my nipples pierced, too.”

Felicia almost choked. “Now I know you’re trying to rile me up. Girl, are you serious?”

Ava nodded. “My master has not ordered me to, but I can tell he liked the idea when I brought it up.” She played with her tongue. “I might do it in secret. I want to surprise my master.”

“You go, girl. Pleasing our masters is our moral imperative.” She gave Ava a wide smile. “If you help me finish up here, you’ll be helping me please mine.”

“Of course!” she replied. “What else needs doing?”

Felicia opened the fridge. “If you could finish putting the tea service together and get everything onto the serving platter, that would be helpful. You could also help me deliver everything so that I don’t have to make two trips.”

Felicia pulled out a bag of carrots, a bottle of ranch dressing, and various other vegetables, placing them next to a cutting board. Peeling a carrot, she washed and cut it, putting it into a circular tray.

Ava opened a cabinet, standing high on her heels to pull out some tea cups. “How is your master doing? I haven’t heard recently.”

Felicia sighed. “Not great. He’s been feeling guilty again about what he did to get me into the convent. The nuns have fixed a lot of his problems, but he’s still a work in progress.”

She put on a false smile. “I’m sure everything will work out. Look at what a mess I was when I arrived!”

She cut up the celery, drizzling some of the dressing into a cup in the center of the tray. “I’m putting together an afternoon snack. I plan on presenting myself to him to break him out of this funk he’s been in.”

Ava finished putting the teapot onto the serving platter, setting some of the cookies on a plate. She surreptitiously scooped one up, taking a bite.

Her face creased in pleasure. “These are gorgeous. What did you put in them?”

Felicia frowned, rolling her eyes. Her friend was incorrigible. “A splash of vanilla extract. It really makes the flavor pop.”

“Mmmph,” Ava hummed, cramming the rest of the cookie into her mouth.

“Mmm!” she said again. “I know what else you need!” She popped open the fridge door, grabbing a can of whipped cream. “Use this to finish him off!”

Felicia eyed the bottle speculatively. “You do have excellent ideas,” she allowed, watching Ava’s smile grow. “Sometimes.”

Ava pouted, pushing out her black lips. “Only sometimes?”

Felicia put the finishing touches on the vegetable platter. “I can see your head swelling already.”

“That’s not the only thing swelling,” her friend rejoindered.

It was true. Felicia’s breasts felt turgid, her body responding to the thought of being thoroughly fucked.

Felicia blinked. “Settle down now. I know we’re both horny bitches, but you’re just making it harder to wait for our masters to fuck us.”

She untied her apron, folding it and leaving it on the counter for someone else. Felicia stared at her breasts. “You weren’t kidding. Those look bigger than I remember.”

Felicia picked up the vegetable platter. “What are you talking about? They’re the same as always.”

“Not true,” said Ava seriously. “I know my breasts, and yours are definitely larger. Have you used a pregnancy test lately?”

“No,” murmured Felicia, suddenly feeling electrified. “I’ll ask for one soon. There’s nothing I want more than to have a huge family with my master.”

Ava followed Felicia out of the break room, carrying the tea service. “I know what you mean, but it will be harder for me. I’m much older than you, so I have fewer viable eggs. I’ve talked to the nuns about IVF, and they’re going to put me in the program.”

“Excellent!” Felicia replied absentmindedly, being careful not to drop her platter.

Her master had been training her to walk in higher heels than she was used to, and she still needed to devote some mental energy to the task – especially when crossing thresholds between rooms.

“They want me to have a bunch of healthy babies just as much as I do,” continued Ava, babbling.

She smiled at her friend, pleased that she was adjusting so well to her master’s yoke. “I’m happy for you. I will pray for your success.”

Ava nodded at her, her black hair bobbing. “So will I.”

She paused. “Are you still thinking about joining the nuns?”

“Yes,” said Felicia. “They’ve shown so much to me. I would feel bad if I couldn’t share the truth with others.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think my master is too happy about my decision, though. He doesn’t like the idea of forcing people to change. He still believes in his heart that people will come to Christ if we simply preach the good word.”

“That’s silly,” said Ava. “We would never have changed our ways if they hadn’t captured us. We would have continued to be loose women, tempting more men into damnation.”

“Yes,” agreed Felicia. “He is still a bit soft in some ways, but I will keep trying to convince him. The nuns are still working with him, too. It will be alright in the end. Trust in God.”

“In Deo Fidemus,” murmured Ava.

“Ah, here we are,” said Felicia, setting her tray down on a cart.

Ava set down the tea service, frowning. “Why didn’t you bring this to the kitchen?” she asked, incredulous.

“I… forgot,” said Felicia, embarrassed. “I was a bit too focused on baking the cookies.”

“Oh well, I guess we got to talk to each other anyway, so it was worth it.” Ava held out her hands. “Here, let’s pray together before I go.”

Felicia nodded, clasping her hands around Ava’s rubber gloves. “Dear God, we thank you for bringing us together in this place so that we may know your truth. Preserve us in the faith, and help us to show our masters the true meaning of our love.”

Ava squeezed her hands, continuing the prayer. “Through many painful trials I have come. Help me to overcome my doubts so that my actions may please my master and You. I pray for fertility for both me and your servant, Felicia. Help us both to grow large families, true to you in the faith. In Jesus’ name we pray… ”

“... Amen,” they chorused together.

Ava let her go, looking a little misty eyed.

“Don’t cry now, you’ll smear your makeup,” chided Felicia.

Ava coughed and straightened her back. “You’re right. Everything will be fine. Best of luck to you!”

Felicia waved, opening the door. “Bye, I’ll see you later.”

She rolled the cart inside, pushing it past the bathroom door. The rooms they had been given were similar to hotel rooms, but they were certainly higher class than most of them.

The bathroom was huge, containing a large tiled shower that could fit ten men comfortably inside. There were shower heads on all sides, with programmable sequences. Dual sinks and a huge mirror gave them plenty of room to clean up their latex garments, if they needed to, though usually that service was performed for them by menials.

It was quite luxurious, and she knew that she was going to miss this time of relaxation. Vacations always felt shorter after they were over.

That didn’t mean she had no responsibilities, however. Her master was doubtless waiting for her in bed, though she couldn’t see him with the lights so dim.

“Leave it,” came the rumbling voice of her master. “I don’t want anything right now.”

His form was in shadow, the bed sheets a wrinkled mess. He must have been brooding again.

“Nonsense,” she replied cheerfully. “You barely had anything for breakfast, and you skipped lunch. You should be ravenous.”

Johnny sighed, his arms dangling listlessly. “Did I do the right thing? Are you truly happy being my slave?” he asked, a dark cloud over his countenance.

Felicia rolled the cart up next to the bed, turning up the light. She hopped on top of the comforter, pulling the sheets down to reveal his nude body.

Out in the hallways, they would wear their rubber clothing, but in here, there was no such requirement. It was perfectly acceptable for them to share their bodies with each other.

She stared at his chiseled chest hungrily for a moment, working out how to break him out of his destructive thought pattern. Sex would probably do it.

“Let it go,” she said briskly. “I love being here with you. I do love being your slave. It’s the best thing that could have happened to me.”

She straddled his legs. “If I didn’t love it, would I do this?”

She leaned over, calmly grabbing his dick and squeezing it gently. She took the appendage into her mouth, sucking on its head.

Her master grunted, but didn’t move to stop her. “There’s more to this than just sex,” he said morosely. “We belong to the convent now. There’s no getting out of this.”

She popped her lips off his dick. “Do I look like I want to leave?” she asked, diving back down to take his hardening member deeper into her mouth.

She twirled her tongue around his erect head, marveling that she could feel it lengthening, poking towards the back of her throat. This time, it didn’t elicit a gag reflex, as it had during their wedding.

It had taken her a few weeks and no few tears to desensitize her throat, working her way up progressively from smaller to larger dildos. This training had to be done under the supervision of the nuns, to ensure that the dildos wouldn’t become a choking hazard, and that they weren’t used for self pleasure, but she had managed to schedule enough time away from her master to get it done.

His dick had enlarged to its maximum size, engorged with blood. It was time to show him what she was capable of.

She lowered her head down, down, until her lips kissed his pelvis. The end of his thick cock had plunged down her throat, making it impossible to breath. That was okay. She had practiced that, too.

She pulled up, taking a short breath, then plunged back down, twisting her head slightly to increase the sensation. At the bottom, she extended her tongue, tickling his balls. Then, she pulled back up.

Her master groaned, his body shaking. “When did you learn how to do that?” he asked, his hands clenching.

Unable to answer, she continued to bob her head, sucking and licking his penis. Soon, it became too much for her, and she had to pull out, copious saliva dripping from her lips.

“Fuck, woman, you have to stop, or I’m going to explode right now,” Johnny said.

She smirked, leaning back in. “That’s not an order.”

When she tried to go down on him again, he sat up and grabbed her head. “I said no,” he said, firm, but kind.

Her mouth sagging open, she smiled at him. “Did that feel good?” she asked, pleased that he wasn’t whining any more.

His chest heaved. “Shit, yes. If you did that one more time I would have orgasmed down your throat.”

Felicia looked down at his throbbing erection, her saliva dripping from its tip. “That was the idea. I want you to cum down my slutty throat.”

“I’m sure you do, but I don’t want to waste any sperm. I’m trying to put a baby in you.” He took her by the shoulders and spun her around. “Lay down so I can fuck you properly.”

Felicia closed her eyes and lay back on the bed, happy to be her master’s slut. Should she tell him her suspicions? No, she didn’t know for certain yet. She’d do the test and tell him later.

He was going to be so happy! Their firstborn was going to grow up in the faith, and become a valuable member of the church. She just knew it!

She opened her eyes, giving him a coy smile. “Fuck this silly slut, master. Fill her full of your sperm.”

He grabbed her legs and pulled them apart, revealing her rubberized crotch. She lifted her hips to give him better access as he ran the zipper under her privates. Her swollen lips gaped open, wet with need.

Laying on top of her with his lanky form, he grabbed her exposed breasts and squeezed, hard. “Your milkers are full, slave. Your body is ready to be fucked. Do you want me, slut?”

“Yes, master! Yes!” she cried out, her upper body tingling at the touch of his strong hands.

Sex was never far from her mind, but she had been imagining this scene all day, and her body was ready. She only hoped that she could hold out until he nutted inside her.

He grunted in acknowledgment, sliding his pelvis forward until the tip of his dick touched her inner lips. She let out a low moan, sucking at her lower lip. “Yes!” she shouted. “Do me!”

Her master obliged, sliding his thick penis inside her, ramming it in all the way to the hilt. She pressed her head into a pillow, making a low cry.

“You asked for this, bitch. You want it so badly? I’ll give it to you hard.”

He pulled out and thrust right back in, pistoning her like a jackhammer. She pulled her pelvis up with every thrust, enhancing the sensation.

It wasn’t just the oral sex she had learned from the nuns. They were an ever flowing fount of information about how to please her man, patiently answering all of her questions. It was her duty to be a good sex toy for him, and she took her training seriously.

All of that culminated in this amazing sex, her body pounding against the mattress. Her eyes were rolling, her body jerking. She was going out of her mind.

Fortunately, he was also on edge from her oral warm up. “I’m cumming!” he shouted.

He pressed all the way in, holding her hips as his dick jerked, pumping her full of his virile sperm. It didn’t take long for her body to respond, her pelvic floor spasming.

“Fuck yes! I love you!” she shouted, relaxing back into the bed as she rode out the high.

He leaned over and kissed her passionately, his dick still throbbing inside her. “Mine,” he said possessively, pecking at her lips. “Mine.”

This whore body of hers was owned by him. Him, and God above. Forever.

She loved thinking that thought, so she ran the words through her mind again. It was absolutely wonderful.

His dick finally slipped out of her wet hole and he picked her up off the bed, hugging her tight. “Are you certain you want to join the nuns? It’s no small decision.”

She groaned. Why was he entertaining such a difficult discussion now? It must still be on his mind. Even sex had been unable to dislodge it. If she didn’t address it now, it was going to get between them, she just knew it.

“Of course I’m sure. Without them, I couldn’t have been cured of my sinful nature. This is the only way I can properly atone, by helping others to see the truth.”

She pecked him on the cheek. “You’re just worried it’s going to change me in some way, I can tell. Don’t worry about it, silly, this is just me taking the next step. You should really think about what you want to do, too.”

Her master was still looking at her, but she could tell his mind was a million miles away. “I have some offers, but I haven’t yet decided.”

Felicia touched his face. “Then don’t, yet. We can talk it over later. You still have some time.”

She turned and took a carrot off the tray, dipping it in the dressing. “Here, eat something, you’ll feel better.”

He frowned, but allowed her to shove the carrot into his mouth begrudgingly. Crunching it up, he swallowed carefully. “You can’t make me feel better by feeding me,” he said stubbornly.

Felicia grinned. “Oh, can’t I?”

Without thinking, she grabbed the bottle of whipped cream from the cart, popping the lid off as she shook it up.

Johnny’s eyes widened. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Something I saw on a porno once,” she replied, pressing the nozzle against her right breast.

She jumped as the cool cream jetted onto her warm flesh, moving her hand in a circle as if she was putting the topping on a piece of apple pie. As she finished the last bit off with a small knob of cream on top of her nipple, the entire blob fell off, plopping onto the sheets.

Felicia stared at the mess. “Oops,” she said faintly.

Johnny started laughing helplessly. “The look… on your face!” he wheezed, collapsing back onto the bed.

Felicia sat on her butt, feeling like an idiot. Of course fantasies don’t work out in the real world.

She took a handful of the smooshed cream, massaging it into her other breast, making them look like two snow capped mountain peaks.

When Johnny saw what she had done, he whooped in laughter, tears dripping down his cheeks. “They look like… gigantic scoops of ice cream!”

He sat up, jumping onto the carpeted floor, heading towards the bathroom with peals of laughter flowing in his wake.

Felicia frowned and blew air through her cheeks, trying to calm down. At least her master was happy. That was something, right? Even if this idea had been a colossal bust.

John returned with a towel in his hands. “I know what you’re trying to do,” he said, “and I admire you for it – but you don’t have to. I’ll love you just the same.”

He carefully scooped up the whipped cream that had dropped onto the sheets, then set to work cleaning her swollen breasts.

Felicia sucked the rest of the cream off her finger. “Next time, I’ll bring a separate sheet for easier cleanup.” She leered at him. “And I’ll make you suck it off me with your tongue.”

He gave her that cagey grin, which she had come to associate with her man’s newly dominant persona. “No, you won’t,” he said with finality.

He folded up the towel and tossed it aside, wrapping his legs around his wife. Reaching up, he tugged at her collar. “You’ll do what I want, whenever I want it,” he whispered hungrily, kissing her ear.

He slid one hand around her neck, the other fondling one of her breasts. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, moaning with surprise. This was what she had been looking for. She loved being handled in this way, treated like the slut she was.

He pulled her in close, watching her breathe as he stroked, tweaking her nipples. She groaned, shifting her hips. She was already ready for more. She was always ready.

It was a good thing that males had a refractory period, or they’d be doing nothing but fucking all day. As it was, Felicia only wished her master had that kind of stamina.

“I have a secret,” whispered her master.

Felicia kept her eyes shut, her mouth open in a wide O. “What is it?” she asked, breathless.

“I’m hard again.”

Felicia squirmed in his grasp, but he held on tight, his thick bulge pressing against her spine. “Do you want it?” he asked lightly.

Felicia nodded her head desperately.

“Good, because I’m not done.”

He pushed her forward on the bed, and she collapsed into a pillow. “Stay there, slave, and don’t look. I have something special, just for you.”

She could hear him moving around, her anticipation growing. What could he be hiding?

A drawer opened and shut, a plastic popping sound ringing in her ears. She desperately wanted to look, but he had ordered her not to. She dare not disobey him.

“Raise your ass, slave,” he ordered, and she obeyed instantly.

Something wet pressed into her bottom, the rounded tip twisting as her master toyed with her. After a short pause, he began to push, the flared head of the plug squeezing through her tight sphincter.

She gasped, reveling in the familiar sensations, wiggling her butt as it popped into her, the base pressed tightly against her butt. She shook, very happy at feeling so full.

It had been some time since she had been fully plugged, as her master didn’t approve. That had been a major disappointment for her, but after spending a few weeks with him, she had adjusted to having him fill only her vagina.

He must have changed his mind for some reason, as the hard rod penetrating her ass clearly indicated. She sighed, moaning and jiggling as the bulb inflated, locking the plug into place.

“I can tell you love this,” her master said, pleased. “I think you’ll like it even more when I fuck you, my cock rubbing up against this inflated monster.”

“Oh, yes, please, master, I want your cock in me,” she said, completely fixated on the hard, rubber knob in her ass.

He grunted, kneeling on the mattress behind her. He tugged on her hips, and she moved towards him, bracing her hands on the bed, ass high in the air. The rubber inflation bulb banged against her thighs and she shuddered, imagining what would come next.

She didn’t have to wait long. Soon, he was lifting up the length of rubber tubing, jamming his dick into her needy vagina. Still wet from their previous bout, her core yielded with a wet slurp, his dick slipping into her canal.

Her master trialed a few shallow pumps, adjusting to the feeling of his penis rubbing against the solid presence of the inflated rubber plug.

For Felicia, the pleasure was ascendant. With the plug filling her up, the sensation of his cock sliding in and out was magnified. She was the ultimate sexy slut, all of her holes open to being used by her master.

“Fuck yes, thank you master for plugging me up! Give it to me!” she screamed.

He stopped thrusting, leaving his penis fully engulfed inside her. Picking up the pump bulb, he gave it another squeeze. “Is that too much?” he asked.

She made a nondescript noise and shook her head. “Too bad,” he replied, squeezing again.

She squeaked and quaked, feeling as if she might explode from the pressure.

He leaned over and placed his hands over her breasts, pulling her upwards. Her arms flailed in terror, but he held onto her shoulders, preventing her from falling. “You’re far too noisy for a simple slut, wife.”

Picking something else up from the bed, he jammed it into her mouth. “Noisy sluts get silenced,” he proclaimed, fastening the strap behind her head.

He took the pump bulb in one hand, hissing air inflating the butterfly gag. Grabbing a breast with his other hand, he pumped his dick into her vagina, squeezing the bulb at the same time. “Silent sluts get fucked,” he continued, pulling at her flesh.

Felicia was lost, this all out assault blitzing her mind. She had no idea where to focus – the solid mass in her ass, her sensitive breasts, the gag in her mouth, or the dick in her snatch. That amazing, yummy cock that was breeding her like a common whore.

Yes, she was a whore for her master. His breeder. His.

It was the proper natural order of things. She obeyed him. Joined together as one, they obeyed God’s commandment. Be fruitful, and multiply.

She was fulfilling that command. Living and breathing it. Being what she was meant to be.

There was no greater joy.

She came, and came, her body rocking against her master. She would obey Him, now and eternally, as long as she drew breath in this earthly realm. She was all His.


Chapter Seven

Felicia stirred the pasta on her plate, rotating her fork to spin it up into a large ball. Lifting it to her mouth, she caught a glimpse of John staring at her open mouth.

“What?” she asked, widening her eyes.

He pressed a fist against his face to hide a smirk, but she still caught the twinkle in his eye. “Nothing,” he replied.

“Good,” she said cheekily, jamming the ball into her mouth and sucking it off her fork.

She moved her lips slowly in and out, teasing him. “Mmm, this is good.”

“I’m sure it is,” he replied, slipping a hand into his pocket.

Felicia squeaked, pressing her hips into the red leather of the booth. The vibrator in her ass buzzed, inflating a minute amount.

“Dangit, that’s not fair!” she complained.

“Why does it have to be fair?” Her master grinned, spearing a meatball.

Felicia shook, working on accommodating this new stimulation. Lightly touching her golden collar with one hand, she moved her lips silently, saying a small prayer in her mind: “Give me the strength to obey my master in all things, to be his one and only slave. Help me to show him my faith with my obedience. Amen.”

After a few more calming breaths, she was successful at stuffing her libido back into the box. It wasn’t even that difficult, given the months of practice she had under her belt.

It was amazing the discomforts a person could get used to, given time. Take her collar, for example. It weighed a significant amount, but after wearing it continuously for months, she barely even noticed its presence.

This was a boon, and a curse, for sometimes she liked having a reminder that she was owned. Not that her master didn’t have other ways of putting her in that mindset.

Right now she was experiencing an insidious form of bondage, one that was all the more exciting due to her being in a public setting. If only the other restaurant patrons knew what she was wearing under her woolen cardigan and pencil skirt!

Today her master had opted to dress her in purple latex underwear, with an integrated remote control anal plug and sheath for her vagina. Her breasts were held in place by a similarly colored sports bra, its transparent latex revealing her pierced nipples.

Small golden chains ran from her nipples to her collar, holding her breasts upright. When she was relaxed, they didn’t bother her too much, but when she was walking or nude, they tugged at her nipples with every step.

They were highly distracting, but she wore them for his pleasure ever since he had called her his golden slut. Nothing was more exciting than watching her slutty breasts wobble in pain while her master railed her over the foot board.

Curses, she was distracting herself from this wonderful meal! She obstinately took another bite, savoring the mix of parmesan and alfredo.

Something buzzed under her cardigan, and this time it wasn’t the vibrator in her ass. She reached between her breasts, pulling out a cellphone.

The message read “New baptism initiated. Your presence requested. CODE: Blue Bishop.”

She sighed, tapping in a reply. “It looks like they need me. There’s a new recruit that needs to be taught a lesson.”

“That’s okay, I’m done too,” said Johnny, removing the handkerchief tucked into his dress shirt, revealing a clerical collar.

He tossed a wad of bills onto the table, plenty to take care of their meal, and then some. The convent would reimburse him – money was no object for the church. True wealth came from the spirit, not from physical currency.

He shoved his hand into a pocket, and the buzzing mercifully ceased. Felicia almost skipped with joy, but she tempered her enthusiasm, knowing that he would play with her mercilessly later. She was looking forward to it.

Felicia slid the phone back between her breasts, making sure her cardigan was buttoned up properly. She didn’t mind if others took a sneak peek – since their wedding, she had discovered that she had a bit of an exhibitionist streak. However, it would be immoral to lead others astray by having them lust after her body. The real show was reserved for her man, only.

They walked together down two blocks of icy streets, hand in hand. It had been a long, hard winter, and the streets were still kissed with frost. The snow capped lampposts were lit by storefront windows, the sun still high in the sky, though it provided little warmth.

Felicia stepped carefully off the curb as they crossed a street, gingerly stepping onto the ice with her high heeled boots. Johnny held onto to her elbow, steadying her as they navigated over mounds of slush and ice.

Humming a hymn as she climbed onto the sidewalk, she couldn’t keep herself from grinning widely. She already had a few charges under her care, but her newest trainee was special. The archbishop had given her the brief just a few days ago.

The woman had been scouted by the church’s operatives. She was childless, mid–thirties, rich, and divorced. Like many women her age, she also had a stubborn insistence that she could find the right man to start a family with before it was too late. Exactly the sort of raw material the Order was looking for.

She had been abducted yesterday by the Trust and Improvement Committee, and had already undergone some remedial training via Sister Beatrix. Personality studies had been administered and a suitable master from their pool of candidates had been selected. He was already working with the committee to ensure that her training would be successful.

Felicia knew it was a great honor to be assigned to the woman’s case, and she was determined to help her find God’s truth through slavery to her master. This wasn’t her first attempt at training a new inductee, but it would be the first one where she would be given leeway to run the program her way. She was eager to get started and prove that she had what it took to train the next generation of nuns.

“Then sings my soul, my savior God, to thee: How great thou art, how great thou art.” John broke into song, singing the refrain of the hymn as they approached a nondescript metal door next to a jeweler’s.

He smiled at Felicia and she blushed. She was mortified that she had been humming the hymn on the streets, but they had sang it recently in a service, and it was surprisingly catchy.

“I like it when you’re embarrassed,” he said, punching in the entry code. “It doesn’t happen as often as it used to.”

“With experience comes familiarity,” she said, a little testy. “You’ll have to try harder next time to get a rise out of me.”

“There’s certainly something rising around here,” he chuckled. “Alas, we don’t have time to explore this further.”

He opened the heavy door, lifting up a hand to usher her in. “After you.”

She nodded at him, stepping carefully inside. The stairs down were wide and well lit, though it was unlikely that they had seen much use, since there was an elevator right next to them. She hit the down button and waited patiently for the car to arrive.

The convent consisted of an enormous warren of underground tunnels spreading out all over the city, with entrances inconspicuously placed at regular intervals. Most of the city’s land was owned and rented out by the convent, and they kept exclusive rights to install and maintain all of the city’s utilities, which allowed them to extend the convent whenever necessary. This was helped along by the local government, which was entirely staffed by members of the Order.

It was all one big, happy family, obeying God’s commandments to grow and be prosperous. She smiled faintly at the thought.

The elevator dinged twice, the steel doors sliding open with a rumble. She took extra care not to get her heel stuck in the crack, the thin tip clacking against the diamond plated floor. She pressed the button, holding her arm over the door until her husband joined her.

“Do you have priest duties tonight?” she asked, looking at him coyly.

“Yes, unfortunately,” he said brusquely, wrapping a possessive arm around her shoulder. “I’ll see what I can do. I know you’ll have problems waiting until after.”

She squeezed her lips into a pout. “You got that right.”

The elevator lurched, her breasts wobbling as the chains pulled at her enlarged nipples. She gritted her teeth, suppressing a moan.

He noticed her predicament, slipping a hand under her cardigan to touch her swollen belly. This neatly distracted her from her raging libido. “The baby is coming along nicely,” he murmured.

Felicia grinned. “Do you think my baby will take after you, or me?” she asked cheekily.

“Does it really matter? Either way, the baby will be ours. A blessing from God.” He moved his hand upwards, copping a feel.

He wrapped his other hand around her neck right above her collar, and she moaned, lifting her head up. She closed her eyes, enjoying the feeling of his strength all around her, owning her. Paradoxically, it made her feel free. She knew that he would take care of her, whatever happened. The responsibility for figuring out her future was no longer hers.

Sadly, the elevator ride was over too soon, the elevator ringing as the doors opened. The real world cared nothing about her feelings. God had given them free will, to build as they pleased.

Too much free will, as far as she was concerned. She was very happy the nuns had come along to bring order to her chaos filled life. They had given her purpose. Her new reason for living.

That’s why she had joined them. They had all the answers. Now, she was ready to spread the gospel to others.

Her master let go of her neck, and she turned to give him a deep kiss. “Don’t work too hard,” she said with a smoky smile. “Save some energy for us.”

“Of course,” he said, giving her that infuriating smirk.

He turned and walked off down the hall. Felicia watched the way his ass moved. It was poetry in motion to her, but she had spent a lot of time thinking about his body and all the subtle ways he controlled her. It was glorious to behold.

Ah, but she couldn’t stand here forever. There was a new trainee to break in.

She turned and walked the other way, nodding at another master dressed in a full rubber suit with an attached gas mask. Hoses looped from his mask over his shoulders, connecting to a rubber backpack. He was holding the leash of a woman also dressed in heavy rubber, her hands and legs restrained in large pockets so that she was forced to walk on her elbows and knees.

It couldn’t possibly be comfortable to walk like that for long, but Felicia guessed that they were only going out for a brief walk before having another session with each other. It looked like fun, but she certainly wasn’t going to tell her master about it. He already had a seemingly endless list of ideas on how to bind her up!

Fortunately, the changing room wasn’t far, as she didn’t feel up to doing too much physical activity. Her pregnancy sometimes caused this sort of fatigue, and usually she could work through it if she made the effort. She closed her eyes as she dialed the combination to her locker, trying to find her second wind.

“Sister Felicia!” cried a familiar voice. “It’s good to see you!”

Felicia grinned, spotting her friend on the other side of the room. Ava was dressed in exercise clothing, a sports bra and baggy pants. She dropped her gym bag on the wooden bench, flexing her strong muscles.

Felicia’s eyes bulged. Her friend must really have been working out, as she looked like a bit of a monster, the creases of her triceps standing out in clear relief from the rest of her skin.

“What kind of regimen does your master have you on?” she asked, incredulous. “You look incredible!”

“Thanks,” Ava grinned, full of confidence. She flexed one arm to show off her work.

Felicia marveled at her muscles, but she was a little confused. “I thought he liked it best when you dressed like a goth.”

Ava shrugged, clicking her tongue ring against her teeth. “What can I say? He’s a man of many tastes, that one,” she sighed. “It’s a bit hard to keep up with him, but I do try.”

“Anyway,” she smiled, “when I’m dressed up in latex, I don’t have to show off a lot of skin, so the two looks aren’t mutually exclusive.”

She pulled the scrunchies out of her hair, letting her dyed black tresses flow free. “How is the pregnancy going? I’m starting to see a baby bump forming!”

Felicia undid her cardigan, spreading it apart to show her ballooning skin. Grasping it with her hands, she gave it a little bounce. “I’m still not past the first trimester, so we haven’t done an ultrasound yet. There’s still too much risk of a miscarriage.”

She looked up. “Any luck on your end?” she asked, feeling a bit worried about asking when her pregnancy was going so well.

A dark shadow passed across Ava’s face. “Not so far. We haven’t given up hope, but it’s a bit of a long shot.”

She pulled off her pants, revealing latex panties similar to Felicia’s. “You know, I never thought this would happen to me. I poured all of my best years into my career, and now I’m facing the specter of being infertile. It doesn’t seem fair, somehow.”

Felicia sighed. “You never believe something could happen to you, until it does. Don’t I know it. I was almost on the same path.”

She glossed over the fact that Ava was the one who had set her on that course. It was all water under the bridge now.

Taking off her cardigan, she tossed it into the locker, retrieving a small wooden box from inside. She opened it to reveal a small, golden key, which she used to unlock her collar. She didn’t particularly like going without it, but the rubber nuns had a strict dress code that she had to adhere to when working with trainees.

Besides, this was yet more proof that her master trusted her to do the right thing. He didn’t need to be there to enforce his commands all the time. She would simply obey without thinking.

Unlinking the golden chains from the collar, she set it carefully in the box. Detaching the chains from her nipples was a bit more bothersome, requiring her to lift the stretchy latex tube top over her head. Her nipples protested as the chain links caught against the rubbery material.

Ava whistled. "I heard you were going to get pierced for your master, but I didn't think you were seriously going through with it. You go, girl!"

Felicia smiled as she unclipped the chains from the golden rings, putting them in the box with the collar. "How could I resist when he mentioned how much he enjoys the look? I would do anything for my master."

She took off her pants and boots, leaving the underwear in place. Her master had her under strict orders that she was not to remove the butt plug, and she would die before disobeying him, even if that made her tasks highly inconvenient.

She breathed deeply, psyching herself up. This was the hardest part.

She took out a bottle of lubrication from her locker and began polishing herself. It was way easier to slip into the catsuit if she was slippery.

"Looks like you have work today," said Ava. "Could you use some help?"

"Please," said Felicia, pulling out her purple catsuit. "I love the material, but it can get a bit tiresome to put on."

She stretched out the neck hole, sliding her legs inside the formless suit. The most difficult part was getting her baby bump to slip through the hole. Once that was accomplished, she rested for a few moments, the top of the suit resting over her ribs.

Ava knelt, pulling the latex up her legs and smoothing out the wrinkles. Felicia stretched the hole wide again, lifting it over her pierced nipples. She squeezed her right shoulder into the arm hole, pushing her hand into the sleeve until it got caught halfway down.

"Who are you training this time?" asked Ava. "Another poor little soul who has lost her way?"

Felicia pressed her arm into the outfit, trying hard to get her hand through the opening. She sighed as she failed again.

"This one is interesting,” she said, waiting for Ava to come and help. “She's like us, before we came here. Stubborn, individualistic, wrong–headed, and worst of all, an agnostic. I suspect that last point will be the most difficult to address."

Ava helped Felicia to get her hand out of the hole, assisting with her other arm as well. She pressed her hands against Felicia's shoulder, squeezing the latex all the way down her arms so that the material would lay flat against her skin.

Ava grunted, looking at her speculatively for a moment. "That's nothing new. The nuns see that a lot. People who blame the world for their troubles, or God. Anything to avoid taking personal responsibility. I totally understand that mindset. It's much easier to do that than to actually work on solving problems."

She darted in, pulling at the latex around Felicia's chest to ensure that the stylized white cross of the Order wasn’t distorted. This also helped her breasts to sit properly in the pockets that had been built into the outfit. There was some padding at the front to ensure that her breasts would stand prominent. One of the many subtle enhancements made to the outfit to please her master.

Her hood would be the most difficult piece to put on, as her master still favored the dual ponytail look. She had asked him several times if she could change it, but he was adamant. She acquiesced to his demands, hoping he would get over it in a few months.

In the meantime, stuffing her hair through the tubes of the hood was only made slightly easier by the tight braids. She had to remove and redo them every time she wanted to clean her hair, but this, too pleased her master, so she kept them.

Ava assisted her by pulling the hood tight on her head, zipping the rear shut. She grabbed a bottle of polish, and taking a small dollop, worked it into the hood in small circles.

Felicia did the same for her chest, working her way around her armpits and over her neck. She always made sure to polish the outfits before she put them away, but it tended to fade and rub off when the suit was folded. It always needed a little extra to refresh the look when putting it back on.

It didn’t take long to run her arms down her legs while Ava polished her back. There was nothing sexual about this act; they accomplished it swiftly and efficiently.

When they were finished, Felicia admired her formidable figure in the wall length mirror. The smooth surface of the purple latex served to enhance her bust, making her breasts appear to be a cup size or two larger than they actually were.

With her face hidden, it lent her an exotic air. No doubt she would make quite an impression on the new trainee.

"Thank you, I think I can handle the rest," she told Ava, retrieving her wimple from her locker and wrapping it over her head, snapping it into place.

Unfortunately, she couldn't wear a corset while she was pregnant. She was already having enough trouble keeping up with her rounded belly. This catsuit had been specially made with her in mind, extra material added to the stomach area to ensure that she could continue to wear it as her pregnancy progressed.

Even so, there would be a point at which it would no longer be feasible, and they would have to do something else. She wasn't too worried – with the speed they had been able to whip up this garment, she suspected that there was an entire division devoted to making the rubber clothing, though she had never met them.

She grabbed a pair of platform boots, pulling them on with their tongues. Ava buckled them up while Felicia wrapped a strict posture collar around her neck, clicking it into place. She pulled on her gloves, bending her fingers into fists to make sure the fit was right.

When they were done, she straightened her leg, striking a pose with clenched fists. "You look amazing," declared Ava. "Fierce. You're making me want to become a Sister, too." She scrunched up her face, looking speculative.

"There's no pressure," declared Felicia, "but I'm sure they'd love to have you. They could definitely use your experience."

"I'll consider it," Ava said abruptly, her eyes tearing up a little. "I'm still working through my problems, and I don't want to teach others I until I have them settled."

She smiled brightly. "The good news is that I think I'm starting to get there. The nuns have an excellent mental health organization. They're always willing to listen to your problems."

Felicia felt another outpouring of love for the Order. They were expending a lot of effort to help her friend.

She picked up her crop and sighed. "I had better get to work. My neophyte is waiting."

Ava stood on her tiptoes and gave Felicia a chaste kiss. "Your forgiveness meant a lot to me. More than you'll ever know. I'll work hard to repay that debt."

Felicia waved her crop in the air, shaking her head. "There's no debt between us. We are equal, in the eyes of God. Remember, forgiveness is only second to love in our faith."

Ava sniffled, rubbing her eyes. "I know, I know. It's just hard to make my mind understand that, right? I'm so used to the real world sucking, I still can't quite believe how forgiving the Order is."

She took a deep breath, stiffening her back. "It makes me want to do better. Be better. I think, with their help, I can get there. Finally."

Felicia smacked her on the shoulder with her crop playfully. "See that you do, or I'll tell your master he needs to train you more."

Her eyes widened. "You wouldn't dare!"

Felicia smirked. "Wouldn't I? I'm a nun now. The other masters will listen to me."

Ava blushed. "Please don't, you have no idea what my master is doing to me. I don't need you encouraging him."

Felicia waved her hand, trotting out of the changing room. "If you can't stand the training, get out of the Order," she chuckled.

A raspberry followed her out of the changing room, buoying her spirits. She really must spend more time with her friend. She had just gotten really busy lately. The days simply blurred past when you had so little downtime.

She firmed her lips. She would have to speak to the bishop. She needed to work on keeping up her relationships, or risk letting them wither on the vine. He was an understanding man. She was certain he would agree.

In the meantime, however, she must see to her neophyte’s training. She checked the video display, confirming her assignment. There were a few other nuns on duty, including her friend, Sister Scarlett. She must arrange to do a joint training session with her sometime.

Working with her old trainer would be quite satisfying. Helping her to mold her trainee into a true Sister of God. Punishing them for their disobedience. Pushing them towards repentance. That was what the training was all about – seeing their minds slowly change as the truth filtered in. Until they could do nothing other than be morally virtuous.

It was difficult to accomplish, because temptations were everywhere. That was the true reason for the Order. To keep each other accountable. Any indiscretions were immediately punished and rectified, by any means necessary.

Their work was ongoing, and never ending. For the glory of God.

Ah, there she was. Training room twelve, on the hobby horse. She put some energy into her steps, for it would take a few minutes to get there.

The training area behind the screen was a huge warren of rooms, easy to get lost in for newcomers. During her time there as a neophyte, she had never figured out the layout, as they had kept her continuously chained, and there never had been an opportunity to explore.

Some care had been taken to decorate the hallways to soften their hard exterior. Plush, velvet carpeting had been installed, and the lighting came from sconces fixed at regular intervals along the wall. The oak wooden panels must have been incredibly expensive, but money seemed to be of no concern to the Order.

To her mind, even though it felt a little like being in a church, it still looked institutional. Perhaps that was simply the result of building the place large enough to accommodate the number of people utilizing it.

She came up on a few nuns walking the other way, dressed in different colored wimples. Once you joined the order, the color of your outfit was yours to decide, though blue was off limits to prevent confusion – only trainees wore blue.

Normally, her master dictated their outfits, but while she was on duty, she had the leeway to choose the color of her wimple. When training recruits, this was her domain, and while a woman was under her care, she was their mistress.

She pressed her hands together in prayer, bowing to her Sisters as they passed. There was no time to stop and chat here. They were all on a mission to save souls.

Soon enough, she reached room twelve. The door was shut tight, but the monitor next to the door was active. She peeked at the display, getting a feel for how her trainee was doing.

The woman was bound hand and foot, wrapped around a large wooden horse. She was dressed in a blue latex catsuit, her head hooded to hide all identifying features. A strict corset was wrapped around her chest, a black posture collar on her neck. A rubber hose extended from her shiny underwear, a black squeeze bulb dangling against the wooden horse’s flank.

This was the standard package for the most part, though the woman’s pussy had been left bare for this exercise. A floppy, flesh colored dildo had been mounted on the horse’s loin, right behind the woman’s ass. It would feature heavily in her training, both as a metaphor and as a torture device.

She typed in her pass code on the keypad, and the automatic lock on the door slid open. Resting her gloved hand on the handle, she opened the door slowly. With her captive bound facing away from her, it would be some time before she noticed Felicia’s presence, if she was careful.

Moving forward slowly, she examined the bound slave with interest. The woman was well put together, by any measure, with well–defined hips and a wide ass. Her breasts were larger than Felicia’s, which might have inspired jealousy in the past, but that was all behind her now. Her devotion to God was above such petty desires.

She was standing next to the bound woman, now, watching her back flex as she tested her restraints. Useless, of course. Even if she could break free, there was always a response force waiting somewhere in the complex to handle such situations.

She laid a hand on the captive’s ass, squeezing her latex butt lightly. The trainee shrieked, jerking backwards. Felicia chuckled, pleased at her victim’s distress. She no doubt was thinking of escape, but she would soon learn that there was no way out but through acceptance.

Fear came first. Fear was necessary. Fear was the catalyst for change.

“Who’s there?” the woman asked, terrified.

“Hello Maria,” Felicia said smoothly, stroking her fingers up her captive’s back. “My name is Sister Felicia, and I am in charge of your training.”

She rested her hand on Maria’s shoulder. “You’ve been a very bad girl, and I have been tasked with helping to fix you.”

The woman struggled, cursing at the top of her lungs. Felicia smacked the back of her head. “In here, we do not take the Lord’s name in vain. It is beneath us. It is beneath you.”

“I want a lawyer!” she shrieked. “I’m going to sue you into oblivion! I’ve got money! You can’t do this! My dad will make sure you pay!”

Felicia chuckled at her incoherent stream of thoughts. “No such thing will happen. You are estranged from your father, and the Rubber Order doesn’t care how rich you are. We are only concerned with your soul.”

She stepped slowly around the woman, stopping in front of the intricately carved horse to give her a good look at her nun outfit. “You are quite alone here, and nobody is coming to rescue you. We have as much time as we need to coerce you to our way of thinking.”

Her bound captive settled down, all of the air wheezing out of her lungs. “What do you want with me?” she bit out.

Felicia strode to the podium at the front of the room and picked up a remote and a ball gag, the black orb dangling lazily from her gloved hand.

She pressed a button and a projector started up, the first slide displayed on the wall behind her.

“This is your former husband, Dan,” she stated, looking over the man’s ruddy face.

“He’s not too bad looking.” She walked closer to Maria. “What happened?” she asked kindly. “Why did you end the relationship?”

Maria watched her with enraged eyes, saying nothing. Felicia rolled her shoulders, relaxed. “That’s fine. You don’t have to answer. You’ll soon see that we know more about you than you ever expected.”

She clicked the button on the remote, showing the next slide, an image of an unshaven man wearing a motorcycle jacket. Next to the image was a paragraph of vital statistics, showing the man’s weight, height, financial situation, and the length of Maria’s relationship with him.

“How about Brad? What happened there? Or Tom? Was he a good man? Or perhaps Todd? Was he unable to please you?”

She kept clicking the button, showing an endless carousel of scruffy and mean looking men.  “I could go on.”

“Stop,” said Maria, closing her eyes and resting her forehead on the horse’s neck. “It’s too much.”

It was good for the woman to feel discomfort. That was the first step on the path to submission.

“The common variable in all these one night stands is you,” said Felicia, pressing her point. “What quality did these men have that your husband lacked? Why were you so attracted to them?”

Maria didn’t respond for a few moments, laying there like a wet log. Felicia waited patiently, knowing that the desire to explain one's actions is strong. Most abductees would break and start talking. All she had to do was wait.

"I… lost any passion for my husband. He would agree to any demand I made, storing up a poisonous resentment inside of him. Finally, one day, he snapped. In a rage, he destroyed all of the dishes, the good porcelain ones. He threw my favorite teapot at the wall, smashing it into a million pieces."

She clenched her jaw and looked up. "It took me months after the divorce to get over him. After that, it was a series of one night stands, nothing serious. I've tried to find a longer term relationship, but let's face it, I'm old and worn out. It would take a couple of years from starting a more permanent relationship before we could think about having kids, and then it might be too late."

The blue hood hid most of her features, but Felicia could see the fear in her eyes. The worry of being alone in her twilight years.

Sometimes it was distressingly easy to manipulate trainees onto a more productive path. "What if I told you there is a way to sidestep the meat market? To get off the ride before it's too late and find a man who truly wants you for you?"

"I wouldn't believe you," she replied, trying and failing to shift her weight on the horse. "There's no such thing. That's like saying an invisible God cares for a no good, idiotic, washed up woman like me."

Felicia watched her carefully, but said nothing. This was Maria’s opportunity to vent. She needed to know how the other woman felt before she could properly go to work on her.

Maria took her silence as an invitation to continue. "Even if I found a man, I can't imagine devoting myself to him. In today's market, you have to keep several boys on your line, just in case one jumps off. If I end up in a relationship, I won't allow him to control me. I want to keep my options open if he betrays me for someone else."

Felicia slapped her crop against her thigh, cutting off Maria's diatribe with a hard slap. “There are plenty of women out there today who think that being in an open relationship makes a relationship stronger. They are fools.”

She stepped to the side of Maria's bound form, running the tip of the crop down her side. "If you are not loyal to your man, he will not be loyal to you. Trust is earned, not given."

She jabbed the end of the crop against Maria's ass, making her jump. "Besides, at your age, how are you going to compete with the crowd of hungry, young women looking to get laid once your beauty starts to fade? You can't."

Felicia stroked her fingers down the small of Maria's back, pausing at her pussy. “Fortunately for you, we can solve the problem for you before that happens."

"What do you mean, solve it?" she asked, fear tinging her tone as Felicia unzipped her privates, exposing them to the cool air.

Letting the crop dangle from her arm, she probed the woman's lower lips to determine how ready she was for penetration. "Here at the Rubber Order, we take raw material like you and convert them into proper God fearing slave wives. Once a trainee has passed her regimen, she will be assigned a master husband to take care of her. She will serve him and God by taking care of him and her new family here at the convent."

"You aren't going to convert anything!" Maria shouted. "I hate you and I hate God!"

Her trainee began to shriek and moan again, painfully loud. Felicia grimaced. This was her fault. She had done the steps out of order again. Sooner or later, she would get this right.

Tucking the projector remote under her shoulder, she moved quickly, jamming the ball gag into Maria's mouth as she wailed. The woman hadn't been ready for her intervention, retching a little as Felicia buckled the straps securely behind her head.

The bound woman tried to make more noise, but couldn't manage anything more than a low moan. "Much better," declared Felicia. "It's my turn to talk, since you can't say anything constructive."

When the woman continued to whine, Felicia grabbed the rubber pump bulb and gave it a squeeze. The dildo in Maria’s ass inflated a little, causing her to squirm in surprise. Fortunately, this also stopped her whining.

Felicia continued her monologue patiently. "Our training has been refined over the decades. Our success rate is one hundred percent. Nobody escapes. Nobody who has experienced the ultimate pleasure of submission wants to."

"Why would they? We can guarantee pure, happy families, an excellent sex life, and morally sound teachings. Many who come here have no idea what they’re doing with their lives. We instill the truth within them, redirecting their energies towards more constructive purposes."

Felicia shivered a little when she said 'we' and 'our.' It meant that she belonged to the Order. She was one of them now, a rubber nun, and she never wanted to change. It was empowering to know that everything she had said was the unvarnished truth.

Maria had quietened down, but Felicia sensed that her captive didn't believe anything she was saying. That was okay. There would be plenty of time to reinforce her training. This was only one of the first steps.

Retrieving the remote from her armpit, she slotted it into a pocket built into the saddle. Grabbing hold of the mechanical dildo secured to the horse’s rump, she tilted it at a forty five degree angle, locking it into place.

The bulbous end slapped against Maria's ass and she jerked, making an incomprehensible noise. She was going to do a lot more than that in a moment.

Felicia pushed the lubricated end into Maria's exposed pussy, sliding it as deep as it would go. Maria jerked and cried, but no matter what she did, the knobbly intruder wouldn't slide out.

"This dildo represents all of the dicks you've had in your snatch," Felicia explained, grabbing the remote.

She twisted a dial, and the dildo began to move, teasing her captive with a slow fucking motion. She clicked another switch and moved a second dial, the horse beginning to move up and down, lurching forward and backwards smoothly, as if it was galloping.

"You've been riding this horse for a very long time," Felicia continued, strolling back towards the horse's head, her boots clicking in a satisfying tempo against the tiled floor.

Maria was moaning, her eyes tearing up as the horse bounced up and down, the rubber dick ramming into her interior.

"The problem is, you weren't thinking about the future. You have no idea how to dismount, and you have no plan on what to do if the horse throws you off."

She rotated both dials, and all motion ceased. Maria moaned some more, pleading Felicia with her eyes. Trying to elicit sympathy wasn't going to work. Felicia was in control, and she had a strict script to follow.

Felicia eyed the display built into the front of the horse's chest. Various vital statistics were displayed, such as heart rate and muscle tension, via electrodes that had been attached to the captive’s rubber suit.

This gave her a rough idea of how much stimulation her trainee could take before she exploded in pleasure. The goal was to take her to the edge and keep her there as long as possible without granting an orgasm.

Errors could be made, of course. They were all sinful humans, falling short of the glory of God. However, that didn’t mean you were immediately forgiven if you accidentally allowed a trainee to have an orgasm. Each mistake was carefully reviewed by a committee, ensuring that there was some incentive to do a good job.

It was a delicate balance required to deny a trainee an orgasm. More experienced practitioners could balance their neophytes on a knife’s edge for hours, simply by watching their body language. Felicia was under no illusion that she was that good, so she erred on the side of caution.

Once she had determined that Maria had relaxed, she turned the mechanical dildo back on, cranking it up to a slightly higher level. The horse moved up and down smoothly, rearing on its hind legs as the hard penis slammed into her core.

Maria’s jaw was clamped around the black rubber ball in her mouth, her teeth bared. Saliva dribbled down her chin, tears of frustration in the corner of her eyes.

“You want to get off, don’t you?” asked Felicia. Maria’s head reluctantly nodded.

“That is the root of your problem,” she continued. “You have put your need for pleasure above all else in your life. Above your well–being, above your relationships, and above God. You have let pure, unbridled lust take over your entire life.”

She turned up the vibration a small amount. Maria’s body was bobbing in time to the thrusts. Breathing hard around the gag, she pressed herself against the wooden horse, trying to grind her breasts into the surface. Anything to increase the stimulation. Typical whorish behavior.

Felicia watched the display, looking for some key indicators among the darting lines. Maria’s heart rate was still within normal parameters, but she didn’t like what she saw in the muscle tension indicators.

She flipped the switch and the dildo stopped pumping. Maria’s face creased with anger, her brow slick with sweat.

“What do you think?” asked Felicia. “Enticing, isn’t it? This is only your first taste. There will be much more to come.”

She hummed the doxology as she pulled the slick dildo out of Maria’s pussy. It exited with a wet slurp, the woman’s hole gaping open. Felicia admired the flexing lips, as Maria’s muscles bore down on the empty hole, the gap slowly closing until all that was left was a glistening slit.

She zipped the catsuit shut, slapping her hand against Maria’s rubberized butt. Grabbing hold of the base of the ass plug, she yanked on it, rotating it in a circle as Maria jerked. “I know it feels weird to be plugged, but you’ll get used to it. It won’t take long before you can’t do without it.”

A soft chime sounded, and she looked up, her smile widening. Could it be one of her Sisters, coming to help her? “An unexpected distraction, but not unwelcome. Come in!”

The door slid open, admitting a large, muscled man, dressed in a skin–tight latex top and bicycle shorts. He wore military boots, but otherwise his hairy legs were exposed. His head was hidden under a spherical gas mask, tinted dark to hide his features. A codpiece was snapped over his privates, giving the impression of an enormous dick.

It wasn’t arrogance. She knew exactly what the man was packing under there, and it wasn’t small.

“Are you here for me?” she asked, bowing her head submissively.

Technically, she didn’t need to submit to any master in front of a trainee, but Felicia was still new to this role. She had far more practice with being obedient to her master than in dominating a neophyte. This was something she would probably have to work on, but there was plenty of time for that.

The man’s breath hissed through the gas mask as he approached her, saying nothing. He reached a gloved hand under her wimple, wrapping it around her neck. She melted into his dominance, almost swooning under the light pressure. He certainly knew how to push her buttons.

She was unbelievably wet, her needy pussy asking for his thick cock. It was all she could do to avoid embarrassing herself in front of her recruit. The lesson must go on.

Composing herself, she gently pulled away from his hand, signaling that this wasn’t the time for that sort of play. Her master let go, motionless. She had obviously confused him, which was good. There were a few things she needed to say before she turned over control to him.

Grabbing his hand, she pulled him along with her in front of the horse, showing off his well built figure to her trainee. Maria groaned, gnawing on her gag, but her eyes tracked over his rubber body.

“Maria, meet Johnny, my husband and master. He loves to fuck me, and I…” she said, patting her belly swollen with child, “... love to be fucked.”

Her husband grunted. “I can’t fool you anymore, can I?” asked the man through his voice distorter.

“No, you can’t,” she replied, pleased with her intuition.

Her husband sighed. “I guess that means we skip the preliminaries,” he declared, unsnapping his codpiece to expose his engorged penis.

Maria made some confused noises. It looked like she was done screaming, so Felicia pressed up against the side of the wooden horse, undoing the gag.

As the large rubber ball slipped out of her mouth, Maria licked her lips and swallowed her collected saliva. “What are you doing?” she asked. “How can you be a nun and… fuck? Aren’t you supposed to be celibate or something?”

Felicia’s chest heaved with a belly laugh. “No wonder you’re so confused! Did you think we were chaste? How silly. God commanded that we be fruitful and multiply, and there’s only one way to do that.”

Johnny slapped her butt and she wiggled it for him. “Here, we’ll give you a little taste of what it’s like to be a part of the Order.”

Laying her crop, remote, and the gag on the podium, she walked out of Maria’s view. A few moments later, she returned, dragging an odd wooden chair over the floor. It was built in two sections, with a hinged portion in the center. Felicia sat in it, cranking her legs wide to expose the zipper over her privates, her rubber suit stretching enticingly around her hips.

Felicia had never really thought of herself as much of an exhibitionist, but since she had joined the Order, there had been multiple opportunities to experiment. In her quiet moments, she had to admit to herself that she really enjoyed debasing herself in front of others. It wasn’t shameful if she was doing it as an example of how to behave with one’s master.

She leaned onto the angled back of the chair, rolling her shoulders to the rear as she placed her hands underneath, gripping handholds. This had the side effect of pushing her chest out, emphasizing her assets, and the size of her pregnant belly. Pure catnip to her master.

He didn’t hesitate to take advantage, unzipping her bodysuit. A wide, round hole in her rubber underwear gaped open, exposing her swollen lips to the cool air. Felicia hummed to herself, anticipating what was coming next.

Even so, this wouldn’t distract her from her duty. She was a professional. Craning her neck to look at Maria, she enjoyed watching the other woman’s surprised expression. “This is what being owned looks like,” she explained. “After you Pair with your master, he will perform additional training. You will learn to accept your master’s cock as your treat, your reward for a job well done. It is the only cock that we will allow into your sacred womb. No others can bring you to release.”

She bit her lip as her master teased her needy hole with the tip of his head. She so badly wanted to look, but her teaching was more important. “Given time,” she said, breathing heavily, “it will be the only way for you to orgasm. Not even touching yourself will work. You’ll need your master just like water. To survive.”

She hissed as her master pressed his length inside, his hard penis throbbing against the walls of her canal. The hard length of her inflated ass plug bounced against her rectum as he stepped forward, ensuring that she swallowed his entire length.

"Your assigned master will take charge and lead,” she continued, suppressing a moan. “He was brought up in our program, and knows very well how to treat a rebellious wife. He has the tools he needs to take charge. He will master your flaws and inflame your desires so that you will serve him, always."

It was getting hard to think as her master rammed his rod into her, thrusting in and out with loud, wet slaps. Her body was on fire, her desire for him spiraling down her breasts into her nipples, making them as hard as bullets. She cried out in pleasure, knowing that the best was yet to come.

This was when the real feature of the chair became apparent. Her master gripped two levers on either side that stuck up from the frame. With minimal effort he pushed her body back, the chair moving like a swing.

His dick slipped out of her vagina, the tip rubbing up against her clit. On the way back down, he slid it all the way home, ramming into the pocket of skin near her cervix. He repeated the maneuver, driving Felicia to new heights.

"Take a good look,” she cried at Maria, her master in complete control as he rocked her against his hard cock. “This is what you're missing out on. The longer you disobey me, the harder it will be for you.”

Her breath was coming in short gasps now, the pressure of the pleasure starting to scramble her thoughts. “If you try to hold out, all you’re doing is denying yourself this righteous pleasure,” she breathed, making high pitched noises with every thrust.

She gave up on trying to convince her trainee. The pleasure was too real, too raw for her to concentrate on anything else. This holy union between her and her husband was her truth. One body, one soul, together. Obeying God.

The thought was so beautiful, she almost came right away. Her master somehow sensed this, swinging the chair slowly towards him. She settled slowly onto his dick until it stopped, his balls resting on the flared end of the ass plug. He was truly as far into her as he could go.

She grunted, desperate to do anything to get him to finish her off, but she forcibly kept her hands behind her back. Seeking pleasure for her own sake was of the devil. She must provide pleasure on her master’s terms, or she was just another street walking whore.

Letting go of the chair’s handles, her master moved his hand to her neck, wrapping a firm grip around her throat, his other hand resting on her swollen belly. The tinted visor on his mask lent him a sinister air, his hot breath blasting through the filter.

He squeezed lightly, with a gentle strength that said ‘mine!’ Her legs went limp, like wet noodles, the needy ache between her legs demanding more.

He began to thrust again, this time much slower. Without the aid of the chair, the movement was agonizingly short. She pleaded at him with dewy eyes, but he didn’t speed up. She didn’t expect that he would. He was in complete control of her, as he should be.

His tease mode, as she called it, could last anywhere up to half an hour, but she doubted he was willing to wait that long in front of an audience. Even so, he could draw this out a good while, and she simply didn’t have the time.

“Praise God from whom all blessings flow!” she shouted, indicating that she had reached her limit.

“Amen!” he replied, immediately speeding up his thrusts.

They had devised this safety phrase during their honeymoon as a way to express when one of them had reached their limit during their playtime, so that the other would stop edging and finish what they had started. To Felicia’s delight, she had used the phrase less often than he had, and she teased him about it every opportunity she got.

This time, however, she didn’t mind that he had won their little game. She was prepped to explode, made all the more ready by the presence of her new recruit. She was going to show her how a proper slave pleased her master.

Her master rammed ever deeper, lifting her body off the chair with each heavy thrust. She was literally riding him, her brain reveling in the sensations. Her face red, she moaned out her devotion.

It would be over soon, but then they could begin again. The heat of anticipation, the power of pursuit, and the climax of passion. A never ending cycle reinforcing their devotion to each other and the Rubber Order who had brought them together. Thanks be to God!

Her pussy was thrumming, and she knew her climax would soon be assured. She just needed a catalyst.

Her master leaned over, pressing the plastic globe of his helmet against her forehead. “Slut,” he breathed in her ear. “God’s little slut.”

He grunted, pulling her against him as his penis began to jerk, blasting his thick sperm into her sloppy, wet hole. Filled to the brim, she vibrated in place, pressing her body desperately against him as her climax seized her, her ass squeezing around the inflated rubber plug.

They had experimented a lot with each each other over the past few months, discovering that, if they were careful, they could reach orgasmic bliss at the same time. It didn’t always happen, but this time she had found his words irresistible.

Throwing her head back, she moaned with joy as her husband and master seized her breasts, playing with them as if they were his toys. She shook as he mashed them together, taking equal pleasure in the pain.

This was better sex than she had ever experienced before. Sex with purpose.

Locked together in love, they experienced each other as the last surges of pleasure ebbed. As Felicia was brought down to earth, she began to notice the usual aches and pains of physical life. Her master’s thick cock still filled her pussy, but it failed to excite the same lustful feelings.

If she gave it a moment, her libido would return, but she hadn’t quite finished her job here. With a wet slurp, she dismounted, looking down at her messy privates with amusement. Cleanup would have to wait for the moment, as she needed to attend to her neophyte.

Standing on her heeled boots, she pressed a kiss onto her husband’s gas mask. “Later,” she whispered enticingly, stalking back over towards her captive.

Maria gaped at her, wide eyed. “Jesus, that was fucking hot!” she exclaimed. “You didn’t tell me this was a sex cult. Sign me up!”

Her enthusiasm, while useful, was unwarranted. “You mistake us,” replied Felicia coolly. “We are not here to satisfy your lusts. We are here to save your soul.”

Maria rolled her eyes. “Whatever you say. God, I want some of that,” she said, nodding her head at Johnny’s throbbing cock. “What could I pay you to take a ride on that beast? I could make a… special donation to your cult.”

“You are a very foolish woman,” said Felicia tightly. “I see now that you will have to be punished to better understand your place in this organization. Your indiscretions cannot be overlooked.”

She marched over to the swinging chair with a stiff back, sitting down to recompose herself. Serenity was the watchword of the rubber nuns, and she wished to represent them well.

Her husband and master said nothing, moving in to stroke her shoulders. She straightened out, taking heart from his comfort. She wasn’t doing a bad job. This was just a more difficult case. She needed the experience.

“Uh,” said Maria, interrupting her thoughts. “What did I say wrong? Shit, I can act all polished and church–like if you want me to.”

“It’s not about what I want,” Felicia said, her tone rising sharply. “It’s about what you will want a few months from now. All I can do is show you the way and give you the truth. It is up to you to accept it.”

She zipped up her bodysuit, hiding her slick pussy behind a layer of polished rubber. She would worry about getting it cleaned later. Laying back into the hands of her master, she sighed. The other Sisters might know what to say at this moment, but she was too green.

Her husband, thankfully, was giving her room to figure things out on her own. It did no good if he corrected her every mistake. She wouldn’t learn if he did that.

She frowned, patting her husband on the leg to let him know that she had an idea. He backed off, standing unobtrusively as her dark knight. It was comforting to have him there just in case everything went south.

Standing up, she walked thoughtfully to the podium, leaning over the microphone and pressing a button. “Yes, this is Sister Felicia in training room twelve. Please have someone bring in the punishment dome immediately. I have a disobedient slave who needs to learn a lesson.”

Receiving a signal of acknowledgment, she turned around, suddenly energized. Everything seemed brighter when you had a clear plan of action.

Bringing the ball gag with her, she swung it over her hand like a whip. “You have the wrong impression of the Order,” she stated. “You cannot buy love from us. You cannot buy sex from us. You cannot buy freedom from us – with money.”

She leaned over, looking directly into Maria’s eyes. “The only currency that works here is obedience. The sooner you learn that, the more fruitful your time with us will be.”

Maria squirmed, but there was nowhere for her to go. Felicia jammed the ball back between her teeth, wrapping the straps around her neck. Soon, she was gagged again, keeping her from saying anything offensive until the dome arrived.

Sighing, she moved to her husband and gave him a tight squeeze. “Am I really cut out for this?” she whispered at him. “I still feel like I’m not ready.”

Johnny chuckled, sounding tinny through his mask. “There are very few situations where someone is ‘ready.’ Do your best, and take critical feedback as training to improve your work.”

She rubbed her gloved hand over his chest, finding solace in the smooth friction. Her belly pressed against him, swollen with their child. Yes, here, right now, everything would be okay.

She was interrupted by a chime at the door. She let go, and turned to face the newcomers. She was in charge here, and she would act like it.

Striding towards the door, her footsteps became unsure when she saw the two helpers pushing a large box on wheels into the room. Whatever could they be doing there?

“Ava,” she said, confused. “Why did they send you?”

Ava waved back at her with a cherry red face. “Oh, we were close to the storage room, making out, so they asked us to help you.”

Ah, that made sense. The slender man standing next to her must be her husband, James. He was wearing a similar suit to her husband, but he had opted to hide his face behind a circular white mime mask, complete with blushing red cheeks. “I protested, of course, but I was overruled,” he said smoothly.

He slapped Ava’s ass and she jumped, tittering. “It’s cutting into our cuddle time, but I think we can help out.”

“Okay, then,” she said briskly, taking control. “Bring the dome over here, we’ll set it up next to the horse. That’ll make it easier to transfer her over.”

They did as she asked, halting the box next to the bound captive. They unlatched the top, swinging open the cover. It was hinged in two pieces, folding all the way down to the ground, where it was locked in place to prevent the device from moving around while they were using it.

The interior had a flat wooden chair with the legs pushed out to either side, an empty triangular void in the center to provide access to the occupant’s privates. Metallic loops were built into the oak chair, allowing a person to be strapped in place.

Above the long back of the chair was a dome–shaped helmet, made of hammered copper. Ava swung it up on its hinges, showing off the interior, which was covered in metallic spikes. Anyone put inside that dome would be unable to move their head without severe discomfort.

Felicia set to work unstrapping Maria from the wooden horse, pleased that the other woman was acting a bit subdued. Perhaps her severe admonishment had changed her neophyte, convincing her to settle down?

No such luck. As soon as the last strap was released, Maria tried to roll off the horse in the other direction. The two rubber clad men were waiting for her, catching her before she was able to move one step.

“There is no escape,” declared Felicia as they frogmarched her around the front of the horse. “You will take your punishment and learn to repent for your transgressions. That is your only way out.”

Maria was put forcefully into the wooden chair, her legs secured to its legs via straps Felicia had retrieved from a drawer built into the foot of the contraption. She continued to wiggle and moan, but that didn’t matter much. With the help of her master, she slowly worked her way up, running straps under and over Maria’s busty chest.

When she reached the trainee’s neck, she rotated around a golden circle of metal attached to the head of the chair, clicking it into place. Now, her captive had nowhere to go. She looked cute, struggling with that ball gag clenched in her mouth. Felicia reached out and touched her hair, savoring the sense of victory that came with successful bondage.

She sighed. It was an intoxicating feeling, but she wasn’t done yet. Reaching up, she grabbed the dome with both hands, slowly lowering it until the shadow passed over the top of Maria’s skull. Making an odd noise, Maria looked up, eyes widening as she caught a glimpse of metal spikes.

“This is the punishment dome,” Felicia said in a clinical tone. “While inside, you will be unable to move your head. Consider what you want to say more carefully from now on.”

Unstrapping the ball gag, she handed it to Ava. Maria started to say something, but Felicia cut her off by pressing her fingers over her lips. “Shh,” she said calmly. “Now is not the time for speaking. Try thinking instead.”

She lowered the dome slowly over Maria’s head. The woman flinched, suddenly becoming still as the hard spikes worked themselves over the back of her head.

Felicia knew from experience that the worst part was the sudden isolation caused by being in the dome. To ease the pressure, she continued to murmur words of encouragement to her pupil. She didn’t wish to see the other woman injure herself by accident.

Soon the dome was in place, locking Maria’s head under the shiny metal. The woman tried to say something, but it was completely muffled. “I’m sorry, neophyte, but you’ll have to speak up. I can’t hear you.”

Maria shouted something, followed by a cry of pain. Felicia grinned. The woman should have known better – anything you say inside the dome is reflected back to your ears tenfold. It was a clever trick to ensure that the punished prisoner stays quiet.

Almost done. She knelt to rummage through the drawer under Maria’s feet, coming up with nipple clamps connected to a small box via wires. Just the thing to spice up Maria’s bondage.

She unzipped the flaps of latex over Maria’s breasts, stretching the material until the other woman’s swollen flesh extruded from within her suit. Maria jumped, but said nothing, trying her best to keep her head still. That was likely to get more difficult as her punishment continued.

Felicia rubbed the tips of the woman’s nipples with a soft lotion, pinching them between her forefinger and thumb. Pulling on them softly, she smiled as the flesh wobbled, turning red. She was ready for the next step.

She squeezed one of the clamps open, taking hold of Maria with her other hand to force her nipple to extrude. The clamp went on, and Maria squealed, her shoulders arched, but she didn’t move. Good girl. Now the next one.

The clamp locked shut with terrible force, pinning Maria’s nipple between its metal fingers. Maria shivered, but said nothing this time. Good, she was learning. Just a little bit more stimulation would be required.

She clicked the box on, low voltage tingling through the wires and into the unfortunate woman’s nipples. Maria groaned softly as they sparked with electricity, trying to shift her body to find a more comfortable position. There wasn’t any to be had.

“This is your punishment,” declared Felicia. “To listen without speaking. To learn without talking. To speak only when useful. Once you have learned these lessons, you will never have to return to the dome.”

Maria squeaked, but didn’t reply. “Good girl, you’ve already learned something.”

Felicia stood, watching Maria carefully. Punishments like these were on a strict time clock to avoid injuring the trainees. The neophytes didn’t know that, and they weren’t allowed to know. Knowing too much might allow them to come up with a plan for resisting these training tools, which would only prolong their pain.

Eventually, Maria would give in, like all the rest. That truth was inviolable.

A wet slapping sound drew her attention to the other side of the room. Ava was sitting in the fucking chair, her master ramming his thick cock into her gaping pussy. Her friend whimpered continuously as the chair rocked her onto James’ dick. She fondled her rubber coated breasts desperately.

The scene was obviously too much for them, driving their lust for each other to unbearable heights. She was feeling the same way herself, her pussy suddenly feeling terribly empty.

Suddenly, a dark presence appeared at her back. Her master had sensed her budding jealousy, and was here to put it to bed.

With masculine strength, he seized her by the shoulders and turned her around, pressing her back against the horse. His hands were on her breasts, squeezing and twisting. She moaned her pleasure, her body quickly responding to his desires. As it should be.

Not content with this, her master smacked her hip. “Turn around,” he growled, the voice changer making his voice unnaturally low. His breath hissed loudly through the featureless mask.

She did as she was told, bending over, her hands resting on the saddle as he pulled her legs wide. She gasped in surprise as he leaned his warm body against hers, unzipping her wet pussy. Her body needed it so bad, and he was going to fuck her again, right here, right now.

She praised the nuns. She praised God. His will be done here, with the two of them, together in holy matrimony. His slave, forever.

She shouted as his erect penis thrust into her willing depths. “All glory to God above! Praise be to God! Your will on earth as it is in heaven!”

Her ensuing orgasm was a holy fulfillment of her marriage vows. To obey him, and him only, the rest of her days. Blessed slavery.


Author’s Note

This novella is the result of the germination of an idea I had over a year ago – what if, instead of people rebelling against Christian morals, there was an organization that enforced them? An organization that used fetish tools to lure people in and adjust them to become morally pure? Could that even be possible, or would such a thing be sinful in and of itself?

In some small way, I suppose, this has been a bit of a cathartic affair, trying to jibe personal desires with the strictures laid down by God for his people. I don’t know if I’ve been entirely successful in my goal, but I think, if you look at it objectively, the answer is yes – people can still be sexy with each other and wear fetish clothing while obeying God – as long as they aren’t promiscuous outside of their marriages.

I must admit I skirted the line a few times, and it’s quite unlikely that such an organization in real life could possibly escape committing sinful acts. This is a fantasy, however, and in fiction, perfect societies can exist, if I wish it.

On a different topic, this novella might draw comparisons to ‘The Handmaid’s Tale,’ but I must assure you I’ve never read those books, so I wouldn’t know. Any similarity is purely coincidental. The Rubber Order has no interest in political control; they’re simply pleased that they can save another soul from the darkness of unmitigated hedonism.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1N9.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




