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Chapter One

Leather strips hissed through the air, slapping against her left buttocks. She groaned in pain, shifting against the wooden frame.

There wasn’t a lot of room for her to move, as her wrists were strapped down, keeping her in position. She was laying against a cushion, her legs spread and ass exposed to her husband’s tender care.

The flogger whistled a second time, the stinging leather tips stroking down her right thigh. She moaned, saliva leaking from the red ball gag shoved into her mouth.

She closed her eyes, savoring the pain as it burned her skin. She wanted to tell him to smack her harder, but all that she could manage through the gag was helpless grunts and moans.

He hit her again, this time a little harder than before. The strikes were escalating, licking over her butt in a curve until no part of her remained unmolested. If this continued, she wasn’t going to be able to sit properly for a full week. How wonderful.

Her latex outfit creaked, the tight brown bodysuit cupping her breasts. Her swollen nipples peeked through small, rounded openings in the breast cups. Over the top of these, nipple clamps had been placed, a short, silver chain dangling between them.

The throbbing pain sparking through her wobbling breasts complimented the streaks of pain in her thighs. Her body was aflame, thighs wet and ready for him. She couldn’t wait.

“Masochistic bitch,” rumbled her husband. “Is this what you want? You can’t get juiced up unless I hit you, is that right?”

She wanted to deny him, to tell him that she desired him alone, that she would do anything for him right now, but all that came out was a moan. She was more than ready, wanting him to stick it in. If he didn’t make a move, she was going to explode from dealing with all this lovely pain.

She shifted her body, the frame creaking as she pulled against it, her butt wiggling as she clenched around the metal plug that had been thrust into her ass. She was stuffed and ready for him.

Swinging her head down, she clenched her hands around the ropes securing her wrists, her body pushed forward by the weight of her husband. His penis pressed between her butt cheeks, the erect shaft riding up against the butt plug as he smacked her side.

“Do you like this, you little pain slut?” he asked in a low voice. “How much can you take before you give me the signal?”

He leaned over, grasping the chain between her nipples and giving it a sharp tug. “Why do you like being tortured so much? You seem to like the pain more than you like me. If it’s pain you want, I can give you more. Much more.”

She gasped, her pussy fluttering. This was exactly what she wanted, and he knew it. He was playing her like a fiddle, touching her in the precise way necessary to make her go mad.

Fortunately, this foreplay didn’t last much longer. He pulled back and grasped his dick, aiming it towards her willing tunnel. As he pressed into her, he smacked her ass, her flesh rippling as it absorbed the blow.

She was so wet that there was little resistance as he sank all the way in, her skin wet with sweat. Her husband leaned over, squeezing her hips.

“Look at you,” he grunted. “Exposed and vulnerable. Owned. I can do anything I want to you, and you won’t protest. Won’t stop me. I could choke you out, and you wouldn’t even use the signal, would you?”

His hands left her hips and she gasped, a little worried that he might be right. Would she really allow him to torture her to death without stopping him?

It was true that she had not used the agreed upon signal during their last play session, but there were red lines she would enforce. Weren’t there?

Warm fingers wrapped around her throat, over the top of the thick rubber posture collar. He squeezed slowly, rocking his hips into her.

Her muscles immediately relaxed against the frame, her body melting as she submitted to his masculine presence. Mind overloaded, she barely noticed as he began to squeeze harder, her breathing strained.

She was his bound bitch, a painslut that obeyed his every command. She abrogated all responsibility, giving him everything she was.

A groan came from her throat, her breathing husky as she began to choke. This was incredibly dangerous, but oh so erotic.

She needed to stop him before something bad happened. Panicking, she tapped her fingers against the bondage frame, trying to give the signal before she lost herself entirely.

Gagging, her eyes rolled as she lost track of what she was doing. Her body vibrated as her pelvic muscles squeezed around his cock, her orgasm striking before she could react.

Normally, it was the other way around, but he had edged her for so long that she simply couldn’t hold back any longer. Tears welled up in her eyes. She knew he would be angry at her, but there wasn’t anything she could do. Her body had taken over, sending waves of pleasure crashing over her throbbing nipples.

He continued to thrust into her, fucking her roughly as his penis began to throb. His hand squeezed tighter and her vision blacked out, her oxygen starved brain beginning to shut down. Why had he ignored the signal?

He grunted harshly and stopped. Hot semen spurted inside her as he reached his own climax, his hands releasing from her neck as he savored the orgasmic spurts of pleasure.

As soon as he had finished, he pulled out, slick wetness leaking out and sliding down her inner thighs. “Naughty girl,” he said harshly, slapping her ass with a wet smack.

He disappeared for a few moments, giving her the opportunity to recover. She was a little shocked at what had just occurred. If he had seen her signal and ignored it, that was a serious breach of trust.

She badly wanted to talk with him, but he hadn’t removed the gag. The best she could do was grunt and slobber, trying to grab his attention.

If this didn’t work, she would try the signal again. He would stop the scene, and they would talk this out and come to a mutually beneficial solution.

She tapped her fingers again, hoping that he would see the nonverbal signal and stop. Instead, the sharp crack of the leather flog returned, running down her legs to her calves.

Crack. Snap.

She wobbled in the frame, frantically tapping out the signal, but either he was ignoring it or hadn’t seen it.

Her hands clenched in pain as he worked the flogger around her hips and up her belly. He knew this was dangerous, damnit! The soft parts of the body weren’t capable of taking this kind of punishment!

Her wrists sawed in the restraints as panic set in, but she knew from experience that she couldn’t escape. She cried through the gag, trying to tell him that she didn’t want this any more.

Fire throbbed across her belly as he smacked her again, her sensitive skin protesting under the rubber outfit. It didn’t feel good any more. He was simply giving her pain, acting out his anger on her unwilling body.

Sobbing, she tried once more to reach him, gargling as her words were lost in the gag. The punishment continued, true pain ripping up through her chest.

Her eyes rolled. She didn’t feel good.

Gurgling, her chest heaved, throat clenching. Bile rocketed up her esophagus, liquid chunks squeezing around the gag and spattering onto the floor. She began to choke on her own effluvium, her mouth full of stomach juices.

Mercifully, the whipping stopped. A cry of alarm came from behind her, and suddenly warm hands were at her neck, removing the gag.

She heaved again, coughing the awful fluid up, tasting acid in her mouth. Her vision blurred as the coughing fit increased, her whole body shaking.

Finally, after an interminable period it stopped, leaving her trembling. She sagged against the frame, feeling weak.

She looked up into her husband’s eyes. His face was ashen, eyes gaunt. “I didn’t mean to take it that far,” he said, voice wavering. “You just made me so angry.”

Her eyes flashed. “What is it this time, Eric? Why can’t you control yourself?”

She paused. “Is it because you’ve been reprimanded at work?”

His face closed down, lips pressed together. “I’m right, aren’t I?” she said hysterically. “Everything we’ve worked for, you’re throwing it all down the toilet. You’re a shitty excuse for a Priest.”

His expression changed, becoming more distant. “Perhaps I am,” he said quietly, anger simmering below the surface. “I’ve asked God to forgive me more than once, but can I really change? Can any man overcome these temptations?”

She wet her lips, feeling frightened. This wasn’t the man she knew. She coughed again, feeling dizzy.

Her husband’s expression changed as he looked down upon her, his hands moving to release her wrists. “Look at this mess,” he gaped. “I hurt you. I hurt you so bad. I didn’t mean it.”

She couldn’t see his face, but she could feel the tension in the air. This wasn’t normal. He had taken this too far, and he knew it.

She said nothing, rubbing her wrists as he released the ropes. She was suddenly terrified that anything she said would set him off again.

Worse, the pain wasn’t fading like it had in the past. This wasn’t right. Something unexpected was trickling down her thighs.

It took everything she had to wait patiently while he unbound her legs. “It might look bad,” her husband murmured to himself. “It will heal, though. It has to. Everything will be fine. I won’t go through penance again.”

The tightness around her legs eased as the ropes dropped away. She stood and reached around, feeling the back of her thighs where the pain was the worst. It was wet.

Worried, she pulled her hands back and stared at them, stunned. That wasn’t sweat.

“Eric?” she cried out, her face going pale at the red mess. “I’m not feeling so hot.”

Her heart was pumping too fast. She stumbled towards the bedroom door, suddenly dizzy. This wasn’t good.

Blinking back tears, she tripped, hands in front of her as the chest of drawers loomed near her face. She shrieked as her head hit the corner with a wet smack, and then there was nothing.


Chapter Two

Ruby gasped, startled to find herself in the laundry room. She clapped her hands over her thighs, relieved to find that they were covered with simple cotton fabric, clean with no blood. Her head was feeling fine, too, thank goodness.

The flashback had been vivid, as real as if she had just been there. But, of course, she hadn’t. It had been several months since those events had transpired, but her mind couldn’t seem to get over them.

Fortunately, this wasn’t the worst memory her mind could have chosen to relive, though it was plenty traumatic. What had she been doing that might have caused this flare up?

She lifted her hands, spotting the small cut on her ring finger. Of course—it hadn’t taken much, had it?

Grabbing a cloth, she held it in place over the wound as she waited for it to clot up. She hadn’t had a flashback that vivid in a while, and she had hoped that she was over the worst of them. Perhaps she should schedule a session with the visiting priest to work through it.

A new priest was supposed to arrive later today. She hoped he would be sympathetic to her situation, otherwise she would just have to deal with the symptoms herself, which wasn’t ideal.

There, the blood had stopped. She threw away the rag, picking up a laundry basket and setting it on top of the dryer.

While distressing, the flashback had been cathartic, in a way. They had been coming rarely as of late, and it was unlikely she’d experience another today. If she threw herself into her work, she should be able to distract herself with something a bit more pleasant.

She hummed to herself as she opened the lid of the washer. Chores were a banal necessity of daily life at the convent, but she found she rather enjoyed them. They allowed her to live in the moment, to forget the past.

Gathering the various undergarments and shifts, she arranged them neatly in a circle around the drum, balancing them carefully. Although the Order was quite wealthy, that money wasn’t spread around equally. Out here in the boonies they simply had to make do with old equipment.

There was a certain charm to the old stuff. If you knew how to treat it right, it would last forever. Smiling at the ugly taupe tub, she added the detergent and closed the lid. This task would soon be done, and she could move on to something else.

She gasped as the sunlight flooding through the open door was obstructed, a woman suddenly standing there with a basket in her hands. She pressed a hand over her heart, feeling it flutter wildly. “Maura, you really should stop creeping up on people. I almost passed out!”

Maura gave her a blank stare, disinterested brown eyes looking right through her. “You missed these,” she said harshly, dropping the basket onto the ground. “Make sure they get washed, too.”

Spinning around, she left without another word, her booted feet rattling on the cobblestones.

Ruby sighed, leaning over to pick up the basket. She was sure she had picked up everything during her rounds, so where had this been hiding?

As soon as she sniffed the contents, she pulled her head back, startled. It positively reeked of motor oil.

Grabbing the article on top, she turned it over, dismayed to find that fresh oil had been smeared down the front of a blouse. She pulled it out and set it over the dryer, returning to get the next article of clothing.

As she suspected, this was purposeful sabotage. The mess was distributed thoroughly throughout the basket, and if she were to dump these mindlessly into the washer, it would have created a dreadful mess.

Sighing to herself, she grabbed a bottle of dish soap, hoping that the oil wasn’t ingrained enough that it would be impossible to remove. Using a towel, she mopped up as much of the fresh oil as she could, then she squeezed the bottle, rubbing soapy liquid into the stain with her fingertips.

At first, it appeared as though she had made the smearing worse, but after a few minutes, she’d pop this into the washer and hopefully extract the worst of it.

The task was tedious, but she proceeded methodically, working through the soiled pieces of clothing, one by one. They would each have to be treated with care if she hoped to get them clean. If not, she would likely be blamed for incompetence.

That was nothing new, but she was trying ever so hard to be nice to the other menials. It didn’t help that they viewed her as an outsider.

It was true she hadn’t been born a menial, but she had just as much right to be here as they did. She worked just as hard, and just as long. It shouldn’t matter to them that she hadn’t always been like this.

But—it did. She had come from privilege, and they had not. That was all that mattered.

Her breath caught in her throat. That tune she had been humming earlier—it had been one of her husband’s favorites. Shit.

Shaking her head, she braced herself against the dryer. She couldn’t allow herself to think about it again. That way led to darkness, an infinite pit of despair.

She needed to focus on her current task. Gritting her teeth, she straightened up, trembling. She would take baby steps, getting all the clothing treated so that she could get them washed. She’d clean her hands, then finish working on these stains. She’d erase this little prank and continue as if nothing had ever happened.

Oh. Oh. Now, that was rather cruel.

At the bottom of the basket was a folded, black rubber habit. Hissing to herself, she slowly brought it out, the smell of rubber and oil combining into one synthetic nightmare.

She gulped. At least this would be fairly easy to clean, if a little time consuming, which was probably the intent. She would have to look at every inch of the garment and be reminded of all that she had lost.

No, she was better than that. The whole point of choosing to be secluded here was to work through her issues. She couldn’t process and accept the past if she kept avoiding these triggers.

Determined, she moved the outfit over to the sink, dropping it into the oversized tub with a wet slap. It would be most efficient to deal with the wimple first, if that had been included.

Yes, it was in the basket. She frowned, holding her arms out in front of her as she united the separate piece with the main dress.

Turning on the tap, she began to clean her hands, listening to the sound of the water drumming on latex. This was quite familiar to her, as she had cleaned her own habit multiple times during her training.

She gazed down at the black rubber, tracing the white half circle of latex leading up to the white rubber hood. The wimple sat on top, like a little hat, the concave interior waiting to be fitted onto a nun’s head.

Some concessions had been made when developing the rubber outfit for reasons of practicality. Certain elements had been combined into part of the rubber bodysuit, making it easier to don and remove in one go.

Since it was skintight, the latex would grip the body evenly, enhancing a nun’s natural attributes. Highlighting her breasts and nipples, the sensuousness of her body would immediately be obvious to anyone around her.

Looking was not considered sinful by the Order, but woe betide anyone who tried to touch a nun without her permission. Transgressions were severely punished, repentance required.

Those who could not or would not had no place in the Order. She had no place.

She sighed, letting the emotions roll over and through her. Despite her dark thoughts, in a way, their presence was soothing. They reminded her of happier times, when she knew where she fit in. Of the Order, and what it stood for.

Solidarity. Tradition.

These things still meant a lot to her, despite her disgrace. She would not tarnish its good name.

If that was the case, she had better get a move on, before someone complained that she was lazy. She picked up the wimple, turning it to and fro as she worked at the rubber.

The oil wasn’t coming off fast enough for her. She grabbed some dish soap and lathered up a sponge. This was going to be messy, but there wasn’t a better option.

After giving it a good scrub, it seemed to be coming off nicely. Examining it closely, she ensured that the glued rubber sections looked dull. It had cleaned up well. Excellent.

Turning the water off, she shook off the excess droplets, hanging the wimple over the edge of a cabinet to dry. That left the larger habit, which would doubtlessly be more difficult to clean.

She pulled it out of the sink, the heavy rubber clothing unwrapping like a blanket. Ah, this actually wouldn’t be too difficult. Whoever had applied the oil hadn’t spent the time necessary to be truly nasty. The interior hadn’t been violated, perhaps due to the punishment attached to vandalizing a habit.

In that case, it was simple enough to scrub the exterior and rinse it off. Lifting an arm, she began to work, focusing on the task at hand.

Scrub, scrub. Her fingers slid along the sleek surface, rubbing under the outfit’s shoulder and around the front of its bust. The cups were large and inviting, meant to work with a corset to emphasize a nun’s assets.

It was empowering and enticing to touch one again. Her skin began to itch, desiring the cool slickness of the rubber’s embrace, another echo of the past.

This was bad. She began to work faster, sighing as heat built between her legs. She had always associated rubber with kinky playtime with her husband, and she couldn’t stop her body from responding to the cues.

It didn’t care that her husband was dead, and that all her dreams had been crushed. It just had needs, which she couldn’t possibly indulge. The Order heavily frowned upon self stimulation, though there was no set punishment for it.

Such transgressions were usually handled at a priest’s discretion, and might involve some form of enforced chastity. In some cases, match making was expedited and the rule breaker was unceremoniously married off. There were also… other, darker possibilities, but they were nothing but rumors.

In any case, she wouldn’t allow herself to fall into such sin. She was still an upstanding member of the Order, no matter what others might say.

She finished with the legs, making sure no oil was hiding in the creases around the crotch. As she raised the outfit into the air, water dripped from one end, spattering into the sink. She stood there for a moment, waiting as the droplets wicked off the surface of the waterproof material.

It was easy to imagine that this was her habit, but the size wasn’t correct. Even when she had been fit, she wasn’t this thin, and her breasts weren’t that large. Envy was one of the deadly sins, so she put away her jealousy and hung the habit up on the rack to dry next to the other clothing.

She had no room for such pettiness, anyway. In this new life she was building, she was nothing more than a servant. She would have to take joy in what little she was still capable of doing.

At any rate, she had done what she could do, and working on the habit had given the dish soap time to work its way into the other clothing. She grabbed the mess on top of the dryer and inserted it into the washer, dialing in the first cycle.

As the washer groaned to life, she washed her hands again, careful to remove any hint of oil from her fingernails. They were not pretty like they had been in her former life, the tips brittle from the work she had been doing.

Her hands were chapped, fingers looking like prunes from the time she had spent washing. These were signs of the hard work she was accomplishing. The penance she was putting herself through for the mistakes she had made. For the losses she had endured.

She pulled off her headscarf and wiped her forehead, mopping up the sweat before putting it back on. This had taken too long—it was time to get to the next chore that needed doing.

Moving out into the afternoon sun, she looked up at the blue sky, and smiled. Despite everything that had happened to her, this hadn’t been taken away from her.

Her smile faded into sadness. Her natural reaction would be to say ‘God is good,’ but now she wasn’t so certain. How could a good God allow such terrible things to happen to her?

It was a question she had asked herself often lately as she had tried to pick up the pieces of her broken life. One she didn’t yet have an answer to. Perhaps it would come to her, one day.

Sighing, she made a noise of annoyance as she moved off down the path. Her brief burst of happiness had morphed back into the somber mood she had been feeling all too often as of late. The only way to break herself out of this loop of self pity was to throw herself back into work.

That being the case, she headed across the courtyard towards the gardening shed, scanning the beds for weeds. There were quite a few more than she had expected.

She hadn’t been on gardening duty for a while, but the other menials should have been keeping the area clear during their working days. It looked like they hadn’t bothered to do more than a pittance.

She twisted her lips, suspecting that this oversight was because they had seen her name on the list today. It didn’t much matter if that was the case, as she couldn’t very well protest about it. She had no proof, and would be accused of slacking off herself.

She stopped in front of the shed, clicking open the latch. Closing her eyes, she savored the smell of dirt mixed with wood. Yes, this, at least, should be relaxing.

When she opened them again, she let out a long breath, feeling deflated. The tools had been strewn all over, piles of dirt dotting the floor. A message had been left for her on the wall, written in red lipstick. “Go away, spy!”

A line had been dragged down the wall from the last letter, looking like a nasty gash. She balled up her firsts, tamping down her resentment. Responding to their anger with her own wouldn’t solve anything. She knew this, yet, in the moment, it would feel good to rage and let it all out.

In times like this, she returned to her training, reciting the Lord’s Prayer. “Our Father, who art in heaven,” she whispered to herself, willing her limbs to move.

She maneuvered around the mess, picking up a pair of gloves from the workbench built into the corner. Bending her knees, she began to clean up, careful not to shove one of her boots into a dirt pile.

She sighed as the anger left her, her heart throbbing from the sudden adrenaline. That’s right, she mustn't forget about God’s glory. These earthly disputes might cause her grief in the short term, but she must always look towards heaven above, and forgive them their mistaken beliefs.

She would pray tonight, hoping that God would show them the error of their ways. It was not their fault that her presence had been thrust upon them. The circumstances were entirely out of their control.

She had neatly gathered most of the tools into their proper places on the wall when she sensed a presence behind her. Turning, she smiled wanly at the approaching menial. “How are you doing, Beth? Did the advice I gave you help any?”

The short woman returned her smile, though it was tempered by pain. Leaning on her crutches, she wiped her brow. “It did. I’m amazed at how well the herbal remedies still work.”

“If they didn’t, they wouldn’t have bothered with them!” chuckled Ruby. “I knew you wouldn’t want to suffer until the next scheduled supply run, and we had the ingredients on hand.” She shrugged. “Why wouldn’t I help you? It’s the Godly thing to do.”

“Tell that to the others,” sighed Beth. “They seem to think your arrival here was meant to mock their efforts. As if they weren’t good enough without the supervision of a rubber nun.”

“I’m not a rubber nun, though,” protested Ruby. “I never finished my training before… before my husband died.” She choked on the sentence, forcing it out.

“Yes, you’ve told us that before, but they don’t believe it.” Beth frowned, her long eyelashes fluttering over amber eyes as she peered at the floor. “I didn’t believe it, at first, but you’ve shown yourself to be a good person. I can’t imagine trying to harm you.”

“Thanks. I just wish everyone could see what you do.” She grabbed a square shovel and began to clear up the mess on the floor.

“I’d like to help, but with the state of my leg… “ Beth said, her voice trailing off. Her lips firmed. "I should be able to get rid of these crutches soon, though, and then I won't leave everything to you."

“Don’t worry about it. I can handle this,” grunted Ruby, tossing a shovelful out into a flower bed. “A few practical jokes won’t stop me from getting my tasks done on time. Believe me, I’ve experienced worse hazing from the rubber nuns.”

“That doesn’t make it right,” Beth replied, scowling. She swung herself over to the wall, studying the hastily drawn message. “If I had to guess, this was probably Maura again.”

“I don’t wish to cast stones,” sighed Ruby. “It could have been any of them, and I’ve already forgiven them. There’s nothing to punish.”

“You’re more of a saint than I am,” Beth said, looking at her seriously. “This could escalate, though. They haven’t gotten the reaction they crave, and I fear they’re going to end up pushing this too far.”

Ruby shrugged. “I’ll have to deal with that when it happens, I suppose.” She stood up straight, resting the end of the shovel against the floor. “Now, unless I’m mistaken, you’re supposed to be resting that foot.”

“I know when I’m not wanted,” said the stocky woman, a twinkle in her eye. “Very well, but if you need some moral support, we can talk later.”

She tucked her crutches under her shoulders and pressed her hands together in front of her chest. “Peace be with you, sister.”

Ruby nodded. “And also with you.”

She finished off the pile of dirt and set the shovel against the wall, relaxing for a moment to catch her breath. She wiped the sweat off her brow with her shoulder, then picked up a broom.

She caught a glimpse of Beth toddling off on her crutches through the rear window. She frowned as her friend paused to nod at a man attired in a black clerical rubber outfit. This was probably the visiting priest, but she was surprised at how handsome he looked.

It wasn’t that priests were normally ugly. Traveling priests were normally younger than more established priests, but this man was definitely a little out of the norm.

He had a strong chin and well defined cheekbones, his face flushed red in the cool, autumn air. His hair was short and brown, a wavy curl combed across the top. When he smiled, his entire face lit up, giving him a congenial air.

Ruby suddenly felt shy, her heart fluttering. She wasn’t sure she wanted to meet this man, not when she was so attracted to him. Being in his presence was bound to be distracting, and she definitely didn’t need that while she was still in mourning.

She swept the floor briskly, blushing. She had changed her mind. She definitely wasn’t going to talk about her deepest fears with that man.

A sharp knock came from the open door of the shed, the rubber priest looming in front of her. A bible was nestled in the crook of his arm, a short, rubber shawl attached to his neck.

“Hello sister,” he said, flashing her a magnetic smile.

She wasn’t going to swoon, no matter how hard her heart was fluttering in her rib cage. She gritted her lips together and frowned. “Hello, Father. Who are you?”

He was even more handsome in person, his skintight latex outfit showing off his muscle definition. Priests were generally encouraged to stay fit, but he had clearly taken it to the next level. This was definitely no desk bound priest!

The priest grabbed the bottom of the wooden cross sitting over his chest and gave her a low bow. “I am Father Mark,” he announced, straightening back up. He folded his hands as he took her in. “Beth told me you were over here, and I wanted to check in before I go on my rounds.”

She seized the anger that grew in her chest, using it to suppress her attraction to the handsome priest. “Oh, did she now? Did she also tell you that I was busy?”

“She didn’t have to, as that much is quite obvious,” said the priest blandly. “I would have sought you out regardless, as I consider you the most interesting person here at the convent.”

She pressed the broom hard against the floor, sweeping a cloud of dirt ominously close to his polished boots. “What could possibly be interesting about me? I’m just a dirty menial, like the rest of them.”

His left eye twitched. “If that’s how you want to play this, you certainly can.” He paused. “I was very sorry to hear about the death of your husband. Eric was a good man, and the Order greatly regrets his passing. My condolences.”

The heat of her anger burst into a conflagration. She was barely able to keep it together, her knuckles white as she squeezed the broom to anchor herself in reality. “If that’s what you think, you don’t know anything about him, or about us,” she said harshly.

He flinched, backing up a step. “That may be true, but I’ve been tasked to relay to you that the path remains open, if you wish it.”

Ruby tossed her head. “They still want me, even after everything that happened?” She scoffed, cramming her anger away. Cursing at this priest would only get her into trouble, and he was entirely innocent.

“Why should I rejoin the nuns when the Order failed to act upon my requests?”

Father Mark watched her intently, brow furrowed. “That’s precisely what I told them, but they pushed for an answer.”

She stopped sweeping, her body rigid. “Then the answer is no. I agreed to become a menial to get away from all that. My past should stay buried.”

The priest tilted his head slightly. “Very well. I shall tell them. I won’t attempt to change your mind, though if you have need of me, I’ll be available throughout this week for private sessions.”

The other menials might take him up on his offer, as they didn’t get the chance to see a true rubber priest often, but she knew that he would report everything she told him to the Order. “I’ll keep that in mind,” she said stiffly.

“In that case, I won’t take up any more of your time.” He made the sign of the cross over his chest. “God go with you.”

She watched as he turned back up the path, his rubber robe shifting over the back of his ankles. She missed the shiny material, but not enough to spill her guts to this priest.

Even in their brief meeting, she thought she had him pegged fairly well. He hadn’t been demoted and sent to their small convent as a punishment. He wanted something, and now she suspected it had to do with her.

Men like him tended to dig and pry until the truth was exposed. The problem was, he didn’t know that her self imposed penance had nothing to do with the Order. Not really.

It was guilt that was eating away at her, and she couldn’t bear the thought of talking about her late husband in front of a man she was attracted to.

Her life was about to become a lot more complicated than just dealing with petty jealousy. She sighed, putting the broom away and gathering together her gardening tools.

She still had a lot of work to do, and now she wouldn’t be able to relax while doing it. Damn the man!


Chapter Three

Amorphous colors danced in her eyes as she floated in a dark space. The whir of a vacuum cleaner sounded in her ears and terror gripped her heart.
She couldn’t get out. There was no escape, and it was going to happen all over again, whether she wanted it to or not.

Her stomach turned as a room came into focus, a man suspended in the middle of a cube constructed from PVC pipes. His body was covered in glossy black rubber, a shock of red hair peeking from the top where his head stuck out of the restrictive fabric.

Her body turned to shut off the vacuum cleaner. Her pulse sounded in her ears as the activities of the day began to replay, deja-vu hammering at her mind as she put her hands on her hips.

“This seems dangerous,” her past self said. “Why do we have to do this again?”

Her husband rolled his eyes. “I already told you. We’re not allowed to assign punishments that we haven’t personally experienced. I was sick during the required training, so I was given special dispensation to do this at home.”

He grunted, his arms trapped against the upper frame, dark eyes flashing at her. “Now, according to the instructions, you are supposed to torture me with the tools provided in the box.”

Looking at him skeptically, she sidled over to the neat wooden box sitting on their chest of drawers. She clicked the latch and opened the lid, gasping at the array of tools inside. “This feels… forbidden,” she hissed.

“Of course it does, darling,” her husband said drolly. “This is an exercise of the clergy to teach us about the dangers of relying too much on the flesh. Come on, stop stalling.”

She looked over the tools. On the left there was an object that looked a little like a microphone, with a domed plastic top. Next to it was a flogger and a tracing wheel normally used for fabric patterns.

Finally, on the right was a pair of scissors. She didn’t know what they were for, so she ignored them.

She gathered the other items into her hands and waddled over to Eric, displaying them in her palms. “What do you want to start with?” she asked dubiously.

Eric rolled his eyes. “Go read the instructions, why don’t you? I’m kind of tied up at the moment, and I don’t remember them.”

“Oh.” She turned back to the box and studied it again, finding a block of text on a piece of paper attached to the interior lid.

“All have sinned and fall short of the glory of God. To set us sinners back on the true path to peace and joy, through the redemption of Christ Jesus, we must receive and accept the consequences of our actions. An example of such a consequence is spending time in a device called the ‘Rubber Maiden.’”

She moved her eyes down, skipping the preliminaries.

“Once secured in the frame, the penitent will be unable to move. The genitals should first be stimulated with the vibrator until he or she appears to be aroused, but not so long as to provide excess pleasure. Once this is accomplished, the other tools should be utilized to stimulate the penitent, though for no longer than a period of five minutes. Additionally, the penitent should be kept in the frame for no longer than one hour. Remember, the greatest tool is one’s brain. Be creative.”

There was more text below that, in bold letters, but she didn’t bother reading it. The instructions seemed straightforward enough.

She kept the vibrator, setting the other implements down on the floor next to the bondage frame. Turning the wand over, she noticed a gap towards the bottom. Frowning, she gave it a little twist, surprised when it began to buzz in her hands.

Twisting it back off, she nodded and turned back to her husband, who was squeezing his eyes shut, no doubt in prayer.

She rested a hand over her swollen belly, wielding the vibrator like a weapon. “Disobedience has received its just punishment, transgressor!” she declared, the corners of her lips turning up. “What say you?”

When Eric opened his eyes again, he simply looked resigned. “This is not as comfortable as it looks,” he grunted. “It’s tight, sticky, and hot.”

A fleeting look of guilt passed across his face, but she had probably just imagined it. “Let’s get this done.”

Ruby twisted the end cap of the vibrator, resting the domed head in her left hand as it buzzed. “It feels kind of strange,” she remarked, looking down. “What would happen if I did this?”

She pressed the head against her swollen belly, grinning with amusement as her chest wobbled, the vibrations rebounding through her womb. She couldn’t feel anything else yet, so the embryo must not be well enough developed to react.

Eric scowled. “Stop messing with it. You don’t know what effect that might have on the baby.”

She rubbed the soft fabric over her skin, marveling at how much she had grown in the last few months. “You’re overreacting. There’s no way this is going to hurt anything.”

Waddling closer to the bondage frame, she got down on her knees, sliding closer to the bottom pipe. She looked at the slick rubber speculatively, trying to decide where to start. She’d end at his privates, of course, that was a given, but what else would be fun?

She thrust the tip of the vibrator against his belly and moved it slowly upwards, fiddling with the end to increase the buzzing sensation. His chest flexed inwards, away from the stimulation, and he made a noise of annoyance. “What is this? Are you trying to annoy me?”

“I’m surprised the instructions didn’t come with a ball gag,” she said cheekily. “If you’re truly playing the penitent, you should stay silent.”

He grunted, but said nothing as she tickled his chest. The suction of the vacuum had brought the latex so tightly against his skin that she could see every bump and groove of his muscles. She wanted to touch them. Every ridge.

She shifted her ass over the PVC pipe to get in a better position, passing the buzzing wand into her left hand. If she teased him any longer, he might end up punishing her for it later, so she might as well get a move on.

Leaning over, she got a good view of his dick, which had been inserted into a rubber sheath. His thick length and balls were captured inside, the suction of the cube keeping it in place.

Reaching out, she grabbed the end of the sheath, grasping it tightly enough to take hold of his cock. Tugging on it, she pressed the end of the wand into his balls, in the notch between them and his dick.

He shuddered and moaned, his body writhing in the restraints. In his current predicament, he couldn’t move and had nowhere to go. She could do anything she wanted to him.

She pressed the wand in deeper, running her other hand up and down his shaft. He made an odd noise, his breathing coming shallower. She frowned. She hadn’t been working on him for very long. He usually had more stamina than this.

She stopped her manipulations, turning the wand off. Setting it aside, she picked up the tracing wheel and pressed it against the tip of his cock. “Premature ejaculation is not allowed,” she said acerbically, running the prickly wheel over the top of the sheath.

He grunted as his penis jerked, his arousal evident. “It’s… fine,” he said, sounding a little strangled. “I can bear this.”

He sounded like he was trying to convince himself. Amused, she decided to redouble her efforts.

She ran the wheel back down the shaft, making a semi-circle over his glans. She could see the rubber straining as his cock engorged to its fullest extent.

This was where she had to be careful, as she couldn’t see what was happening. It was likely at least a little pre-cum was dripping out of the tip, though based on the strained grunts he was making, he didn’t seem to be headed towards an orgasm.

She could fix that problem. Setting the wheel down, she shifted her body under the frame, looking up at his large, rubber covered penis.

Tilting her head, she swallowed the tip, mouthing the end of the sheath as she gave it an experimental suck. She had done this before with regular cock sheaths, but never with one under vacuum pressure.

Closing her mouth, she gave it a little tug, curious at how the rubber kept her from getting a good grip. That gave her an idea.

Pushing in closer, she closed her teeth lightly on the middle, grinding back and forth. He made a sharp gasp. “What are you doing down there?” he asked, alarmed. “This is supposed to be a toys only exercise!”

Fully in the moment, she ignored his concern. She saw what she wanted, and she was going to take it.

There was nothing in her training that would stop her. When playing with her husband, she was given carte blanche as long as the intent was to proceed to procreation—and she knew exactly what she wanted to do with him tonight after getting him out of the cube.

Closing her mouth tightly, she pulled back, the sheath sliding over his cock. The suction prevented her from moving it too far, but there was enough pressure to slide the inner part of the rubbery surface over his skin.

He shook in the frame, groaning. He was clearly having trouble keeping it together, but he could do nothing other than castigate her. Well, he was welcome to try, but she had received plenty of verbal lashings from him before, and she was certain she could keep her own.

When he finally responded, his voice was raspy. ”For these commands are a lamp, this teaching is a light, and the corrections of discipline are the way to life, keeping you from the immoral woman, from the smooth tongue of the wayward wife.”

She popped her head off his dick, annoyed. “I can’t believe you’re using the good word to try and manipulate me. Nothing I’m doing is outside the Order’s strictures. How brazen are you?” She stroked his dick, recalling some of her recent training. “We are ordered to please our husbands, and that is exactly what I am going to do.”

She dove back onto his dick, determined to get him off now. He deserved everything she was about to give him.

This might be her sadistic streak coming to the fore, but he had asked for it with the response he had chosen. She wanted to curse and swear at him. He had never used scripture as a weapon against her before.

She wrapped her hands around the base of his dick, under his balls. Tickling them with her fingers, she squeezed and tugged with her lips, working him with everything she had. The rubber was spongy in her mouth, and she couldn’t get a good grip, but it all seemed to be working.

He seemed to have given up trying to stop her, as he said nothing else. She carefully measured his grunts and the pulsations of his dick to get a better idea of where she was at, but it was an imprecise science.

She could tell he was reaching a climax when he made a cute, high pitched noise. It was one of his tells, and the reason why she knew how to play him like a fiddle.

He couldn’t seem to figure out how she anticipated his climaxes every time, and she certainly wasn’t going to tell him. A wife had to have some secrets.

Gripping his dick tightly, she trapped his length in her mouth as it began to jerk, pulsing as his sperm squirted into the sheath. With nowhere to go, it pushed around the sides, lubricating the head of his dick further as he grunted out his pleasure.

She waited patiently for the pulses to fade, pleased with her performance. She could only imagine how it felt for him, but the strongest orgasms she had experienced had been while she had been in rubber bondage, so it was probably pretty high up there.

He let out a long breath. “I hate you,” he said darkly.

Shocked, she backed out of her position, trying to get a look at his face. He was glowering at her, his cheeks sweaty. He was breathing hard, his pulse throbbing on his neck.

“Now why would you say such a thing?” she asked, a pit opening up in her stomach. “You don’t really mean that. Do you?”

A myriad of emotions flitted across his face, finally settling on rage. “Yes, I do,” he said coldly. “Why wouldn’t you listen to what I said? Why do you have to be so contrary? I didn’t want to orgasm while in the cube, because now I’m hot, sweaty, and I can’t get out of this damn thing for another half hour!”

Rebuffed, she pulled back from him, feeling like somehow she was in the wrong. Anger of her own began to uncoil within her. “You’re always like this!” she hissed. “No matter what, I can’t seem to do anything right!”

She grabbed the flogger, running her fingers through the leather strips. Her anger needed some kind of outlet. She wanted to whip him, to make him gasp in pain just like she had during her training.

She balled up the rage inside her and shook her head. No, letting this all out on him would be dangerous. As before, she tried to suppress her emotions, but it wasn’t working this time. She couldn’t let this go—but she couldn’t allow herself to hit him, either.

Gripping the end of the flogger tightly, she felt the blackness rise inside her. “You don’t like rubber, do you?” she grated out.

Her husband’s eyes widened in surprise. “What makes you think that?” he choked out.

“I’ve been watching you over the past couple of years. Whenever you’re told to wear rubber, you do it, but reluctantly. I started to suspect that you have no love for the material some time ago.” She crossed her arms. “Am I wrong?”

He scowled. “Very good. You’ve found out my secret,” he said bitterly. “But what does it matter? Loving rubber is not a requirement to belong to the Order. If that was the case, it would have dissolved long ago. I bet there were quite a few of the founding fathers that didn’t care for it, but they recognized it as a powerful symbol of our devotion to God and each other.”

She nodded sadly. “Then why did you push so hard for me to go through the rubber nun training, when you knew that I’d be forced to wear the rubber habit?”

“Because that’s what it takes to move up through the ranks!” he roared, his eyes flashing. “Unless I wanted to be held back by the old ball and chain, I needed to make sure you climbed with me!”

Feeling bereft, she squeezed her arms. “Is that all I am to you? A means to an end?”

“Of course!” he shouted. “Together, we were the true power couple. We were going places! Why have you been so obstinant?”

“That’s… why we’ve been arguing so much,” she said softly, staring at the floor. “We’ve been unequally yoked. My ambition has never been to be the best. I’ve always just followed along with whatever you wanted.”

She gritted her teeth together, and looked him straight in the eyes. “Do you have any idea how grueling the training is? I’ve been working my ass off, and they only eased up once our baby began to show.”

She placed a hand over her chest. “All I see here is hate. Is there any love remaining after what we’ve done to each other?”

Tight lipped, her husband stared at her, as if he wasn’t seeing her at all. His lips rose into a smirk. “It is better to live on a corner of the roof than share a house with a quarrelsome wife.”

The rage she had been holding inside exploded out of her. She raised the flogger and whipped it around. Lashing out with her anger, she aimed right for his smug lips.

He realized what was about to happen at the last moment, panic showing before his eyes closed. The leather strands cracked against his face with great force, the wet thwack echoing in her mind.

She gasped as she realized that she had crossed the line, and immediately felt contrite. There was no taking it back now, however. Fear set in as she began to imagine what he would do to her in response.

When he opened his eyes again, they were filled with hate. “You dare?” he shouted, the cube vibrating from his tensed muscles.

She dropped the flogger, stunned at her actions. She had drawn welts on the side of his face with her hit, and blood was trickling from a cut that had opened up above his lip.

“If words don’t work with you, how about pain?” His eyes blazed with intensity. “Once I get out of this frame, I will show you the true meaning of wrath. Bitch.”

Her shock began to fade, her body shaking with adrenaline. Face pale, she stared at him, returning his hatred. “You know what? I don’t think I will,” returned, tight lipped. “I’m going to leave you in there until you see the error of your ways.”

His face flushed. “Wives, submit to your husbands as to the Lord,” her husband said harshly. “Why can’t you submit to me? Why are you such an obstinant harridan? Why are you always getting in my way?”

“Don’t you recite verses at me! I know them all perfectly well!” She paused, shaking like a leaf. “What about being slow to anger, huh? What about that?”

His presence was stifling. She couldn’t face this any longer. She had to leave. Eyes bright, she turned and ran, hands balled into fists.

She couldn’t think. She couldn’t breathe.

She stumbled down the stairs, barely keeping it together long enough to grab a sweater on her way out.

Opening the front door, she slammed it behind her, skipping down the concrete stairs at the entryway and fleeing down the front yard to the sidewalk.

He had just… she had just. Her mind was a scramble, unable to make sense of it all.

Lost in her thoughts, she began to run down the sidewalk, with no particular destination in mind. She just had to get away from it all. From the pain both of them had caused leach other.

It was ruined, it was all ruined. Her marriage was in shambles. Her future was in doubt. She didn’t know how or if this could be mended. She didn’t know if she wanted to try.

She might need a divorce, but the Order wouldn’t allow it. They’d put them both through counseling. She didn’t want to go through counseling with that power hungry… monster.

Either way, her life was over. She would be disgraced for what she had done, and she couldn’t imagine the sort of penance that would be required of her. All that work, for nothing.

Her world was crumbling down around her. Outside, in this pristine summer wonderland, with soft light highlighting her footsteps, it didn’t seem possible. The world kept turning, and her troubles, as usual, were insignificant.

She slowed to a meandering walk, entering the local park. She knew she’d have to return eventually, but she still didn’t know what she’d do or say.

She probably wouldn’t find the answers here, but at least she wouldn’t feel like hitting him again. That fool. He had known exactly what to say to get under her skin. He had provoked her.

Perhaps that was his intent. If the Order punished her, then he wouldn’t have to. His hands would remain clean.

He couldn’t possibly be that machiavellian, could he? She did know there were dark undercurrents in his words and deeds sometimes, but she had never seen him stoop so low.

Or, just possibly, she hadn’t wanted to see it. Love can blind one to many faults and smooth over plenty of personality defects.

Now, though, it was over. She had to accept this.

She smacked the palm of her hand against her thigh. She didn’t want to accept this.

She lifted her head up towards the sky and cried out her rage and anguish. It didn’t seem to do much, but at least it allowed her to release some of her boiling emotions.

“Are you okay?” asked a deceptively soft voice.

She unclenched her fists, embarrassed that someone had seen her outburst. A man was standing on the path in front of her, his hands hidden under brown, woolen robes.

He lifted the hood off his head, showing her his pale lips and rubber clerical collar. His narrow face was scarred, but his eyes were kind.

“Father Richards,” she said, shocked to see her instructor in the park. “What are you doing out here?”l

“I was in the area on a house call, and I decided to take a short walk afterwards,” he explained, watching her warily, as if he was afraid she’d run.

She didn’t believe him, but calling him a liar to his face wouldn’t be a great idea. Her lips trembled. She needed to tell him. There wasn’t any other solution to this crisis.

She reached deep within, knowing that as soon as she committed, there was no turning back. Did she have the strength?

She stiffened up into a regal pose. If she was going to be led to the stocks, she would do it with some dignity.

“My husband and I had a quarrel,” she admitted. “It escalated, and I hit him in the face with a flogger.”

Embarrassment burned at her as she breathed out, her cheeks a ruddy red. “He might have provoked me, but it was entirely my fault,” she blurted. “I deserve the punishment, not him!”

Father Richard’s brow creased. “Where is your husband now?” he asked, looking around.

“I left him in the vac cube that he was training with,” she replied. “I thought it the safest option after he threatened to hit me back.”

The priest’s face went pale. “Good God, woman, you didn’t leave him alone, did you?”

Her pulse pounding, she gave him a short nod, not understanding his sudden urgency.

He seized her by the shoulder and turned her around. “Did nobody think to tell you the dangers of solo vacuum bed play?” he asked.

She frowned, stumbling as he hurried her along. “No,” she said, confused. “I haven’t encountered one in our training, and this is the first time Eric has brought one home with him.”

The priest cursed, which shocked her to the core. The mild mannered Father, saying such a thing? It was inconceivable!

“There’s a reason why all punishments are monitored,” the priest said grimly. “Vacuum bondage can be quite dangerous to do alone. The tight seal around the neck can, in certain situations, interfere with the bound individual’s blood flow.”

She gaped, her feet rattling against the sidewalk. Her legs felt wobbly as they crossed the street. “What does that mean?” she asked weakly.

“A possible medical emergency,” hissed the Father. “In a word, death. You don’t fool around with that type of bondage. That’s why a pair of scissors is always included in the instruction kit for just that kind of situation.”

She remembered the scissors, but hadn’t recalled reading any warnings. They could have been in the section of instructions she had skipped.

Pale faced, she waddled up the path to the door. Had she been doubly foolish, compounding her mistake?

Nervous, she cracked open the front door, the Father right behind her. “Eric?” she called out, hoping for an answer.

There came no reply. Was he still angry with her?

She ran for the stairway, jumping up them two at a time. “Are you okay?” she shouted.

Silence. The vacuum wasn’t running, so he should be able to hear her.

She rounded the corner, breathless, staring at the bondage cube. Her husband was still stuck inside, head lolling. His tongue was between his lips, face blue.

Shaking, she stumbled forward. “Talk to me!” she cried out.

The Father rushed past her, looking around the room. “Don’t just stand there!” he ordered. “Where are the scissors?””

Pressing a hand over her mouth, she pointed with the other, feeling dizzy. This couldn’t be happening.

Her eyes teared up, limbs feeling heavy as she watched the Father grab the scissors, getting down on his knees to start hacking away at the rubber cube.

Unable to look away, she bent over, clicking off the vacuum. “Will he be alright?” she asked.

“Call the emergency services,” Father Richards demanded, cutting carefully around the man’s neck. “He’s going to need CPR immediately.”

Making a small noise in her throat, she turned and rushed out of the room. Her phone, her phone, where the hell had she left it?

Reality distorted around her as she ran down the stairs. There were more than she remembered, and every time she thought she was approaching the bottom, they extended further down. It seemed to take forever to reach the kitchen, where she found her phone sitting on the table.

Lifting it up, she clicked on the screen and pressed the emergency button. As the phone rang in her hands, she began to rock back and forth. He couldn’t be dead, he couldn’t be.

He was still young. They both had their lives ahead of them. He would become a priest, and she would be his nun. That had always been the plan. Hadn’t it?

Even if Eric survived, though, it didn’t look like that was the plan any more. Regardless of what happened now, her life had changed irrevocably.

She mumbled into the phone when the lady on the other end picked up. She didn’t remember anything she said, but the soothing words of the dispatcher brought down her racing pulse.

There. She had done as she had been told, she thought bitterly. If only she had obeyed her husband earlier, none of this would have happened.

Setting the phone down, she padded back to the front door, leaving it open. Should she go back upstairs and try to help the priest, or should she go outside and flag down the emergency crew?

She pressed her nails into her swollen belly, suddenly feeling sick. She wouldn’t desert him, not now. Despite the emotional abuse he had levied upon her, she would stick by his side until the end. Deep down, she still loved him.

Turning towards the stairs, she climbed them as fast as she could, gripping the railing to counter her dizziness. She wanted to throw up, but she held it together, navigating down the hallway and turning into the bedroom.

Father Richards had cut Eric out of the rubber frame, turning him over on his back. He was leaning above him with his hands locked together, the wooden cross swaying from his neck as he performed chest compressions.

Eric’s lips looked blue, his eyes mercifully closed. She held her belly, trembling. “Is there anything I can do?” she asked, her voice shrill.

“Yes, actually,” said the priest brusquely. “Tilt his head back by placing your hands under his chin and on his forehead. Give him a long, slow breath for one second until you see his chest inflate. Let it release slowly, then do it a second time and stop. I’ll let you know when to do it again.”

She paled as she spotted the cut on top of his lip. This was no time to be squeamish.

Kneeling, she gripped the bottom of his chin, which felt a little rubbery. His head dragged along the floor as she pressed on his forehead, his jaw dropping open. It felt a little ghoulish to be doing this, but there wasn’t any other choice.

She leaned in, pressing her mouth over his. Breathing out slowly, she watched her husband’s chest rise as the priest continued compressions. Fear and determination mixed within her as she finished the second breath, leaning back as she awaited further orders from the priest.

Eric didn’t respond to their efforts, his neck straightening out as she let go of his head. Time seemed to slow to a halt as she nervously watched the priest’s shoulders pumping into her husband’s creaking chest.

“Do it again,” grunted the priest, his breathing coming hard and fast.

The exertion it must take to keep up the compressions must be tremendous. She shuddered as she heard a cracking pop. Some of Eric’s ribs must have broken.

She lifted her husband’s head, heart lurching as she closed her mouth over his. Would this be the last time she kissed his lips?

She couldn’t think that. She had to push away any distractions that would prevent her from doing her job.

Breathe. Relax. Breathe. Relax.

There, she was done for the moment. Her lips trembled as she stared off into the distance, the trauma of the events pushing all thoughts out of her mind.

“Again!”

She repeated the rescue breaths like a puppet, letting her husband’s head go. Her arms began to itch, but she didn’t scratch them. She deserved this torture. This was all her fault.

She barely noticed when the paramedics arrived and took over, the world around her sounding strangely distant. She sat back on her heels and stared at her husband’s lifeless body as they lifted him onto a stretcher and carried him out.

She remained blank when the priest set his arm over her shoulder. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice coming from a million miles away.

She immediately threw up all over his polished rubber boots.

He grabbed her arms and helped her to a chair. She felt cold, shaking uncontrollably.

“What’s this?” he asked, pointing at her crotch. “How long have you been bleeding like that?”

She looked down and groaned at the sight of a wet, red spot spreading onto her dress. It was going to cause a mess, and he was going to be so angry at her!

After what he had said to her earlier, he might hit her! She giggled crazily, clutching at her chest as a painful cramp seized her body. The priest bent over her, concern lining his face.

It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered any more.

Her mind began to drift, the traumatic events shifting into a slide show of distressing scenes and faces looming out of the mist. Whispers tickled her face.

He arrived without a pulse. We couldn’t revive him. Cardiac arrest.

A cold wind buffeted her consciousness as the sound of a crying baby assaulted her ears. Her baby. The one that never was.

The trickle of running water pounded against her ears, and she was there, in the downstairs bathroom. Father Richards was leaning over the sink, doing his best to clean up the mess.

She was sitting on the toilet, a towel wrapped over her shoulders. A kitchen bowl was on the tiled floor in front of her.

It was so tiny. So… alone.

And, oh God, the blood. There was so much of it.

It was all beyond her capacity to process. She turned her back, shutting out the memory again. She couldn’t accept this.

The scene swirled away in her mind, leaving her in limbo. She prayed for her unborn child, for the soul of her husband, and for her future. There was nothing else she could do.

Our Father, who art in heaven…


Chapter Four

She woke with a start, tears in her eyes. The inevitable nightmare had come again. It hadn’t happened during the day, at least, but it had left her exhausted, both mentally and physically.

She pressed a hand over her face, allowing herself to grieve for a minute, remembering all she had lost. There was nothing she could do now but pray.

Choking back her tears, she sat up, folding her pale hands together. Oh God, she started, searching for the right words. The tears collected in her eyes, dripping onto her wrists.

It didn’t really matter. God knew her heart. Anything she might say to Him, He already knew. She simply sat there, experiencing the emotion of loss. Pain, distress, despair.

This combination of emotions had driven her to a dark place, one she wasn’t certain she could return from. For a long time, she was nothing more than a husk of her usual self.

Eventually, after extensive counseling, she had decided to drop out of the nun program. It was no longer her home.

Although she had enjoyed wearing the rubber, the pleasures of the flesh were corporeal. She found lately that it reminded her of him, keeping her from devoting herself fully to God.

For a long time, she had blamed herself for his death, and thought herself unworthy of God’s grace. This kind of thinking made her despair, and for a while, she had only seen one way out.

Without anybody to live for, it seemed like the kindest solution for everyone. As a result, she had almost made a mistake that couldn’t be fixed.

Fortunately, the destructive impulse had faded before she had gone through with it, but the eye opening reality of the situation made her realize that a change was needed. She resigned from the nun program, uprooted herself, and moved to this convent, in the hopes that a change of scenery would help her to regroup and cope with the situation.

That was why the nagging pranks the other menials were playing on her failed to connect. None of them could possibly be as painful as the scars she already possessed.

Throwing off the covers, she climbed out of bed, shivering in the cool air. The convent did have central heating, but it was only run during the day, and the menials were expected to start their work at seven sharp.

That meant she had to get up a little earlier to be ready on time, which had been difficult at first. Eventually, she had grown used to the schedule, and in some respects, liked it. There were far fewer restrictions placed upon her than when she was training to be a nun.

Stretching, she turned and made her bed. Taking off her cotton pajamas and underwear, she folded them neatly on the bed for the next evening. They were still nice and clean from the laundry she had done yesterday.

She already missed their warmth, but the cool air was a good incentive to take a shower and get dressed quickly.

Padding across the carpeted floor, she crossed into the tiled bathroom, giving herself a half smile in the mirror. Although there were dark rings under her hazel eyes, and her dirty blonde hair was a mess, she was still relatively young, with smooth cheeks and a well defined chin.

She might even be called a beauty if she grew her hair out, but it was far too much of a bother to deal with. Back when she was in nun training, it made sense to keep it short so that it was easier to hide under her habit, and here she had retained it, because it was quicker to clean.

She opened the glass door of the small shower in the corner of the bathroom and climbed in, shutting it carefully behind her. The door was ill fitting, and discolored soap scum had collected in some of the cracks that was impossible to remove, even with vigorous scrubbing.

She knew it was a luxury to have her own apartment at all, but fortunately, the design of this convent was of an old style, without communal living quarters. It was a relief to have a small space she could call her own, and at least it meant that none of the other menials could mess with her stuff.

Turning on the water, she dodged the spray until she heard the cranky pipes rattling in the walls, telling her that the hot water was arriving. Once she was confident that she wouldn’t freeze to death, she grabbed a bottle of body wash, squeezing a generous portion into her hands.

She proceeded to rub it over her mons to work up a lather. Stubbly hair was beginning to poke out again, reminding her that she was going to need another shave soon. The rubber nuns were strict about body cleanliness, and keeping oneself shorn was expected when wearing the rubber. She might be a menial now, but it was hard to change habits she had grown used to over the last few years.

In some ways, she didn’t want to. Her time in training hadn’t been fun, but it had been fulfilling. She had strived to be a better version of herself, with the help of the other trainees. All of them had a shared goal, a higher calling.

She grimaced, taking special care around her breasts and privates to avoid stimulating herself. All that had been destroyed, and it wasn’t coming back. It was better to face this new future, and try to build a new life at the convent.

In some respects, though, she was still in a holding pattern, waiting for something to happen. To find an answer to the failures that bedeviled her.

She finished up her washing with a quick squirt of shampoo, vowing that she would take the extra time to use conditioner the next day. Her thoughts had taken up rather more time than she had wanted.

Finished with her rinsing, she turned the shower off, frowning at the cut on her finger. She still didn’t know where she had picked it up, but it looked like it was healing well. At least that wouldn’t require more of her attention.

Opening the door, she sighed as a sheet of water ran off the bottom rail onto the tiles below. Grabbing a towel, she dried herself off and dropped it onto the wet mess she had made on the floor.

She had been complaining about this to maintenance for a while, but nothing had been done. Probably because they were menials, too, sharing the same prejudices that had been on display yesterday.

Oh well. It simply meant she had to do the laundry a little more often.

She briefly combed her hair at the sink and applied some chapstick, then left for the chest of drawers in the bedroom. Makeup wasn’t allowed for menials, except on special occasions. That was probably for the best, given the dirty work they were expected to accomplish daily.

Leaning over, she opened the top drawer, revealing a dozen pairs of rubber underwear. She took out a set and laid it on top of the counter, separating out the sports bra from the panties.

Made from black rubber, they were polished to a fine, glossy shine. They were both a reminder of what they were, as well as what they were not.

They were not nuns, so they could not wear rubber habits, but they were not allowed to wear pure secular clothing during the day, either. They might begin to forget who they worked for, who they owed their loyalties to, and that was unacceptable.

For some, this was probably an annoyance, but not for her. She stroked the rubber, giving it a fun little stretch. She loved the way it gripped her body when she was wearing it, but it was a poor imitation of the heavy rubber nuns wore daily.

Sighing, she picked up the underwear and bent her knees, putting a foot through one of the open holes. Slipping it up and over her knee, she repeated with the other foot, stretching it out so that it would fit over her hips.

The rubber clung to the gap between her legs, stretched out over her mons. Her pussy clenched reflexively as she picked up the bra, trying hard not to pay attention to the way her body was responding.

She lifted the rubber bra over her head, tucking her arms through the loop holes. It took her some time to situate it properly, as her breasts refused to cooperate. She frowned as her nipples got caught on the rubber, forcing her to wrap her hands underneath and give them little shoves until they settled into the right spots.

She adjusted the straps, admiring the glossy sheen in the mirror. When she was done, she turned back and forth to make sure everything looked correct.

It fit tightly around her body, acting a little like a corset, keeping her breasts properly secured. Perfect for doing chores in.

Of course, she wasn’t finished yet. If she sashayed around the convent like this, they would consider her indecent. It wasn’t that the Order wanted to hide beauty, but menials were meant to fade into the background, not steal the show.

To that end, she needed to go to the other drawer, where her work clothes were stored. They were spare, made out of gray linen for durability. Not the most comfortable outfit, but suitable for the labors they performed.

She pulled on the pants and secured the button at the top, hiding her latex underwear beneath. The shirt took a little longer to put on, as it had buttons down the front. Grabbing a pair of white socks, she took a seat and put them on, finishing with a pair of worn tennis shoes.

Leaning over, she gave thanks to God for this new day, feeling the embrace of the tight latex. It was a reminder of the Order and their Lord which they all served.

Returning to the dresser, she hunched her shoulders as she opened up the leaves of her little shrine. A solitary candle was positioned inside, a lighter next to it. She picked it up and lit the candle, staring at the wooden cross highlighted by its flickering light.

She pressed her hands together and said a short prayer for her unborn child, lingering for a moment as grief washed through her. Before the tears came again, she blew out the candle and closed the leaves, swallowing hard.

This was difficult for her to do, but felt necessary. Besides God, she was the only one who cared about her child’s existence.

She picked up her key and headed towards the door, regaining control over her emotions, as she did every morning. With that chore done, she was ready to face the day.

Locking up, she tasted the cool autumn air as she moved up the covered walkway. More leaves had fallen since yesterday evening, battered down by a short but fierce rainstorm during the night. This would doubtless go onto the task list for cleanup, though she was on kitchen duty later today, so it was possible that it wouldn’t be her problem.

She crossed a short, open pathway, opening the door to the cafeteria. She was glad she hadn’t been scheduled to cook breakfast, as the warm smell of bacon and eggs blessed her nostrils.

A few other tables had been filled already, and she spotted Maura with her group of friends down at the end. Good. She’d sit at the opposite end of the room and avoid their leers and taunts.

Grabbing a tray, she loaded up with a couple of rashers and eggs. She glanced up at the cook, who was sitting against the back table with a pair of tongs in her hands.

She was wearing a hairnet, eyes sparkling as she noticed Ruby’s gaze. “You better eat up, or I’ll start to think something’s wrong with my cooking!”

“There’s never anything wrong with your cooking,” replied Ruby, her lips tugging into a smile. “Look at you, the crutches are gone!”

Beth nodded in approval, clapping her tongs together menacingly. “You got that right. I’m feeling better, and that means you’re going to eat tons of my food. Pile it high!”

Despite her friend’s enthusiasm, she only gathered a few more pancakes to join her eggs and bacon. She just didn’t feel all that hungry.

For a long time, it had been a struggle to eat. Her appetite was slowly returning, but she certainly wasn’t going to look like her friend anytime soon.

She grabbed a bottle of orange juice, turning to find a spot to sit. While she had been distracted, the menials at the end table had spread out, scattering themselves across the room. How petty of them.

She shrugged. It didn’t much matter, because with Beth in the kitchen, she’d be eating alone anyway. She turned and headed towards the barstool in the corner, setting her tray down on the wooden slab.

Taking a seat, she unfolded a napkin over her chest and began to dig in, savoring each bite. The creaminess of the eggs was superb, especially when mixed with the tangy, aromatic smell of the meat and the hot pancakes that stuck to the roof of her mouth.

A fork dove in from the side, spearing one of her eggs. She turned slowly, taking in the lithe form of Maura looming over her. Her brown eyes stared intently at Ruby as she pushed the egg into her mouth, taking a messy bite.

Yellow egg yolk squeezed between her lips, dribbling onto the table below. Disgusting.

Staring at the menial, she continued to chew her pancake, waiting to see what she would do. When Maura failed to elicit the reaction she desired, she screwed up her face and leaned over Ruby’s plate.

A mass of half chewed egg splattered on top of her pancake, bits bouncing off to land on her napkin. She grunted, scooting the mess off to one side and cutting off another hunk of bacon with the side of her fork.

A noise of annoyance came from above, and the malicious presence retreated. She sat back, a satisfied smirk on her face. This was a new escalation of attempted intimidation, but it hadn’t worked.

If she continued stonewalling them, they would likely try violence. That was her red line. Any physical assault would be met in kind, even if it resulted in punishment.

She was fairly confident that she could take anything they dished out. In all her time here, they hadn’t bothered getting to know her, so it was difficult for them to press her buttons.

If they knew her full story, they might have sympathy for her plight, but she didn’t want pity from them. That would feel far worse than their failed pranks.

The door swung open with a creak, and the murmuring conversations in the cafeteria ceased. Ruby suspected that this might be Father Mark, so she didn’t bother turning around.

“Sisters in Christ,” came a strong, feminine voice. “It is good to see all of you here. Please, may I have your attention?”

Ruby set down her fork, tension flooding her shoulders. She didn’t know this woman, but she knew the tone of voice. Projected authority.

She turned and folded her hands, looking over the rubber nun who had invaded her convent. Her habit was blood red, skintight latex that ran down to tall, platform boots that started at her knees.

A strict corset was strapped around her bust, giving her enormous breasts plenty of support. A chastity belt was locked over her nethers, made of stainless steel. One of the Chaste, then.

Not good—nuns like her tended to be the most brutal, taking out their sexual tension on others in the form of penance. She was also wearing her punishment hood, so someone was in trouble.

Piercing blue eyes peered out from under her wimple, spearing the menials with her gaze. Some of them quailed, shuffling closer to each other on the benches.

The nun was flanked by two sisters, wearing white habits. Their faces were hidden behind masks, with tiny holes for their noses and mouths. Small pinpricks decorated their eye sockets, providing them limited vision of their surroundings.

Despite how they looked, this was a good sign, as a full squad of red would indicate that apostasy had occurred and the Order was sending in Enforcers.

A grim smile tweaked the corners of the nun’s latex hood, her lips painted a bright red. “Good. Allow me to introduce myself. I am Sister Robin, of the Inquisition. We have been sent here due to reports of heresy spreading within this convent. I firmly intend to stamp it out before it can take root.”

Heresy? That was a mighty big charge. She hadn’t seen any of it herself, so she had no idea what the nun was talking about.

She gulped. Although she wasn’t worried about her own faith, the methods the nuns could use during interrogations were bound to be unpleasant.

“Today’s chores have been canceled. I invite all of you to join us so that we might ask you a few questions. Please.” The nun squeezed her gloved hands together, looking over the menials. She wasn’t holding anything, but every movement she made seemed rather menacing.

Her eyes settled on Ruby for a brief moment, but she was dismissed like the rest of them. Turning, she exited out the door, her rubber wimple billowing out from the cool breeze. This was a woman who expected to be obeyed, implicitly.

The menials lined up, chattering among themselves. Ruby finished a final mouthful and set her fork down, joining the end of the line. Beth shuffled up next to her, taking off her hairnet. “What do you think she’s going to do?” she asked, sounding a little afraid.

“Well, there’s a few possibilities,” Ruby said quietly, noting her nemesis Maura was near the front of the line. “But all of them involve some form of edging. The best advice I can give you is to answer honestly and do your best not to give in to the pleasure.”

“Well, that doesn’t sound promising,” her friend chuckled. “We’re menials precisely because we’re not that great at theology or restraining our desires.”

Ruby patted her on the shoulder. “Speak for yourself,” she said, an uneasy grin on her face.

If there was one thing she regretted, it was that she hadn’t told her friend everything about her past life. It just seemed easier to keep the walls up and deal with her own problems internally. Those secrets might rise up to bite her later, but it was too late now. She wasn’t going to spill her guts in front of everyone.

Beth rolled her eyes and nudged her in the side. “Comments like those are exactly why the other girls don’t like you.”

The smile slid off her face. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Then don’t, but we shouldn’t be late. Those nuns are pretty scary,” Beth whispered. “None of them have visited here in ages. All we have are rumors.” She scowled. “Pretty nasty ones.”

They trotted out the door and across the courtyard, their progress monitored by the two nuns in white. She could feel their hidden gaze on her as she passed, though they said nothing.

She didn’t recognize any of them from training. She hadn’t been friends with the other trainees, however, and all of their instructors had worn masks to hide their faces. She supposed it was better to be impersonal when you didn’t know whether a pupil would pass or fail.

The line of menials led to the stout building in the rear of the convent. Ruby hadn’t been inside herself, as this was where the administrative work was done. Only the more senior menials were allowed to maintain the interior, and none of them had been at breakfast this morning. Either they were being vetted separately, or they were above suspicion.

Regardless, that meant she really had no idea what they were getting into. Any number of possible interrogation procedures rattled through her mind. Which one of those would be appropriate for a situation like this?

The line ahead moved into the brick building, the white rubber nuns escorting them on either side. She glanced at them, admiring how the soft rubber gripped at their curves, secretly a little jealous. The underwear she was wearing just wasn’t the same. It was more of a tease than anything else.

Her view was broken as they stepped inside, warm air billowing out of the door in front of her. The administrators got special treatment, of course, and had probably turned the thermostat up a little higher than the rest of them were allowed. The rectory was attached in the back, so that only made sense, she supposed.

Father Roberts was unobjectionable, but ineffectual. She wondered if he had been replaced, as it was unlikely that he would have reported such malfeasance.

The red rubber nun stood at the door ahead, staring at the menials haughtily as they filed inside. Ruby studiously looked at the floor as she passed, hoping to avoid getting into a pissing match.

She wasn’t particularly worried, but that was because she just didn’t care. Whatever the nuns decided to do with them couldn’t possibly be as bad as the memories that tortured her daily.

The interior of the room had been blacked out with long, black sheets hanging from the walls. The floor had been covered as well, and the lights were off, giving them the sensation of walking into a well.

It was meant to be intimidating, and it appeared to be doing the job, as the other menials were clumping together in groups, unsure where to go. Maura and her clique were in the far corner, which suited Ruby. She stood off to one side and folded her arms.

Beth hovered close by. “What are they planning?” she hissed, blinking as she strained to see in the limited light.

“It’s going to be an interrogation,” Ruby said flatly. “I’ll know what kind once they turn on the lights.”

“That is very perceptive of you,” said Sister Robin sharply, the door slamming shut behind her. “The goal here is quite simple. I shall test your knowledge, and you shall answer me.”

A set of large stage lights hanging from a curtain rail snapped on, highlighting a rounded wooden platform in the middle of the room. A large, velvet rug had been thrown over the top, a boxy machine sitting on white towels.

The sides were rounded and the top was padded, built into the shape of a saddle. Her eyes immediately shot to the peach colored dildo attached to the center, the tip glistening with lubricant.

It was to be torture via sybian, then. How basic.

That didn’t mean it wouldn’t be effective, however. Those menials who had little experience with sex toys would likely explode with pleasure before they could understand what had happened.

Robin stepped up next to the device, her latex creaking as she turned to face the menials. “We will proceed with the questioning. Every wrong answer will be punished by a short burst of pleasure from this machine. You will hold back your arousal. If you fail, you shall be punished further by me, and I assure you it will not be pleasant.”


Hushed whispers increased in intensity among Maura’s clique, until she stepped out in front of the crowd. Red faced, her back was stiff, her arms folded. “I’ll go first,” she said confidently.

That was rather foolish of her. The nun was unlikely to reward such hubris, and the questions would quickly outstrip the woman’s limited knowledge.

She held a hand over her face and sighed. She might feel some modicum of satisfaction from seeing this woman humiliated, but that would likely make the woman hate her even more.

“Very well,” replied Robin, her expression inscrutable under the hood. “Strip off your underwear and sit on the device.”

Maura did as she was ordered, undoing her belt and taking off her linen pants. Her shirt fell free, giving the crowd a glimpse of her hard abs. Their daily chores weren’t sufficient to produce that kind of definition, so the women probably worked out in her spare time.

The rubber underwear went next, dropping to the floor next to the saddle. Red faced, but defiant, she took a seat behind the rubbery knob of the dildo. Feet against the floor, she lifted herself up and over, placing the rounded tip at the entrance to her pussy.

She gritted her teeth as she set herself down, the lubricated tip squeezing itself easily inside. As her pelvis settled against the rubber base, all that was visible was the short cropped hair over her mons.

“The base has a series of ridges,” she whispered to Beth. “As the machine activates, it vibrates along with the dildo, stimulating all of her erogenous zones simultaneously. Fortunately for her, it looks like they’ve gone with the basic attachment. If they included the G-spot stimulator, this would be over before it began.”

Beth leaned in close. “You sound like you have a lot of experience with sex toys. Are you the heretic?”

Ruby shook her head. “No, I’ve just… undergone training that gave me experience with administering such punishments.”

Beth gave her a suspicious look, and she suspected this wouldn’t be enough to satisfy her. Too bad, the show was about to begin.

Maura had a smirk on her face, her arms folded again. “I’m ready!” she declared. “Do your worst.”

“Very well,” replied the rubber nun, her hood wrinkling as she turned her head and reached out a hand.

One of the white nuns handed her a black box, and she palmed it in her glove. Turning back, she walked around the menial with slow, measured strides. Her platform heels clomped on the wooden floor like drum beats, her body infused with coiled tension. This was a huntress, waiting to spring her trap.

“What are the two great doctrines of the bible?” she asked, her words cracking like a whip.

“The Law and the Gospel, of course!” Maura turned her head, trying to keep track of the rubber nun. “This is easy, give me something more difficult!”

“What is the Law?” asked the nun, crossing in front of the menial, her back straight, shoulders erect.

“It shows us our sin,” the menial replied promptly, her smirk growing.

“What is Gospel?”

“It is the good news of our salvation in Christ Jesus. That he died on the cross to save us from our sins,” she replied, very pleased with herself.

“Correct,” replied the nun, her words clipped.

She didn’t sound too disappointed, but her questions had been simple so far. There would be plenty of time to catch her during the next line of questioning.

“What is the Old Adam?” the nun asked, stopping behind her.

“Adam?” asked Maura, her brow creased. “Are you talking about Adam and Eve?”

“Yes,” replied the nun, danger in her words. “But that is not a sufficient answer,” she warned.

Alarmed, Maura looked at the others, but her friends shrugged. The nun would likely not have allowed them to help her, anyway.

Her lips twisted. “I… don’t know,” she admitted.

“Tell me, have you ever heard of original sin?” asked the nun, cupping the control box in her hand.

“Oh, you’re kidding me… shit!” moaned Maura, her body shaking as the knob in her pussy began to vibrate.

Her entire body buzzed as the machine rattled against her hips. She looked up at the ceiling and made a little squeak. “What is this!” she cried out, her words sounding strange.

The machine came to a halt, leaving Maura a shaky mess. Sweat beaded her brow, and she no longer looked so confident.

“This is only the start,” whispered Ruby. “Nobody I know can resist the sybian. The ability of the machine to extract orgasms is legendary.”

“Surely she wouldn’t,” hissed Beth. “Nuns are supposed to be trained to keep people on the edge without allowing them release.”

“Yes, that’s true. Unless… she’s been given special dispensation to extract a confession,” replied Ruby.

Both of them went quiet after that, the mood becoming dire.

“Let’s change topics,” said the nun, seemingly satisfied with the reaction she had elicited. “Who is unworthy and unprepared in God’s eyes?”

Gasping, Maura pressed her hands against the front of the saddle. “Unbelievers,” she got out, her chest heaving.

“Very good,” said the nun, her eyes hooding. “Should those who have weak faith approach the Lord’s table?”

The menial screwed up her eyes, discomfort creasing her cheeks. “She doesn’t know,” whispered Ruby. “This is tough to watch.”

“Do you think so? How about you take her place?” suggested the nun, tilting her head up to spear Ruby with her gaze.

Damn, the women had ears like an elephant! She sealed her lips and folded her hands, waiting her out. The nun’s gaze shifted, and her shoulders relaxed. It had only been a threat, after all.

In the time that had taken, Maura was having a complete breakdown. Tears were leaking from her eyes and her head had sunk towards the floor. “Is the answer no?” she said softly, unable to commit.

Robin touched the controls again, and the machine whirred to life, a burst of motion rocking the menial’s body before it shut off again. “I can’t hear you,” admonished the nun. “Say it loud.”

The nun had most definitely heard her. She just wanted the woman to show some confidence in her answer, whether it was wrong or not.

Maura lifted her head, staring at nothing. Her blubbering lips opened. She wailed out a loud “No, Sister!”

“Much better,” said the nun, her rubber robes rippling as she settled her hands over her chest. “You should always show spirit, even if you’re wrong.” She paused. “As you most assuredly are. Those with weak faith should always approach the Lord’s table, to receive assurance from others and to strengthen their certainty in the Lord.”

She lifted the control box, staring down at the menial with a fanatical gaze. “I sense no heresy from you. More like abject ignorance. This deserves to be punished and corrected.”

The machine began to lurch, Maura letting out an uncontrolled groan as it worked her privates. She clenched her hands against her sides. “Make it stop!” she hissed, shifting her torso back and forth.

Unfortunately for her, this only served to increase the stimulation, leaving her in a shaking puddle of her own sweat. Her jaw dropped open and a continuous moan sprang from her mouth.

Her eyes rolled and she jerked hard. Once. Twice.

Her eyes closed and she smiled, wheezing softly.

The rubber nun frowned, turning off the machine. “She is incredibly poorly trained. She just orgasmed from the lowest level of stimulation.”

She turned to the white nuns. “Get her out of here and get her cleaned up. I shall consider what her penance shall be for giving in to her base desires.”

The white rubber nuns moved in like vultures, clasping the shaking woman by her upper arms. Showing tremendous strength, they pulled her to her feet, wrapping her arms around their shoulders.

They then proceeded to march her from the room, rubber creaking as they passed the rest of the silent menials. Her bare ass flashed them as the door sprang open, a trickle of fluid running down her sodden thighs.

She began to sob as the two nuns carried her out into the hallway. Her wailing cries of anguish drifted over the remaining menials as the door slammed shut.

“Now,” said Robin harshly, drawing their attention back to her rubber clad body. “Who’s next?”

The largest group of menials drew together into a circle, pulling back from the nun, but she didn’t appear to be interested in them. She walked around the wooden platform, stopping in front of Ruby. “How about you?”

Ruby shrugged, indifferent. “If you desire it, Sister,” she said smoothly, her hands at her sides.

Beth tugged at her arm. “She’s trying to humiliate you!” she hissed.

Ruby turned and placed her hands on her friend’s shoulder. “I’ve been through much worse. Please, don’t worry about me. God be with us.”

She bowed her head, then turned back to the rubber nun, raising her voice. “You will not find me as easy prey, Sister,” she said softly. “If you put me to the test, I’m afraid you will be sorely disappointed.”

Robin was unmoved. “Strip,” she said harshly.

Ruby shrugged, moving onto the platform. Standing over the pile of clothing Maura had left behind, she began to remove her own outfit.

This was going to be interesting, as she hadn’t been subjected to a masturbatory device in quite some time. In fact, she found her arousal rather muted, as of late. Only rubber seemed capable of breaking through this malaise, and she was about to remove the only rubber clothing she was wearing.

It was an interesting state of affairs that she attributed to her trauma, and she was quite curious to see whether the machine could elicit a reaction.

She peeled the rubber underwear off, enjoying the sensations as she bunched it all together. Perhaps a full body suit would allow her to relax enough to feel? There wasn’t one here, however, and menials weren’t allowed to wear habits.

Dropping her clothing into the pile, she walked over to the saddle, lowering herself onto the rear with a sigh. Maura had made quite a mess of it, and she didn’t feel like sharing her fluids.

She reached out and grabbed the surface attachment, popping it off the rounded tubular piece below. Turning to the nun, she held it out in front of her. “Could you please give me a large? I don’t know if anything smaller will do much for me.”

The nun looked at her with an indeterminable expression on her face. She took the attachment from Ruby and stalked off behind the black curtain.

Her lips twitched. If the nun was showing her that face, she must truly be astonished. This could be rather amusing, in a way, though she didn’t relish the fact that she would be showing everyone her abilities. It seemed rather prideful.

But it wasn’t her who had chosen this. She was being forced to, and if that revealed what she was capable of, then it wasn’t her fault. At least her greatest detractor wouldn’t have to watch this and be doubly humiliated.

Enough. She wouldn’t worry about what the other menial was plotting. That was in her hands, and she was in God’s. In the end, their petty, earthly squabbles were inconsequential.

The rubber nun returned, bearing a rectangular block of rubber. As she approached, the nun flipped it over, revealing a gentle arch that was meant to fit into Ruby’s ass. The dildo at the front was large, with a long curve up to the tip. This would prod at her G-spot, ensuring an orgasm.

She raised her brows in surprise. That was an advanced attachment, one which they wouldn’t deploy without reason. The nun must suspect there was something special about her.

If this was an attempt to intimidate her, it wouldn’t work. If the nun couldn’t find fault with her answers, then the device might never actually be used.

Robin handed the attachment to her, and she placed it on top of the molded rubber projections, slotting it into place. She gazed at the dildo, a little worried about its length. It was going to be difficult to fit inside, though the nun had at least lubricated it for her.

She hiked herself up in the same way Maura had done earlier, bracing herself as she guided the long rod into place. Hissing, she moved back down slowly, allowing her vagina to adjust to the rubber dildo’s girth.

She frowned as her ass settled into place against the rubbery ridge. Although she had felt numb to most pleasure for quite some time, she was actually receiving some signals that things weren’t completely dead. She would have to be careful here to avoid being overconfident.

Releasing the tension in her legs, she allowed her lower body to take up the weight. She frowned as the tip of the attachment rubbed against her insides. Whoa, that was a little more than she had anticipated.

She quickly smoothed her expression and looked up at the nun, serene. “Ask your questions,” she said, folding her hands over her belly.

“What is the Office of the Keys?” Sister Robin asked, her hand carefully on the control box.

“The Keys are the power Christ gives his church to forgive sins or withhold it,” she replied, absently rubbing her belly. “Would you like me to elaborate more?”

“Please,” replied the nun, moving her hands behind her back. “I believe all of us would benefit from a refresher.”

“Jesus holds the Keys to salvation,” continued Ruby. “These Keys were delegated to the Church upon his ascension, allowing his believers to join him in heaven upon their death.”

“Very good,” said the rubber nun, circling around behind her. “If that is the case, who is not to be forgiven?”

“Those who are not repentant. That is, those who do not believe and who are not sorry for their sins.” She turned her head to follow the nun until her crackling latex body vanished from view.

She bit her lip. The impish desire to ask the nun for something harder had seized her. The thought, in and of itself, was impertinent, so she suppressed it. She wasn’t in charge of the questioning here.

The hard dildo inside her was giving her more problems than she had expected, however. It was becoming increasingly difficult to stay still as its presence teased her insides. At the rate things were going, she was liable to make a silly mistake.

“How should we examine ourselves before we partake of Holy Communion?” Sister Robin asked, breezing around to her left side.

“Do I understand that I am a sinner? Do I believe in Jesus as our Savior and in His words of sacrament? These are both requirements to receive communion.” She grimaced, suddenly knowing that she had left something out. Would she be punished for it?

She wasn’t ready for the humming buzz when it came, the tip of the attachment rattling deep within her. She gasped as a spike of pleasure ran down her inner tunnel, spreading over her ass where the ridge touched her nethers.

She blinked, feeling a little lightheaded as the machine was turned off. That was rather more intense than she had remembered. Worse, she now knew that her pussy would respond to the machine. Clearly, her body didn’t care what she thought. It was going to do what it wanted, and it hadn’t been satisfied in a long time.

“That is not a complete answer,” said the nun, sounding rather pleased with herself. “One must also have a plan to change one’s sinful life.”

Great, she was a sadist, but it wasn’t like that was a big surprise. Those who chose the red, at the very least, liked hurting people.

Her breathing came in quick bursts as she blinked away tears. That was pretty intense. She wasn’t certain she could hold it together if the nun punished her a second time.

Those were defeatist thoughts, and she wouldn’t be defeated. The long lost competitive spirit she had possessed during her training had returned. She wouldn’t lose. Not to anyone.

Holding her hands against her belly, she concentrated, willing her breathing to slow down. The pleasure, she could do little about, but she didn’t have to let it affect her. She was calm. She was a duck, floating on a pond. God is the only one who mattered.

This technique had been taught to her at seminary, and it worked just as well now as then. Her breathing stabilized, and the pleasure ebbed. She was ready for the next question.

The nun must have sensed this, but she showed no obvious sign of displeasure. “When a person approaches the Lord’s table, do we judge their hearts?”

“No,” Ruby replied immediately. “We can only go by what a person tells us. It is not our job to judge the heart of another. That would be usurping God’s purview.”


“Would it? Do we not judge others every day?” asked the nun, stopping in front of her. “If we do not judge others, how could we point out transgressions and ask for their repentance? Should we accept everything secular society does?”

Ruby paused. This was a tricky conundrum, often discussed. She didn’t want to get it wrong.

“There is a great deal of difference between being judgemental and exercising good judgment,” she began, considering her words carefully. “While so many things in life are not black and white, God has given us his commandments and has told us who will be saved and who will not.”

She nodded to herself, becoming more confident. “There is an objective good that we cannot ignore. It lies upon us to determine, in an objective way, who has strayed from God. We should love them, and hope to lead them back to a sin free life, but those who insist on being irredeemable cannot be saved.”

“And what should we do with those?” asked the nun sharply. “Should they be allowed to run roughshod over our faith?”

“No,” Ruby said with fervor. “If a large portion of society rejects God’s word, they cannot be allowed to join our Order until they repent. We must ensure that we do not allow our own sinful pride to drive this judgment, however. As individuals, we should strive to bring others back into the fold.”

“Ah. A true believer. I think I understand you. What are you doing out here, masquerading as a menial? Why are you not wearing the black?” The nun folded her arms, light reflecting off the glossy red rubber.

Ruby looked at her, expressionless. “I… don’t wish to explain myself. Especially not in front of everyone else.”

“Why not?” asked the nun, levelly returning her gaze. “This is an investigation, and I have been given authority by Father Alex to use any means necessary to get at the truth. You will answer me.”

Tight lipped, Ruby said nothing, daring her to try her worst. Silence would not save her, but she definitely wasn’t going to air her dirty laundry in front of a crowd that hated her already.

When the nun saw that she wasn’t going to respond, her eyes darkened with pleasure. “So be it,” she hissed. “We shall see how long your resistance holds.”

She thumbed the control switch and the machine whirred to life, buzzing around her nethers. She groaned and bit her lip, worried that the stimulation felt worse than before. The nun must have turned it up a notch.

Calm, cool, serene. She was a leaf drifting in the wind. Her body did not control her. She could take this, and more.

She murmured to herself, closing her eyes. “The LORD is my shepherd, I shall not be in want. He makes me lie down in green pastures.”

A moan escaped her lips, but she doggedly continued. “He leads me beside quiet waters, he restores my soul. He guides me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.”

She made the sign of the cross on her thigh, her belly quivering. Usually this helped her to calm down, but her core was on fire. Her muscles clenched around the intruder, the induced pleasure spreading outwards from her wet pussy.

This was not her fault. She was blameless. The one who was punishing her was responsible. She could not help how her body was responding.

She internalized these truths, but they could not save her from the punishing buzz of the machine. It was inexorable, the attachment jolting against her sensitive interior.

The best she could do was not to help it. She would not thrust her hips forwards, she would not encourage it. She would not get herself off.

Oh, but it was so difficult not to. Her sinful nature was tempting her with every jolt of the insertable, telling her that all she needed to do was give in.

That old original sin was a pernicious beast, and it just wouldn’t give up. She gulped and hiccuped, trying to focus on her scripture again.

It wasn’t helping. Her tunnel squeezed around the dildo, desiring more. She had been unable to hold onto her earlier serenity. Another sign of her failure to become a nun.

She opened her eyes, wet with anguish, and looked at Sister Robin. “If you do not stop now, I will be unable to help myself,” she warned, doing her best to keep her voice level.

In response, the nun lifted her hand, and smacked her in the face. Her vision swam as pain blossomed over her cheek, her head turning to one side as she absorbed the blow.

She tasted blood on her inner lip. She had accidentally bitten it, the tang of iron spreading throughout her mouth.

Her ears rang, excited voices chattering in the room sounding as though they were underwater. Her mouth opened, but nothing came out. Stunned, she shook as a masculine voice rumbled in her ears. “Masochistic bitch! You can’t get juiced up unless I hit you, is that right?”

Oh no. Not this, not now. It was the worst possible time for her to have a flashback, but if something didn’t change quickly, she was going to lose herself.

This left her with the devil’s own choice—rock her hips forward and accept the consequences, or relive her past trauma, here, live, in front of everybody.

When it came right down to it, that was no choice at all. She couldn’t allow herself to break down, as she didn’t know whether she would have the energy left to pick up the pieces a second time.

It might be sinful. It might be weak. It didn’t matter.

She shoved her body forward, ramming herself down onto the dildo. It squelched as her body accepted it like a sheath, her tunnel clenching around its length as it buzzed against her most sensitive spot.

It only took a few heaves before her body shook with delight. She had been resisting so long, giving in was even sweeter than she could have imagined.

Perhaps losing this contest was for the best. If she had been able to hold on any longer, the nun would have brought out something even more terrifying to use on her.

Better yet, the aura of symptoms she had begun to experience had vanished, banishing the flashback to the corners of her mind. The pleasure had done its job. But at what cost?

She wasn’t too proud of her behavior, but it had seemed like the only solution. She would have to pray for forgiveness.

The nun’s expression was stormy, one of the first times she had seen the woman display obvious emotion. “You failed that on purpose,” she roared, seizing Ruby’s neck.

Her thumb pushed hard into her collarbone. “You could have resisted longer, but you gave in. You allowed your sinful nature to take control. Why?”

Exhausted, Ruby simply didn’t care. “It is the duty of each Sister to ensure that the ones she punishes under her care are capable of handling the challenge presented to them,” she said dryly, parroting back a section of the rubber nun manual.

She rolled her head, relaxing against the insertable. “You should have known better. Sister.”

The other menials gasped at her insouciance. The nun frowned. “I had expected better from you, but you’re just like the rest,” she said, her voice cold. “Don’t think I’m done with you.”

“But you are done with her,” interrupted a familiar male voice, steel lacing his tone.

Everyone in the room hushed and turned to face the intruder. Father Mark was standing near the open door, his expression severe. “What more do you expect to gain from her? Any confession given under duress would be useless.”

The rubber nun squeezed her gloved hands into fists, but her fit of anger was short lived. She backed away from Ruby. “She has been found lacking,” she said in a monotone.

She gestured at the white rubber nuns, who had returned from dealing with Maura. “Tali. Bali. Take her away and get her cleaned up.”

She turned back to the other menials. “What are you gawking at? Go, take a break and come back in a half hour. The Father will see you then.”

Whirling around, she stalked off behind the curtains. Ruby suppressed a laugh. She had obviously been offended at having her authority usurped.

There wasn’t time to reflect on her experience, as the white rubber nuns had arrived, grabbing her shoulders. She groaned as they pulled her to her feet, the head of the dildo dragging against her vagina as it slipped free.

The remaining tingle of pleasure was a reminder of her failure, her privates wet from lubrication. She slumped into the nun’s grip, her legs feeling weak.

As they marched her past the priest, she lifted her head to give him an annoyed look. “I didn’t need your help,” she said, sounding petulant.

The man grinned, his hands clasped together in front of his cross. “Of course not. You did perfectly fine on your own.”

He bowed towards her. “God go with you.”

It was impossible to be sassy at him when he acted like that. “And also with you,” she murmured, allowing herself to be dragged off by the white nuns.

God save her from nosy priests.

He was the least of her problems, however. She knew this wasn’t over, not by a long shot.

She was still in trouble. She just didn’t know how much.


Chapter Five

After a shower and change of clothing, one of the white rubber nuns had taken her back to the building. It was impossible to tell whether the woman was Tali or Bali, as she said not a word while attending her.

This wasn’t too surprising, as those who chose the white took an oath to Purity and Quiet. This was a popular choice for those who felt they could not control their gossiping nature, or for those who simply disliked socializing. There was a place for them in the Order, as well.

That didn’t mean that the white rubber nuns never said anything. They had simply decided that actions speak louder than words, and never bothered using their voices when anything else would do.

The other menials hadn’t gone with her, which worked just as well for Ruby, as she didn’t feel like explaining herself. Right then, if she could have sworn to the White, she would have.

Remaining silent forever wasn’t an option for her, however. She would be forced to explain herself. Eventually.

As they entered the head priest’s office, she noted that the other menials were there, including Maura, who was slouched against the far wall. Beth was there, too, but what bothered her more was the general state of the office.

Overall, it was brightly lit, but spare. In ages past, when the convent had been more heavily used, a larger area had been set aside for the man in charge. That had long since been remodeled into offices and storage, however, leaving this single room for a Father to work in and personalize.


The last time she had been here was when she had first transferred. The Father then had been spry, but old, trusted enough to keep the place running, but not ambitious enough to micromanage them. Just as she had preferred it.

Father John was not waiting there for them, however. His desk was spotless, the piles of papers that usually dotted the wooden surface shuffled away. The silly and somewhat eclectic knickknacks were gone, and the calendar was missing as well. It was almost as though the man’s existence had been entirely erased.

The oak granddaughter clock sitting on the built-in drawers behind the desk still took pride of place, though it had been thoroughly dusted since the last time she had seen it. The pendulum swung, and it began to chime, calling out the hour. Ten.

The heavy wooden door next to the filing drawers swung open, revealing an older man, dressed similarly to Father Mark. Black rubber gripped his body tightly, showing off his spare frame.

A white, rubber square was at his throat, marking him as a Father. Otherwise, he wore no other accessories, not even a cross beyond the white one embedded in his bodysuit over his chest.

His hair was short, a shock of white, highlighting his steely gray eyes. Frown lines extended from his lips, giving him a severe expression, though the wrinkles were not yet deep. Past his prime, perhaps, but still on top of his game. An inquisitor.

She hadn’t been too concerned when dealing with the rubber nuns before, but now she was terrified.

Her legs were suddenly trembling. The nuns had limits, but Inquisitors did not.

Any punishment they assigned was final. Only God outranked an Inquisitor in the field.

“Welcome everyone,” he said brusquely, sitting at the desk and folding his hands in front of an open bible. “My name is Father Alex. I have taken over all duties at this convent, effective immediately.”

“What happened to Father John?” asked Beth, airing the question all of them secretly wanted an answer to.

The priest leaned forward in his chair, bracing his elbows on the table. “Father John has taken a well deserved retirement, moving to be closer to his family. As such, I am here to sort out all the loose ends he left behind.”

The priest paused, adjusting his black rubber sleeve. “Let’s get right to the point. I’ve brought you all here today to address some serious allegations.”

He reached out a hand and rang a bell sitting at the front of the desk. The door behind him opened a second time, revealing the red rubber nun, Robin. She closed the door behind her and took up position behind the priest on his left, folding her hands as she stared straight ahead.

“I have received a preliminary report from Robin, and the results have not been promising. Both of the menials she put to the test this morning were found lacking, and I suspect there are far more who will also be found deficient.”

He shifted in his seat, looking over the pale group of menials behind Maura. “A dearth of oversight has led to apostasy. I will get to the bottom of this. You shall be trained until you can answer all of Robin’s questions without fail. Heresy will not be tolerated in this convent. I shall stamp it out until none remains!”

He paused, letting his words sink in. “You may go, for now, but we will be calling you in for one on one sessions to ascertain the depth of the rot.”

He leaned back and speared Ruby with a glare. “Not you, though. I want to talk with you further.”

Ruby took a deep breath and sighed, but otherwise didn’t respond, keeping her shoulders level. Beth patted her on the back as she left. “Good luck,” she whispered.

Soon, she was alone, waiting patiently for the inquisitor to acknowledge her presence. He had pulled a sheet of paper out of the desk, marking a few notes on it.

He cleared his throat and looked up. “Why did you refuse to answer Robin earlier?” he asked gently.

She looked at him blankly. This was all a façade. She could sense the restraint in his words, and knew it would take little to unleash his anger.

“It was not the right venue to reveal my secrets,” she said primly. “If you had read my dossier, you would know this.”

“I have read your dossier, and that does not excuse insubordination,” returned the priest levelly. “When asked a question by a nun, one responds. You do not avoid, you do not dissemble. You answer.”

Harsh words rose within her mind, but she suppressed them. She clenched her hands against her thighs, palms sweaty. “Yes, Father,” she replied, bowing low.

The priest watched her carefully, and seemed a little disappointed that he hadn’t elicited an angry response. “Your disobedience shall be punished. There will be no special dispensation made for your past. Let this serve as a reminder that you cannot get away with disrespecting the Order. A nun’s orders must be followed, and you must answer her truthfully, whatever she asks.”

“Yes, Father,” she said again, modulating her tone in an attempt to sound meek.

“To start with, you’re on full kitchen duties for the next couple of weeks, in addition to your normal tasks and chores. I will consider further suitable punishment, as necessary.”

Was he serious? There was no way she’d have the time to get everything done, not with all the cleanup after each meal.

That was probably the entire point. She’d have to work longer shifts and get less sleep to make it work. He intended to break her.

His lip curled. “I like the sound of lasagna for lunch. Does that sound good to you?”

Not waiting for a response, he raised a hand and waved her off. “You may go now.”

She glanced at the rubber nun, who was staring at her as if she was a bug. That didn’t matter to Ruby, as it wasn’t her she needed to satisfy. If the Inquisitor told her to back off, she would. She just needed to get on his good side.

She clasped her hands together in front of her chest and bowed. “God be with you.”

Turning away, she made for the door, head held high. Lasagna, eh? She would have to ask Beth for help, as more complex recipes were rather beyond her. Did they even have the appropriate ingredients on hand?

Pondering over this conundrum, she moved outside into the courtyard. The chill in the air seemed to have an extra nip. She was really letting this get to her.

It had been so long since she had dealt with the upper echelons of the Order that she had rather forgotten how brusque they could be.

The politics of the situation didn’t make much sense to her, either. Why bother sending an Inquisitor? They could have just as easily recalled all of them back to the main convent or one of the seminaries to investigate them further. Something smelled rotten.

Well, she wasn’t going to solve this mystery outside. She crossed to the next building over, catching a whiff of warm air. It smelled sweet. Perhaps someone was baking a dessert?

She burst through the back door of the kitchen, enjoying the warm air that gathered around her. It felt rather good to escape from the chill of authority into a more familiar environment.

Beth was sitting with her back to the oven, staring blankly with a smile on her face. She was wearing a checkered blue apron on top of her work clothes, wiping her hands idly with a dish towel.

“Do we have the ingredients for Lasagna?” blurted Ruby, breaking Beth out of her daze.

“What brought this on?” she asked, frowning. “That’s not something we do every day, so I’m not entirely sure.”

She turned and started opening and closing cupboards. “You’re in luck, we have the noodles,” she said, pulling out a package and setting it on the counter. “There’s just one other thing I have to check,” she muttered, going to the refrigerator and taking a peek inside. “You’re in luck, we have cottage cheese and mozzarella. We might have to do without parmesan, but I think we can put something together that will taste okay.”

“Okay might not cut it,” admitted Ruby. “The Inquisitor requested I make this, which is odd, because cooking is one of the things I’m weakest at. It’s almost as though he wanted me to fail.”

Beth laughed, the warmth of her hearty chuckle easing her fear. “Then he doesn’t know me,” she said firmly. “I’ll guide you through this, and it won’t even be difficult. First, go grab the big pot from the corner cabinet. Insert the pasta sideways, and boil some water.”

Ruby did as she was asked, looking dubiously at Beth as she filled the pot to the top. Tomato sauce and ground meat had appeared out of nowhere, a pan and pot already heating up.

“Where did you learn these magical cooking powers?” she asked, setting her pot on the stove and turning up the heat.

Beth chuckled as she unwrapped the meat. “I’ve been cooking for a very long time. After my husband died, I swore myself to the Order. It was a better option than living on my own.” She went quiet.

“I know what you mean,” sighed Ruby. “I remember all of the times I tried to cook for my husband. I could never seem to get it quite right. That caused lots of silly arguments.” She closed her eyes, letting the pain flow through her. “That doesn’t matter any more. He’s gone. No more yelling.”

“Oh, honey,” said Beth with sympathy, sadness creasing her face. “I’m sorry to hear that. Nobody deserves to be yelled at.”

Her lips quirked. “Do you want to hear something funny?”

Ruby sat with her back against the stove, shaking off her sorrow. “Sure, what have you got?”

Beth dumped the meat and some oil into the pan, stirring the sizzling chunks. Twisting the caps off the tomato sauce, she dumped it into the saucepan and set a lid on top. “Maura somehow managed to break the shower while cleaning up. A faucet came off, and there was water everywhere. They had to call in a plumber to get it fixed up.”

Ruby laughed and shook her head. “As much as I like hearing that my arch nemesis got her comeuppance, we really shouldn’t be gossiping about her.”

“Why not? The bitch deserves it.” Beth tossed the pan, spreading the meat around. “She certainly wouldn’t show you the same courtesy.”

“Yeah, but we’re supposed to be above such things. We’re supposed to be better than they are,” replied Ruby, feeling bitter.

“Better? Oh, dear, you’re trying too hard. None of the other menials are going to bother taking the high road.” She squinted at Ruby. “But you’re not really one of us, are you? Where did you learn all those answers?”

Ruby bowed her head. “You’ve heard the rumors, haven’t you?”

“Sure, but I didn’t put any stock in them,” chuckled Beth. “The idea that the Order would send a mole here to spy on us doesn’t make any sense. If that’s not it, then what are you?”

She looked at the floor, letting the words spill out from somewhere deep within. “Before I came here, I was in training to become a rubber nun,” she said softly. “I hadn’t yet gotten far enough to choose my Sisterhood before my husband died.”

She gritted her teeth together. “It was officially ruled an accident, but I know the truth. If I hadn’t left him there in a fit of anger, he would still be alive today.”

Beth frowned. “You’re making it sound like the responsibility is all yours. What exactly did you do?”

“It’s what I didn’t do,” hissed Ruby, smashing a fist into her thigh. “I left him there to die.”

She shook her head. “Let me explain. My husband, Eric, was very close to being promoted to Father. To accomplish this, he needed to take a final exam. However, he missed some of the training he needed to succeed due to illness, so he was given a kit to take home for self study.”

“Let me guess, it involved rubber,” said Beth blandly, taking the meat off the heat. She got out a bowl and began to mix the hot meat and tomato sauce together.

“Of course. It always involves rubber.” Ruby screwed up her face. “This time, though, it was something unusual. A vacuum bed cube.”

“Ooh, I’ve seen those before,” said Beth, sounding intrigued. “Instead of laying on the floor, you’re kind of held upright. You can do all sorts of poses, but once you’ve chosen where you want to be and the vacuum’s on, it’s really difficult to move.”

“Oh, great, then you know what I’m talking about.” She frowned. “When did you get so interested in rubber bondage?”

Her smile disappeared. “My husband used to build bondage equipment for the Order. Before he died.” An array of painful emotions flitted across her face.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bring up bad memories,” Ruby said, feeling awkward.

“It’s okay, it’s been a long time now,” replied Beth, her smile returning, though it was fainter. “He always used to say—‘Trust in God, but don’t work without a contract. Faith doesn’t pay the bills!’”

Ruby giggled, putting a hand over her mouth. “Anyway, getting back on topic, to cut the story short, my husband and I got into an argument, which we seemed to do all too often those days. He made me so angry, I hit him, which was wrong, but our emotions were running high. That was bad enough, but what happened next will always haunt me. I left him, bound in the cube.”

“Ah,” nodded Beth, comprehension dawning. “So, what happened next?”

“I fled, unable to face him. I didn’t know where I was going. I ran into a priest who helped me collect myself, but by the time I returned, he was gone. Cardiac arrest.” Her lips quivered. “Every time I talk about the events, I feel like I’ve been run over by a truck. I’ve prayed for forgiveness so many times, but it’s not God who’s the problem. I can’t forgive myself. I was so foolish!”

Beth shook her head. “You didn’t know that would happen. You didn’t intend for him to die.”

“No, but that doesn’t make me feel any better. It was still my fault.” She sighed. “I guess I need even more time to process what happened.” She rubbed the back of her hands as the memories washed over her.

“I sense that isn’t everything that’s bothering you,” said her friend, raising her eyebrows. “Is there anything else you’re not telling me?”

She stopped her fidgeting, trying hard to gather her courage. Beth deserved to know. She was her friend.

She was still reluctant. She had talked about it so many times before, it should be getting easier, but it never did.

“Soon after, I lost a baby. Stillborn.” She pursed her lips, finding them parched. “Her name was Clara.”

Oh, gosh, this was overwhelming her again. The memories crowded around her, insistent and intrusive. She swallowed hard. “She was the only thing I had left, and she was taken from me, too.”

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Beth, gathering her into a hug. “That’s an awful set of events to have to go through.”

“Pity won’t bring her back,” Ruby gasped, the tears flowing freely. “I deserve this punishment for my sins.”

Beth made a noise of disagreement. “This isn’t pity, and God doesn’t directly punish those of us still on Earth. You know that just as well as I. That’s what Jesus promised.”

“Yes, I know,” she blubbered, “but it’s so hard to trust in God.”

Her friend laughed harshly. “Of course it is! We can’t see Him or know what He’s thinking. That’s why so many put their trust in men, and feel betrayed when they don’t act the way they think they should.”

She paused, rubbing Ruby’s back, voice tender. “Miscarriages happen far more often than people think, and some people act callous about it. They don’t understand how deeply it can affect a person. Clara existed, and she deserves to be treated as a person, even though she’s no longer with us.”

Ruby gave in to her emotions, allowing her tears to flow freely. “She was so small,” she whispered, sobbing.

Beth began to hum, swaying gently. This only made Ruby cry harder, as she easily recognized the tune. “Jesus loves me, this I know, for the bible tells me so. Little ones to Him belong, they are weak, but He is strong.”

There was something cathartic about being held and letting it all out. The blame, the fears, the worries, and the loss came spilling out of her in a wet, sloppy mess. Beth waited patiently for her to work through all the emotions, until eventually, they dried up, leaving her feeling wrung out.

She let go, returning in a moment with a paper towel. Ruby blew her nose, wiping off her tears. “I’m sorry about that,” she said in a low voice. “It’s been a while since I’ve fallen to pieces.”

“It’s not your fault,” Beth said calmly. “Everyone grieves in a different way, at a different pace.”

She took her gently by the shoulders and moved her out of the way. “Unfortunately, the cooking can’t wait. You can sit here in the corner until you recover.”

Ruby rubbed her eyes and gave Beth a faint smile. “I’m sorry I’m so useless. I’ll stay out of your way.”

“Not useless,” replied Beth, stepping up to the pot of boiling water. “Traumatized. There’s a big difference. Eventually, you’ll find your way out of the maze you’re trapped in, and when you do, you’ll find plenty of support to help you get back on your feet.”

She drained the pot, retaining the noodles and setting them on a plate next to a glass baking dish. “I’ll demonstrate how this works. If you are feeling up to joining me, you can help out in a moment.”

She speared a wide noodle with a fork and transferred it into the dish. Repeating the process, she layered five on top of each other, then ladled over a healthy portion of the tomato sauce. On top of that, she stirred in cottage cheese, giving it a creamy texture.

“That’s it!” she declared. “It’s that simple. You give it a go.”

She stood to one side, allowing Ruby to take her place. She stared at the noodles dubiously. “They look hot,” she complained, poking at one with her finger.

Beth rolled her eyes. “Use the fork, that’s what it’s for.”

She crossed her arms over her apron, supervising as Ruby separated two of the long, wide noodles with difficulty. “Since you told me your secrets, I should probably tell you mine, too.”

Ruby glanced at her. “You don’t have to,” she said wryly. “There’s no obligation.”

Her friend’s brow wrinkled. “No, but I want to. You’ve been straight with me, so you deserve to know.”

She gathered her apron, wiping off her hands. “I don’t want to stay here forever.”

Ruby finished with the last noodle of the layer, grabbing the ladle. “Are you going to move away? What are you planning?”

This time, her friend hesitated, and Ruby was surprised to find that she was wringing her hands. “I want to become a nun,” she said softly.

When Ruby didn’t immediately reply, she arched an eyebrow. “What, do you think I’m too old? I’m still plenty capable.”

“No, no, you’re not that old,” she said, choking with surprise. “How long has this been your ambition?”

“As long as I can remember,” she said, looking up. “It kind of got sidelined while I was married as a teenager and had twins.”

“I can’t imagine the Order was happy about that,” Ruby said, distracted with another layer of noodles.

“No, but they were more unhappy that we had gotten involved with each other before marriage. Fortunately, the cure was not difficult to administer, and we had many happy years together. It never felt like it had been forced.” She sighed. “All that’s over now, though. I have to make a new life for myself, and why not join nun training? It’s what I’ve always wanted to do.”

She hesitated. “I thought I would ask you how to apply, you know, because you’ve been in the program. What do I need to do to get noticed?”

If this was the path her friend wanted to take, she certainly wasn’t going to stand in her way. There were a few things she needed to know first, though. She stopped what she was doing and looked into her friend’s eyes. “How much do you like rubber?”

A fanatical light blossomed within as her smile grew. “I love it.” She shifted a little, her hands flexing. “At first, it was hard to stop thinking about my rubber underwear when I joined the convent. It took a long time to adjust. I have to confess that I don’t have a lot of experience with wearing a full bodysuit, but it looks like an enormous amount of fun.”

Ruby watched her carefully for signs of dissimulation, but what she found there satisfied her. “Good, you’re like me, then. That will help you a little, but it won’t be enough. You need fortitude, too, and lots of determination. They’ll test how far you can get, then push you a little further. Are you ready for that kind of training?”

Beth paused, giving it some serious thought. After a long moment, she dipped her head. “Yes, I’ve made up my mind. This is what I really want to do.”

“Very well, then. I’ll talk to Father Mark when I see him next and recommend you to the program.” She turned back to the lasagna, seeing that they were out of ingredients. “It’s pretty full. What do we do next?”

“It’s easy enough. We wrap it with foil and take it straight to the oven. Then, we can start working on our other chores.” She opened a drawer and pulled out a box of foil, which she handed to Ruby.

Ruby pulled off a sheet and covered the pan, then handed it back to her friend. Grasping the heavy glass dish with both hands, she transferred it to the oven, which had already been preheated.

Opening the door, she dropped it on the top rack, feeling pleased with herself as the door shut. Beth reached in and set the timer. “If you don’t mind, could you help me with peeling and chopping vegetables? I’m planning a hearty soup for dinner, and it would save us a lot of time if we get that done first.”

“Of course. Just let me get washed up first.” She moved to the sink, washing the sticky pasta water off her fingers.

The serious topics out of the way, they talked about more trivial things. The weather, the general state of the convent, and the work they had yet to do that day.

After finishing with the vegetables, they cleaned the rest of the dishes from breakfast and the countertops, leaving the place looking sparkly clean.

They were sitting in the back, laughing with each other, when they heard the door to the kitchen opening with a bang. They both looked at each other, confused, as they weren’t expecting any more help until they got closer to lunch.

Getting up, they left the break table and moved back into the kitchen. Ruby frowned as she spotted the intruder. It was Father Alex, dressed in his black rubber priest outfit and oven mitts, leaning over the stove with the door open.

He pulled out the lasagna, smelling the melted crust of cheese on top. “Mmm, that smells delightful,” he rumbled.

Lifting his head, he speared Ruby with a malicious gaze. She watched in horror as he tossed the dish onto the floor, time seeming to slow as it hit the wooden floor with a dull thud.

They both jumped back, terrified that it would smash to pieces. The dish didn’t break, mercifully, but its contents flew upwards, spreading out in a cloud of pasta and tomato sauce. Bits splattered everywhere, coating the bottom drawers and floor with a gooey mess.

Hot tomato sauce dribbled from the tops of their shoes, making them look as though they had just left a murder scene. “What the devil did you do that for?” she squeaked, trembling in shock.

“Look at the mess you’ve made,” he said in a dry tone. “It looks like you’re going to have to start over again. Oh, but unfortunately there isn’t time.”

Ruby’s eyes bugged out of her head, dangerous anger spooling in her chest. It was the same anger that had caused her to lash out at her husband, a coiling blackness that seized her heart.

She stepped on top of the cheesy mess and slapped him in the face. Her friend hissed in terror, and she knew she had made a terrible mistake. It was just like before!

The man’s face blushed, a terrible grin on his face that didn’t reach his cold, gray eyes. “How unfortunate. Now you’ll have to be punished.”

He turned towards the main room, which was starting to populate with menials for lunch time. “Everyone outside,” he ordered, his sharp voice cutting through the room.

His eyes settled back on Ruby. “Including you,” he growled. “Your friend can clean up here.” He turned and left the kitchen, ignoring the red paste he was tracking over the floor.

She looked at her friend, aghast. “What did I just do?” she wailed.

Beth held a hand over her face. “You smacked him right good,” she snorted. “He deserved it, I’ll give you that, but you’re not going to have a fun time now.”

She lifted her hands. “Go on, get, I can handle this mess. You had best go face your punishment before he thinks up something even more cruel to do to you.”

Speechless, Ruby stepped over the worst of the debris, shaking as she followed the priest outside. Her mind whirled, trying to figure out which of the many penances she might be assigned. This was not going to be fun.

The other menials were gathering in the courtyard outside, milling about impatiently. Maura was among their number, and a sense of dread began to grow within her. The priest was about to do something nasty, and she definitely wasn’t going to like it.

“Your attention, everyone,” said Father Alex, his voice gravelly. “Your Sister menial, Ruby, has disobeyed a direct order and ruined lunch. Therefore, lunch has been canceled. Instead, everyone will take four laps around the convent to ensure this never happens again.”

He gave Ruby a knowing gaze, affirming his plan. He meant to blame her for everything. He didn’t even need to mention that she had slapped him. This was going to be a social punishment. Even worse, he might be saving something particularly bad for later. A personal penance.

“That is all. Your punishment begins… now.”

He chopped his hand down, and one of the menials began to jog past him. The others gave Ruby a dirty look, but soon joined the rest, afraid of being assigned further punishment.

She choked back a lump in her throat. She didn’t really deserve this; the punishment had been provoked. That didn’t make her feel any better about it.

She began to move her legs, jogging at the edge of the pathway towards the exterior of the convent. She didn’t want to get in anyone’s way.

A hand patted her on the back. “Good job fucking things up,” hissed the woman next to her. Before she could react, the woman split off to join the rest of the pack.

At first, she thought this had been Maura, but she noticed a wisp of brown hair before the woman vanished into the group. That must be Christa, living up to her namesake as usual.

She lifted a hand behind her back, confirming that dirt had been ground into her white linens. It was what she had  come to expect from the others.

She sighed, and picked up the pace, being careful to stay at the rear of the pack. She didn’t relish the idea of being targeted by one of the others.

They had passed outside the convent walls now, with bramble bushes growing under tall trees with bare limbs, most of their leaves already fallen. The sky was clear, but the wind was cold, blocking out the angry whispers of the menials ahead.

Eventually, a woman broke from the pack, drifting back to match her pace. It was Maura, her face and nose red from the cold.

Her brows arched as she studied Ruby, her breath coming in hissing puffs. “I don’t understand you,” she said, her voice harsh. “If you were a spy, the Father would sweep any infractions under the rug, but he hasn’t. Unless… this is meant to reduce our suspicion of you so that you can worm your way in deeper?”

Ruby laughed, pressing a hand to her face to hide tears of frustration. “That’s crazy. Why would I subject myself to this sort of misery on purpose? Besides, even if that was my goal, it hasn’t exactly been successful so far, has it?”

Maura frowned, lips turning sour. “That doesn’t mean anything, you might simply be trying harder. Besides, it’s your fault we’re being punished.”

She reached out and grabbed hold of Ruby’s pants, jerking them down sharply. Ruby was forced to slow down as cool air caressed her rubber underwear. She pulled the pants back into place as mean laughter greeted her ears.

While she had gotten herself back into shape, Maura had rejoined the group ahead, leaving her alone. It wouldn’t do to fall too far behind, or she might pick up yet another punishment.

She urged her feet to move forward, breaking into a fast jog to close the gap. Here, the path meandered over a bridge straddling two duck ponds. The bricks were well polished with use, and the brush had been neatly trimmed.

At any other time, the view would have been stellar, but she had far too much on her mind. Her past traumas were stewing in her psyche, and on top of that, massive stress had been added to her life. She couldn’t imagine what would happen next, but she had the terrifying sense that she was on the edge of a precipice.

As they rounded the next corner, they reached the back gate of the convent, where the trees grew closer to the buildings. A priest dressed in rubber was waiting at the intersection, and for a moment, she thought it was Father Alex, back to torture her some more.

She groaned as she realized that it was Father Mark instead, his piercing gaze marking each of the menials as they jogged past. He didn’t seem interested in any of them, however.

Her suspicions were confirmed as she closed in on his position, his legs tensing as he broke into a trot, sidling up next to her.

“I didn’t do it. It wasn’t my fault.”

The priest chuckled, the sound of his warm voice caressing her. “Didn’t you? I haven’t accused you of anything yet.”

She glanced at his moving legs, the rubber creasing between his thighs. A jolt of arousal tugged at her nethers, and she gasped in surprise. Was she… attracted to this man?

No, that couldn’t possibly be the case. She was just reacting to the clothing he was wearing, nothing more. There was no way she could get emotionally attached to another man, not after what she had gone through with her husband.

There was something about him that seemed comforting, however, as if she could rely upon him. That was probably an air he cultivated, but she was seriously thinking about telling him everything. That probably wasn’t the right call, but she could at least reveal a few things.

“Father Alex doesn’t like me,” she said, slowing down to catch her breath. “Do you know of any reason why?”

The priest’s brow furrowed. “Not as such,” he said, matching her pace with ease. “He’s a senior member of the Order, and can choose his assignments. He decided to take this post after Father John retired, but his real motive was probably to get away from politics. He hasn’t been the same since his son died, and appeared to need some time to recharge before deciding to charge back into the fray.”

“That seems plausible, but it’s too neat of an explanation,” she huffed, breathing hard. “He has some sort of personal enmity towards me, otherwise he wouldn’t be targeting me so much.”

“Well, I’m sure I don’t know. The Order does have a personal interest in you, of course, as I stated before. They’d like you to finish your training and choose a Sisterhood to join. They don’t like seeing you wasting your life out here in a backwater. I don’t like it.”

“Well, who cares what you want?” she said harshly, increasing her speed.

He kept up with her momentarily. “You might think you’re happy here, hiding away from yourself, but I know the truth. You’ll never solve your problems by running away.”

He broke off from the path, turning to jog back to the convent.

She rolled her eyes. God save her from meddlesome priests.


Chapter Six

She felt some comfort when she returned to her room, but she knew it would be short lived. She needed to get changed to help Beth with dinner, and this time she wouldn’t let Father Alex into the kitchen to mess things up.

Her plans morphed as her mind worked through the options. It was clear to her that Father Alex was not acting in good faith, and there would be no way for her to get on his ‘good’ side. He didn’t have one to get on. The best she could do was to minimize the amount of trouble he could cause her.

She didn’t have time for a shower, but she would definitely swap out of her sweaty clothing, which had been further dirtied by Christa. She pulled off the top and set it on her bed, frowning at the large dirt spot on the back. It would probably require some extra work to get the stain out, but she knew all the tricks by now. It wouldn’t be that difficult.

Bundling it up so the dirt wouldn’t spread, she threw it into her laundry hamper, taking her pants off and tossing them inside as well.

She paused in shock as she glanced at the chest of drawers. She rushed over to her small shrine, trembling with anger. Who would do such a thing?

The folded sides of the shrine had been torn asunder and piled on top. She lifted them apart carefully, holding back tears as she saw what had been done to the photograph contained within.

It was all she had left of her poor Clara, a tiny, cropped image of her face with closed eyes. And now, it had been destroyed, burnt beyond all recognition by the candle, which had been broken in twain.

“Who could have done such a thing?” she hissed to herself, rage boiling. She dropped the destroyed photo and pressed her hands to her face.

God knew Clara’s face. He didn’t need a photograph to remember her daughter. That didn’t change the fact that she wanted to remember, too.

There had been directed malice in this action, towards her and her baby. Had Maura or one of the others taken this step? If so, nothing would save them from the wrath that was burning hot in her belly.


Fists clenched, she turned towards the door, intending to confront them right away. This was the final straw, and she didn’t even care that she wasn’t fully clothed.

Before she could reach the entrance, the door slammed open, revealing Father Alex, dressed in his black rubber vestments. Scowling, he marched in front of her bed, followed closely behind by Sister Robin and the two white rubber nuns who blocked the exit.

She swallowed her raw anger, her heart fluttering. If Father Alex was here, there must be a good reason for it. “What is the meaning of this?” she asked, trying hard to stay calm.

"I've received a credible tip that you possess contraband," declared the Father, folding his hands. He nodded at the red rubber Sister. "Robin, go take a look."

"With pleasure," said the Sister grimly, pushing past Ruby to get to the chest of drawers.

"What a mess!" she exclaimed, spotting the desecrated shrine. She picked through the broken flaps. "I understand the desire to have devotional prayers, but it looks like fire safety training is in order."

Ruby sat on the bed, her face drawn. "I didn't do that," she said, her tone clipped.

Sister Robin's eyebrows rose as she picked up the destroyed photograph, turning it around. Ruby felt a sudden urge to grab it from her, but she suppressed it. There was truly nothing left to save.

She waited patiently for the Sister to drop it, her shoulders tensing as the nun opened the first drawer. Her heart began to sink as she shifted the contents around, suddenly realizing what had been done to her

Whoever had destroyed the shrine had possessed full and unfettered access to her room. They could have planted anything.

Her heart throbbed as each drawer was tossed, revealing nothing. She began to breathe easier as the nun moved down towards the bottom.

"Nothing so far," Sister Robin murmured, closing the final drawer with a thunk. She turned her glossy head, peering at the bed.

The latex over her brow creased. "Move," she ordered.

Ruby got up, shuffling to one side as the nun dove under her bed. "Aha!" she declared, pulling out a wooden box.

Bracing on her platform heels, she got back to her feet and set it on top of the covers. Grabbing the lid, she lifted it open.

Ruby leaned over, trying to get a glimpse of what might be inside. There were various black oblong shapes, nestled in red velvet.

Sister Robin grabbed one of them and lifted it to show the room. It was long, thick, and knobbly, possessing a rounded flange near the hilt for ease of use.

She groaned as understanding blossomed in her brain. Sex toys. Of course, that would be the easiest contraband to plant. It probably hadn't even been that difficult.

"It's a dildo," declared Sister Robin, as if that was not obvious to all present. “There's an entire assortment. A set of ass training plugs is also included."

She snapped the box shut, giving Ruby a disappointed glare. "These are all highly forbidden. What do you have to say for yourself?"

She raised her hands. "I suppose it doesn't matter if I proclaim my innocence?"

"The handles are well worn, and there is a bottle of lubrication, half full," replied the nun. "I don't believe you."

Ruby shrugged. "Well, I'm in trouble either way, then. I can only say that I've had very little sex drive since coming here, and there's no way I'd be playing with myself for hours with a set of plugs."

She stared off into the distance. "I had enough of that when training to be a nun."

"I've heard enough," said Father Alex, removing a hand from his collar. "It doesn't matter whether you were using them or not. Possession is a punishable offense, and my word is final. You shall be consigned to spend a day in the Rubber Maiden, which will give you time to reconsider your sinful ways."

The Rubber Maiden? She shivered, pressing her hands against her sides. She didn't think one existed on the grounds of the convent. She gulped, staring at the dark grin fixed to the Father's face.

"In this way she will learn to know her place, as a servant of God's children," he declared. "Take her away."

The white rubber nuns approached and seized her by the arms, steering her towards the exit.

"I look forward to seeing you bound and helpless," hissed the priest as she passed him.

She pressed her hands together and said a short prayer. She would get through this, too, with God's help. The Lord knew she did not deserve this persecution. The final judgment was His.

She was taken across the courtyard, back to the office building. They pulled her through the entrance and into the first room on her left. This was becoming all too familiar.

The curtains from the previous day remained, but the sybian was gone. It had been replaced with a tall, black coffin that looked somewhat like an Egyptian mummy.

It had a feminine form, with wildly exaggerated breasts. Long, flowing hair was carved on the surface, and her mouth was open, wailing in either pain or pleasure.

The entire coffin had been upholstered in rubber and shined to a high glossy sheen. Two, long spikes were fixed to the top of the coffin’s head to represent a demonic influence.

That was intentional, of course. Anyone who was put into the Maiden was expected to have their demonic traits exorcized by the time they came out. She gritted her teeth, hoping she would still be sane once she was let out.

The white rubber nuns left her, vanishing somewhere behind the curtains. She waited patiently, knowing better than to bolt for an exit. That would only make her punishment worse.

She had never felt the need to escape more than she did right now. She hadn't been given the opportunity to defend herself, and now she was being punished for something she hadn't done. It was intolerable!

"I should have sneaked a cookie or something," she mumbled to herself, wiping her sweaty hands on her thighs

"There's no time for any of that," said Sister Robin in a rough voice, the red rubber nun appearing next to her side. "When I arrived, I couldn't believe they had let you get away. Now, I see that you're just a common whore, trying to get your fix in any way possible."

She was surprised at how much the accusation hurt her, but she kept her mouth shut. Nothing she could say would change the woman's mind.

The white rubber nuns returned. One of them had her hands full of black rubber gear, while the other was rolling an IV stand.

They stopped in front of Ruby, awaiting further instructions. Ruby shrugged and began taking off her underwear.

"I didn't tell you to move," growled Robin, wrapping a tight hand over her shoulder and squeezing hard.

Ruby froze, feeling the pain of the woman's nails digging into her skin. "This seemed like the logical next step," she said mildly. "Was I wrong?"

The hand vanished without a word, so she proceeded to drop the rubber underwear to the floor. "How long have you worked for the Father?" she asked, spreading her legs apart.

She jolted as her ass was wiped and a cold, rubber plug inserted. Even pressure was applied until it slipped into place.

Her bowels shifted as fluid was gravity fed from the IV into her intestines. She stroked her belly as it burbled, her chest slowly inflating as the fluid pushed inside.

When no answer came, she decided to ask another question. "Are you aware that he is dishonest, malicious, and appears to have a personal vendetta against me?"

A sharp whistling noise sounded behind her, stripes of pain painting her ass. She grimaced, taking the assault while she figured out her next response.

"When did you become his lackey?" She asked. "You don't seem like someone who would obey sacrilegious commands."

The whip came again, the leather tails caressing her flesh. She grunted, the stinging sensation warning her that Robin was using more power with each blow.

She was really enjoying the pain, but showing the Sister her appreciation would be dangerous. Provoking Robin further was probably not the right play.

Besides, her belly was positively full, and she knew there was more to go. A hand rubbed at her ass, and the spigot popped free, leaving behind the plug in her butt.

Next came a new pair of rubber underwear, this one containing a built in rubber dildo and catheter. As it had been pre-lubricated, it wasn’t difficult for the two rubber nuns to slip it inside her. The insertion of the catheter took a little longer, but they were experts, rolling up the edges of the panties around her waist when they finished.

A metallic chastity belt was brought next, locked over the top of the rubber underwear so that the plugs would stay securely inside her.

She moved from leg to leg, the uncomfortable pressure inside provoking a surprisingly pleasurable response. A piss bag rattled against her thighs, rubber creaking.

The whip came again, tickling the small of her back. “Stop moving,” ordered the Sister. “You’re only making this worse for you.”

The white nuns returned with a black rubber straightjacket, holding it out in front with the arm holes pointed towards her. If she was going to disobey them, this would be the time. After this point, there would be no turning back.

There never really was a choice. Even though she wasn’t a full nun, deep down, she believed in both God and the Order. She would take this punishment and become a better person because of it.

She raised her arms, allowing the two nuns to pull the rubber shirt all the way up to her shoulders. Her hands were neatly packaged into two pockets at the end, straps dangling.

The rubber Sisters worked their way around her back, zipping the thick rubber shut all the way up to her neck. The straitjacket hadn’t been made to her measurements, but it would still do the trick.

Once they were done, they moved back to her front, bracing her hands together in a prayer pose. A small wooden cross was placed between them, then a red string was used to secure them together, the hard imprint of the cross meant to remind her of her purpose.

She bowed her head, ignoring the shuffling and murmuring sounds coming from behind her. Sister Robin had stopped whipping her, and she recognized some of the voices. This was meant to be a public punishment, then, warning the others what might happen if they stepped out of line.

The white rubber nuns laid out a large, rubber bag on the floor, with a small opening where the head would sit. A porthole had been installed near the base, which was connected to a long, flexible hose.

This was the most difficult part of being bound within the Rubber Maiden. The victim would be cocooned by the rubber bag, then it would be inflated, trapping them inside. To form a proper seal, the person would need to crawl in through the neck hole, which was impossible to do without assistance when bound into a straitjacket.

She waited passively, staring straight ahead as the nuns levered both of her feet into the small opening, the rubber stretching around both her ankles. Two arms wrapped around her chest, soft breasts pressing into her back.

She was easily lifted off the floor, giving the other two nuns room to work. “You’re well fed,” mocked Sister Robin in a low voice meant only for her. “Once you sweat some of that fat off inside the Maiden you’ll fit into all kinds of interesting bondage.”

Ruby said nothing, grunting as the cocoon was pulled up and over the chastity belt cupping her hips. Robin set her down on the floor, her feet barely finding purchase within the slippery interior of the rubber bag.

“Sit,” ordered Robin, and she did as ordered. If she tried to remain upright for any longer, she would doubtless fall on her ass anyway.

The cocoon was pulled up over her arms, the rubber ring squeezing over her shoulders. With a little extra effort, it settled into place around her neck, gripping her tightly. She swallowed and turned her head, attempting to gain what little comfort she could.

Grasping the bag, the nuns laid her out on the floor so that she was forced to stare at the ceiling. A whirring buzz sounded from somewhere below her ankles, air rushing into the cocoon. It was a vacuum cleaner, the exhaust rushing into her bag.

As the pressure increased, the inner layer of the bag tightened around her, gripping her equally from all sides. What little movement remained was stolen from her, feet shoved tightly together. Laying her head back, she sighed, resting on a cushion of air. She definitely wasn’t going anywhere.

“Look at her!” roared Sister Robin to the crowd. “This is the consequence of loose morals! Just like her, you cannot escape our just and righteous punishment!”

The crowd hushed, and the white rubber nuns returned, bearing the final piece of the suit—a rubber hood. This was no usual latex hood, though at first glance it might have seemed so.

It was made of thick rubber and contained an anatomical mouthpiece, which would encompass her teeth. On the interior was a rubber bulb, which could be pumped up to seal her mouth shut, but for a small hole through which she could breathe. Twin holes had been punched through for her nose, into which long, rubber tubes would be placed.

The eye pieces were small and made of a thick plastic, through which it would be difficult to see anything. That wasn’t a large problem, however, as she would be shut off from the outside world while she was inside the Maiden anyway.

While the hood looked rather flat now, there was a stem sticking out of the top where an air compressor could be hooked up. Once installed over her head, it would be inflated like the rest of the cocoon, holding her rigidly in place.

To keep her entertained while she was locked up, the hood featured integrated headphones. The torturer could elect to tease the penitent, play various automated voice tracks, or opt for utter silence, depending upon the type of punishment being utilized. She idly wondered which one Robin would favor.

One of the white rubber nuns presented the gag to her, and she opened her mouth, allowing them to shove it inside. The rubber settled around her teeth, forcing her lips aside. For a short moment, she was unable to breathe through her nose as they inverted the mask and wrapped it around her skull.

They quickly rectified this problem, however, squeezing her nose into place as they fiddled with the back, pulling it down until it met the seal of the cocoon around her neck. The bulk of the rubber settled on top of her forehead, her view reduced to murky, shifting shadows in the room beyond.

In this way, she was effectively gagged, a rubber sphere sitting on top of her tongue. The nuns squeezed the exterior bulb, inflating the sphere until it was good and tight inside her mouth. It wasn’t coming out until they decided to release her.

Sharp pokes came from her nostrils, and she tried to turn her head away. This was the part she liked least about these types of hoods, as it felt as though the rubber tubes were being poked all the way up into her brain. The pressure was insistent, the nuns working efficiently to get the ends of the tubes into her sinuses.

She gagged as the edges of the tubes dragged against her sensitive interior, but the gag effectively silenced her. She was a lump of flesh, to be used as they pleased.

Fortunately, it didn’t take long for them to finish, and the discomfort soon faded into background noise as she was distracted by a muffled humming whirr coming from somewhere outside her suit. The rubber around her head tightened, pressing evenly against her face as the eye pieces moved slightly away. The inner skin of the helmet fixed itself in place as air finished filling the bladder.

Soon, she was unable to move her head or body at all, her flesh gripped comfortably on all sides by rubber. She settled into the cocoon, breathing slowly but steadily, resigned that she wasn’t going anywhere. All she could do was wait.

The headphones crackled in her ears. “You’re looking like the Rubber Maiden already,” purred Sister Robin, a hand rippling over the surface of her cocoon.

She couldn’t feel the nun’s hand through the inflated rubber, though her belly gurgled in sympathy. Fortunately, in this state, there was no way for her to respond, so no matter how much the Sister provoked her, she couldn’t earn more punishment.

Her body lurched as she was lifted from the floor, the fluid in her intestines rocking back and forth. It was fairly unpleasant, making her a little nauseous. Throwing up while bound like this would be disastrous, so she bit down on the gag and prayed that the feeling would subside.

Fortunately, it didn’t last long, but it left her feeling weak and a little too hot. The cocoon shifted along the ground, being moved inexorably closer to the coffin. She had better enjoy the last cloudy views she was getting of the room, for they would soon be closed off from her.

Sister Robin stood in front of her, a bible in her hands. Looking down, she began to read. “To obey is better than sacrifice, and to heed is better than the fat of rams. For rebellion is like the sin of divination, and arrogance like the evil of idolatry.”

She paused, waiting as her cocoon was lifted and placed inside the open coffin. Rubber straps were run over her belly, securing her against the rear. Sister Robin moved in front, malice on her face as she read another scripture. “You will remember all the commands of the Lord, that you may obey them and not prostitute yourselves by going after the lusts of your own hearts and eyes.”

That one had been somewhat paraphrased, but she got the gist of where Sister Robin was going with all this. She couldn’t very well reply and say that she hadn’t been disobedient.

The white rubber nuns were gathering a series of tubes, finishing off their final preparations. The end of a drinking tube was stuck into her mouth, blocking off her breathing hole. They then connected longer tubes to the short ones inserted in her nostrils. These wound around the sides of her cocoon and ran up to small portholes in the top of the coffin.

Every breath would require her to smell the rubbery confines of the Maiden, an overbearing reminder of her captivity. She closed her eyes and breathed more slowly, conserving her oxygen. If she panicked here, she might not be able to make it all the way through in one session.

The other nuns vanished, leaving her alone with Sister Robin, her hooded visage shadowed in darkness. “”Do not rebuke an older man harshly, but exhort him as if he were your father. Treat younger men as brothers, older women as mothers, and younger women as sisters, with absolute purity.”

She closed her bible, pressing it against her rubber chest. “Sister, I do hope this will teach you a lesson you won’t soon forget. Disobey me, and you disobey the Father. Disobey him, and you disobey our Lord God above.”

She turned to the other menials, who Ruby could barely see. “The wages of sin are death. The only solution is the salvation that comes at the hands of Christ Jesus. He came to forgive us our sins, but that is not an excuse to continue to be sinful. We must all repent and do good works in His name. We must be obedient.”

The shine on her habit changed as she tilted her head back towards Ruby. “Close her up. We shall return tomorrow, as the Father commands. She will not be let out sooner, upon punishment of taking her place.”

The humanoid front of the Rubber Maiden creaked closed, all remaining light vanishing as the coffin was locked shut. Rubber air bags placed all over the interior of the coffin inflated, pressing against her cocoon to ensure a tight fit.

She couldn’t move a single muscle. There was literally nowhere for her to go.

Normally, being encased this tightly in rubber would have been rather exciting, but that excitement had quickly been tempered with the knowledge that this was going to be long term bondage. Any fun she was having had already bled away, leaving her only with discomfort.

She could hear the sound of her muffled breathing rattling through the tubing running past her ears. Otherwise, there was nothing besides her sluggish thoughts. She had better get used to it, as nothing was going to change for the foreseeable future.

Sweat gathered around her legs, dripping down towards her feet. A persistent itch began to set in around her thighs. There was zero way for her to satisfy this discomfort, and if she concentrated on it, it would doubtless become more and more of a problem until she was driven insane. The only solution, then, was to meditate and focus her mind on something else.

The speakers covering her ears crackled and a soft beep sounded. “The book of Romans,” came a stentorian voice in measured tones. “Paul, a servant of Christ Jesus, called to be an apostle and set apart for the gospel of God…”

They must not have had time to implement a custom program if this was what they were going with. Very well, it wasn’t as though this was going to make her more uncomfortable than she already was. At least she didn’t have to listen to further insults from Sister Robin.

She listened to the voice of the Father, hanging on to every word. Feeling the impression of the cross on the palms of her hands helped to calm her further.

She allowed herself to slip into a haze, pulling away from the aches and pains of her body. Her distended belly, the dreadful squeeze of the inflated coffin all around her—these were nothing when stacked up against her faith in God.

She began to pray, the words of God whispering in the back of her mind.

Dear Father in heaven above, I pray that you would hear my thoughts, fears, wants, and needs. Please, bring understanding and justice to all of us here below.

Forgive Sister Robin her sins, for she knows not the truth. Forgive Father Alex his anger, for it is misplaced.

Most especially, forgive Maura and Christa for the jealousy they’ve shown. They do not understand that their perceptions are wrong. Show them the truth, so that they may atone for what they have done.

I also pray that you would take care of my friend, Beth. Keep her spirit strong and help her to achieve her goals. In Jesus’ name I pray, Amen.

A sense of calm descended over her as she sent off her requests into the ether. It felt good to take the time to pray. Sure, she did it every evening, too, but things had been happening so quickly lately, she hadn’t had the opportunity to ask for intercession.

As the Father’s voice droned on, she found herself beginning to nod off a little. There was no need to remain awake, as she already knew most of the bible by heart. God wouldn’t mind if she took comfort in His word and allowed her body to take the rest it needed.

Tired, she focused on the warmth of her captivity. In a way, it was like being held suspended in a warm bed. Her consciousness fled, retreating from reality for a while.

She would worry about her problems again later. They could wait.


Chapter Seven

When she came back to herself again, almost nothing had changed. She was still in darkness, gripped tightly within the rubber cocoon. The Father had stopped narrating, leaving her to her own devices.

Unfortunately, at this stage her muscles were protesting her captivity, rather harshly. Unable to contain herself, she tried to move, shifting her weight. This did little to improve her condition, as the Maiden appeared to have been bolted down. The rubber did give a little, however, allowing her to change her position slightly.

This, in turn, gave her some of the relief she was looking for, though the overwhelming urge to go to the bathroom was only increasing as time went on. That was entirely the point, of course. If she bore down, she might be able to squeeze a few drops into the catheter, but that wouldn’t solve the overall issue.

Due to the liquid burbling inside her, she couldn’t pass gas or burp it up, leaving it nowhere to go. The uncomfortable pain was starting to become unbearable, and she feared that she might start to go a little mad before she was scheduled to be released.

Her entire body jolted, pulling her away from the pain. She blinked as light infiltrated the coffin, an unexpected addition to her current situation.

Had the prescribed time elapsed while she had been sleeping? She had certainly lost track, and, with any luck, it would all be over soon.

The coffin door creaked the rest of the way open, but her vision through the mask was murky. The strap around her chest was removed and hands grabbed at the bottom of the coffin, pulling her out of the Rubber Maiden’s grip.

The bottom of her cocoon dropped a foot, the inflated rubber taking the brunt of the impact. The nasal tubes popped from her nostrils, pulled out with great force.

She groaned, feeling nauseous as her belly roiled. The realization that her freedom was at hand was making this all worse. She couldn’t possibly hold it in long enough for all that gear to be removed!

A hiss came from the top of her head, and the mask began to loosen. She rolled her neck, trying to appease some of her aching muscles. It seemed like a lost cause—she’d need to soak in a tub to get them to loosen up at this point.

Hands tugged at her neck, and she closed her eyes, waiting impatiently as the hood was pulled off. She grunted in alarm as the rubber bulb in her mouth yanked at her teeth. No provision had been made to release the gag beforehand, so it most definitely wasn’t coming out.

“Sorry,” hissed a soft breath, and she jerked in surprise.

What the hell did Beth think she was doing? This couldn’t possibly be officially sanctioned!

She gurgled around the gag as her friend sawed it back and forth. She cranked her jaw open as far as it could go and the bulb popped out, saliva splashing over her chin. She swallowed and licked her lips, blinking nervously as her vision adjusted to the dimly lit room.

“You shouldn’t be doing this!” she hissed, her body sinking to the ground as the cocoon began to deflate. “If they catch us, you’ll take my place, just as Robin threatened!”

“I don’t care,” replied Beth, her expression clouded. “I don’t believe you’re crazy enough to disobey the rules of the convent. I think that contraband was planted, and I’m not going to allow you to suffer without doing something about it.”

She vanished for a moment, a metallic clunk sounding against the floor. “You’re going to have to help me get you out of there,” she said firmly, wrapping her hands around the neck hole.

“I’m not going to listen to any arguments,” she warned, stretching it wide enough to fit around Ruby’s shoulders. “I don’t care how masochistic you are, this isn’t right and you know it.”

Ruby shrugged. “It has nothing to do with how much pain I can take,” she croaked. “The rules must be followed. Order must prevail.”

Beth shook her head as she pulled the deflated cocoon over Ruby’s hips. “That’s nonsense. The entire point of Jesus’ arrival was to overthrow the old laws and strictures. The way to salvation is not through following every rule perfectly.”

Ruby smiled wanly. “Those rules and laws are all I have left. I guess after everything that’s happened to me, I don’t really believe that I can be saved any other way.”

Beth frowned as she dragged the cocoon over her feet, tossing it off to one side. “You don’t get to decide that.” She sighed, dragging up the bedpan she had set down earlier. “Come on, pull yourself to the edge so I can empty you out.”

Her burbling belly suddenly came to the forefront. “Oh,” she said, blinking her eyes as nausea rolled over her. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

Beth shoved the bedpan against the bottom of the platform. “Then lean over and do it in here.”

Ruby heaved twice, but nothing came up. She squeezed her eyes shut and laid back, trembling as she tried to swallow the bile that had entered her throat. “Drain me,” she whispered. “I feel terrible.”

Beth scrabbled at the chastity belt, unlocking the metal pieces and pulling them off. “It’s a good thing they didn’t lock it on,” she muttered. Grabbing Ruby’s underwear, she pulled it down until the dildo slid out of her vagina. Gathering the edges, she rolled it down her legs, setting it aside on the floor. “Are you ready?” she asked. “This is going to go quick.”

Ruby moaned as her friend fiddled with the plug in her ass. The liquid gurgled inside her as it began to stream into the bedpan in a jet, the fluid tinkling as it splashed off the base and hit the sides.

Mercifully, the pressure began to ease as more of it was expelled. She bit her lip and looked straight ahead, uninterested in anything more than the feeling of release. That felt so good!

With each breath, she bore down, spurting out the fluid even more quickly. The bulge in her chest was beginning to go down, as everything being held in came out in a series of gushes.

Beth moved around behind her, working at the buckles that held the straightjacket shut. Ruby was beyond caring about her cramped hands, her body finally experiencing the bliss of relief.

In the realm of pain, gastrointestinal distress was some of the worst. That was exactly why it was used as a punishment.

This was briefly eclipsed by her arm muscles as they were extracted from the jacket, her hands pulled free from the prayer pose. She laid against the bottom of the Maiden, massaging her aching arms. She was so drained.

“Praise be to God,” she mumbled, feeling the individual aches and pains that throbbed through her body. It was over. She was going to be okay.

The overhead lights in the room snapped on, forcing her to squeeze her eyes shut as tears sprung to life. She knew this was too good to be true.

“I awoke from my slumber, and thought to myself—what if a rat was scurrying down the halls?” rumbled the stentorian voice of Father Alex.

“I was beside myself. I had to know,” he continued, a tremolo in his voice that he doubtless used while preaching. “I put on my robes, and what do I find, not one, but two rats, gnawing their way into this sleepy little convent!”

She tilted herself up, hiding her dismay as she took in the dressed form of the Father, flanked on both sides by the omnipresent white rubber nuns. Sister Robin wasn’t with him, but the door soon opened and she arrived as well, the light scattering off her glossy habit.

She was closely followed by a crowd of menials, dressed in their nightgowns. This late, the chattering was subdued, with more yawns and tired eyes than anything else. Even Maura and Christa didn’t look up to creating any trouble, both girls with their hands over their mouths.

A malicious smirk crept into the Father’s smile. “Sister Robin made a promise, and I intend to see it fulfilled. A punishment for a punishment.” He nodded at Sister Robin, and she moved to take hold of Beth. “You clearly disagree with how we do things around here. How naughty of you.”

His eyes flashed with anger as they passed over Ruby, but she got the sense that he was enjoying himself. “For interfering with her punishment, you will have the privilege of finishing it out for her. Aren’t I generous?”

The twin white rubber nuns moved in on either side of Beth, grasping her shoulders. Their faceless masks hid any emotion, but Beth squirmed a little in pain. Sister Robin let her go, stalking off behind the curtain, doubtless going to get the equipment necessary to put Beth into the Rubber Maiden.

Ruby lay on the ground, completely exhausted. Even if she had the fortitude to disobey his authority, she wouldn’t. He was an ordained Father. That sort of thing just wasn’t done.

Instead, she watched, working to calm herself as she waited for another malicious idea to come out of the man’s head.

It wasn’t long in coming. As soon as Robin returned with a second set of bondage gear, his sights were set on her, his eyes burning holes through her naked body. “Moses chose to be mistreated along with the people of God rather than to enjoy the pleasures of sin for a short time. He regarded disgrace for the sake of Christ as of greater value than the treasure of Egypt, because he was looking ahead to his reward.”

He paused, chopping his arm through the air. “You are no Moses, but one would hope your stay in the Maiden has given you the time necessary for you to repent from your wicked ways. This newfound sense of being is surely profound, and you should share it with others, graciously.”

The rubber nuns inserted a dildo into Beth’s ass, one of them pressing on an IV bag to increase the rate of flow into her body. The other was preparing a pair of dildo panties that would soon be inserted as well.

The Father’s grin failed to touch his dead, gray eyes, which remained fixed on her exhausted body. “As such, I’m putting you in charge of your friend’s punishment. Since you know our rules so well, this is a prime opportunity for you to teach her the laws we hold so dear.”

Ruby nodded slowly. “As you wish, Father,” she replied, emphasizing his title.

It was the most she could do. Any further insubordination would be worse for both of them. Her mind began to work, trying to figure out how she could sabotage him in subtle ways.

While she had been in the Maiden, she had come to a definite conclusion: Father Alex was no man of God. His punishments were capricious and arbitrary. She didn’t know what kind of vendetta he was prosecuting against her, but by God, she would go down fighting!

Her resolve wouldn’t make this any easier for Beth, though. The nuns had wrapped her upper body in a straightjacket, and were already in the process of binding her into a rubber cocoon.

Tight lipped, she stared at Ruby with naked fear on her face. “I don’t know if I can do this,” she said, sounding pained. “I haven’t had your training. I don’t have much experience with bondage.”

She turned her gaze to Father Alex. “Please, Father, don’t put me through this.”

The Father rolled up his lip in disdain. “Cursed is the ground because of you; through painful toil you will eat of it all the days of your life.”

She recoiled as if struck. “I have done nothing to deserve this kind of scorn from you. I have been faithful for years. Is that not worth anything?”

The Father said nothing, stone faced. She would find no mercy there.

The sound of hissing air increased the tension, the rubber cocoon inflating until Beth was unable to move.

Her fear intensified as she turned back to Ruby. “Please. Please. Don’t do this to me.”

She was pleading now, affecting Ruby at a fundamental level. She would do anything for her friend, but she could not go against the Order.

She hardened her heart. “There is nothing I can do. To disobey him would be to disobey the authority granted him under God.”

The fear in her friend’s face turned to hate. “So be it. Let it be known that when the stakes were highest, you chose obedience over the truth.”

A regretful pang struck at her heart, but she would not be moved. Did Beth not see that, as things were, she could do nothing for her?

A sudden urge to bend this Father over a fence rail and whip him like a schoolboy rose within her. He deserved to be punished for this.

She held herself back. It didn’t matter how much Beth hated her. She needed to get the rubber nuns as her allies before they had a fighting chance against Father Alex’s tyranny.

Beth’s anger and defiance was hidden from view as the gag of the hood was pressed into place, the nuns efficiently rolling the rubber over the top of her skull. Soon, her face had been replaced with the glossy, black rubber, small holes allowing access to her nostrils and mouth.

One rubber nun inserted the nostril tubes, while the other inflated the gag. She wouldn’t be saying anything until the bondage hood was removed.

Her body shook as the pressurized line was attached to the stem on top of her hood, her head turning into a rubberized donut as the outer skin expanded. She groaned and twitched, but her captivity was complete. There was no going back.

Sister Robin stepped away, gesturing at the other two, who lifted Beth’s cocoon and shoved it into the open coffin. The exterior was slowly closed, entombing her friend inside, the wicked rubber on the exterior giving it a menacing shine.

The latches were locked with finality, sealing off any noises the penitent might make. A hush settled over the audience as glowing red eyes lit up on the coffin’s head.

Father Alex bowed towards the Maiden. “God’s will be done,” he said, making the sign of the cross.

When this was done, he moved over to a lectern that was standing off to one side. “Please, bring her to me,” he said briskly, folding his hands.

Sister Robin crouched over Ruby, wrapping her hands around her shoulder. “Come on,” she whispered. “If you do as he says, I’ll bring you something to eat and drink.”

Ruby blinked in astonishment. Was the Sister being… kind? This sudden change in personality seemed unlike her. Perhaps she was also feeling that the Father had gone a little too far.

She lurched off the ground, leaning against the nun’s glossy red latex. It felt warm. It felt nice. Even though she had just spent hours with sticky rubber against her flesh, she still wanted more. How silly of her.

She was brought to the lectern, held in place by Sister Robin as Father Alex handed her a wireless headset. “This will allow you to communicate with the penitent,” he said. “Explain it to her.”

She wrapped the spindly device around her head and closed her eyes, trying to concentrate. “Beth,” she said heavily. “It’s me.”

Her eyes opened in surprise as a muffled groan sounded in her ears. The mask had been wired for sound? That was something she hadn’t known.

It didn’t matter. She knew what was expected of her. She had practiced this during her training. She wrinkled her temples, searching for the appropriate verse that would satisfy both her and the Father.

“If anyone is to go into captivity, into captivity he will go. If anyone is to be killed with the sword, with the sword he will be killed. This calls for patient endurance and faithfulness on the part of the saints.”

There. That was all the comfort she could give her friend. This wasn’t going to be easy for her.

She folded her hands on the lectern, preparing a quick sermon. She wasn’t a priest, but this much, she could do.

“As you sit there, in captivity, reflecting upon the wrong you have done, remember this: your obedience is pleasing to His eyes. For only those who know true pain and put themselves above it can see the gifts He has given us. Atone for your wrongs, and repent, for that way lies true salvation.”

She paused, lowering her voice. “You can do this,” she whispered. “You have the strength of will and character to see this through. To be a rubber nun, you will need to demonstrate your fortitude.”

Father Alex patted her on the shoulder. “That’s enough,” he said condescendingly. “I’m sure she’s well prepared.”

He turned to the rest of the audience. “Now you see the punishment for disobedience!” he roared. “All of you, back to bed. Reflect upon this and engrave humbleness upon your hearts and minds!”

The menials turned and shuffled out, but not before she spotted a look of disgust on Maura’s face. That could be promising—if the Father was losing her clique as well, she might be able to cultivate more allies.

The Father shooed them out of the room, then turned and addressed Sister Robin. “I leave it to you to finish out the punishment. Do as you will.”

He smirked at Ruby. “This one seems rather disobedient, and I’m not sure her time in the Maiden has set her on the right course to mend her ways. If she steps out of line, make sure to use a heavy hand.”

He left, bringing up the rear as the rest of the menials filed out. Ruby sighed, her legs feeling wobbly. She leaned against the lectern, taking off the headset and setting it down next to the open bible. “I really could use something to eat, but I’m so tired, I’m not certain I could keep it down,” she said softly.

Sister Robin frowned. “In that case, let’s replace some of your fluids.” She nodded at one of the faceless white rubber nuns, and she went behind the curtain, returning shortly with a plastic water bottle.

Ruby gulped. “Why are you being so nice to me? When you put me in the Maiden, you seemed convinced I was guilty.”

Sister Robin twisted off the cap and handed it to her, watching as she took a swig. “I was being monitored, and I wanted to make sure no suspicion landed on me.” She paused. “There’s something going on between you and the Father, isn’t there?” she asked, folding her gloved hands.

Ruby thought she was going to say something more, but she remained silent. A common tactic for interrogators.

“Yes,” she said slowly, taking another drink. “But I still don’t know why he hates me so much.”

“Have you ever met him before?” asked Sister Robin, her rubber habit creaking as she shifted her weight. “Is there anything that might have triggered this animosity?”

She hadn’t considered that. She ran his visage through her mind, trying to match him to a memory. “I can’t recall. There were a lot of Fathers involved with my training, however, so it’s possible I’ve forgotten him.”

Sister Robin scowled, her bright red lips creasing the corners of her hood. “Now, come on, don’t give up that easily. Is there anything you can think of that might explain this?”

She shook her head. “He can’t be any of the Fathers I knew. You came with him. What was he doing before he arrived here?”

“He was a senior Father at the convent,” replied Sister Robin, stroking her rubbery arm. “He was fairly aloof. I didn’t talk to him much before I was assigned to his detail.”

Her rubber hood creased again as her lips pursed. “Come to think of it, even that was a little odd. If they were so concerned about heresy, why didn’t they simply recall all of you to the seminary for individual questioning? They have far better equipment and the staff necessary to deal with that sort of thing there.”

She folded her arms, emphasizing the white cross stretched over her chest. “Not that a small squad like us couldn’t handle an evildoer or two, mind you, but this situation is highly irregular. I don’t like it one bit.”

Relaxing her pose, she tapped her fingers on her thigh. “I’m going to make some inquiries of my own. I feel like we’re being used, and I would like to understand to what end. If the cause is not righteous, the Sisters of Pain will make sure the appropriate punishment is delivered.”

The grin she made was truly terrifying to behold. Ruby shuddered, feeling cold. Recapping the water bottle, she handed it back to Robin. “So, what’s next?”

The nun raised her eyebrows. “The Father gave me full discretion on how to proceed. Therefore, I want you to go to bed and rest. I’ll finish up here.”

Ruby squeezed her hands around the lectern. “What are you going to do with Beth?”

The nun arched an eyebrow. “If I heard you right, your friend wishes to become one of us. I shall test her mettle and determine whether she has what it takes.”

Ruby bowed her head. “Very well. Just don’t… be too harsh on her. I’m not sure she knew what she was getting into.”

Sister Robin scowled. “Don’t tell me how to do my job, and I won’t punish you further.”

Ruby nodded, contrite. “I do worry about her. She’s my only friend, and I don’t want to destroy her prospects.”

Robin’s expression softened. “Contrary to popular belief, the Sisters of Pain are strict, but not needlessly cruel. She is in good hands. Go, refresh yourself before you collapse.”

She pounded a fist into the rubbery palm of her other hand. “If you don’t have your health, torture is not nearly as effective.”

Ruby gulped. She wasn’t certain why she expected anything less from the nun. “Thank you,” she said wholeheartedly.

“Don’t thank me. You’ll probably do something wrong in the future, and then I’m sure I’ll have plenty of fun punishing you again.” She lifted a hand and traced the cross embossed on her chest. “God be with you.”

“And also with you,” she murmured by rote, turning towards the door.

She was suddenly exhausted, her legs feeling wooden. She struggled towards the exit, head held high. She wouldn’t collapse and force them to help her back to her room. Pride might be a deadly sin, but she didn’t want to be a bother.

Closing her hand over the handle, she rested for a short moment before passing through. As the door clicked shut behind her, she turned towards the courtyard exit, stopping short when she spotted a Father standing next to the exterior door, his hands pressed together in prayer.

She yelped in surprise, thinking for a moment that it was Father Alex, back to torment her further. When he raised his head, she recognized his dark brown eyes and curly hair. “What are you doing here?” she asked. “Every time something bad happens, you always seem to show up. You’re like… some sort of dark angel, a harbinger of doom.”

“Tall, dark, and handsome, I hope?” he asked, chuckling.

He strolled up to her, whirling a greatcloak in the air and settling it over her shoulders. He offered up his arm, which she took gratefully. He didn’t seem to have any trouble supporting her weight, though she slumped into him. He must be rather stouter than he appeared on the surface.

She hesitated before the outer door, and he waited for her, patient. “There’s something bad going on here,” she began, trying to figure out her phrasing. Heaven help her if she accused Father Alex of heresy without proof!

“I’ve been punished twice now for things I didn’t do.” She paused. “Although I suppose I deserved that first one, but I was very badly provoked!”

Father Mark frowned. “Is it that easy to provoke you?”

She sighed. “Easier than you might think. I have… a lot of problems, and the time I’ve spent here hasn’t brought me as close to a solution as I had hoped.”

The Father shifted his grip, his warm latex pressing against her side. “Well, then, why don’t you tell me some of your troubles? No person is an island. Let me help you.”

She was struck with a sudden urge to tell him everything. There wasn’t enough time to do that here, however, and she was far too tired to indulge this desire.

“Father Alex doesn’t like me,” she said, getting straight to the point. “I’ve racked my brains, and I still can’t figure out why. I feel strange, almost as though I’m being… persecuted.”

“You’re not the only one,” Father Mark said wryly, gesturing at the door. “May I?”

She took a step forward, following his lead out into the frigid, early morning air. Her breath immediately began to frost up, and she shivered. Father Mark moved forward with confidence, but stopped when she held back.

“My feet,” she explained, her lips quivering. “I’m not wearing shoes.”

“Of course,” groaned Father Mark. He considered for a brief moment, then turned and ran a hand under her butt. Before she could protest, he lifted her entirely off the ground, cradling her in his arms.

She made a tiny squeak and waved her arms in the air, but it was over before she could say no. And now that she was being held by him, she wasn’t convinced she wanted to say no. What an annoying state of affairs!

The priest marched across the cobblestones with little difficulty, even with her wrapped in his bulky greatcloak. “There are differing schools of thought on punishment,” he said in a growl. “One says that every small transgression should be given the maximum sentence, because that will ensure everyone stays in line. The other is a little more lenient. Let the punishment fit the crime, as it were.”

“Oh? And which side of that scale do you fall on?” she asked.

“My opinion doesn’t matter, as I don’t have any power to assign them at the moment,” he said cagily.

She wanted to press him further, but she also wanted to know where he was headed with all this. “If you don’t have the power, then does that mean everything that has gone on here has been just?” she spat.

“I wouldn’t say that,” he said, navigating a frozen corner of the pathway with aplomb. “My superiors have been reading my reports with some alarm, and a decision has been made to send more personnel to sort this out. It is a delicate situation, because we’re dealing with a senior Father, but when it comes to abuse of menials, the law is quite clear: the power we yield is not absolute. Without checks and balances, it would be simplicity itself for Satan to slip in before we notice.”

“The devil is in the details,” chuckled Ruby. “But what does that mean for me?”

“Your path is straightforward. Stay out of trouble until reinforcements can arrive. His authority cannot be removed until he has faced a jury of his peers, and it is not altogether clear whether his transgressions have reached that level. At the very least, he should be less eager to make your life miserable once he hears that oversight has arrived.”

“That’s all well and good,” she groaned, “but I’m not the one who’s been making trouble here.”

“That’s true, so get some rest, keep your head down, and, above all, stay away from Father Alex. I’ve taken you off all the chore lists for a few days, so it should be fairly simple for you to stay hidden. Don’t give him any excuse to punish you further.”

“You can do that?” she asked, perking up.

His steps slowed as he reached the dorms. “I consulted with Sister Robin. She’s been very helpful. Now, don’t worry about all that. Take care of yourself.”

He set her down in front of her room, delicately removing the greatcloak. She shivered, clenching her wet thighs together. He averted his eyes as she opened the door, which she was grateful for.

A mysterious warmth blossomed within her chest, one she hadn’t felt for a long time. It was the sort of emotion she simply couldn’t deal with. Choked up, she blinked rapidly. “Well then, goodnight,” she said in a soft voice.

He pressed his hands together and gave her a short bow. “God be with you.”

“And also with you,” she replied, gently closing the door.

What was that? She shivered, clutching her hand against her chest.

This was not happening right now. She tossed her head and moved towards the bathroom. Maybe after she had gotten some sleep her emotions would stop being so silly.


Chapter Eight

For the most part, her dreams were formless, for which she was thankful. That didn’t last the entire night, unfortunately, as her brain began to coalesce past events together into a toxic stew.

A man shouting, a baby crying, the faint sound of sirens—nothing clear, but definite enough to keep her on edge. After tossing and turning a few times, she gave up and checked the alarm clock.

She gasped. Eleven A.M.? She was going to be late getting lunch ready!

She leaped out of bed, realizing at the last moment that her chores had been canceled. She bared her teeth. Dammit! She didn’t need to hurry!

Adrenaline pulsing, she sat back on the bed, her heart pounding. If she didn’t have to do chores, what was she going to do with herself? One could only spend so much time in meditation or prayer.

Perhaps that was a good place to start, however. After she got dressed. She had been too tired to even put on a nightgown after taking a shower the previous evening.

Moving to the chest of drawers, she got out her rubber underwear and put on a copy of the garments she had been wearing yesterday.

Her time in the Rubber Maiden had left an impression, but surprisingly, it wasn’t bothering her that much.

While it had been painful during her captivity, in a way, it gave her a sense of nostalgia. Being tightly bound in rubber wasn’t something she had been able to do for a long time, and she was surprised to find that she had rather missed it.

She squished her breasts in the rubber bra, a delightful tingle zapping through her tits. Her libido had definitely returned, and for that she was grateful. It was giving her the motivation to make changes and regain some semblance of her former self. It was proof that it could be done.

The naughty temptation to spend some time to herself jolted through her mind, but that was sinful. She would be far better served to pray for a relationship where she could satisfy these desires.

Her mind began to wander, and she was shocked to find that she was daydreaming about being taken by Father Mark. How scandalous!

No, that would never happen. He was too wise and too steeped in the scriptures to play around with her.

She wouldn’t allow it, either, for that matter. Even though her libido was returning, it wasn’t a short fling she was looking for.

What exactly was it that she really desired? She was almost too afraid to think about it, for fear that she might figure it out.

It was all bundled up with the trauma she still hadn’t sorted out. The problem was, she wasn’t certain whether she’d ever finish sorting it out.

Perhaps telling Father Mark about it could help her? She had almost done so last night, and now she regretted not getting into it with him. She was getting awfully tired of dealing with all these feelings alone.

She sighed and packaged away the regret. It wouldn’t be useful to her now. She needed to figure out how to stay under the radar and avoid Father Alex.

She hated the idea of stealing food, but if Beth was still on kitchen duties, it wouldn’t even be necessary. That is, if Beth didn’t hate her for what she had done.

It hadn’t even been that bad, though. Beth should have known that what she was planning on doing would be punished. She shouldn’t feel betrayed when Ruby had only followed the rules.

Pure sophistry. She was simply trying to retroactively justify her own actions. Beth couldn’t change how she felt. Emotions weren’t rational. She only hoped her friend would forgive her.

Enough. She had spent far more time than she had anticipated on rumination, and it wasn’t helping anything. Her belly growled and she turned towards the door, intent on infiltrating the kitchen and stealing some sweets.

She stopped short when she noticed that a sheet of paper had been slid under her door. Had that always been there, or had someone been waiting for her?

Creeped out, she strode over and made sure that the door was still securely locked.

Yes, it was. she hadn’t forgotten to check last night. It wouldn’t have mattered if a skeleton key had been used, but only Father Alex possessed one of those.

Frowning, she bent her legs and picked up the piece of paper. Turning it over, she opened it up. It was a scrap of official stationery for the convent, with neat cursive handwriting contained in the center.

My Dearest Ruby—The reinforcements have been delayed. We should meet to discuss new plans. I have arranged a lunch for the two of us at a rectory office—2C. Let’s regroup and figure out our next course of action.—Father Mark

Dearest? Wasn’t that a little presumptuous of him? She’d have to give him a piece of her mind when they met up.

She was awfully hungry, though. It was nice of him to think of her. Not many others did.

She set aside the scrap of paper, taking a moment to say a morning prayer. She prayed for her late husband, whispering special words for her stillborn child. Now that her little shrine had been destroyed, it was all she could do.

That done, she cracked open the door and stepped out into the frosty air. Before she could get far, though, she was approached from across the courtyard by another menial.

She frowned. It was Maura. What did she want with her?

The other woman’s face was pale, her hair drawn back into a bun. Her hands were tucked into her pockets, making her seem a little uncertain.

She slowed to a halt, waiting as Ruby approached. Her eyes stared at the cobblestones, a wisp of her dirty blonde hair settling on her forehead.

After a few moments of toeing the ground, she looked up. “I want to apologize,” she said, the words slow, as if they were sticking in her mouth.

She scowled. “We all thought you were here to report on our behavior, but after those punishments, it’s pretty clear that you’re not with them.”

Ruby nodded. She could guess pretty easily who she was talking about. She remained silent, waiting for the menial to finish.

“We’ve treated you like shit, and I don’t expect you to change your mind about us.” The hands in her pockets flexed. “Just… damn, I don’t know what to say. I’m not sure what I want from you.”

Ruby pressed her hands together. “It’s okay. I forgive you. For everything.”

Maura frowned. “How do you do that?” she asked abruptly.

“Do what?”

“Forgive so easily? I’ve been torturing you since you arrived here, but you’ve taken it all without retaliating. How can I be more like you?”

Ruby gave her a strained smile. “It’s not as easy as all that. I’ve experienced a lot of hardships in my life. I suspect it’s a little easier for me to handle the small stuff after all the difficulties I’ve faced.”

“Small?” She shifted her hips, blinking in astonishment. “I guess I don’t really know all that much about you.”

“No, you don’t,” murmured Ruby, a flash of realization spreading through her mind. “You didn’t happen to break into my room yesterday, did you?”

“Absolutely not,” sniffed Maura. “I was knee deep in cleaning bathrooms.”

Ruby sighed. “Then I still have a mystery on my hands. I was put into the Rubber Maiden because someone planted a box of sex toys under my bed.”

She waved the woman off before she could react. “That’s not important. Whoever did that also destroyed the shrine to my dead child.”

Maura froze. “Your… what?”

Ruby nodded, blinking back tears. “Her name was Clara,” she said, swallowing the lump that had formed in her throat.

The more often she told this story, the easier it was getting to handle the resulting emotions. The more people knew, the less estranged she felt. It was a sort of therapy, she supposed.

“She was to be my daughter, but God had other plans for her.” She looked up at the sky, tracing a wispy cloud dangling far above. “She died before she was born, right after the death of my husband.”

Her throat closed up. Talking about him was a little too much for her to bear in this setting. Perhaps she wasn’t as ready to open up as she had thought.

“Oh, shit, that’s awful,” said Maura, stiff with shock. “If we had known, we wouldn’t have messed with you so much.” She paused. “Wait, why didn’t you tell us?”

“I came here to get away from my troubles, not to wallow in them. It’s still hard even to talk about it, not to mention the awful flashbacks and dreams I’m still dealing with.”

She folded her arms, staring wistfully at the other woman. “In many ways, I’m jealous of you. You’re still young, with a full life ahead of you. You could find a good man, get married, start a family. Possibilities abound. I’ve… hit a dead end. I don’t really know what I’m going to do with myself.”

She grimaced. “My mental troubles keep getting in the way. Whatever I do, wherever I go, they’re there. I can’t take a vacation from them. The only place I find true peace is when I’m concentrating on work or God.”

“I’m sorry,” said Maura again, her expression wooden. “I’ve been an awful bitch, haven’t I? I’ve made everything worse for you.”

“Forgive and repent,” Ruby said lightly. “Therein lies the way towards salvation.”

Maura snorted. “I guess I’ll have to do that on my own time.”

She laid a hand over Ruby’s shoulder. “Do you mind if I tell the rest? They may have a change in heart if they understand what’s going on.”

She hesitated, sorting out her emotions. She had held it inside for so long—maybe this was a sign that she should try something different?

Finally, she nodded her assent. “Sure, I’m done hiding.”

Maura gave her a pat on the back. “Okay, I’ll go do that now. Christa is probably planning something, and I want to nip that in the bud.” She paused. “Is there anything else?”

That strange warmth she had felt with Father Mark the night before had returned. “No, I think you’ve said quite enough.”

She furrowed her brow. No, that wasn’t quite right. She turned to face the other woman, admiring her lanky form. “Maybe you could give me tips on the workout you’re using another time?”

Maura laughed. “There’s no secret there, but maybe you want to join us the next time we go exercising?”

“Yeah,” she replied, smiling faintly. “I think I’d like that.”

“Alright!” Maura said, giving her a wave. “See you later!”

“See you.”

She watched as the other menial trotted down the cobblestones, her hair bun wobbling as she jogged away. She wasn’t entirely certain, but she thought she might have just made a friend.

What a change in attitude! Maybe, just maybe, things were starting to turn around!

She turned back to her original destination, belly rumbling. She rather hoped Father Mark had picked out something tasty.

Light on her feet, she crossed the remaining distance to the rectory, enjoying the warm blast of air as she opened the door. The stairwell wasn’t too far away, and she climbed it with enthusiasm, enjoying the beams of light coming through the large, square windows. It might be cold out, but it was also beautiful. God’s creation.

The second floor was compact, with only a short hallway. The area had been subdivided into six rooms, some of which were used for storage. She had been up here a few times, but not recently.

The cobwebs threaded through fluorescent lights hanging from chains gave the place an air of being undisturbed. A perfect place for her to meet the priest without the danger of being interrupted by any nosy menials.

Crossing the hallway, she opened the door to 2C, looking around for the Father. “Mark?” she asked, her brow furrowing when she spotted the empty room.

The desks had been cleared away, a black tarp laid out in the middle of the floor. A rubber bag was laid on top of that, with a canister vacuum off to one side.

Her eyes widened. That was a bondage bag!

A rustle came from behind her, a sharp pain spiking the back of her skull. Then, the blackness of nothing.

***

Her breath hissed in the dark space, accompanied by the smell of rubber. It was black, just like the depths of unconsciousness, but she was awake. The pain in the back of her skull attested to that.

She tried to move, but it was impossible. She was folded like a fetus, the tops of her thighs touching her belly, hands wrapped around her knees. The rubber had been drawn up tight around her body, as if she was a bag of garbage. She could flex her fingers and toes, but that was about it.

She was inside the bondage sack!

She tried to cry out, but all she could manage was an incomprehensible moan. Her mouth had been filled with an inflatable gag, tightly pressing against her cheeks and tongue.

The tube in the center was large enough that it wouldn’t restrict airflow, but long enough that she couldn’t do much else. If she chewed on it a little, it shifted enough to hit her gag reflex, sending her into a paroxysm of pain.

Her breathing became erratic as fear rose within her chest. Who had done this to her, and why?

“I can tell that you’re conscious,” came the stentorian voice of a Father. “Perfect. I need you to understand what’s going to happen next, or all this will have been for naught.”

It was Father Alex, this she was sure of. But what was he planning?

“Ever since the death of my son, I’ve been struggling with what I should do next,” he said slowly, in no particular hurry. “I’ve prayed and prayed, but God has given me no answer. So it fell to me to figure it out.”

She groaned, trying to say something, but it was useless. The priest had gagged her on purpose so that she couldn’t interrupt his monologue.

“At first, I thought that God had forsaken me for not supporting my son as much as I should have. He rejected me, so I rejected him. It’s a hard thing to be an estranged father. Damn hard.”

He paused. “Young men and women often reject their parents, but I thought things would turn around, as long as I remained open and receptive. Then, he met you.”

She stiffened, trying to understand. What did he mean?

“He didn’t need me anymore,” lamented the priest. “He cut me out entirely. He used to write to me during the holidays, but even that ceased. He cut all contact. And then, he died.”

A realization blossomed inside her. He was talking about Eric. Eric must be his son!

He was mad. In this state of mind, the Father might do practically anything!

Her neck muscles kept protesting as she tried to straighten out. The bag was made of thick rubber, and had no stretch. It was a little like trying to stretch out a rubber tire.

She squeezed her shoulders, trying to increase the size of her frame to give herself more room, but this only made the rubber tighter. She could move her hands up and down a little, but that was about it. Shit.

She rocked her body, trying to roll over. Pain blossomed from her hip as she succeeded, but now she was on her side. She could try again, but it would be far more difficult, as she would have to brace her head against the floor.

The Father didn’t seem alarmed by her actions, which increased her fear. She was starting to hyperventilate, which wasn’t good. She’d be lightheaded soon, and with that, her chances of escaping would start to diminish.

“I think you well understand how lonely it is to be cut off from anyone you know. To be completely alone. It changes a man, makes him close off from the world. From God. It was intolerable. What was worse, however, was knowing that there was a person out there who had caused all this to happen. You.”

She made a noise in protest. She might have blamed herself for her husband’s death, but her absence was not a direct cause. She didn’t deserve all the blame!

It didn’t matter. Not now. All the puzzle pieces were fitting into place. This was a sordid tale of revenge, and she was the primary target.

“It took me a long time to come to this conclusion, but I feel it is one that explains what happened to my son. You’re not a woman. You’re a devil, in human form, one which must be exorcized.”

He sighed. “It falls to me to do the deed. I know I will be condemned for it. They have not seen or experienced what I have seen. I shall do what must be done. I shall see justice done. And if man judges me guilty, so be it. My conscience will be clear in the eyes of God. I know what I must do.”

Her breath caught in her lungs. What was he going to do?

“It’s a good thing your child didn’t survive, or I would have had to exterminate her as well. Demonspawn. Ah, well. It’s convenient that God did the job for me.”

A fierce anger blossomed in her heart, her determination to survive increasing. She tensed all her muscles, and tried to turn over again.

She was excited to find that her body lurched, moving her a fair distance over the mat. If she got far enough away from the vacuum, that could delay the time it took for the priest to enact his plan. Somebody had to find her in time. Somebody.

She wheezed as a foot kicked her in the knees. A second kick came, pushing her back. Without being able to move or see properly, she had no way to defend herself.

She froze and the blows stopped. This was soon followed by a set of footsteps moving around her, the Father coughing as he cleared his throat. Mundane, banal, human things that now terrified her.

He snapped a switch and the roar of the vacuum filled the room. The bag began to tighten around her body as the air was sucked out, and she breathed frantically, trying to store up as much oxygen as she could before it was all gone.

The priest raised his voice to be audible above the roar of the vacuum. “Can you feel it now? The air rushing out, never to return? Being unable to breathe? Soon, you’ll experience the symptoms of hypoxia. Then, brain death. Just like what happened to my son.”

She was already starting to get a headache, hyperventilating as the latex squeezed tighter and tighter around her body. She blinked, tears in her eyes. She couldn’t think!

“Once you’re gone, it will be simplicity itself to dispose of your corpse,” continued the Father in a conversational tone. “You’re already bagged up. Nothing will leak. I’ll roll you out in a garbage tub and bury you along with the rest of the refuse.”

He had clearly been planning this since he had arrived. Pain shot through her skull, and she began to feel light headed. Her lungs were still straining for air, but there was none to be had. She giggled, feeling a sense of euphoria as she began to feel far, far away.

“I’ll just say that you ran away. Everyone will believe it, even that meddling priest. He knows about your messed up mental state. You were getting soft on him. I can’t have that. If you lead another astray, I’ll be double damned.”

He moved again, probably peering down at her as he passed judgment. “It won’t be long now. I’ll just wait ten minutes to make sure. Tell the other hellspawn there’s no place on earth for them when you arrive in hell.”

The world faded away in an array of bright colors. This wasn’t so bad. Her time on this planet might be over, but God would forgive her guilt. Despite her sins, she knew that she was loved.

The world faded away, and there was nothing for a time.

Sparkly bright spots danced at the corners of her vision, scenes flashing before her. She was flying, up and away from the world below. Dancing with the angels, clothed in white.

She was bodiless, blameless, her sins washed away. Pain, a distant memory.

The clouds began to shift, moving to reveal a beam of pure light, washing out her vision with a stream of righteousness.

Was this what it was like to see the face of God?

She had strived all her life to be a good person, but she had experienced periods of doubt. Now, none of that existed. Salvation was at hand.

The light moved through her, destroying her guilt and regrets. Strong arms folded around her back. A soft voice fluttered at her ears. “Forgiven.”

A small package of light solidified in her arms, its weight nestled in the crook of her shoulder. It cried, wailing like a baby.

“Shhh,” she said softly, humming to it. “Mommy’s here. Everything will be okay.”

The baby settled in her arms, the cries fading away. She rocked it back and forth and it began to make happy noises.

She looked up into the light, unable to see anything in its brilliance. “Thank you,” she whispered.

This was a gift she could not have imagined receiving. The fractured parts of her soul began to knit back together. She felt whole again.

The light increased, and everything vanished. The sounds of angry voices infiltrated her ears.

Confused, she wasn’t able to process what was going on, but she knew that she was in pain. Her entire body ached.

At least she could breathe again. The rubber tinged air wasn’t sweet, but it was sufficient. She wasn’t in any danger of dying. She was back in the bondage sack.

Despite these infirmities, she felt an overwhelming sense of peace. She didn’t need to worry about anything. God had forgiven her. He had not deserted her.

Hands ran around the top of her skull, and a zipper was pulled open. She blinked vociferously at the bright light, but she could handle this. It was nothing like the light of God which had illuminated her earlier.

She found herself staring up at concerned faces all around her. There was Beth and Father Mark standing over her, while Maura and Christa helped her out of the sack.

Beth fiddled at her neck, removing the gag in her mouth. Saliva dribbled down her chin, which was quickly mopped up with a cloth.

Father Alex was struggling against the twin rubber nuns in the back, but Sister Robin smacked him over the head and he went silent.

She remained calm, folding her hands over her belly. “How did you find me in time?” she asked wanly.

“It was me,” said Christa, regret and disgust on her face. “Maura asked me to apologize to you. At first, I didn’t want to, but once I decided to do it, I couldn’t find you. I roused the rest of the convent, and we soon realized Father Alex was missing, too. Sister Robin took it from there, as she couldn’t figure out why someone would be cleaning upstairs when everyone else was accounted for.”

Ruby smiled. “Then I owe you a debt of gratitude that I shall have to repay.”

Christa shook her head. “I’ve been rotten to you right from the start. There’s no need for you to repay anything.”

A commotion came from the back of the room and Ruby gasped as she spotted one of the white rubber nuns going down. Father Alex threw off the other nun and attempted to punch Sister Robin in the face.

She sidestepped his attack, leaving him flailing in air, but he was no idiot. Getting his legs under him, he ran for the exit. The suddenness of the assault caught everyone by surprise, and before they could react, he was already opening the door to make good his escape.

The door was already filled with twin dark shadows, however, and they pushed him back. He cried out, falling on his ass. The momentum carried him back, his head hitting the floor.

Stunned, he was unable to move as Sister Robin sat on his chest and handcuffed his hands together. The two white rubber nuns joined her, holding his legs down.

The new arrivals took their time, stepping around the fallen Father, chains rattling at their belts. Ruby stared at them, taking in their black rubber forms.

They were wearing spherical gas masks which hid their heads. Their breath hissed down long tubes that ran over their shoulders and were tied off behind their backs.

Their bodies were covered in thick catsuits with built in corsets, the boning providing support for their breasts, which were secured in large, rounded domes with the imprint of nipples on top. Sitting in the deep gap between them was a carved wooden cross, an agonized form of a man bound in rubber affixed to the front.

Chains hung from their belts, running up and over their shoulders and around their arms. More dangled from metal rings attached to thick collars around their necks.

What were they doing here? The Bound were never seen outside the inner echelons of the main seminary. They were a solitary Sisterhood, known best for the cruelty of their punishments. She shivered, drawing back from the darkness of their presence.

The twin rubber creatures retrieved chains from their belts, kneeling next to the fallen Father. They flipped him over and soon he was trussed like a bird, arms and feet chained together behind his back.

A rubber bag was flipped over his head and tightened around his neck. At first, she thought it would suffocate him, but it quickly became apparent that it had a breathing tube at the front.

She was shocked to find that she wouldn’t have cared if they had killed him. Her reaction was sinful, but not that unexpected. The man had just tried to murder her.

During all this, he protested, but they paid little heed. Neither of the Bound said anything, bringing him unceremoniously to his feet. When he refused to move, they kicked him, forcing his arms back until he cried out in pain.

Sister Robin tried to assist, but she moved back with her hands up as one of the Bound hissed at her. The other flicked up her wrist and jabbed a syringe into the Father’s side, which made him groan.

“I am the way, the truth, and the life,” mumbled Father Alex, as he was frogmarched towards the exit. The Bound took no notice of the other rubber nuns, bundling him efficiently into the hallway and down the stairs beyond.

Soon, all that was left was an eerie silence. “Well,” said Ruby nervously, trying to break the strange mood. “What will they do with him?”

“It’s out of our hands,” said Sister Robin, a sour expression on her face. “They’ll bring him back to the seminary and put him on trial. I can’t imagine they’ll be nice to him, as priests are held to a higher standard.”

“As well we should be,” interrupted Mark, his expression stern. “It’s a burden we gladly accepted when we started our studies. Corruption at the highest levels will not be tolerated. A man who strays from the path of understanding comes to rest in the company of the dead.”

Sister Robin frowned, staring at him with suspicion. “I’ve never heard of the Bound making house calls. Usually, they would send a punishment squad with nuns from multiple disciplines before escalating further. Why were they involved?”

He pressed his hands together and tried to look innocent. “Father Alex is a senior priest. Nothing less would do for a breach of this magnitude.”

“Perhaps,” said Sister Robin softly, pressing a finger to her painted lips. “But I think not. No traveling priest would have the connections necessary to pull off such a thing. I think you’re more than what you’ve revealed to us so far.”

She produced a crop from her belt and pressed the hilt of the handle into his side. “Stop hiding. I could just as easily do some digging of my own and come up with an answer.”

His bushy eyebrows squeezed together as he straightened up. “I can’t hide anything from you, can I? I suppose I should have expected this from a master interrogator.”

He pressed his hands together and gave them all a short bow. “Very well. Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Father Mark—that much is true. However, I have not told you my full title. You may call me Father Superior.”

Sister Robin recoiled. “You’re a what? What business does a Father Superior have being assigned here?”

A grim smile graced his face. “What business does a squad of rubber nuns have being dispatched to a tiny convent?”

He pressed a hand over the cross embossed on his rubber catsuit. “We were both looking for the truth. You had been told that there was a heretic here, and, indeed, there was, but he wasn’t hiding among the menials. I came to investigate Father Alex. To my regret, I wasn’t able to gather enough evidence before he attempted to kill Ruby, but thanks to Christa and Maura, we were able to stop him before it was too late.”

“Father Superior?” murmured Ruby, eyes wide as the others bowed their heads in respect. “Why do I deserve such attention?”

“Why not?” asked Father Mark, folding his hands. “I’ve been investigating Father Alex since his son’s death, as he has been acting rather erratic. You are mixed up in this whole mess, of course, since you were married to his son. The Order abhors wasting potential talent, and up until then, you were an excellent candidate. Coming here was an opportunity for me to pursue both goals.”

Ruby had heard enough. She climbed to her feet, leaning over to give him a solid kiss on the cheek.

His face blushed as he looked at her in surprise. “Did you really mean that?” he asked. “I’m a Father, too, just like Alex.”

“Of course I did,” she said, feeling petulant. “Without your help, none of this could have been resolved.”

“Then I mean this, too,” he replied, planting a thorough kiss on her lips.

She trembled, the strange sensation from before rising within her. What did this mean?

The Father broke free as the other other women made noises of approval. “How was that?” he asked, looking a little smug.

Ruby folded her hands over her bare chest, suddenly feeling self conscious. “It was nice,” she said softly.

Looking around, she blushed. “I think I’ve had quite enough for today, though.”

Beth took her by the hand. “Come on, then, I’ll help you get cleaned up and get you some food. I don’t want to leave you alone after what just happened.”

Ruby nodded, peeking again at Father Mark, who was now talking to the other menials. There was something there she wanted to explore further, but she wasn’t sure how to approach him again.

Beth chuckled as she escorted her from the room. “You’ve got it bad, hon.”

“I’ve got what?” asked Ruby, a little confused.

“You want him, don’t you? I don’t blame you,” continued Beth, steering her down the stairs.

Her legs were a little weak, but she seemed to manage well enough. She was thankful for the firm grip of her friend. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Really? There’s no attraction there? At all? I don’t believe you.” Beth stopped, looking around. “There’s a linen closet over there, let’s get you a towel.”

She left Ruby bracing against a desk and retrieved a towel, which she proceeded to drape over her shoulders. “Why are you hesitating? The man is hunky.”

“Wouldn’t there be a conflict of interest?” she said, hunching her shoulders. “He has power over me. And I wouldn’t want to get involved with him just because he helped save my life. A relationship built on that kind of gratitude can’t last.”

Beth took her by the hand, squeezing hard. “All I’m hearing now is a bunch of excuses. If you’re really interested, go for it. The problems can be sorted out. That’s life.”

Ruby ducked her head. “I guess the real reason I’m so hesitant is because of what happened with my husband.”

“Are you still longing for him?” asked Beth, scowling. “If you live in the past all the time, you’ll never be able to move forward. I already made that mistake. Just ask me!”

“No, it’s not that,” replied Ruby, tilting her head back. “I just had a near death experience, and I’m still trying to process it. I guess I just need some time.”

Beth laughed harshly. “Time is one thing you don’t have. Once Father Alex is bundled off to seminary to be judged, Father Mark will likely go too, to present evidence. You could stay here and lick your wounds, or you could ask to go back with him, to pursue something… more. Whatever you decide to do, don’t wait. The opportunities will slip away before you know it.”

Ruby rubbed her fingers against the skin of her thigh. Her friend was right. She didn’t want to let these feelings go without exploring them further.

Sighing, she smacked her thigh and stood. “I’m not going to figure it out now. Let’s get that food you were talking about and I’ll think about it some more.”

That was a lie. She already knew what she wanted to do. She just needed the time to convince herself.


Chapter Nine

“I trust in your unfailing love; my heart rejoices in your salvation. I will sing to the Lord, because he has been good to me.”

The velvety voice enfolded her body, giving her comfort in her bondage. Although her breathing was shaky, she knew that, with his help, she would not fail.

Unable to see anything, she had to trust in him completely. She could not panic, or she would fail. She must embrace the firm latex caressing her body like a lover. She must believe that he had her best intentions at heart.

“Though we are slaves, God has not deserted us in our bondage. He has shown us kindness in the sight of the Kings of Persia: He has granted us new life to rebuild the house of our God and repair its ruins, and has given us a wall of protection in Judah and Jerusalem.”

Her body shifted, her jaw closing hard around the gag. Of course. She was being foolish, as always. She shouldn’t trust in the fallibility of men. Only God was perfect.

Feeling new strength buoying her limbs, she relaxed, allowing her weight to be taken by the bondage horse. There was nothing to fear here. If she failed, her husband would relax her restraints. She would try again, and increase her endurance, until she could succeed. All in service of God.

The headphones went silent, and she keenly felt the lack of the comforting voice. Perhaps, if she continued trying, she would be able to convince him to record the entire bible, so that she could listen to him at any hour of the day.

A strong hand wrapped around her chained ankles, pulling them apart. She began to breathe harder, knowing what was soon to come. He would edge her, at his pleasure, until he was ready for more. And then, who knew what might happen?

Fingers probed at her rubber panties, moving ever closer to her crotch. She lurched against the padded wooden horse as they reached the rubber lips sitting on top of her pussy.

She pressed her ball hood against the horse, wheezing through the twin rubber tubes that wrapped around the back of her neck.

The fingers wiggled, moving deeper inside, teasing at her inner lips. Her muscles spasmed, her pussy juicing in anticipation. He knew exactly how to tweak her arousal to get the optimum result.

It was insane how quickly he had learned all of this. It had been exactly a month since they had been married, and he already knew all of the quirks necessary to turn her on. He had been extremely attentive.

That hadn’t made any of this training easier, however. The bondage sack had left behind more scars than she had realized. Therefore, with each session, they had been working on her fears, extending the amount of time she spent in rubber bondage.

She was rather surprised she didn’t have even more problems to work through. The divine revelation she had received during her near death experience seemed to have solved some of her long standing issues, allowing her to process and accept what had happened. All according to God’s will.

Eric was no longer the boogeyman hanging around in the back of her mind, waiting to strike at an opportune moment. He, along with his father, had been sent straight to the dustbin.

She smiled into her gag as she recalled the sequence of events leading up to the trial of Father Alex. She had been brought in for a deposition, wearing a pretty rubber outfit and hood designed by Beth.

The evidence she had given had been added to the existing list they already knew about, a damning list of sins to atone for. Although he had ranted and raved, the council of Elders would not be moved. Their verdict was swift, and final.

As a result, the Father had been defrocked and sent straight to penance, escorted out by a squad of the Bound. She was very glad that she was not involved with any of this. Her desire for revenge had faded along with the memories of his son. The two of them deserved each other, and she very much hoped she would never see the man again.

Her thoughts swam away from her as the fingers probed deeper, tickling around the sides of her gaping, wet hole. Was he going to continue teasing her in this way? Intolerable!

She moaned, shifting her body against the pads. She had very little room to maneuver, as her wrists had been bound around the bottom of the horse. This, along with the friction of the rubber corset, prevented her from moving too much.

Not to mention the thick chain running a few inches from her posture collar to an eyelet permanently screwed into the head of the horse. She hissed through the rubber tubing as she pulled her head back, feeling the strength of the chain as it was jerked taut. No, she definitely wasn’t going anywhere.

The fingers withdrew, and she moaned through the gag, feeling their lack. Her hole was disturbingly empty, and she scissored her legs together to signal her displeasure.

A hand smacked her ass with a wet crack, and she subsided, the chains between her ankles clanking as she spread her legs. She pressed her toes against the arched heels of her ballet boots, groaning with displeasure.

Another wet crack hit her ass. The man’s hands wrapped around her waist and something warm pressed against her pussy. She held her breath, on edge. She could be quite still if she was about to be rewarded.

The man drew back, his strong hands gripping her tightly. Muscles tense, she breathed in sharply, releasing it suddenly when the large, thick head of his cock pushed inside her pussy.

He squeezed his rock hard length into her slowly, the two of them savoring every moment. His fingers dimpled her latex covered ass, keeping her in position as he sank all the way in.

His masculine grunt only served to increase her arousal, a tingling frisson of pleasure warming her loins as she accepted him whole. She was filled with his passion. His essence. His control.

Trembling under the weight of his might, she went limp on the horse, submitting to him entirely. There was nothing better than giving everything she was, everything she had. It was all his. God above, she loved him for this.

His hands released her hips, stroking down her thighs. “By marriage we are bound together,” he intoned. “Two, as one, partners, coming together.”

She groaned, annoyed that he seemed in no hurry to continue. In her position, she could do little but bear it. She was entirely at his mercy.

“Cast aside all your previous worries and sins, for together, we are holy. We are worthy. We belong to God.” He squeezed at her ankles, right above the tops of her boots.

This served as another reminder that she was owned. She must serve him. She wanted to serve him.

She released a long breath, imbuing it with a feminine sigh of pleasure. This was where she wanted to be. At his mercy. For merciful, he was.

This was evidenced by the short time he left her to suffer before pulling back to give her his first thrust. He was slow at first, but he began to speed up, sensing her arousal. She wanted to tell him to use her, to abuse her, but, of course, she couldn’t.

She knew better than that, anyway. If the Father Superior was anything, he was measured in the way he treated her. He never gave her everything she wanted, but he also never gave her more than she could handle.

This only served to increase her love further. Eric never would have treated her this way, though perhaps some of that was because he didn’t understand rubber.

He understood pain, sure enough, but not the allure of the slick, shiny material. He didn’t understand when to slow down, when to stroke her, when to pause and let her feel.

Mark, though—he knew how to do all this, and more. He sped up and slowed down, based entirely on how much her body was trembling. It was probably more than just that, but he had told her darkly that he wasn’t willing to reveal all of his secrets to her.

Just as well. Taking away some of the mystique would also remove a lot of the allure, which both of them well knew. She didn’t push him about it too hard, just let him work his magic. She loved being treated like this by him.

Her back flexed as he slowed down, a rattling groan drawn from her mouth as she enjoyed the tingling pulses of pleasure that zapped through her body. Her breasts were becoming increasingly more sensitive as they ground against the padded surface of the horse, wanting to be touched, caressed.

Purpose built cutouts had been made in the straight jacket for just this kind of play, but with the way she was currently bound, there was no access. She grunted and pushed, trying to get more stimulation out of them, but they wobbled back and forth uselessly.

She couldn’t touch them, and she couldn’t move them far enough to increase the delicious friction because of the chain at her neck. There was no way to reach an orgasm that way. How frustrating.

That only made his thrusting even more important. It had a way of narrowing her focus, forcing her to wait patiently for each move he made. He was in complete control.

In a way, this was freeing, because she trusted him completely. He would do the right thing for her, always. What a wonderful way to exist. Trust in Mark, trust in God. Neither of them would ever betray her.

She gave herself to the pleasure, moaning continuously as he sped up. As she reached a peak, he slowed down. Every time her arousal fell, it reached a new plateau, ramping up to greater and greater heights. Eventually, she was going to fall over the edge, and both of them knew it.

In many cases, a man would finish first, then do his best to keep going until his woman could finish, too. That’s not the way Mark worked it. He would pause, take breaks, slow down when necessary to make sure he could stay in control.

He practiced sex like a musician. He knew exactly what to do and when to do it to keep both of them satisfied.

His moves were perfect, and it was driving her crazy. She took short, little breaths, grunting with every thrust. She was so close!

She wanted it, but intellectually, she knew this was only the beginning. There was no way her husband would grant her an orgasm this soon.

Sure enough, he eased up again, slowing down to a crawl. As she whined through her mask, he pulled out entirely, leaving her ass feeling barren and cold. Her muscles quivered, but the stimulation was gone. There was no way she would be able to achieve the final release she craved. Not like this.

She keenly felt the lack of his presence, tension appearing in her shoulders. She didn’t like being like this, but her irrational fears were starting to return.

What if he left her, bound like this? Alone, in this ball hood, unable to see the outside world?

She chewed on the gag in her mouth, annoyed at herself. Of course he wouldn’t do that! They had been working over a month to beat that into her thick skull.

That didn’t prevent the intrusive thoughts from returning, time after time. She groaned, resting her head against the pads as she made a noise of frustration. They still hadn’t managed to fix the problem, even though they had been working so hard at it!

She almost wanted to cry. As it was, she couldn’t be the perfect wife for him. She was defective.

A strong hand wrapped around her neck. “You’ve done well,” he rumbled, sounding pleased. “You lasted ten more minutes than last time. It might not seem like much, but there’s a definite improvement. I think, if we continue as we are, we’ll eventually get to a place where you can handle this indefinitely.”

Her eyes widened at the news. Of course. She had to keep reminding herself that the goal wasn’t to banish these depressing thoughts entirely. That might never be possible.

But, as long as she kept trying, she should be able to bear them without having them cause her to descend into a panic. She smiled, pleased with this thought.

That didn’t mean she wasn’t done for now, though. Her body was beginning to respond to the bad thoughts, and not in a good way. She was beginning to hyperventilate, feeling light headed.

The hand squeezed again. “Calmness,” he said strongly. “We’ll get through this. I will unchain you, and we’ll continue with a different training session.”

The rattling of a chain came from her neck, and suddenly she was free. She waited patiently for him to untie her hands, then she sat up, shuddering as she tried to calm her breathing. Meditation. That’s what she needed now.

She cast her thoughts through her memories, seeking out one of her favorite Psalms. Its brevity made it easy to remember.

“Praise the Lord, all you nations; extol Him, all you peoples. For great is His love towards us, and the faithfulness of the Lord endures forever. Praise the Lord.”

As the words flowed through her head, comfort rolled over her. Her inadequacies banished for the moment, she waited calmly for her husband to deflate the ball hood encompassing her head.

In the time it took for the air to escape and for the collar to be removed, she was calm again, waiting for him to take the next step. His hands rolled underneath the hood, pulling it up and out, the gag slipping out of her mouth.

Her face was hot and sweaty, and she blinked in the dim light of the training room. Her husband folded up the mask and set it aside in a tray for later cleaning. Retrieving a cloth, he began to wipe off her face, removing the excess sweat and saliva that had wet her chin.

She breathed deep and beamed at him. “That was the longest one yet! The progress we’ve made together has been amazing!”

He returned her smile, his visage hidden under a tight black rubber hood. The light shone in a patch on his forehead, shifting over the glossy surface of his bodysuit as he put the cloth away.

She admired his curves, salivating as she spotted his hard erection. The tip glistened with her juices, making her wish more than anything that it was back inside her.

She pressed her lips together, remembering their previous escapades. He had dressed up in an all-rubber suit, including an integrated rubber cock sheath that separated his balls from his body and forced his dick to stand out straight.

He then proceeded to fuck her until both of them had begged to stop. Despite how delicious it looked on the surface, there just wasn’t enough friction between them for it to be pleasurable. The sheath would slip over the surface of his dick, squeezing inside her with every push.

The bunching up sensation felt weird and unnatural, and they quickly tired of it, deciding that such things were far better off left to the imagination. He still dressed up in the outfit every so often to tease her, even if it wasn’t practical.

Right now, though, she needed him inside her. She squeezed her thighs together, waiting for him to return.

When he did, he reached out and grasped her under the shoulders, lifting her off the horse. He set her down carefully on the sheer heels of her ballet boots.

She wobbled for a few moments, internalizing her sense of balance. It was possible to walk in them, but it was difficult. She couldn’t claim to be an expert, but with the practice she had put in so far, she was quite capable of getting across the room if she desired.

The chain dangling between her ankles would make that more difficult, of course, and her husband knew this. Kneeling between her legs, he took it off, replacing it with a shorter length. Now, she’d have even more trouble getting away.

That wouldn’t be necessary, of course, but its jangling presence served to increase the sexual tension. She pressed the rubber balls containing her hands against her sides, curling them into fists.

Her heightened state of arousal was almost too much for her to handle, but she contained herself. She couldn’t fall to pieces in front of her husband. That would turn this training session into a complete farce.

Expression clouded, her lips formed a pout. She lifted her chest, showing off her oiled breasts. “I dislike being made to wait, you know!”

“It could be worse,” chuckled Mark. “You could be her.”

He pointed at the woman strapped to the bondage horse next to her, an electrical wand being played over her back. The woman squeaked as her shoulders shrugged, her ball head bouncing against the pads as the man attending her watched her reaction carefully.

Her face smoothed. The man had a point. The other woman had been strapped to the table when she had arrived, being put through her paces for far longer than she would have been able to bear.

With the way the man was treating her, she could be on track to become a Sister of Pain. The woman’s body was still a little pudgy, but they would correct that with the appropriate diet and exercise. Soon enough, her slender form would be slipping into a red latex habit, and she would look like all the others.

She should be thinking forward to the future as well. What kind of a nun did she want to be?

There was no way she’d join the Sisters of Quiet. The gaze of the twin white rubber sisters guarding the door made her shiver. They had returned with the rest of them when they had been recalled to the seminary, and neither of them had ever said a word to her. She still had no idea who was who, for any unique features remained hidden behind their blank rubber masks. Their devotion was admirable, but there was no way she’d take that kind of vow.

The Sisters of Pain were out, too. Although she rather enjoyed being on the receiving end, inflicting pain on others wasn’t really a part of her personality.

That significantly narrowed her choices, but there were still a few others to consider. The Sisters of Maintenance wore brown, and were in charge of logistics and administration. She couldn’t imagine doing their job, however. It seemed deathly boring, though there must be some sense of satisfaction they derived from a job well done.

Finally, the Sisters of Knowledge were pledged to devotion and learning, and they all wore black. From their ranks were chosen the Bound, the ultimate enforcers of the Book.

Did she want to be an arbiter of Justice? Did she think she was worthy of that role?

She shook her head, dismissing those depressing thoughts once more. They only served to bring her down, and nobody around her would say anything that nasty to her. Her worst critic, as always, was herself.

Besides, the Order had a vested interest in making sure their trainees found the proper fit. She had already undergone several psyche evaluations, and none of them had disqualified her from the program. That was one more affirmation that she had managed to overcome her past trauma. She didn’t need to be held back—she could look towards the future.

She sighed. There was no urgent need to decide which Sisterhood she would join, though she had some definite leanings. Once her training was complete, then she would choose. Very few rubber nuns needed extra help to figure out their path, as plenty of opportunity would be provided for her to talk to various working nuns before a final decision was required.

“What are you so worried about?” asked her husband, a sly expression in his eyes. “It’s almost as though you’ve forgotten the entire point of this exercise.”

She clenched her ass together, her toes curling. “I’ve forgotten nothing,” she said sharply. “What else are you planning for me?”

“Oh, there’s just one more thing,” he said airily, clasping his hands together. He nodded at the white rubber nuns, who both left the room in silence. “I’ve been thinking about this for some time, ever since I realized we wouldn’t be able to play any full bondage games for a while.”

“Mark!” she said, exasperated. “Stop being cagey, and tell me exactly what we’re going to do!”

Her husband remained calm, his eyebrows twitching. “Patience, my dear. Patience is a virtue.”

Clenching her teeth together, she clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth.

Mark chuckled, the creases at the corners of his eyes crinkling. “That just makes you sound like a chipmunk, you know. It’s not going to speed this up any.”

She gave him a glare. “At least it stops me from strangling you.”

He held up his hands and took a step back. “With that kind of aggression, I’m starting to think I might know which Sisterhood you’re thinking of joining.”

She braced herself against the bondage horse, her anger fading. “No, it’s just a bad habit.” She scowled as she realized how bad the pun she had just made was.

Mark lifted a hand over his mouth to hide a smile, his eyes sparkling. “Well then, it’s up to us to create some good ones.”

She smiled, unable to be annoyed when he was in such a good mood. Her feet were starting to hurt, though, so she hoped she wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

Fortunately, the twin rubber nuns were returning, rolling in a large wooden frame mounted to a rolling platform. A large, satin sheet had been flung over the top, hiding the contents from view.

She frowned, trying to guess what her husband might have gotten up to. With the resources at his command, it could be practically anything, but knowing him, it was probably both simple and diabolical at the same time.

The device was wheeled past the woman still bound to the wooden horse, her legs kicking as the young man spread them for better access. His rubber gloved hands played over her wet pussy, stroking her as he used a vibrator to edge her properly.

He glanced up at Ruby, giving her a grave nod. She smiled back at him and waved. From the collar on his rubber bodysuit, it was evident that he was a junior priest, but he clearly knew his business. The woman on the horse had gone rigid, reduced to making small squeals of pleasure.

Nothing unusual about that. She glanced away, sensing a new tension building in the air. A palpable excitement grew as the white rubber nuns stopped the device and dropped its legs to hold it in place.

Their white rubber masks hid any expression on their faces, but she could tell from the rigidity of their bodies that they were excited, too. That didn’t bode well for her.

The one on the left raised her arms, while the other grabbed hold of the sheet, tugging on it with sudden force. The sheet billowed up and outwards, drifting silently towards the floor, revealing a gigantic, round wooden wheel. A large cross had been painted in the center, with an outline where a person’s body would go.

She expelled her breath in a gasp of disbelief. “It’s a gigantic… dart board?”

Her husband doubled over in laughter unbecoming a priest of his stature. “A dart board?” he wheezed. “Do you really think I’m going to throw sharp objects at you? What am I, a magician?”

Her irritation began to return, but she could tell he was trying hard to regain his composure. “What is it, then?” she asked sharply, trying to break the strange mood.

Mark bobbed his head, marching up to the large, round wooden frame. He lifted an arm, pointing out its salient features.

“Here we have a molded headrest with foam inserts, along with appropriate notches to secure the victim’s hands and feet,” he said, staring knowingly at her.

She folded her arms, feeling skeptical. “So you’re going to strap me in and spin me around?” She shifted her gaze. “What is the outside dial on this thing for?”

There were various sections, painted different colors. As the wheel was spun, a pointer at the top in the shape of a chevron would click through metallic bars until it ran out of momentum. She was most interested in what would happen then.

He looked a little strained, as if he had lost a little of his earlier confidence. “I know it looks a bit hokey, as if this is some kind of a gameshow. I promise you there’s no hidden cameras, and the goal is not humiliation. It’s just a fun, simple game. You get on the wheel, I spin it, then based on where you land, a reward or a punishment is given. It’s entirely by chance.”

She frowned. “Yes, but you chose the rewards, punishments, and the rate of return on both. The game is almost certainly rigged for your amusement.”

He pressed his hands together in a prayer pose. “I promise you, this will be fun for us both.”

She was beginning to waver, but she knew this was her only opportunity to negotiate.

She narrowed her eyes. “I need something more. What else am I going to get for playing your little game?”

“Why, isn’t it obvious? I’m going to finish you off.” He gave her a little leer.

She squeezed her thighs together to hide her sudden arousal. She didn’t want him to know how close he was to closing the deal. Maybe she could extract something else from him?

She pursed her lips. “Very well, but I get to choose and implement the next two games, and you get to deal with all the daily chores for the next two weeks.”

He stared off into the distance, considering her offer. “One week, one game. You have written finals to study for, and I won’t be responsible if you fail to get top marks.”

She groaned, stretching her legs. “You win, of course. Fine, let’s see what you have up your sleeves. It had better not be too painful.”

He approached her and held out an arm, which she took gratefully. She probably could have made it on her own, but it would be foolish of her to refuse his support. They should support each other. That’s what being married was all about!

Taking careful steps, she made her way over to the platform, his hand tightening on her shoulder as she moved upwards. Turning around delicately, she pressed her body against the backing board.

She raised an eyebrow as the twin rubber nuns approached, their glossy white masks making them look like robots. They bore a mess of straps in their hands, held together by dangling stainless steel rings. It was a harness. Of course.

The attachment points would be necessary to hook her up to the board, otherwise she might fall on her head when the wheel was spun. She took a step forward and held out her hands, feeling impatient. With every passing moment, she was getting cooler down below. The intensity of the earlier pleasure was long gone, and she was keenly feeling the lack.

The twin nuns draped the straps over her arms, moving around behind her to secure them properly. She grunted as a metal ring was cinched into place at the small of her back, the thick leather tightening around her upper arms. This was connected to a similarly sized belt running around her waist, metallic rings dangling from the middle for easy attachment.

Finished with her, the twin nuns backed up, waiting impassively. Nonplussed, she waved her ball hands in the air as she looked at her husband with a questioning glance.

She could tell he was having a hard time hiding a grin, which rather amused her. Lips quivering, he stepped onto the platform in front of her. “You look ravishing,” he murmured.

“That hardly matters since I’m not getting ravished,” she complained, looking down as he wrapped his solid hands around her waist.

She stiffened as he lifted her up and back, pressing her against the circular board. The bottom of her boots skittered across twin footboards, which were rather thinner than she would have liked.

This didn’t matter too much, as the white rubber nuns quickly stepped in to hold her in place, giving her husband time to kneel and chain her ankles to eyelets mounted on the surface of the board.

He then moved up her body, attaching her belt and her back to the wall. The rubber nuns stepped away, and he pressed his body against hers. “You look stunning, mounted up there,” he whispered, his face looming close.

She could see a faint hint of brown on his strong chin where he had shaved earlier. He had removed his rubber hood, revealing the shock of brown hair that always enticed her fingers to stroke it. She breathed in slowly, smelling her husband’s sweat mixed with rubber. It was a heady brew.

The rubber nuns grabbed her hands on both sides and pulled them up against the wooden wheel, chaining them in place.

She closed her eyes as he pressed his lips against her forehead. “A greater love,” she murmured, trailing off.

He gently brushed a wisp of hair away from her forehead. “That’s generally said right before performing some form of stupid self sacrifice,” rumbled Mark. “I do hope you’re not considering anything that crazy.”

She shot him a vibrant grin. “Absolutely not, as long as my husband is careful to stay within my limits.”

He threw up his hands. “There comes the deflection! Very well, I’ll do my level best to read your mind.”

He stepped to one side, wrapping his hand around the wheel. “Now, hold on tight,” he said, smirking. “I’ll give the bondage wheel a spin, and when she stops, I’ll read out the consequences. Some are sweet, while others are sour. However!”

He turned to Ruby, resting a hand over the cross embossed on his bodysuit. “Don’t let it be said that I am not a merciful man. Mistakes should be punished, but then they must be forgiven. As such, once you learn of your ‘mistake,’ you will be given an opportunity to call on a friend.”

His smirk deepened. “The only problem, of course, is that I’m not going to tell you what that friend can do for you. It might help, it might hinder you. Either way, it’s sure to be pleasurable. Now, let’s begin!”

Arm rigid, his shoulder jerked as he imparted a spin on the wheel. She swallowed and groaned as the world spun dizzily around her. He was definitely going to pay for this, and perhaps right soon if her stomach wouldn’t settle!

Her weight jerked against the belt, making her fear for a moment that her body was going to slip free, her head crashing against the platform. Instead, the harness held her tight, her torso flexing against the restraints as they took up her weight.

Gritting her teeth, she tried her best to keep her breakfast from spewing all over the floor. Fortunately, the wheel didn’t retain a lot of momentum, and it began to slow down before making a second revolution.

The clicking sound of the pointer above her head brought the game back into focus. When it stopped, she would soon find out what her husband had planned for her!

From the short time she had spent with him, she had discovered that he wasn’t particularly sadistic or cruel, but he was rather creative.

Click, click, click. She came to a halt, turned slightly askew.

Dizzy, she pressed her head against the board, not particularly caring what came next. That had been quite horrid enough, thank you!

Her husband held up a red card, reading off the fine print. “Symbolizing true love, passion, and pain, let’s start out with a few hits from the flogger, just to whet your appetite.”

He backed away. “And, of course, who could deny the lovely lady from the Sisters of Pain her fun?”

Ruby stiffened. She should have expected this. The Father Superior was an expert at delegating.

The door to the room swung open, revealing the polished rubber habit of a familiar nun. Her breast cups shone red as she stalked towards the wheel, the tangled leather strips of her flogger dangling towards the floor.

This was all meant to be intimidating, she was certain. She recognized the structure of the woman’s face under her hood, her distinctive blonde hair twisted up through a rubber tube at the top.

“Sister Robin, I presume,” she said lazily, sagging in her restraints. “I reassure you, I’m not going anywhere this time.”

The woman chuckled, shifting her weight with a practiced sway of her hips, her long boots making her legs look like steeples. She lifted the flogger, running the length of the leather strips through her left hand. “If I recall correctly, I let you leave last time. Now, I have you all to myself, and there’s no reason to let you go.”

Ruby grimaced. “You could just give me a slap on the wrist.”

Sister Robin flicked the flogger through the air, making the strands of leather jump. “Where is the fun in that? I’m looking forward to making you dance.” She glanced at Father Mark, who was watching the two of them with a concerned expression. “In a limited fashion. I must abide by the rules of this game.”

Ruby arched an eyebrow. “Let’s get this over with, then.”

The red rubber nun’s shoulders raised. “Very well. If you recall the first time we met? I have a few questions to ask. If you answer them correctly, I will withhold some of my blows.”

She flicked her wrist. “First, however, a taste of what I can do.”

Her arm descended, quick as a flash. The ends of the flogger cracked through the air, the tip of the leather strands caressing the fleshy part of her thigh. She flinched, biting her lip, but it wasn’t as painful as she had thought it would be.

This was her first time being flogged by Sister Robin, and it was clear the other woman was a master. Her blows stung, but didn’t leave behind welts. With this method, she could tease her victim as long as she liked without forcing a rest.

No doubt she could cause real pain if she wished to, but that wasn’t necessary here. The heated lashes were warming her up without causing excessive pain. She had to admit to herself that she was rather enjoying this.

The leather strips worked up her sides, landing on the thick latex covering her belly. They then whipped upwards, tickling the bottoms of her breasts. She hissed, her body jolting as her nipples tingled.

How confusing. This really shouldn’t be happening. Why was she becoming aroused?

This must be a secret technique of the Sisters of Pain. She twisted her lips and held her breathing at bay. If she was going to overcome this, she would need to draw on her training.

She stared at the Sister, seeking out the quiet core within herself. She whispered a few verses in her mind, and her body began to respond.

She was a house built on the rock. She had a solid foundation. The sand may churn and fall away, but she would remain. Her trust in God was absolute.

The tenor of the Sister’s blows changed. They tickled more, burned less. A smile graced her face. “Very good. Few are able to take this punishment without giving in, at least once.”

Her blows stopped and she cocked her wrist, the leather flogger dangling lazily in her hand. “Now, answer me this question: What do we owe our heavenly Father for all His goodness?”

Ruby nodded, feeling as though she was on firmer ground. Her belly had settled, too. Everything was fine. She would make it through this trial without worry.

“It is our duty to thank, praise, serve and obey Him,” she replied without pause. “And to be good stewards of His creation.”

“Very good,” nodded the Sister. She turned, walking to her right.

Tension thrummed in the air, but she remained calm. She was a rock. Her foundation was secure.

The hilt of the flogger pressed into her side. “Why did Christ humble himself before humans? Surely, as the perfect man, he could have done anything he liked. There was no need for him to be laid low and put upon the cross.”

She couldn’t help the grin that grew upon her cheeks. This was easy.

“He voluntarily humbled himself in order to redeem me, a lost and condemned person. He has, indeed, redeemed me, from all sins, death, and from the power of the devil by taking my guilt and punishment upon Himself. There was no other way to secure our souls for God.”

“Hmm,” murmured Sister Robin, taking the crop away. She turned back to Father Mark, giving him a short bow. “I have examined the candidate, and have found her pure of heart. You may proceed with my blessing.”

Her husband made the sign of the cross over his chest. “Very well,” he said, sounding pleased. “It is well and good that one’s heart is examined before God,” he intoned, stepping back up to the wheel.

He took hold of it and gave it another spin before Ruby could react. The dizzy spinning was almost enough to distract her from the ritualized nature of their conversation. The undercurrent was obvious. There was something more going on here than she had originally thought. This wasn’t just a game.

Oh, but it might as well be. The second go around was worse than the first, her chest flipping as the wheel clicked to a stop.

She wheezed, struggling in her restraints. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to throw up,” she warned.

Her husband wasn’t paying attention to her, holding up a white card. “White is for purity, innocence, and silence,” he announced.

The white rubber nuns who were standing near the rear of the room appeared to perk up, their masks shimmering. Father Mark turned to them, waving the card in the air. “Do as thou will,” he announced. “The next phase is upon us.”

Ruby gulped. Maybe now would be the right time to call in a friend?

No, that would be premature when she didn’t even know what they intended.

She watched the two nuns warily as they disappeared around behind the bondage wheel. When they returned, she stiffened, a cold sweat settling around her neck.

Each of them bore a tiny silver clamp, in the shape of a cross. From their bottoms dangled small lead weights. She knew instantly where these were going, and she wanted no part of it.

She shook her head, trembling. This was going to be far worse than being worked over by Sister Robin, and she knew it.

“The Lord is my shepherd,” she whispered to herself, clenching her hands inside the ball mitts. The aching pain in her shoulders would be nothing compared to what she was about to experience.

Her body jiggled as the nuns touched her, their hands stroking the bottom of her breasts. Normally, this would have been rather erotic, but as they weren’t her husband, she felt nothing but discomfort.

Especially since this was only a prelude to what came next. She hissed as they worked their way to her nipples, the center of the clamps being squeezed over her sensitive flesh. She bit her lip, watching the nuns twisting the metal screws on the horizontal beams of the crosses.

At first, there was little sensation, but the pain increased as they bit into her flesh, fastened in place. Soon, she could do nothing but press her head against the wheel, feeling the sharp aching sensations coming from her pinched nipples.

As the nuns let go of the weights, the tips of her breasts drooped towards the ground. This did increase the pain, but not by much.

As her body accommodated their presence, the pinprick acuteness began to fade into a dull ache. This was a slight relief, but she knew this was only a prelude. When he spun that wheel again, she might go out of her mind!

No, she would and could hold it together. This was nothing compared to what the Romans inflicted upon Jesus all those years ago. Pain was temporary. She might be helpless, but she would survive this without a mark. She could tough it out.

That didn’t mean this was going to be pleasant. She sighed, wincing as her chest heaved, the metal weights dancing as her chest flexed. She would have to be more careful if she wished to avoid punishing herself.

She glanced at her husband. He was next to the wheel, looking very pleased with himself. Her mind drifted as she thought back to the lifeline her husband had teased earlier. Should she call on that friend?

Not just yet. What they had done to her so far wasn’t that unbearable.

“It is well and good that you bear this pain,” intoned her husband. “It is a bare fraction of what He endured on the cross, to save us from our sins.”

He lifted his hand. “The trial of pain has been completed. Witness her forbearance.”

“She is witnessed,” said Sister Robin in a strong voice, pacing in front of her. The twin white rubber nuns bowed in acknowledgement.

Suddenly, she was very confused. This had the cadence of a ritual, yet she wasn’t aware of any that were performed like this. This was still a game, surely? Or… was it something else?

Before she could follow this line of thought any further, her husband seized the wheel and gave it a pull, the world spinning around her. The dizziness was bad enough, but now she had the nipple clamps to contend with as well.

The lead weights spun, gravity keeping them pointed at the ground. They tugged at her breasts, increasing the pain until she cried out, a burst of nausea rattling through her skull.

Her throat compressed and she wheezed, a small amount of bile rising into her throat. This irritated everything further, and she coughed again.

Dizzy, she swallowed and burped, trying to calm herself. It was of little use—her body was rebelling, and she had little left to give.

The wheel came to a stop with her suspended sideways. The nuns stepped in and turned it slowly until she was upright again.

A hand pressed against her chest, both her husband and the nuns watching her carefully. Their demeanor calmed her. If it was too much, they would surely take her down and get help.

Shaking, she cleared her throat as the muscle spasms subsided. It was still feeling ticklish, but the worst of it was over. If that happened again, however, there wouldn’t be anything anyone could do. She was simply going to be sick all over everything, and it would be their fault.

Father Mark was holding up another card. This time it was purple, the color of royalty. “With admiration and tradition comes loyalty to the word of God,” he proclaimed. “Can you prove your worth, even when your body disobeys?”

When the rubber nuns came back, they were sporting inflatable dildos and gags, the tips listening with lubricant. From this angle, they didn’t look too large, but when the solid rubber plugs were inflated, she’d be filled to the brim. This was where she had to draw the line.

“I’m calling in a friend,” she said quickly, squeezing her thighs together in consternation.

The rubber nuns paused, waiting patiently as Father Mark turned to the bound woman, whose privates were still being teased by the priest attending her. The man straightened and nodded, clicking off his vibrator and tucking it into his belt.

He proceeded to work on deflating the woman’s mask, while Father Mark joined him to remove the restraints binding her to the wooden horse. Ruby frowned, truly out of it now. Was that her friend? Who was hiding under the rubber mask?

It wouldn’t take long to find out. The two priests were wasting no time in removing the restraints, helping the woman to her feet. Instead of wearing boots, her feet were covered with form fitting rubber stockings that had individual sections for each toe.

Air hissed out of her ball hood, the acrylic eyepieces settling against her nose. She breathed in deeply, her hands resting against her rounded sides with poise.

The priests grabbed the bottom of her hood, pulling it over her head. Light brown hair spilled out, curling around her plump face.

She stared at the woman for a few moments before realizing who she was. Gasping with surprise, she gave her an astonished look. “What is she doing here? Why is she being trained like me?”

“She’s a nun candidate,” said the unknown priest sharply. “Her training is going quite well, actually.”

Beth gave her a sunny smile, her cheeks a rosy red. “I’m having so much fun!” she exclaimed, her thighs wet. “They bind me up in various positions and edge me for hours. This is what I’ve always wished for!”

A strange thrumming hissed in her head. “You’re going to be a nun, too?”

“That’s right!” she confirmed, dipping her head. “I’m currently leaning towards taking up the brown. I’ve always felt rather motherly, and I never liked the idea of embracing the purity of silence, despite how much my children have urged me to give it a try.”

Her head wavered. “Your… children?”


The twin white rubber nuns moved in behind Beth, flanking her on both sides. Their white masks shifted as their brilliant red lips grew into large smiles.

Her mind began to race. The clues were all there, she had simply failed to put them together.

“Tali and Bali. They’re the children you talked about earlier! How could I have been so blind?”

“There are those who have eyes and see not; possess ears and hear not,” said Beth blandly. “However, in this case, I don’t blame you. You have not been formally introduced.”

She raised her arms, wrapping her black rubber ball mitts around their waists. “These are my daughters, whom I love dearly.”

Their white rubber outfits creased as the twins turned into her hug, wrapping their hands around her back and giving her a squeeze.

She squeezed back before letting them go, holding out her arms. The twins undid the straps around her wrists, pulling off the ball mitts.

“Now, I believe you wanted my help?” she asked, flexing her wrinkled fingers.

Ruby looked at her husband. “Yes, I did ask for it. So, how can she intercede on my behalf?”

Her husband grinned. “It’s quite simple, really. She gets to apply the plugs instead of her daughters.”

She sagged in her restraints. “It was always going to be this way, wasn’t it?”

“Of course,” he said, dropping a hand to his side. “But let’s continue with the questioning before she applies a gag, shall we?”

“Very well, if we must,” she said, feeling a bit wrung out. At least it didn’t look like he was interested in spinning the wheel again.

“What does God require of us in the Sixth commandment?” he asked, shuffling the cards in his hands.

She blinked, casting back through her memory. She always got the numbers mixed up, but this one burned in her mind. Of course.

“You shall not commit adultery. Married people should love, honor, and respect each other. The wife is the husband’s God given helper, and the husband is the wife’s God given head. The wife’s body does not belong to her alone, but also to her husband. In the same way, the husband’s body does not belong to him alone, but also to his wife.”

This was what she had been missing with Eric. They had been together, but neither of them had truly belonged to each other. That sense of two being one.

They were always fighting each other, not supporting each other. Although on the surface it had appeared as though Eric’s goals and hers aligned, the truth was that he had wanted something that couldn’t exist. They never knew each other.

She smiled at her husband, feeling a little dazed. It was true that they didn’t fully know each other, either, but they were both helping each other to understand. With each passing day, they grew closer.

Some of this was due to the honeymoon effect, of course. It wouldn’t last. In a year or two, the hard work would begin.

As long as they trusted in each other and God, they would get through this. Her faith was absolute.

This certainty took a little dive when Beth crouched in front of her, the end of the greased dildo jutting from her hand. She kept her gaze locked on her husband as the bulbous tip was pushed into her wet pussy.

Beth kept it inside with one hand, inflating the bulb with the other. Ruby jerked, sighing as the sensations began to overcome her.

She would have to hold it all in. For him.

She had to confess that her resolve was more than a little shaky. The edging her husband had performed on her earlier had left her far more aroused than she had thought. The extra little friction of the dildo jiggling about was tugging at places that really wanted to let go.

Before she could ask for a break, her husband was there, pressing his rubbery body up against hers. She gasped, biting her lip as she noticed the deflated end of the butterfly gag he was holding in his right hand.

She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Once that was in place, she wouldn’t be saying anything.

She screwed up her eyes, her chest flipping over. “This was more than just a game, wasn’t it?” she asked, whispering to him.

He brought the end of the gag in close, placing his lips next to her ear. “Yes,” he chuckled. “This was your final exam. You’ve passed it, as I knew you would. Congratulations, initiate. You’re now a full rubber nun, with all the privileges and responsibilities thereof.”

As her mouth gaped open in astonishment, he crammed the gag inside, efficiently wrapping the attached rubber strips around the back of her head to buckle it into position.

She glared at him, grunting indignantly as the pump ball at the end of the tube flailed about on her chest. Grinning at her, he took hold of it, giving it a long, drawn out squeeze.

The gag unfolded inside her mouth, the two side pockets expanding into her cheeks. “I’m not joking with you,” he said, squeezing the bulb a second time. “I helped to modify the criteria for this exam, along with the help of the other nuns.

He nodded towards Sister Robin and the priest standing next to her. “I wanted to ensure that everything done here was correct. I brought them on board to avoid any allegations of favoritism. There was also oversight from the board of Elders, of course.”

She made a frustrated noise as Beth worked her below, jiggling her body. She immediately regretted this reaction, as the lead weights bobbed too, pulling hard at her nipples.

Letting go of the rubber bulb, he ran his hands under her breasts, tugging at them as he enjoyed himself. “Seeing you here in the palm of my hands is intoxicating,” he declared, kissing her on the cheek.

She tugged at her wrists, tilting her head back to expose her throat. She had never felt more vulnerable. She had never felt more owned. She had never felt more loved.

The mixture of feelings coalesced in her heart. It was too much. Her legs were trembling. She so badly wanted to melt into his arms and declare that she would never leave.

Beth turned the relief valve on the dildo in her pussy, slipping the wet mass free. “She is ready,” she intoned, backing away.

Her husband stepped in front of her, his body blocking her view of the others. “Then so shall it be,” he said in a strong voice, his hands settling on her shoulders. “Together, we shall be more than we were apart. Praise be to the Glory of God in the highest. His blessings shall flow to His people here on Earth below.”

She wanted to say something, but her mouth was crammed full. It was okay. She didn’t need to make a noise. God knew her heart.

Her husband slipped inside her, grunting as her thighs clenched around his length. Bound as she was, she couldn’t help him, her legs feeling like bricks against the backing board.

This didn’t seem to lessen her husband’s ardor. He bent his legs, thrusting with regularity.

This was different. He wasn’t trying to edge her now. She could finally allow herself to give in to the sea of lust coating her thoughts.

It wasn’t the best sex she had ever experienced. Their current position was awkward, providing no way for them to work together to increase the speed.

She compensated for this by leaning into the erotic thoughts that assailed her mind. She was bound, at his mercy, his rubber slut.

The thought increased the weakness in her knees, and she sagged further, placing more strain on her arms. It didn’t matter—she was rapidly reaching climax, her pain floating away as she rose above the sea of lust below, buoyed aloft by her arousal.

The instant of her orgasm etched itself onto her mind, a culmination of her past, present, and future. She had overcome. She had succeeded.

Praise be to God!


Author’s Notes

This time, in a return to the Rubber Order universe, there is significantly more drama, and quite a bit less direct sex. This was necessary to fit the narrative idea that I wished to explore this time around—abuse.

It’s a hard topic to address, yet we know that in any organization that becomes sufficiently large, humans being who they are, someone, sooner or later, will try to take advantage of the system. The question then becomes—how good is the system at handling these people?

That is the idea I wished to explore here. What if a Father loses his way and becomes an abuser? How will the system react?

I oversimplified reality for the sake of drama here, as all too often large organizations will cover up the wrongdoings of the people in power. Here, however, that’s not the case. Those who failed to punish the sins of their colleagues would be just as guilty in the Order’s eyes.

Of course, it’s convenient to package everything up in a nice little bow at the end of the story. Real life is messy, and I do hope those who deserve justice will see it in this life. If not, it will surely be done, in the end.
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