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UNDER HER SINFUL VEIL

A VERY SHORT EXCERPT

Sister Hope’s arms slid down the back of my slip dress, gave me a final peck, then pushed me towards the altar. Within the alcove, a statue of Jesus hung from a cross, the paint chipped and cracked. We made our way to the sanctuary and stood on the red carpet. The moment seemed sacred. Surreal.

Sister Hope made me lie down and rest my head back against the wall of the altar. Then she straddled me and peered at me curiously. Even our silent breaths seemed to echo in the chapel.

“Why? What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Sorry, Sister,” I said, swallowing hard. “It’s just...it’s strange being here. And even stranger seeing you like this. Without the veil and all the rest of it. I love your hair. I’ve never seen anyone with such long hair!”

My fingers had a life of their own as they crept towards her locks. Sister Hope’s eyes fluttered closed as I stroked them, all the way down to where they spilled on the floor.

“Enough.”

I instantly took my hand back.

“Have you ever performed fellatio?”

“N-no!” I was mortified. “Of course not.”

“Would you like to?”

“Y-yes, sure...”

I wasn’t sure where she was going with this. When she told me she was going to teach me how to please her, I thought she’d been talking about eating her out or giving her a massage or something. But blowjobs?

Before I could say anything else, Sister Hope’s fingers had slipped into my mouth. She told me to suck hard. I wanted to be a good girl, so I did. I sucked and licked and slurped. I wasn’t sure why it felt so sexy to pretend to be a girl like this. I felt so fucking desired. So fucking helpless. And all of it was so new...so terrifyingly foreign to me that I wasn’t even sure if it was right or wrong to like it…


UNDER HER SINFUL VEIL




CHAPTER 1

I never thought I’d be homeless at twenty-one, but here I was.

Jeff stood, arms crossed, watching me as I taped up my last box. The late-September wind rattled the thin windows as I took one last look at my cramped apartment—well, it wasn’t mine anymore, and it wasn’t really an apartment either. It was a 20-by-20 feet space with a mold-stained bathroom fitted with a rusting tub, but I’d been calling it my home for four years.

I turned to face the door and took my last steps across the red blemished carpet. Jeff looked emotionless as he rested one elbow against the dolly sitting in the hallway. His bear-like arm reached out expectantly.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out the keys, dropping them inside his open palm.

“Is there anything else you need before I leave?” I asked. “Uh, other than the keys, I mean?”

“Nah, you’re good,” Jeff said gruffly. “I’ve got cleaners coming in a few minutes.” He looked down at my two boxes. “Is that all you’ve got? You’re not going to come back again for your stuff, are you? The new tenant will be moving in this evening.”

“All the good stuff’s in here,” I said, patting the top of one of the boxes fondly. I looked around me, then shrugged and said, “Well, that’s all of it,” I said. “Thanks for everything. Tell Maria I said goodbye.”

Jeff nodded.

“How is she doing?”

“‘Bout the same,” he said with a polite smile. “The docs just want her to stay as comfortable as possible really. The treatment looks promising, though.”

“I’m glad. I really hope she gets better.”

A polite nod. “Don’t forget to return the dolly. See you.”

See you. I wondered if he was joking. I started to wheel the dolly down the hallway towards the elevator. Behind me, there was a clink as Jeff locked my front doors, then his heavy steps echoed through the walls as he accessed the entrance to the stairwell. I wondered who’d move in next. With the state of the place, it had to be another poor friendless soul who had no choice but to make it their home.

After loading the boxes into my car, I wheeled the empty dolly back into the garage. I slipped into the driver’s seat and sent off a quick text to Jeff, letting him know I’d done as he’d asked. I sat there for a long time, staring at the street ahead, feeling lost and just a little sorry for myself. When the pity party was done with, I cranked the engine and headed downtown in search of a parking lot.

It wasn’t a good time to be out here. It was too early for anyone else to be on the roads except for the homeless people huddled in tattered blankets, trying to sleep in the cold pavements or against store windows, their faces drawn tight with exhaustion. Seeing them made my stomach lurch with worry.

That could be me. Soon. If I don’t do something drastic.

After an hour of mostly senseless driving, not being able to make up my mind, the neon lights of a 24-hour diner flashed into view. Happy Diner, the signage read, with a big yellow smiley face blinking out at the road. The parking lot was fairly big and dotted with water splotches that reflected the lights in garish colors. Apart from a few vehicles, the only other sign of life seemed to be a mangy stray cat licking itself by a trash can.

I pulled in and parked towards the back and shivered. I hadn’t had a proper night’s sleep in over thirty-six hours and it didn’t look like tonight was going to be any different. Too scared to go to the backseat in case I needed to pull away at a moment’s notice, I reclined my seat just a little bit, warmed my hands up with my breath, brought the collar of my jacket up to my ears, and tried to get some sleep.

***

The reality of living in a car hit harder than I’d expected. That first night was unforgivably cold and uncomfortable, and the fear of someone finding me and kicking me out—or worse, slapping me with a fine—kept the fire of anxiety lit under my ass. The next morning I drove around, snuck into a local gym for a quick shower, then found a thrift store and spent more than I should for a blanket. With no money left over for food, I stuffed my face with the chips and protein bars I’d packed up.

The second night felt even harder. Colder. Rougher. Lonelier. I’d decided I could stay at the diner for a week before it was time to pack up and go out in search of another parking lot.

The third day I woke up feeling ill. That’s it, I thought. No more expired protein bars.

I needed hot food.

I was just about to climb out of my car when another one came in and attempted to park next to me. The car was in an even worse condition than mine. Its windshield was broken and the lower half of its body was caked with dirt and grime. It seemed to wheeze like a dying cat as the engine slowly puttered out and came to a stop. I watched as an old man hobbled out and leaned against the front fender, with had a giant dent in it. He gazed longingly in the direction of the diner.

Was he homeless too? Or having trouble with his car? Either way, he didn’t look too good. I watched as he began to button up his coat, though his twitching fingers wouldn’t let him, and I noticed half of the buttons were missing anyway.

I stared down at my brand new blanket.

“Hi there,” I said, walking up to him while trying not to shiver too much. “You look like you need this.” I raised the blanket towards him. “Don’t worry, it’s pretty new. And I can get a new one.”

The old man shook his head and frowned.

Oh shit, I thought. Maybe the guy isn’t homeless and I just insulted him...

“It’s just cold, that’s all,” I added quickly. “I know what it’s like.”

The old man chuckled, then seemed to second-guess himself. He snatched the blanket from me and threw it over his shoulders. “I like looking at the sky before the sun wakes up,” he said, his eyes up at the clouds.

I nodded, but now I was worried he might be senile. I gestured to his car. “You should probably get inside. It’s freezing today.”

“Well, aren’t you a ray of sunshine?” he said, chuckling again. “You’re a good lad.” He looked me over with curious eyes. “How ‘bout a cup of coffee?”

I shook my head. I knew I didn’t want to waste the few dollars I had on coffee.

“On me,” the old man added.

I raised a brow. I wasn’t prepared to turn down a free cup of anything.

“Are you sure?” I asked. It felt like stealing, especially if he was senile like I suspected.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he said sternly, shrugging his newly blanketed shoulders. “It’s the least I can do.”


CHAPTER 2

Inside the diner, the old man waved jovially at a busty blonde waitress behind the counter. She waved back.

“Isn’t she a looker?” he asked me, loud enough for her to hear. She caught his eye and winked.

As soon as we were seated, the same blonde waitress shimmied over and took our orders. “Lots of cream and sugar for the both of us,” the man said. “If there’s one thing I can’t stand it’s bitter coffee.” He gave another one of his throaty chuckles before turning to me. “How ‘bout some buttermilk pancakes too? With extra syrup?”

“Uh, sure,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound too desperate. The thought of having warm food in my belly was almost orgasmic.

It was exactly what I needed. I sipped on my coffee while I let the old man—who said his name was Stan—talk. I wasn’t the biggest fan of coffee, but I guess anything tasted good when you were hungry. Then the pancakes came, steaming hot and loaded with berries and syrup, and I was in heaven.

Stan continued talking, sharing tales that I wasn’t sure were being spun or recalled from memory. When our plates were empty, he topped up our order with two servings of chicken and waffles. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was, though I had the feeling it had less to do with me and more about him needing company.

“So...” Stan was watching me curiously over the rim of his cup, and I knew the question was coming. “A smart nice man like you, living out of his car. It doesn’t quite add up.”

“It’s a long story,” I said, staring down at my plate.

But I told him all of it. How I’d first lost my job in sales at Ricky’s, the home improvement store I’d worked at. The only silver lining had been my severance package, which included a lump sum of $2,000—good enough to get me by for at least a couple of months if I stretched it out well enough. But then came the rent increase—Jeff had cited rising prices and an old clause in the lease as his reason, even though he and Maria had always promised me a cap in rent hikes. But with two punches to the gut there was really nothing I could do. By then I’d applied to so many jobs I was at risk of developing RSI, and the money I’d once thought had been fairly generous had withered away into nothing.

“Colt.”

My head snapped up at my name.

Stan’s face had softened. “There’s a place that might help you. A convent.”

“Convent?” I asked, a little skeptical.

“Oh yes. The Sisters of St. Helen’s. I used to work there—how long has it been now?” Stan’s forehead wrinkled up even more as he thought hard. “Forty years ago. More than that, even. I worked as a groundskeeper there. Some of the best years of my life. They offer young folks like you some temporary shelter.”

“I’m not religious,” I said, cutting in.

Stan chuckled. “Do I look religious to you, son?” He took out a cigarette and lit it. “They don’t care what you believe in. At least they didn’t when I worked there, but by the time I left they’d elected a new Mother Superior who didn’t much like smoking. Funny that. Sister Agnes, she was called. She was the devil incarnate, that woman. Never let us rest for a single second.”

I laughed in spite of myself. Stan’s energy was infectious. “Um, thanks. I’ll think about it.”

“Winter’s going to be brutal, so I’d pay them a visit if I were you.” Stan scribbled down an address on a napkin and handed it to me. “And before you ask, yes, the convent’s still around.” He raised a bushy brow. “They’re by a beautiful lake. You can’t miss it.”

Later, I was sitting alone in my car with my laptop in hand, firing off yet another job application into the void when my thoughts returned to Stan. I couldn’t imagine staying at a convent. For one, I was a man. Nuns in convents don’t let men stay at their place, right? Two, I wasn’t religious at all, and I wasn’t sure how they’d respond to a heathen in their midst. I’d likely be out on my ass before I’d even taken off my shoes.

On the other hand...I was itching to get a good night’s sleep. On an actual bed, with an actual pillow under my head.

Without thinking, I typed in ‘Sisters of St. Helen’s’ into Google and pressed enter. Nothing relevant turned up. I added ‘Sister Agnes’ to the search and this time it led me to an article on some Christian news site. It was all about her contributions to the community and the convent, but there was no information about the shelter service. There was a picture, though, of Sister Agnes. I peered closely at the image. She was an older woman, the white cover underneath her nun’s veil pushed too far down to see her hair. Her face was sporting a big pair of spectacles and a severe smile. A shiver ran up my spine. Was she really the devil incarnate?

I slapped my laptop shut and placed it in the backseat. My gut told me not to bother. Besides, I barely had enough gas to get to the place, which was a few towns over. I sighed. The thought of spending another night in the car made me feel sick, but it would have to do.

I must have fallen asleep then without realizing it, because the next thing I knew, there was someone calling my name. I woke up. Panic shot through me as I saw my broken windshield, the glass scattered everywhere. There was a black-clad figure bent over the hood of my car. I screamed as claw-like arms clutched onto my T-shirt and dragged me out through the gap in the windshield, my butt crushing against more shards of glass.

“Colt...” the figure whispered. I saw the spectacles and that hideously stern smile and suddenly knew who it was. “Come to me. Come. We’re waiting...”

Her claws dug into my chest and ripped my T-shirt off me. I screamed again. Then she was unzipping my jeans and her pruney palms were roaming over my ass. I tried to kick her off but soon found I was paralyzed. A blast of wind hit me, and I felt so, so cold, but she was still whispering, telling me to come to her. My cock hardened as her hand found it and squeezed it, so tightly and desperately that it hurt...

I woke with a start, drenched in sweat. My hand was balled around my crotch through my still zipped-up jeans. I stared at my intact windshield.

What the hell had that been about?

The nightmarish face of Sister Agnes was still etched in my brain when I’d adjusted my seat and pressed on the accelerator. I wasn’t sure how I knew, but I felt it as deeply as I knew the Earth wasn’t flat: if I didn’t go visit that convent I’d be having the same dream every night.

It felt weird...like a calling. Or maybe even a premonition. I wasn’t superstitious.

But I couldn’t take any chances.


CHAPTER 3

The sun was casting orange rays across the sky by the time I reached the convent.

The convent itself hadn’t been on Google Maps, and for a long while I’d had a sinking feeling that old man Stanley had spun me a nice tale. The roads were twisted and rugged, and I was afraid my car would give out on me any second and I’d be stuck out here in the middle of nowhere. But as the sun set, I pulled onto a road lined with tall trees and thick brush, and then, almost out of nowhere, the water came into view. The lake—as big as the sea—shimmered before me, catching onto the sparse rays of light.

I drove a little further in, stopped my car by the roadside, and stepped out. There was the convent. It was like looking up at a page inside a history book. Stretching outwards to the right and the back of the building were the grounds, covered with grass, flowerbeds, and stone pathways. I could already see a trio of Sisters tending to a vegetable patch shaded under a large tree. Their faces were still and solemn, like statues.

I walked up to the entrance, where a plaque read ‘Sisters of St. Helen’s—Home of Our Lord’. Taking a deep breath, I pushed open the door and stepped inside, feeling weird that I was entering such a feminine space. There was no one in the foyer that greeted me. In fact the convent was so quiet it seemed empty of life. I stood in silence, afraid to take another step or even take another breath in case I made an offending sound.

Then I heard a door opening and softly clicking heels behind me. I turned around to face a short, fat nun staring at me.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Uh…” My mind had gone blank. “I’m looking for the Mother Superior.”

“And who are you?”

“I…I’m Colt. Actually, I’m here to ask about your shelter services.”

“Oh, we don’t do that anymore, I’m afraid,” the nun said. She wrinkled her nose at me, as if waiting for me to leave.

I knew it had been too good to be true. I turned to head back out the door. The thought of going back to my musty and now stinking car made me feel sick all over again. Then I stopped short. My car wasn’t going to survive a return journey—heck, it was running on fumes at this point and wasn’t going to be able to support any journey at all.

I took a deep breath and turned back around. The fat nun had her hand hovering over the knob of a side door and was peering at me expectantly.

“I’m so sorry, but I just need somewhere to stay for the night. I’ll leave in the morning, I swear.” I paused, then with an additional burst of courage said, “Could…could I just see the Mother Superior?”

The nun took a good look at me. She could probably smell my desperation. Then she sighed. “Very well. If you’ll follow me.”

I wanted to collapse to the floor in relief.

The nun led me through a long hallway, the clip of her heels echoing eerily as she walked. The hallway opened onto a beautiful arched passageway with a garden in its center. We stepped through the passageway and into another hallway, where the nun stopped abruptly in front of a door. She knocked. No one answered.  She knocked again.

I realized I was starting to sweat. Could I really do this? If this short, fat nun scared me already, how could I face the Mother Superior? The nun who was literally the subject of my nightmares?

After the second knock, someone inside the room spoke up in a stern voice. “What is it, Sister?”

The fat nun flinched beside me. “I’m terribly sorry for disturbing you this late, Reverend Mother, but there’s a young man here to see you.”

A pause. When the Mother Superior spoke again, she sounded annoyed. “Come in.”

The nun opened the door as quietly as she could. A waft of incense, mingled with the scent of old library books and something sharp like shoe polish hit my nostrils. The Sister Agnes I saw in front of me looked perfectly like the picture I’d seen—if you aged it by thirty odd years. Now I could see how tall and thin she was, with razor-sharp features and skinny lips.

Mother Superior sat up even straighter in her chair and looked at me suspiciously. “And you are?”

I forced down a nervous gulp before I answered. I wasn’t as tired as I’d been before, and I knew exactly why that was. “Mother Superior, my name is Colt Sinclair. I drove over three hours to visit your convent. You might be wondering why.” Oh god, I’m going to ramble. “Well, there was this man. A man I met this morning—his name is Stanley, and he said he knows you, uh, knew you, I mean—he said you help out people looking for a temporary place to stay, and—”

“You’re mistaken,” Mother Superior interrupted. She turned her attention back down to the notebook she was writing in.

Panic and dread pounded up inside me. Was this all going to be for nothing?

“I know. I just heard the service was canceled. Guess my luck ran out, huh?” I said in the meekest tone I could muster. “I just…I don’t have a place to sleep for tonight.” I was rambling again, but I told her about how I’d ended up jobless and without a roof over my head, and the condition of my car. When I was done, I looked back at old nun again. She had the face of a woman who was used hearing so many sob stories she’d hit her empathy limit.

Just when I thought she was going to shoo me away like a stray cat, she put her pen down and pointed to the chair in front of her. “Have a seat. Sister Janet, please call in Sister Hope. I want her to assist me in this.”

The fat nun, who I hadn’t realized had been eavesdropping on our conversation, nodded gravely.

“Thank you so much,” I said lamely, though she hadn’t promised me anything. I sat down before I passed out.

Sister Janet closed the door behind us with the softest click.

“Are you a man of God, Mr. Sinclair?” the Mother Superior asked softly.

I blinked, not quite sure how to answer that. If I told her my Sundays involved jerking off in my bed rather than kneeling in front of a church pew, would she turn me down?

“I, uh, I’m not really a religious person,” I said, the words making my throat burn like a shot of cheap whisky.

Mother Superior’s mouth twitched scornfully. “I see.”

“But I do believe there’s something out there,” I added quickly. “A higher power if you will. I know I can’t just magically change overnight, but I’m totally open to learning and, uh, well, believing.”

The old nun gazed at me harshly, as if her wire-rimmed spectacles were X-raying through my head.

“You know, this convent has helped a lot of young men like yourself who have fallen on hard times,” she said. She crossed her bony fingers together and laid them over her book. “Look, I’m not a fool, Mr. Sinclair, so don’t take me for one. I know your…kind…have urges.”

Your kind?

“Sinful urges,” Mother Superior continued, her eyes almost sinking back into her face by her much she was frowning. “We ran into issues when we held young men in here—issues we had to deal with immediately or risk jeopardizing the sanctity of this convent. I understood then that we couldn’t have your kind running around the convent, causing trouble, putting our nuns in danger, making them feel uncomfortable and…exposed. You understand, don’t you?”

My heart sank.

“I promise you, I’m not that kind of person, Mother,” I said quietly. “Actually, with the kind of life I lead, I might as well be religious. I’m quiet. And uh, I don’t really do anything bad.”

“Then answer this, Mr. Sinclair. Do you masturbate?”

My mouth dropped open. The office suddenly went deadly silent.

Do you masturbate?

The question rang in my head twice before Mother Superior said in an irritated tone, “I’m waiting for an answer.”

“No.” The bold-faced lie had slipped out faster than I could get a hold of my tongue.

“No, you don’t…?”

“I mean, no, I don’t…masturbate,” I said, whooshing out that last word in a pained whisper. Hearing myself say it in such a sacred space had chills going down my spine.

“Hm.” Mother Superior rested her head back against the wall and played with the giant rosary hanging down her chest, which I noticed was fairly flat. She didn’t say anything. As the silence stretched on forever, bits and pieces from my dream rose before my eyes—the way she’d clutched onto my shirt, held me still, pushed me onto my back and…well…masturbated me. The dream seemed a little silly now—more the result of my sleep-deprived nerves than anything supernatural—but my heart began to thump a bit faster.

Mother Superior parted those skinny lips. “Are you telling me the truth, boy?”

This time, a nasty memory popped into my head. I was naked, legs splayed, softly jerking my stiffening cock as the sounds of coitus—sourced from four different porn videos stitched together in one window—blared through my earbuds. That had been just last week, and I’d been too anxious to jerk off since then. I remembered how good it had felt, my strokes going faster and faster as pressure swelled in my balls, until I exploded in one proud motion all over my sheets.

I shook my head, willing the memory to get out of my head.

“I...” I had to exhale very slowly before I answered. “Yes, Mother Superior. I would never lie to you.”

Her brows wrinkled as she studied my face for another agonizingly long moment. “Are you telling me, Mr. Colt Sinclair, that you’ve never had unholy thoughts about sins of the flesh?”

“Not really…I mean…I don’t think I’ve ever experienced any sexual desires.” I held back a cringe and crossed my fingers under the desk so that she’d believe me. “For all I know, I could be asexual.”

Holy shit. The lies! I wasn’t sure if it was the atmosphere of an interrogation room or the desperation to have a place to stay, but with the lies I’d just spewed out, I was pretty sure I was going to burn in Hell for all eternity.

There was a sudden knock on the door.

“Come in,” Mother Superior said.

The door opened and another nun entered the room. My breath caught in my throat. I never could’ve thought a covered-up nun could’ve been so...so gorgeous. From what I could see—and I could only see her face—she had an ethereal beauty, as if she’d just stepped out of a Renaissance painting. She was holding a sprig of what looked like freshly picked blue asters.

“Is everything alright, Reverend Mother?” she asked softly. Her face was slightly flushed as if she’d been running to answer Mother Superior’s call.

“Right on time, Sister Hope,” Mother Superior said.

She smiled and nodded, then moved gracefully across from me and took a seat in a chair next to Mother Superior. I couldn’t stop myself from staring unsubtly at her. Everything about her looked soft—soft eyes (as dark as her habit), soft skin, soft lips, soft curves moving underneath all that black fabric. She was extremely sexy.

“Our guest Mr. Colt Sinclair was just telling us about his lack of sinful urges,” Mother Superior said, nodding in my direction. She turned to Sister Hope. “Share your views on masturbation and sexual urges with our guest, Sister.”

Sister Hope tilted her head slightly as her eyes bore into me. “Well, in my opinion, Mr. Sinclair, sexual pleasure without the intention of procreation is a sin. A craving for pleasure is a natural instinct, but we must remember its purpose is to create a child. It is the only condition under which pleasure can be blessed by the Lord.” I thought she was going to stop there, but she kept going. “Masturbation is a sinful act and its evil can lead one to commit many other acts of sin. Only God’s love can guide us back onto the right path.”

A trickle of heat flowed down my body. Somehow, hearing her say the word ‘masturbation’ really did it for me.

“Mr. Sinclair?” Mother Superior was snapping her fingers in front of me. “Mr. Sinclair?”

“Oh, sorry! I just dazed out, didn’t I? Sorry, it’s just that I haven’t slept in over three days.” I shifted uncomfortably in my seat and avoided looking at Sister Hope, whose beauty was literally going to kill me if I wasn’t careful.

“Do you have any skills that would be of use to us, Mr. Sinclair?” Mother Superior asked.

I smiled. For the first time in a long time I didn’t feel completely useless. “Yes, Mother Superior. I’ve picked up a lot of skills through my old job. Gardening, plumbing, you name it. Anything your average handyman can do, I can do it too.”

“Good. We’re a little short-staffed at the moment so that will be very useful.” Mother Superior’s lips turned up slightly and her face puckered, like she wasn’t used to smiling. “Now, in normal circumstances, I wouldn’t dream of letting another young man into our convent. But given your…differences…I suppose I can make an exception.”

Their heads turned away from me then as they bent down and whispered in voices so low that I couldn’t make out a single word. For a fleeting second, I admired the contrast between the two nuns—one stern and weathered to the core, the other gentle, flourishing, and basking in her youth. One was a thorn and the other was a rose. Finally, Mother Superior nodded and Sister Hope flashed me a sexy smile.

“Mr. Sinclair, do you vow to obey our rules and refrain from engaging in sin for the next six months?” Sister Hope asked.

Six months with a guaranteed roof over my head? I hadn’t expected that.

“I do!” I blurted out, without really taking any time to process the question.

“Excellent,” Mother Superior said. “Sister Hope will be your guide, and I will be supervising you myself. She’ll show you to your room. I’ll draft up some duties for you, and you’ll get started first thing tomorrow morning.” She steepled her hands and gazed at me a little sternly. “And I’ll remind you once more that you’re in a holy place, Mr. Sinclair. We have strict rules and I will not hesitate to enforce them. If you break them, there will be consequences. It’s my responsibility to protect my Sisters from harm. Given that, I will be watching you closely.”

A flush snuck into my cheeks. I imagined Mother Superior catching me jerking off, but I shoved that thought away before my blush grew. It wasn’t like she could watch me go to the toilet. And I wasn’t planning to fuck anyone around here, in a house full of nuns. The risk of getting into any sort of trouble was practically zero.

“I promise I’ll be good.”

Mother Superior gave a curt nod and turned to Sister Hope. “Why don’t you accompany Mr. Sinclair and show him the facilities?”

Sister Hope stood up gracefully. “It’ll be my pleasure.”


CHAPTER 4

With the interrogation done, Sister Hope led me through arched doorways and gave me a short tour of the convent. I was exhausted and starving, and it felt strange to be treated like a real guest, but Sister Hope was able to make it all better. She moved like a floating doll—the only giveaway being the smart clacks of her heels as she rushed through the familiar corners of her home.

I couldn’t stop looking at her, but I tried my best not to stare. Her lips pouted naturally whenever she spoke was and her breasts, though she’d done her best to conceal them, were simply too big to be contained and forced themselves out of her habit, making the shape and size a little too obvious.

What a waste, I thought. What satanic forces had pushed this chick into becoming a nun and vowing herself into a life of chastity and boredom?

The tour, which had consisted of the cloister garden, library, chapel, the communal dining hall and bathrooms, ended in the basement, where, through yet another hallway, sat the men’s quarters. There seemed to be no one staying over other than me. Sister Hope led me to one of the rooms.

“This will be your sleeping room for the next six months,” she said.

The space was small and modest, but to me it looked like paradise. There was a small bed and a small table and a small crucifix on the wall. A bible lay on the bed, neatly centered, and a single candle stood on the desk on a brass holder. There were no windows.

Sister Hope waited until I hauled my boxes from the car into the room. When I was done I wanted to jump into that tiny bed and sleep for a thousand years, but right then my stomach grumbled. Loudly. I grabbed my stomach, wincing at the embarrassment.

Sister Hope smiled. “You need to eat. Come with me.”

We went back upstairs to the kitchen, where two women by the stove were stirring big pots of what looked like stew. Sister Hope ordered a bowl for me, then showed me where I could eat.

“I’ll leave you now,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Uh, aren’t you going to eat?”

Sister Hope smiled and shook her head. “I’ve already eaten. Enjoy your meal, Mr. Sinclair. God bless you.”

“God bless you,” I muttered as she floated away from the kitchen table and out the door.

***

After a healthy dinner and full belly, I went back down to the basement and had a great shower in the men’s bathroom. Then I settled into my new room. I felt clean, but most of all happy. So happy I wanted to jerk off. I slipped under the covers and cupped my flaccid cock. I thought of Sister Hope and tried to picture what her body looked like under all that cloth. I wondered if she was a virgin.

As if she was right there with me, her melodious voice began to hum at the back of my head.

Masturbation is a sin. SIN. SIN. SIN.

Guilt instantly flared up inside me and I tore my hand away from my cock. I looked around surreptitiously to check if there were any cameras. Of course there weren’t any—I was being stupid. Satisfied, I snuggled further in, spread my legs a little and started to stroke myself.

I don’t think I was even half a minute in before I fell asleep.

I woke up groggy in the middle of the night, taking a minute to mentally re-orientate myself. I wasn’t homeless anymore. I had real food to eat, and I had work to keep myself busy.

Life was good.

Just when I was about to fall asleep again, a small creak at the front of the room made my eyes flash open. I stifled the gasp that rose in my throat. Was that Sister Hope? Only half of her face was visible, but she was peeking into my room. I quickly shut my eyes, pretending to be asleep.

What the hell was she doing here?

Was this another one of my stupid dreams?

I cracked open my eyes a little. Yes, it was Sister Hope alright...and she was still standing there, looking at me. It was late in the night and I was pretty sure she wasn’t supposed to be here, in the men’s quarters. Did she come back in to check up on me? Well, she could see I was in bed—why wasn’t she leaving? As my heart started to thump inside my ribs, I closed my eyes again.

Then I heard a soft, hesitant clack.

Oh, shit.

I didn’t dare open my eyes again. I strained my ears and tried to slow down my breathing. Hopefully I looked like I was in deep sleep.

By the sound of her heels, Sister Hope was creeping towards my bed. Then there was silence, though I could feel her presence right next to me even if she wasn’t moving or saying anything. My heart rate went into a frenzy. Was she watching me sleep? It was gut-wrenching to have a beautiful nun like Sister Hope watch me sleep.

I felt a twitch in my groin. Horrified, I suppressed another gasp. I was growing a boner. My sheets were thin, almost see-through, and I couldn’t even get my hand out and cover myself change my sleeping position. I just lay there frozen.

Another soft clack, and then Sister Hope’s warm, honeyed breath was on my face. My cock hardened even more. Could she see it? My erection? My breaths quickened and I felt like all the air was getting squished out of my lungs.

Soft fingertips caressed my forehead and then ran themselves through my hair. I was in a trance. This had to be a dream. Yes. A sex dream after listening to Sister Hope and Mother Superior talk about coitus and masturbation. But those fingers felt so real. They were stroking my head in a gentle, sensual motion that left me craving for more. What was she going to do next? Would she touch my neck? My chest? Would she lift my shirt? Pull down my pants? Had she ever seen a penis?

In a sleep-deprived daze, I began to salivate at the thought of showing Sister Hope my cock. I’d pretend to be as still as a statue so she’d feel safe.

Mother Superior’s wicked face suddenly shone through the darkness, her eyes like black orbs just like they had been in my dream. It was bad enough that I’d lied to her about being a sexless robot, but now here I was, sinning in bed with a Sister on my first night at her convent!

But then, one by one, Sister Hope’s fingers dropped. Her touch faded away. I heard the clap of her heels retreating, like a gentle ghost, and then the door opened and shut.

Is that it? My mind swirled with a ton of questions. I felt relieved and thrilled and confused and disappointed all at once.

Sleep. What was that? Not anything I knew, apparently, and definitely not anything I was getting tonight.


CHAPTER 5

I’d been right about sleep. 

I woke up feeling more exhausted than I’d ever felt in my life. No nightmares, thankfully, but even through the extreme grogginess my mind was still reeling. I could still feel Sister Hope’s honeyed breath and the sound of her heel-steps like a ghost from last night. Had I dreamt it all?

Maybe I had.

Yawning, I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes, my skin still prickling with lust as I remembered the real feel of her touch. This was all so crazy. She was a nun. A Bride of Christ. She was off-limits. End of fucking story.

Climbing out of bed, I hunted around in my boxes for some fresh clothes and threw them on, trying not to think too much about the night before. But the more I tried to stop thinking about Sister Hope the more she kept fucking with my mind. I was still thinking about her as I exited the men’s quarters and began to go up the stairs. Was she watching me from somewhere right now?

Don’t be ridiculous.  

There was no one upstairs. Everything was still, quiet, and dark. It must have been very  early in the morning. I made my way through to the convent’s entrance. I needed to do something to clear my head or I was not going to be able to put forward my best impression for Mother Superior. Knowing her, she was going to keep me busy. I walked quickly, following the path that led to the lake.

The chapel stood just ahead. No one was outside, but I noticed the doors were open. Suddenly I could make out the voices of prayers and hymns coming from inside—muffled but gentle and melodious. The nuns must have started their daily morning mass.

I hurried past the chapel entrance and round the back, crossing the little path into the chapel’s backyard. It was even quieter here. Rows of bushes lined the grass, and another path curved towards a little pond.

I was setting off on the second path when I heard the weirdest sound. It was a faint rustling noise, followed by a small grunt. Was it an animal? It seemed to be coming from in between the bushes.

The grunts started again. No, it couldn’t be an animal. They sounded strangely humanlike…like…like moans…

My stomach dropped with dread. It was just a feeling—a bad feeling in my gut that told me to run and don’t look back. Whatever was in there something I shouldn’t know about. Satan himself was right there, waiting to strike me down as soon as I walked into his net.

But I couldn’t run away. I needed to see whatever heinous act was happening inside those bushes.

I crouched down and crawled as quietly as I could to the source of the noises. I got to the edge of the first bush and peered through the foliage. Two figures were locked in an embrace, their bodies intertwined. A man and a woman. A priest and a nun. Still dressed in their black robes, the nun lying down with her face turned toward the ground, her habit was hiked up to her waist, exposing pale thighs and legs. On top of her, the priest grunted as he thrust in and out of her, his bare ass bucking like a rutting dog.

I blinked and squinted, then blinked again. Blood rushed in my ears. Was this really happening?

The priest pushed her even further into the grass and bent down to kiss her neck.  

“Oh, Father...”

“Darling, it’s about to happen.”

The Father gave another grunt.

“I’m almost there,” he gasped. “Oh, my darling Hope, my sweet darling...”

My stomach twisted and churned as I felt heat rise inside me. Sister Hope? It couldn’t be. My eyes were burning with how hard I was straining them trying to get a clear picture through the brambles. The priest suddenly paused and pulled out. I got a glimpse of his thick member as he grabbed the nun by the shoulders and easily pushed her aside and flipped her over onto her back. It was Sister Hope alright—her cheeks flushed, her eyes reddened with lust. She spread her legs, wrapping them high up his waist, then guided him inside her. Pulling him in deeper and deeper…

My breaths quickened as I began to throb down there. It was hard to control myself when Sister Hope was right there, so beautifully exposed and wild and vulnerable, a vision that not even my brain could’ve dreamed of. It was wrong. Sinful. But hot as fuck. My pants felt tighter as I watched Father utter a long grunt then reached down and pressed his lips against hers.

“Lick my balls,” he ordered.

“Oh, Father!” Sister Hope whispered. “Please be quiet, someone might hear us.”

She extended her arms around his hips as she pulled herself up, positioning her face directly in front of his thick, veiny penis.

“They taste good today?” Father asked, chuckling lightly.

Sister Hope smiled. “I must say they always taste better in the morning, Father.”

“I can never control my morning sweats, darling. It’s hot inside this garb.”

Seconds later, the Father pulled down his tunic and brushed the stray leaves off. Then he left, walking toward the back entrance of the chapel. I watched as Sister Hope straightened her dress and slipped her habit over it. She repositioned her veil, smoothing the hair concealed beneath it. Then she began strolling in my direction.

Oh crap. I need to get away.

There was no way for me to get up or get back to where I came from without her seeing me—the only thing I could do was creep to the left of the bush then turn right to end up at the spot where they’d just made love. I thought I had the timing perfect, but then I heard a loud cracking sound. Fuck. My knee had just snapped on a twig.   

Sister Hope whipped around. “Who’s there?” she asked sharply.

I stayed frozen and as quiet as a mouse, my heart hammering at the speed of light.

Sister Hope’s lips parted, like she wanted to call out again, but then she hesitated. Her beautiful face was spoiled by a frown. But then, seemingly second-guessing herself, she turned back. I held my breath until she disappeared into the chapel.

I got up and took off across the grounds. I didn’t stop until I was back in my room. My pants were wet and ruined and I looked like a mess—I’d have to shower and change. I only hoped I wouldn’t miss today’s meeting with Mother Superior. 


CHAPTER 6

“I have to say, Mr. Colt Sinclair, I’m a little disappointed in you this morning.”

Mother Superior peered down at me through her spectacles, her tall frame sitting straight-backed in the chair. She tapped her nails over her notebook, then pursed her lips together.

“What have you got to say for yourself?” she prodded.

Shit. “To tell you the truth, Mother,” I began, my voice low. “I’ve not been sleeping well these last few weeks. As you can imagine, my life has been a little stressful, and...well, I thought I’d pass out last night but I guess I didn’t.” I forced a meek, sheepish grin. “I feel like I’m barely hanging on, but that’s no excuse. Not after the kindness you and the Sisters have offered me.”

Mother Superior’s face hardened. “That still doesn’t explain things, does it, Mr. Sinclair? You weren’t in your room when I sent you to be summoned this morning—not once, but twice. Twice I called for you, and twice I was rudely ignored. Care to tell me why?”

I shook my head. Things at the Sisters of St. Helen’s were already off to a bad start, and if I didn’t patch things up soon, I could end up without a roof over my head...again.

Lowering my gaze to the floor, I told Mother Superior how I was up before dawn and took a walk in the gardens, then headed back to the basement to shower and get ready. “But you’re right, Mother,” I said, my voice heavy. “I shouldn’t have left without informing anyone. I know better, and I’m very sorry.”

Mother Superior’s stare fell on my arms. “And how would you explain those scratches, boy?”

I bit my lip. I pictured Sister Hope in that lewd position with the priest, her body shuddering as they engaged in unholy intercourse. “Sister Hope...” I blurted out.

Mother Superior stopped tapping on her notebook. “Yes, boy? What about Sister Hope?”

I started to sweat. Did she know? There was no way. What would happen if she found out? Sister Hope would be in deep shit, that was for sure. “I mean, the gardens are huge, and I knew I’d be working on them so I sort of...ah, wanted to have a look around before I got started. I guess I got carried away.”

Fuck. Shit. Fuckity fuck. It was a lame excuse, but my heart wouldn’t let me do that to Sister Hope.

Mother Superior scowled. I wasn’t sure if she bought my story or if I’d pissed her off even further, but I didn’t want to press my luck.

“Sister Hope will arrive at the vegetable garden in a few minutes,” she said. “Your job is to make sure everything is in order and follow her instructions. Is that understood?”

I nodded.

“Go on then.”

I scrambled out of my chair, setting off for the gardens. I had a painful feeling in my gut, like I knew this wasn’t going to be the last time I was going to get in trouble with Mother Superior. I had to clean my act up.

***

As I hurried towards the vegetable garden, I spotted Sister Hope already there, sitting on one of the benches lining the area. Her back was turned to me, so I walked up to her slowly and cleared my throat.

Her head snapped up.

“Hi,” I said. A blush was already creeping into my cheeks, hot and humiliating. “I’m so sorry to keep you waiting.”

Sister Hope studied me, her eyebrows raised. Then she smiled, prettier than a flower. “Good morning, Mr. Sinclair. You’re right on time, actually. Did you sleep well?”

“Uh, kind of,” I lied. She doesn’t know. She doesn’t know that I’ve seen her do the dirty. How she had her sexy legs bent around the Father’s waist then licked his balls clean—one by one—like they were popsicles on a summer day.

It all suddenly felt like a gross invasion of her privacy. Like I’d done something wrong.

“And please, call me Colt,” I said, feeling sort of bad for her.

Sister Hope peered down at the clipboard she was holding, which contained several to-do lists. Then she rose from the bench. “Well, come on then, Colt.” She started walking gracefully towards the shed. “I went ahead and set up a few of the tools we’ll be working with today.”

We entered the shed and Sister Hope closed the metal door behind us, its hinges squeaking.

“What will we be working on today, Sister?” I asked.

“Oh, not much, Mr. Sinclair,” she said, heading toward the other end of the small storage space. For one glorious moment, I had an amazing view of her buttocks swaying sensually beneath her habit. “Just the usual: weeding, watering, and picking any fruit or vegetables that are ripe enough.”

“It’s Colt,” I corrected her.

“Yes,” Sister Hope said, looking a little flustered.

She was standing next to a big burlap bag by a watering can, looking ethereal in the small slant of sunlight coming in through the single window above the shed door. Like a virgin angel, though of course I knew better.

I made my way towards her. The walls seemed to shrink with every step, the tiny gap between our bodies getting narrower and more inviting. By the time I was a mere inch away from her, I could practically smell her skin. Sweet and soft and supple, just like a young woman should smell. Consecrated or not.

“Colt...” Sister Hope whispered, staring up at me as I closed the distance between us even more, my heart racing. A spark flashed through her dark, deep eyes, making them burn.  Burn for something sinful.

Colt, what the hell are you doing?

“Sister...” I croaked. Jesus, she was so fucking beautiful. I’d never wanted a girl more in my life.

Sister Hope held up her hands. I frowned. Was she rejecting me? But she must low-key have had some feelings for me, right? Why else would she have stroked my hair like she had last night?

Confused, I took a step back. But Sister Hope moved in my direction. She took hold of my shirt. The pointed tips of her heels were touching my gross, soiled shoes. Lust tore through my veins, fucking up my mind again.

“Jesus...” I breathed.

“Please don’t say His name in vain, Mr. Sinclair.”

“Sor—” I couldn’t even finish the word.

The blinding pain that suddenly surged through my right side was like a bolt of lightning hitting me full force. I stumbled back and fell flat on the floor, my ass bashing against the shafts of a pile of dirty shovels. My breath hitched as I looked up at Sister Hope. Her hand was closed into a tight fist.

Had she just...?

Yes she had. Sweet Sister Hope had just punched me in the right kidney with her bare hand. Now she was kneeling down, her face hovering inches above mine. I whimpered softly in pain. She placed an index finger against her lips.

“I know what you saw behind the chapel,” she murmured, her words making my blood turn to ice. “And believe me when I say you shouldn’t tell a soul.”

I watched, in pure, blinding shock, as Sister Hope pulled out a coil of rope from the burlap sack and dragged her knees to position herself behind me. Holding and twisting my hands against my back in a prayer pose, she wrapped the rope several times around my wrists before securing a knot.


CHAPTER 7

“I thought you were different,” Sister Hope said, a wisp of remorse entering her voice.

She started stroking my hair, just like she had last night, her gentle touch completely at odds with the deadly rope tying my hands together. Her breath fanned my ear, making goosebumps rise all over my body.

“You came to my room last night, Sister,” I panted. The words sounded like an accusation, but that wasn’t how I intended them to be. I just had a burning need to know right then that it hadn’t been a dream.

“I did,” Sister Hope whispered, her fingers digging into my scalp. “You have such a pretty face, Colt. I thought you were sweet. Innocent. Without a home. I thought I could make you mine.” She held onto my hair and pulled hard. I grimaced in pain. “What a pity you turned out to be just like the rest of them. This place has a way of bringing men like you to heel, and with God’s will, that’s exactly what I intend to do.”

I stared up at her, dumbfounded. My arms hurt like a bitch, and I could feel my tendons twisting to right themselves. My tongue felt drier than a desert of sand. I couldn’t understand any of this. Why was she doing this to me?

“I’m sorry!” I said, pleading with my eyes. “I won’t tell anyone about you and...Father.”

“That’s right, Mr. Sinclair. You won’t tell a soul.” Sister Hope backed into a drawer attached to the wall. Her fingers fluttered in the air as she opened and peered inside it. “Let’s see...which tool should we be working with today?” Picking up a small black object, she whipped around to face me.

“Why—” I choked out. I had no idea what that object was, and I didn’t want to know. “Why are you doing this?”

Her dark eyes locked with mine. Her voice came out as a sweet, husky whisper. “Because someone needs to be taught a lesson about spying on people. And that lesson’s not going to teach itself, is it?”

I didn’t dare move a muscle as she came closer. The object she was holding was black and couldn’t have been much bigger than the length and width of a lipstick tube. She leaned down, lowering her lips to my ear. Her soft breaths danced across my skin. She turned a knob at the bottom of the object, and it started to make a low humming sound.

Sister Hope lifted her hand towards my mouth, tracing the smooth black plastic along my lips.

“Open up,” she whispered.

My dick responded to her order first, sending a rush of blood to my groin. I was still having trouble believing what was happening to me, but my body somehow wanted this. Wanted her to do whatever she had in mind to me. I parted my lips, and she slid the device onto my tongue. Its vibrations instantly rattled my teeth and tickled my gums.

I whimpered again.

“Silence,” Sister Hope said.

She shoved the device deeper inside my mouth and worked on the little knob again. The vibrations became stronger and louder, spreading through the muscles and tissues of my jaw and making it ache. I stared into her eyes, silently pleading for mercy. But all I saw was the devil in the darkness.

Sister Hope nudged me, coercing my head against the wall of a dusty crate. She worked quickly at removing my pants, undoing the button then peeling the garment off my hips so it fell around my ankles. Her warm fingers curled over the waistband of my boxers. Desire and fear warred inside the pit of my stomach as she tugged my boxers down to my ankles. My stiffening cock sprung free, its pinkish-red crown twitching, exposed, in the cold. I wanted to resist, to kick and fight her off. But my limbs refused to respond, my muscles refusing to obey my brain. I was paralyzed, exactly like I’d been in my dream. None of it made sense. I was trapped, helpless...and yet there was a small part of me that was begging to submit.

“Oh my. Aren’t you an eager little one?”

Her question was laced with cruel mockery. I tried to shrink away from her so she wasn’t looking at my penis, but her strong fingers found their way to my throat. She squeezed down on my neck and twisted me back. My cock bobbed shamelessly right in front of her.

“No sexual desires, you said,” she murmured. “Did you know that lying is a sin?” A single unpainted fingernail reached out and touched the sensitive ridge underneath my penis’s swollen crown. My back arched involuntarily as she teased it with slow, methodical swipes.

“What’s turning you on so much, Colt? Are you remembering how I fucked Father Rowan this morning? How I was so, so naughty, letting him put his penis in me like I was a disgusting slut?”

The vibrator continued to buzz and rattle through my teeth, preventing me from speaking. As scared as I was, hearing her talk like that was doing a number on me. Filling her sacred mouth with such vile words. It was so taboo. So exciting.

Sister Hope lifted the skirt of her habit, showing me her pale, luscious thighs and the pair of white panties that clung to her wide hips. The panties were in her hands in an instant. I gazed at her dark cunt, mesmerized by how the silky hair covered her folds like petals on a flower bud. Then she bent down and wove the panty holes through my legs, prompting me to lift my ass so she could place it firmly around my hips.

There was nothing particularly sexual about her panties—they were plain white cotton, but the cut was unmistakably feminine, with a delicate waistband and the back shaped inward to show off the sides of the female tush. My erection throbbed as the cotton brushed against my now very sensitive tip. With how tight they were, the sensation was almost painful.

And there was something else. The panties were, well, damp. I sniffed the air surreptitiously. Way too musky for it to be female. Was she really walking around the convent in cum-soaked panties?

“That’s a fresh pair,” Sister Hope said, as if she’d been able to read my mind. “But Father Rowan’s seed has a habit of dribbling out of me all day long. I can’t help that it’s a little wet, but I suppose you’re just going to have to wear it anyway.”

Her fingers reached back up to the vibrator in my mouth. I opened my lips, hoping she’d take it out now that she’d successfully humiliated me, but all she did was tell me to suck it. I stretched back towards the crate, gazing up at her, shocked. Her fearless eyes met mine. She raised her brows.

I lowered my mouth back onto the toy and began sucking its tip, feeling like a goddamn fool. How the hell did I get into this mess? I was sitting inside a shed with a vibrator shoved in my mouth with my balls tucked inside in a nun’s panties, making contact with a dirty priest’s jizz. Who knew what else she had planned for me?

“That’s enough,” Sister Hope said, taking the vibrator out from my mouth.

Something told me she didn’t like that I was being too obedient. I wasn’t screaming, or begging, or pleading. I wasn’t crying. She was bored with my lack of fight. Goosebumps etched across my skin as I wondered what else she’d try next.

Sister Hope twirled a finger in a circle. I spun around on my knees, facing the dark metal wall. She parted my knees with her foot and then her toes slid down the back of my panties. The cold air caressed my crack, making me shudder.

“Are you going to blab on Mother?” Sister Hope asked.

“No, Sister,” I whispered.

“Are you going to stick your nose into other people’s business again?”

“Never, Sister.”

The buzzing started again and then I felt the tip of the vibrator ease into my hole. I screwed my eyes shut as she pressed the toy’s length deeper and deeper into me. The pain that shot through me was blinding, but in an instant it was gone. I moaned and writhed against her hand. It was so cold. So tight. And yet somehow...it was incredibly pleasurable.

“Then pray, sinner.” Sister Hope’s voice ghosted over my neck. She untied the rope and yanked it away so hard that it left a trail of scratches across one arm. “Pray for the forgiveness you need, and maybe you can go back to heaven when the Lord comes for you.”

Feverishly, I clasped my hands together and did exactly that. I told a silent prayer to understand what was happening to me. To understand why I liked being abused by a beautiful young nun. Why wearing her dirty underwear turned me on so much. And all the while, Sister Hope’s fingers worked faster and faster, twirling the vibrator so it made contact with every inch of my forbidden space. I prayed as I bucked my hips and as she pushed one delicate hand across the flesh of my belly, holding me close to her. I prayed as my body spasmed and jerked, the vibrations building like an enormous wave. Then the pleasure ripped me apart, cell by cell by cell, until I felt myself spill into the dirty crotch of my panties.

Sister Hope patted me on the back, pulled out the vibrator and pushed the papers of her clipboard into my limp, shaking fingers.

“Well done, Mr. Sinclair,” she said, standing up and gathering her things. “I hope you now understand the gravity of your actions. There are things that are meant to be kept secret. Things that God will never forgive. What we did today, inside this shed, is one of them. Do you understand?”

I nodded numbly.

“I can see you liked wearing my underwear.”

She’d crouched down again. I flinched, not wanting to look at her, but my eyes wouldn’t obey. She must have been sweating because her habit was sticking to the curves of her body in ways that shouldn’t have been so attractive.

“Keep wearing it for the rest of the day,” she said. “To serve as a reminder of your sins. Please be good and not try to be clever, Mr. Sinclair, because I’ll be paying you a little visit tonight. Now, as for your duties, I need you to read through this checklist and tick them off one by one. Everything you need is in this shed. It’s all labeled.”

She smiled her sweet smile and headed for the door. As soon as I watched her black shape disappear I curled up on the floor and broke into a thousand tiny pieces. I let myself cry. I hadn’t wanted Sister Hope to see me crying—I’d dragged myself through the mud enough without having to show her my cry-baby face.

This topped as the worst thing to ever happen to me, even after losing my job and getting kicked out of my home. This was the worst thing a girl had ever done to me.

The wet panties were still clinging to crotch as I wiped my tears away and sat up. I had a lot of work to do, but my head was littered with questions. If what Sister Hope had done to me was so bad, why did I feel so alive? Why had I loved her tormenting me so much?

And why did a part of me still crave more?


CHAPTER 8

I wasn’t sure how I survived the rest of the day, but I did.

In the evening, I even visited the chapel, because it felt like the right thing to do. To be more honest, it felt like the thing Sister Hope would want me to do. I didn’t pray, but I sat there and watched the nuns sing hymns like they’d never done anything wrong in their life. It felt dirty for me to be sitting there at the back while wearing a pair of sticky panties, but no one looked at me. No one paid me any attention. I was a ghost.

Afterwards, I limped back to my room. Every time I tried to move my legs, pain rippled from the space beneath my buttocks towards my crotch and stomach. My knees ached from gardening, and my asshole felt so tender that if someone so much as blew a breath of air through it, I would probably pass out.

I kept thinking I’d run into Mother Superior at some point and she’d use her X-ray spectacles to see what I had inside my pants. How could I explain myself? Maybe it was luck or good timing, but I actually didn’t see her for the rest of the day.

Given how dirty I’d become from spending a day outdoors, I knew I had to take a shower. So I did. Afterwards I picked up the soiled panties and cringed as I put them back on again. Then I lay in bed.

Night fell. The basement grew pitch black as I waited for Sister Hope. I didn’t know when she’d come by but my brain replayed every moment in the shed over and over again. It was only my second day at the convent and somehow things had gone terrifyingly wrong. Why was I letting a nun rip apart my masculinity like this? Was I that weak?

The hours ticked by and my eyes grew heavy. I waited some more but there was no Sister Hope. Finally, when I looked down at my phone and realized it was 3 a.m., I realized she was never going to come. I should’ve been happy, but the realization stung more than a paper cut.

I sat up and removed the panties and stuffed them inside the drawer so they’d be out of sight. I fell back onto the hard mattress and winced at how sore my butt still was. More than anything I felt so alone. More alone than I’d felt sleeping in my car, homeless and not knowing what the next day would bring. It was strange—I was technically surrounded by people, but still all on my own in this dingy basement.

Since high school, I had a bad habit of becoming too attached to crushes and girls who didn’t even know I existed. Oh god, was I falling for Sister Hope? I was so pathetic, falling in love with someone after she’d violated me like that. After she’d tortured my body and spirit and left me in pain. Why would I fall for someone who treated me that badly? Why was my heart fluttering and racing when I thought of her, the same way it did with the countless girls who’d turned my life inside out?

She’s a fucking nun for god’s sake!

I never should’ve spied on her. I never should’ve lied to them. Maybe there was a God, and this was his way of making me pay for my sins.

My chest tightened, but eventually sleep came, and the questions faded away.

***

The short, fat nun who I’d met the first day—Sister Janet—knocked on my door early the next morning. She informed me that Mother Superior wanted to meet me in the library.

“Follow me,” she barked, her little raisin eyes looking particularly unfriendly today.

The library sat at the end of a stone walkway near the main hall. The wooden doors creaked open, revealing rows upon rows of shelves, each jam-packed with books. The room’s small space made it all seem cluttered. Mother Superior was seated at the back, surrounded by several towers of books. A stack of notebooks rested beside an open bible, which was facing her direction.

“Mr. Sinclair,” she nodded, before waving Sister Janet away. “Sit down.”

I swallowed hard before taking a seat on the hard, unpainted bench before her. The air reeked of impending doom. Why did I feel like I was in trouble?

“Men sin,” the old nun began. “They have a natural urge to do so. Even in a world created by our dear Lord, there is an eternal struggle between the light and the darkness. Good and evil.” She fixed those big, awful spectacles on me and a shiver crawled down my back. “You’ve sinned, haven’t you, Mr. Sinclair?”

My jaw tensed. Was it a trick question? Or had she—and the thought of it made the blood drain from my veins—gotten a whiff of what had gone down yesterday in that cold, dark shed? How I’d been locked inside and threatened by Sister Hope and had my body teased and tormented in awful ways? How—despite the horror of what she did to me—I’d enjoyed it so much I’d had a mind-blowing orgasm at the end of it?

“Mother, I’m not sure what you’re implying, but—”

“The truth, boy!” Mother Superior spat.

Cold fear gripped my throat, and the room began to swirl around me. I couldn’t speak. I had a horrible feeling that this was beyond me, but I knew in my heart that it had something to do with Sister Hope.

Mother Superior stood up. With her wrinkly skin and patchy white brows, she looked like a witch straight out of New England folklore. From underneath the table, she produced a pair of white cotton panties, the crotch stained yellow. I gasped as she flung them right into my chest, the soft material hitting me with me with a sick squelching sound.

“You have committed the greatest sin, boy. You have lusted beyond measure. You broke into the nun’s quarters—the purest, most sacred space in my convent, might I add—and you stole an item belonging to one of my Sisters, one that no man should ever possess, and you...you soiled them.” Mother Superior’s face shook with anger and disgust. “And as if that wasn’t bad enough, you kept the undergarments in your possession as a memento, didn’t you, you filthy boy? Can you imagine how traumatized poor Sister Janet was when she brought them back to me this morning?”

My heart was beating so fast it felt like it was trying to claw its way out. Fuck. I must’ve passed out when Sister Janet scrummaged through my drawers.

“It is written in the Holy Word,” Mother Superior continued, picking up the bible and tapping a skinny forefinger at the page. “If your hand causes you to sin, cut it off! If your hand offends, cut it off. Do not lust, or else you’ll burn in Hell. The flames will devour your flesh, and the smoke of your sinful desires will rise to heaven.” She slammed the book shut.

I stared at her, my insides numb, unable to take her wrath. My palms were sweating rivers, my pulse pounding, and I was still clutching on to Sister Hope’s tell-tale panties. I didn’t dare look her in the eye.

How could I deny anything she was saying—when the truth was much worse?

Mother Superior rose to her feet and her voice dropped to a barely audible tone. “Get up. It’s time to spend your time in the Cleansing Room. Follow me. Now.”


CHAPTER 9

The Cleansing Room? What the hell was that?

My legs felt like two blobs of jelly as I followed the nun to an annex at the back of the convent. The door swung open with an ominous creak, and before I knew it, we’d crossed through to another room across it. Mother Superior pushed me forward and locked the door shut behind us.

Biting my lip, I scoped out the room. As my gaze snaked along the shadowy contours of the small space, taking in the large wooden crosses mounted against the walls with straps attached to them—each obviously human-sized—I felt queasy. There was only one window, with a crucifix hung above it, its thick glass panels too grimy and scratched to give any clue of what lay beyond it. A large metal basin sat in the middle, and various tools, devices and objects hung suspended from the walls and ceiling from steel chains. The only light in the room came from a flickering lamp on a table.

This was the stuff of nightmares. Like something out of a horror film.

“I didn’t think you’d make it here so soon,” Mother Superior murmured, a gleam glowing in her pale eyes. “But then again, God’s will always comes to pass.” She moved me over to one of the mounted crosses. “I think we should begin now, don’t you, boy?”

She said the last word so viciously that I just nodded, even though I was completely fucking terrified. There was a sharp, throbbing ache in the pit of my stomach as her gaze fell onto my hands. She grabbed the panties out of my sweaty fingers and tossed it on the floor. With a flick of a lever, the cross dropped down with a heavy clang then turned, its top fitting inside a trimmed slot in the wall as it angled itself with a 45-degree tilt. “Climb onto it, boy,” Mother Superior ordered.

I did as she’d said, laying belly-down on the cross, my feet supported by a thin horizontal beam built at the bottom. Mother Superior wrapped the straps around my wrists, securing them tight before moving onto my feet, raising them above the beam so they no longer had any support. After shackling them in, she walked over to the wall and pulled the lever, raising the cross back to its original position. My body was soon suspended in the air and my wrists instantly started to hurt.

Mother Superior stood beside the basin, filling it with hot water and soap.

“Do you know what we are going to do, Mr. Sinclair?”

Silence. The only sounds in the room were my long, stifling breaths.

I didn’t want to know, but she was going to tell me anyway.

“I’m going to cleanse you,” she said. “I’m going to scrub away the filth that’s made its home inside that dirty little mind of yours. When I’m done, you’ll be as pure and innocent as a newborn babe.”

Not able to bear the suspense any longer, I tilted my neck so I could she what she was doing. She was dipping a sponge inside the basin, giving it a good, hard squeeze. A cold, slimy knot of terror twisted itself around my spine as she began to hum a hymn and approached me. She ripped off my shirt and yanked down my pants and boxers. My nakedness was so embarrassing. I blushed, knowing how vulnerable I was to her, knowing that she liked to see me in this state of complete humiliation.

“Prepare for cleansing.” Mother Superior slid the sponge across my back, making me hiss through my teeth as the burning heat soaked into my skin. The smell of lavender soap rose in the air.

“God is watching us,” she said in a strangely sing-song voice. “He is here, and He wants you to repent for your sins.”

Everyone here is deranged, I thought, pressing my clammy forehead against the wood of the cross. This isn’t a convent. It’s a...it’s a cult.

Mother Superior began scrubbing my back in slow, circular motions, each stroke more painful than the last. Soon my entire upper body felt like it was on fire. She continued to hum and mumble as the sponge traveled down to my waist and across my lower back and then it was so, so close to my crack. I couldn’t help but panic.

I remembered how Sister Hope had humiliated me a lot like this, and how fucking horny she’d made me, and of course my body started to react in front of the puckered old nun. Mother Superior had washed off my feet when she noticed my erection. She cried out in horror, surprise...and something else I didn’t even want to think of.

“Repent for the sin of lust,” she shouted, pawing at my ass to reach around to my swelling cock. Bubbling soapy water sloshed everywhere as the sponge made contact with my member and I let out a moan. She started to scrub my shaft, her motions hard and rough, her breaths getting heavier.

“Repent, Mr. Sinclair! Repent and let go of your dirty thoughts.”

Even though I tried hard to control myself, my cock was getting even harder. Hotter. Shame twisted inside me as her bony hand worked furiously against my hip, rubbing me all over with the soapy sponge. The water was cooling now, and it wasn’t burning as much anymore, which made my lust grow even stronger. Mother Superior’s habit was wet from top to bottom, and her veil had fallen off the left half of her head, revealing a salt-and-pepper bun that sat low on her neck. For the first time, I could make out the shape of her body: small, saggy tits, a wiry waist, blocky hips that I was sure had never been seen or touched by the opposite sex. At any other point in time it wouldn’t have been even remotely sexy but now, with my dignity and power completely in her hands, I had this intense urge to cum in front of her.

I hated myself then. Hated the fact that no matter what my mind or soul wanted, my body was apparently the master of its own ship.

“Confess your sins, Mr. Sinclair,” Mother Superior groaned. “Repent, so you will not suffer the pain and humiliation that you’ve already gone through. Confess what you did with the stolen panties!”

I moaned as she started to soap my crack with her left hand while her other hand continued to stimulate me with the sponge.

“I...I...I wore them,” I whispered.

Are you losing it, Colt?

Mother Superior let out a pained cry. “I’ve never heard of such evil,” she hissed. “Why did you do it, you disgusting boy?”

I could’ve saved myself. I could’ve told her everything I knew about the pretty Sister with the midnight black eyes.

But that wasn’t what I did.

“Because I had bad urges, Reverend Mother,” I whispered. “Because...I didn’t want to feel like a man anymore. I wanted to know if I’d feel sexy dressed like a female...” I left the rest hanging in the air.

Mother Superior spat in my face in disgust. The lines radiating from around her puckered lips looked like a crude drawing of the sun’s rays. I could smell her breath too, and the spit that now sat on my nose. The smell wasn’t sweet and warm like Sister Hope’s. No, it was sour, with a hint of old coffee mixed with mouthwash.

“The Lord never intended men to wear the cloth of women! He will punish you for this depravity, boy. He will burn you in hellfire.” The sponge fell from her trembling fingers and she picked up the bar of soap instead, positioning her hand neatly around the base of my cock. “What did you do, Mr. Sinclair? Confess! Did you masturbate? Did you touch yourself while you wore the Sister’s panties?”

“Sort of.” I was in a trance and a slave to the horrifying pleasure granted by the head of the Sisters of St. Helen’s. I needed to let it all out. “I used a vibrator inside my ass. And it felt so good...so fucking good. And I...I came so hard into my panties. Made them so wet with my milk. My ass felt so sore but so good after that...”

I started to buck my hips in her direction.

Mother Superior started to pray under her breath. Her hand slid lower and caressed my balls. My erection was raging. The pressure built and I started to shake.

Make me cum, I thought. Please make me cum, Mother. Keep touching me. Keep telling me I’ve sinned. I know this is so wrong. But I don’t care...

“The Lord sees you, Mr. Sinclair. He sees your lust and your corruption and your deviance. Your urges to wear and lust after feminine clothing, to have it tight against your male parts, while you touch and pleasure your filthiest area...”

Mother Superior’s other hand traveled even lower, teasing my taint. My asshole clenched at the sensation of her fingers so close to my tender, bruised spot. She started to rub right at the center of that spot and all my bones turned to mush. The scent of lavender was overpowering now. I coughed while I squirmed and writhed against the cross.

I’m going to explode, I thought. My head reeled with guilt. Shame. Pleasure.

Make me cum. Oh god, please!

I was teetering on the edge of a beautiful release. I could feel it wavering, building, my body throbbing and aching. But just when I was about to slide over and fall into the abyss, Mother Superior’s stick-like fingers disappeared. I was still bucking as the sounds of her feet echoed across the stone floor.

It was over.

“Cleanse your soul, boy,” Mother Superior spat. “You will not be working today. You will be strapped and locked in here. When you have redeemed yourself, you’ll return to work. Until then, pray. Pray to the Lord and beg him for mercy.”

When the door banged shut I knew she’d left the Cleansing Room, leaving me wet and wanting.

Alone and utterly defeated.


CHAPTER 10

I prayed.

I prayed hard while I was left alone in that room of horrors with my balls aching, screaming at me to pay attention. My asshole tensed and released, tensed and released, a steady pulse that mirrored my beating heart. I thought I was never going to get rid of the erection, that I’d be stuck in this horrible limbo between the need for relief and the need to be stimulated.

I tried to distract myself by counting sheep. When that didn’t work, I tried focusing on the pain in my arms and wrists. I thought about boring things and sad things and lines from my favorite movies. I don’t think my erection went away for hours—or at least, that’s what it felt like. By then all I was left with was an emptiness that was filled with shame.

When the door finally swung open and Mother Superior unfastened me from the cuffs, I apologized to her. But she didn’t even look me in the eye. There was no sympathy or concern, just icy anger as she asked me to pick up the dirty panties from the floor and follow her. She led me to what looked like the laundry room. A steel washtub was by the window, piled high with...more panties. All white cotton, but various sizes, and all of them clearly dirty.

She made me sit down on a low stool and handed me a thinning bar of that awful lavender soap and a bucket of water. I understood my task instantly.

I had to wash all of the nuns’ underwear.

I stared at the tub of stained panties as Mother Superior sat on a chair opposite me, an old-fashioned horse whip in her hands. I gulped. I knew if there was any sign of arousal from my end she would whip me. I dropped Sister Hope’s panties into the stinking pile, dunked the soap into hot water, and started to scrub and lather. Some of the panties were sticky and sweaty, some reeked of rotten fish. I don’t know how I did it, but there was no erection. My poor cock didn’t even try to rise. Maybe I’d become completely desensitized.

There must’ve been a hundred panties in there, easy. My palms were raw by the end of it, my knuckles bruised. Mother Superior inspected each and every pair I washed, holding them up against the light and inspecting the crotch with a keen eye.

“Praise the Lord,” she whispered at last.

I’d washed every single one of them and somehow survived.

Her whip hadn’t touched me.

Mother Superior opened the back door and ordered me to pin the garments up on the washing lines. Then, and only then, did she let me leave, back to my little room in that dark, lonely basement. I crawled into bed with my aching body and waited for the tears.

There were none.

***

Footsteps.

My eyes flew open. It was black as ink inside my windowless room. Clack, clack, clack. The sound was heels hitting stone as someone descended the stairs. I clutched the sheets tighter around me and held my breath.

Who was it? Mother Superior? Sister Janet? Or...

My pulse thrummed as the footsteps stopped outside my room. The door creaked open. I stared at a black silhouette. Then the figure shifted and a shard of light from the single bulb in the common room washed over it.

“I thought you’d be asleep, Mr. Sinclair.”

How could I sleep? After what happened to me?

I gave Sister Hope a strained smile. “I was hoping you’d come, Sister.”

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She flicked on all the switches in the room, bathing us in sudden blinding light.

“Do you know why I’m here?”

I hesitated. It was hard to believe, seeing her now in her habit and veil, her face as clean and innocent as an angel, that this was the same women who’d tormented me. Used me for her own needs and her twisted pleasure. 

“Don’t you think I’ve been punished enough, Sister?” I asked quietly. “I was sent to the Cleansing Room.”

Sister Hope nodded. “I heard.”

In two steps she was by my bed. She shifted the covers and sat down before reaching out and grabbing my hair in one fist. My head rolled back and I stared into her big dark eyes. They were as cold as stone. “What did you tell her?” she asked sharply.

“Nothing!” I cried out. “I swear to god!”

She pulled harder. “Don’t lie to me.”

“I mean, I confessed...but I didn’t bring you into it.” I wanted to cry. My scalp hurt and my asshole still ached. I just wanted to feel her stroke my head softly again, like she’d done on my first night. I wanted her to touch me like she wanted me. But I was nothing to her. Less than dirt stuck to the bottom of her shoes.

“Go on.”

“I didn’t tell her anything about you,” I croaked. “Not about you and Father Rowan. Not about what we did inside the...the shed. Trust me, Sister. Your secret’s safe with me. Always.”

Her eyes seemed to soften. She released her hold on my hair and my head sank back down to the pillow.

“I like you better when you’re scared,” she said.

“O-okay.” What else could I say to that?

“You liked it, didn’t you? You liked it when I threatened you and made you wear my panties.”

A blush creeped up my neck. “Yes, Sister.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You liked feeling like a girl? With a pussy?”

“Y-yes, Sister...”

“I thought so. A boy like you would do anything for a woman. Even become one.” She smiled at me for the first time, and something inside me lifted off.

She scooted closer to me. Electricity crackled through the air, making me sit up in anticipation. She edged another inch in. Now our legs were so close I would’ve knocked against her if I’d moved my feet the slightest bit. Her lips parted. She bent down to my ear and whispered. “Colt, do you want to be mine?”

I almost fainted. I hadn’t realized I’d been holding my breath in, but the word escaped me as I exhaled.

“Yes.”

Sister Hope smiled. I could tell she was getting off on me submitting to her, and that made me happy. “When was the last time you touched a woman?”

I thought back to Gina, who’d been my one and only girlfriend. I hadn’t dated since we broke up. “Two years ago,” I muttered.

“Did you engage in sin with her?”

I was embarrassed. “Yeah...but only once.”

“What did you do?”

“We were both virgins, Sister. We...did it missionary. Or tried to at least. I couldn’t get hard at first, and then when I finally did my dick kept slipping out.”

“You couldn’t get hard?” Sister Hope asked, and a shiver of excitement traveled through me at the amusement in her voice.

I shook my head.

“Were you nervous?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “A lot. I loved her, Sister.”

It was the most I’d ever told anyone about my relationship. Sister Hope began stroking my arm, making me shiver. “It’s okay. I think we can do some fun things together. And you don’t have to worry about getting hard for me because we won’t be using your penis. You’ll act like a girl with a real pussy and it’ll feel so nice and I’ll teach you how to please me. How does that sound?”

“Good, Sister.” I was lying. I had a feeling I’d never be able to fuck her like Father Rowan had done and I couldn’t help but feel inadequate.

She patted me on the back. “Well, you’ve been good today, Colt. I think I can trust you, though it’s up to you to prove it to me. But until then, we should take things slow. Mother Superior was too harsh on you, but really, she’s harsh on everyone. Don’t take it personally.”

Disappointment flooded inside me as Sister Hope stepped back to the wall. With a flick of the switch my room plunged into darkness again.

The last thing I wanted was to take things slow.

“Wait!” I cried out. “I want to prove myself to you, Sister.”

Through the yellowed shadows, Sister Hope smiled again. Somehow I knew I’d said the right thing.

“Alright. There’s a cupboard in the common room, and inside it there’s a trunk. The trunk has some very interesting items I think you’ll like. I’ll be visiting you tomorrow night to see what you make of them.” The door started to creak close. “Be patient, Colt. The Lord rewards those who wait. Get your rest. God bless you.”

The door shut and she disappeared into the darkness, and I was alone in my room again, my heart tingling.


CHAPTER 11

I spent the next day sore all over. It seemed like every muscle in my body ached like a bitch, but this time something was different. My entire being was buzzing, like someone had injected me with a shot of caffeine.

Mother Superior sent me to work in the kitchen the whole day. Instead of shoveling in the garden or painting or helping out with repairs, she had me peeling potatoes, scrubbing pots, and mopping floors. I think it was her way of testing me after being ‘cleansed’ of my sins, and she watched me with that eager, hawk-like gaze to see if I had any excitement about ‘roleplaying’ as a woman.

When it wasn’t her, though, it was Sister Hope who had been assigned to keep an eye on me. Which was a lot more humiliating in a way, knowing the dark thoughts she held as she policed me while I wore an apron and a honeycomb hairnet and stirred pots of stew like the perfect housewife. Was she thinking about how girly I looked in my ridiculous kitchen outfit? Was she wondering how I’d look in a bra or—oh please no—a slutty thong? Was she thinking about fucking me while we pretended I had a vagina?

Was her heart fluttering like mine was, thinking about us meeting tonight?

There was no real way for me to know whether she was thinking about me at all. Sister Hope had on this angelic poker face that gave away nothing. The fact that I knew this whole other side of her—that was so taboo and amazingly sensual—was excruciating. It was a sexy secret that was lighting a fire in all the right places even though my brain knew I was falling head-first into something so obscene I was never going to understand it.

Of course, it had only taken me a second after she’d disappeared from my room the night before to check out the mystery trunk in the basement cupboard. I found it hidden behind several dusty boxes. The trunk itself wasn’t dusty—a sign it had been recently used or cleaned. With my heart beating so fast it hurt, I’d pushed back the clasp and slowly lifted the lid.

What I saw inside made sense—but it also didn’t. It made a hundred butterflies take off in my stomach but also made it clench in total terror. I sifted through the items one by one, my heart sinking. There was no way I could hold up my end of the bargain. I couldn’t prove myself to her. I just didn’t have it in me.

Or did I?

There were only eight items in the trunk. I took them all out and examined them for the second time. The first was a long white slip dress. Not a negligee, just an old-fashioned dress, like something you’d find in a vintage clothing store. Next was a pair of pantyhose, a garter belt, and pink kitten heels. Fifth was what looked like a push-up bra with cups made out of foam. Sixth was a wig—a blonde one with pretty, shiny waves. Seventh was a thong made out of silk, with a small bow sewn to the front. The last was a makeup kit—with foundation, blush, mascara, and red lipstick.

I arranged them all on the floor and stared. The more I looked at them, the more intimidated I felt. I didn’t feel like I had a feminine bone in my body. There was no way I could pull this off—I had no clue how to wear a bra or a garter belt, let alone a wig, knew next to nothing about makeup. I was going to end up looking like a blond scarecrow with lipstick on...but I had to try.

I couldn’t disappoint her. Not Sister Hope.

So that afternoon, when I was supposed to be scrubbing the dining hall clean, I snuck into one of the bathrooms, locked myself inside, and tried to figure it all out. The bathroom was old and grimy, but at least there was a large mirror above the sink.

I put on the thong and the pantyhose first. The pantyhose was surprisingly hard, and I ripped two holes before I finally managed to slide my legs in. I messed around with the garter belt, attaching the straps to the pantyhose. Then I struggled for fifteen minutes with the bra, my sore arms almost dying in the process, but eventually I got it on the right way, though my chest felt too constricted. So I clasped it up again, using the third line of bra hooks so they’d be a little looser. I noticed the cups still looked a little empty, so I made a mental note to stuff them full with a bunch of socks that night.

Sadly, I couldn’t get round to trying on the wig and makeup because the bossy kitchen girl came rapping on the bathroom door and screamed at me to hurry up. I’d have to improvise, but the good thing was that I felt a teensy bit more confident than I had before.

***

By the time I’d wrapped up the day’s tasks it was close to midnight. I raced to the basement and headed straight for the showers. I had no idea what time Sister Hope was going to make an appearance, so I had to be prepared.

I was mid-way through my shower when I decided on something big. I wanted to shave off my body hair. I wanted to go the extra mile to please Sister Hope. I knew it was a bold choice, but it would be easy enough to hide it from everyone else at the convent. I was scared but also excited. I picked up my razor and swiped it under my armpits. My leg. Dealt with my pubes. As my legs and arms lost their hair and turned baby-smooth, I started to think this was a bad idea. What the hell was I doing? I’d never shaved off my body hair before. Never thought I would.

Now I was so vulnerable. So bare. Why was I prepared to change myself so much for Sister Hope?

As soon as I stepped out of the shower I shaved my face smooth. I had a tub of Nivea moisturizer that had survived my move, and there wasn’t a whole lot of it left, but I emptied the tub, rubbing it all over my skin so it was smooth and soft to the touch. I gave my fingernails and toenails a good clip, and then I brushed and washed my mouth.

It felt surprisingly good to tend to myself like this. I guess I’d ignored my physical appearance for so long—other things like making sure there was food on the table and making the next month’s rent had always taken priority. With all this primping and perfecting, I was beginning to like myself a little more.

It was time to get dressed for Sister Hope. I put on the panties, bra, pantyhose, slip dress and kitten heels. The wig was last. It was heavy on my head and didn’t sit perfectly, so I tucked as much of my hair underneath the cap as I could.

Not too shabby.

Finally, the makeup. I did the only thing I could do with that—I guessed. I thought back to how Gina would do her makeup in front of me. I tried to copy the things she’d do from memory and before I knew it, I was applying the last of the lipstick. The only thing I hadn’t used was the mascara. I was too terrified to use it—I knew I was either going to poke my eye or make a mess on my face.

When I was done I had to go lie down in bed. I didn’t feel like myself and I was so, so nervous I couldn’t even stand up. I found myself wishing that Sister Hope would ghost me tonight. Because what was the point? I was just going to disappoint her, right?

I stared up at the ceiling, waiting, terrified, for what felt like ages. Each time I thought I heard a creak my heart pounded. But no one came.

A small, nagging fear entered my head. What if this was all a set-up?

What if Sister Hope planned to send down Mother Superior and she saw me sinning—this time as a full-on woman? And she’d send me right back to the Cleansing Room and take out her wrath on me all over again? I curled up into a tight ball on top of my covers, pulling the dress as low as I could, covering my smooth legs and my pantyhose-covered knees. Then I closed my eyes and started counting sheep.

And then I heard it. Footsteps. Coming down slowly, entering the basement, stopping right outside my door. I waited, my pulse throbbing so loud it sounded like a train. The doorknob turned with a click and it swung open, the light from the common room soaking my dark room.

“Scared already, Mr. Sinclair?”

Oh thank god. Thank fucking god!

I sat up quickly. Sister Hope stood framed in the doorway, her long habit trailing the floor. She switched on the bedroom lights. Our eyes locked on each other. I watched the way the shadows and light played across her face as her big dark eyes drank in every inch of my feminine outfit.

“You look pretty,” she murmured, taking a step towards me.

Thud. Thud. Thud. My heart pounded so hard, I felt like I was going to faint. I’d never felt like this before, so vulnerable and fragile and defenseless under a woman’s gaze.

“You really think so, Sister?” I asked, my voice sounding high and airy, almost like a girl’s.

One step closer. “Why are you trembling, Mr. Sinclair? Or should I say Miss Sinclair?”

This time, I just wanted to tell her the truth. “I’m just a little scared. I want you to like me, Sister. I want you to like the way I look. I want to...I want to impress you.”

Sister Hope smiled. She crossed her arms as she inspected me again. A flicker of electricity passed between us and my body quivered.

“Get me the makeup bag, Miss Sinclair.”

I stood up, feeling stupidly self-conscious. I walked out towards the door in my kitten heels, making tapping sounds that were eerily similar to the way the nuns walked. My back was turned to her so I just knew she was staring at my slip dress. The white fabric was tight on my hips and clung to my ass and I was pretty sure the shape of my thong was visible too.

When I returned, Sister Hope sat down on my bed and fixed my makeup. She applied a fresh coat of lipstick after instructing me to pout my lips first. She didn’t apply using the tube itself like I’d done—instead, she pressed the color onto her fingers before dabbing it on me. As she worked with her fingers tracing my lips and caressing the sensitive corners of my mouth, I thought about how easy it would be to kiss her. She was so close. I could feel her breath, soft and sweet, and I could smell the floral perfume that trailed off her habit. This was so...different. If it had felt nice to take care of myself, it felt heavenly to have this gorgeous nun take care of me like this and primp me up like I was one of those collectible dolls.

Sister Hope finished off with the mascara, applying several thick coats using the scary-looking wand before zipping up the makeup bag. Then she surveyed me again.

“What would you like to do now, Miss Sinclair?”

The question caught me off-guard. Wasn’t she the one in charge here?

“Go on,” Sister Hope said huskily, folding her arms again. “I want to hear what’s on your mind.”

I held my hands together, feeling cold and as exposed as if I was naked.

“I’d love to kiss you,” I blurted out.

I expected her to laugh at me. Or slap the makeup right off my face. But she didn’t.

“Not in here,” she said simply.


CHAPTER 12

Sister Hope extended her hand.

Holding onto it, she led me back out to the common room, then up the stairs. We crossed through the cloister garden, ending up at a dimly-lit corridor. The floor was tiled with dull-gray marble and portraits of Jesus and the Virgin Mary hung on the wall, their gazes following us as we passed through.

At the very end of the corridor was a pair of double-doors. It was only when Sister Hope fished out a key and unlocked them that I realized it was the indoor entrance to the chapel.

Our heels clicked as we entered. Sister Hope locked the doors behind us. Then, with a sweep of her habit, she turned around.

“Here?” I asked, my voice echoing in the quiet space.

She gave me a teasing smile. “Scared?”

“Very scared, Sister.”

She stood in front of me, her perfect form encased in rippling moonlight from the stained glass windows and resembling a halo. Silently, she took her veil off, revealing surprisingly long, black hair that spilled down her back. I watched, captivated, as she undid her habit, sliding off the heavy robe until it puddled at her feet. Underneath, she was wearing a white blouse and a black skirt that stopped at her knees. Her eyes met mine, and I saw how they burned.

Those eyes held an order.

I slid towards her, my feet squished uncomfortably inside my kitten heels. Lifted my chin up to hers. Pressed my painted mouth against her soft, parted lips. We were kissing now. It was a slow kiss, one that made the world fall away beneath my feet. She wrapped her arms around me, the strength in them also surprising me, pulling me in close.

“Kiss me harder, little sissy,” she whispered against my mouth.

I did what she’d told me to. I kissed her so hard our teeth knocked. Then her soft, dominant tongue ventured into my mouth. I could taste the mint in her mouth as it flicked against my own, exploring the wet insides. I couldn’t believe she was actually letting me kiss her. What an angel.

My cock was starting to stir as our tongues exchanged saliva. It was a strange sensation, wearing pantyhose and a tight thong, because I felt every movement as it swelled and hardened.

Sister Hope’s arms slid down the back of my slip dress, gave me a final peck, then pushed me towards the altar. Within the alcove, a statue of Jesus hung from a cross, the paint chipped and cracked. We made our way to the sanctuary and stood on the red carpet. The moment seemed sacred. Surreal.

Sister Hope made me lie down and rest my head back against the wall of the altar. Then she straddled me and peered at me curiously. Even our silent breaths seemed to echo in the chapel.

“Why? What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Sorry, Sister,” I said, swallowing hard. “It’s just...it’s strange being here. And even stranger seeing you like this. Without the veil and all the rest of it. I love your hair. I’ve never seen anyone with such long hair!”

My fingers had a life of their own as they crept towards her locks. Sister Hope’s eyes fluttered closed as I stroked them, all the way down to where they spilled on the floor.

“Enough.”

I instantly took my hand back.

“Have you ever performed fellatio?”

“N-no!” I was mortified. “Of course not.”

“Would you like to?”

“Y-yes, sure...”

I wasn’t sure where she was going with this. When she’d told me she was going to teach me how to please her, I thought she’d been talking about eating her out or giving her a massage or something. But blowjobs? I remembered the time she’d shoved that vibrator in my mouth, and I suddenly understood.

Before I could say anything else, Sister Hope’s fingers had slipped into my mouth. She told me to suck hard. I wanted to be a good girl, so I did. I sucked and licked and slurped. I wasn’t sure why it felt so sexy to pretend to be a girl like this. I felt so fucking desired. So fucking helpless. And all of it was so new...so terrifyingly foreign to me that I wasn’t even sure if it was right or wrong to like it.

Things slowly transitioned from me sucking on her fingers to her keeping my head still while she fucked my mouth. First it was just two fingers, then she added a third and a fourth. Her middle finger rammed down my throat, forcing me to make a sick choking sound that was so fucking hot. She didn’t have long nails but her fingers were pretty long, and they hit the back of my throat like a hammer. My eyes began to tear up as she forced them in further.

“You look so cute right now,” Sister Hope murmured. “A stupid little whore who needs a cock inside her pussy. Isn’t that right?”

I blubbered through my own saliva, unable to speak.

“That’s right, Miss Sinclair. You’ll let me use your little pussy, won’t you? Because deep down you’re a sissy slut who wants a big, painful cock in her hole.”

My groin stiffened at her words. I nodded. I wanted to blurt out everything that was on my mind.

I want you to dominate me, Sister Hope. I want you to abuse me. To hurt me. To give me pleasure and then rip it away again so I’m forced to cry for more.

She slowly pulled out her hand from my mouth. I coughed and spluttered, a thick line of drool falling onto my dress.

“Hands above your head.” Sister Hope instructed.

She left the altar, walking through the pews towards the confessional booth at the back of the chapel, both her hair and ass swaying inside her tight skirt. She slipped through its doors. When she reappeared her skirt was gone and her blouse was unbuttoned, revealing two large, pale breasts encased in a simple black bra. In place of her skirt was a strapped-on cock. A fucking enormous one.

As she came closer, I noticed the long ropes in her hands. She ordered me to lie down on the altar table. She bent down and, holding my arms up above my head, tied my wrists together. Then she pulled up my dress, spread my legs and bent them up so my calves were in line with my thigh, my heel almost touching the skin of my inner thigh. She bound my legs to lock me into that position, leaving my crotch in full view to the empty pews. I felt completely defenseless, like a blow-up doll.

Picking up one of the candles from the standing candleholder, she pulled out a matchbox and struck one. The flame came alive as she lit the wick and climbed up onto the altar table. The strap-on bounced as she crawled over my bound body.

“Sister...” I whimpered.

She didn’t say anything. Her earlier friendliness had disappeared, and the look in her face showed me her only need. The flame of the candle was so close to my neck that I could feel the heat radiating on my skin. The yellow fire flickered against her sharp cheekbones.

With no warning, she tipped the candle, letting drops of wax splash onto my neck. It stung, but a little thrill ran up my spine. She trailed the candle down my body, letting wax spill in splotches across my dress, then bringing it around the inside of my thighs.

“Tell me you like pain, Miss Sinclair,” she said.

I was breathless as I told her. No one had ever done anything like this to me before. I could feel the wax drip thickly in the shape of a circle bordering my crotch, hot and wet and teasing, then hardening into little beads. She was marking her territory and I’d never felt so scared and aroused in my life.

Sister Hope placed the candle back into its holder and as soon as she crawled back over my body, she shoved her cock inside my mouth. I was so ready to receive it by then that I moaned. She started thrusting back and forth, her grip tight on my scalp. My brain flitted between the past and present, the memories from the shed and the scent of the candle wax and then suddenly it all merged...the pain, the terror, the passion. I sucked that big fake cock so hard I could’ve taken my own eye out.

The cock was still down my throat when Sister Hope slipped her hand between my legs. Her fingers flittered past my pantyhose, past the bare skin I’d just shaved and lotioned. She pushed aside the back of my wax-stained thong, sliding up to my hole. My asshole clenched, anticipating her touch, but the finger went higher, tracing a line up my taint until it was between the lips of my ‘pussy’. I don’t know why, but that’s how it felt, even though it was just my own balls. Her hand shifted again, settling on my ‘clit’. Her thumb swiped roughly against the tip, spreading my precum across the crown. I groaned, feeling it twitch violently.

“This is going to hurt,” she whispered, plucking the dildo out of my mouth.

“I’ll say a prayer,” I said in my pretty, girly voice.

Sister Hope’s sexy smirk made my stomach lurch. She opened up the bottle of lube she’d brought with her and poured it onto the dildo, rubbing it up and down that huge, fleshy thing, the sounds making me scared yet excited. Could I even take it?

Sister Hope grabbed my knees and pushed them further apart, my bound body moving helplessly according to her whims. She angled the dildo in the direction of my tight, expecting hole. A bead of sweat rolled down the back of my neck. Within a second she’d entered me, her eyes glinting with fierce desire.

She was rough with me. It was painful in the best way possible. She pumped in and out, deeper and deeper, the tip of her dildo rubbing against something so sensitive inside me that it made me gasp. At this point she was pressed against me, every thrust magnified by the full force of her weight. Our noses touched. I felt myself leak a little more. I let out a little whimper and she gave me another knowing smirk.

She knew what she was doing to me. She knew what I was feeling. She wanted me to surrender everything, including my precious masculinity...but she didn’t know I already had.

“Sin for me,” she whispered, and then her tongue flicked across my right cheek. “Be a slut for me.”

I writhed against the white-clothed tabletop. I’d never done anything so wild, so crazy, so disrespectful. I was being fucked in a chapel. The altar was a sacred space where priests led their sermons, where the nuns worshipped and sang hymns, and yet here I was, tied up, my dirty hole exposed and filled to the hilt.

Suddenly, Sister Hope’s cock plunged into me, deeper than ever before. I screamed. She pushed her palm against my mouth and fucked me harder, deeper, the sound of skin slapping against skin reverberating around the chapel walls. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I came so hard the orgasm pulsed through my body like a blazing fire. Lights sparked before my eyes before I saw the cum explode out of me in long, white ropes, hitting the lace of my garter. Sister Hope watched as my body shook violently, a perverted gleam in her eyes as I spurted out the last of my milk.

“Do you know how wrong it is to cum inside a church, Miss Sinclair?”

I couldn’t speak. I just heaved, my breaths coming in strained bursts as the afterwaves of pleasure ebbed through me. She was still buried inside me when she kissed me hard, the taste of lipstick and perfume and lust filling up my mouth.

Our kiss was broken by the plunk of footsteps.

I froze.

“Oh shit,” I whispered.

I pictured Mother Superior or Sister Janet barging in, how their eyes would widen with horror at the scene before them. My blood ran cold. But Sister Hope looked as happy and relaxed as a cat lying in a pool of sunshine as she stroked my long blonde hair.

“That’s just Sister Martha,” she whispered. “She sleepwalks. She can’t come in here. Don’t worry.”

I frowned. “W-what if she hears us? And wakes up?”

Sister Hope’s smile grew. “Let her hear us. I’m not ashamed. Are you?”

“Uh...” My legs were still splayed open and I could feel my hole and the back of my dress were damp with sweat. Shame burned inside me at the thought of an outsider knowing this secret side of my sexuality. I wanted her to untie me so I could run to the nearest bathroom and change into pants and a T-shirt and wash my face and get rid of this damn wig.

“Getting caught is part of the charm,” Sister Hope continued. “Sometimes, when I know Mother is making her rounds in the cells, I take off my nightdress and lay down in bed, touching myself, knowing she could open my door at any moment and catch me in sin.”

“Wow.”

“Those are the best orgasms.”

I couldn’t argue with her there.

“Tell me then. What’s on your mind now?”

“I guess I was wondering...well, how did you become a nun?”

Sister Hope’s face hardened. “Do you mean why?”

I nodded hesitantly, hoping the question hadn’t offended her.

“There are different reasons women become nuns,” she answered, blowing away a strand of hair that had fallen across her forehead. “Revenge. Control. Love. Duty. Responsibility. Religion. Hiding away from the world.”

“Which one are you?”

“Maybe all of them. Maybe none.”

She dipped a finger into the cream I’d spilled and held it against my lips. I parted them obediently and took it into my mouth, sucking it until it was clean.

“I’ve been part of the convent since I was twenty,” she said. “I was only eighteen when I got married to a dickhead who was much older than me. We got divorced but I still didn’t feel, well, safe, I suppose.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, suddenly feeling terrible. My own problems seemed so miniscule compared to hers.

“What’s there to be sorry for?” Sister Hope asked as she offered a fresh blob of my cum for me to suck. “Everyone has their struggles. I’m doing perfectly fine as you can see.”

An itch to know everything about it—to soak every detail of every day of her life—filled me. I wanted to know if she was really happy here or if it was just a cover. I wanted to know what kind of guy her ex-husband had been.

I cleared my throat as soon as I swallowed. I wasn’t a fan of the taste at all. “So are you and Father Rowan...you know?”

Sister Hope smirked. “Sinners, you mean? Yes. Very much so. It’s fun to take risks. I guess it’s good to have some things that make life more enjoyable. Even convent life.”

A stab to my heart.

“What you saw that morning behind the chapel didn’t just happen overnight.” She took hold of her hair, twisted it around her hand and maneuvered it into a self-holding bun on her head. “It took years. Father understood me. Or rather, we understood each other. We both had our struggles—it’s a hard life getting into the priesthood and a harder life for a woman in a convent. We needed each other.”

My chest felt tight. It was a beautiful love story, but I couldn’t help thinking about myself. “What about, uh, someone from outside the convent? Are you allowed to, like, choose someone if you wanted to?”

She smiled. Then she slowly pulled herself out of my ass and untied me. It felt strange to be so empty down there after I’d been filled for so long—even stranger to be able to move my arms and legs wherever I could. She went back to the confessional booth and when she returned, she’d transformed herself back into the nun I’d come to know so well.

I looked at her and reached out for her hand. She squeezed mine. She leaned in close to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips, feeling down the backside of my dress, rubbing the part of me that she’d claimed. I buried my head in her bosom and made a purring sound. But all I could think about was how she hadn’t really answered my question.


CHAPTER 13

Over the next few weeks, my time at the Sisters of St. Helen’s started to take on a routine that made it feel like home. I’d wake up at the crack of dawn and meet up with Mother Superior to take care of my daily chores, which I could do a lot quicker than when I’d first started. Mother Superior still kept a close eye on me, but at least she didn’t make me wash any more dirty panties.

Sister Hope became busier with her duties. She’d taken on a teaching role, training the younger nuns how to lead the morning service and the Bible study. We didn’t meet as often as I’d like but when we did, it was incredible. I’d transform into the pretty slut she needed me to be so she could tie me up and abuse my pussy. Our nights felt dirtier and dirtier, and the fear of getting caught made it even hotter.

She’d asked me a pick a new name for myself, and I went with Candy—short for Candice, a name I’d always liked. Sister Hope really liked it too, and the name became a big part of my new identity. Candy was the sweet girl who loved to lick and suck. Candy was the slut who enjoyed being used and abused. Candy was the girly girl who loved makeup and pretty lingerie and heels and waxing her body hair. And Colt Sinclair? The loner who’d once been homeless? I wasn’t sure who that person was anymore.

The other interesting thing that happened was I met Father Rowan. The proper way, I mean. Up close, he was a real hunk. Blond, tanned, with blue eyes and a winning smile that could make any nun drop her habit. I’m not going to lie, a part of me was super jealous of him. He had a claim to Sister Hope in a way I was never going to have.

I wondered if he knew about me. I hoped he didn’t.

I wanted to be Sister Hope’s secret.

As mid-November approached, the nights grew a lot colder and along with it, Sister Hope got even busier. Days went by before I could see her, and most days I was supervised by Sister Janet instead. I found myself spending more time in the dining hall or in the basement. Sister Hope had given me a set of nail polish bottles so I’d pass the time painting my nails. It was strangely calming to see the pretty colors come to life. I’d leave the color on my toenails on but remove the ones on my hand as soon as I’d finish painting them. I was hoping to grow my fingernails a little without anybody noticing them.

It was during one of those nights that my phone rang. I was in the common room, and the call made me jump and tip the bottle over the sofa, staining it with pink. I grumbled as I rushed to my room and unplugged the phone from its charging portal.

The name that flashed across the screen made my heart skip a beat.

Jeff.

I almost didn’t answer it. Why the hell was my old landlord calling me?

“Colt,” he rumbled as soon I answered.

“Jeff.”

“How’ve you been? It’s been a while.”

“I’m good. Yeah. I guess so.”

“Listen, I got a question to ask. Your old apartment. Would you be interested in coming back?”

My mouth dropped open. “Huh?”

“The tenant who took it moved out last week.”

Wonder why.

“Just thought I’d give you a call,” he said. “Thought you might be interested.”

“Wow. Jeff. Thanks. Yeah, uh. Yeah. I still don’t have a job. I can’t afford it.”

Jeff coughed. I had a feeling he was about to spill something and felt uncomfortable about it. “About that. Maria had a chat with me. I confess I hadn’t told her about your situation before. And after you left suddenly, she wasn’t...well, let’s just say she wasn’t too happy. She liked having you around.”

My heart warmed as I thought about Maria. As cold-hearted as Jeff was, his wife was a saint. She was everything to him, and if he was this nice to me now, it was probably because of her.

“Anyway,” Jeff continued. “We discussed what we’d do in the event you were unable to pay. We’re prepared to give you the space rent-free for the next twelve months.”

Holy shit.

“Wow. Jeff. I, uh. I don’t know what to say.” I sucked in a breath. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure,” Jeff replied. “Maria would kick my bottom if I let you get back into some shithole. And...it’s just us two, you know? We can afford to pay it forward sometime. Maria said it would be un-Christian of her if she didn’t help a man in need, and you know what? She’s right.”

Later, I found myself staring up at a crack in the ceiling. I’d told Jeff I’d call him back as soon as possible and let him know. I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had been this good to me. I wished Sister Hope was here so I could talk it over with her.

But I had to accept the offer.

It would be a crime not to. Twelve months would give me plenty of time to hustle and find a job. Get back on my own two feet again.

But could I really leave the convent? Leave Sister Hope who...I’d fallen in love with?

God. Why did life had to be so fucking hard?

***

My heels crunched on pebbles as I made my way towards the edge of the lakeshore. My breath frosted the air, forming wispy clouds of white. It was ten past 2 a.m.

I hugged my coat tighter around myself. Underneath I was holding a secret: a baby doll-style pink nightdress I’d managed to buy online thanks to a surprise tax credit I’d received and an online clothing sale. It was short, reaching only down to the top of my thighs, but it had a cute lace trim and made me feel pretty.

I stared out at the water as I waited for her. Maybe I was too early. I had no idea. As I kicked a pebble and shivered, I realized how bittersweet it was to be meeting Sister Hope like this.

It had taken me a long time to come to a decision. It hadn’t been easy. But I owed it to Sister Hope to tell her first, before Mother Superior.

Because of her busy schedule, it had taken me a few days to find Sister Hope alone so I could talk to her. She hadn’t had time to listen to me then so she’d asked me to meet her tonight by the lake. I hoped it wasn’t going to rain. Taking off my wool cap, I let my shiny blonde hair tumble down my shoulders. The wind picked up my strands and made them flutter.

From the distance, I heard a familiar clack, clack, clack.

I turned and the woman I loved stepped into view through the trees. 


CHAPTER 14

My heart skipped a beat.

She was so beautiful. She wasn’t wearing her veil, and her silky hair fell down the back of her open coat, her habit draping her curves. She came up close to me, her eyes burning.

My voice came out hoarse. “Hi, you look—”

She held up a hand to stop me. She motioned to the dock. “Come.”

The wood creaked underneath my high heels as we walked to the dock. My face was on fire, my clit so hard.

I’m in love with you, I thought sadly.

A small wooden boat was tied up at the dock. Sister Hope got in first. I was next. I sat in front of her and she ordered me to row. I grabbed the oars and dipped them into the water, making the boat rock as I struggled to maneuver it away from the dock.

Soon we were further and further away from the shore. Then she asked me to stop. The lake was so big and the night was so dark it felt like we were lost at sea. The convent looked like a dot in the distance, a single light shining from one of the windows. It was just the two of us out here.

Sister Hope motioned me to take my coat off.

My heart pounded as I stood up and stripped for her. Goosebumps crept along my skin as the cold air kissed it. I felt shy, but I hoped she’d be impressed by my new outfit.

Sister Hope moved in a little closer and then her hands fell on my nightdress. With one sharp tug, she tore it off.

“Sister!” I cried.

She turned me around, pulling on the tear to make it bigger, until my whole back was exposed. Her nails scraped down my back as she tugged the nightdress away completely, destroying it—and the money I’d spent so lovingly—in tatters around my feet. My ass, now clad in just a pink thong, was in full view.

I trembled. “Did I do something wrong, Sister?”

“I didn’t tell you to wear this, did I?” she said. “You only wear what I tell you to wear, slut.”

She pushed me down so I lying across her lap, face up, my hair spilling down to the hull. I could practically feel the lust and desire flaming away from those black eyes. It had been days since she’d fucked me, and tonight it all felt predatory. I felt more like a toy than a human.

My breath stilled as Sister Hope drew her fingers along my body, from my neck, my breasts, my belly, down to my pubic area. She rested her finger on the tip of my clit and a wave of pleasure shimmied over me.

“It’s getting smaller, isn’t it?” she murmured.

I was surprised she’d noticed.  For some reason, I didn’t feel the need to touch or stimulate my cock anymore, and I thought of it more like a female clit. Even stranger was the fact that instead of the urge to jerk off or stick it inside something, I felt the need to be filled. To be fucked. Just like a girl.

“Soon you’ll be a real girl for me,” Sister Hope said and leaned in close, pressing her perfect breasts against my small ones. Her heartbeat pulsed in sync with mine. “And I’ll turn you into my pet.” She lay a kiss on my neck. “What did you want to tell me?”

I swallowed hard. Did I even have the courage to tell her anymore?

“I’m leaving,” I finally managed to say.

There was a silence that lasted a lifetime. I looked up and saw her stone-cold face.

“Why?”

“My landlord called. My apartment is vacant. They want me back.”

“So you’re leaving. Just like that.”

“I’m sorry.” The words came out in a mousey, squeaky ramble. “I wish I didn’t have to. It’s just that I’ve got it for free and...well, I’m not sure what this is between us. You have Father Rowan and I have...I have no one. I can’t be here if we’re never going to be together. It just might kill me.” I stared up at the sky. The truth felt a thousand times more painful now that it was out. 

“I’ll miss you,” I whispered.

She leaned down and gave my cheek a slap, the impact so hard it might as well have been a whip.

“Will you?” she hissed.

“Sister! Please!”

“Down, slut.”

I got down on all fours, the boat swaying with my movements. Icy fingers slid my thong to the side. Then her palm landed hard on my ass. Pain spread through me like ice cracking. I whimpered.

Whack!

Whack!

“You don’t make the decisions here, Candy. I do.”

With each spanking, my asshole was widening for her. Shameful cries left my lips and I shivered violently as the boat rocked even harder. Sister Hope had taken complete control of me. Of my body. Of my life. I’d been a fool to even think I could leave here.

Whack! Whack!

I cried out again, feeling tears sting my eyes. I knew I shouldn’t be enjoying this. But I was. I was loving her dominance. Her power. The pain and pleasure and torture that came with it. Even when the spanking stopped, my ass stung. My clit was aching, but my heart was hurting the most.

Sister Hope made me face her and her habit dropped off. She was naked under it, with the exception of her strap-on cock. It was hard and ready to abuse me, to take me like she had that night in the chapel. But she was pushing my head up in between her legs, where the cut-out of her harness exposed her pussy.

“Get your tongue in there,” she demanded.

My tongue snaked out from between my glossy lips. I tasted her and began to lap at her soft, hairy, velvety flesh. Sister Hope forced my face even closer, letting me smell her fully as I tasted her. Her wetness smeared across my face as she pressed her full weight on me. I sucked and licked and drank her up. My eyes started to water.

“Get right in there,” Sister Hope whispered, brushing her hand through my wig. “Your filthy tongue feels so fucking good.”

I went even harder, giving her everything I had, licking every fold, tracing patterns all over her slit. I felt like I was going to choke, but the taste of her was so fucking addictive.

“I know you’ll never leave me, Candy. Would you like to know why? It’s because you’re the kind who’ll give up everything just for the chance to fuck a woman. Isn’t that right?”

Her thighs tensed. She didn’t make a sound as she came. Her arousal seeped down the sides of my mouth, and I drank it willingly. I would’ve tasted, drunk, and bathed in her cum if she’d asked me to.

“I don’t just want to be a toy for you!” I sobbed.

Sister Hope grabbed my shoulders, lifting my face up to hers. “But that’s what you are,” she said, then took two steps back. “You’re just my little slut, Candy. Now come to me and lick my balls.”

I felt so pathetic as I crawled up to her. I would’ve loved to be a slut for her, but that was all just a fantasy, wasn’t it? It wasn’t real, or maybe it could’ve been for some other lucky, privileged guy. A guy who didn’t have to worry about what kind of shit the world would whip up for him next. It wasn’t meant for me. I sucked on her Sister Hope’s fake balls and she pressed them against my face, reminding me how she was much more of a man than I was. I just wanted to cry even more. When she was done seeing me pleasure her, she laid me down on the seat, flipped me, and entered me roughly. Tingles of pleasure shot up my spine and my mind went black. I’d been trained for this. To want this. To need it.

Without thrusting, Sister Hope lifted me up by the thighs and sat down with a rough jerk. As I fell onto her lap with all my weight, I felt every inch of her cock stab through me, making my insides vibrate.

“Bounce, slut,” she demanded.

I bounced. Up and down. Up and down. I fell back against her breasts, not able to keep my balance right. Soft skin hugged me and rock hard nipples poked into my back. My asshole tightened around her shaft, my clit quivering. Leaking. Her hands coiled around my waist, forcing me to take her deep.

Neither of us spoke again. We didn’t need to. Every slide down her cock told me I was her property. Her slave. A dirty slut who’d given up the world for her.

I knew I was close. Even in the cold, the makeup I’d put on so carefully was melting off with my sweat. Sister Hope nipped my earlobe and her nails struck my skin so hard she drew blood. I hoped she was getting a good view of my ass while I bounced for her. A view of my brown hole as it squeezed her cock. My insides started to pulse violently. I exploded in a scream that echoed across the waters. I cried out her name, over and over again, screaming that I loved her. The orgasm was so powerful my legs and hands went numb.

Sister Hope and I sat on the boat with her cock still lodged inside me. The cold soaked through my body so I guided her arms around my waist again. For a long minute it was amazingly silent, and we were both just looking up at the stars.

And then an ugly whistle ran through the air.

Was it thunder?

Sister Hope let go of me. I was just about to say something when there was another whistle.

We both turned to look in the direction of the convent. There, on the dock, a tall figure stood, with a shorter figure by its side. The short figure started to jump and down, waving their arms.

A third whistle.

Everything inside me prickled with pure, unadulterated terror.

Sister Hope pointed at the oars. “Row,” she said, her voice eerily calm. “Row like you’re running away from the devil himself.”


CHAPTER 15

Splash!

Iced water drenched me from the top of my wig to my feet. Instant numbness set in, making my teeth rattle as my vision slowly came into focus. Sister Janet, looking smug and pleased with herself, was holding up an empty water jug like it was a trophy.

“It’s time to wake up.” Mother Superior whispered. The whistle hanging from her neck glinted starrily. “Satan has put you two to sleep.”

Sister Hope didn’t speak. She was buttoning up her coat but Mother Superior slapped her hand away. “Why the sudden modesty, child? After you put on that show for all the Sisters to see? Give me the damned coat.”

She ripped it free from her, her eyes widening as she soaked in Sister Hope’s full, unclothed breasts and the rubber dildo that jutted out from her hips. A murmur rose from the shadows, and for the first time I could see the horde of nuns who’d parked themselves a safe distance from the trees to witness our downfall.

“And you.”

I struggled to stand up straight under Mother Superior’s glare. Shame slivered through me, as wet and cold and damp as my bra and panties felt. I’d tried so hard to keep my feminine side a secret, but now the whole world was watching me, judging me for dressing up like this. Like a woman. Like a slut.

I felt like I’d wet myself.

“You deceived me, boy. You showed me you were cured but you were just putting on an act. There are no words left for me to make you understand your evil.” Mother Superior’s lips puttered with fury as she spoke. “So I will show you instead. Go!”

“Whores,” Sister Janet added under her breath.

My legs ached as we started to make our way back to the convent. Sister Janet’s wooden ruler hit us hard anytime we slowed down. We could have just rowed away, I thought, my eyes stinging. The devil wasn’t on our boat. He was out here, within these cloistered walls. Why did Sister Hope make me row back?

The warmth of the convent’s interior did nothing to make me feel better. I knew where Mother was taking us. To the same dark, brooding room where I’d been punished before. The cloying smell of lavender soap made my stomach churn as we entered it.

What now? I thought grimly. What are you going to do to us, you witch?

Sister Hope was asked to kneel on the dirty tiled floor. My lover’s nudity made her look so vulnerable I couldn’t stand it, but I was more helpless than I’ve ever been in my life.

Then Sister Janet and Mother Superior grabbed my arms. Guilt and terror rose up my throat like rotten soup as they bound me to the cross and lifted me up into the air. This time, I was made to face them, as if they wanted to broadcast the shame written all over me. I was shaking so bad I didn’t even hear what Mother Superior was saying as she paced the room, her black habit swiping the floor. She picked up her whip and shouted something to the audience of nuns huddled beyond the door, the shadows hiding their faces. They all nodded in agreement.

Mother Superior stopped in front of me.

Clenching my teeth, I shivered in my wet bra and thong, wishing I’d still had my nightdress to cover myself. Now I had a dozen eyes all on me, staring at my sissy body, my shaved skin, my painted nails, and how flat and smooth my panties were thanks to my shrinking clit. I’d become a spectacle. 

“Let this be a lesson to all of you, Sisters,” Mother Superior hissed to the audience. “Satan has tried to infiltrate our haven using the form of a fallen nun and this demon-loving whore. But we will fight. And we will cleanse these sinners from their evil tendencies.”

She threw a second whip into Sister Janet’s hands. The fat nun grinned, her puckered smile as sharp as the edge of a knife.

I wasn’t even sure where the first blow hit me, but it made the blood in my ears rush. I clenched my teeth as the pain set in. Mother Superior let the whip go again, this time hitting me straight across my thighs, the leather stinging my skin. Sister Janet lifted her pudgy hand high into the air and sent the whip’s tendrils flying in a crack. The ends struck my bra cup, sending a bolt of pain through my right areola and nipple.

As the two nuns whipped me, red stripes bloomed across my body. But even the pain didn’t stop my clit from throbbing. I stared at Sister Hope as she silently watched my punishment. She seemed to understand what they were doing to me. She knew what was going to happen next. So why wasn’t she saying anything? Or doing anything? Was she getting turned on by seeing me humiliated like this? Was she a sadist like the rest of them?

The cross creaked as more blows rained down on me. I bit down on my tongue so I wouldn’t scream. I didn’t want to show them how weak I really was.

Mother Superior brought her face close to mine. “Do you enjoy getting whipped in front of all these women, Candice?”

I flinched as I heard my girl name. How the hell did she know?

Mother Superior knocked on the wall, smiling. “You may not think it, boy, but these walls have ears. I know everything that goes on behind them. Your filthy little secrets. The hours you’ve spent servicing Sister Hope’s cock.” She sneered at Sister Hope. “And you, my girl. I was waiting for you to come to me and tell me about Father Rowan. I thought you would do the right thing after all that I’d taught you. But no. Instead you went ahead and gave in to your evil urges. Smeared yourself in the devil’s seed. I am ashamed of you.”

Sister Hope’s jaw hardened. Her hands were folded across her lap in a submissive position. She made no attempt to speak or protest.

Why?

Frustration swept up inside me as Mother Superior turned back to me. “Do you really think you’re a girl, Candice?”

I didn’t answer her.

Whack!

The leather tendrils wrapped around my belly, the pain so fierce I couldn’t speak.

“Speak up, whore,” Mother Superior ordered.

“No.” My voice came out small and timid.

“Louder.”

“No, Mother Superior!”

I trembled with shame. Did I deserve this? To be punished like this for wanting to dress like a girl and have sex like a girl? I didn’t have an answer, but right then the biggest blow of all was the fact that Sister Hope had abandoned me. She’d only thought of me as her plaything, a real-life pussy to stick her cock into. Nothing more.

“No? That is the truth, boy,” she said, spitting out the last word. “You will never, ever be a girl. You are nothing but a hole. A filthy hole and a demon-lover. Is that not right, Sisters?”

“Yes, Mother,” the crowd of nuns chorused.

Sister Janet brought Mother Superior a pair of blue nitrile gloves. She snapped them over her bony fingers and cracked her knuckles. Her long arms reached up and touched my lips, wiping my lipstick off before forcing them apart. A gloved finger began touching me, examining my tongue and teeth then probed the back of my mouth, almost nudging against my tonsils.

“Bruises,” Mother Superior murmured. “From sucking a phallus. But your throat is dry and I see no trace of sperm.” Her spectacles glinted. “But you do swallow sperm, don’t you? And you’ve done it, many times in the past.”

Her finger slipped back out. My saliva glistened on the nitrile.

“Whose sperm?” she asked softly. “Tell me loudly so everyone in the room can hear. Whose sperm do you swallow, Candice?”

I clenched my jaw. “M-my own,” I whimpered.

A startled gasp came from the crowd. Shame flooded over me as they all stared at me in horror, knowing the filthiest things about my life. I had nothing to hide anymore. They all knew I was a freak who ate my own cum.

“Let it be known that our fallen Sister penetrates this girly boy to the point of ejaculation and then lets him consume the product of their sin!” Mother Superior said. My clit twitched as all the dirty memories entered my mind, one after another, proving her words true. Whispers floated through the room and made my cheeks burn.

“Disgusting.”

“Filthy sinner.”

“Harlot.”

Mother Superior held her hand up to silence them. “It’s okay. God cures all. I will now rid you of the devil’s possession.” Her gloved fingers reached up to caress my cheek and it took every ounce of my strength not to flinch away from her touch. Her face was full of unmistakable lust and it made me sick.

The sound of rushing water came into focus. I stared at the basin behind her, where several steel buckets were being filled with water so hot that big curls of steam rolled out of them and hung in the air.

“Holy water,” Mother Superior whispered. “To cleanse you of the devil’s sin. Sister Janet?”

Fear tore through me as Sister Janet handed her a bucket full of water, huffing from the effort. I gazed at Sister Hope, who refused to look at me. This time I let the tears fall. I was sure my makeup looked awful—a ridiculous thought given the shit I was in.

Mother Superior took a step towards me. The steam was already hitting my skin, making it burn.

“Mother.”

Sister Hope’s voice was quiet, but Mother Superior’s sharp ears picked up on it instantly. My heart pounded as she turned around impatiently. “Speak, Sister. Quickly.”

The next thing I knew, Sister Hope had sprung to her feet and grabbed the bucket of holy water from Mother Superior’s hands. Mother Superior shrieked, stepping back in horror. The bucket tipped dangerously.

“Get away from her,” Sister Hope snarled. “Or I’ll pour this all over you.”

“Put down the holy water, you foolish child,” Mother Superior hissed. But she stumbled back, and for the first time she looked genuinely scared. As scared as if she’d seen the Antichrist.

Holding onto the bucket’s handle, Sister Hope rushed towards me and pushed down on the lever. As soon as the cross lowered and angled itself horizontally, she unshackled me, her deft fingers moving quickly to release me from my prison. Her face was a mixture of sadness and anger and love and hatred, and so hauntingly beautiful.

Heel-steps knocked against the floor. I looked up to see Sister Janet creeping towards the rest of the buckets, her body low like an animal, her eyes wide. Sister Hope saw her too.

“I said get the fuck away,” she said. “Touch those buckets and I’ll spill everything on you, Sister Janet.”

Sister Janet seemed to lose her bravado in an instant. She retreated back into the shadows, holding her hands up protectively.

“Get my coat,” Sister Hope ordered. “And yours too.”

“Out, demons!” Mother Superior hissed, her fingers forming a cross in front of her face. “Be gone! This is holy ground. You have no power here.”

Sister Hope scoffed. “We’re leaving. Stay back, Agnes. I’m warning you.”

My coat felt soft and warm as Sister Hope wrapped it around my shoulders. She draped her own around herself, and then, keeping her grip tight on the bucket, we tore through the crowd of nuns that had formed outside, blocking the corridors. I was shaking so bad I couldn’t stop my legs from giving way. Sister Hope held me up, pushing away anyone who got in our path. Hot water splashed against habits and heels and any exposed ankles, making the nuns shriek and scatter.

We pushed past the heavy doors of the entrance and stepped out into the dark. Into the black, icy night.

We never looked back.


CHAPTER 16

I’d never believed in miracles, but I guess this was something close to it.

We drove for hours, both of us huddled in my old blankets, and my rust bucket of a car actually held up fine. Sister Hope stared into the distance the entire time, not speaking. I wasn’t sure if she’d just left the convent for good, or if she was going back. But she was here now. With me.

And it felt good.

We both knew what we’d done was crazy. Jumping into my car and speeding off hadn’t been the best idea, but it was the only one we had. We were both in a fucked up situation. I had no money, a crappy apartment I wouldn’t dare show to a girl, and a landlord who I owed a huge favor to. We didn’t have any of our belongings. And Sister Hope? She didn’t have a home anymore.

But maybe, just maybe, we could be together and figure it out.

A miracle.

Sister Hope turned to me as I drove, the street lamps lighting up her beautiful face. We’d finally reached my town, so I grabbed the opportunity to say, “You can stay at my place. Until you have things sorted out.”

I prayed that she’d accept my offer.

“Okay,” she finally said.

“I’m warning you, it’s not in the best condition,” I added. “And I don’t have a dollar to my name, but I guess we could work something out.”

Sister Hope smiled. “I’m sure we will. I have a bank account. I don’t have the card with me, but I can access the money online.”

I almost laughed. She was rich and I wasn’t. And she was a nun. Or used to be one.

I’d already called Jeff on the way home and told him that I was coming back. He sounded pretty happy on the phone, and even agreed to let me have a friend stay over for however long was needed. I knew Maria had to be behind all of it.

Eventually we passed the Happy Diner. Its neon-yellow smiley face glowed like a beacon as we zipped by. For a split-second I found myself thinking about Stan and wondered how he was doing. I hoped to see him again one day.

“Are you going to leave the convent?” I asked Sister Hope.

Sister Hope sighed and rested her head on the glass window. Maybe it was because I was seeing her away from the convent for the first time, but she somehow looked…normal. Like any young woman who was trying to forge her path in the world. “I don’t think I have a choice,” she said. “I should probably leave, just for a bit. I might want to go back. I like to say life is a bed of thorns. It’s hard and painful. I guess I’ll have to see how it plays out for me.”

I didn’t ask her any more questions after that. Just like I was on my own journey, she was on hers. And I was going to give her the space she needed.

Minutes later, my old apartment building came into view. I led her to the door of my place and searched for my house key under the rug, where Jeff said he’d hidden it. Sister Hope frowned as she saw the peeling paint on the walls and the dark red carpeting that looked like someone had died in the hallway. I winced. It was a shithole. A shithole where everything was rusting and decaying. How could I have even offered her to stay here?

I was just about to tell her to forget about it, when Sister Hope squeezed my hand. “I don’t care, Candy. I’ve lived in worse.”

I wasn’t sure if she was referring to the convent or something else. But I smiled.

I unlocked the door and stepped inside, throwing my keys on the counter and then immediately regretted it, seeing all the dust that had piled up. Sister Hope walked in. I could see her eyes widen as she took in grim state of my home. Then she smiled and grabbed me by the collar of my coat and pulled me close. “It’s perfect.”

“You’re perfect,” I replied. “Thank you for saving me.”

She pressed her lips to mine, her tongue teasing the edges of my mouth. Our kiss deepened. I should’ve been exhausted but instead I was high with energy.

“Is this yours?”

I turned around to see Sister Hope holding up a portable piano keyboard.

“No,” I said, surprised. “It must’ve belonged to the previous tenant.”

Sister Hope sat down on my couch and placed the keyboard over her lap. She pressed on the power button and the display lit up with color. Her fingers flew across the keys and a soft, beautiful melody filled the air. I’d heard Sister Hope sing before, but I hadn't known she was a pianist as well.

I sat next to her and closed my eyes, letting the sound of music wash over me. Her fingers were like magic. Like they were plucking the strings of an angel. I traveled to a place where it was just me and her and life really was a bed of roses.

The music stopped. My eyes snapped open. Sister Hope’s face was so close to mine. My breath caught as she slowly unbuttoned my coat and slid it off my shoulders. Her stare roamed through my bra and thong, lingering at the spots where my panties had stained.

“You’re a little hottie, aren’t you,” she whispered.

Her hand slipped behind my back. I raised my hips and her finger entered between my ass cheeks and found my puckering hole.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of fucking you,” she said.

Her eyes met mine as her finger buried itself inside me. I moaned in delight as she stimulated me, making me completely helpless under her sinful stare. I couldn’t believe how comfortable I was, dressed as a sissy girl for her, acting so feminine and slutty and letting her play with me. I could never do that with another woman. Our connection was something special. Physical, emotional, and yes, maybe even spiritual...

“What about Father Rowan?” I asked quietly. “Wouldn’t he want to know where you are?”

Sister Hope smiled. “He can find me, if he wants.”

I couldn’t think about her answer then because my pussy was clenching hard against her finger. I arched my back and moaned again. My hands moved up to my chest and I caressed them, playing with my nipples as Sister Hope slid another finger in and pushed it up inside my sacred hole. She guided my head down toward her breasts and my hungry tongue traveled across the little pale bumps across her areola. The old couch springs started to squeak under our weight.

Just when I was about to spurt, Sister Hope pulled out her fingers and smirked. “I want you to go to the bathroom and put your makeup on again.” She started to stroke my blonde hair. “And I want you to grow your own hair out. I need you to give me the full Candy experience.”

My cock pulsed as I stood up obediently. She wanted me to dress up. Be a real girl. It made me so excited, so horny. Maybe I was one of the lucky ones after all. Maybe my fantasy could end up being a reality.

I smiled at the Goddess sitting on my couch, with her perfect curves and her beautiful eyes, and I said, “Anything for you, Sister.”


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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