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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   I made the decision to give myself to the Lord at a very young age. I was 14 when it dawned on me that a life of discipline, faith, and chastity was right for me. 
 
   I developed real early. I grew C cup breasts by the age of 13 and developed woman-like hips later on that year too. Such a figure on a thin framed young girl like myself was a burden I was not prepared to take on. I remember the married men in my neighborhood staring at me with strange smiles on their faces as I walked to school. They weren’t the kind of smiles that you would normally see on people as acts of general pleasantries, but they were weird, twisted smiles that also came with a cold stare. A cold stare that I associated with predators at the zoo, like lions, tigers, and gorillas, which made me feel extremely uncomfortable. 
 
   One day, I asked my dad why the married men in the neighborhood always ogled at me as I walked to school. He was fixing the plumbing underneath the kitchen sink at the time. I remember him saying, “They think you are nice Jessie. They’re just happy to see you.” 
 
   “Well, if they think I’m nice how come they don’t say hello? They just stand there and stare,” I said. 
 
   “Sometimes a smile is just enough,” he mumbled, in a dismissive tone as he continued to struggle with the piping. 
 
   “It’s okay, I’ll leave you be.” 
 
   My father let out a deep sigh. “Wait, honey.” He then scooted out from under the cabinets where the sink plumbing was leaking throughout the entire week, and grabbed me by the shoulders, kissing me on the forehead and giving me a nice warm hug. He then asked, “Which neighbor stares at you every morning?”
 
   “Well, pretty much all of them. But Frank does it the longest. It feels like he stares at my feet, then my legs, my chest, and finally my face. It’s a weird way of saying hello, don’t you think?” 
 
   His face became contorted in agitation as soon as I told him about Frank. He pursed his lips, let go of my shoulders, and without saying a word, bolted through the front door like a rocket. I ran to the living room window to see where my father was heading. 
 
   He headed straight to Frank’s house and knocked on the door, Frank answered the door with a smile. My father started yelling at him and grabbed him by his shirt. What have I done? I thought. All Frank was doing was being friendly. My father continued yelling at Frank and finally let go of his shirt. Frank’s face turned red and looked quite ashamed and embarrassed. My father pointed to the our house and Frank gave my father an understanding nod. After giving Frank a piece of his mind, my father abruptly turned around and slowly walked back to our house. I ran back to the kitchen as I didn’t want him to know what I had seen. 
 
   “Jessie!” my father yelled, as he entered the house. 
 
   “Yes dad?” I answered, as I quickly opened the refrigerator, hoping to not look suspicious, as I prepared to make a sandwich. 
 
   “Listen baby...” he said, catching his breath. “I told Frank to stop being a weirdo. He won’t stare at you and make you feel uncomfortable anymore. If he does it again, you let me know, okay?” he told me. Somewhat winded, he sat next to me on the kitchen table. 
 
   “Okay,” I said sheepishly. “Sandwich?” 
 
   “Sure,” he said. 
 
   That was the last conversation I had with my father before he died in a car crash the next morning on the way to work. He was broadsided in an intersection by a motorhome going 20 miles over the speed limit. Our family didn’t handle his loss very well and never recovered from the tragedy. My older brother who was away to college at the time, left us behind after the semester ended. He took a job as an electrician in the town next to the college. He gives us a call every holiday and we haven’t seen him ever since that summer he left for college, which was the same year our dad died.
 
   For the next few years it was just my mother and me. She continued to be depressed after my father died and was not pleasant to live with. I found solace in the bible everyday after hearing my mother cry endlessly in the bathroom almost every other night. We barely talked to each other. 
 
   We attended church every Sunday after my father’s death. Mass kept me sane throughout my teenage years. It taught me to fight off temptation as I went through puberty—boy did it help. Every night I woke up and my panties would be soaking wet. I didn’t remember most of my dreams, which was strange. Occasionally, one would fight through the cavernous reaches of my brain and bubble to the top. I remember a crazy dream, where this boy named Tommy, who I knew in my biology class, was giving me a back rub. In the dream he slowly moved his hand down my white silk shirt, cupping my breast and trying to arouse my nipple with his thumb, lightly circling my aureola, then softly flicking my erect nipple. I wanted to fight off his advances, but the skin around the nipple of a girl my age is so soft, so tender, and so sensitive to the smallest touch, that it becomes very difficult maintaining self control. That was such a crazy dream. I didn’t look at Tommy the same way after that dream. I refused to talk to him. I refused to ever make eye contact with his beautiful, sharp brown eyes. The temptation was maddening. The good book helped me not act on my impulses, I resisted Tommy. I felt guilty for having such a dream but there was an incident that tempted to break my oath and dedication to the Lord more than ever and I continue to carry its burden to this very day.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   One night, during my senior year in high school, I was invited to a party, which was at this girl Chrissy’s house. I was never really into partying. I knew many of my peers would go to these get-togethers to drink, make out, or have sex. Despite my hesitation, since I knew how much of a slut Chrissy was at the time, I decided to go because my best friend Gloria didn’t want to go by herself, and she also begged me. 
 
   Gloria is half Indian and half white. She is exotically gorgeous. She has these beautifully shaped thick eyebrows, that hang over her large almond shaped eyes. She has long, voluminous, bouncy black hair and wicked fashion sense. She was on the track team, so she had a set of stunning legs, but had smaller breasts, unlike me. Even though we were both considered attractive by our fellow classmates, we were always seen as good girls who were obsessively focused on their future and who didn’t let boys get in the way of their ambition or families. By my 18th birthday, while everyone already had their minds made up on which college or career they would pursue, I had already made my mind up that I was going to join the convent right after graduation. I was dead set on giving up my life to serve God and God only. The Lord had done so much for me with the loss of my dad and all.
 
   Gloria had a little rebellious streak in her, but she was still a virgin at the time. The worst thing she had ever done was get rubbed by her boyfriend Max, who she had known since the 4th grade. They had recently broken up and she was a free girl for the first time in her post-adolescent life. I remember Gloria asking me about going to the party during lunch on a balmy Friday afternoon. In her typical bubbly self she asked, “Hey, guess what? Chrissy’s having a party tonight, you want to go?” 
 
   “Chrissy? Umm...what kind of party is it going to be?” I asked, in a cautious tone.
 
   “Look, I know she’s kinda wild, but Terrence told me it’ll be pretty chill. Everyone’s going.” 
 
   “Will there be drugs and alcohol?” 
 
   “I don’t know about drugs, but there will certainly be booze—stop being such a prude, Jessie! Just go and be cool for once in your life. No one’s forcing you into an orgy or anything,” Gloria said, chuckling to herself. 
 
   “Fine, but neither of us will get drunk or leave each other’s sight,” I said, sticking out my hand at Gloria for a shake. “Deal?”
 
   “Deal,” Gloria said, shaking my hand enthusiastically. 
 
   That night I decided to wear something a little more daring than usual. To a girl like Chrissy it would have been considered a tad too conservative, but to myself, it bordered on daring. My dress was a tight, figure wrapping, black dress that was cut slightly above my knees. It wasn’t too short, in fact, if some stick-figured girl wore it, it wouldn’t even have caught a casual glance from men, but because I actually had some hips and a well endowed set of breasts, I knew it would be slightly eye catching. 
 
   Gloria picked me up in her dad’s Benz that night. Her father was a successful ear, nose, and throat doctor and would reward Gloria for her outstanding grades by letting her drive the family’s candy apple red S-Class on the weekends. As soon as I stepped into the car, Gloria exaggeratedly belted out, “Daaaaamn girl!” 
 
   “What?”I asked, carefully putting on my seatbelt. 
 
   “Girl, do you want to get laid tonight or something?” 
 
   “Umm...of course not,” I said, taking a quick glance at my dress. “What? Is this too much or something?” 
 
   “Every guy at this party is going to ask you for your number, you know that, right?” 
 
   I gave Gloria a worried look. “Maybe I shouldn’t go.” 
 
   “No...we’ll have fun. I promise I won’t stray too far from you,” Gloria said, lightly patting me on the lap. 
 
   “I can’t help it, you know?”
 
   “Can’t help what?” 
 
   “Anything I wear that is somewhat tight, has a tendency to show off my figure. I can’t help it.” 
 
   “It’s a gift, Jess. I don’t know why you decided to become a nun. You have been given a gift, do you understand the power you have?” Gloria stated emphatically. 
 
   “No, I can’t start thinking like that. My father would have wanted me to stay focused.”
 
   “I don’t think your father wanted you to become a nun.” 
 
   “Well, you and I can’t speak for him. Let’s just change the subject.” 
 
   Gloria grinned and drove a few miles over the speed limit on the boulevard. “Okay, I’ll change the subject. You know Jake, right?” 
 
   “The wrestler?” I asked.
 
   “Well anyways, he’s going to be at the party tonight.”
 
   “And?” 
 
   “Terri says he has like the largest fucking dick.” 
 
   I covered my mouth and was shocked Gloria would tell me such a brazen revelation. “Oh my God. Why would you tell me that?” 
 
   “Oh Jess, shut up! I see how you look at him in physics class. You practically want to eat his face.” 
 
   “No I don’t!” 
 
   “Jess, it’s okay, you’re human. If you didn’t want to eat a guy’s face by your age, then you would be in desperate need of some major therapy or a lesbian—are you a lesbian?” 
 
   “Shut up!”
 
   “You can have whatever guy you want...what a shame, Jess.” 
 
   I sulked in the passenger seat. I always became slightly uncomfortable whenever the subject of sex came up during my friends’ conversations. Yes, Jake was undeniably hot, and of course she was right, I did want to eat Jake’s face while in physics class, but I never was outspoken about my feelings towards boys. I kept my mouth shut and I wasn’t going to start being boy crazy a few weeks before becoming a nun. 
 
   We arrived at Chrissy’s house. It was a wild party. There were red cups strewn about the front lawn. There was a couch on the sidewalk that a couple was using for their make out session. We heard the music thumping as soon as we got out of the car. The neighbors must have had sound proof walls and windows, because the party was still raging undisturbed. Gloria gave me a cheeky smile as we walked up the walkway to the front door. I shook my head, giving her a look of disapproval. 
 
   “Come on Jess,” Gloria said, as she reached out her right hand at me. I hesitantly grabbed her hand and followed her into the house. 
 
   “Hey guys, come on in,” Chrissy greeted us as we walked into the packed house of revelers. She was wearing a tight, yellow mini skirt with a short, white cotton tee that exposed her midriff. I hated to admit it, but her legs were so long, and beautifully shaped. I could see why Chrissy, and her precocious red curls, were in such high demand from all the boys at school. 
 
   Brandon, who was Chrissy’s boyfriend at the time, came up behind her and started pecking at her neck. This guy was a stud too. He was dark skinned, which helped further define and outline his toned arms, and looked awesome in a pair of tight, weathered jeans. Brandon happened to be the star wide receiver at our school, and Chrissy squirmed as soon as he wrapped his arms around her. 
 
   “I have some margaritas, you want some?” asked Chrissy. 
 
   I gave Gloria a quick coup d’oeil and shook my head. Gloria gave me a playful punch on my shoulder and turned to Chrissy and said, “Sure, lead the way.” 
 
   As we walked to the kitchen, I realized Gloria was right: every guy at the party was checking me out with intense predatory stares. I felt a strange dichotomous sensation—one of severe vulnerability and a bizarre, awkward confidence. Most of the guys at the party all focused on me and not on Gloria, not on Chrissy; all eyes lasered at me. I instantly regretted my choice of outfit. I lowered my eyes to the ground as I followed the girls; purposely avoiding eye contact. 
 
   The kitchen in Chrissy’s house was an expansive one, just like the rest of her home. It had expensive black counter tops and high-end chrome appliances. Her father was a lawyer and her mother owned and operated a designer blouse boutique. They both had gone on a vacation to Belize and left Chrissy alone, oblivious to her sinful ways. 
 
   “Here you go,” Chrissy said, as she handed a Jose Cuervo branded margarita glass to Gloria, filled to the brim with the lime-tequila mix. 
 
   “Jess?” she asked. The strawberry margarita Chrissy had at the end of her outstretched arm was staring me right in the face. I shook my head and put my hands up. 
 
   “Jess? Come on, seriously,” Gloria said, in a dry, caustic tone. 
 
   I subtly tugged on Gloria’s blouse as we briefly turned our backs at Chrissy and Brandon. “I told you I wasn’t going to drink and frankly, neither should you,” I said, whispering softly. 
 
   “Jess, this is probably the last party we’re going to attend before we all go our separate ways. For once, just let loose and have fun on my terms...please?” Gloria pleaded. 
 
   Gloria was very persuasive. She was right; she had always done things on my terms. She always remained my friend despite my constant wariness whenever she’d invite me to a party or ask me to go out with a group of friends, which sometimes included a guy or two. I eventually relented, “One drink, okay?” 
 
   “Chrissy, she’ll take one,” Gloria said, sticking her index finger up in the air with gusto. 
 
   “Here you go, there shouldn’t be too much Patron in this one,” Chrissy remarked. 
 
   I reluctantly took the margarita glass from Chrissy’s hand. Everyone looked at me with delightful anticipation, as they waited on me, the good girl, the future nun, to take her first sip of alcohol. Brandon stoically grinned as he held Chrissy by her hips. Gloria’s eyebrows were raised as high as they would go and she egged me on, “Just do it...come on!” 
 
   “Fine,” I said, slowly placing the salted edge of the glass on my lips. The strawberry concoction entered my mouth, I instantly smelled the pungent, sweet smell of the Patron enter my nostrils, but was immediately overtaken by the sugary, fun, candy-like taste of strawberry margarita mix as it entered my mouth. I gave the group, who displayed elated expressions, a slight nod. “Not bad,” I said. “ I can’t even taste the alcohol.” 
 
   “See, that wasn’t so bad,” Gloria said. 
 
   “Wooooo!” Chrissy yelled, pumping her fist in the air. “Let’s go to the back yard, I want you guys to meet some peeps,” she excitedly said. 
 
   I gave the group a playful shrug and said, “sure.” 
 
   For the first time in my life I was disobeying the voice in my head that always led me down the path of purity. I wasn’t going to lie, I kind of liked it. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   There was Jake, standing by the pool with a couple of his buddies. His deep blue eyes, immaculate smile, and perfect jaw line on full display like a proud, colorful peacock. He was about 6’2’’ and wonderfully built. Not overtly buffed out, but slender and strong, kinda like an Olympic swimmer at the height of his physique. His hair was perfectly styled—short, kind of spiky, but preppy at the same time. It was to be expected, his mother was, after all, a professional hair stylist. 
 
   There was something rough about Jake though. I knew that he’d get in trouble at school every now and then by being kind of a wise ass, but never breaking the playful barrier. A few detentions here or there but never a suspension. According to Gloria, he lived with his mother. His father left the family when he was four. I lost my father and went out of my way to act on the straight and narrow; Jake, apparently, went the other direction. But it was kind of nice knowing we had something in common. 
 
   “You know Jake, right?” asked Chrissy, as she led us to Jake and his buddies, who were all holding Bud Lights by the pool. Tad and Steve were always attached to Jake. Tad was a little bit on the heavy side, he had a cute face and was known as the school clown, he was extremely funny. Steve was African American and was as fit and handsome as Jake. He had a bit of a reputation around the school as a player and a bit of a playful perv, always the first to play up the sex angle in every conversation. He probably gets away with it because he’s so damn good looking. 
 
   “We’ve met,” said Gloria, smiling coyly. 
 
   “Physics class, right?” Jake asked. I noticed him quickly glancing at my chest with his blissful, blue eyes.
 
   “Well, the good news tonight is that Jake got a full-ride wrestling scholarship to the University of Iowa,” Chrissy slurred proudly. 
 
   “Congratulations,” I said. 
 
   “Thanks,” he said, with a slight blush.
 
   “You girls like the margaritas?” asked Tad. 
 
   “Yeah, they’re great—you made them?” asked Gloria. 
 
   “Yes I did. They better be good, my family’s last name is Cuervo.” 
 
   “Is it really?” I asked. 
 
   “No,” Tad answered, as the rest of the group chuckled out loud. 
 
   Great, now I felt like such a dunce falling for Tad’s dry sense of humor. They probably thought I was socially inept, or worst, someone who was completely out of their element.
 
   “Just teasing ya,” said Tad. “You want another?” 
 
   Without even realizing it, I had finished my margarita 10 minutes into our conversation. Other than the ceremonial sip of wine I had during mass every Sunday, this was my first time ingesting alcohol. I was expecting to feel a slight buzz, but I didn’t have one at all. In fact, I just felt real relaxed. No anxiety, just going with the flow of conversation. 
 
   “Sure, why not,” I said. 
 
   “I’ll be right back with another,” Tad said enthusiastically. It was cute seeing him proud of his margarita making abilities. 
 
   “So, what are you going to be doing next year?” asked Jake. 
 
   I clammed up a little, his question had an inflection of sincere inquiry rather than one of conversational casualness. 
 
   “You don’t really want to know,” I said. 
 
   “Sure I do.” 
 
   “Umm...” 
 
   “Come on,” he said with a smile. “Spill the beans.” 
 
   I paused, took a deep breath, and said with my eyes closed, “I’m going to be a nun.” 
 
   Everyone around the pool stopped talking. Gloria clenched her teeth and grimaced. 
 
   “Wow,” Jake said. 
 
   I instantly felt uncomfortable. 
 
   “I didn’t know girls still became nuns,” Chrissy said, her eyes half closed and glazed. 
 
   Steve giggled as he held his hand over his mouth. “You are going to be the hottest nun of all time!” he added. 
 
   “I don’t disagree with Steve, but hey, if that’s what you want to do, and that’s what you’re passionate about, then more power to you,” added Jake.
 
   “Umm...thanks?” I said. 
 
   Well that was nice. I guess the consensus was that I was hot, but the feeling of euphoria of finding out you are desirable was offset by the fact that everyone thinks becoming a nun is a ridiculous concept. 
 
   Tad came back from the kitchen with a couple of margaritas in his hands. He gave one to Gloria and one to me. I didn’t feel too buzzed, I felt perfectly capable of drinking another margarita and snatched the drink from Tad’s hand, with confidence. 
 
   “What did I miss,” Tad asked. 
 
   “Jess is going to be a nun,” Chrissy slurred. 
 
   “Holy Shit, really?” Tad said loudly. “You, a nun? You’re going to single-handedly cure the Catholic church’s pedo problem.”
 
   “Tad!” Jake reprimanded.
 
   “What? I mean...look at her,” Tad said, pointing at me. 
 
   “This is something I always wanted to do. I know it’s hard for people to understand--”
 
   “Sweetie, if you want to be a nun that is between you and God and your vagina,” Chrissy said, as she stumbled, almost falling into the pool. Brandon managed to catch her by the arm. 
 
   The party, surprisingly, continued into the wee hours of the night without the police knocking on the door telling everyone to go home. The music was still pumping loud and clear throughout the neighborhood. Gloria mentioned to me that Chrissy’s dad was a well respected corporate lawyer and at least half the block were his clients, which was a possible explanation why they tolerated the loud music from the party.
 
    I was getting comfortable in my own skin as the night continued. I was on my fourth margarita when I started touching Jake on the shoulder and arm as we talked about everything from our physics teacher, Mr. Jackson, and how he smelled like ginger snaps every morning to talking about our families and how similar their dynamics were to one another. It was safe to say that we were bonding somewhat. I didn’t mind touching his arms as we talked. They were solid as a rock, and I could feel his biceps protruding every time he lifted his arm as he expressed himself in conversation. Jake had the perfect body and he knew it.
 
   Chrissy was extremely drunk and out of her mind. She abruptly suggested a change of pace by asking, “Who wants to go to my parents’ kick-ass hot tub upstairs?”
 
   Steve, unsurprisingly, chimed in first, “Oh boy! I’m game.”
 
   “Sure, sounds fun,” added Jake.
 
   “I don’t have my swimsuit, can I borrow one of yours?” Gloria asked Chrissy. 
 
   “Fuck swimsuits! Plus, I don’t have any extras. Can you guys fit in size 38 swim trunks? My dad’s a fat ass,” responded Chrissy. 
 
   I whispered to Gloria who was standing next to me, “Is she suggesting we go in naked?” 
 
   “I don’t think so,” Gloria responded, conspicuously. “Bra and underwear is fine,” Gloria said out loud. 
 
   “Booo!” yelled Steve. “I’m going in in my birthday suit, screw you guys.” 
 
   “Steve, shut up,” said Jake. 
 
   I let out a deep sigh. Even though I was buzzed, I still had a semblance of common sense. Despite my inebriated state, I was still focused and wasn’t going to get out of control any time soon. I was having fun so I didn’t put up any resistance, but I wasn’t going to go buck wild. Just good-natured chatter with Jake in the hot tub. 
 
   “Should we wake up Tad?” asked Brandon, who pointed at Tad, who was snoring on the bench next to the diving board. 
 
   “Nah, I don’t want his chubby mess in the jacuzzi,” said Chrissy. 
 
   “That’s not nice,” I said, responding quickly to Chrissy’s drunken insult. 
 
   “Now, now girls...let’s all relax and have a good time. Tad is resting. He’s had a rough night making margaritas for all the people at the party tonight. Let him be,” said Jake. 
 
   Chrissy playfully stuck her tongue out at me and led us all into the house. Brandon, Gloria, Steve, Jake, and I all followed Chrissy upstairs to the master bedroom, where Chrissy’s parents’ large hot tub resided. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Chrissy’s parents’ bedroom was huge. It had an art deco look. Inside was a king-sized bed with a solid oak headboard; the dresser, armoire, and the chairs and tables also were made of the same expensive-looking carpentry. The television in the bedroom was larger than any television we’ve ever owned. It was obvious that Chrissy’s parents liked to live life to the fullest.
 
   Chrissy entered first and took off her skirt and shirt all within seconds of each other. Luckily, she didn’t take off her bra and her cotton thong. She had a nice set of perfectly perky B-cups, her butt and hips matched her tiny frame, but her behind had a nice, tight little pop to it. She ran into the bathroom and dove butt first into the large, marble hot tub, “Come on guys!” she insisted, as she activated the jets. 
 
   “She’s such a show off,” remarked Gloria, with a slight look of envy. 
 
   Brandon, Steve, and Jake all took their shirts, pants, and shorts off. Every single one of them had incredibly built torsos and legs. Brandon’s thighs had that neat little cut in the middle, while Steve proudly displayed his eight pack, which I never thought was possible. His body fat was so low, his lower abdominal muscles created a perfect “V” shape that made it impossible not to naturally scope out his groin area. Gloria and I caught each other looking at his lower torso and smiled at each other like sinister school girls. 
 
   Jake’s body was from another world. His pecs were perfectly cut and rested perfectly over the statuesque, muscular veneer that padded his ribs. His skin, young and without blemish, displayed soft, golden bristles. He gave Steve a haughty look, as Steve playfully pretended to attempt to take off his boxers.
 
   Brandon plopped himself into the hot tub first; well technically, right after Chrissy. He nestled himself right behind her in the far corner of the tub. Jake and Steve soon followed. Jake quickly dipped his head in the water, and like a model in a shampoo commercial, sensually smoothed the water from his scalp with his large hands. 
 
   “Girls?” asked Steve. “You coming in?” 
 
   The group in the jacuzzi stared at us intently, waiting for us to unravel our supple physiques for arbitrary judgment.
 
   “You first,” I pointed at Gloria. 
 
   “Me?” asked Gloria pointing at her chest. She sighed and took off her matching black tank top, revealing a Victoria’s Secret silk bra. The boys looked at each other with cheesy smiles. Chrissy, buzzed and severely bombed, smirked and shrugged her shoulders. Gloria then dropped her tight, black designer jeans. Thankfully, no thong, just a pair of good girl cotton, black panties. The boys were definitely impressed with her sprint-chiseled legs and thighs. In a sudden rush, Gloria stutter stepped and quickly dipped herself into the tub. 
 
   “Jess, you coming in?” asked Jake, in his deep, rich, confident, baritone timbre. 
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, as I sat down on the chair in front of Chrissy’s mom’s makeup counter. “I think I’ll just sit right here and chat with you guys.” 
 
   “Don’t be such a nun,” said Chrissy. “Oh wait...” 
 
   “Ha...Ha,” I said mockingly. 
 
   “Jess, just get in here. We’re just hanging out and drinking,” said Gloria. 
 
   “I will take my briefs off if you don’t get in here this instant, lady,” Steve joked.
 
   “You promised, Gloria,” I said, giving her a look that hopefully would make her remember our promise. 
 
   “Promised what?” asked Steve. 
 
   “It’s nothing, she’s just grasping at straws and thinking of excuses for not joining us,” Gloria said.
 
   “We’ll close our eyes as you undress,” suggested Jake. 
 
   “Promise?” I asked. 
 
   “Steve, Brandon? Close your eyes,” demanded Jake. 
 
   Brandon and Steve chortled and closed their eyes, mockingly tight. Jake soon followed. 
 
   I quickly pulled the straps off my dress, which then lightly fluttered down my body. The boys, pretending to have their eyes closed, definitely caught a glimpse of me in my underwear, as their snorts and giggles stopped all of a sudden. I caught Steve letting out an inaudible wow. 
 
   I slowly stepped into the hot tub. The water was exceedingly hot, but within seconds it went from uncomfortably hot to a nice adequate temperature, as my body adjusted to the fluctuation of external degree changes. “I’m in, you can open your eyes now,” I said. 
 
   The guys began to burst out in laughter. “For being such a prude, you have an amazing pair of tits,” said Chrissy. 
 
   Gloria laughed to herself and said, “Is that a compliment?” 
 
   “I mean she’s got the greatest pair of tits I’ve ever seen and she decides to be a nun—can I have your tits, please?” joked Chrissy. 
 
   I began blushing. “Maybe I should get out,” I said. 
 
   “Okay, I’ll stop. Just finish your margarita, don’t let a perfectly good drink go to waste, if you know what I mean,” said Chrissy, as Brandon began to give her a back rub. 
 
   “So who wants to play truth or dare?” asked Chrissy. 
 
   “No...no...no,” I said. 
 
   “It’s okay, I promise it will be clean,” said Chrissy.
 
   “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
   “Yes...” Chrissy asked. “Here, I’ll start. Jess?” 
 
   Crap, I shouldn’t have said I was going to be a nun. It seemed that everyone was getting a rise out of me because I was trying my darnedest to remain chaste. I should have lied and told them I was going to join the Peace Corps or something. 
 
   “Truth...,” I said. 
 
   “Okay, do you think Jake is cute?” Chrissy asked, with girlish enthusiasm. 
 
   “Chrissy...” Gloria snapped at her. 
 
   Chrissy looked at Gloria with her bloodshot, droopy eyes, “It’s an innocent question.” 
 
   “It’s fine, Gloria,” I said, as I looked at Jake. “He is undoubtedly handsome.” Well he was, so it was not a big deal speaking the truth I thought.
 
   “Well, thanks Jess. You are very pretty yourself,” said Jake. 
 
   “Dammit, I was going to ask you the same question about Jess,” Chrissy said to Jake. 
 
   “Steve?” yelled Chrissy. 
 
   “What?” asked Steve, giggling to himself. 
 
   “Truth or Dare?” 
 
   “Dare,” proudly proclaimed Steve. 
 
   “Lick your elbow while saying the alphabet.” 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “You heard me.” 
 
   Steve tucked his right elbow near his mouth and stuck out his long, pink tongue and placed it on his elbow. Brandon momentarily stopped giving Chrissy her back rub and tried to do the same thing, but to no avail. “Holy shit, you got a long-ass tongue,” he said. 
 
   “You’ve got a beautiful tongue,” Gloria playfully remarked.
 
   “Thank you,” said Steve, or at least that is what we thought he said as the tip of his tongue connected with his pointy elbow. “A...B...C...D...” Steve recited the alphabet, as if he had a severe speech impediment. Disabilities are nothing to laugh at, but Steve’s expression was priceless and we all were delightfully entertained. 
 
   As Steve was pulling off his goofy routine, Gloria gave me a slight nudge with her elbow.
 
   “What?” I said, still staring at Steve struggling to keep his tongue on his elbow. 
 
   Gloria nodded her head toward Chrissy and Brandon. Brandon had his head tilted back. His hands still resting on Chrissy’s shoulders, but no longer rubbing them. I could see her arm moving in a rhythmic motion in the water. Chrissy was giving Brandon a hand job in the hot tub. 
 
   “Oh my god,”I whispered at Gloria. 
 
   “She must be doing a good job, look at Brandon’s face, he’s in fuckin’ heaven,” Gloria said. 
 
   “Maybe we should leave,” I said. 
 
   “Why?” Gloria asked. 
 
   “What do you mean, why?” I emphatically stated in Gloria’s ear.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Jake asked. 
 
   “Oh, nothing,” I said. 
 
   Chrissy kept jerking Brandon off, as she turned to Gloria. It was clear she was on a discreet mission to make Brandon cum in the hot tub, as her stroking remained consistent and focused. Jake and Steve looked at her, knowing full well what was going on. Jake stretched his neck, most likely trying to remain from getting too excited and turned on by Chrissy’s actions. 
 
   With wonderful multitasking ability, she asked Gloria, “Truth or dare?”
 
   “Dare,” Gloria said.
 
   I figured Gloria was beginning to feel a little heated because she went straight to a dare. I wanted to flee at that moment, but at the same time, admittedly, there was a part of me that wanted to see what was going to happen next. Like watching a train wreck, but with a funny feeling roiling deep in my gut. 
 
   I began to squirm uncomfortably while sitting in the tub. I downed the rest of my margarita, hoping to expedite a general feeling of numbness to help me cope with the excitement that was happening in the bathroom. 
 
   “I dare you to lick Steve’s nipple,” requested Chrissy
 
   “Hell no!” Chrissy yelled. Judging by her reaction, I knew she was pretending to resist. 
 
   “What? If I had an out of body experience, the first thing I would do, is suck on my own nipple,” said Steve. 
 
   “Fine, but just one lick,” Gloria said. 
 
   Gloria leaned over and arched her back in a seductive way, purposely sticking her toned ass up in the air. She slowly unraveled her tongue from inside her full, plump & moist lips. She began lustfully circling his nipple with her fleshy tool of seduction. His mocha-hued nipple was clearly erected, as it was prominently more distended than the other. Gloria then opened her lips, as salivation caused by a deep-seeded arousal, cascaded down her tongue.
 
   “Oh...my...God,” Steve exclaimed. 
 
   “Woooo....attagirl!”shouted Chrissy. 
 
   Gloria continued making oral love to Steve’s nipples while giving Jake a look so seductive, it would melt Morrisey himself during the peak of his asexual days. Jake gave Gloria a lighthearted salute and a smile that guys usually have when they are about to surrender to frivolity. 
 
   The situation in the hot tub was at critical mass. I knew what was going on was wrong, and was challenging everything I hold so dear, but my body felt so relaxed. The nerves inside my womb were exploding like firecrackers, my sinuses immediately cleared up, and I lifted my butt a bit aiming my clit for one of the jets. Chrissy increased the intensity of her strokes beneath the bubbling water, as she continued to witness Gloria going to town on Steve’s chest. 
 
   “Jake, I dare you,” Chrissy said. 
 
   “Dare me to do what?” Jake asked, with an impish grin. 
 
   “Are you hard?” 
 
   Gloria and I intently looked on, waiting for the desired answer from Jake. I arched my lower back a little bit more, the rush of water stimulating every inch of my folds and moist crevice. 
 
   “Yeah, well, kinda...,” Jake answered. 
 
   “I dare you to show us your cock,” Chrissy implored. 
 
   “This shit is getting crazy,” Steve said with his eyes closed. Brandon was practically unconscious and paralyzed in the far corner of the tub, as Chrissy continued with her precise, and meticulous handiwork. 
 
   Jake stood up as the water level reached halfway up his muscular thighs. His cock was halfway erect beneath his briefs. The shape of his head protruding through the resistant, cotton fabric. It looked massive even behind the constraints of his underwear. He put both of his thumbs behind the elastic band of his briefs, and quickly yanked them down into the water; revealing his perfectly trimmed, engorged, eight-inch cock. His balls elegantly hung below his huge shaft, as there was a delicious smoothness to the matching set. 
 
   “Holy shit,” Gloria shouted out. “It’s so fucking thick, too,” she said. 
 
   “Now that’s a dick!” Chrissy said. 
 
   “Oh, my God,” I said, closing my eyes and reciting a quick Hail Mary in my head.
 
   “Thanks, I guess,” Jake said, playing it off, knowing full well his stallion status among the group. 
 
   “Brandon, if you hear me just keep your eyes closed,” Steve said. 
 
   “Okay,” Brandon mumbled, as he continued to get jerked off by Chrissy. 
 
   Jake’s dick was delectably thick. The underside of his shaft was handsomely grooved and built for strong, hefty thrusts. His head was perfectly shaped, and plump. My mouth watered at its aroused appearance.
 
   “Jess?” Chrissy asked. 
 
   “Yeah,” I asked, with a slight tremble in my voice. 
 
   “Just do it.”
 
   “Okay, but don’t judge me and don’t tell anyone,” I said. 
 
   “Okay,” Gloria and Chrissy said, both assuring me at the same time. 
 
   I slowly moved close to Jake as he sat down. I put my hand around his lap as I looked straight into his beautiful blue eyes. He nodded his head, indicating that it was okay for me to wrap my hand around his rock-hard dick. I put my hand around the middle part of his shaft. I could feel it pulsating and engorged with the rush of his blood. I slowly massaged the posterior portion of his glans with my index finger. He threw his head back in surrender. His cock was so thick, my index finger and thumb were nowhere near a connection. Even though I had never done such a thing, everything felt completely natural and, surprisingly, I was at ease.
 
   Steve then thrust his hips out of the water and revealed his hard, black cock. It was as long as Jake’s but not as thick. Gloria grabbed it and put her thick, supple lips around his throbbing, engorged head. Gloria, who always told me she never did stuff with her boyfriend beyond a rub, had clearly lied. Her technique was flawless, as she stroked and sucked Steve’s cock with the precision of a porn star. 
 
   Brandon awoke from his comatose state and slowly switched positions with Chrissy. He grabbed her from behind and pulled her thong down to her thighs. While his back was turned to us, he grabbed at his groin area and wiggled his ass a bit as he penetrated Chrissy from behind. Powerful thrusts followed, as his athletically sculpted ass tightened, pounding away at Chrissy’s lithe physique. 
 
   “Hoooooly shiiiiiit,” she lustfully shrieked. 
 
   “Keep sucking that shit,” Steve commanded Gloria, in a sexy rough tone. He then put a finger up my pussy as I continued to jerk Jake’s massive cock off. I didn’t resist, as I felt my natural moisture oozing all over Steve’s finger with slippery viscosity. I began moaning lightly. Jake put his hand on my chin and gently lifted my head and asked, “Does that feel good?”
 
   “Oh my God, yes...,” I responded, my eyes closed as I was consumed by the overwhelming pleasure. 
 
   “Let me see your big fucking tits,” Jake said, as he snapped the bra over my breasts. Jake arched forward and began sucking on my nipples as my hand continued to be fastened to his cock. I was getting finger-banged while another fine, young specimen was sucking on my tits. My body began trembling uncontrollably. The sights, sounds, and sensations were overloading the circuitry of my nervous system. 
 
   “Oh my God...please don’t stop Steve,” I yelled. “Ughh...fuuu...right there.” 
 
   My strokes and grip became tighter as Steve’s finger penetrated my pussy deeper and faster. 
 
   As Chrissy was getting fucked senseless by Brandon and, riding him in a reverse cowgirl position, she said, “Jake....fuck this feels so fucking good...I want to see your cock cum.”
 
   Jake lifted his hips and his huge dick popped out of the water like a phallic leviathan, my hand acting as its captor. Steve got up and stood behind me, ready to stick his black cock up my pussy. It was comforting feeling the warm touch of his hands on my ass. He leaned into my ear and asked, “Can I fuck you?” 
 
   I shook my head and said, “No, just keep fingering me.”
 
   Jake began stringing together stuttered moans, signaling that he was about to have his jizz explode all over me.               
 
   “Swallow, Jess,” said Chrissy. 
 
   “No,” I said. 
 
   Jake’s cock began to spasm. He moaned loudly and his balls began retracting. His hot, sticky load shot out of his cock like a series of magmatic eruptions. His cum landed on my chest and my chin, I had no idea it was as warm as it was. Jake’s upper chest was bright red, his face displayed ultimate vulnerability, and his breathing labored into short bursts. I had made Jake cum and that carried a hefty satisfaction that I never anticipated feeling. 
 
   As Steve continued to finger-bang me, his body began to spasm as well. His moans and groans grew louder as he was about to cum in Gloria’s mouth. Simultaneously, I was about to cum too. It was an incredible feeling, like a rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins. I then noticed something out of the corner of my eye. I looked at the mirror in the bathroom and noticed a crucifix hanging in Chrissy’s parents’ bedroom wall. I immediately felt a horrific sense of guilt begin to consume and overtake the pleasurable feelings I was experiencing in the hot tub. I then moved Steve’s hand away from my pussy and got out of the tub. I didn’t say a word and began gathering my clothes. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” Jake asked. 
 
   Everyone stopped their fucking, sucking, and fingering and stared at me as I exited the bathroom. I put my clothes on as I walked down the stairs, I nearly tripped as I tried putting on one of my shoes. My buzz was starting to wear off and suddenly I began experiencing a headache. I left the house and walked home that morning. Unfortunately, that night was the last time I ever talked to Gloria, or Chrissy, Steve, Brandon, and Jake for that matter. I was horrified and wondered how I would ever be able to justify that night to God and to myself.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
   Mother Superior, Janice Christensen, placed the white veil over my head. She gave me a warm smile, and her eyes shimmered with a twinkle of innocence. Her wrinkled cheeks hung slightly below her chin as this was her 500th time in 68 years of service that she was anointing a new sister to the Sister Order of St. Francis. I had just ended my postulancy, and was formally accepted to the order after completing 6 months of rigorous training.
 
   “Welcome, Sister Jess,” she said, in a jovial yet frail voice. 
 
   The other nuns in the group clapped as they welcomed me into their convent. I felt relieved that I made it through the first few months and was glad to have such wonderful support along the way. It was a challenge making my transition from a world of unlimited temptations to a cordoned sanctuary of peace, service, and perpetual vows to the Lord. 
 
   All the nuns in our group congratulated me by giving pats on my back and shaking my hand. Dinner had passed and it was time for bed. This was my first night at the convent and Sister Luz stayed behind. She wanted to show me to my room. 
 
   “Sister, I am so happy for you,” said Sister Luz, who was in her early thirties and was the youngest nun in the convent after me. “Follow me, let me show you to your new room.” 
 
   “Of course,” I said, with a smile.
 
   The convent was rather large. There were a total of nine nuns within its confines and all, luckily, had rooms to themselves. This resulted in optimal privacy for each one of us, which in the world of sisters, was the exception and not the rule. 
 
   “It’s rather small, but at least its your own room,” she said. 
 
   “Oh, it’s no bother.” I said with a smile. “My room at home was very small too.” 
 
   Sister Luz opened the door to my room, which was located at the end of the hall right next to the small chapel in the convent. There was a single window, a small desk, and a twin sized bed. Next to the bed was a nightstand where a laptop rested. 
 
   “We have laptops?” I asked Luz. 
 
   “Yes, Father Wilson is very technologically advanced.”
 
   “Really?” 
 
   “Well, he thinks that the internet is a powerful tool that can help us with the theological truths of Jesus through extensive research.” 
 
   “But the internet is full of temptation and sin,” I said. 
 
   Luz let out a demure chuckle and said, “Don’t worry, there is a firewall. All of the devil’s work cannot be accessed.”
 
   Good, I thought. Last thing I want is to be tempted by Google and its limitless window of carnal enticements, I thought. 
 
   “Is there anything else you need before I head off to bed?” 
 
   “No, I think that’s it,” I said. “Oh wait, I almost forgot—where’s the bathroom?”
 
   “It’s the door on the right of the chapel.”
 
   “Okay, thank you.” I said, as Luz turned around and headed down the hall to her bedroom. “Good night!”
 
   “Good night,” said Luz.
 
   I picked up my rosary and knelt in front of the crucifix in my room. I began asking the Lord for forgiveness. 
 
   “Lord, I am sorry for acting out on my urges. Please forgive me for I am young and naïve, and had no intention of hurting you.”
 
   I felt a tear begin to slide slowly down my cheek. The intensity of my guilt was overwhelming. 
 
   “Why did you make Jake so desirable? Why did you make sex so pleasurable?” I asked. 
 
   My pussy began to quake as I began running images of that night through my head again. My praying became an exercise in visualization rather than an exercise of self reflection and piety. I put the rosary down, picked up the phone and dialed. My hand was trembling.
 
   “Andrew. It’s me, Jess.”
 
   “Hey Jess, are you a nun yet?” 
 
   “Yes, I’m here at the convent,” I said, as I began to touch myself. My pussy was overrun with wetness. 
 
   “What’s going on?” 
 
   “I need you to help me break a firewall.” 
 
   “Have you tried a proxy yet?” he asked.
 
   I lightly moaned into the phone. 
 
   “Are you okay,” asked Andrew.
 
   “Yes, I’m fine,” I said, as I rubbed the edge of my clit with my finger. “What’s the proxy?”
 
   “Try pageclean.com” 
 
   “Okay, I gotta go,” I said, as I hung up the phone. 
 
   I quickly opened up my laptop and went to the proxy site. I then googled images of dicks and looked for one that looked like Jake’s. I found a smooth, flesh colored, eight-inch cock that looked exactly like Jake’s. I envisioned myself grabbing it and putting it in my mouth, placing my tongue beneath his head. Feeling his tight stomach undulate to the touch of my hand as he thrusts his gorgeous meat stick down my throat. 
 
   I instantly came as I finger-banged myself with three fingers, emulating what Jake’s huge cock would feel like if it ever entered my moist, 18 year old pussy. 
 
   I laid on my bed staring up at the ceiling. My panties down at my ankles. I had a sudden realization that living life as a nun was going to be a challenge. I think I was addicted to what dick looks like and what it feels like. Even though I had never had sex, it was something I wanted to try just once. I had to keep my desire a secret or else be banished from the opportunity to one day be forgiven for my transgressions.
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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   I joined my mother outside a coffee shop which had suddenly become the popular hangout spot in our town because it was used in a nationally televised commercial for a humorous Super Bowl car ad featuring a talking baby and a hip, fast-talking Jesus. 
 
   “I think the baby sat right here,” my mother declared, hovering over one of the coffee shop’s varnished reed chairs. “And Jesus sat where you are when he said even he won’t forgive the competition—is it considered blasphemous that I laughed at the commercial?” 
 
   “Its okay mom,” I said, with a doting smile. “The commercial was funny. The world is changing, and as long as you keep your faith and live your life by the tenants of our Lord and savior, it’s okay to laugh at ourselves every now and then.”
 
   I sat down and placed my cafe mocha on the iron threaded table. Mother followed suit and smiled behind her large, bug-like sunglasses. 
 
   As the morning sun splashed her weathered face, I noticed she had applied some makeup for the first time in years. Just this past weekend we talked on the phone and she told me she was dating again. I sensed happiness in her for the first time in a long time, as she couldn’t stop talking about Hank, who was the only single deacon in our parish. 
 
   “Did I tell you Hank has ten years of frozen meat stocked in his commercial grade freezer down in his basement?” she told me, with morbid excitement. 
 
   “Yeah, you told me already,” I said, as I squinted at the morning glare. “Why do you keep bringing that up?”
 
   “Hank thinks the end of the world will come during our lifetime. I love that he is prepared. He sent me a post on my Facebook about how if we reelect the president, the mark of the beast will be fulfilled and the end times will begin.”
 
   On one hand, I was happy mother was finally getting out of the house, on the other, I was afraid that the first man to have influence over her since my late father was in desperate need of some counseling, and of the serious kind, you know the type of help that could be found outside a church group, which might require medication.
 
   “Mother, we are Catholics, not end-timers,” I reprimanded. “The Book of Revelation is mainly symbolic. Remember what Father Mike said, John was under heavy duress when he wrote it.”
 
   Mother sat back in her chair while grabbing her coffee. She took a small sip from her cup. Her hand had a slight tremble to it. “You’re right, Jessie. Why should I question anyone who has fully given herself to the Lord,” she said, as she reached over for my hand on the table. “I am so proud of you.” 
 
   “Thanks mom, I’ve given up a lot so I can understand the word of God clearly.” 
 
   “You look so beautiful in your habit,” she said. 
 
   “Really? I thought it made me look a little older than I am.” 
 
   “How is the convent treating you?”
 
   “I won’t lie, it’s been kinda tough. I’m only twenty and its very hard seeing everyone my age on TV having a blast. I don’t regret my decision, it’s just rough, you know?”
 
   Mother leaned over the table and gripped my hand tighter this time. “I know you feel this is what your father wanted from you. But you must ask yourself if this is what you really want?”
 
   I looked into my mother’s eyes, or at least her sunglasses, where a young girl’s face, with indecisive green eyes, reflected off the dark plastic lenses. I feigned confidence when I said, “Of course this is what I wanted.” 
 
   Mother didn’t smile. Instead, she placed her sunglasses on the table and gave me a pair of lonely eyes. I had the feeling she wanted to have me around again, but didn’t quite know how to ask me. 
 
   “I’m leaving Friday,” I said.
 
   “You are? But you said you would lead our prayer group Saturday after lunch at Don Miguel’s.”
 
   “I know mother, but I need to get out of the convent. I’ve decided to join Sister Janice and help out in Zaire for a month or so. I was surprised she invited me to help with our mission, especially since I’m new and all.” 
 
   “Zaire? Is that out in New Mexico?” 
 
   “Africa.” 
 
   Mother almost did a spit-take after committing to a large sip of her coffee. “Africa? That place is dangerous, please change your mind.”
 
   “Africa is a large place, Zaire is one of the good countries. The church has had an established presence outside Kinshasa for many years now and they want me to come with the sisters to teach the children about U.S. Culture.” 
 
   Mother leaned back in her chair, pursing her lips. “You couldn’t pick the inner city or something; you know, somewhere just as dangerous but a little bit closer?”
 
   “Mom, please stop saying it’s dangerous. It’s really beautiful from what I hear.” 
 
   She stood up from her chair and came over to me and stretched out her stubby little arms. “Come here.” 
 
   I stood up and quickly embraced her. 
 
   “I’m sorry for being distant these past few years,” she said softly into my ear. “I was devastated over your father.” 
 
   I rested my head on mother’s left shoulder and felt my eyes beginning to well up. This was the most emotional I had seen her since my father’s funeral. 
 
   “It’s okay, we all cope with loss differently,” I said. 
 
   Mother pulled away but still held firm onto my arms. She quickly wiped the tears away from her eyes. “Be safe, you hear me?” 
 
   “I will, I promise.”
 
   “You don’t have to do this whole nun thing, if you don’t want to, you know?” she sniffled. 
 
   I stared softly into her eyes. I had a feeling she read my subconscious. I sensed that she saw the weakness inside me. A young primal female that would rather roam free instead of being locked in by guilt. But I made the choice to serve God. I wasn’t a quitter and I felt that my good deeds would eventually put me a lot closer to the pinnacle of spirituality rather than the depths induced by the vices of humanity. Africa seemed like a good place to serve the less fortunate without being constantly tempted and surrounded by American decadence.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   The single engine Cessna descended from the fluffy clouds and began circling the tree lined airfield below. I saw macaques scattering into the rainforest that surrounded the mud-puddled landing strip, which precariously seemed to stretch the length of three football fields. Sister Janice’s shoulders touched against mine as we sat scrunched in the plane’s small cabin. She quickly gestured the sign of the cross and began muttering the Lord’s Prayer underneath her breath while keeping her eyes tightly closed. 
 
   My ashy hand grabbed onto her right shoulder and I spoke loudly into her ear over the Cessna’s purring engine. “Sister, look out the window, you can see Kilimanjaro.” 
 
   “I will not look out the window until I feel the plane land on the ground,” proclaimed Sister Janice, as she placed her head on her lap, while clutching her rosary. 
 
   Mitch, our pilot, a handsome Brit in his mid thirties, wearing blue blockers and just a tee shirt which tightly hugged his chiseled upper frame, spoke up after overhearing our conversation, “Sister, I’ve landed here plenty of times. In fact, last time I landed here there were 50 mile per hour gusts. It’s a beautiful day today, nothing to worry about.” 
 
   Mitch gripped the scraped joystick and veered the plane on its final turn before lining it perfectly over the airfield on its final descent. Even though there weren’t strong gusts as Mitch had indicated, the small winds still managed to rock the small plane in a hypnotic and puke-inducing motion. 
 
   “Hail Mary full of grace...” Sister Janice began reciting, smothering the beads of her rosary which glistened with sweat. 
 
   I began giggling softly as I watched Sister Janice acting as if the grim reaper was about to turn our small plane into a smoldering wreckage. Mitch stared back at me and gave me a sly wink as he held the joystick with a professional steadiness. The muscles in his forearm twitching with the sense memory of an aerial savant.
 
    As the plane hovered 25 feet off the ground it tilted left and for a split second it looked like the left wing was going to touch the airfield before he could even square the landing gear perpendicular to the ground. With a sudden jerk of the joystick, Mitch managed to right the plane. We suddenly felt a strong bump, followed by another. The single engine Cessna sputtered to a halt. I looked over at Sister Janice and she had her head in her lap and didn’t look up until I nudged her with my elbow. “Did we crash?” she asked, looking around the cabin like a startled little girl. 
 
   “Welcome to Zaire, sister,” exclaimed Mitch. 
 
   Sister Janice let out a relieved cackle and looked to the ceiling of the cabin. “Thank you Jesus.”
 
   Mitch opened the little door at the front of the cabin and pulled his seat forward so Sister Janice and I could get out. A small gathering of people began to emerge and walk toward us out of the heat waves that rose in the distance at the edge of the landing strip. As soon as we stepped from the plane, I instantly felt the heat and humidity press against my face, chest and legs.
 
   “Here you go, sisters,” said Mitch, as he handed us our bags from the small storage compartment underneath the Cessna. I smiled at him as he gave me another wink. Mitch’s half smile and quick draw of his eyes let me know he probably found me attractive but respected who I was. I bucked the trend of old nuns with brown stockings and wrinkly double chins, and I was a welcomed relief to a man who spent most of his time in the skies above the dark continent. 
 
   “Hello, mes amis,” bellowed a booming voice with a French accent, right behind us as we grabbed our bags. “I hope Mitch’s flying didn’t hurt your tummies.” 
 
   Mitch gave Father Anton, a somewhat hefty man with a gray goatee, curly long hair, and a cheery disposition, a friendly pat on his back. Father Anton wore the thinnest linen shirt and matching linen pants. It would’ve been delirious on his part if he elected to sport the typical black clerical clothing we were accustomed to seeing on priests in the sweltering mid-afternoon heat.
 
   “Hello, my name is Carmen,” said the other sister alongside Father Anton, as she reached over to shake my hand. She was a gray haired lady in her sixties, who had a firm demeanor. 
 
   “Jessie, Sister Carmen has been our main liaison in Africa since 2002,” explained Sister Janice. She turned to Sister Carmen. “Sister, Jessie here is the newest member of our convent. She will do a wonderful job, I believe, of getting the message across to the youth in our mission that exuberance and modernity does not have to be compromised to follow Christ’s message.” 
 
   “That is wonderful,” proclaimed Father Anton. “I think your youth and energy will do wonders for our mission here in Zaire,” he grinned. 
 
   “Well, friends,” interjected Mitch. “I must leave and go back to Kinshasa. I will see you at the end of the month with the scheduled supplies. I’ll also be picking you both back up.” Mitch nodded and hopped back into his plane, closed the small door and turned on the Cessna. The propeller sputtered to a start and the engine murmured like a toy. Mitch looked through the window and made a small salute with two of his fingers before building momentum for his ascent. As Mitch’s plane began to speed down the runway, we heard the unmistakable shrill cheers of children emanating from the path that was carved into the jungle across the runway.
 
   A tall, slender figure came running toward us, blurred by heat waves and whirling particulates of dirt from the runway. A chiseled frame, with muscular legs, shoulder-length dreadlocks, and the most beautiful pair of blue eyes I had ever seen contrasting against clean mocha skin, emerged from beyond the runway. He was sprinting and kicking a soccer ball and was joined by a throng of screaming children. 
 
   “Hello, my name is E’tienne,” politely revealed the imposingly handsome athlete, as he first shook hands with Sister Janice. 
 
   E’tienne then made direct eye contact with me. His eyes were an opiate for the senses. I caught myself reacting with a relaxed smile, too relaxed. I immediately lowered my lips into a drab position, one known as the nun’s countenance of stoicism. A stern look that lets others know that you mean business and you only do business in Jesus’ boardroom. 
 
   “Nice to meet you,” I said quickly. I then abruptly avoided eye contact and composed myself by looking down at the children who were worshiping E’tienne’s every move and word. 
 
   “E’tienne has decided to help our mission for a couple of weeks during the offseason,” proudly stated Father Anton. “It is an honor to have him here after leading France to another Confederation Cup this year. Unfortunately though, we lost to Spain, but he got us there.” 
 
   Wow, impressive. Soccer wasn’t a sport I followed, I liked to watch a baseball game here or there, but I wasn’t exactly a sports nut. My father was a big Steelers fan, but I never sat down and watched the games with him. I was in church volunteering most of the time on Sundays. 
 
   E’tienne was a big deal, but I couldn’t get over how beautiful his eyes were, and his legs, my goodness. It seemed as if his muscles and ligaments were bound tightly onto his healthily calcified frame. He was as desirable as a man could be, and it was so difficult keeping my eyes away from him. The good thing was that he seemed like an incredibly nice person and didn’t flash me any signals that he was at all the least bit interested. 
 
   Father Anton turned around and put his arm around E’tienne and began walking toward the village. All the children following the international soccer star cheered and kicked the ball ahead of our group. “Don’t forget to lead with your toes,” yelled E’tienne, as the children disappeared into the dense foliage. I trailed behind them, and kept my eyes fixated on E’tienne’s calves and thighs; without a doubt his backside was as irresistible as his front side. I looked up into Zaire’s beautiful blue sky and mouthed, “Why must you tempt me?” 
 
   “What did you just say?” asked Sister Janice, with a perplexed look.
 
   “Can you help me?” I said, quickly thinking on my feet, or so I thought. “My arm is sore from the flight and my bag all of a sudden feels like a large sandbag.” 
 
   Sister Janice crinkled her brow and gave me a suspicious look. She then turned her attention to the group in front of us. “Father?” she implored loudly. Father Anton turned around and faced us with his carefree demeanor. “Can you please help me out with Sister Jessie’s bag?” 
 
   “Of course,” Father Anton replied. He motioned to one of the helpers. “Can you please get that bag for our sisters.” 
 
   The gray bearded, healthily thin, village worker walked over to us and smiled, showing off his set of crooked teeth, and picked up my bag. Sister Janice shot me a quick look and said, “Stay focused Jessie. I lobbied very hard to get you here. Your youth, beauty and dedication is a gift that our order and way of life desperately needs in these times.” 
 
   “Yes, Sister,” I said, as I lowered my head for a brief moment.
 
   “Let’s eat!” Father Anton exclaimed, as we continued on our short trek to the mission.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   They stood in the center of the rustic village. Their feet planted on top of the holed and grass-patched dirt. Sister Janice took off her habit, revealing a sweaty imprint created by the rubber banding of the aesthetically unpleasing head-wear we were unnecessarily subjected to. I swear it added years to my appearance but I wasn’t supposed to mind, right? I was dressed to impress the Lord and no one else.
 
   “The staff cleaned the center bungalow for the both of you. It is the only facility on the grounds that has running water,” said Father Anton, who was standing in front of the entire group next to a large circular well, who’s wooden components were decimated by termites. 
 
   E’tienne looked toward my direction with his hauntingly beautiful eyes and smiled. I smiled back. It was a warm grin and didn’t come off like the permanent cold smile of a wily snake. My God-given curse of beauty was always a magnet for creepy smiles. I had developed fairly good intuition for what constituted a sincere one and one filled with ulterior motives.
 
   “You may head to your rooms. We are having dinner in the commons in about an hour. Freshen up and be there in 45 minutes for prayer,” said Father Anton. 
 
   I looked at E’tienne one more time before retreating to our rooms. He quickly looked away and began kicking the soccer ball across the village grounds, as the children stuck to him like glue. Part of me was relieved he didn’t make eye contact with me again, even though my inner urges tempted me to sneak another peek. 
 
   “Jessie, are you okay?” asked a somewhat perturbed Sister Janice. “Your head seems like it’s in the clouds.” 
 
   “I’m fine, it’s just...it’s just the humidity...it’s making me feel lightheaded.” 
 
   “Well, let’s go inside and freshen up before dinner,” she commanded, in a motherly tone. 
 
   “I think I need some drinking water—the water is safe to drink, right?.” 
 
   “I think they have bottled water. I saw Mitch unload a carton of bottles right before he took off toward Kinshasa.” 
 
   We retreated toward our bungalow. Father Anton, Sister Carmen, and the other volunteers left to their rooms as well, as they chatted theology and who would be chosen to lead prayer at dinner time.
 
   Our bungalow was not very roomy. There was a partition with a washroom to the left as soon as one walked through the flimsy wooden door. Two beds were against the farthest wall in the musty cabana. The floor was not tiled or cemented, in fact it was the same continuous dirt from outside, but with less grass. 
 
   “Water,” I exclaimed, as I quickly snatched a water bottle from the top of a white dresser made of old flaky wood. I quickly downed half the bottle as Sister Janice gave me a cold stare. 
 
   “We are here for a whole a month. Moderation, Sister Janice, moderation...” she lightly scolded. 
 
   “You’re right, I shouldn’t down the entire water bottle. I’ll save some for the evening. Is it okay if I shower first?” I asked. 
 
   “Yes, but please hurry. I need to shower too and dinner will creep up on us soon,” she said, while unpacking the belongings of her bag onto her bed. 
 
   “I will, I promise,” I said, while grabbing my little toiletries purse from inside my large bag. 
 
   As I walked behind the partition I snuck a quick peek toward Sister Janice as I quickly pulled out my disposable pink razor. I covered the side opening that led to the pitiful and lonely rusted showerhead which hung over a dark nook within the bungalow with a towel. I began shaving my legs, which had begun to sprout stubble. I gently pressed down on the head of the razor as I worked my way up my thigh and finally my bikini area. I’d never wear a bikini; however, I felt compelled to shave that portion of my body and trim my pubic area. I thought of E’tienne as I did it. I didn’t think dirty thoughts. I abstained from flashes of erotic imagery. Just E’tienne and his eyes, his athletic build, his sweet, melting smile. I wanted to be clean just in case. I knew nothing would happen. But I did it anyway. 
 
   “Sister Jessie, how long does it take to shampoo your hair. Why are you taking so long in there?” exclaimed Sister Janice. 
 
   I tip-toed and raised my head over the top of the partition and made eye contact with Sister Janice. “Sister, please be patient. You’ve been rather impatient and stressed since we arrived.” 
 
   Sister Janice let out a rigid groan. “Sister, you daydream too much. Maybe its a generational thing. It’s something I need to get used to, I guess,” she muttered to herself, while folding one of her drab, brown dresses that looked like all the drab brown dresses in her travel bag. 
 
   I hurried the last few swipes of the razor and I cut myself on the outer edges of my vulva. “Ow,” I yelped. 
 
   Sister Janice quickly scampered with her little feet toward the shower and peered over the partition. I hid the razor inside my hand and blood streamed through my closed fist and down my upturned arm. 
 
   “What in heavens just happened to you?” Sister Janice emphatically asked, with both hands on her hips.
 
   “Something bit me,” I said, feigning a worried look, with sagging brows and curled lips. 
 
   Sister Janice ran around to the opening of the partition and walked into the shower area to assist me the best she could. 
 
   “Sister, please, just hand me the towel,” I said. “I am immodest at the moment, just go get help.” 
 
   Flustered, Sister Janice left the bungalow seeking assistance. As she bolted through the door, I opened my hand and stared at a three-inch long, superficial cut across the palm of my hand. It was thinly sliced enough to bleed, but fortunately, extremely manageable. I grabbed my towel and wrapped it around my body. I then grabbed one of Sister Janice’s brown stockings and tightly wrapped it around my hand. I quickly tossed the cursed razor into my bag and took out a set of clean clothes. 
 
   “Sister, are you alright?” asked an accented, soothing and familiar voice. 
 
   I turned around and E’tienne’s athletic build was silhouetted against the blinding, late afternoon sun as he stood in the doorway. 
 
   Sister Janice came running behind him and placed her hand over E’tienne’s eyes and snapped at me, “Sister, put some clothes on.” 
 
   E’tienne’s contagious grin illuminated the bungalow’s third world décor. “It’s okay, I didn’t seen anything,” he said, laughing like a school boy. 
 
   “Sister, it’s fine, I have a towel on,” I said, as I quickly put on one of my long skirts while still managing to keep the towel around my waist. I quickly twisted my index finger in the air toward Sister Janice. She turned E’tienne around and I hurriedly put on my bra and a plain, white polyster-blend shirt . “You can turn around now,” I said, while buttoning my shirt. 
 
   “What bit you?” E’tienne asked, as he walked toward me. He then took Sister Janice’s stocking and opened my hand , examining it with a furrowed brow of sincere concern. “An animal did this to you?” he asked, in a perplexed tone. 
 
   I shrugged my shoulders and looked up into his eyes, as he continued to stare down at my palm. His large hands carefully gripped my thin wrist. Skin tingled at the behest of his warm touch. “I think I’ll be okay,” I said. 
 
   He gave me a playfully suspicious raise of the eyebrow as he made brief eye contact with his sky blue irises. He turned to Sister Janice. “I think she’ll be okay.” 
 
   “What bit her?” asked Sister Janice. 
 
   E’tienne turned toward me and gave me a playful smirk, “A mantis?” 
 
   I slowly nodded and grinned. 
 
   “Yes, it was a mantis.” 
 
   “Are they poisonous?” asked Sister Janice.
 
   “No, they are not,” said E’tienne, as he maintained eye contact with me. 
 
   With the gracefulness of a large, muscular cat, E’tienne let go of my hand and strutted toward the door. His footsteps deliberate and silent. The calf muscles on his legs strained and released like fleshy pistons as he planted his steps on the caked ground. Before exiting the bungalow, he gave me one last look and said, “I’ll see you both at dinner in 10 minutes.” 
 
   “Of course,” said Sister Janice. 
 
   As soon as E’tienne was absorbed by sunlight. Sister Janice gave me a half grin. “He’s a lot of man isn’t he?” 
 
   “What?” I asked, somewhat surprised at the question. 
 
   “You know...” she said, cheeks blushing. “His build...it’s just manly.”
 
   I giggled and Sister Janice did as well.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   E’tienne sat across from me on the wooden picnic table, one of many that were scattered throughout the spacious dining hall. Sister Carmen was next to him as she listened to Father Anton’s every word, addressing everyone in the hall with his rich echoing baritone. Two boys sat next to E’tienne as well, staring up at him in amazement. 
 
   I kept looking up at E’tienne in curious intervals. The skin on his face was smooth as silk, his teeth brilliantly white and straight, and he had such a calm, and carefree demeanor. I could see why the boys were enamored, his energy and youth were contagious. He looked sincerely interested in what they had to say and not only was he a world class athlete but it seemed on the surface that he was a world class person as well. I was hooked and smitten on E’tienne and I began to squirm on the bench. 
 
   “Sister Jessie.” My name bounced off the walls of the dining hall. All eyes, including E’tienne’s blazing ones, transfixed on me. “Please, lead us in a prayer,” requested Father Anton, with a fatherly smile. 
 
   “Oh my,” I giggled and blushed, placing my hand on my chest. “Okay...” I nodded and stood up from the bench. I walked up to Father Anton and he retreated to the closest bench, folded his hands on the table and bowed his head. 
 
   I scanned the room and everyone had their eyes closed and heads tilted toward their respective tables, ready for my prayer, except for E’tienne. He looked straight at me with a fixed smile. I returned with an awkward one of my own and playfully motioned him to bow his head as I was about to begin my prayer. He quickly looked around and the room and realized he was the only one looking at me. He smiled again and I rolled my eyes. As soon as the first words came out of my mouth, he finally bowed his head and I recited the Lord’s prayer and gave thanks.
 
   Father Anton stood up. “Thank you, Sister Jessie,” he said loudly. “Please enjoy your dinner.”
 
   Everyone dug into their plates, which had a side of white rice, and a slightly toasty chicken breast, with a little bit of canned beets. 
 
   “Not bad,” commented Sister Janice, while biting a piece of the dry chicken. When you are in the middle of an African village, thousands of miles away from a supermarket, your expectations are somewhat tempered. 
 
   I heard Sister Carmen call from across the dining hall. Both Sister Janice and I turned our heads at the shrill voice. “Come sit with us,” she said. Father Anton waved at us as well.
 
   Sister Janice stood up with her plate in hand. She took a step and then looked back at me. “Are you coming?” she asked. 
 
   “No, it’s okay. Enjoy yourself,” I said. 
 
   “How’s your hand?”
 
   “It’s fine. Go on, Sister. I need to spend time with my thoughts anyway.” 
 
   Sister Janice smiled and joined Father Anton, Sister Carmen, and some of the volunteer staff at their table. 
 
   My plastic fork broke as I awkwardly tried to pick up my large chicken breast with the flimsy utensil. I let out a frustrated sigh and picked up the breast with my hand. As soon as I bit into the chicken I felt a tap on my left shoulder. I dropped the chicken onto my plate as I was startled by E’tienne, who was standing right behind me. He was as swift and nimble as a spirit, because I didn’t even notice when he got up from his table. 
 
   “May I?” he asked me, pointing to Sister Janice’s vacant spot on the bench.
 
   I took a quick glance at the table where Sister Janice was sitting. She looked at me while E’tienne stood next to me waiting for my answer. We made eye contact and she gave me a warm smile. 
 
   “Sure,” I said, looking at E’tienne as my body slightly shivered with excitement and slight nervousness. 
 
   E’tienne sat down next to me. His eyes were captivating, they’d make even the most average man handsome if he were born with the same eyes. 
 
   “How is your hand?” he asked, without the slightest hint of insincerity and with his melodic accent. 
 
   “It’s fine,” I said. “A little sting, nothing to worry about.” 
 
   “You know, Mantis’ don’t bite,” he said, holding back a chuckle. 
 
   “They don’t?” My voice was slightly trembling.
 
   “No, but I won’t say anything,” he said, with a wink—a cute one, not the shady type of wink. “I promise.” 
 
   My chest heaved with a sigh of relief, and I gently threw my head back in soft laughter. “So E’tienne, are you enjoying your stay?” 
 
   “I am having a wonderful time here. My father was from Zaire. I try to visit when I can and make a difference in these kids’ lives.”
 
   “Well, that’s wonderful of you and the Lord smiles upon you because of your efforts,” I said. I went out of my way to look toward the floor every five seconds. I swear his eyes had built-in tracking beams.
 
   E’tienne looked around the dining hall and took a deep breath and his brows drooped with concern. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
   “How old are you? If you don’t mind me asking, of course.”
 
   That was an odd question, I thought. Not too many people asked nuns their ages. Maybe because most of them were on the gray side and it wasn’t polite to ask a woman her age, no matter what her position in life was. Could be because I was on the younger side of the curve and I made him feel comfortable.
 
   I lowered my brow and gave him a incredulous stare. “Why do you ask?” 
 
   “Oh, well...” he smiled. “...you’re so young, you know?” 
 
   “Okay, go on...”
 
   “I can relate with you...that’s what I’m trying to say, I guess.” 
 
   E’tienne’s neck was sunken into his tense shoulders and he placed the rigid, interlocked fingers of his large hands on the table. 
 
   “Is there something wrong?” I asked. 
 
   E’tienne tugged on the collar of his pristine, Adidas-brand T-shirt. “It’s hot in here, do you mind if I ask you to take a walk with me outside?”
 
   Once again, I looked at the table with Father Anton and Sister Janice before getting up. They were entranced in conversation. My heart began racing uncontrollably and I felt my blood pressure rising, but in a good way. You know, the type that flushes your neck and your cheeks and gives you a slight euphoric rush. 
 
   “Okay, I’ll step out with you—but just for a little bit. I need to get to sleep soon. Sister Janice told me I have to be awake at five in the morning to help build another bungalow,” I reminded E’tienne.
 
   We both stepped out of the dining hall. I didn’t realize how loud it was in there until we exited into the quiet, temporarily vacant village. A bluish hue blanketed the village as it absorbed the glow coming from the remarkably large full moon. 
 
   E’tienne kept his hands in his pockets and walked with a submissive, hunched posture. He looked like a puppy dog, with his sagging brows and the constant licking of his pursed lips. I kept looking over my shoulder; paranoid over the possibility of someone seeing us and letting their imaginations run wild. 
 
   “E’tienne, what’s the matter?” I asked. “It seems that there is something eating you alive.” 
 
    He looked over his shoulder as well and then took another sharp glance behind the last bungalow before we walked into a wide open yard which the missionaries set up as a soccer field. 
 
   “I have a confession to make, Sister.” 
 
   “Did you go to Father Anton about this?” 
 
   “No, I can’t..,” he said, shaking his head. 
 
   “Why me?” I said, with slight worry. I wasn’t comfortable with deep-seated confessions, because I wasn’t comfortable with the skeletons in my own closet.
 
   He stopped mid-gait and turned to me. “You cannot tell anyone, ever, okay?”
 
   Here was a chiseled athlete, a well conditioned warrior who was instantly vulnerable. Few men on earth possessed his confidence. But there he stood in front of me, seemingly with the weight of the entire world on his shoulders. His unguarded stance; arms swinging gently at his side; his blue eyes welling with liquid anguish. Through his thick, soft lips arose a voice which was an octave above a whisper. His revelation fluttering into my ear. “I purposely fixed games, big games.” 
 
   “How do you fix games? Like with a wrench?” I asked, perplexed at the jock vernacular. 
 
   “You don’t know what fixed means?” he asked. “Maybe my English isn’t good.” 
 
   “No, it’s just that I don’t follow sports, so I don’t know what you mean. I think I might have heard it before.” 
 
   “I manipulated events in the game to make money for myself and people who bet on a certain outcome of a game.” 
 
   I immediately stepped away from our overestimated comfort zone and gasped. “You what?” 
 
   “Please sister, help me. It’s eating me inside.” 
 
   “Why would you tell me this, how can I fix something like this? The children...the children that look up to you. What if they found out?” 
 
   E’tienne turned around and began pacing the field with his arms crossed and his head transfixed on the stars above. I shook my head and had no clue how to handle such a revelation. Was it possible to lie with your body? He didn’t lie with words but rather with the play on the field. 
 
   “Why would you do this, E’tienne?”
 
   “Russians...” he said, as his blue eyes bulged out of their sockets. “Some bad men paid me half a year’s salary if I threw the game against Spain. I purposely missed a penalty kick that would’ve tied the match...I got greedy.” E’tienne dropped to the floor into a crouch and placed his hand over his eyes. 
 
   I bent down a little and placed my hand on his back. “You can ask for forgiveness. But it would have to be done through Father Anton. I don’t have the authority to grant you your confession.” 
 
   E’tienne continued staring down at the dirt field. His voice was frayed with guilt. “I can’t. He thinks I’m a hero to the country. He would probably die of a heart attack if he knew I were a fraud.” 
 
   “I’m afraid there is nothing I can do.” 
 
   E’tienne stood up and squared his solid pectorals. With sudden defiance he said, “Who said you can’t grant me forgiveness?” 
 
   “The church,” I softly scolded. 
 
   “I guess I don’t need forgiveness, my work here is my penance,” he said, as he began walking back to the village in a huff. 
 
   “What?” I asked, surprised at his swift change in demeanor. See, what made E’tienne such a great athlete was his ability to justify his actions and then learn from his mistakes. However, E’tienne’s transgressions were unforgivable if they leaked to the public. They had to be addressed with someone and with God. 
 
   I grabbed his arm. I immediately felt what wired strength was when my skin touched his. My mouth opened. Saliva started building up inside of my mouth when I realized how strong he was. My grip was no match for his benign movements. “E’tienne, stop,” I exclaimed.
 
   He turned around, revealing his watery eyes. “I’ll pray for you,” I proclaimed. “It’s the best I can do.” 
 
   “Will I be forgiven?” he asked. 
 
   My eyes naturally shifted their focus away from E’tienne as I entered a moment of deep thought. I had secrets, too. Up until his question I thought I had achieved closure without revealing my sins. “I have sought forgiveness without a confession and the Lord has granted it to me,” I said. “I’m at peace now.” 
 
   “You’re young, beautiful and innocent,” E’tienne said. I blushed at his compliment. “Your sins are nowhere near as bad as mine.” 
 
   “If you only knew,” I mumbled. 
 
   “How bad could they be?” he asked, with a higher pitched and curious inflection.
 
   I shook my head. But there was something about E’tienne that made me want to reveal more. “I’ve done worse than cheating on a simple game,” I confided. “It’s true that what you have done might cause more grief to more people but it still is not as bad as what I have done in the eyes of God.” 
 
   E’Tienne squinted his eyes and stopped looking inward as he approached me. He looked decidedly curious about my revelation. “Please tell, I will not judge.” 
 
   “I can’t,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
   “But I told you what I did—the least you can do is return the sentiment by trusting me.” 
 
   I felt guilty about the events in the hot tub that one night, but there was a part of me that wanted to let E’Tienne know what I did. I wanted to see if he would respond with disgust, arousal, or neutrality. Telling him what I did was a definite risk, but my endorphins and my adrenaline compelled me to reveal all. I felt a sudden rush of blood to my chest and groin. I opened my mouth and said, “I participated in group sex.”
 
   E’Tienne’s eyes grew large and a smile slowly began to overtake the grimness he had on his face. “Uh-huh,” he said. 
 
   “I know...I know...” I shook my head. “I’m a horrible human being.” 
 
   E’Tienne came over and put his hand underneath my chin and softly tilted my head upward. “There is nothing sinful about expressing yourself sexually.” 
 
   I turned away from him. “I can’t...” 
 
   “Can’t what?” he asked. 
 
   “Thinking about sex, you being here...I don’t want to lose control.” 
 
   E’tienne crossed his arms and stepped away from me, giving me space to keep pacing. I peeked around him. I wanted to see if anyone had left the dining hall. 
 
   “Look, you can’t tell anyone, okay?” I pleaded. 
 
   “But you can’t tell anyone what I did, either. I mean, I know you wouldn’t, which is why I told you, but how do I go about seeking forgiveness?”
 
   I felt horrible because I ceased caring about E’tienne’s problems once I realized we were alone. Far away from from everyone else who didn’t understand the spoils of youth, or how ridiculous it was to lock up all human desires to feel. 
 
   “What do you think of me, E’tienne?” I asked, with an inner confidence that rose inexplicably from the blood boiling throughout my body. 
 
   E’tienne shook his head. “I can’t.” 
 
   “Yes you can, I saw how you looked at me in my bungalow.” 
 
   “Sister...I...I...this is so wrong...” he stammered. 
 
   “We need to talk, but we also need to keep walking,” I said. 
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asked. 
 
   I had a strange strength overcome my entire body and mind. My mind was set. I wanted to taste E’tienne’s flesh. I wanted to surrender myself to him and the urges. 
 
   I turned around and started walking toward a building at the other end of the field. I turned my head over my shoulder, and gave E’tienne a raise of my eyebrow, as I let him know that it was okay to begin seeing me as someone who was ready to submit. “Follow me,” I said. 
 
   E’tienne flashed a smile of a man who was in disbelief. But I could tell he was eager to pursue something more from me because the loose fabric on his basketball shorts began to bulge out a little.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five 
 
    
 
   We entered an empty shack where the mission kept their sporting and maintenance equipment. Against the wall, a concrete work bench which had a hammer and nails resting on top of its cold, flat surface, was illuminated by the moonlight through the single window inside the old, wooden, musty rustic construction.
 
   I entered first. I looked back at E’tienne, and flashed him a pair of acquiescent green eyes, half closed, and which signaled the need for his immediate touch. I rested my stomach against the bench and widened my stance a little, which gave my backside a natural lift. 
 
   E’tienne softly closed the rickety old door behind him. He stood still, staring at me in my position of estrus. “Sister Jessie, I don’t know about this,” he said, while pulling back his scalp with his hand, his fingers resting and then sliding off his dreads.
 
   I spread my legs farther apart and looked up at the moon that shone through the single window, eagerly awaiting E’tienne’s first move. “I will not protest,” I said, as my chest began panting back and forth with an anticipatory rhythm.
 
   I heard his footsteps lightly tapping the hard, uneven concrete as he approached me from behind. His warm aura draped over me. His intensifying breaths began syncing with mine. E’tienne’s arm brushed under my armpit; his large hand grappled my right breast, temporarily transferring his primitive desires through his gentle grip. 
 
   I hastily unbuttoned my shirt, E’tienne pulled it off my back with fervent yanks. “Don’t tear it,” I said, in between my palpitating breaths. E’tienne’s other hand began pulling up on my long skirt. The skirt draped over his forearm as he gently squeezed by ass with his brutish hand. His grips were strong and sensual, his conditioning evident even through the tips of his fingers. 
 
   “I want your fingers inside of me,” I whispered. I wanted to experience what I felt in the hot tub that one night, but this time I would hold still, and hope for E’tienne to pick up the intensity of his insertion. 
 
   “I’m sorry if I’m too wet,” I said, while taking a quick glance over my shoulder. His brow was crinkled in lustful concentration as he peered at my backside. 
 
   “I don’t mind,” he said, with a pleasurable smile. 
 
   E’tienne first rubbed his fingers up my thigh, squeezing them intermittently. My skin was sensitive in that area of my body, which triggered more of my natural lubricant to seep through my cotton briefs. Two of his fingers pulled the briefs to the side. He immediately began circling my asshole with the tip of his finger, rubbing my own juices around it. 
 
   “There you go,” I said, as I tilted my head back and bit my lower lip.
 
   He let go of my breast and crouched down pulling down my briefs all the way to the floor. He gripped both of my thighs and worked his hands up to both of my ass cheeks and separated them both from each other. His moist tongue began encircling my asshole. The muscles in his tongue were as coordinated as the rest of his body, as it hit all the right notes by brushing the lower end of my vagina, then up toward the nerve endings, which I had no idea I had, around my sphincter. 
 
   I couldn’t stand the teasing any more and I bellowed, “Finger-bang me, please.” 
 
   E’tienne inserted his finger into my muculent and throbbing eyelet. I began panting wildly as his finger rubbed the roof of my vagina. 
 
   “Faster,” I requested heedlessly.
 
   E’tienne inserted two of his fingers and squeezed my hip with his other hand. He held me firmly in my position. I was steadily supported as he began to thrust both of his fingers with an uncontrollable vigor. I was so wet, the friction between his fingers and my lips began making a noise like when someone tries to squeeze the last bit of lotion out of a bottle. 
 
   My eyes rolled toward the back of my head as his rhythm became a systematic mechanism that elicited maximum pleasure. “Keep going,” I murmured. E’tienne began slightly grunting has he kept a steady pace with his wrist and fingers. My hips and ass trembled slightly, as I felt a surge of sensations channeling through my lips and the top of my pubic area. “Stop,” I said. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
   “Nothing,” I breathed out with satisfaction. “I want you in my mouth.”
 
   I slipped off my long skirt and crouched down. E’Tienne stood up and his erect dick protruded through his satin fabric athletic shorts. I slipped both of my index fingers underneath the elastic of his shorts and slipped them down toward the floor. His long, thick and erect cock was staring at me right in front of my face. He was carefully trimmed and clean, as fully erect a man his age and condition could be, a delightfully maximized extension. 
 
   I gripped his cock with my lithe hand; lifting it and exposing his shaft into the moonlight. His member looked muscular and rigid, as the base of his shaft was exquisitely thickened and grooved. I placed my long tongue on the center of his shaft and move it up toward the base of his large, engorged head. “Does this feel good?” I asked. 
 
   E’tienne closed his eyes and threw back his head. With a mischievous grin he said, “You have no idea.” 
 
   “Can you cum if I keep doing this?” I asked. 
 
   E’tienne just nodded his head. “Keep it slow and press against it with your tongue.” 
 
   I licked the curved underside of his head with the meticulous and robotic beat of a metronome. I pressed my tongue hard against the fleshy bulb. His hips began squirming. His pants measured, deliberate, and airy as if he were on a breakaway attack on the soccer field. 
 
   His voice grew more coarse with each lick of my tongue. “Don’t stop...keep it steady.” 
 
   I began playing with myself as I remained in a crouch. My moisture was overwhelming as I felt it drip toward the ground. I finger-banged myself while holding his cock steadily in my hand, trying my best to mimic and reproduce E’tienne’s technique. 
 
   “Come on,” I said. “I want to see it shoot out of you.” 
 
   “I want to fuck you,” he said loudly and with a strictured voice. 
 
   “Just cum,” I said. “It’s okay, I want to see it.” I didn’t want to have sex as I knew time was running out, and the mission was probably going to send out a search party soon. However, there was also a crazy feeling inside of me, an inner curiosity that wanted to desperately see how far he could shoot his white, viscous cream. 
 
   The underside of his shaft began to spasm softly. “There you go...good job,” I said, in between licks. “Come on.” 
 
   His shaft rose up and within a split second, the head of his cock contracted as if it were a charley-horsed thigh muscle. I quickly opened my mouth and a jetting and warm stream of liquid shot onto my upper lip. I gently lowered his shaft and it continued to shoot, this time onto the roof of my mouth. E’tienne moaned uncontrollably, some of them mixed with small joyous laughter. His dick moved up and down with each shot of cum. I then covered his entire head with my wet lips. I stroked his hard, pulsating rod as I tried to pull out every last bit of semen into my mouth. 
 
   “Stop, stop...fuck,” he said, as he placed his hand on my shoulder. 
 
   “What?”I asked, as I wiped his thick cum off my lips.
 
   “Too sensitive, I need to pull back.” 
 
   E’tienne pulled away from me and stroked his cock a couple more times. Two clear droplets of his cum, sloughed off the tip of his head, hitting the ground like rain drops. He staggered backwards, his back thumped against the shack’s wall, giving it a shake as if struck by a small earthquake. In repose, E’tienne slugged downward to the ground, holding his dick in the process. He remained with eyes closed, mouth grinning and veins throbbing. “Thank you Jessie,” he said. “What do we do now?”
 
   I was still crouching on the ground after E’tienne’s magmatic event, pussy exposed and my long skirt hanging at my feet, stretched and distended. “I don’t really know. We can go back to our bungalows. Pretend this didn’t happen,” I said. 
 
   “How come you didn’t let me fuck you?” 
 
   “I don’t know. I wanted to suck your dick, I guess.” 
 
   “Are you seriously thinking about staying with the order?” he asked, as he stood up and grabbed his shorts from the ground. 
 
   I pulled up my panties and started putting on my long skirt. “I have to.” 
 
   “What do you mean you have to?”
 
   “It’s complicated. I really don’t want to talk about it.”
 
   I put on my long skirt and buttoned my shirt. Right as I began dusting my backside from all the dust that the skirt gathered while it lay on the ground, a faint chorus of voices began to echo across the field outside the shack. “Sister Jessie, Sister Jessie...E’tienne.”
 
   E’tienne peeked through a small opening in between the wooden panels that made up the shack. He pulled his face from the hole and gave me a somewhat panicked look. “They’re looking for us—all of them.” 
 
   “I’ll go out first and you hide in here. Wait until I am back at the village with the group before you head back, okay?” 
 
   “Good thinking,” he said. “You can’t tell a soul about any of this.”
 
   “I won’t, but you need to start being clean from now on.” 
 
   “I will. I promise,” he declared. 
 
   I went up to E’tienne and gave him a peck on his thick moist lips. “I always wanted to do that.”
 
   He smiled and I proceeded to walk outside the shack. 
 
   Thankfully, they were still far enough away from the shack and didn’t see me emerge from a building that now most likely had the odor of bodily sins emanating from it. I looked in through the door one more time at E’tienne, as he stood against the work bench with a satisfied yet somewhat concerned look on his face. “Wait it out.” 
 
   I ran across the field toward the search party. “Hello!” I yelled. “It’s me Sister Jess!” 
 
   “Sister,” blared Father Anton’s resounding voice, across the soccer field. “What are you doing out here? Where’s E’tienne.” 
 
   I jogged toward the group who were at the edge of where the last building in the village met the patchy grass. 
 
   “I wanted to take a jog around the soccer field,” I said, as I leaned toward Father Anton’s right ear. I whispered, “I’m constipated.” 
 
   “Oh my,” Father Anton chuckled uncomfortably. 
 
   “What did she say?” asked Sister Janice, whose face was soured and obviously not in a good mood. 
 
   Father Anton turned toward Sister Janice and murmured with a smile, “She said she is constipated.” 
 
   Sister Janice gave me a skeptical glare. “Where’s E’tienne?” she asked, putting both hands on her hips. 
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
   “I saw you walk out of the dining hall with him,” she stated. 
 
   “We talked a little and then he said he was going to his room.”
 
   “Well, he’s not in his room,” Sister Janice retorted, while noticeably somewhat perturbed. 
 
   Father Anton put his arm over my shoulder and faced Sister Janice. “E’tienne is one of the finest athletes I have ever known. Our worry wasn’t about him. I’m sure he can take care of himself. We should celebrate the fact that Sister Jessie is safe and sound. E’tienne has left in the dark of night before. I am sure he will turn up.” 
 
   “I think it’s time to go to bed,” Sister Janice commanded. “Let’s go.” 
 
   “Good night, Father Anton. I didn’t mean to worry you.” 
 
   “It’s okay, I completely understand your predicament,” he said, while chuckling. 
 
   I followed Sister Janice toward the village. She didn’t look back at me and looked quite upset.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
   I awoke to the stern inflections of maternal coarseness. “Wake up, it’s time to go.”
 
   I turned my neck toward Sister Janice’s voice. The cot I was laying in barely had any cushion and I felt a kink in my neck as I turned my head and opened my eyes. “Is it time for breakfast?” I asked, while squint-eyed and drowsy. 
 
   “No, I have arranged for your departure this morning.” 
 
   “Excuse me?” I immediately lifted my upper body up off the cot, surprised at Sister Janice’s disclosure. 
 
   “Get your things ready. Mitch will be landing in a half an hour to take you back to Kinshasa. From there you will fly back to the U.S.,” she said with a stern countenance, while stuffing my bag with my belongings. 
 
   “Hey, be careful with that,” I howled. “The little bulbs on that brush are sensitive and fall out if you press on them.”
 
   Sister Janice put my bag down and crossed her arms. “Then get up and get your things ready.”
 
   I got up from the bed and took off my nightgown. I stood in front of Sister Janice in my bra and underwear. She looked away while expressing a small huff. I grabbed the outfit from last night and dressed myself in a hurry. As I buttoned my shirt I asked, “Why are you sending me back so soon?”
 
   “You know why, Sister.” 
 
   “Because I took a jog around the soccer field?” 
 
   Sister Janice let out a condescending chuckle. “I saw you walk out of the hall with E’tienne during dinner. Twenty minutes later one of the groundskeepers told me your friend emerged from the same area you did. You’re lucky I haven’t told Father Anton.” 
 
   “When I took this oath, I sincerely meant it. You cannot dispatch me because your judgment is clouded by your perceptions of an unspeakable nature,” I said. 
 
   Sister Janice’s eyes opened wide. “What are you implying?” 
 
   “I am not implying anything, but I’m surprised you’d think of such things.” 
 
   “I saw how you were daydreaming when E’tienne introduced himself. I wasn’t a nun at birth, Sister Jessie. I do comprehend the human condition and I don’t trust that you have proper control of it,” she said, with maternal resignation. 
 
   I looked toward the floor. I didn’t want to continue to make eye contact with Sister Janice. She had me pegged and the more I resisted her insinuations the more I resorted to lie after lie. I grabbed my bag and bolted out the front door.
 
   E’tienne was playing soccer with the kids in the center of the village. I ran right by him and headed toward the air strip. He stopped kicking the ball. The children spontaneously erupted into an organized game. “Sister Jessie,” he called out, as I whisked right past him. 
 
   I ran toward the jungle trail which led to the landing strip. E’tienne following behind in a slight jog. “Sister, stop!” he pleaded, his voice echoing off the trees, some with trunks the size of overpass pillars.
 
   I quit running and slowed to halt. I turned around and E’tienne approached with sadness. His brows sagged with worry and his carefree face, with chiseled cheekbones and youthful skin was now sunken in disquietude. “Why are you running?”
 
   “They’re sending me away.” 
 
   “Does she know?”
 
   “No, I...I mean, maybe,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
   “About me cheating on games?”
 
   “No...is that what you’re worried about?” 
 
   “If word got out that I had fixed games I would be finished, in fact, soccer would be finished.” 
 
   “Must be nice to live in E’tienne’s world, where there is no consequence for sex,” I said, as I threw my arms in the air. “I on the other hand am suspected of fooling around and my career is on the brink of destruction.” 
 
   “What did you tell Sister Janice?” 
 
   “Nothing. She thinks we were up to something. It’s just so unfair. It’s my looks. Yes, we did something, but if I was old and ugly, they’d never suspect anything.” 
 
   “No matter what happens you cannot tell them what I told you,” E’tienne appealed, as his beautiful blue eyes sparkled with vulnerability. He almost had me, but I could see straight through his facade and recognize his inherent selfishness which was most likely doted upon him since he happened to be a superstar athlete. 
 
   “E’tienne, you’re a beautiful person and I don’t regret my dalliance, but your selfishness is something extraordinary.” 
 
   E’tienne was paralyzed. He didn’t know what to do as he thought, due to my sudden instability, that his secret was probably not safe. Truth was, I didn’t care enough about his horrific professional decisions that would compel me to tell someone about them. 
 
   I didn’t hug E’tienne, or kiss him on the cheek, as I was worried that Sister Janice was watching me beyond the clearing. I wanted to get out and forget about my experience at the mission. 
 
   I heard Mitch’s Cesna circling the strip. The engine’s hum broke the rhythm of our interaction and gave the much needed segway to part ways with E’tienne and my time here.
 
   “Thank you for your attention,” I said, as I picked my bag up off the ground and turned toward the strip.
 
   “Sister?” E’tienne said. I turned around and made final eye contact with him. He muttered loudly, “I’m sorry.” 
 
   “No need for apologies,” I said, with a relaxed smile. “I had fun.”
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   Chapter One
 
    
 
   I blinked—a few times actually.
 
   I then let out a primal yawn that nearly rocked the portraits and crucifixes, which hung by the thinnest of strings off the plain white wall.
 
   I was face-first into the cold side of my favorite pillow. I could feel the sting on my neck from the garish morning sun peeking through the plain curtains that covered the one and only visual portal to the outside world; a strip mall, which featured a Filipino restaurant named Manila Joe’s. 
 
   “You’re here? When did you get in?” asked the frail voice from my bedroom doorway. Sister Luz was young, demure and extremely shy and was never partial to confrontation. Her eyes always bugged out as if she were frightened by every noise, smell or sight that surrounded her. But no, she wasn’t actually afraid, poor thing just had a face that looked to be in state of permanent terror. 
 
   “Nevermind, I didn’t mean to pry,” she said. “Sister Janice sent me an email. She asked me to tell you that you must attend to your morning, afternoon and evening prayers...and that...and that...” I could hear her swallow as I lay in bed. “...your internet has been shut off.” 
 
   “What?” I barked , my voice muffled as I spoke into the pillow. “Why would she...oh, forget it.” 
 
   “Also Jessie, breakfast is ready. You want to come downstairs—its eggs, sausage and waffles.” 
 
   The flight from Paris was turbulent, uncomfortable and bumpy. I was jet-lagged and didn’t get any sleep on the plane. I wasn’t in the mood to unlatch my body from the depths of my mattress, let alone walk down the convent’s flight of stairs. “I need to sleep, Luz. I’ll join you later for lunch.” 
 
   “Okay,” said Sister Luz, her voice trailing off as she exited the room. Instantly, she came back and stuck her head into my room for one last brief moment. “Welcome back, Sister.” 
 
   I still laid in bed with my head planted into my pillow like an ostrich who slips its bird-sized cranium into a hole. Legs immobile and stretched, I raised my arm at Sister Luz giving her thanks for the kind welcome. 
 
   I heard the phone ring. I lifted the receiver and plopped it back down. It was probably my mother and I was too pooped to talk. No time for breakfast, no time for calls. 
 
   A few minutes later, my mind relaxed itself into a clean slate. My breathing became synchronized with my heart rate as I slipped into nothingness. My subconscious toiled in the nether-regions of coitus as I began to dream about visual mutations of my sexual experiences. I cupped E’tienne’s genitals in my hand. Slowly rubbing the tip of his head, trying my hardest to get his penis aroused in record time. I don’t know why I often dream of rubbing a penis, it must have something to do with the power of arousing another human being and seeing the successful results instantaneously in the form of an engorged and swollen shaft and head. 
 
   I knelt in a dark space. There wasn’t anything descriptive about where I was. Odorless, colorless, and timeless were the only words that could characterize the setting in my dream where I favored E’tienne.
 
   As I stroked the silky, thin layer of skin up and down on his long shaft, another bodily form appeared from the darkness. A tall, muscular and bronzed figure with smooth, unblemished skin emerged from the mental fog. It was Jake’s nude physique, standing barrel-chested; his upper torso conformed down to a perfect V-shape right above his toned waistline. He stood still, flaccid and caring, and he coursed his fingers through my hair. 
 
   “I love seeing you this way,” he said, while his thick lips curled to the right in a half-grin. 
 
   I kept jerking E’tienne off, his gorgeous blue pupils solely focused on me. I turned my attention toward Jake as he grappled my scalp and yanked my head back. “Want me to make you hard?” I asked. 
 
   Jake nodded his head. 
 
   I grabbed his half-erect dick, which was thicker than E’tienne’s, even though he wasn’t fully aroused, and I began massaging the curved underside of his head with my fingertip. 
 
   I was a lucky girl. I had a cock in each hand, which were connected to optimal examples of the male race. It took quite a bit of talent to keep both men fully aroused, but my naked body, which many men found irresistible, most likely kept them from losing their focus.
 
   With a sudden shift in my hazy subconscious, I found myself on my back getting reamed by Jake as I sucked E’tienne off. The faster and more powerful Jake’s hips thrusted, the more I tugged on E’tienne’s luscious dick. 
 
   Taste and texture entered the dream. I felt the soft, fleshed constitution of his cock on my tongue. I was able to savor the musky aroma of his pre-cum as it penetrated the nerve endings of my taste buds. 
 
   But the dream instantly transformed into a nightmare. Sister Janice appeared. She was power personified and grabbed Jake by his shoulders and threw him to the ground. She walked toward E’tienne and pulled him by his dreads and spun him into the dark recesses of my mind. She gave me a harsh, squint-eyed stare which instantly cast shame unto my soul. 
 
   I curled up into a ball and began sobbing uncontrollably. I felt the sudden and extreme shifts of extrasensory sensation. One minute unbridled pleasure the next painful regret, like being punched in the deepest bowels of my stomach. 
 
   “I’m sorry,” I screamed. “I can’t help myself.”
 
   “You shame your order, you shame your family and you shame your father,” yelled Sister Janice. 
 
   “Please forgive me father, please forgive me oh Lord,” I began chanting...reciting. “Forgive me...forgive me...forgive me...” 
 
   “Sister, wake up,” said the trembling voice. “You’re having a nightmare.” 
 
   I opened my eyes. Sweat poured down my brows; my panties soaking wet as I awoke to Sister Luz sitting next to me in bed. 
 
   “Sister, you...you had a nightmare,” she said, putting her hand on my head. 
 
   I sat up and began hyperventilating. “I need to go.” 
 
   “You can’t leave. Sister Janice said so,” Sister Luz pleaded. 
 
   “I need to visit my mother,” I said, as I turned to Sister Luz. “Please, cover for me. I need to leave, do you understand?” 
 
   Sister Luz sat in the bed petrified over my bizarre behavior. Her mouth agape. 
 
   I stood up and grabbed my bag full of clothes which I hadn’t bothered unpacking since I got back from my flight. I turned to Sister Luz, “Just a couple of days. Sister Janice won’t be back for another week. Tell the other sisters my mother was sick.” 
 
   “You’re asking me to lie?” asked Sister Luz, in a slight panic. 
 
   “Listen, I know you’re the one who keeps stealing bottles of wine from the rectory.” 
 
   Sister Luz looked out the door and took a deep swallow. “How did you know?”
 
   “I saw you. But I won’t tell.” 
 
   “Okay, I’ll cover for you,” she said.
 
   “I’ll be back in two days,” I said. “I promise.” 
 
   I grabbed my bag and hurriedly exited my room.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   My mother’s home, while small and somewhat cluttered, was a marvel of obsessive cleanliness. There was not an ounce of dust surrounding any of the hundreds of religious-themed figurines lining everything from top of the fireplace to the shelves above the toilets in both of the home’s bathrooms. 
 
   My mom was elated to have me home, so much so, she slaved away the evening of my arrival preparing my favorite dish of biscuits and gravy. 
 
   I sat at the dinner table. I leaned to the right and noticed the etching of a bear I carved when I was 7 years old. Still looking fresh as if done a day ago, I smiled and reminisced as mother placed my plate in front of me. 
 
   “You know, that is the primary reason why I haven’t bought a new table,” she said, with a smile. 
 
   “Aww, mom,” I said, with warmth in my heart. “It has a native feel to it, doesn’t it?” 
 
   “I honestly thought you were going to grow up to be an artist,” she said, as she sat on the other end of the table. 
 
   I bit into the biscuit, my eyes lit up like torchlights. Nostalgia and wonderment overwhelmed my senses. “My goodness, this is amazing,” I said, catching a large crumb from rolling off the side of my lip. 
 
   “Glad you like it,” she said. “So what happened?” 
 
   “Oh yeah, sorry,” I said, while masticating gravy and biscuit mush. “You were right, the place is too dangerous.” 
 
   My mother’s brows curled up. They always did that when she was proven right. “I knew it. So what happened?”
 
   “Well, the war next door in the Congo spilled over the border and explosions could be heard just a few miles away. Only the die-hards stayed behind,” I said, again lying through my teeth. I would have to sacrifice an entire week of television and internet for penance as soon as I got back to the convent. 
 
   “Is it okay if I stay here a couple of nights?” I asked. 
 
   Mother smiled from ear to ear. “Of course,” she said, with pep in her voice. 
 
   We continued our dinner late into the night, catching up on years of missed conversations and dialogue. It was good to be back home.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   I woke up to the sounds of sparrows chirping outside my window. I reached my arm out to tap the snooze button on my alarm clock, but instead knocked Spirit, the limited edition, albino My Little Pony off the nightstand.
 
   Mom brought out all my old toys as soon as I left for the convent and placed them all over the room, probably to remind her of the good old days, where I would run into my parents’ bedroom and bounce on top of dad and her, while I begged for pancakes. 
 
   I got up from my twin-sized bed, which was decorated with a frilly princess comforter and matching bed set, and put on my slippers. I noticed a note stuck to the door. I got up and grabbed it, rubbed my eyes and aimed it toward the sunlight that shone through the bedroom window. It read, Gloria’s in town, she wants to see you, call her 412-555-3657, in mother’s beautifully skilled handwriting. 
 
   I folded the note and placed it on my dresser and headed to the kitchen to get a bowl of cereal. As I poured a bowl of Cap’n Crunch, I thought long and hard about getting in touch with Gloria. I didn’t think I was in the mood for an awkward meet-up that most certainly would involve discussing a certain situation in a hot tub. However, I grew up with Gloria, and we were practically sisters as we went through school together. 
 
   I picked up the cordless phone and walked into my bedroom with cereal bowl in hand, and dialed Gloria’s phone number. 
 
   “Hello,” said the familiar, high pitched, cheery, and overtly feminine voice. 
 
   “Gloria?” 
 
   “Jessie? Oh my God...how you been?” 
 
   “Okay, I guess,” I said, while chomping down on a crunch berry. 
 
   “What are you doing tonight?” 
 
   “Umm,” I paused, scanning the room for a hair brush. “Nothing, I guess. I’m at mom’s and there really isn’t anything to do.”
 
   “You want to hang out for some coffee?” 
 
   “Sure. What time?” 
 
   “How about six?” 
 
   “Yeah...yeah...sounds great! I’ll be at the coffee shop at six.” 
 
   Everyone knew what the coffee shop was. 
 
   “It’s good to talk to you again, Gloria. I’ve missed you.” 
 
   “Me too, there is so much that I want to talk to you about.” 
 
   “That makes two of us,” I said. “I’ll see you later.” 
 
   “Later, Jess.”
 
   I hung up the phone and went to my closet to see what my prospective wardrobe looked like. My dresses, shirts, shoes all looked a bit dated, except for the small, skin-tight, black dress. The one I wore the night of the hot tub event. 
 
   I wanted to meet up with Gloria tonight, I had no money, and no car to shop for a new set of clothes. The little black dress had to make do once again. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   I went down to the grocery store to stock up on some of the food I had voraciously eliminated from my mother’s kitchen upon my arrival. I had to admit, my mother’s pantry of Twinkies and Oreos was a welcome change, albeit extremely unhealthy, compared to the convent’s choice of wheat crackers and dehydrated dates. 
 
   I wore my little black dress and left the veil and plain dress at home. My intentions weren’t to hooch it up, but the little black dress was the only outfit that fit me. Even though I didn’t want to call attention to myself, I knew in the back of my mind that it would. 
 
   As soon as I entered the store, every single pair of eyes that belonged to a heterosexual man, no matter the age, lasered in on me. It was, to say the least, intimidating. My every move was under scrutiny. Who was I kidding? I could have tripped, fallen on my ass, or walked with a limp and their static expressions of salivation would probably never change. 
 
   I perused the aisles with a discriminating eye toward the tastiest and unhealthiest snacks. My mother was by no means a health freak, but I took advantage of my temporary stay by stocking up on the most sinful snacks, and inundating her home with foods with the highest levels of high fructose corn syrup and hydrogenated oils. 
 
   After I was done stocking up on the essentials, I moseyed on over toward the meat and seafood section. An older man, with a hooked nose, cheap blue tracksuit, and glistening lips, kept following me down the aisles. I ignored him and continued examining the quality of the chicken. 
 
   As I inspected the price of a large chicken breast I was startled by a soothing, confident voice. “He’s following you, isn’t he?” 
 
   I looked to my right and the most handsome butcher in the history of butcherdom stood before me, in a clean white smock. “Oh, him?” I said, pointing toward the old lecher who peered at me while examining the Yuban. “Yeah, I think he’s harmless though.” 
 
   “He’s a regular. I see him following all the pretty girls around the store. You’re right, he’s harmless. But if you want me to tell him to leave you alone, I’ll do it,” the blonde, slicked-haired mincer of meat suggested. 
 
   “Thanks, but I’m okay.” 
 
   “Matt, by the way,” he said, reaching over to shake my hand. His sleeve retracted and I could see a smattering of tattoos running up his arm. 
 
   “Jessie...” I said. I almost dropped the chicken to the floor as I awkwardly placed it in my other arm. 
 
   “Whoops,” Matt said. “If it hits the floor I’d have to throw it away.” 
 
   “It’s okay, I was intending on buying it anyway.” I put the chicken into my shopping cart and began walking away. “Nice to meet you,” I said, with a pleasant nod. 
 
   “Wait,” Matt said. 
 
   I cringed for a brief moment. Not because he wasn’t cute, adorable or rugged, but I just didn’t want to disappoint the young man once I told him I was a nun. 
 
   “You live around here? I’ve never seen you in the store before.” 
 
   “Yeah, I do. It’s just that I don’t do the shopping for the people I work with,” I said with brevity. 
 
   “Are you a fireman, I mean...firewoman? God, I feel so stupid,” he said, smacking his forehead. “I just thought you meant...I’m confused.” 
 
   “I’m a nun.” 
 
   Matt’s eyes opened wide in surprise. Then he furrowed his brow in suspicion. “Wait a minute, where’s your thingy,” he said, pointing to his forehead. 
 
   “Oh, you mean my veil?” 
 
   “Yeah...” 
 
   “We don’t always have to wear it, you know?” 
 
   He then put his hand on his chin and eyed me from head to toe. “A nun, huh?” 
 
   “Hard to believe, isn’t it?” I said, as I crossed my arms, hoping Matt took a hint. 
 
   “Well sister, I hope your shopping experience has been pleasurable,” he said, putting his hands into the apron’s pockets. “Is there anything else I could do for you?” 
 
   Matt was trying to come off smooth with his last question. As if the question warranted a phone number or further inference by me. He was cute, but I promised mom dinner and I did have a date with Gloria. 
 
   “No thanks, I appreciate your help,” I said. I smiled, turned around and pushed my cart toward the checkout line.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
   It was a rather warm and balmy late summer evening when I pulled up to the coffee shop in mom’s 10 year old, silver Toyota Camry. I exited the vehicle, closed the squeaky driver’s side door and scanned the outside tables and chairs for any sign of Gloria.
 
   Among the trendy patrons, a raven-haired, thick-lipped, high-cheekboned stunner stuck out like a priest at a gun show. 
 
   “Gloria?” I asked.
 
   “Hey, Jessie,” she replied, taking small baby steps toward me and giving me a long bear hug. She stood up and seemed a few inches taller from the last time we were together. 
 
   I took a step back. “Did you grow an inch or two?” I asked. 
 
   “No silly, I have my favorite black stilettos on. What do you think?” she said, lifting one of her long fit legs into the air. 
 
   “They’re real nice. I like them.” 
 
   “Thanks,” she said. “You look great by the way. I see that you still fit into that nice dress of yours.” 
 
   I crossed my arms across my chest and tilted my head in slight embarrassment. “Yeah, its kinda the only thing that looked decent on me while I’m staying at mom’s.”
 
   Gloria sat down in her chair and motioned for me to do the same. “So what’s going on? Why are you at your mom’s?”
 
   I sat down in my chair and made sure the skirt of my dress didn’t ride up my thigh too much. “I don’t know if this nun stuff is working out.” 
 
   “Really? Wow! You were so committed last time we talked.”
 
   “I know, but Gloria, it’s…just…it’s that I think I’m addicted to bad things.” 
 
   Gloria flashed me a devious grin. “Like what?” 
 
   I looked around the other tables to see if anyone was eavesdropping. I then looked into Gloria’s large, brown eyes. “I don’t know how I feel about that night in the hot tub,” I said, as I looked over my shoulder. 
 
   “You’re still hung up over that night?” Gloria said. “That was nothing. I’ve moved on. It’s just a pleasant memory.” 
 
   “It was wrong. I shouldn’t have done that. I’m addicted to that type of pleasure now. I’ve been chasing the dragon ever since.” 
 
   “Really? So you’ve done other stuff since then?” she asked, as her eyes opened wider and her grin longer. 
 
   “Yeah, kinda.” 
 
   “Ooh, you gotta tell me!” 
 
   I looked around and felt it was only a matter of time before some church goer was going to recognize me. “Let’s go somewhere where I won’t be subjected to judgment.” 
 
   “You want to get a drink?” asked Gloria. 
 
   “Like a soda?” I asked. 
 
   “No, like spirits, cocktails...beer?” 
 
   The last time I had a drink was with Gloria. I was the first one to admit, it felt good getting a little buzzed. It made things a lot easier and freer to digest. I quickly realized I was a free girl for a couple of nights. I was young, pretty and I don’t think God cared if I tested my dedication for a couple of nights. I was already knee deep in a shit pool of sin; forgiveness was always around the corner. Besides, it’s not like I robbed a liquor store or something. “Sounds good, lets go.” 
 
   “One of my good friends is a bartender at a bar. He’ll let us drink without checking our I.D.’s,” Gloria remarked. 
 
   “Sure, let’s go.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
   Max’s was a small bar across the street from the post office, all the way at the end of town. It had been there since World War II and the surrounding area was in the midst of a revitalization, evidenced by the many buildings sporting nothing but scaffolding and fencing. There was a small parking lot in the back, with only two cars parked with their fenders almost touching the exterior of the bar. Gloria gave me an unsure look before opening her door. “Looks kinda dead. You still want to do this?”
 
   “Well it’s kinda early, maybe more patrons will stream in. Besides, I kinda like the privacy,” I said, as I grabbed my plain leather purse. 
 
   We both got out of Gloria’s Benz and walked into the bar. The place was empty, except for a patron in his sixties, wearing a trucker hat and a long sleeved denim shirt, who was glued to the old television in the windowed corner of the bar. The bartender’s back was turned toward us, fortunately, he seemed rather young, judging by his thin waistline and broad shoulders. 
 
   “This place is a dive,” I said. “At least it’s quiet.” 
 
   “Yeah you’re right, but we’ll be able to talk about your little escapades,” Gloria said, giggling. “Let’s go meet Matt.”
 
   Interesting, my second Matt of the day, I thought. 
 
   Gloria walked up the bar and sat on the stool and slapped her hand on top of the bar’s serving area. “Hey gorgeous.” 
 
   As Matt turned around, I immediately recognized the tattoos on his arm, as they looked awfully familiar. He almost dropped the glass he was drying as soon as he made eye contact with me. Matt paused for a moment and muttered, “Oh, hey.” 
 
   Gloria looked at me and then at Matt. “Do you, umm, know each other?” 
 
   I smiled and responded, “Well, kinda.”
 
   Matt let out a little chuckle and added, “I met Jessie here at the grocery store earlier in the day.” 
 
   “You remembered my name? Impressive,” I said. 
 
   “I see,” Gloria nodded. 
 
   “So, you’re a butcher and a bartender?” I asked. 
 
   “My buddy Ryan and I own this place. I got a job as a butcher to help pay for the loan that helped us pay for the bar. As you can see, business isn’t really thriving. But once they get this area up and going, we’ll start to roll.”
 
   “Well, I think your investment is going to pay off,” I said. 
 
   I kept my eyes on Matt a little longer, as I wasn’t being rushed to my next destination this time around. He definitely looked cuter without his butcher apron and silly paper hat. His arms were slender, but toned and muscular. He had two sleeves, one with a prominent Asian Carp the other with a dragon design. Sure, not the most original artwork, but quality ink nonetheless. His jawline was smooth and defined, testosterone was something he surely didn’t lack. His slender jeans highlighted the muscular pop in his thighs. Matt had a lower body built for exertion and stamina, probably a bicyclist. 
 
   “You’re over 21, right?” Matt asked us, with a sly wink. 
 
   Gloria winked back. “Let me get my I.D.,” she said. The older patron looked over his left shoulder at us for a brief moment then turned his attention toward the Hollywood propaganda show on the tube. 
 
   “Two margaritas,” Gloria asked Matt. 
 
   “Strawberry?” 
 
   Gloria looked at me. I casually nodded. “Sure, make em’ extra strong, okay?” 
 
   “Two extra strength margaritas, comin’ right up,” Matt bellowed, as he gripped the shakers with his large hands. 
 
   We both sat on the stools watching Matt’s backside go to work. “What do you think?” asked Gloria, nodding toward Matt’s direction. 
 
   “He’s cute,” I said. 
 
   “He’s got a kinky side.” 
 
   “Oh yeah? How do you know?” 
 
   “I’ll tell you in a bit, so what happened with you?” asked Gloria, with giddiness overwhelming her. 
 
   “Hold on to your horses, let me get my drink first,” I said. I wanted to be relaxed before I spilled my deepest and darkest secrets. 
 
   “Here you go, ladies,” Matt said, as he slid us the margarita glasses. I took a sip first “Oh my goodness,” I said. “Great job there, Matty.” 
 
   “Thanks,” Matt blushed. 
 
   “Okay, so spill the beans,” Gloria demanded, playfully. 
 
   Matt overheard Gloria’s question and asked, “About what?” 
 
   “Butt out Matt...you’ll know eventually,” Gloria whimsically quipped. 
 
   “Gloria!”
 
   “Just playing, go on.” 
 
   “Okay, so I went on a missionary trip to Africa.”
 
   “Wow, really? What part?”
 
   “Zaire.” 
 
   “Damn, that really is like Africa, Africa,” she said. 
 
   “So there was this international French soccer star helping out with the mission...”
 
   “...what? Who?” Gloria interjected. 
 
   “Does it matter?” 
 
   “Uh, yeah. My father is die hard soccer fan. So, who was he?”
 
   I leaned in close to Gloria, “E’tienne Sahko.”
 
   Gloria’s eyes opened wide and she briefly shouted, “E’tienne Sah...” 
 
   I immediately covered Gloria’s mouth before she could finish his name. Matt, while cleaning up the bar, looked over at us, nodded his head and smiled. 
 
   Gloria whispered, “What did you do with him?” 
 
   “I jerked him off in a shack.” 
 
   “Oh my God, you bad girl you,” Gloria sibilated. 
 
   “Yeah I know,” I said, as I put my hand against my forehead and shook my head. 
 
   “So how big was it?” she asked. 
 
   I glanced over at Matt before I answered such a loaded question. Matt was pretending not to hear by staring up at the neon lights that hung on a mirror. 
 
   “It was about eight inches. Real thick though.” 
 
   “He is so hot, you lucky girl.” 
 
   “Yeah, but the whole situation is why I’m back in the States.”
 
   Matt turned around and feigned concentration on the tasks of an idle bartender. However, I saw a certain look in his eyes. The look of determination males get when they overhear a single girl talk about sex. He began throwing glances my way as soon as I talked about my experiences in Zaire. 
 
   “Does your mother superior know?” Gloria asked. 
 
   “Well, not really,” I said, as I continued making glances over at Matt. “She just suspects something, but it was enough for her to send me back against my will.” 
 
   Gloria downed her margarita and then looked at my glass. “So what? Two sips, that’s it? Down that shit. Don’t worry, it’s on me.” 
 
   I reflected as I confessed to Gloria, and I was really frustrated with what I had become. I found solace with every sip of my drink. One swig led to another until I did what Gloria had asked me to do, which was down my drink like the lush I pretended to be. 
 
   “Matt, two more, please.” Gloria held two of her fingers up in the air. Matt whipped together the margaritas a little faster than the previous ones. There was a restless energy about him, as he fidgeted behind the bar. I think he was excited about the prospect of two 19-20 year old girls in his bar. 
 
   “So what’s the story with Matt?” I asked. 
 
   “I just use him for the drinks,” Gloria laughed, catching the attention of Matt. “I’m kidding.” 
 
   “That’s not a bad friend to have.” 
 
   Gloria leaned over, “In all seriousness, the man can fuck.” 
 
   “What?” I said, covering my mouth and looking up at him once again. 
 
   “He’s a kinky son of a bitch. I’m telling you. Just watch...watch the shit he’ll pull with you.”
 
   I was worried about Gloria’s statement. But why should I? I was a free girl for two nights. Matt was hot. I kind of wanted to see what he would pull off. 
 
   Matt stared at the older patron. He served us our margaritas and hollered across the room, “Hey Frank.” 
 
   Frank turned toward Matt as he sat on his stool and nodded his head. 
 
   “It’s closing time,” Matt said, as he gave him a sharp wink. “I’ll get you a free drink tomorrow.” 
 
   Frank grabbed the newspaper he had on his table and walked out the door. Matt followed behind and locked the door to the bar. I looked at Gloria and gave her a bewildered look. Gloria stayed quiet and took a sip of her drink.
 
   Matt came up behind me and asked, “How’s the drink?” 
 
   “Good.” I said, eying him as he snaked back to the bar “Is it time for us to leave?”
 
   “Mind if I join your conversation?” he asked. 
 
   “No, not at all,” I said. 
 
   I was feeling a little tipsy as I was in the middle of my second drink. I was a light weight after all. 
 
   Matt made it a point to stare into my eyes. His confidence and bravado was apparent but safe and distant at the same time. “A nun huh? What’s with the dress?” he asked. 
 
   “I’m taking a break,” I said, leaning toward him as he sat next to Gloria. 
 
   He nodded his head in approval. “Good, we all need breaks. Breaks are good.” 
 
   Gloria looked at him and smiled. 
 
   “Gloria told me you have a kinky side, what does that mean, exactly?” 
 
   Matt gave Gloria a playful look. “Why would you tell her that?” he asked. 
 
   “Well you do, you’re kind of like a perv...but in a good way,” said Gloria. She then turned to me. “He likes to show off his thing on a whim.” 
 
   “Well, don’t go around flaunting it around here,” I said, for whatever stupid reason, with drink in hand. 
 
   “I wouldn’t want him to,” said Gloria. 
 
   “What about you?” Matt asked me. “Would you show your goods in public?” 
 
   I playfully quipped, “For the right price.” 
 
   “How about another free drink?” he asked, but in a not too serious tone. 
 
   “Perhaps...nah...nevermind, probably for a $100.” 
 
   “Really?” Gloria asked. “What would you show for a $100.” 
 
   “My nipple.” 
 
   “Too rich for my blood,” Matt said. 
 
   “Okay $50,” I said. 
 
   Matt shook his head. 
 
   “$25.00?” 
 
   “Really?” he asked. “$25?”
 
   “Sure,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
   Matt reached into his pants for his wallet and pulled out a couple of bills; a twenty and a five, and placed them on the bar. “There...” 
 
   Gloria let out a surprised chuckle. “What about me?” 
 
   “You just need a wink and you drop your drawers,” Matt said, jokingly.
 
   I looked at the money and then I looked at Matt. I picked up the cash and gave him a flirtatious smile. I pulled down a strap from my dress, then yanked half my bra and cupped my breast. I playfully rubbed my nipple, getting it hard for effect. 
 
   “Nice,” Matt nodded. “C-ups?” 
 
   “Yup,”I said, as I tucked it back into my bra. 
 
   “Lucky bitch,” Gloria said. “She’s got the most perfect tits.” 
 
   I placed the money back on the table. “Okay Matt, how about you? What would you do for $25?” 
 
   Matt raised his arms and put them behind his head and took a deep breath. “Well, because its you and you only, I’d do anything for a discount of, let’s say, 100 percent.” 
 
   I could see the anxious predator in his eyes. He paused his breathing, anticipating what I’d ask next. I looked at Gloria and as my body began tingling again, I wanted some visual stimulation to get me going. “Gloria?” I asked. 
 
   “Yeah?” she said, rolling her eyes anticipating a compromising question. 
 
   “Rub it inside his pants,” I demanded. 
 
   Gloria looked up at the ceiling and smiled. She brushed her hair to the side and looked at Matt. Matt unbuckled his pants and pointed toward his crotch with a devious grin. Gloria slowly placed her hand down his waistline. Matt released a breath of satisfaction. I could visualize Gloria stroking Matt’s cock underneath his pants. 
 
   I began feeling my panties soaking wet with my juice as it flowed down my labia. I stuck my finger in my mouth. I felt my own saliva building up as I watched Matt rolling his eyes to the back of his head as Gloria intensified her strokes. She also showed some indulgence as she bit her lip, getting off on the fact that Matt’s hard dick was fully engorged in her petite hand.
 
   I moved my hand down my dress, moving it slowly up my thighs. I pulled back my lips, exposing my hard clit from its swollen fleshy hood. I began rubbing the ultra-sensitive skin that surrounded my clit, at first methodically, carefully, ramping it up for optimal pleasure, then matching the intensifying flicks with the velocity of Gloria’s yanks. 
 
   Matt threw his head back and said, “There you go.” His grin a clear sign of a nervous system raging with overwhelming sensation. 
 
   Gloria looked at me, “You waste no time, do you?” 
 
   I was hunched over my stool, while still rubbing my clit. “Pull it out,” I asked. “I want to see it.” 
 
   Matt propped himself up on the stool and pulled down his pants. Gloria uprooted Matt’s thick rod from underneath his underwear. She kept stroking it as it was exposed to me, flushed pink with seductive circulation. 
 
   Gloria and Matt stood up. He picked her up, the muscles in his arms straining and flexing with a hurried twitch, as he wasted no time by placing her on one of the bar’s tables. He yanked off her pants down to her ankles like a hungry animal, and placed his large hands on the back of her thighs. Matt crouched down, his long and massive penis extending and brushing the wooden legs of the chairs underneath the table. He pulled Gloria’s black, frilly g-string to the side and began licking her moist and glistening pussy in front of me. 
 
   I couldn’t stand by and just watch anymore. I craved participation. I came up from behind Matt and laid on my back on the bar’s cold, hard ground and grabbed his hanging, smooth set of balls. I then gripped his long cock from behind and pulled it back toward my mouth as he was still face-first into Gloria’s pussy. I placed my lips around his hardened shaft and worked my way up to his ripened head. Luckily for me, Matt was clean and shaved completely, I rewarded him by giving his taint and smooth asshole a teasing lick or two. 
 
   I continued playing with myself as I went to town on Matt. Gloria moaned loudly while Matt cleaned house on her pussy. Matt began squirming and thrusting his cock in my mouth, violently treating it as if it were a wet pussy. Matt stood up and I instantly knew it was showtime as he grabbed his thick cock and inched closer toward Gloria. 
 
   I held onto his cock and helped insert it into Gloria’s wet and pulsating pussy. It went in without effort as Gloria was already heavily moistened by Matt’s oral technique. Matt’s muscular and tight lower body pounded into Gloria, making her scream with every single one of his thrusts. I continued licking his balls while he blasted Gloria with his mean, solidified piece of flesh. 
 
   As Gloria continued getting fucked she exclaimed, “Jessie lick my clit.” 
 
   “What?” I asked. 
 
   Underneath panting breaths she continued, “Suck my clit.” 
 
   I got up and came around where Matt was drilling Gloria. His face was tense and deep in sexual concentration. Matt pulled back a little, still able to maintain his cock deep inside Gloria due to its supernatural length. I placed my tongue on Gloria’s clit as Matt increased the rapiditiy of his thrusts. I maintained my rhythm as well, climaxing as soon as my tongue met Matt’s dick and Gloria’s clit at the same time. 
 
   Gloria’s pussy lips began spasming, she let out a long and arduous moan. Matt’s huffs and groans intensified and he pulled out his dick which was dripping in Gloria’s cum. I immediately put my thick lips over his veiny cock and stroked his shaft vigorously. Matt’s eyes closed in deep pleasure and he vocalized his gratification, “Fuuuuuuck.” Suddenly, his cum gushed inside my mouth. I looked at Gloria as she lifted her head from the table’s flat surface. She made eye contact with me as Matt’s dick continued to spasm into my mouth. She smiled and said, “You go, girl. Swallow that load.”
 
   As I pulled his dick out, cum dripped from the tip of its head and down the side of my mouth. I looked up at him and said, “Are you still able to fuck me?”
 
   Matt nodded his head, picked me up and placed me on my stomach over the table next to us. I finally got fucked; fucked hard that night. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   Gloria drove me back to the coffee shop after our little adventure in the bar. Before I stepped out of her car, she turned to me, “You really need to quit this nun shit.” 
 
   “I know,” I said. “But I promised my dad and honestly, it’s what is keeping me contained.” 
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   “I want to suck off every cute guy I see. I think every sexually active man running around this world senses that from me.” 
 
   Gloria shook her head. She leaned over and gave me a hug. “Thanks for treating me right tonight. Let me know if you need anything, okay?” 
 
   “Yeah, no problem,” I said, as I pulled away from her hug. “Don’t tell anyone about our escapades. You like sex, I like sex and there is nothing wrong with that. Okay?” 
 
   Gloria smiled. “Sure, of course.”
 
   I got out of her car and waved goodbye to her as I stood in the empty parking lot. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   A week had passed and Sister Janice, fresh from her arrival from Zaire, knocked on my door. 
 
   “Sister, how are you feeling?” 
 
   I was sitting at my desk reading Leviticus, trying to make sense of my hormonal-induced drive.
 
   “I’m fine.” 
 
   “Do you know why I sent you home?”
 
   I turned to her and gave her a stern look. “No, I don’t know. Why?” 
 
   “I wasn’t born yesterday Sister. I was once young like you. If you want to take this seriously, you’re going to have to control your...urges.”
 
   I continued making eye contact with her. There was a quiet pause before I responded. “You don’t know me. I am committed to serving God and making sure my father is proud of me. I do not want to live my life here under suspicion.” 
 
   Sister Janice gave me an angry glare. She crossed her arms and said, “Remember, if you aren’t serious and I catch you doing questionable things, you’ll be kicked out of the order. Without a formal education, without a committed mate, without any discernible skills, you’ll be alone to fend for yourself. Once you commit to the order, its a lifelong commitment and there is no turning back.”
 
   Sister Janice was right. As I got older in this order, the more difficult it was to recuperate and get back to starting over in my new life. I had to control my longings, while I explored my options outside the convent.
 
   “You’re right, Sister Janice,” I said. “I’m committed.”
 
   “Good, I’ll see you downstairs in a couple hours for afternoon prayer.”
 
   Sister Janice turned around, but I had one last request before she headed downstairs. “Sister?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Can I have the internet back?”
 
   Sister paused and contemplated the question for a moment. “Yes, but remember what I said.”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   She left my room. I sat back in my chair and stared at the crucifix hanging on the wall. I asked God, “They say you create us in your image. Then why do you condemn?”
 
   I didn’t know the answer. In fact, I suspected few did. But one thing I did know was this: I would never, ever forget my days of sinful pleasure.
 
   “Bad girl,” I whispered...and smiled.
 
    
 
   The End
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