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Nasty Habits: Confessions of A Sinful Nun -
Part Three: A Superior Sinner

 


It was the day after our Mother Superior had
returned from meeting the Bishop early to discover all the nuns of
her convent indulging in sexual congress in the communal shower.
The atmosphere since then had been tense to say the least. At
morning prayers she instructed that we pray for our own souls most
of all for we were all now marked with sin.



I was feeling terribly guilty and ashamed to have been caught in
such a compromising position, and I could see from my fellow nuns
that they felt similarly. I wondered whether even Sister Alychia
was regretting instigating such debauchery, especially as she had
been put in charge in the absence of the abbess. After prayers, we
all received a shock when the abbess informed us that we were to be
punished for our carnal misdemeanours.



One by one we were to be called from our cells to receive our
admonishment and my stomach was full of butterflies as I sat on my
bed after prayers. When I heard Sister Alice's name called and her
leaving her cell, I knew it was me next and wondered what form our
punishment was taking. The abbess' room was quite far from our
cells and on another floor entirely, so there were no noises I
could detect. 



However, my curiosity got the better of me and, without thinking, I
stole from my cell and walked the corridor then up the staircase
where I stood and heard repeated shrieks coming from her room. I
knew then that the punishment was physical in some way and felt
terrified. I went back to my cell with clammy palms and awaited my
name being called. I felt nauseous when I finally heard "Sister
Mary" and retraced my steps to see our Mother Superior with a
stern face at the top of the stairs.



"Follow me, please" she instructed and I followed her into
her room, which was large and filled with pictures and statues of
Our Lord and Saviour, as you'd expect. What I didn't expect to see
was a bottle of brandy on a high shelf, but that was the first of
many surprises in store for me regarding our abbess. She told me to
take a seat and I sat down on a plain wooden chair while she sat on
a much larger, more comfortable chair that had arms and the
cushions had a velvet covering, another comparative luxury I
thought.



With both of us seated she looked at me sternly once more and said
"Sister Mary....I find myself especially disappointed with
you...when you first arrived I felt you were such a pure, innocent
soul that any wrong doing was simply beneath you, yet here you are
after a few months indulging in the basest of activities, and maybe
even a corrupting influence on other nuns...it is always the most
angelic faces who have the most devilish minds in my
experience...you must be punished accordingly, place yourself over
my knee and lift your habit to your waist...".



I gulped as she said these words, my throat as dry as a desert. I
simply nodded, unable to defend myself verbally. I wanted to say
that Sister Alychia had led us all astray but somehow I just
couldn't bring myself to say it. I got up from my chair and lay
over her lap as instructed, hoisting up my habit over my hips as I
did so. I felt so exposed but the erotic nature of the situation
was hard to deny, especially when I felt the abbess slide down my
white cotton panties to my knees.



I could feel the cool air on my bare skin and braced myself as I
awaited the abbess' hand on my bottom. There was a strange moment
that seemed to last forever as the abbess was about to spank me but
I sensed she was 'admiring the view', the sexual tension magnifying
every second. Then suddenly down came her hand, a jolt of pain as
the smack of her palm registered on my sensitive skin. I shrieked a
little but tried to stifle the noise with my hand.



She spanked me again, harder this time and I yelped, it really
hurt! "This is for your own good Mary....how shameful that a
bride of Christ should lower herself in such a way....how could you
let such filthy lust into your innocent soul..." she said in an
eerily calm, low voice then brought her hand down again. It made me
self-feel chastened and even more ashamed, but an undoubted turn on
to hear her talking to me in that way. I could feel my bottom
cheeks swollen and sore but the pain mingled with the sensuous
pleasure of this strangely arousing situation.



By knew, it was obvious that this was not just a punishment, the
abbess was clearly also gaining a certain type of pleasure from
spanking my bare bottom. I could feel my skin swelling and welts
forming, but also my nipples tingling and hardening as she spanked
me over and over. I could feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter,
worrying that she may get her hand wet too if she strayed too
close. This is exactly what began to happen as her poundings became
more and more uncontrolled and a slapping, squelching sound began
to emerge, my shame exposed.



"So this arouses you as well does it? You are beyond all
salvation, past all hope of redemption...I will pray for your soul,
but I fear you are a lost cause now, a slave to sin and desire just
like the rest of the wicked world...and I had such hopes for you
Sister Mary..." she said in a stern but disappointed voice.
This made me tearful and I knew that it was time for me to leave
without waiting for the instruction. I reached back, pulled up my
panties and wiped away a tear as I left her room and returned to my
cell.



I cried myself to sleep that night and wondered if I would even be
asked to leave the convent after this. It didn't seem fair as I
knew I had been lead astray by Sister Alychia and she had
instigated the orgy in the shower, after all. I couldn't help it if
being spanked turned me on, it was simply instinctual. The next
couple of days I tried to carry on as normal but I hated the frosty
atmosphere and could sense that it was leading to
something...



On the third evening after my spanking I heard a knock on my wooden
cell door as I prayed for guidance in my room. It seemed strangely
ominous, and I felt a cold chill run up my spine. I said
'Yes?' in a meek voice and Sister Alychia entered,
explaining that our Mother Superior wanted to see me again.
"Only me?" I asked, wondering why I had been singled out.
"Yes, Sister Mary..." she replied and I thought to myself it
could be the last time I'm ever called that, a tear coming to my
eye once more.



I followed her upstairs to the abbess' room and she stood by the
door as I knocked. The abbess instructed me to enter and I did with
nerves so intense that I couldn't stop shaking. I found the abbess
stood before me, and I couldn't help but notice the brandy bottle
was now on her desk and with a lot less in it than last time.
"Take a seat Sister Mary...." she said, and I obeyed, a
little confused.



"You do not have too look so worried Sister Mary, you are not in
further trouble...I've brought you here as Sister Alychia feels you
can be trusted with a secret and I have decided to tell you, but on
the solemn promise that if you ever confess it to another soul,
your name will be blackmailed and you will be asked to leave the
convent immediately...am I making myself clear? " she said with
a calm, assured manner that somehow put me at ease.



"Yes, Reverend Mother, you can trust me with any secret, I
promise to tell no-one...." I replied and the abbess nodded.
"You may simply address me as Mother from now on, my child...now
as you know we lead a very solitary life in the convent....and over
the many years I have come to accept that we all have needs and
desires, and to deny them...well, I have seen from priests and even
bishops that repression can lead to the most wicked of sins...and
so while I must outwardly condemn all sensuality, amongst a chosen
few, I allow sexual congress to occur..." she explained.



I didn't know how to react, I had arrived thinking my life as a nun
was over before it had barely even begun, yet here was our Mother
Superior confessing that carnal pleasures met with her approval. I
simply nodded and waited for her to continue. "Sister Alychia
has told me all about what goes on in the parlour at night
sometimes, and I do not object as a little pleasure now and then
aids religious devotion in the long run...I also like to enjoy the
occasional night of congress and tonight I would like you to
attend...".



I was stunned at this and didn't know how to respond, my mouth had
gone dry. I realized that is why Sister Alychia and Sara could take
such risks without apparent fear, the abbess knew all along. They
just had to make it appear that she had no idea. It was probably no
coincidence too that she arrived back at the convent during the
orgy in the shower, no doubt all planned. It explained why the
abbess seemed to be enjoying spanking me so much....



I suddenly felt excited to be let in on this truly clandestine
arrangement and found the strength to speak up, finally responding
"I'd be happy to attend, Mother...". The abbess smiled,
clearly pleased that I had reacted in this way, and addressed her
as she wished. It did feel strange to call her Mother, but I
suppose she was now the maternal figure in my life. She stood up
and, to my amazement, walked to her bookcase full of religious
texts, took a book off a shelf then seemed to pull on something.
The bookcase began to open, it was a hidden door!



This was something I had only seen in films but seeing it was
thrilling and she motioned me inside with a curled finger. It felt
strange as we began walking down a dark corridor, lit only by the
candle the abbess was holding yet I could see a dim light at the
end of it. As we approached I heard the unmistakable sound of
female sighs and moans of pleasure. It felt like we were entering
some secret grotto of sin and I could barely breathe with
anticipation by the time we were about to enter. I





























cover.jpg
DANIELLADONATI

\
E

’ CONFESSIONS OF #

A OINFUEINUN...
PART THREE :
A SUPERIOR SINNER





