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Ever since I was a young girl I'd wanted to
be a nun. I'd be raised in a very religious family and my pious
mother in particular always made being a nun sound like the most
pure and noble thing a woman could do with her life and even
admitted she had nearly joined a nunnery herself. 



Naturally, I was sent to a Catholic convent school and I became
very much the star pupil when it came to bible studies. My
teachers, all nuns of course, all seemed to take a shine to me, and
the other girls would tease me for the preferential treatment I
received. I didn't care though, I was so happy there that I saw it
as my 'cross to bear' and my longing to become a nun only increased
as the years went on.



Having completed my education at eighteen, the time came to sit
down with my mother and tell her I was serious about entering the
religious life. She explained to me that there are different kinds
of nuns, those that choose to work in the outside world, and those
that choose a very secluded life devoted to prayer, called the
contemplative life. I replied instantly that it was a life of
prayer I was drawn to. How pure my soul was at that stage, so
innocent my mind, if only I knew what lay ahead of me. Not that I
would have believed it at the time....



With my mother satisfied with my answers, what followed was the
lengthy and drawn out process of becoming a nun, what they call the
pre-candidacy stage, or postulancy. This went on for a whole year
so by the time I was ready to become a novice and enter a
Motherhouse I was nineteen. I had honestly convinced myself
that an existence of chastity and prayer was how I was happy to
spend the rest of my life.



Of course, I was still a virgin and had never had a boyfriend,
though I was regarded as very pretty. Thoughts of sex were always
pushed out of my blissfully innocent mind and I concluded that I
wouldn't miss something that I'd never had. I never even allowed
myself self-pleasure and would even feel guilty about having wet
dreams. As I'd been named after the Virgin Mary, it was natural
that I wanted to emulate her. Naive is definitely a good word to
describe me back then, but my sexual awakening was not far
away...



I'll never forget the butterflies in my stomach as my mother drove
me up to the Motherhouse where I was to spend my candidacy for a
year before I could take my final vows. The building seemed so
remote, surrounded by dense forest, the drive there taking us down
winding narrow lanes. The convent emerged into view after we turned
into a road fronted with two imposing large iron gates and I felt a
mixture of excitement and fear, not knowing how life would be like
there.



As soon as I entered, my heart in my mouth, I could sense the
solemn and incredibly quiet atmosphere. We were greeted by the
abbess of the convent, whom I came to know as Mother Superior and I
could tell she took an instant liking to my cherubic features.
"You must be Mary, we are very pleased to receive you...". I
smiled shyly and nodded then she turned to my mother and said
warmly "Thank you for bringing her, we can take it from
here.....". 



Even though I was nineteen it felt like my first day of school and
I had to fight back a tear as I said farewell to my mother and
watched her drive away. The abbess said that first of all she would
show me to my room, little expecting that my 'room' was nothing
more than a cell. Very sparsely furnished and with the bare minimum
of bedclothes, the austerity with which the cloistered nuns lived
truly hit me.



Over the next week I got used to this way of living, with no
televisions or radios and an awful lot of prayer and silence. The
self-discipline that it required was a lot to take at first though
it wasn't long before I detected another side to the convent life
that at first I was too innocent minded to even comprehend.



At the end of every week the nuns were expected to share a communal
shower, overlooked by the abbess. Having only seen the faces of my
fellow nuns so far, and hardly heard them speak, it was quite an
experience to suddenly be asked to undress completely and join them
naked in the shower, though of course I had done this as a teen in
convent school.



It seemed strange as we were all adults
though there were several young women not much older than me. The
silence that the shower was conducted in seemed to heighten the
surreal sensuality of the experience, but what I did find very odd
is that the Mother Superior stood watching us shower, still dressed
of course. I caught her looking over my body with interest and I
immediately looked down, blushing, and carried on washing with the
thin bar of soap.



I felt embarrassed that wherever I put my eyes all I could see were
my fellow naked nuns lathered up with the white foam formed by the
soap. Surrounded by so much supple female flesh I confess to
becoming rather aroused, feeling my nipples begin to harden. The
voyeuristic nature of the abbess observing us only seemed to turn
me on further. We were then handed towels by her one at a time, and
I left the bathroom shaking like a leaf.

 


The eroticism of that event stuck with me and
I began to have sexual dreams which would cause me to wake up with
beads of perspiration on my forehead. I felt guilty but realized
that I had no control over what I dreamed. Eventually, the communal
shower became the thing I looked forward to most, a way to
experience the erotic without actually sinning, but soon my
wandering eyes would be picked up on...

 


I had been there a few weeks, fully ensconced
in the cloistered life, when something unusual occurred for the
first time. We were expected to rise at half past midnight every
night to pray whereupon we would return to our cells to sleep till
6am when we would rise. I didn't really understand why we had to
interrupt sleep just to do the thing we'd been doing all day
anyway, but it was explained that we were praying for all the souls
who were doing wicked things under cover of darkness.



Little could I have known that my fellow nuns were amongst the
sinners we were praying for. One night after praying I returned to
my cell as usual and crossed myself before the picture of Jesus on
the wall. Before I could remove my habit, though, I heard a slight
knocking on my wooden cell door. "Yes?" I asked meekly,
wondering who it could be. The door was pushed open a little, a dim
shaft of light entering the room from a candle in the
corridor.



"It's Sister Alychia...I was just seeing if you'd like to join
myself and Sister Sara in the parlour, we like to meet there now
and again...unless you are too tired?" she whispered through
the slightly ajar door. I was taken aback, wondering what the
abbess would say if she knew, but thought it might be fun, like
sneaking downstairs to the fridge and having a midnight feast as a
child. How innocently I thought back then....



"Not that sleepy tonight...but what if we are caught?" I
replied, feeling I should voice my concerns. I worried if this
might be some sort of strange test of my character, that the abbess
had arranged to tempt me. "Don't worry, we have been doing it
for years, the parlour is far from the Mother Superior's room and I
have the key so no one can walk in..." she said and I wondered
why they needed to lock the door but curiosity got the better of me
and I slowly walked forward and pulled open the door to see Sister
Alychia's smiling face in the soft light.



She carried a candle of her own and we began making our way down
the corridor. She stopped at one door and knocked three times. I
realized this must be Sister Sara's room and she emerged without a
word said, obviously used to this routine. She smiled when she saw
me though it was rather a knowing smile which I didn't understand
the meaning of at the time.



We crept our way to the parlour as quietly as we could and Sister
Alychia looked around as she fumbled the key into the lock of the
parlour door. The coast was clear so we stepped inside and she lit
some candles placed round the parlour with the one she was holding.
At that point I was honestly expecting just a bit of a chat and
gossip, maybe one of them to produce some nice food sneaked in by
one of their visitors.



"As this is your first time Sister Mary, we should explain what
goes on in here..." said Sister Alychia, locking the parlour
door, making me feel a bit anxious. The two Sisters looked at each
other expectantly, hoping the other would be the one to explain it
to me. Feeling
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