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Stephen sighed as he showed up for his court
date. He felt worse than he ever had in his life as he got ready to
face the judge on charges of vandalism.

It wasn’t his fault, not really. He had a
couple friends who got him into it, who pushed him around since
they were all in high school two years ago. He really didn’t have
much of a personality, so he got out there are let them lead him
around. And they led him into trouble.

Specifically, they led him up to the grounds
of some convent in the woods, he’d never heard of. He wasn’t
Catholic anyway. They all brought beer with them and proceeded to
get drunk. That was when Stephen’s friends had an idea. It seemed
like a great idea at the time, just some fun to make the place
better. One of Stephen’s friends had a can of spray paint in his
car, so they all took turns spraying things on the wall of the
convent. Sometimes they were words, but mostly just dicks and
balls.

Stephen himself didn’t actually do any of the
vandalism. But he held the beers of the other guys as they defaced
the convent property. And he sure as hell didn’t stop any of
them.

That was what the security camera footage
told everyone in the courtroom, that was. The other guys got the
book thrown at them, since it wasn’t their first offense. But even
though Stephen hung around with them, he wasn’t really the kind of
get in much trouble. So technically this was his first offense.
Still, he wasn’t expecting much. He didn’t really have a defense.
They had him on tape doing it. And it wasn’t like he was a dumb
middle schooler. He was twenty years old, just like the other guys,
and they were all clearly drinking beer and smoking pot.

He was ready to face the music.

Stephen stood there in his nicest suit, with
his hair all combed. The other lawyer read the charges. Stephen
couldn’t protest any of them. He was quiet and scared, worried that
he was in real trouble now, and all for listening to his dumbass
friends.

That was when the nun appeared.

She looked like she was maybe somewhere in
her thirties to Stephen, even though he couldn’t really tell under
that whole nun outfit. She had a white habit and a black robe. When
she asked to speak she introduced herself as Sister Agatha.

“Your honor,” said Sister Agatha, when the
judge allowed her to speak. “Unlike the other young men, Stephen
has never been in any trouble before this. He appears to have
gotten caught up in the antics of his friends, who appear to be
terrible influences on him. I don’t think that jail is the proper
place for a young man like that.”

“What are you suggesting?” asked the
judge.

“I’m suggesting community service,” Sister
Agatha smiled at Stephen. “Instead of jailing him, this young man
could be useful to our convent. He could come and do some handyman
work. We have some painting and fence repair that needs to happen.
He appears to be a young and capable man. My order would see that
as an appropriate punishment.”

Stephen’s heart soared. Was it really true?
Was she offering that if he’d do some yardwork for her, he’d get to
stay out of jail? Because Stephen could absolutely do that. He’d do
yardwork for them for the rest of his life if it meant he didn’t go
to prison. Would the judge go for that?

Shockingly, the judge agreed. Community
service, it was ordered, to be served at the Convent of the Sisters
of Perpetual Fruitfulness.

Stephen had to admit he knew nothing at all
about those sisters, or really what any kind of a convent was like.
Since he and his family weren’t Catholic, he’d never met any nuns
before. He didn’t even get to speak to Sister Agatha. She just
handed his lawyer a piece of paper with the address and a time
written on it. That time was at 8AM tomorrow morning.

He got to the gate at 7:55. He wasn’t going
to miss that chance.

Sister Agatha was there, flanked by two of
the other nuns. One of them was on the older side, with a sweet
face that reminded him of his grandmother. But the other nun…

Well that was strange. Stephen wanted to rub
his eyes to make sure he wasn’t seeing things. He tried not to
stare because he knew he shouldn’t. But the way her robe hung
around her middle was strange. Maybe she was just shaped like that,
on the heavyset side. But something about the roll of her stomach
made Stephen think… Was she pregnant?

He put that thought out of his mind. That was
ridiculous. A pregnant nun! Who had ever heard of such a thing?
Stephen didn’t know anything about nuns, but he definitely knew
they weren’t allowed to have sex. He couldn’t even imagine a nun
getting pregnant.

“I thought we’d start with having you mend
the fence,” Sister Agatha said. She smiled at Stephen and led him
in through the hallways. If anyone noticed that Stephen was
staring, they didn’t say anything about it.

Sister Agatha led him around the side of the
convent to a small wooden fence that surrounded a vegetable garden.
It was dilapidated and old, with many of the stakes falling out.
Beside it were some new slats of wood, a hammer, some nails, and a
bucket of paint.

“Why don’t you get started,” Sister Agatha
said.

Stephen did just that. Gratefully he got down
to work, ripping out the old boards and replacing them with the new
ones. It wasn’t the kind of work he had ever done before. But it
was easy enough that he got the hang of it soon. Before he knew it,
it was lunchtime and Sister Agatha was showing up with a meal for
him.

“Thank you, Sister,” Stephen said as he
started to eat. “This is a nice place here.”

“We think so, thank you,” said Sister Agatha.
“It’s nice and quiet up here, away from civilization and all its
distractions. You may see some of the young women coming and going
a little later, when their lessons get out.”

Stephen frowned in confusion. “This is a
school?” he asked.

Sister Agatha nodded. “In a way,” she
answered. “We sometimes take in young women who have gotten on the
wrong side of the law, like yourself. Or who are getting in trouble
at school, or falling behind. And we give them a chance to get
their lives together, just like we’re offering you.”

That seemed like a reasonable thing for nuns
to do, Stephen thought. He nodded as she talked and he ate his
sandwich. “Are they going to become nuns too someday?” he
asked.

“Some of them,” Sister Agatha agreed. “Some
of them will go back into society, but many choose to stay up here.
That’s how I got here. I was one of those wild girls, running
around and getting up to no good. But then I found my true calling
with the Sisters. Now I would rather be here than anywhere else in
the world.”

Stephen smiled and nodded. She didn’t seem
anything like the nuns he’d heard about before. All the ones he’d
seen in TV and movies were portrayed as either perfectly good
angels or strict schoolmistresses. None of them seemed as cool and
easy as Sister Agatha did. He could talk to her and forget that he
was talking to a nun. She just seemed like any other woman.

And a pretty woman, too. Even though all
Stephen could see was her face, he could tell it was lovely. Pretty
and round, with freckles. Sometimes he could see a strand of curly
hair peeking out from underneath her habit.

He couldn’t help but wonder what her body
looked like under that nun’s robe. She was tall for a woman, only a
few inches shorter than Stephen himself. She didn’t seem
particularly fat or skinny, but otherwise he couldn’t tell. As he
went back to work after lunch, his thoughts kept filtering over to
Sister Agatha and what she would look like if he could strip her
down. As he worked nailing boards into place, his mind kept
returning to thoughts of her. It seemed strange to fantasize about
a nun. But the thought did make the time go faster.

When she came back, it was early evening and
Stephen was just getting to a good place to stop. “How are you
doing?” asked Sister Agatha.

“Fine, ma’am,” answered Stephen. “Thank you
for letting me do this to make up for what I did. I’m glad to do
anything I can to show you I’m sorry for what I did.”

There was a wicked little twist to Sister
Agatha’s mouth then. “Oh, I think you can do a lot for us,” she
said with a soft chuckle. “If you’re finished for the day, let me
take you inside. There’s a little sink in there where you can wash
up before you leave.”

Sister Agatha led him into a little room
where there was indeed a sink, a table, and some chairs. Stephen
leaned over the sink and started to wash the dirt and paint off his
hands.

What happened next startled him so much he
couldn’t breathe. While he was soaping up his hands and getting
ready to run them under the water, he felt a presence behind him.
At first, he thought it was just Sister Agatha walking by him in
the small room. But then he realized she wasn’t walking by him at
all. She was standing right behind him. And slowly she reached
around, until she felt the front of his pants. She grabbed his cock
right through his jeans.

Stephen froze in place. He couldn’t
understand what was happening. All he knew was that he was
incredibly hard, maybe the hardest he had ever been in his life.
What was happening? She was a nun, after all! But all the same, she
was stroking his rock hard cock.

And it felt good. After a day of working
outside and thinking about what her body would look like, he was in
need of some relief. He felt like an iron rod underneath her hand.
And it was no accident, either. She wasn’t just reaching around to
grab something. Sister Agatha was consciously feeling up his dick,
squeezing its girth through the thick fabric of his blue jeans.

Stephen was pretty sure nuns were not
supposed to do that.

“Oh, that feels very good,” Sister Agatha
purred in his ear. Slowly, she reached for the zipper of Stephen’s
jeans and started to tug them down. Stephen could barely manage to
rinse off his hands. Then he had to grip the edge of the sink to
keep from falling over.

Stephen cleared his throat. “Sister?” he
asked anxiously. Was this some sort of test too? Was she trying to
get his community service taken away from him?

Sister Agatha pressed up against his back. He
could feel the soft rise of her tits press against him. They were
large and soft, he could tell. She reached her hand down into his
open pants. She slipped her fingers under the waistband of his
underwear and grabbed his raw dick. Her hand was warm and felt good
as it encircled his turgid flesh. He could feel his cock jump at
the touch. Precum leaked from the tip of his
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