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After my night of sin with Sister Alychia and
Sister Sara in the parlour, I had been praying incessantly for my
forgiveness and I could barely look the Mother Superior in the eye,
as if my face somehow declared my guilt. Every time I tried to pray
for the world images of lust and sin would swirl round my mind,
some from that night, others from my fantasies. It was like a dam
had burst within me ] and now my mind seemed unable to think of
little else.



Whenever I saw Sister Alychia or Sara I would blush deeply and have
to cross myself, and I saw them both suppress a smile at his
behaviour. I realized that our behaviour ] was nothing unusual to
them and they had grown used to sin and giving in to lust, but for
me it was a huge fall from grace, a source of deep shame to me.
Even at night I would be plagued by erotic dreams, as if a dormant
part of me had now awakened and wanted to express itself after so
much repression.



Up till that point I thought Alychia and Sara were the only nuns
who had wickedness and sin in their hearts and if they were ever
caught they would be thrown out of the convent. There were several
others who my gaze had been drawn to during our communal showers,
but never for a minute did I think that any of them struggled with
sexual desire like I did. I wonder whether the Mother Superior had
ever allowed lustful thoughts in her own mind, but concluded she'd
probably always been too pure for that.



After a week had passed since the midnight incident in the parlour
I started to wonder how long it would be before Alychia and Sara
would try to lure me into luridness once more. They seemed
unrepentant unlike myself and I rehearsed in my mind what I would
say if either tried to tempt me into a sinful tryst again. I had
always said the Lord's Prayer every morning but now the words
"lead us not into temptation" seemed more meaningful to me
than ever before.



I faced further shame when it came to Visitor Day where we would
speak to guests, usually relatives, through a metal grille in the
parlour. My mother had chosen to visit me for the first time and so
I had to speak to her knowing how actually wicked I had allowed
myself to be only a week earlier. I was very pleased to see her and
determined that I should look happy to her, which I was, apart from
my carnal guilt. 



She commented on how well furnished the
convent was and I assured her that the parlour was the only room
like that, the rest of the convent was very sparse. She did say I
looked a little thinner but I assured her that we did get enough to
eat, but also that the cloistered life was frugal by nature and I
was happy with it. As I spoke to my innocent mother, I had to fight
images of my sordid sins in the parlour flashing through my
mind, hoping my voice wouldn't quiver with the shame I felt.
Visions of flickering tongues between my legs and darting into my
open mouth made me flinch and I had to look at the floor till the
moment passed.



However, my mother seemed content that I had adjusted to convent
life well enough and left, utterly oblivious to my sinful secrets
and I returned to my room to pray for my soul. Things carried on as
normal for the next few days but then one morning our Mother
Superior announced that she would be leaving the convent over the
weekend to visit the bishop regarding getting funding for our
garden where we grew vegetables. It surprised me as I had grown
used to her always bring present. I'd started to notice how pretty
she was and was ashamed to say she had even turned up in my
erotically charged dreams.



Anyway, what really surprised me is that she informed us that
Sister Alychia would be in charge in her absence. I suppose the
reason for that was Alychia had been there for many years, the
longest serving nun. But knowing how carnally wicked she was made
me wonder what might occur, especially as she instigated sinning
under the cover of night. I detected a slight smile playing on her
lips as she was informed she would be effectively our Mother
Superior for the weekend.



I felt a little nervous and excited all week, part of me hoping
that nothing untoward would happen, the lesser part of me knowing
something debauched was almost bound to occur. After morning
prayers on the Saturday we all bade farewell to our Mother Superior
who looked almost reluctant to leave her convent behind. As soon as
we heard the abbess departing Sister Alychia decided to make a
speech to affirm her temporary authority.



"While our Mother Superior is away getting us useful funding for
our garden we must maintain our discipline and not stray from our
duties and our prayers for the sinners of this world, that they
might see the error of their ways. I'd like us now to pray for the
safe journey of our Mother Superior, so please join me in
supplication...".



With that we all fell to our knees and prayed. I wondered whether
Sister Alychia intended to perhaps behave in a responsible and
honourable way after all. She did seem well suited to 'leading the
troops' in the absence of our abbess and no doubt saw herself as a
future Mother Superior. Saturday was spent as usual, our simple
life of praying and silence adhered to and I went to my cell that
night after midnight prayers feeling relieved that things had not
changed.



But I knew from what happened last time that the night seemed to
bring out the dark side in my fellow brides of Christ. I lay awake
in my bed with my heart beating in my chest, my ears pricked,
awaiting the slightest indication of activity. I was dreading
hearing something yet indescribably excited at the same time. I was
expecting to hear my door pushed ajar and my name whispered in the
dark like last time.


I must have lain there an hour before I began to hear
soft footsteps in the corridor. My palms felt clammy and my
breathing short and fast as I awaited the slight opening of my cell
door. But to my surprise, I heard the footsteps go past my door and
the creaking of the cell door next to mine, the room of the most
timid nun in the convent, Sister Alice. While most of us were
rather shy and taciturn, in keeping with our vocation, Alice had
never been known to utter more than two words to anyone, even when
speaking was allowed.



I quickly realized that Alychia and Sara must be trying to tempt
Alice into the parlour. They had already lured me there for their
base pleasure, so where was the challenge in doing it again?
However, the almost mute Alice would pose the biggest challenge of
all, she looked like she'd never had a sexual thought in her life,
but then maybe so did I. The next thing I heard was them whispering
to Alice, my ears straining against the silence to pick up the
slightest sound.



I could make out muffled whispering but not the words,  then I
heard footsteps again which got further away gradually. I just
didn't know whether Alice had gone with them or stayed in her cell,
but with Alychia's temporary role of authority I wondered whether
Alice would feel obliged to obey her. The curiosity drove me crazy
as I lay there imagining what might be happening, and in the end I
decided I had to find out one way or another.



Stealing out of my cell on tip-toes almost, I took a candle that
was lighting the dim hallway and slowly made my way to the parlour.
I wouldn't normally have dared but with the abbess away I feared no
retribution if I were seen, especially as I wasn't intending to
enter. All I wanted to know was who was inside and, with my heart
pounding like a tribal drum, I lowered myself to one knee and lined
up my eye with the keyhole of the parlour door.



I had to cover my mouth quickly as I peered into the keyhole. I was
confronted with the sight of Sister Alice completely naked with her
arms holding the bars of the metal grille through which we spoke to
visitors. Alychia and Sara were still wearing their habits as they
were with me. They were licking her body all over with lustful
tongues and I'm ashamed to say I felt my loins stirring at the
sight. Then to my amazement, Alychia began undressing Sara then
vice versa and suddenly all three were writhing against each other,
sharing deep kisses with delving, relentless tongues.



I looked around me every so often and felt safe that no one would
catch me spying on them, and such was the burning desire between my
legs that my hand strayed under the cloth of my habit and I started
to satisfy myself with two fingers as Sister Alice was pushed down
onto all fours. Then Alychia ran her tongue between Alice's legs
then up between the parted
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