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Sister Liz

     Jan and Mark Dupont had known Sister Elizabeth Kronen for most of her life.  The nun had taken her vows at a convent nearby their home and while not being allowed to visit, she waved, and smiles would be exchanged when the novices strolled by their estate.  Then an even stronger friendship developed between the two women when Jan became a receptionist at the same Catholic school where Sister was teaching art.  Over several decades of having lunch together, visiting the Dupont home for sleepovers and just becoming good friends, the two women developed a strong bond.

     But Jan and Mark sensed that maybe Sister Elizabeth, or Liz as they called her might want to engage in something more intimate.  Out of the blue, Jan asked Mark if he could make love to Sister Liz.  “My god, she’s a nun,” said Mark.  “Do you want me to be thrown into the fires of hell?”  

     “Oh I was only half-kidding,” said Jan.  I always felt a strong passion for her.  I’ve seen her grow up.  She was just a kid when she went in.  I mean how much do they know about life?  And sex.  I thought it might be fun and erotic to see if she might be interested in having sex with us.”

     “Well we’ve had many encounters with other women and men, but a nun?  Now that I think about it—if you think she’d do it—you can count me in.  Tell me Jan how you think you’re going to get Sister Purity into the sack?  I mean you’re not going to use shackles and chains, are you?” asked Mark.

     “Of course not.  I’m serious.  Liz is an intelligent woman.  I love her and I know you do too.  I’ll just explain it to her on one of annual tete a tetes at Perkins Place restaurant.  What can she say?”

     “She could say no.” 

     “Of course, and I’d let it go at that.”

     “And if she gave you a sliver of hope, then what would you do?” asked Mark.

     “You know me.  It wouldn’t be wham bam thank you mam.  I’d want a little romance, maybe a few drinks, we could talk about what we do with our other intimate friends to see how she reacts.”

     “You could always show her one of our videos screwing other people, said Mark.

     “Don’t be crude, Mark.  I’m about ready to broach a very serious subject with a very good friend.  I think I should start in third person to see if she gives me an encouraging look.  Then I’ll ask if she’s ever thought about sex.  I guess the key is whether she says she has thought about it, then I can ask if it involved sex by herself, or with another woman or with a man.”

     “You know the nuns we talked with say there is quite a bit of touching and feeling going on at the convent.  Nun love between ‘particular friends.’  If she hasn’t licked another pussy, I bet she masturbates herself crazy.  

     “Whatever,” Jan responded coolly.

                                                            - o -

     It was one of those foggy spring mornings when Jan found herself late for work.  “The headmistress would be grouchy today,” she thought.  And when she got to her office, there was Sister Elizabeth sitting in for her.  I’m sorry Sister…daughter Lauren was a bit much this morning.  First she wouldn’t get out of bed, then she wouldn’t eat and then she hit her brother.  I’m beginning to feel like the warden in prison.”

    “That’s OK, Jan.  God loves you even if you think your children don’t.  Here, sit down and rest a few minutes before you take the calls from the mother’s of our dear children.”  There was a look of distain from the nun.  She was now 62 years old, past menopause and recently had a hysterectomy.  She probably thought she was at the height of her unattractiveness, if a nun ever hides a touch of narcissism.  But Liz was pretty, a little overweight, but who isn’t at her age?  She had other responsibilities at the school and I doubt that gave her any time to think about anything but art and attending to her duties.

     Jan waited until they were alone together at lunchtime to ask Sister Elizabeth if she would join her for lunch on some Saturday at the Perkins Place Restaurant.  “I’d be delighted, Jan.  Will Mark be coming?”

     “No, this is just a girls’ thing.  Anyway he’s been going with his group to do field work most every Saturday.”

     “Sounds good to me.  Let’s try to do it this Saturday,” said the nun.

                                                          - o -

     On the way to lunch, Jan told Liz that for years she had been attracted to her.  And she felt sorry that she had missed out on all the sexual things life had to offer.  “Whatever I say today, Liz, I don’t want to offend you or upset you, so much that you feel you can no longer be my friend.  I am going to talk about sex and may say some things you feel are inappropriate.  But bear with me because these things have been on my mind for years.”

     “My gosh, Jan, you know I’m not a prude.  I guess I’ve heard all about sex.  Remember we were given a lot of instruction on the subject when we entered.”

     “Yes, but I’ll bet they never told you how you might feel between your legs and how you might be tempted to rub yourself down there.  To be blunt, I want to ask you if you have ever thought of catching up on the sex you may have missed in your days at the convent.  I know some nuns have special friends among the sisters, and I wonder if you ever have had a sexually satisfying relationship with any of your nun girlfriends?”  She hastily added, “Wait!  You don’t have to answer that, Liz.  I’m sorry I shouldn’t have even asked.  Let’s wait until we get to the restaurant where we can continue this conversation.”  She shifted the subject as she pulled into the parking lot.  “The weather is gorgeous today, isn’t it delightful?”  

     Sister Elizabeth reached over and took her friend’s hand.  “Jan, we love each other.  What could be wrong with any expression of love between the two of us? 

     “Thanks Liz.  I do love you.”

                                                             - o -

     The restaurant wasn’t very crowded and the metre‘d knew where Jan always sat.  They were somewhat in a corner, both facing the other patrons.  It was private.  Liz had her usual double Scotch and Jan ordered the same, telling the waiter to give them time between their cocktails and luncheon.  He nodded his OK.  The two women simply passed the time talking about school, Liz and her students, and Jan’s work and family.  Finally the drinks arrived and Jan made a pleasant toast.  “To my favorite nun, Sister Elizabeth Kronen.”

     “And to my favorite woman friend, Jan Dupont.”

     “The reason I wanted to talk alone,” said Jan, “was because I’ve had this feeling toward you and while we’re both alive and young enough, I thought I’d ask you if you could be interested in experimenting with sex with me and Mark.  God, I’m so nervous, but let me continue.  Mark and I would love to have you visit our apartment, get totally nude and explore each other’s bodies and, hopefully have some sexual orgasms.”

     Sister Liz smiled, then said, “Sounds good so far, Jan, but I’m not sure I’ve ever had an orgasm.  Yes, I’ve masturbated, and yes I’ve had some touchy feely with Sister Francine.  She says she comes, but I don’t, so we left it at that.”

     “Well I take it you are still my friend, that I haven’t totally embarrassed or offended you.”

     “Of course not, Jan.  I guess I knew what was on your mind…and I’m glad you brought it up.  My first reaction is, yes, let’s do it, but then I wonder if I’m ready for a man.  You would be so soft and sweet.  I’d like that.  But with Mark?  I’ve never imagined myself with a man.”

     “Mark’s a good guy.  He’s very sensitive and very gentle.  Maybe for the first time, just you and I could be alone in the bedroom with the door closed.  The two of us could take a shower, kiss and maybe give each other a hot oil massage.  Then after I got you off—that’s getting you to orgasm—you might want to invite Mark into the bedroom.  You could touch him or he could masturbate himself and come—shoot out his semen—just to see how erotic that can be.

     “I have to admit, Liz, I can orgasm many times and they all feel fantastic.  Once when I was watching a show on television, I came 61 times.  Now that was a few years ago, but I loved it.  Jim kept track by putting lines on the edge of the sheet with a red pen.  I know because I discovered them when I did the laundry.”

     “Oh, that sounds exciting, Jan.  I know I would enjoy everything you did with me.  Tell me more.”

     “You’ve heard of French kissing, right?  Well the two of us would kiss and let our tongues enter each other’s mouths and taste each other’s spit.  That’s about it.  And all the while you’ll be getting hot—I know you would—and I’d be feeling your breasts and kissing and sucking your nipples.  Then you could caress my tits.  You know, Liz, I think my pussy is getting wet right now just from imagining us together.”

     “More, more, Jan.”

     “You know I want to lick you, and I would start by kissing you down your belly and into your hair.  Then I’d part that soft nest, spread your labia lips, and press my tongue onto your clitoris.  Your fragrance would set me off.  I love the smell of a vagina, even my own.  Sometimes my orgasms are extra sensational when I stroke myself while smelling my odor on my fingers.  So whatever I do for you, Liz, I would hope you would do for me.”

     “I think I’m getting hot, too, Jan, if that’s the right expression.  Too bad we couldn’t go back to your place and start right now.”

     “Well if you really feel naughty, I’d like you to move over closer to me in the booth.  And I’ll guide your hand between my legs.  The tablecloth will hide us.  If you just touch my pussy, Liz, I’ll come to an orgasm.  I promise not to scream or make a scene.”

     Sister Liz did as she was told, and Jan took the nun’s hand and ran it up her skirt.  She seemed confused when Jan’s panties blocked her fingers.  But Jan pulled her satin underwear aside and sister’s fingers slipped in.  Jan stiffened.  That was all it took for her to orgasm.  She wanted to let out a moan, but stifled her voice.  “Oh that was fantastic, Liz.  Just keep you fingers there, and in a minute, you can rub that little clit at the very top, or put your fingers in as deep as you like.  God, you’re doing a wonderful job.  I love you Babe.  Oooooo,” she cooed and smiled gently as the second orgasm passed.

     Luncheon could never be that good again.

                                                             - o -

     On the way back to the convent school, Sister Liz took hold of Jan’s hand on the steering wheel.  “I had a wonderful time, how about you?”

     “I’m in ecstasy, Liz.  Did you enjoy it?”

     “I’m still enjoying your delightful fragrance,” said the nun holding the fingers of her left hand up to her nose, and then sensually licking them.  “You smell and taste so good, Jan.  Now what is that plan you had in mind for the next time?”

     “Well I want you to look at your schedule and let me know when you could come to our apartment.  I know Mark will want to be there—just in case.”

     “Just in case of what, Jan?”

     I know you and I will make hot passionate love, but maybe, just maybe, you’d like to try a little of Mark.”

     “You know I’ve seen photographs of Mark erection, and there is nothing little about him.  I’m not sure he can get that lovely thing in me.  I may even still have my hymen.  I’ve never done it with a man or put anything in me.”

     “Liz, I’ll be the first to check you out.  Didn’t your gynecologist look in there?”

     “She did, but she didn’t share anything with me.  I’m a nun for God’s sake.  She wasn’t going to ask if I’d had a man recently.”

     “Whatever we do, it has to feel good to you or I won’t do it,” said Jan.  “If something hurts, just tell me.  I’ll start with my tongue and tongues just feel good.”

     “Give me a note when we get back to school.  Nothing specific, just something like OK for a particular day and a time.  Mark and I like our intimate encounters about ten in the morning, but most anytime is good.  And any day is fine with us.”

                                                            - o -

     The pretty nun was humming when she approached Jan’s office later in the afternoon.  Her girl friend was on the phone so she placed the note under her free hand.  Jan looked up, saw the piece of paper and smiled as she read it.  THIS  SAT. 10 A.M.   Jan looked at her calendar, saw the 20th as the date, and gave Liz the OK sign.  “Won’t Mark be excited,” Jan thought.

                                                               - o -

     “That’s fantastic, Jan,” said Mark on hearing about the date his wife had set for their first get together with Sister Elizabeth.  Aren’t you excited too, Jan?”

     “You know I am, honey.  I’ve wanted to make love to her for over thirty years.  I just hope dear Liz won’t let her religion get in the way of her god-given ability to have and enjoy sex.  You know, Mark, I want to spend the first hour alone with her.  I want to teach her some things.  And you have to be ready for her to say she doesn’t want to fuck you.  Are you OK with that?”

     “Of course I am, Jan.  I may peek in after the two of you get started.”

     “We won’t be doing anything right away.  I want to give her a shower; the two of us with plastic covers on our heads is nothing for you to see.  Then after we dry each other off, I’ll take her to the bed and give her a massage.”

     “Hot oil, I’ll bet.”

     “How’d you guess?”

     “I’ll start with her back and give her a good rubbing.  I’ll start with a massage to her neck, shoulders and arms, then turn her over and really start enjoying myself.  I know her breasts are large so I’ll cup them and lick them all over, her nipples and her areolas. Then I’ll start massaging her belly, tickle her belly button with my tongue, then work on down to her hairy patch, then her thighs and knees and calves.  I’ll also do a number on her feet.  After I’ve finished the back massage, now comes the good stuff.  I don’t mind saying I’ll be a little nervous.  I’ve never done a virgin before and I know I haven’t done a virgin nun before.  Wow!  Can you believe the excitement for all of us, Mark?  I am really looking forward to the day after the day after tomorrow!

                                                          - o -

     The soft tap, tap came to the front door and Mark opened it.  There was Sister Elizabeth with a sheepish smile on her face.  “Is this the place where wayward nuns can find excitement?”

     “Well that depends on what kind of excitement you are looking for young lady,” said Mark.  “Come on in, dear.  We’ll find something for you to enjoy.”  With that Liz stepped in, and Mark grabbed her around the waste and gave her a big wet kiss on the lips.  His tongue couldn’t break the years of tightlipped chastity.  With a pat on her ass, Mark led her to his wife, Jan, seated in the living room.

     “Come on in, Liz,” said Jan in a spirited voice.  “Gee it’s good to have you visit us.  Could you use a double Scotch before we get started, dear?”

     “Oh that would be wonderful.  I need something to settle my nerves.  You know this is totally out of character for me.  While I’m so nervous, I wouldn’t give up this opportunity for anything.  I have to tell you both that for years I’ve wanted to know what sex is like, I mean for married and adventurous singles.  I even thought I should get out of the convent, but I think I waited too long.  That’s why Jan’s offer was so welcome,” she said turning to Mark.  “Did she tell you, Mark, that Jan and I are going to start things off together—by ourselves.  I’m not sure we’ll get to you, but if not, maybe next time.”

     “I understand, Liz,” said Mark.  “We want you to enjoy yourself, and I’m patient and willing to wait.  After all, I was counting up the other night, the three of us have known each other for over forty years.  I’m glad you finally realized that you won’t be struck down because you experience one of God’s given treasures for all humanity to enjoy.  With that said, I just want to say, Liz, you have a wonderful teacher in Jan.  She’s made love to dozen’s of women and she’s never had a complaint.”

     Liz and Jan were sitting next to one another on the sofa.  From time to time, Jan would caress the nun’s breasts and invited Liz to touch her own.  It was difficult for Mark to watch the preliminaries without getting involved.  He had an erection, but Jan had told him not to take it out while they were still in the living room with him.

     There was more talk about the families and of the old times when the three friend would get together more frequently.  Jan asked Liz if she’d like another Scotch and she said, “You know I never refuse a second drink.”  Mark got up to make them.

     “I thought you and I would start out with a shower, if that’s OK, Liz.  If you want to get started, we can take our drinks back to the bathroom and enjoy them while we shower.”

     “That would be great.  I’ll follow if you lead the way.”

     Mark could hear the bedroom door close and he immediately freed his hard cock.  As he stroked the sides of the white organ, he could only imagine what sex would be like with the Catholic nun.

                                                           - o -

     “Just throw your clothes on that chair, sweets,” said Jan.  “I’ll start running the shower.”

     But Jan did more than turn on the shower; she quickly stripped to her panty and bra, then stepped back into the bedroom.  Liz’s back was to her so she walked up behind and gently wrapped her arms around the nun, cupping her breasts.  “Ohhhh, I don’t think I’m in Kansas or the convent anymore,” said a startled Liz.  “That feels so good, Jan.  I’ve waited so long for this.”

     Then slowly turning around the two friends began to kiss.  Sister Liz relaxed and opened her mouth allowing Jan to place her tongue inside her mouth.  The mixing of saliva and breath was an erotic experience for both.  Then Jan broke off the kiss and leaned down and kissed both of Liz’s large breasts.  Then she sucked her pencil-eraser-sized nipple of her left breast, then the right.  Then her hand fell between Liz’s legs.  Her vagina was covered with a heavy blanket of dark brown pubic hair.  She only got a touch of the fleshy slit, and then walked away.  “Come on Babe, this is just the beginning, now let’s take a shower.  You first, honey.”

     The nun pulled back the shower door and stepped in.  With her shower cap covering her silver hair, she looked like Mother Hubbard.  Jan talked and watched to make her friend as comfortable as she could.  “You have such a lovely back, Liz.  I know I’m going to enjoy rubbing hot oil all over it.  And I haven’t got a good look at the front of you, but I will.  When you’re finished, I have a towel and I’ll dry you off.  To turn off the shower, just push in the golden knob when you’re finished.”

     “I love it when you talk dirty, Jan.  Just kidding, of course,” said Liz laughing.  

     “That’s another thing I love about you, Liz.  Your sense of humor.  Bet you keep the girls at the convent in stitches.”

     As the nun stepped out of the shower, Jan caught her with a fresh towel and began to rub her dry.  “You skin is so smooth, Liz, what kind of lotion do you use?”

    “I’m never sure.  All the girls switch around.”

     “Have you ever switched around like this?” said Jan, as she began kissing Liz again.  It was obvious the two were getting hot as the nun began to feel her friend’s breasts and belly.  “You know I took my shower just before you arrived, so let’s go and play.”

    “ Just follow me, and lie down on the bed, on your tummy, Liz, and I’ll rub some of this warm oil on that beautiful back.”

     Jan straddle Liz’s thighs and began to pour some of the amber liquid across her back, then with both hands began rubbing up and around her neck and down around the sides of her breasts, then down to her ass.  Jan ran her fingers into the crack, then traced further until she could feel the two wonderful holes.  It was just a small touching of the labia, and then Jan rubbed, pressed and grabbed the flesh on Liz’s thighs.  First one, then the other.  “Have you ever had a foot massage, Liz?”

     “No, but I feel like you’re going to get another virgin part of me.”

     “OK, now roll over so I can do the good parts.  By the way, if you’re still a virgin, I mean you’ve never been fucked, if I may be so course, do you think you still have your hymen?”

     “Jan, as I mentioned, I’m not sure.  I don’t even know what they look or feel like.  Maybe you can look and tell me.  I would imagine it was removed with my hysterectomy.  As I said, my gynecologist never said anything.

     “I ask in case you want Mark to screw you.  I said he’s very gentle and won’t put it in if it hurts.  I know you’re going to be very small, so think about whether you want Mark this morning, or at some other time.”  There was no comment.

     Jan was already smoothing on the balm around Liz’s nipples, then around her gorgeous breasts.  The two women were facing each other and the nun felt compelled to reach up and do her own massaging of Jan’s breasts.  “They are so pretty, Jan.  May I kiss them?”

     “Of course my dear Liz,” she said as she leaned her breast into the angelic face.  “Oh I love your hair,” Liz.  “It’s so soft and white and silky.”  Then Jan began kissing the nun’s ear, running her tongue around the back and into its curvy tunnel, then under her chin to the other ear.  More wet kisses.”

     “Is this what they call fucking, Jan?  I feel so hot.  I want you to do everything you know how.  I want to be yours.  I really love you, Jan.”

     “Yes, this would be called fucking when two women get together.  You know Mark and I are bisexual.  We believe every human being is bisexual, but religion and social mores have put a damper on such things.  But I love women and men and so does Mark.”

     Jan put the bottle of oil aside, and then pulled back from Liz’s thighs, letting one of the nun’s legs go free so she could spread them apart exposing her hairy pussy.  It was a mass of curly coarse brown hair, no sign of a single gray hair.  Then she started on Liz’s belly, kissing and licking down along her hysterectomy scar.  The odor of the nun’s vagina wafted into Jan’s face.  “Oh, I love your fragrance, Liz.  It’s an aphrodisiac to me.  I want to lick that little clit, that knob of flesh right here.”  Any remaining words were muffled as Jan lay in her tongue, which danced across the folded pink flesh of the nun’s vagina.  She carefully used both hands to spread the labia lips apart and pressed her face into the wet canyon.

     There was only a gentle moan from the nun.  She was enjoying the touch of her friend’s exploring tongue, but was she going to experience an orgasm?  Jan put two fingers in her mouth to lubricate them then inserted one into the tiny hole.  Liz lifted her hips and thighs as she experienced the nearest thing to intercourse that she ever felt in her life.  Then there was the hymen, that protective piece of flesh shielding the deepest part of her vagina.  “There it is, Liz.  I found your cherry.  It’s still there.  I won’t go any further.  I don’t want to break it after all these years.  I’ll just put another finger in to fill up the otter walls of your pussy.  Then you can fuck my fingers like a cock.

     “Oh Jan, it feels wonderful.  I don’t know whether it’s the feeling down there with your hand, or the fact that I’m so close to my dear friend.  I love you, Jan.  I just want to stay in this nest of your body forever.”

     “I know what you mean, Liz.  Men don’t realize how much we get out of cuddling and touching and feeling.  I think it’s the best part of sex, the intimacy of the whole thing.”  Then Jan moved down to the nun’s rectum licking and tonguing its hairy realm.  With her fingers still in her cunt, Jan let the tip of her little finger press against the rim of Liz’s rectum.  Then she moved her face to begin licking it.  The other forbidden spot exhibited a picture like the sunny rays of the sun.  Liz began to move again.  The double sensation was beginning to have its effect.  “I don’t know what you’re doing, Jan, but it’s heavenly.  God, help me.  I think I’m becoming a whore.  I love doing this with you.  Oh, don’t stop.”

     After fifteen or twenty minutes between Sister Liz’s legs, Jan moved back to admire her friend’s genitals.  “You have such a beautiful pussy, Liz.  The flaps of your labia lay open like the wings of an angel.  And that’s what you are, Sister, an angel sent from God to expand my love.  I am so glad you decided to do this with me.”  Then she returned her tongue to the open, spreading lips of her vagina, which seemed to be begging for her pointed wet tongue.  With her index finger Jan rubbed the nun’s clit into a plump and juicy frenzy.  Liz felt her body ascend to a higher plateau, tension releasing from her stomach, gathering in her ass muscles.  She exhaled deeply, allowing herself to experience a little whoosh of dreamy pleasure, and then another, then she inhaled holding back, waiting for the real thing.  She still didn’t rise to a climax.

     “OK, Sister, let’s take a break.  I want you to taste me.  Are you ready for that?”

     “Oh yes, Jan.  Tell me what to do.”

     “Just roll over and let me spread my legs so you can look at my vagina.”

     Jan climbed across the bed, and positioned her hips next to Sister Elizabeth’s face, then opened her legs exposing her shaved vagina to her lifelong friend.  She reached down and with her long fingers spread open her glorious cuntlips.  Liz simply looked into its chamber.  “Now, sweetheart, just put your face here and if you’re comfortable, start licking the flesh especially on my clit.  It’s small, but as you felt, it’s very sensitive.  Now I can come quite a few times, so when I orgasm, just wait a minute, and then do it again.  I can do it forever.  I told you Mark counted my orgasms; I can come all day long.  And if you get me really wet with your saliva, you can put your fingers deep inside me gently pushing against that tender spot on the ceiling of my vagina.  That’s called the G-spot and it’s a fantastic play field.  It will give me explosive orgasms.”  Then Jan moved her hand pressing the nun’s head into her vagina.  Then she laid back and locked her arms behind her head.  

     This was the first time Liz had such an intimate exposure to another woman’s genitals.  She just looked at it and wondered what in God’s name she was doing.  She had been pledged to chastity, pledged to her Jesus, her soul mate.  Would he ever forgive her lust?  Would she burn in the fires of hell?  This had to be wrong, because she was so in love with Jan.  It was a paradox of love for the nun.  She didn’t want to, but had to.  She moved her face into the pink flesh.  She could smell the organic odor of Jan’s fluids.  Like a child tasting her first ice-cream cone, her tongue cautiously came out.  It searched for that tiny mound of flesh that Jan had told her about—the clitoris.  “O, you hit it, Liz.  That’s it!  Please keep doing what you’re doing.  Lick me baby.  Put your tongue in me.  Spit on it, Put in some fingers, your whole hand if you can.  Rub me hard, do it!

     It was so natural for the nun to enjoy this new experience.  How could it be wrong?  The church had to be wrong.  Jesus would want me to enjoy this part of the human experience.  It would be wrong not to be part of His humanity.  Soon the nun was gulping in the juices of her own saliva mixed with the pungent juices that were flowing out of the gaping hole in front of her eyes.  Jan was about to come and could only show her acceptance of Liz by thrusting her hips and thighs into the nun’s face.  “Oh baby, you’re doing it so good.  I love you honey, fuck me!  Make me come.  Make me yours.  Ohhhh shit, I’m going to come, Liz.  Fuck me baby!  Fuck your loving friend.  Oh God, fuck me.  Babeeeeyyyy!”  The nun’s face and nose were made part of a masturbating machine.  It had been a super-orgasm.  Jan finally had to twist and push Liz’s head away from her vagina.  Then attempting to get her breath, she simply said, “Fantastic!” and her hands fell limp on the bed.

     “Was that good, Jan?”

     “Liz, I don’t think I have ever enjoyed a climax as much as that one.  You did it just right!  Now wait a minute more, then do me again.”  Over the next half-hour, the nun kept rubbing and licking, and Jan kept coming off.  Finally after the thirty minutes of happiness, the two looked at each other, then shared a deep and wet French kiss.  

     “Tell me, Liz, do you want me to call Mark to join us.  I mean it’s up to you.”

     “I’m not sure, Jan.  I would like to be with Mark, and feel him, but I don’t think I would want him to put his thing in me.  As you found out, I still have my hymen, and I think I’m proud of that.  It’s part of my forever body.  Can you understand, Jan?”

     “Of course I do, Sister.  I’ll tell mark, anything but fucking, or I should say, no intercourse.  OK?”

     “OK, Jan.”

                                                               - o -

     “Mark? Jan called for her husband.  Can you join us?  Mark?”

     “Hey I’m here.  I did happen to open the door and watch you two going after each other.  Wow, I’m so hard.”

     As Mark walked up to the bed, his eyes fell on Sister Liz’s wet and matted pubic hair.  “Liz, it sure looks like you’ve had a good time.  Are you ready for me?” 

     Jan spoke up: “Mark, please understand.  Liz doesn’t want to fuck.  Maybe everything else.  Is that correct, Liz?”

     “I’m sorry, Mark, but Jan is right.  We can kiss, you can lick me and anything else, but I still have my hymen and I want to keep it.  Besides, it probably would not be too pleasant for either one of us to try to break that tough old shield.”

     “How about me, Liz.  Would you suck my cock?” asked Mark.

     “I’d love to do that.”

     The young man took off his underwear and displayed an immense erection to both the women, stoking it and letting the clear juice flow thread-like out of its crown.  “Oh, look at that.  Are you coming, Mark?” asked the nun.

     “Oh no, sweetheart.  Some men call it precum.  I guess its purpose is to help wet that beautiful pussy of yours.  Take hold of it, Liz, and stroke it.  You’ll know when I come, a great deal of thick white fluid will come out.  I’d like you to catch it in your mouth, then French kiss Jan, and spit it in her mouth, and then she can spit it back into my mouth to swallow.  I love the taste of cum, but not all people do.”

     “And if you don’t like it, Liz, just spit it out in this towel,” said Jan laying it across her breasts.  Mark knelt down between the two women and nuzzled the nun’s face.  Then he licked her lips, gently letting his tongue enter her mouth.  The odor of his wife’s vagina still lingered on the nun’s face.  There was an electric surge between them.  He pushed the towel away and felt the nun’s ample breasts.  Her nipples were hard and he sucked them both.  

     After all the years of friendship, the excitement of the moment had Mark almost breathless.  Here he was kissing and fondling his good friend and Catholic nun, a school Sister who had taught his daughter and now had taken a new step in her sworn life of chastity.  She took hold of Mark’s cock.  Never had she dreamed she would ever be given this wonderful opportunity.  She ran her fingers down the length of of him, smooth as silk.  Liz had seen statues of Michelangelo’s David, and taken many photographs of his gorgeous ass and genitals, but she never imagined what the human flesh and blood of a real man would feel like.  The other nuns in her Vatican junket would giggle and ask her to take this view and that view.  Liz would later admit that she sometimes looked at her pictures just before she closed her eyes to go to sleep, hoping to dream about that wonderful revealing statue.    

     Now she was holding and examining the most precious member.  Awkwardly, she kissed its head and licked at its little hole in its tip.  Mark was rigidly hard watching the gray, almost white hair, bobbing around.  “God, Liz, put it in your mouth, suck it, baby.”  It was almost a command, and Liz appreciated his seemingly vote of confidence.  She must be doing it right.  Mark’s hands roamed her back, bottom and breasts, his touch sending spasms soaring down her spine. 

     While her husband was enjoying the lovely nun, Jan got off the bed and from her bureau, she lifted out her favorite vibrator, a giant Hitachi.  She plugged it in and returned to Liz’s side.  While she was now getting her rhythm sucking her husband’s hard penis, she told Liz that she was going to let her feel a vibrator on her pussy.  The nun pulled out the cock from her lips to listen.  “It vibrates in two speeds.  I’ll start it at the low speed. But if you want more, I’ll switch it to a higher speed.  I should say that this will not go inside your vagina, Liz.  It just vibrates on your clit.  Most of my girlfriends love it, and I hope you come with it.  Are you ready?”

     “I am,” came the terse reply.  She laid down spreading her legs so Jan could place the big vinyl head against her body.  Then she switched on the toggle and the humming playtoy was softly placed against Sister Liz’s clitoris.  The nun moaned, letting Jan know she wanted more.  “Oh my God.  Oh my God.  Oh my God, Jan, that’s feels soooo good!  Oh my God.  Keep it up, Jan.  I love it.  Uhoh, is this what you mean by coming?”

     “If you don’t have an orgasm with old Bubba, there is no hope, Liz.  But I know you’ll enjoy it and if you do come, we’ll buy you one for use at your home.  Just don’t let the other nuns know about it, or they may wear it out.”

     “I think I’m…” she struggled to get her breath…”going to come.”  Liz’s toes began to curl and her legs stretched out, opening wider, as if to let that gorgeous artificial man-cock enter her.  But the head of the vibrator was just too big for her tiny tight cunt.  But there was no doubt that she was on the verge.  Mark continued to kiss and lick various parts of her body heightening this new pleasure experience.  “Oh shit, oh I’m sorry.  Oh that feels so good, don’t ever stop.  Fuck me Jan, oh my wonderful, adorable friend.”  The shock of discovery hit her full force.  The nun fell back, pulled herself away from Mark and let out an almost frightening scream.  It was as though she was recanting her vows or confessing to the Lord that she would never again have sex.  Her orgasm lasted over thirty seconds of twisting fury.  She tossed wildly, and her whispers turned into heated cries as the climax rippled through her.  Every sweet stirring emotion of her youth swirled with the rush of deep physical pleasure.  Suddenly she was quiet, spent.  Nothing was left.  It was as though she was ready to get dressed and go back to the convent.  Her face was white, drained of her ruddy complexion.  

     Jan gently moved to the nun’s still body and whispered in her ear.  “Are you alright, sweet Liz?”  There was no answer.  Jan nuzzled again Liz’s cheek and the two fed off of each other’s energy, however waned.  Mark got off the bed and just watched.  He wasn’t sure what the outcome would be.  He was concerned, not so much for his own curtailed activity, but for the mental health of their friend.  He hoped she wasn’t pushed over the edge.  He loved her commitment to her religion, and he would not want to see her quit the Sisterhood.  Not for anything in the world, not even for sex.

     Mark’s cock had gotten flaccid.  Still, he wanted to put his tongue in the pleasant nun, lying on the bed.  He started to stroke it back to life.  Liz’s eye caught what appeared to be a pathetic effort to bring him to a solo ejaculation.  “Come here, Mark, I want to see you finish,” said the nun.  He needed no further encouragement.  He knelt next to her with his huge member pointed at her pretty face. 

     “Can you masturbate with me, Liz?  Let’s come together.”

     “That’s a good idea, Mark,” she said as her right hand reached down for her pussy.  Then she did something that startled Mark.  She put her fingers in her cunt, rubbed them around in her juices, then drew them out and said, “Here, Mark, let me put this on your face.  Her fingers glistened with the fluid as she placed her wetness under his nose and around his mouth.  It was a glorious fragrance and was just what the young man needed to bring him to the edge of his ejaculation.  “Wow, you sure smell good, Liz, now let me lick some more of you.”  He dove into her vagina, rubbing his face and head into the hairy mass.  

     “Oh that’s good, Mark.  I think I can come again with just your tongue.”  Then Mark reversed himself on the bed and moved his swollen cock to the nun’s mouth.  She opened her lips and took over the rhythm of his masturbation.  Mark was near.  The taste and thought of him licking a Catholic nun’s vagina was more than he could handle.  “I’m going to come, Liz.  Can you take it in your mouth?”

     “Oh yes, Marky, I’m ready for you.  I want it.”

     “Uhh, huh. Oh baby Liz, how many years I’ve wanted you.  Now you’re here, and I want to fuck you.  Oh keep sucking my cock,” was all he could get out before he grunted his first shot, two, three, four, five spurts of hot come into the nun’s mouth, then six, seven, eight, nine ten, eleven, twelve, and finally thirteen and fourteen throbs put his final drops of semen between her lips, some seeping out. His face fell limp into her crotch.  The two were motionless until Mark felt her hand and fingers continue to masturbate her own tender flesh.

     Then Jan spoke up.  Sister did you forget?  You were going to spit Mark’s come into my mouth, then I was going to spit it into Mark’s to swallow.”

     “I’m sorry, Jan.  It just slid down my throat.  I didn’t even think of giving it to you.  Next time.  I promise next time, I’ll do it. Here kiss me.  There’s still some in my mouth.”    In the meantime, the white-haired nun came again.  “You know,” she said, “I now believe I can come.  Never in my life had I really had an orgasm.  I guess it’s like trying to start an old car.  Sometimes it takes so much turning on the key, then it finally catches on and the car starts.  Then the next time, it gets easier.  When I get back to the convent, I’m going to take a shower and masturbate again.  I thank you both for helping find my sexual life again.”

     After the three used the bidet, they began to sort out their clothes that had been thrown on the chair next to the bed.  Mark and Liz were the first to kiss.  A good, goodbye kiss, sloppy with lots of fragrances and memories.  Then it was Jan’s turn.  Not only did they kiss each other’s tongues, Liz reached under Jan’s dress and around her panty leg to get a little more of her friend’s juices to enjoy on the way home.  

     “Would you like to do this once a month, Sister?”

     “I would be delighted,” she said.  “And Mark, maybe someday. . . .  I hope you got something out of our get together.”

     “I can live without intercourse, Liz.  I just got a wild, fucking thrill out of doing my first Catholic nun.  You were wonderful, Liz.  I’ve got some ideas for next time of how you can watch Jan and me fuck, and you can get your face right in there between us with your incredible tongue and mouth.”

     “I’d love that,” said Sister Elizabeth.  And I should add that I feel really good about all this.  I won’t leave the convent and I still love Jesus, Jan and you, too, Mark.  I doubt that I’ll confess our activities to a priest because I don’t think I broke my vow of chastity—maybe stretched it a bit.  Anyway, he’d probably be playing with himself in the confessional if I revealed all the glorious sex he wasn’t enjoying.” 

                                                       #  #  #  #  #

