Purgatory part 1  220915

In the story 'Castaways of New Purgatory', Ramona E suggests that she is investigating the disappearance of a number of women from the church, and the reason they are kept alive and shipped off to the island is that it would be a sin to kill them, the implication is that it would also be a sin to indulge with them sexually either prior to or during the journey to the island.

In the new version, 'New Purgatory 2.0', she suggests that these people are disappearing because Bishop O'Brien has been abusing teenage girls for 30 years. My feeling is that a man who has abused teenagers would not be above abusing an older lady before packing her off to the island. The church which allowed this would also not be too concerned about the crew on the ship molesting the ladies they were transporting. She suggests they are on board the ship for several days, but implies they were never given food or drink.

The following story started out with my thoughts of what may have actually happened between the confrontation with Bishop O'Brien and arrival at the island.  Like topsy though, it just would not stop growing.

…
I'd confronted the Bishop with my accusations, attempting to force a settlement with the clients my lawyer boss represented. I kept my rage in check as he just sat there smiling, refusing to even deny that he'd fondled, undressed and raped the girls. Then the Bishop gave me a cup of coffee, which I drank...and subsequently passed out. 
I awoke sometime later lying face down in the deep pile carpet of Bishop O'Brien's office. As my head cleared, I realised that my hands were held together behind my back – it felt like they were in handcuffs – and I was naked. What's worse, I was randy as hell, my tits were aching and if my hands had not been bound behind me, I would have been masturbating regardless of who else was in the office. I moaned, and heard Bishop O'Brien's voice from behind me.

"Ah, you're with us again. I'm sorry to have to do this to you, but I really can't let you loose with a story like that. You're going to have to disappear for a while, but before you go I thought you might like to enjoy my company for a while.

You see, our Church doesn't allow us to have sex with a woman without permission, so we have invented some curious little drugs which ensure that the women demand to be touched. The teenage girls you accuse me of raping were begging me to touch them long before I came near. The drug we had given them meant there were desperate for sexual attention, just as you are now, my dear. The big difference between the drug we give them and what we have given you is that theirs wears off after 12 hours, but what we have given you will have you craving attention non-stop for the next couple of weeks. If you go for more than four hours without an orgasm it will get painful, and if you are not allowed to come for eight hours, you'll probably go out of your mind.

It's been a couple of hours since you were given the drug, so how do you feel now? Are you ready to beg?"

I looked at him, trying to put my anger and disdain into the look but feeling so wound up and so desperate to touch myself that I couldn't speak.

"It's alright darling, I thought you might be a bit stubborn so I've arranged something else to entertain me for a couple of hours." He pressed a button on his desk and the office door opened. Two women were pushed into the room closely followed by a younger man. The women were naked, handcuffed behind their backs, and hooded with two loose fabric hoods. As they were pushed across the large room, I realised that one of them was little more than a girl, probably still a teenager while the other looked older although it was hard to tell without seeing their faces. 

The younger man left the two women standing in front of the Bishop, and came and helped me to my feet. He looked to be in his mid-30s, tall and handsome, he was wearing a black robe which made him look like some sort of priest. I could feel his strength as he pulled me to my feet.

Hearing a faint squeak, I looked over to see the Bishop pulling viciously on the older ladies nipples. From the way her screams were muffled, I realised she must have a gag on underneath her hood. I also realised she was having an orgasm.

"Nearly 19 years since I touched these, but they are still as beautiful as ever." He looked over to me and asked "do you recognise Amanda here, she's one of your clients? She was just 18 and a virgin when we first met, but by the time the drug kicked in she was begging me to take her virginity. I was happy to oblige, of course, and now here she is to present her daughter – or should I say our daughter – to bear a Child for the Church. "

"But that's incest!" I exploded, my righteous indignation forcing its way through my sexual arousal.

"Oh no," he responded laughingly. "That's why Father John is here, I'm going to see if I can give Amanda another daughter while Father John gives me a grandchild." The Bishop then took Amanda's arm and led her off through a side door. Father John told me to follow and then came along behind leading the young girl by her elbow.

The next room was a cross between a bedroom and a dungeon. Very ornate decoration, a large, luxurious looking bed and a number of items obviously intended for restraint. The women, still hooded, were stood in the middle of the room and I was told to sit on a rather uncomfortable looking chair where my handcuffs were unfastened but my arms were strapped to the chair arms and my legs spread uncomfortably wide, with knees and ankles fastened to the front legs of the chair. This left my sex embarrassingly displayed which somehow turned me on further and I could feel my pussy juice running down my thigh. I was so in need of an orgasm, but I was determined to resist the urge to beg.

"Why am I here?"

"You have been making up some lies about the men of this Church forcing women to have sex. You are here to see that we do not have sex with women unless they beg for it, and then you are going to witness the consent documents provided by these two ladies and sign a statement saying your earlier investigations were incorrect, and then you will beg us to allow you to have an orgasm and if you are a very good girl I may even fuck you."

"Never!"

The Bishop just turned around and left me sitting there. Father John meanwhile had unhooded the two women and I could see the girl looked no more than 18 or 19, very pretty face but with no make-up on, even her lips were just a natural pink. The older lady was presumably her mother, with the same high cheekbones and button nose but looking more mature, her bigger breasts just sagging slightly. Both have mousy brown hair with the mother's coming down to neck length and the daughter's maybe 3 inches down her back, apart from this there was no sign of hair on their bodies and despite my never having had lesbian tendencies, I found myself staring at their puffy lower lips and obviously protuberant clits. Even from where I was sitting, I could see the moisture between their thighs and I realised they were in the same drugged state of arousal as I was.

The Bishop approach the young girl and removed her gag. "Why are you here?" he asked.

"I am here to serve God by allowing my body to be used to create a Child of the Church." she replied.

"You know that you are already a Child of the Church and that I am your Father, and as such I cannot give you my sperm to create your Child. Are you happy to allow Father John to donate his sperm for this purpose?"

"I only wish to serve the Church and my God. Whoever God wishes to be the Father I will be happy."

"Very well my child, go to Father John and beg him to perform the miraculous deed."

The girl bounced across the floor to where Father John was stood, fell to her knees, raised her head to look at his face and said daintily "Please Father John, make me a woman, give me a Child for the Church."

Father John spoke to her for the first time. "I don't think that is begging, I can't hear any sound of desperation in your voice. I think we will have to work and teach you how to beg properly." His voice was cold and dismissive, and the poor girl nearly burst into tears. "Get in the chair girl!"

The girl scampered across the floor to the chair he had pointed at. She sat in it and Father John walked over behind, pressing a button in the headrest the seat rose up and the back reclined till the girl was nearly lying on her back, her lower legs dangling. The Father then swung round two stirrups, and proceeded to strap the girls knees and ankles into them, before swinging them out and locking them at a painful-looking angle. He pressed another button and the seat folded down, so her arse was just supported and there was clear and easy access to both her holes. He had removed her handcuffs, and her right hand quickly found its way between her lower lips to grind against her clit and push two fingers into her cunt.

"Don't come!" His voice was stern and cold, and her fingers instantly stopped moving – she was clearly right on the edge and the sight of her denied orgasm pushed me higher still – strapped open as I was there was nothing I could do to relieve my own tension and the drugs running around my bloodstream were making my body ache in places I didn't know was possible. It was clear they were intent on my suffering before offering me any relief, and I was determined that I would not be begging although watching the girl beg was definitely turning me on.

"Why are you here?"

Looking back at the Bishop and the old woman I realised he had taken her gag out and had asked her the same question as he had asked her daughter.

" I have brought our daughter to bear a Child for the Church, and I was hoping I might be able to bear a second one myself."

"Are you a virgin?"

"I have only had sex once in my life, when you gave me a daughter. I have never corrupted my body with any other man and I have kept my heart pure."

"Then I deem you fit to bear another Child but first you must beg for my sperm and you must teach your daughter how to beg as well. Go to her now and teach her the joy and passion and teach her how to beg."

"Must I do this with my hands behind my back, sire?"

"Yes my child, you must use your mouth to kiss and your tongue to caress. You must suck and lick and you must teach her the words that she needs to use but you must not let her have an orgasm."

"You mean I must make love to our daughter?"

"No, I know you love our daughter, now you must fuck her." His voice was demanding, he knew she would do what he said.

"Come Father John, it's lunchtime." The two men walked out the door without a backward glance.

As the door closed, Amanda walked over to her daughter and started sucking on her left nipple.

"Mother! What are you doing? I'm already desperate, I just need the Father to give me his sperm that I may bear a Child for the Church."

"You don't sound desperate, and you don't sound like you know how to beg. When you are moaning and begging me to make you come, then I will know you are ready for the Father to stick his cock up your cunt and fuck you for the Church."

"Mother! How can you use such language? We're in a house of God!"

"You're a slut for the house of God, and you won't be screwed until you start begging like one." With this the woman moved between her daughters legs, covered her clit and started sucking. The girl immediately clenched up all her muscles and started moaning, and the mother started tonguing the girls inner lips, licking round her delicate portal and even dropping down to circle her rosebud before going back to suck again on her pleasure button.

The girl tensed up, was clearly on the point of orgasm when the mother pulled her head away, turned round and walked over to me.

"Oh God! Don't stop! I'm nearly there!"

The girls hand was about to enter her wet slit when her mother, without looking round, ordered "Get your dirty hand away from your slutty cunt! You won't come until you learn to beg properly!" She looked down at me with a strange, cruel look in her eye." Let's see if we can find somebody to teach you the words."

With her hands still cuffed behind her back, she had to drop to her knees and lean forward to get her head between my thighs. "You need a wash down here," she said, before proceeding to lick the inside of my thighs, round by arse, and across my puffy labia. Watching her with her daughter had been adding to my almost unbearable needs, and within seconds I was panting and trying to find that last bit of stimulation that would push me over the edge. This was the first time I'd ever had a woman's touch between my legs, and this was an experienced woman. She knew exactly where to touch me, exactly where to suck, exactly where to feather her tongue and gently stimulate me to keep me right on the edge of an orgasm.

"Fucking hell! For God's sake, suck my clit and make me come. Please, please, I beg you, please let me come!"

There was a sound of clapping from behind me, and I realised that Bishop O'Brien and Father John had re-entered the room. "Begging already? Well Amanda, do you think you can keep her on the edge while she answers a few questions and completes a few bits of paperwork?"

Amanda nodded, and within seconds I was again pulling against my bindings, trying to force harder contact with her mouth, and desperately answering the Bishops questions in the hope I could come quickly. He started with the basics, name, address, national insurance number, pin from my credit card, password for my laptop, access details for my password manager, in fact everything he needed to take over my life. I gave them to him gladly, in the hope of ending this ecstatic agony, this delightful torture. Please, please just let me come.

Eventually, he released my right arm from the straps and made me sign half a dozen pieces of paper. He asked me if I wanted to read them first, but I was hardly in any condition to see straight. My hand was shaking as I signed, but Father John and the girl both signed as witnesses and I suddenly realised that my life as I knew it was changed forever.

At that time though, I didn't care that my life had changed, all I cared about were the tongue and the lips that were busy between my thighs slowly building me up towards that sweet orgasm that I had been craving ever since I awoke. Even though she knew she was going to take me over the edge, Amanda still built slowly, gently, almost lazily. I was screaming, pleading, begging her to take me over. My right hand, which had been released for me to sign the papers was now mauling by breasts, nipping and pulling on my tits, and going down to push Amanda's head more firmly between my legs.

"It's good to see that you enjoy lesbian sex," the Bishop's voice floated lazily through my brain, "because where you're going there won't be anything else." From the heights of my euphoria, a small boring bit somewhere in the back of my brain picked over that statement. Were they going to send me to a prison, or maybe some weird nunnery? I had been half expecting them to sell me off as a sex slave, but I couldn't think of anywhere around the world where they put a high value on lesbian sex slaves, and why the hell was I thinking of things like this when I was on the point of tipping over the edge of the cliff?

I tipped, and fell, smashing on the rocks below, the pleasure from my core exploding in a million sparkling splinters which brought ecstasy to my entire body before collapsing in a pool of blackness. I passed out.

I came round to the sounds of the young girl moaning and screaming out the words I'd been using earlier. She was obviously a quick learner, but her mother was giving her some different words to use.

"You must beg Father John to stick his cock up your cunt and to fuck you till he shoots his load up into your womb," she coached whilst gently rubbing her face across the girls naked pubes.

"Oh please, please Father John, please fuck me! I'm begging of you please use this slut's body for the good of the Church! Please, stick your cock in me and give me your sperm."

"You still need some practice with your words there slut" he said, "but I will stick my cock inside you and give you something." He walked round to the headrest of her chair and pressed a button. Immediately the headrest fell back and he caught her head and put it back so her throat lined up nicely with her mouth. Her mouth opened with the surprise, and he took the opportunity to thrust his 9 inch hard penis into her throat, straight past her gag reflex, till you could see the swell in her neck as his balls bounced against her nose.

"No teeth" he told her, slapping her right tit hard enough to leave a red hand-print. He stayed still for a few seconds, his cock in her throat, obviously savouring her attempts to swallow or cough him up and enjoying the build of panic in her eyes and her actions as she tried to push him off. Eventually he pulled out and gave her a few seconds to breathe before thrusting back in. It only took him a few thrusts and less than a minute later he had his cock stuffed down her throat again as he shot load after load of his valuable sperm straight into her stomach.

"There you are my dear, is that what you wanted? I have given you my sperm inside your sluts body as you requested. Of course, if that's not really what you wanted then you'll have to be more specific" he exclaimed.

The girl was gagging and crying, gasping for breath and panting because her mother was once more between her legs. "Please… Please… " It sounded like her vocal chords have been rubbed raw." I beg you…" Even knowing what it was she was supposed to say, she still had difficulty getting her tongue around those dirty, nasty words. Eventually though, she managed to blurt it out.

"Please stick your hard cock in this slut's cunt and fuck me!"

Father John looked around at her, a smirk on his face.

"Why my dear, you should have said that in the first place. Now my cock has gone all soft and you'll have to wait for it to recover, unless you can think of a way of bringing it back to life." He walked round to the side of the girl's head and held his semi-flaccid penis up for her inspection. Tentatively, she reached across and grasped it before turning her head and gently sucking it in between her lips.

Without letting his growing erection come out of her mouth, the Father moved round back into the position he had been in when he throat fucked her, but this was a much gentler and slower affair. I don't know if the girl had much experience of oral sex, and this position with her head bent back and unsupported must have been very uncomfortable for her, and I think the Father was deliberately taking his time in order to torture the girl further. The mother was still between the girl's legs, keeping her on the edge and the girl was continuously groaning and moaning around the penis in her mouth, which further distracted her from the business in hand. She must have been sucking for 20 minutes before the Father felt ready to take it a stage further.

Pulling out of her mouth, he lifted her headrest to relieve the strain on her neck and then he walked round and unceremoniously pushed her mother out of the way before standing between her legs, his 9 inch penis lined up with the girls dripping cunt. He addressed the mother as if going through a ritual.

" Do you present this girl before us today to be the mother of a Child of the Church?"

"I do."

"Is she a virgin?"

"She is."

"Then we thank you for your gift and for your work in preparing her." Turning to the girl he continued: "Do you freely sacrifice your virginity for the good of the Church, freely giving up the gift which should be held for your husband, and allowing God to use your body as a receptacle for my seed?"

The girl seemed to recognise this as a part of the ritual and she responded "I do."

"Then tell me what it is you want me to do."

"Please stick your cock in this virgin cunt and fuck me till you shoot your seed into my womb and give me a baby."

This was obviously the answer he had been hoping for, because no sooner were the words out of her mouth than he thrust forwards hard, penetrating her, breaking her maidenhead, nearly forcing his way straight into her womb. The girl bucked once underneath him, a momentary look of pain in her eyes was almost immediately replaced by the scream, as she climaxed, jumped off that cliff and rush towards the rocks waiting below. She did not reach the rocks though, as the Father swung his hand hard against her left breast, then pulled out and started thrusting into her, painfully bumping against the mouth of the cervix at each thrust, the pain from her breast and her cervix being transmuted into pleasure by the drugs flowing round her system, she was lifted repeatedly higher and higher until her ecstasy was stratospheric.

The Father's stamina and self-control was incredible. After coming down her throat in a matter of a few seconds, he was now pumping into her slowly and steadily as if he intended carrying on all day. Glancing round to see what had happened to the mother, I realised the Bishop had discarded his robes and was now sat in a comfortable chair with the mother sucking on his cock. She was obviously far more experienced than her daughter, because even with her hands still handcuffed behind her she was deep throating the Bishop and I could see he was ready to shoot his load straight into her stomach. She didn't stop though, accepting his gift, sucking him dry and then within minutes making him hard again.

He pulled out of her mouth and helped her to her feet, then with a smack on her pert behind he chased her over to the bed, she giggled like a little girl as she threw herself down so her body was lying on the bed with her feet still on the floor, she spread her legs and wantonly displayed her sex to the Bishop who wasted no time in plunging his cock into her cunt.

Suddenly the door opened a crack and a young girl ran into the room. She couldn't have been more than 17 or 18, but she seemed completely unfazed by what was going on in the room and she quickly ran over to the Bishop and whispered something in his ear. He looked over to me and said "It appears all the information you gave us was correct my darling, so it's time for you to disappear. Your credit card will be going on a world tour, and by the time anybody realises you are not with it, you will be untraceable. I hope we meet again sometime in the future as I would have quite liked to have fucked you, but time is pressing." With that, he turned back to Amanda and continued thrusting into her.

The girl ran over to me and started undoing the straps that held my knees and ankles to the chair legs. She was just a little slip of a thing, barely 5 foot 2 and slim, wearing something that looked like a sari made of the thinnest figure hugging material so you could clearly see she was bra-less. I was quite sure that once we were out of this room, I would be able to overpower her and somehow get away – that is until she disappeared behind me and returned with a Y-shaped chain attached to nipple clamps. As she fondled my nipples I realised that the drug was still having an effect on me, and it was a couple of hours since I had last come. As the jaws of the clamp settled into my first nipple, I nearly came. She obviously knew what she was doing as she waited a few seconds for me to calm down a bit before applying the second clamp. Then she quickly released my arms and using the leg of the Y-shaped chain as a lead, she pulled me out of the chair and started running across the floor.

I had been strapped to that chair for God only knows how long. I had been licked to the edge of ecstasy and my core had been shattered by the biggest orgasm of my life, and now I was expected to jump up and run across the room. I had a drug coursing through my system which meant every tug on the nipple clamps made my knees turn to jelly, so I consider I did quite well to get six steps before my legs gave way. The girl didn't wait for me to recover though, she carried on pulling and I was forced to crawl across the floor, out through the door and down the corridor.

There were a lot of people in the corridor, but nobody seemed surprised to see a naked lady crawling along behind a scantily clad girl. In fact from what I could see, it looked like the girls dress was a uniform worn by many of the other girls and women there, in a range of pastel colours, with the older ladies' being made from a slightly stouter material which would be more suitable for appearing in public. Something in the back of my mind fed me the information that this was the style of habit worn by the nuns in this church, but nobody outside the church had ever seen the almost transparent habits worn by the younger nuns.

At the end of the long corridor, the girl approached one of the older nuns, knelt before her and offered her my lead.

"You took too long!"

"Yes ma'am, I'm sorry ma'am."

"Punishment Position!"

The girl quickly scurried around on her knees so she was facing straight down the corridor, then put her hands above her head and bent forward at the waist until her lips were in contact with the floor and her hands were extended towards the far end of the corridor. If she had had a prayer mat, I would have said she was praying to Mecca – and then it struck me that like many churches, this building was probably laid out on an east-west axis and she probably was bowing to the east. Even in my over aroused state, I found it slightly amusing that so many religions still practised the old pagan rites of bowing to the rising Sun, the one true giver of life on Earth.

"Stand up." Glancing up I realised the woman was talking to me, so I struggled to my feet. She produced a cane from somewhere and gave it to me. It was about two foot six long and quite stiff, and it was warm as if it had been hidden inside her clothing and close to her skin. "As it is your fault that she must be punished, it is only right that you be given the burden of punishing her." This shocked me out of my stupor. Because I've been unable to walk down the corridor, they were blaming me for the time taken and there was expected me to punish the girl. The nun carried on talking as she bent over and raised the back of the girls dress up over the peak of her bottom to arrange it on her waist and lower back, revealing the girl had no underwear at all.

"It always seems so sad when we have to punish our novices for the actions of other people, especially when the other people involved are determined to destroy our Church and what it stands for." She straightened up. "You will now give her five strokes of the cane across her bottom and upper thighs. If you do not hit her hard enough, it will not count and you will have to do it again."

I simply stood and stared at them. She couldn't mean it.

"If you do not start now, I will make you give her 10 strokes. If you refuse completely then I will give her 10 strokes of the cane across her bottom and thighs and I will give her another 10 across her breasts and pussy, it's your choice."

I looked down at the girl. She hadn't moved, her lips still in contact with the cold stone floor, her hands flat on the floor, her arms outstretched, her back bowed and her bottom pushed up into the air. I swung the cane against her bottom and she let out a little squeal – I think it was surprise rather than pain.

"Harder!" I brought my hand back and swung the cane with a bit more force, catching her across the backs of her thighs.

"Harder!" There was a line on her skin showing up pink where the cane had landed, but this obviously still wasn't hard enough to please the nun. Looking at the girls bottom, I could see there were lines of bruising from where she had been caned in the past. Some of the bruising looked quite recent while some of it fading and yellow, as if it was a week or so old. This time as I swung the cane, I put my whole arm into it. Her body jerked forward as the cane hit her and as I moved it away I could immediately see a red line right across the peak of her bottom.

"Harder!" I was starting to lose my temper. I was being forced to punish a girl for something that wasn't her fault, but it wasn't my fault either. But if I didn't punish the girl, this bitch nun beside me would give her a far worse punishment, and she would probably make me watch. I pulled back my hand and put my whole body into the next stroke.

"One!"

The girl screamed but hardly moved at all. As I pulled the cane back, I saw that I had drawn blood, and I suddenly realised I couldn't do this. I collapsed on the floor, hands over my face, weeping.

"Thank you." The sound of the nun's voice had suddenly changed, a touch of relief and respect coming into it.

"I was told that you were a bitch who was simply trying to destroy our Church for the publicity. I'm sorry but I had to test you, and I see now that you are simply human like the rest of us. If you'd failed this test I would have left you spreadeagled in the cellar overnight and you would have been half out of your mind with the need to have an orgasm by the morning, but since you have passed my little test we will make your stay with us more pleasant.”

“Girl! Get up and come with us. We still have the rest of your punishment to deal with, but knowing how you like pain I think we can probably make this quite enjoyable for you, and then you can spend the night making Karen's life more comfortable."

The girl immediately leapt to her feet, spun round and set off after the nun. I couldn't help but notice her totally hairless pussy and a slight dribble of moisture down the inside of her thighs, as the soft fabric of her dress slid down to cover her. Suddenly I realised she still had the lead in her hand, and if I didn't move off quickly I was likely to end up on my knees again. I didn't want to get her into more trouble, so I set off after her and the nun as fast as I could.

We didn't go far, passing through the door we entered another room that had the appearance of a dungeon, but this one dedicated to punishment rather than sexual pleasure.

"Lola, take off the nipple clamps and put them on your own nipples, tightest setting." The girl walked up to me, squeezed the nipple clamp on my left nipple to remove it, and then attached it to her left nipple before tightening it until her poor little titty was totally flat. She then bent forward and sucked my left nipple into her mouth, gently massaging with her tongue as the blood flowed back. Even though it had not been on the tightest setting, my nipples was so super sensitised that I could feel the juice running down my thighs as the pain was converted to pleasure. Suddenly, with a wicked glint in her eye, Lola stepped back two paces. The chain between the nipple clamps wasn't that long, and it suddenly felt like my right nipple was being ripped off my breast. As the nipple clamp fell away and the blood started flowing back, the agony and the ecstasy merged and I had another massive orgasm, without anybody even touching me down below.

As I recovered from the orgasm, I saw Lola, naked, stood in front of a rough wooden table, her legs spread wide to the table legs and the edge of the table just on the level of her thighs. The older nun pushed her down so her breasts were ground into the rough tabletop, then forced her hands behind her back before tying her wrists together and fastening them to hook which hung low over the table. She then walked round to the far side of the table, leaned across and grabbed the chain which formed the leg the Y. She pulled this viciously across to the far side of the table, forcing Lola's tits to rub against the rough tabletop, and then to be pulled painfully forwards until the chain was fastened around a hook on the far side of the table. Lola's nipples were being pulled out about two inches, and the juice was running down her thighs, already making the edge of the table wet.

The old nun pressed a button on the wall, and there was a whirring sound as the hook rose towards the winch, pulling on Lola's wrists, and lifting the whole of her upper body off the table. As it rose, it moved forward slightly relieving the tension in her nipples but meaning the edge of the table was now digging into the front of her thighs.

"Do you want to carry on from where you left off?" I looked at the nun in surprise. "It's all right, I can teach you how to make her enjoy it, and I think you owe her one for what she did with the nipple clamps." Looking down at my right nipple, it was still very red and swollen, and I knew how much I'd enjoyed that pain. Was it possible that Lola got a similar enjoyment without the need for any drug?

"Here, use this paddle. It spreads the pain more, so you can put more weight behind it but it doesn't break the skin or risk leaving scars. You want to use it hard enough to make the skin turn pink very quickly, but try to avoid hitting the same place twice and be very careful round that stripe you left in her skin before."

I took the paddle and brought it down hard on my own butt cheek. For a moment, the pain was intense then the drug took over and I nearly had another orgasm on the spot.

"Yes, that's about right but that's the wrong body, you're supposed to be paddling Lola!"

I looked up to see a grin on the nun's face, and realised Lola was trying to look back over her shoulder to see what was going on. I quickly stepped over and brought it down hard on Lola's left cheek.

"Nice, but not quite so hard. If you look at that turning red rather than the nice shade of pink the we can see on your butt. Now try it in the same place on the other cheek."

I did one on the other cheek, then four more on her arse and four on the tops of her thighs. By the time I'd finished she had nine pink rectangles and one that was decidedly red. Each stroke brought a gush of juice from Lola's pussy and a moan from her mouth.

"Now, we need to rub some lotion into her cheeks, especially into that stripe you gave her earlier to make sure it doesn't scar." She squirted a generous amount of lotion on each cheek and then went to work on one side leaving me to massage the other. We worked down the outside, then across and up the inside of her thighs. As the space narrowed, our fingers touched and I felt a tingle flash between us. The nun pulled out and moving further up she gave a generous squeeze of lotion around the girls anus.

Watching as she massaged lotion around the girls rosebud and then gently pushed one finger into the middle, I asked "Should I be doing that?"

"No, you concentrate on the hole down there, that probably doesn't need any extra lubrication."

I massaged slightly further up the thigh, so my fingers were rubbing against her lips, and then I worked down and round to where her body was hanging just over the edge of the table, a very wet place, I realised the way she was lying she was trying to grind her pleasure button against the edge of the table but it wasn't quite possible. I touched the button and she came immediately with a sigh. I looked up at the nun.

"I thought this was supposed to be her punishment – she seems to be quite enjoying it."

"Well, it wasn't exactly her fault, was it? And she's only getting this punishment now because you refused to lay into her straight away and I had to threaten more to make you hit her at all. I sent Lola because I knew she would get more pleasure than pain from this punishment and we need to make sure she's happy if we want her to spend the night with you to relieve your frustrations."

By the time we had finished this conversation, the nun had three fingers up inside her arse and I had two fingers inside her cunt, rubbing up against her G spot, while the flat of my other hand worked the same place on the outside compressing her clitoris back into that bundle of nerves. Lola had been coming non-stop for the whole of this period.

"Right, I suppose we had better finish her punishment so we can get you settled for the night. You've got an early start and I don't suppose you'll get much sleep tonight, even with Lola here."

She gently eased her fingers out of Lola and walked over to a sink against the wall where she washed and dried her hands before proceeding to lower Lola's arms and unfasten the chain that held her nipples taught across the table. I kept my fingers inside Lola's cunt for as long as possible, and it was only when her wrists had been untied and the nun was massaging life back into her shoulders that I carefully withdrew my fingers.

"Why don't you go and have a shower while I finish Lola's punishments, and I'll get two girls to come in and help you get ready. Please remember to do everything the girls tell you or we'll have to punish them, and very few girls enjoy the punishment in the way that Lola does. Oh, just before you go, take off your rings and earrings and any other jewellery you may have and give it to me. I will try to get it back to your family for you. The girls who are coming in will take it off you anyway and then it will just be sold and the money goes towards the Church. I must say that I support the principle of everything the Church does, but sometimes I just feel so sorry for the individuals involved." 

I wasn't sure, but I thought I saw a tear in her eye as she accepted my wedding ring, eternity ring and the two small diamond studs I had in my ears. She slipped them into her dress somewhere, and remembering the way the cane that magically appeared earlier I began to wonder how many concealed pockets there were in the sari style dresses. The novices clearly had none at all, anything of colour would have shown through the nearly transparent material while anything with any weight would drag the stretch material and stop it floating around them.

I headed for the door she'd indicated in the corner as she stepped the other way and pressing a button on the intercom simply said "Two girls, dispatch, now!" As I closed the bathroom door, I heard the strike of wood against flesh as she resumed Lola's punishment.

The bathroom was surprisingly clean and modern, with bright white tiles and fittings and pastel shades on the walls. There were two toilets, a large shower area with four overhead nozzles, a chair which look like a cross between a hairdressers and gynaecologists, and a make-up area with two seats. There were some big fluffy towels on a rack at the side of the room, but there didn't appear to be anywhere to hang clothes – not that it mattered since I was naked – and as I looked round, to equally naked girls walked into the room behind me.

"Come on, we'll start over here," one of the girls said, leading me over to the strange-looking chair. They sat me down, laid the chair back and pulled up the two stirrups, putting my feet into them and swinging them out wide so once again my pussy and cunt were open for inspection. They quickly caught my hands and strapped them down to the chair arms, then both girls produced hair clippers from somewhere and while one set about trimming my pussy hair, the other started on my head.

"Stop! What are you doing? Keep away from my hair!" 

The girl who was trimming my pussy reached under the chair, and pulled out a cut-throat razor. Flipping it open she threatened me "Stop wriggling or we might accidentally cut something." She giggled as she ran the razor down through my pubic hair. She put it down while she soaped and lathered the stubble that was all that was left of my pubes, then picked up a safety razor – a modern multi-blade one – and started shaving the stubble.

"You've never shaved down here have you? Well don't worry, where you're going they don't worry about things like that but they like to have you bare so it's easier to keep you clean on the ship."

"What ship? What are you talking about?"

The girls didn't seem inclined to answer my questions, they just giggled to each other and set about removing all the hair from my body. Even my eyebrows were taken off, so the only hairs I had left were my eyelashes.

The girls unstrapped me from the chair and led me over to the toilet.

"Now you go pee pee and poo poo like a good little girl."

Humiliated at being treated like a baby, I realised I had had nothing to eat or drink since I arrived – except that drugged coffee – so I didn't really need to 'poo poo', but the girls didn't seem happy with this. They pushed me down on my knees and pushed my head down till I was almost in the punishment position Lola had been in earlier. I felt something cold and slippery on my arse, and felt pressure against my anus and I suddenly realised they were going to give me an enema. I was about to complain when one of the girls said "This is your last chance to use the toilet for about 16 hours, so we want to make sure there's no little accidents." With that she pushed the nozzle into my anus and I felt the cool liquid flow into me.

When the bag was empty, the girls started talking to me about what had been happening in the dungeon; it wasn't really a chat, more a forced interrogation as they were playing with my body, keeping me on the edge of an orgasm. I was still in the punishment position and the feel of my bloated bowel as they played with my clit was driving me to distraction. I can't really remember what I said, but I know I told them about how I had been unable to punish Lola and how we had eventually given her a treatment that it almost brought her to climax. I was sure they were about to let me have an orgasm when the door opened and the old nun and Lola entered the bathroom.

"Right, off you go girls. We'll take it from here." The girls, dismissed, dropped a small curtsy and fled the room. Lola helped me to the toilet then escorted me over to the shower stall and turned on the water. Looking at her body, I could see where her mistress had finished her punishment as each of her breasts was boxed in with four red lines almost totally surrounding her white breasts. I could not see where the final two strokes had fallen, and I wasn't going to look too closely as Lola had stepped under the water with me and started soaping my breasts. In my super aroused state, it did not take long for me to start coming, and as she continued to rub her soapy fingers over all my body my orgasm just rolled on and on. The feel of her fingers on my freshly shaved pussy and on my now bald head were extremely erotic until I found myself barely able to stand.

Lola gently dried me off with the big fluffy towels, then led me back out into the dungeon. Looking around, I suddenly realised we were alone and having just had the world's greatest orgasm, I felt my head was a little bit clearer. Leaving Lola, I quickly walked over and tried the door and found it locked. I looked back and saw Lola watching me.

"We're both locked in for the night," she said, "the Sister's coming back at 5 o'clock and we have to have you chained down and raring to go before then. I think Father John himself is coming down to see you off, and then tomorrow is my graduation. At last, I get to feel a cock inside my cunt, I won't be a bloody virgin any longer!"

"How old are you?"

"I was 18, two days ago. The Bishop used to be a bit naughty and would take younger girls into his bed but Father John doesn't allow sex with anybody under 18. The Sisters of Mercy will check me before the graduation, and if I don't have my maidenhead I'll be excommunicated and thrown out of the Church. I don't know what I'd do then!"

"So, are you a virgin? And who are the Sisters of Mercy?"

She gave a small laugh. "Yes, I am a virgin, at least in that hole, and the Sisters of Mercy are the secret police of the Church. When they check me tomorrow, they'll be wearing hoods and masks so I won't know who they are if I see them around the Church."

"I don't think I want to meet them!"

"No, it's a very unlikely as you'll be away first thing in the morning."

"So, where is it I'm going?"

"I don't really know. The Church has got somewhere that it sends people, in fact I think it's got two somewheres because every week the ship goes out with supplies and equipment and about 20 young people, and then it usually has somebody the Church is trying to hide. They're kept in a state like yours, so desperate to come that they're hardly capable of walking. Then sometimes some technicians or workmen go out as well, and they're the only ones who ever come back."

I could feel my arousal building again, but I realised the longer I could keep talking to Lola, the slower it would build.

"Just let me know if you need… Anything." The breathless and sexy way she said anything made it clear that I would not need to worry about my arousal, but at that moment I had other thoughts.

"Any chance of something to eat or drink?"

"Ah. Sorry. You're not supposed to eat or drink anything before you get on the ship, it's one of the Captain's fantasies to have you begging naked at his feet, and then once he's fucked you he'll feed you like a little baby. I could probably manage a drink of water, but that's about it. "

"He sounds a charming fellow."

"I think it's the constant supply of female flesh that keeps him doing this job. Most of the passengers are quite happy to be there, but the ones who are locked away down in the hold, if they were found, he'd be done for kidnapping and even slavery."

"How long have you been here?"

"Ever since I was 12. My dad abandoned us, and the Church took us in. My mum was only 28 at the time and I think she's still around somewhere but the Church doesn't make a big thing of families."

"And you've managed to stay a virgin all this time?"

She laughed again. "It's not that difficult, the Bishop's the last of the old brigade, and Father John has been taking over for some years now. The Bishop used to have a bit too much to drink, and he'd come crashing into the dormitory to see who he could catch. You just had to make sure your bed was far enough away from the door, and you were quite safe. I never really understood why he did it, it's not like there was any shortage of 18 and 19-year-olds who wanted to get into bed with him. You saw that woman earlier who had brought her daughter in, her Child of the Church, he could have had as many of them as he wanted. I think the Bishop just had a thing for younger girls."

"Will they miss you in the dormitory tonight?"

"No, they'll think I'm having an all-night vigil, or sucking somebody's cock."

"Are you supposed to be kneeling in the chapel somewhere, counting your rosary beads? "

"It's not that sort of church, we worship God through all our actions and especially those we enjoy the most. That's why I'm looking forward to next month when I'm allowed out with the adults."

I would have followed up on this, but I was getting distracted. We were sat on a thin foam mattress in the middle of the dungeon, the only vaguely comfortable place to sit in the whole room. Lola had brought the fluffy towels from the bathroom to make it a bit softer, but I noticed there were manacles at each corner of the mattress and it was clear this is where I was supposed to spend the night, spreadeagled, unable to touch myself and relieve my frustration. As it was, Lola's fingers had been busily building up my arousal while we were talking, and now she had me forgetting what we were talking about as she built me up towards my climax. 

We spent the rest of the night alternately masturbating each other and dozing, I must have come eight or ten times at Lola's exquisite fingers and tongue until eventually, instead of giving me an orgasm, she used those manacles to spread my aching, aroused and lethargic body before licking me to the very edge and then to add insult to injury she stood over me and fingered herself to a crashing finale.

…
