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Originally from the UK but now I’ve retired to Australia. That’s why my first story is set in the UK, I knew it better and I could ‘hear‘ the characters better.

‘Nice in June‘ was my first book, and ‘June on Top‘ followed shortly afterwards. The story just kept coming and completed with ‘June at Home‘. which introduced a supernatural element.

That tied up the story of June, and her discovery of a sex life neither she nor I had imagined was possible before the words flowed from my pen. However, I kept re-reading the story, and probably like many authors, hated to leave it alone. To this end, I combined the three, added some scenes and released a book of the whole trilogy - think of ‘June: The Full Story’ as the Directors Cut version.

‘June’ was all written as a first-person narrative, although I hasten to point out the ‘hero’ in the ‘June’ trilogy is in no way me!  But I like having someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects that I would never get the chance to discuss in real life. 

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, reliving your own life.

‘Evoking the Past’ is when your past catches up with you.

Next came a couple of short stories, introducing a new couple, Philippa and Mike. Those tales were united and became ‘Philippa & Cyn’. Like June, Philippa was into breastfeeding her lover and I returned to the theme of Adult Breastfeeding Relationships with ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath’, ‘Leanna of Sales” and ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DavidTimmsdale/

Inkitt: https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/davidtimmsdale/

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

Wordpress Blog: https://davidtimmsdale.wordpress.com/

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 - The Awakening
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It wasn’t even much of a crash. No dramatic high siding as I powered at vastly excessive speed around a challenging bend with 750cc of throbbing twin between my legs and everything heroically on the limit. No, I was just riding to work on a normal, dreary morning on a bloody moped and some moron, more interested in his leaking cardboard coffee cup and his suit, than where he was pointing a ton of poorly maintained automotive junk and the state of actual traffic lights, T-boned me before I could get out of his way. No more than twenty KPH and I hit the deck, and he keeps going. He’s only two peddles to work out but manages to press the wrong one. So end up with an ambulance ride and two hours on a surgical table whilst a surgeon pins and screws my leg back together.

And that’s how I met Mary Rose. Scared me half to death, that she did. The last thing I remembered was pain and an anaesthetist saying “Count back from 10, 9, 8”. I wake up and there is a nun looking down at me.

I mean, what are you supposed to think? ‘Oh, I’m in hospital after surgery and this is a Christian who has taken it upon herself out of the goodness of her heart and a tendency to never miss a chance to evangelise to provide company and comfort to the wounded,‘ or as I did, ‘Fuck, I was wrong. I’m dead and this is it, nuns and hymns for eternity. At least it’s not coal shovelling and sulphur’.

“Bloody hell!” I exclaimed inappropriately as my eyes opened and consciousness snapped back. I’ll say this about modern anaesthetics, they are pretty much like a switch, it’s ‘goodnight’ and you are gone and then suddenly the lights are back on with no idea what has happened or how long it has been.

“No, Ward 2,” she corrected, and instantly I liked her voice. It sounded familiar although it wasn’t. Must have been the accent, she must have been local. “Don’t try and sit up yet, here, just wet your lips with this.” Gently she pressed something wet and vaguely, refreshingly lemon-favoured to my lips. “I’ll get a nurse.”

I lay back and focused on the ceiling, taking in the sounds that told me I was in a hospital, a machine rhythmically beeping, voices, telephones ringing, and air-conditioners humming. A nurse appeared, lifted my wrist to take my pulse and then looked at the machine I was hooked to, presumably to confirm that either it worked or that she could count. She lowered my wrist, pressed a button on the machine and left.

“They’re very busy.” The nun’s habit filled my field of view, and this time I noticed how very young and how pretty she was. Not the withered old crone I had assumed I had seen. Funny how the mind fills in what you think you have seen based on preconceptions, when it actually hasn’t got enough information to give you a true image. Nun’s attire and so it must be an old crone, withered and dry, having lived a life of delusion, deprived of normal human contact. Two nuns in a bath, one says ‘Where’s the soap,’ and the other replies ‘Yes, it does, doesn’t it’. And that’s a verbal joke, you’ll need to read it out loud. And back to the plot.

“I’m Sister Mary-Rose. How are you feeling?”

“Confused, but apparently I’m alive.” I tried to sit up and all kinds of painful hell screamed at me from my right leg. “FUCK!”

She smiled.

“Sorry Sister.”

“What for?”

“My language.”

She waved a hand as if it was of no consequence.

“Is there much pain?”

“In my leg or morally?”

“In your leg, of course.”

Again that smile. Helen of Troy may have had a smile that launched a thousand ships, but if she’d looked like Mary Rose I can assure you that no ships would have been built, the shipbuilders would have all been drooling idiots, constantly sloping off for a quick one off the wrist.

“Oh, isn’t the nurse’s job. Surely you are here to rescue my eternal soul.”

“Does it need rescuing?”

Again that smile. I wasn’t phasing her in the slightest. Yes, I admit it, I was being pretty rude. My leg was all kinds of painful and I had no time for religious nuts, especially ones that had just scared me half to death.

“I don’t think so. But that’s your job, isn’t it? To set yourself up above everybody else and tell them to give up everything enjoyable so we can live the same kind if miserable life you do?”

Again that smile and as she leaned towards me, I could see that she definitely had a substantial pair hidden away under her habit. She was pretty, stacked, and I was getting a boner. This was uncomfortable.

She offered the wet lemony thing to my lips again.

“Do you want a drink?”

“I suppose a double scotch is out of the question, so black coffee, no sugar and some pain relief would be nice.” If you smile at me like that again, some hand relief too, wouldn’t come amiss.

She smiled, and looked down at the depressingly thin bedsheets, her gaze lingering. I followed her gaze. Yes, my erection was certainly trying to masquerade as a tent pole.

“I’ll go and see what I can do, don’t go away.”

I know what you can do, girlie! Oh, was that a joke?

She turned and left, giving me time to rearrange myself before a nurse came over. The nurse was young and pretty too, but she’s a nurse and deserves more respect in my world, so I tried to ignore her appearance and let her be professional. She picked up my notes.

“So,” glance downwards, “Andy, on a scale of one to ten, how’s the pain?”

I mean, how can you put an imperial scale on pain, it’s all subjective isn’t it? But play the game or you get no pills.

“A nagging five, but eleven if I try to move.”

The nurse lifted the sheet from the bottom of the bed and felt my toes, then the other foot for comparison. Obviously satisfied, she put the sheet back down. She looked at my notes again.

“I’ll go and get you something, try not to move around too much. Do you need to pee yet?”

That I hadn’t thought of.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, there’s a bottle here on the bedside if you do. Just press the button when you’ve finished, we need to test it.” She glanced at the machine that goes ‘beep’. “I’ll go and get you something for the pain.”

She turned and left, to be replaced by Sister Mary Rose, still smiling but now carrying a mug of black coffee. I could smell it from there. I tried to sit up and winced. She put the coffee down on the table.

“Here, let me help.”

She bent over me and adjusted my pillows, then placing her hands under my elbows, helped me slide up the bed and into a sitting position, well, at least upright enough to be able to drink from a cup.

As she bent over me, my face was excitingly close to where her cleavage must have been. There was an aroma of soap and incense. Not perfume, definitely not perfume, a bit of old-fashioned soap and incense. It suited her.

“Do you mind if I sit down?” She was asking me.

“No, not at all, help yourself. Don’t you have sheep to minister to?”

“Sheep? Oh, a flock! Very good. No, I’m not a priest or a vicar. I’m just a nun.”

“So what do you do? Spread the gospel, preach to the not-yet-converted?”

“No, I’m just here to be someone to talk to when you are alone and in pain. Some people find it helpful. Some people want to talk about God or their beliefs, but many don’t. I’m not here to talk to you about mine.”

Her tone was just friendly. It didn’t seem that I could ruffle her easily, and now I didn’t want to. Suddenly I was seeing beyond the wimple and gown, seeing an interesting woman beneath.

“Why not? I’ve got none to talk about. We‘re born, we live, we die. No outside influence, no afterlife, no reincarnation. Dead is dead. That does for me. So why don’t you tell me about you?”

Sometimes you meet people whose views are so totally opposed to your own, but aren’t aggressive about it. If you can not be either, sometimes those are the most fascinating discussions. I think you rarely change people’s deep-held beliefs, however erroneous, but you can perhaps get some insight into why they think that way, and perhaps they will examine what they believe too. And you see, from the phrasing of that, I’m always right. I was sure Mary Rose thought she was too, but I like a challenge.
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Chapter 2 – The Rant
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I can’t stand Christians. Not so much, in general, as completely. Self-righteous, hypocritical, ignorant stupidity always depresses me. And I don’t save my ire just for them, all religions are pretty stupid, it’s just the Abrahamic ones I have a specific loathing of. And the more fervent the belief, the less reasoning they seem to apply to it.

And I save a special level of contempt for those that door-knock, especially the ones that turn up and push a small child between them and you, as a shield, knowing that most people won’t express their real opinions too graphically or with too much colourful language when a pre-pubescent is present. Over sixteen, or eighteen, whatever your jurisdiction dictates, they can take full throttle. Instead, I smile as sweetly as they do and interrupt them with ‘NO. It was a bad move when they stopped nailing your lot up’. Makes me laugh, the number that reply with ‘Thank you for your time’ or ‘Have a good day’ as if the implication that they should be crucified hasn’t sunk in. Perhaps it hasn’t. I sometimes wonder what they say when said small child asks ‘What did the man mean about stop nailing us up?’

However, live and let live. Unlike them, I don’t go out of my way to find people to antagonise. They are quite welcome to believe in Magik Sky Faeries, that the world is flat, that men never went to the moon, that contrails are a worldwide conspiracy, or that Bill Gates put tiny microchips in every vaccine to control people’s minds. The latter patently isn’t working. Although watching American Presidential elections does make me wonder about it.

And it’s not so much the people that have beliefs that bug me. Not if they keep it to themselves. It’s the religion itself. Do they not realise that it is just an invention of men (and unfortunately it is almost exclusively men, not women) for the control of other men, and the provision of an easy life for those who control said religion? If you want to get rich, run a religion.

But that brought me back to Sister Mary Rose. Not only did I not put her off the first day, but she was back the next, bringing me a coffee and a biscuit and smiling sweetly. And not trying to push her religion down my throat. Not that I couldn’t think of something I’d like to push down hers.

“So, how are you today, Andy?”

“Better, I think, Sister. How are you?”

“With His glory, every day is wonderful, Andy.”

“Look if you are here to preach, you can fuck off, right now. I’m not in the mood.”

“I’m not preaching, Andy. I’m just telling you how my life is, can’t I do that? You did ask how I am.”

“Okay, apologies. I’m just a bit snarky. Especially today.”

“Is there a lot of pain?”

“No, not really. The drugs do a good job of taking the edge off, but it’s there all the time and I’m sick of laying on my back. I’m not used to it. Not without being asleep or having a woman on top of me.”

There was a faint hint of a blush. I was being antagonistic, and she didn’t deserve it. Not from me. I’d watched her as she went around the ward after leaving me the day before. She’d spent an hour with me and no more than five minutes with anybody else. Now she was back and sitting down as if staying, not hovering for a quick chat.

“Are you married, Andy?”

“No, girlfriends come and go, no one has taken to my lifestyle yet. Or made me want to change to theirs.”

“Is that what people do? Change to one lifestyle or another?”

“I guess.”

“It isn’t possible for two people to meet who want the same things and share a journey through life?”

“You have a strange view of life, Sister.” She looked at me as if wanting me to expand on my statement. “Well, I suppose the drones who just want marriage, kids, a nine-to-five and two weeks in Skeggy each week, might want nothing more.”

“And you do?”

“I like my bikes. I love riding bikes, I like the people I meet, the laying drunk in a muddy field at weekends on bike rallies. I like the women that cum and go.”

“And is that all women are to you. Something transient. You don’t want a permanent partner, a family?”

“Not yet. Are you going to be The One to convince me otherwise?” I taunted.

“I’m not here to change you, Andy. Just to spend some time with you. And perhaps broaden my understanding of people.”

“Okay. You, being one who believes in a god that created everything, in his image, that everything is set up the way he wanted it, who is all-powerful and omnipotent, answer me a few questions.”

“You aren’t the first to take this tack, you know.” She was actually smiling, as if this was what she was here for.

“So, if your god created life, what sort of mean, miserable bastard is he that he made parasites that attack children and make them blind? Why cancer in children? Why cancer at all? Why are some children born so deformed that they can only have a short, painful existence? What is he punishing them for?”

“I see you follow Stephen Fry.” Was she actually smiling?

“He’s a lot more eloquent than me, but he’s right, isn’t he? How can you believe in such a god.”

“Because my god provides me with support. I may face challenges but He is there to support me through His challenges. My God is a god of love and I feel it every day when I pray.”

“Hmm, perhaps you are just delusional.”

“Perhaps I am, but I know how I feel.”

She smiled again. She really did have a sexy smile, as if there were hidden depths and every time I looked into her eyes I could feel my erection start to harden. It was more than a little disconcerting. What was worse was that hospitals are warm, the bed sheets thin and a hospital gown restrains nothing. And I was sure she was frequently stealing glances at the lump that grew in the middle of the bed. I looked at it, looked at her and she smiled again. And it was such a smile of innocence, daring me to challenge her over it. I didn’t feel like arguing any more. I know it’s pointless, you are never going to convince The Faithfully with logic and evidence. Their entire existence is based on belief and having evidence removes the need for evidence so they reject it. Pointless. I changed tack.

“So, Sister, where do you live?”

“In a convent, with twenty other sisters.”

“And is this what you do? Visit argumentative victims who can’t crawl away from you.” Harsh.

She laughed out loud. It was a joyous laugh that made me feel happy. As if the world was suddenly a better place.

“Some of my Sisters are nurses and work as District Nurses, visiting those at home with wounds that are to be tended. Some, like me, just provide pastoral care, visiting people in hospital. A visitor to make the days seem less long.”

“So you don’t visit people at home?” Suddenly there seemed an end to something in sight and it wasn’t something I wanted to end.

“Not normally, no. It’s a big hospital. Two of us are assigned to visits here. I could ask Sister Veronica to visit you if you’d rather her than me?”

“I don’t think so, I quite like you.” She blushed again. “What’s she like, this Sister Veronica?” I asked cruelly.

“Fifty, and big,” she whispered, blowing out her cheeks like a hamster and glancing around as if she was being exceeding naughty.

“I’ll put up with you then.”

“Good. Is there anything you’d like?”

“Apart from a pint, a joint and a blowjob?” The words tripped from my tongue so naturally and as soon as they were out I wished I could recall them.

“Sorry, all beyond my capabilities to provide.” She said it so sweetly and without looking shocked. “In here,” she added so quietly that I thought I must have misheard her.

“Sister Mary Rose!”

She lifted a finger to her lips, “Shhh!” There was a wicked smile and then she glanced at her watch.

“I must be going.” She stood up, smoothed down her robe and leant over me, kissing the air above my forehead and her hand brushed against my erection.

Was that deliberate or a mistake?

“God be with you.” She turned and floated from the room as if there were no feet beneath her gown.

I lay back and tried to imagine the insides of a Bonneville engine and not her face. At least until my erection subsided and my balls stopped throbbing.

Sister Mary Rose was proving to be the proverbial enigma wrapped inside a conundrum. At times I was sure she was coming on to me, but surely not? It had to be me misinterpreting what I saw through the lens of my normal world of experience, which was obviously so very alien to hers. Perhaps she didn’t know she was sending mixed signals. Perhaps she did. And what if she did? What could I do about it? What could she?

I picked up my copy of ‘Jupiter’s Travels’ which I’d had a mate bring in, determined to use these days of enforced inaction to read it again. I reread the paragraph about the flock of birds taking wing for the umpteenth time and put it aside, again. All I could think of was Mary Rose and her damn sexy smile.

And so the days passed. I’d wake up, get my breakfast on a tray, try and read, have a tortuous visit from a physiotherapist who gradually got me upright without passing out with pain and then as the week went on, moving albeit very slowly, on crutches. Then I’d doze between pain medication doses and wait until late afternoon and Sister Mary Rose’s visit.

And after those first few days of theological sparring, they were very pleasant. She had a knack for getting me to tell her long, involved tales of events from my past and seemed to listen with rapt attention. She was certainly absorbing a lot of information about my character and my world. And yet, probe though I might, I knew very little of hers.

“Hello, Andy.”

The ward lit up and the long tedious wait of the day was behind me and suddenly nothing mattered.

“Hi, Sister.”

“I hear you are being released early for good behaviour, tomorrow?”

“Yes, hopefully, if the quack signs me off.”

“This will be my last visit, then. What do you want to talk about today?”

“Does it have to be?”

“Does it have to be what?” She asked coyly.

“Your last visit. Couldn’t you visit me at home?”

“My duties are assigned to be the at the hospital at the moment.”

“Couldn’t you swap, or come and see me after work?”

“After work? Andy, I don’t have time ‘after work’, if I’m not doing this, I have duties back at the Convent and prayer. Do you think nuns sit around all day contemplating the almighty, free to do what they want? Our lives are much more structured than you think.”

“Oh! Sorry. If you don’t want to see me again...”

I tried to look hurt. Had she been teasing me, or was she truly innocent? Perhaps this would tell.

She looked at me, perhaps with sorrow in her eyes, and moved her chair closer. She reached out and took my hand in hers.

“Andy, I’d like nothing more than to see you again after today, out of here.” She paused and looked around as if about to pass on a secret. “Alone.”

“Alone?” I hissed back, “You want to be alone with me? Do you trust yourself?” I laughed. “Do you trust me?”

“Oh, I think I can outrun you. Perhaps I want to trust you.”

That was sufficiently ambiguous. What on earth did she mean by wanting to trust me?

“What do you mean, want to trust me?”

“You’d only do something that I wanted, wouldn’t you, Andy?”

“Of course.”

“Then I trust you. I’ll try and see if I can change, my duties. Or get some visiting time.”

“What’s visiting time?”

“We are allowed to visit family when the need arises.”

“I’m not family, and I bet you can’t lie.”

“Of course not“

“So you can’t be visiting a sick relative. So can you get your duties changed to do home visits? Or pretend to be at the hospital when in actual fact you are visiting me at home?”

All of a sudden, this subterfuge to try and meet seemed exciting. A week ago, if you’d have told me that I’d have been plotting with a nun for a secret meeting, a tryst, I’d have laughed at you or thought you were on drugs. Now I was the one on drugs, of the non-recreational variety, and I was planning such a meeting. Was it really going to be romantic?

“You’d better put your address on a bit of paper for me.”

She passed me a tiny notebook and a pen, sliding her hand unnecessarily over the bedsheet and across my groin.

“Mary Rose!”

“She smiled at me, so innocently that yet again I doubted that she had actually done it.

I wrote down my address, added a phone number and email, and passed out back to her. Her hand held mine for just a second more than was necessary before she took it back and tucked the notebook back into a pocket of her gown. She smiled, sat back, and proceeded to ask me to tell her another biking tall tale. Whilst she sat back and listened intently, her hand never moved from the pocket with the notebook.

Chapter 3 - The Opening Up

Despite what she had said on my last day on the ward, I never expected to see Sister Mary Rose ever again.

It was a surprise therefore on the very first afternoon that I was at home, that I heard the doorbell ring and then, before I could get myself up and onto my crutches, I heard the backdoor open and her now familiar voice call out.

“Andy, you home? It’s me, Sister Mary Rose.”

“Where else would I be?” I called out cheerfully. “In the living room.”

Seconds later, her wimple and smiling face peeped around the edge of the door.

“Hello.”

“Hello, yourself. You‘re a sight for sore eyes, come in, come in.”

She scurried into the living room, turned her back to me and took off her coat. Instantly I knew something was different. The robe was gone, replaced instead by a narrow, grey woollen skirt and a matching cardigan, over a pastel yellow blouse. One look at the cardigan told me that what I had always suspected was true. Slim thought she was, under the shape-hiding habit, she had a gorgeously large pair of tits.

I may have whistled as she turned around. She certainly blushed and looked away.

“Wow! Don’t you look beautiful without the Nun frock?”

She blushed again.

“Do you want me to make you a cup of coffee? And have you eaten?”

“Coffee would be lovely. If you look in the pantry, you‘ll find a bottle of scotch. A drop of that added in would be nice too. And yes, I had some toast this morning.”

“I’m sure you can’t have alcohol with the antibiotics. But I’ll get us that coffee and see what I can find to eat.”

She vanished and I could hear her opening and shutting cupboards in my kitchen. I reached for my crutches.

“And don’t think of coming to help. I’ll manage. You stay there and rest,” she called out, as if prescient.

I slumped back in my chair.

“No nun robe today then?” I called.

“No, I am allowed out in civvies sometimes,” came the disembodied voice from the kitchen, quite cheerfully.

“Well, you look... very nice.”

“Thank you,” she said, returning with a laden tray and standing astride my legs to lower it to my lap. If I hadn’t known better, I’d of sworn she did it like that so that I got to look down the front of her blouse and get a glimpse of cleavage in a very full, if dull, bra.

“Wow! This looks fantastic,” I said tucking in. Anything is after just toast, but this really was and I emptied the plate quickly. The view hadn’t been bad either.

Mary Rose sat in the chair at the side of me, watching me eat, smiling beatifically. When I’d finished, she stood up, again straddled my legs, reaching for the tray with one hand, reaching for the middle of the tray, but slipping her hand beneath it so that it rubbed over the fly of my jeans. Pressing against my semi-hard-on. I lifted my eye from her cleavage

“If you want a feel, just be honest and take one.”

She bit her lip.

“If you want a look, take one.”

It was a reply, a challenge and a question all in one.

Keeping my eyes fixed on hers, I lifted the tray off and set it on the floor beside my chair, unbuttoned my jeans and pulled the zip down. I was hard now and my glans poked above the waistband of my briefs, pre-cum beading at the tip.

Mary Rose stared at it, her eyes wide.

“Touch it then, it won’t bite.”

Timeously she reached forward and placed her hand, through my briefs, over my shaft feeling the thickness between her palm and her fingers. Very lightly she squeezed, but didn’t let go, all the time staring at what her hand held.

I let her feel it for a few moments, then slowly reached up and undid the top buttons of her blouse. She neither moved, forward nor back, so I carried on down until all of her bra was exposed.

The bra was something you imagine your mother or grandmother wearing. Off-white, all-encompassing and drooping. But it had plenty to make it droop. I slipped a hand inside her blouse and squeezed a breast gently, lifting and feeling the weight. My cock twitched in response and Mary Rose jumped back.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t.”

“Oh, you certainly should. We certainly should.”

“No, it’s wrong. I mustn’t give in to temptation.”

“Why not? It’s entirely natural and healthy. Being celibate is what’s unnatural, you know. Even if your god did create us, he did so so that we could breed and reproduce. And it’s fun, Mary Rose. Really fun“

“But it’s so big.”

“They certainly are, beautifully big and lovely.”

She blushed.

“I can’t,” she said, standing up again.

“Can’t, won’t, or don’t want to.”

“Can’t”

“Do you want to? That’s what matters, Mary Rose, your free will. Not some ancient doctrine. Do you want to?”

“Yes, but I’m scared.”

“And I’m pretty much crippled, so you‘ll have to be very gentle with me.”

She laughed. “Isn’t that supposed to be my line?”

“And now it’s not so scary is it?”

“But, it’s supposed to be something that happens in a marriage, and be the product of love.”

“Marriage is another outdated tool, one used for the suppression of women. A concept created when wives were property. You know? In the bad old days when there was no such thing as rape in marriage. We don’t need marriage now, we need consent, freely given and pleasure freely taken, not doled out.”

“I’m still scared, and shy. I’ve never been with a man before.”

“Well, why don’t you help me to the bedroom and then we can lay down and just have a bit of a kiss and a cuddle. We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, not until you are ready.”

Sister Mary Rose‘ looked at me, still laying flat in my reclining armchair, flys open and cock erect, my legs in jeans, one leg of which was cut off at thigh level.

“You‘re not very scary, I think I’m just scared of the unknown.” She buttoned up her blouse and then walked around behind my chair. Suddenly I felt it being pushed into the upright position. “Come on, you can’t get out of that chair, laying down.”

Cautiously I lowered my leg to the floor, buttoned up my jeans and then gratefully accepting her hand, pulled myself upright. Mary Rose handed me my crutches and grinning happily said, “Come on then, lead me astray.”

“Follow me,” I said, hobbling from the room as fast as I could.

In the bedroom, I flopped on the bed, leaving my crutches to clatter to the floor. May Rose took off her cardigan, folded it neatly, placed it on a chair, unlaced and removed her shoes and placed them neatly against the wall. Then, and only then, did she turn and look at me, pause and then suddenly rush over, to lay on her side beside me, looking at me.

“Hello,” I said.

“Hello,” she replied, almost breathless with excitement. “What now?”

“Kiss me?”

It’s amazing how debilitating having one leg in plaster from the foot to above the knee is. Ideally, I’d have been the one letting her lay flat, whilst I leaned in for a kiss, working those kisses downwards from her lips, exploring her breasts and then on further down until she was begging to make love. But that wasn’t going to happen when I couldn’t roll onto my side because that meant either rolling onto my leg or rolling the other way and having the weight of the plaster waving in the air. And this close to my accident, either option was not only not practical but also painful. So flat on my back it was, for me. This may have been for the good because it meant that Sister Mary Rose had to want to do whatever we were going to do, and couldn’t passively wait and let me break her vows for her, or whatever it is that a nun does when she does what nuns don’t do.
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