
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dark Desires 12: Nun In Heat

        

        
        
          Dark Desires

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DARK DESIRES 12: NUN IN HEAT

    

    
      First edition. October 17, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1370480364

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​​​This is a standalone short story that features a dominating black man who take control of a young virgin who yields to him utterly and completely.

It also contains scenes including exhibitionism (public park, church), exhibitionism & voyeurism, spanking, domination, and submission. If hardcore sex scenes in public places aren't to your cup of tea, then this many not be the book for you.

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Look Inside

[image: ]




Lacey kept quiet as she saw Sister Clarice disappear into the confessional booth. 

She was incredibly curious as to why the sister would head into the booth even though she knew there wasn't anybody on the other side of the panel to hear her confession.

Maybe she didn't want anybody to hear what she had to say? Whatever she was going to say, it would be between Sister Addie and God. 

Lacey should really be leaving, she knew that. Yet, her feet was carrying her closer and closer to the booth, her legs no longer her own as she made her way to eavesdrop on the sister's confession. Carefully, she snuck into the booth, looking around to make sure she really was the only one there before sliding past the red curtains.

She crept into the unoccupied side of the confessional booth and paused when she heard moans from within the doors. She had expected to her Sister Addie's deepest, darkest secrets. Unbeknownst to her, she was in for so much more. 

She squatted down below the panel that separated the two sides of the booth and slowly cracked open the panel.

Her eyes took a moment to adjust, but her ears were picking up louder moans now that the panel was open. It took a mere moment for her to realize that Sister Addie wasn't alone. There was someone in there with her and the moans sounded decisively male. 

Sister Addie's long black skirt was hitched up and she had her legs spread wide as she sat on the bench.

There was a man in the booth with her. She couldn't figure out who he was since his face was shielded from her. He had tattoos all over his arms and he kept the Sister's legs spread wide with his large hands on her ankles. 

His head was bent and he was kissing Sister Addie hard, swallowing her moans as his strong fingers moved down her long legs to massage her inner thighs. 

Lacey held back a yelp of surprise as she drank in the sight of the indecency happening right before her.

Civilized people confessed their sins in that booth! 

She had to stop them!
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"Lacey's a dog's name!" the plucky five-year old blond exclaimed, standing in front of her desk with his arms across his chest.

Lacey looked up from the coloring book she was busy finishing and said in her most convincing tone, "It is not!" 

"It is so!" he insisted. "My uncle has a dog named Lacey." 

She stood up with such gusto that her chair fell down behind her. The entire class had dropped what they were doing to stare at them but neither paid the crowd any attention. Instead, Lacey and Shawn were glaring daggers at each other, neither willing to be the first to look away.

Lacey looked at the boy with as much hatred as she could summon in her brown eyes.  She thought of all the reasons why she shouldn't punch him in the nose as she balled her fists. She only needed one. Sister Clarice would not be happy if she got into trouble for getting into yet another fight with the only black boy in school.

He was still nursing a small blue bruise below his left eye from the last time she punched him. She had nail marks on her small arm from where he scratched her. They were forced to shake hands and make up, but she still didn't like the boy.

Sister's Clarice's words echoed in her ears. She had pulled her to the side after she had an earful from the school headmaster. Once out of earshot, the young Sister responsible for raising her said, "People were already starting to think we're raising you as a racist child, for God's sake!" Sister Clarice clamped her hand over her mouth and said ten "Hail Mary's" for uttering God's name in vain. 

Afterwards, she forgot to ask why Lacey had gotten in a fight with the young boy in the first place, or else she would've realized Lacey was right to punch the boy since he said a bad word in class.

"Lacey's a dog's name and you know it!" he insisted when she kept too quiet for too long. 

"My mother gave me that name and it's beautiful," she insisted, lying from her teeth since she knew very well her mother did not name her. She had lived in the church all her life and did not know who her parents were. 

The lie was short-lived.

"I heard you're adopted," Adeline chimed helpfully from beside her. The rest of the class were no longer interested in Shawn's insult of her name. Murmurs of her parents not really being her mother and father started filling her ears as tears filled her eyes. 

There was nothing embarrassing about being adopted, Sister Clarice had told her that herself, but she couldn't help but feel lacking.

She turned to glare at the young black boy in front of her, her eyes telling him that this was all his fault. 

There was a haughty grin on his face, pearly whites gleaming from his upturned lips.

Soundlessly, his expression said, "I won."

Little did they know this was going to be start of a long, long rivalry. One that would end with something neither of them could've ever imagined with their innocent five-year-old minds.

...

Thirteen Years Later

...

Lacey downed the last of her drink and licked the remaining salt crystals off the rim. She smiled gently to herself as she set the glass back on the bar. 

Sister Clarice would lose her mind if she knew what Lacey was doing with her life now. But Sister Clarice was long gone. After years of service, she was finally given the opportunity to move to a town with an actual shopping mall. Good for her. She still wrote to Lacey occasionally. She sent long, lovingly hand-written letters via snail mail since she never quite got the hang of "The Facebook".

The woman who replaced her, Sister Addie, was a peculiar young woman who looked suspiciously like one of those harlots in nude magazines she's seen boys bring to school. She somehow managed to make the nondescript black and white religious habit look... seductive. The church's father was too old to pay attention to such things and Lacey didn't want to be a tattletale.

She avoided the Sister by keeping her head down for the most part. She had heard of stories about why she was sent away from her other church, but Lacey was too embarrassed to confirm the tales of her moral looseness. She wouldn't know where to begin asking.

Lacey pushed the thought of the odd Sister to the back of her mind an focused on the task at hand, which was to finish her drink and start heading home.

Lacey wasn't old enough to be drinking, but the job came with free-flowing drinks... and yet she was only served mock-garitas since she wasn't of the legal drinking age yet. The last thing her manager wanted to do was get in trouble for letting the young virgin orphan from church drink. 

She cringed. 

She suspected the only reason why she was hired in the first place was because Tyrone, the manager, needed to do some good deeds to counter all his evil-doings and believed hiring an orphan who spent her entire life in a church counted as a really good deed. As long as she didn't drink on the job.

She wished she wasn't famous for being the virgin orphan that the church brought up, but it was hard to shake that stigma the moment her classmates realized she was the baby left on the church's doorstep years ago. Nothing much happened in their small town. 

One good thing about working at a bar was that she didn't have to worry about waking up early the next morning.

One bad thing about working at a bar was that her shift only ended an hour past midnight and she had to walk home alone. 

"You okay with the walk home?" Mike asked. 

"Yeah," she said. "Are you?" she teased. 

He laughed. "I'm fine, thank you for asking." 

She slipped off the tall bar stool and looped her bag over her shoulder. She had smuggled away a sandwich in the bag that they were going to throw out anyways. It'd make a good breakfast. "I'll see you tomorrow," she said with a bright smile.

She threw a wave over her shoulder and headed out the door. Pausing a moment in front of the bar, she wondered if she should get have taken his offer to drive her home but decided it was best to reject him. The tattooed Mexican man drove like a maniac.
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