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Excerpt

 


Wilson gave a quick, playful bite to my
inner thigh, then rose to his full height. His cock was clearly
still as hard as a rock when he took it in his meaty fist and gave
it a quick stroke. Then he stepped closer.

 


He rubbed that ebony meat of his up and down
my sensitive lips, letting my juices flow over his thick shaft. The
mere touch of his sex to mine made my body quake. I reached down as
he steadied his erection, the head hovering over the entrance to my
virgin void. My fingers touched his hot slickness and I helped to
guide it as he pushed it inside.

 


"Oh…!" I gasped. The feeling was
indescribably intense and it robbed me of my ability to breathe,
for just a moment. And when it came back to me, the first word that
escaped my lips was a well-deserved bit of profanity.
"FFFUUUUUUUUUCK...!"
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 "So, you're about to take your vows, huh?" he asked. Normally,
I don't talk much to the groundskeeping staff and they rarely spoke
to us. But Wilson was new and as young as me so he probably didn't
know better.

 


"Yes," I said, to be polite. He seemed
genuinely nice and kind of handsome. I grew up in a small town
where everyone was pretty much white. Even when I bussed in, to
high school, there were only about twenty kids who weren't. And
definitely, none who were black, like Wilson.

 


"What a waste of a fine body," he said,
shaking his head.

 


The joy drained from my face. I hadn't been
objectified even once since I came to the convent, there was no
reason. It had happened far too often in my previous, civilian
life. Boys were always after me, once my body started to develop.
But I had always had a higher calling so I always turned them down.
Coming here had given me a long and welcome respite and now that
had ended with new trainee's callous remark.

 


"Wilson!" barked his boss, coming to my
rescue. I had been so stunned that I couldn't think of any words to
say. Benjamin – or as we called him, Benji – was far older than
Wilson, the other novitiates and I guessed him to be fifty or so.
He had worked at the convent for a very long time. He wasn't one to
suffer fools, either.

 


With his head turned away from his boss,
Wilson rolled his eyes but then went over to him. I didn't stick
around but I could still hear him getting chewed out as quietly as
Benji could make it while I walked away.

 


But a funny thing happened that had never
happened before. Like I said, objectification had happened to me
many times in the past. It wasn't my fault, I came from good genes.
I was short and flat and a bit chubby until one day, I suddenly
wasn't. Almost overnight, it seems, my legs grew long and slender
and my breasts became large and firm. My tushy got nicely rounded,
maybe a little too round... It became an easy target as I walked
about school for the hands of many boys and even a few of the
girls.

 


So like I said, I was used
to it. I had always just sloughed it off, before. I never gave any
of them a second thought. But with Wilson, the whole incident got
stuck in my head. He likes me!
was the thought that I couldn't get rid of.
Suddenly, I was a giddy little schoolgirl, realizing that the boy
that I had a crush on also had a crush on me.

 


Thoughts of him distracted
me as I went about my day, doing my chores, attending class,
eating, praying, and even as I bathed. The shower was probably the
worst time, outside of bedtime. Naked under the spray, it took all
my inner strength to keep from touching myself,
inappropriately. Sinful!
Or in bed, under the covers and in darkness,
where no one could see…

 


In those most intimate of moments, I allowed
vivid images of him holding me in his arms, hugging and kissing me,
and worse… I sometimes found myself gasping and moaning to thoughts
of him running his large, black hands over my soft curves. More and
more, I tried to pray the lurid thoughts away.

 


It didn't help that I would see him almost
every day, either. He never said anything to me after Benji got
after him but I would steal glances as he moved about, oft times
downright ogling him. And sometimes I would catch him looking at
me. Each time, I quickly looked in another direction and if I
could, walked that way as well.

 


He had the body of an athlete, he probably
played ball or ran track in school and it looked like continued to
keep fit. Like I had said, he was handsome, at least as far as I
was concerned. A strong jawline, a killer smile, and broad
shoulders. He had a good, deep, and masculine voice, too. And
sometimes I would hear him laugh and it would make me all tingly
inside. So did his confidence. He had truckloads of that.

 


It got to the point that I
couldn't take it anymore. I was on the verge of giving in to sin. I
felt trapped by my own lustful thoughts and I felt that I had no
one else to turn to. The other novitiates would probably just laugh
and embarrass me or worse, make comments that would increase my
desire for the handsome young black man. And most of the nuns would
probably just punish me for having a wicked mind.
Most, but not all… I
reminded myself.
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