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About

Falling from grace never felt so good.

After claiming the innocence of the two hottest nuns I have ever seen, they beg me to 'teach' their gorgeous friend, Sister Grace, the 'ways of love'. I've never felt so blessed.

Sister Grace is beautiful and pure, just the way I like them. She has shiny dark hair, curves that should come with a warning sign, and silky smooth skin that practically glows with innocence. The bad news? She's devout, stubbornly pious, and she's going to be the toughest nut to crack.

Now I'm worried that Sister Grace is going to convince the other nuns to repent, dropping me like a hot coal straight from the pits of hell.

Fallen Angels is part three of a very naughty harem story about the innocent nuns from the Chapel of St. Valentine’s Mercy. They explore their forbidden sides and share their first times with the rugged carpenter Jack O’Fall, Master of Nun!
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Preview

My two girls were obviously excited for the gift, but averted their eyes when they noticed Sister Grace was still fuming and glaring daggers right through me. If looks could kill, I’m sure all that remained of me would have just been a greasy shadow on the floor.

“Don’t you have a job you should be doing?” Sister Grace hissed. “Maybe not for long.”

All I could really tell was that she was angry with me. I could make a pretty good guess as to why, but I didn’t want to assume what it was. Since I wasn’t being openly accused and I didn’t want to blurt out the issue, we were currently at a stalemate.

“Of course,” I said, forcing a grin and nodding to Pamela and Jessie. “Ladies.”

There was awkward silence as I went to grab my ladder, then the three nuns began talking quietly but urgently amongst themselves again. I set my ladder up near the drafty window, trying to eavesdrop on the conversation.

I ran my hand along the seam between the window and it’s frame, idly searching for the leak as I listened. Stray, terse words floated over to me across the large room as I pretended to work, mere echoes but my heart sank further the more I heard.

Words and phrases like premarital, sinful, carnal, and fleshly desires reached my ears, twisting and tearing up my insides with their meanings. My mind raced as I tried to think of a way to fix this.

The girls looked guilty, and I felt bad for them. Sister Grace turned specifically to glare at me accusingly across the room.

At this rate, Sister Grace was going to convince the girls to repent. She’d demand that Pastor Kelly fire me. Jessie and Pamela would likely be punished, and never allowed to speak to me again.


Fallen Angels

After things went so well with Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela, I was feeling pretty confident about meeting Sister Grace. Despite being warned about how straight-laced she was, I thought that surely Sister Grace would be just as ready to get down and dirty with me as the other two naughty nuns were.

As I hopped out of my truck, I checked my reflection in the mirror and smoothed out my hair.

Lookin’ good. Go get her, champ!

I went around the truck and grabbed a little gift bag from the passenger seat, a present for my lovely ladies Jessie and Pamela. As thanks for helping to get my paperwork organized, I had bought each of them a nice, leather-bound notebook and some quality tea. Those seemed like things they would enjoy.

I detached a ladder from the side of my truck, carrying it under my arm as I strutted toward the chapel. I checked my breath, then doubled back to my truck to find some chewing gum.

I had to put the ladder down to reach the chapel door, propping it open as I navigated the entryway. I nodded with satisfaction when the tall door opened smoothly and quietly, a far cry from the noisy protest it made when I first arrived.

There was no one around, and the large main hall of the church echoed grandly with every sound that I made. With the dead silence and large stained glass windows glinting in the sun, the old building was really a beautiful and serene place.

Stowing the ladder and small gift bag close to a wall, I left them there and made my way to the bell tower. I climbed the stairs, planning to review the work I had completed last night.

I had stayed a little late the previous day, since I was… busy. With Sister Pamela. Thinking about her again made me feel warm and happy. My thoughts drifted to meeting Sister Grace, giving me a little anxiety.

You’ll do great, I encouraged myself. You’re going to bang that nun so hard…

I was vainly checking the new bell tower steps, admiring my own handiwork. Everything was still there, still solid, and still flush. I checked each new step with a mini level from my belt, and sanded one edge just a little bit smoother.

I’m killing it.

So far, I had fixed the creaky front doors, and the noisy step over by the podium. I replaced several floorboards in the storeroom and four of the bell tower steps. All that remained was to deal with a drafty window, and build a solid shelving unit. Then, I would be all done with this contract.

Wait a minute, done?

I stopped in my tracks, suddenly realizing what that actually meant. I didn’t want to finish this job yet. If I completed all of my tasks, then I wouldn’t have any more handy reasons to be hanging around the Chapel of St. Valentine’s Mercy.

I felt a little sad thinking about that, but I figured that love always finds a way. An unexpected shudder came up from the deepest pit of my stomach as I briefly considered attending Sunday mass.

Maybe I can just visit anyway.

I had decided to deal with the window first, since that was going to be easy and I would be saving the fun building part for last.

I heard voices coming from the main hall as I reached the ground floor of the bell tower. Two voices I knew were Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela, while the third voice was from a woman that I didn’t recognize.

Must be Sister Grace…

My two lovely nuns sounded like they were trying to insist on something, but the new voice sounded quite displeased and almost scolding.

I had a bad feeling about it as I quietly left the bell tower, making a beeline for my ladder and trying to look nonchalant.

The trio were all clad in the same black robes and veils. Sister Pamela was facing away from me, but I could see that Sister Jessie looked upset and frustrated as a black-haired nun chastised the two of them. She nervously tucked a lock of her blonde hair behind her ear when she noticed me approach. I tried my best to appear calm, grabbing the gift bag and hoping to break up whatever trouble was stirring amongst the women.

“Morning, ladies,” I greeted them.

Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela looked at me, blushing. The other woman turned to look at me with what appeared to be unrestrained disgust.

“Good morning,” my two beauties said in unison.

“This is Sister Grace,” Sister Pamela introduced us with a subtle gesture, glancing at me nervously.

Sister Grace did not greet me cordially at all. Instead, she seethed at me and hostile creases formed between her eyebrows. She was somehow still pretty, despite the divine rage that she wielded against me.

“Nice to meet you, I’m Jack,” I greeted her with a nod, trying to brute force my way into her good graces. I had to divert my eyes from Sister Grace’s icy stare and focused on Pamela and Jessie instead. “I brought you two a gift, as thanks.”

I didn’t bother extending my hand for a handshake, since I was afraid Sister Grace might bite it off.

“Ah, thank you, Jack,” Sister Jessie said, graciously accepting the offering and making a happily surprised face with her mouth open as she peered inside. “Oh, smell it!”

“Chamomile!” Sister Pamela said, grinning as she leaned over to stick her nose in the bag. “That’s very sweet, Jack.”

My two girls were obviously excited for the gift, but averted their eyes when they noticed Sister Grace was still fuming and glaring daggers right through me. If looks could kill, I’m sure all that remained of me would have just been a greasy shadow on the floor.

“Don’t you have a job you should be doing?” Sister Grace hissed. “Maybe not for long.”

All I could really tell was that she was angry with me. I could make a pretty good guess as to why, but I didn’t want to assume what it was. Since I wasn’t being openly accused and I didn’t want to blurt out the issue, we were currently at a stalemate.

“Of course,” I said, forcing a grin and nodding to Pamela and Jessie. “Ladies.”

There was awkward silence as I went to grab my ladder, then the three nuns began talking quietly but urgently amongst themselves again. I set my ladder up near the drafty window, trying to eavesdrop on the conversation.

I ran my hand along the seam between the window and it’s frame, idly searching for the leak as I listened. Stray, terse words floated over to me across the large room as I pretended to work, mere echoes but my heart sank further the more I heard.

Words and phrases like premarital, sinful, carnal, and fleshly desires reached my ears, twisting and tearing up my insides with their meanings. My mind raced as I tried to think of a way to fix this.

The girls looked guilty, and I felt bad for them. Sister Grace turned specifically to glare at me accusingly across the room.

At this rate, Sister Grace was going to convince the girls to repent. She’d demand that Pastor Kelly fire me. Jessie and Pamela would likely be punished, and never allowed to speak to me again.

Earlier, I was so excited to get under the habit of another hot nun. Things had been very much going my way, so much that I forgot to consider that they could easily swing the other way. I had been walking a fine line the past couple days but I didn’t realize it was a tightrope, and this development could quickly lead to a fall.

The fall of Jack O’Fall.

A smirk tugged at the corner of my mouth at my pun, but I suppressed it and wondered what was wrong with me.

Stop fooling around, stupid! Right now, you need to turn the tables quick.

After the little reality check, I began to sink into a panicked internal dialogue. I ended up so deep in it, that I almost fell off my ladder when I was unexpectedly summoned by Sister Grace. She stood at the foot of the ladder, looking up at me.

“I would like to speak to you privately,” she demanded sharply as she folded her hands together, causing them to disappear inside her sleeves. “Come with me, Mr. O’Fall.”

Ah fuck, no! My mind recoiled as I clung to the ladder for safety. No, I don’t want to!

“I’d like to speak to you about the terms of your employment here,” she added, which did nothing to make me want to go along with her.

Sister Grace’s robes flared out as she turned and she was already leading the way before I could even make a move or respond. I slowly and quietly descended, feeling like I was in grade school again and I was in big trouble.

I shuffled along after her, glancing back at Sisters Jessie and Pamela. Sister Jessie grimaced and gave me a dramatic shrug with her palms up, which didn’t offer much comfort. Sister Pamela looked grim and tight-lipped, but she subtly gestured with her head towards Sister Grace and mouthed some words to me that gave me a little hope.

Teach her!

Teach her, just like I ‘taught’ Sister Pamela, who resisted the idea at first? Pamela had been unsure about it but in the end, had wanted it all along. Sure, but Sister Grace had a completely different personality type compared to Pamela. Pamela was curious yet in denial, but Grace was more of a pious monolith with a strong foundation of deep set morals that would not be likely to crack.

I watched Sister Grace’s shapely behind swaying as I followed her. Her curves were apparent enough through the cloth of her habit, so I could certainly see wanting to… ‘teach’ her, but if only I had somehow been able to meet her before she talked to Sisters Jessie and Pamela.

I had always used the entrance to the back rooms on the left side of the main hall, so it felt strange as I followed Sister Grace through the door on the right side. It was a mirror of the other side, but it felt different in a weird way.

I could feel her seething waft over me, making me feel like I was being marched toward a firing squad as I was led into the bowels of the chapel by the righteously angered nun.

The plain hallway was only broken up by a single closed door. Sister Grace stopped to open it, shooting a pointed glance in my direction before walking right in without waiting for me.

Part of me considered running away at that point. I could have made a break for it and jumped out a window, then I would never have needed to endure the incoming conversation. But no, of course, I couldn’t abandon Jessie and Pamela. I loved them both, so I just needed to convince Sister Grace of that.

I peeked around the corner into the office, where Sister Grace was bending over the desk to turn on a light.

Nice bum.

“Have a seat,” she instructed as she turned back to me.

I took a breath and obeyed, ducking into the room and sitting while she authoritatively remained standing. I didn’t want to sit, but at that moment I felt like I should choose my battles wisely.

I sat in the old wooden rolling chair in the middle of the office, with Sister Grace seemingly towering over me as she stood in front of the desk. A nameplate on the desk read ‘Pastor Kelly Barnes’.

“Sister Pamela and Sister Jessie convinced me to talk to you before I report to Pastor Kelly the depraved things you’ve done here,” Sister Grace said flatly. “But don’t think you can change anything.”

I took a breath, but I was talked over before I could speak.

“Both Jessie and Pamela say they are in love with you,” she spat the word out derisively. “The carnal selfishness you engaged in here, the sinful acts you’ve tricked my sisters into, are disgusting and immoral.”

Waiting for a gap in the onslaught to respond, I missed my opportunity again.

“Premarital sex, in a house of God,” she continued, shaking her head as she began to pace. “Shameful behaviour. You’re a dirty, callous con man, Mr. O’Fall. Taking what pleases you and damning whoever crosses your path.”

She picked up a meter stick that was leaning in the corner, shaking it to emphasize her statements. She never raised her voice, but her accusations were relentless.

“You’ve led my friends astray. You will burn in hell,” she said, stopping to point at me with the quivering meter stick. “I will have Pastor Kelly fire you. You might as well pack up your things, and just go.”

Finally silence fell in the small office, and I was allowed to reply. The atmosphere was tense with her righteous energy. Sister Grace stood there gripping the meter stick with both hands, flexing it as if she wanted to fly off the handle and cover me with welts.

“I’m not lying when I say I’m in love with both Jessie and Pamela,” I replied, trying to mirror her matter-of-fact manner of speaking. “Everything that happened here were just expressions of that. I’ll do anything to make my girls happy, and there is nothing wrong with that.”

“You preach heresy and call it love?” Sister Grace said, finally raising her voice a little as her composure cracked. “What you’ve done is sinful and wrong. You don’t love them at all, you just want to use their bodies for your pleasure. You claim to love them but you would take them to hell with you!”

“You’re wrong,” I said with conviction, crossing my arms.

She seemed put off by the simple contradiction. She swung the meter stick at nothing in frustration, cutting sharply through the air. I realized that it was a crack in her armour, so I decided to see what would happen if I were to push her a little further.

“If God is love, then they would probably be pleased that I’ve spread so much love around,” I ventured carefully. “There’s nothing wrong with the totally natural things we did here.”

“No, I don’t believe that at all. I mean…” Sister Grace sighed, shaking her head and leaning the meter stick up against the desk. “Okay, tell me. If none of it was sinful, what exactly did you do with my sisters?”

I blinked at her as she crossed her arms and leaned against the desk, my mind racing as I considered how to respond. I tried to put myself in her head.

I figured that if I really don’t believe what we did was wrong, then I should have no problem admitting it. Time for some honesty.

Okay, here it comes…

“Two days ago,” I said with a sigh. “I kissed Sister Jessie in the pews. She was so sweet, and amazing. That’s when I realized I was in love with her.”

Sister Grace listened quietly, shifting her weight a little. Her arms uncrossed and she nervously fiddled with her nails, waiting for more.

“Then…” I said, taking a deep breath. “I got down on the floor, and… ducked under her habit.”

She blushed, and her hands tightened. If that made her blush, I wondered just how much detail she could handle.

“I licked her pussy until she orgasmed,” I plowed through, attempting to overwhelm her sensibilities. “She loved it, and I was so happy I could make her feel so good. She wanted to learn more about my body, so I made love to her right there. It was a flurry of passion, I pounded into her hard, until we both orgasmed together. I filled her up with my… love… She told me that she loves me and I love her. So much. That’s the truth.”

Sister Grace was listening intently, her jaw slack and cheeks pink. Her plump bosom gently rose and fell as she took deep, steady breaths. She was a very beautiful woman, but obviously in deep denial.

Her black hair peeked out from under her veil, framing an adorable, doll-like face. Dark, intelligent eyes watched me closely as I regaled her with my filthy adventure. Her body was perfectly proportioned and absolutely stunning, a series of sleek curves that begged me to touch them. She was silently taking in my story, obviously aroused by the explicit details.

Perfect.

I pushed down on the chair’s armrests, standing up and slowly approaching Sister Grace. My pulse quickened as I got close and smelled her, her modest perfume was intoxicating. I could feel the heat coming off her body without even touching her. Her accusations of me being a disgusting man must have been false, because she didn’t pull away from me in the slightest.

Instead, my proximity seemed to excite her more.

“The next day,” I continued, lowering my voice. “Pamela came to me. She was very curious and she asked me questions. I answered her truthfully and we ended up kissing in the storeroom.”

Testing the waters, I brushed the back of my hand down Sister Grace’s upper arm, and she shivered slightly in response.

“She put her hands up my shirt,” I got even closer to whisper in her ear. “So I took it off, like this.”

I felt anxious to be so bold, but I pulled my t-shirt off over my head, and Sister Grace gasped and pushed off the desk to stand up rigidly. Her cheeks burned as she stared wide-eyed at my bare chest.

“What—” she whispered. “What are you…”

“She touched me,” I said, stepping in front of her and taking her hands, guiding them to touch my skin. “Like this. She wanted to. So that’s when I pulled her habit off. She was so beautiful, and my cock was so hard for her.”

I was getting hard as I remembered the details of the previous day, but I omitted Sister Pamela’s lingerie, to avoid getting her in further trouble. Sister Grace stared at me, her warm hands gingerly tracing around my torso.

“I sucked on her amazing tits,” I recalled, resting my hands on Sister Grace’s sexy hips, staring at her chest. “She moaned and begged for more, so I licked her pussy, too. I loved it, and so did she. She orgasmed beautifully on my fingers, then I fucked her on my sawhorse until she came again. She said my cock was too big, but we made it fit.”

Sister Grace could no longer pretend to be uninterested, nervously running her hands all over my chest and abs. She shivered and made a slight whimpering noise as I ran my hands up her waist, feeling her body in my hands.

“I turned her around and bent her over,” I said as I pulled Sister Grace close, whispering in her ear as the bulge in my pants pressed against her loins through her black habit. “I spanked her, because she wanted to be my dirty girl. Then I fucked her again, she orgasmed for me three times. She went to her knees and begged me to cum on her face, so I did. It went in her mouth, ran down her tits, and covered her thighs. It was so beautiful, she said she loved me too and I love her.”

Her hand slid down my stomach, curiously touching the bulge that prodded her. I reached down, softly squeezing her ass. It was round and just as perfect as I suspected.

“Are—Is that—” she stammered, breathing shakily. “Are you… hard? Right now?”

My hands held her close to me by the waist, and I stared hungrily at her parted lips.

“I’m so hard for you, Grace,” I whispered to her. “Maybe… I need to show you what I did with the other girls? Just to be clear?”

“It feels wrong—” she breathed, shaking with excitement as she nodded almost imperceptibly. “But, I—Yes, I think maybe you should… For clarity…”

I had her, she was already mine. I smiled, leaning close to kiss her quivering lips. She was very tense, but I felt her melt in my hands as we pressed our lips together and our tongues embraced. She sighed with relief, relaxing a little and resting her hands on my chest as my hands slid down to squeeze her bottom.

Her curves were perfect and felt so good in my hands. She made a noise of surprise and grabbed my biceps as I picked her up and sat her on Pastor Kelly’s desk.

“What have you done to me, Jack…” Sister Grace breathed, touching my face.

So now I’m “Jack”, not “Mr. O’Fall” anymore…

“I’m showing you what love really feels like,” I said to her with a smile as I reached down.

Both my hands snaked their way up under her habit, searching for her waistband. I found and pulled on her panties, and she shifted her weight to assist me in removing them. I slipped them down her sexy legs, throwing them aside.

I bent to scoop up her robes again, reaching underneath them and running my hand up her silky legs. She shuddered as I stroked her inner thigh, coaxing her into spreading her legs.

She was tense, but Grace slowly parted them, whimpering as my fingers explored the warm area between her legs. We didn’t say anything to each other, she just sat there and allowed me to touch her.

She shivered when I touched her pussy lips. She was already so wet, my fingers slid easily up and down over them. I leaned closer and kissed her passionately as I played with her pussy, enjoying the soft noises she made.

I pulled her veil off, revealing her shiny black hair. I dropped it on the desk, smoothing out her hair with my free hand as we kissed. She gasped into my mouth and grabbed my arm as I let the end of one finger slip inside her pussy. I pulled it out slowly, then pushed it back in just a little further. Back and forth I teased her, slowly and gently as she gasped and moaned softly, subtly grinding her hips.

She tried to stifle the noises she was making as I introduced another digit into her tight pussy, soaking my fingers in her sweet wetness. Our tongues intertwined and she was kissing me almost desperately as she became more and more excited.

There was a wet sound as she finally pulled away from our kiss. I pulled my fingers out of her, in favour of rubbing her pussy lips. With her robes gathered around her waist as she sat on the edge of the desk, she breathed deeply, gazing down at the way I was massaging her clit.

Her face flushed as she gave in to the pleasure, waves of tension pulsing through her body. I felt her taking sharp, short breaths as I stared into her eyes.

“Jack…” she moaned, her body tensing up and relaxing as she stared down at my busy hand. “I—I can’t… I don’t—”

“It’s okay,” I whispered, kissing her sweetly. “Just ride it out, concentrate on how good it feels.”

She gripped my forearm as I circled her clit, her face flushed as she stared back at me. Her mouth open, her body trembled as she approached her climax.

In a final wave, she squeezed her eyes shut and leaned against me, her fingernails digging into my arm as her body shuddered and spasmed hard.

“Oh!” she cried out. “Oh—”

“Good girl,” I whispered, not letting up on her soaking wet clit. “Cum for me…”

She shivered and shook, spasming in slowly shrinking waves until eventually, she was able to relax. She shivered and twitched sporadically as her orgasm died down.

I was so hard, my cock was getting painful with the way it was constrained inside my pants. Sister Grace took deep breaths, gazing at me in a daze as she watched me taste my fingers.

“You taste good,” I smiled at her.

She just stared and caught her breath as I unbuckled my belt. I kicked off my shoes and let my pants fall to the floor. I stepped out of them, my boxers tenting mightily as I reached for her.

Her eyes dropped to my crotch as I pulled her habit up, over her head. Her black hair fell around her naked shoulders as I threw the heavy robe onto the nearby office chair.

She pointlessly tried to cover her large breasts, blushing as I swallowed a hard lump in my throat and stared at her pristine body. Her silky skin was flawless, adorned only with a lacy white bra. Her curves were just stunning, and without even thinking I was reaching behind her to unfasten her bra.

“Wow,” I muttered, blinking. “You’re… stunning.”

“Jack, I—” she whispered. “I’ve never done this. I feel… crazy…”

She reached for me as I unhooked her bra, and I let her curiously push my boxers down my thighs. Caught on the waistband, my cock bounced up and out of my boxers. She was transfixed, both fascinated and unsure what to do.

“What am I doing…” she breathed, staring intensely at my hard cock.

I pulled her bra down her arms and her large breasts were freed. I tossed the final garment aside and I carefully stroked and squeezed her unforgettably plump tits.

“You can touch me,” I encouraged her, taking her hand and guiding it to my shaft. “Just like I touched you.”

I jumped as her fingers wrapped tightly around my shaft, squeezing me way tighter than I expected.

“Ah,” I winced with a chuckle. “Gently…”

She blushed and loosened her grip, allowing me to guide her hands up and down my shaft. Her warm hands were heavenly, making me even harder for her as she massaged me.

I leaned down, sucking on her nipple and causing her to gasp. She let go of my cock, embracing my head and stroking my hair as I licked her big tits. I reveled in them, my hard cock twitching and dripping with it’s own wetness as I gave her breasts the worship they deserved.

I popped back up and kissed her, settling between her thighs and feeling the tip of my cock touching her warm, wet pussy lips.

“I need you,” I breathed, using my hand to brush my cock up and down across her pussy, soaking my tip in her wetness.

She spasmed gently as I rubbed my cock in her pussy lips, nodding expressively.

“Come,” I said, grabbing the habit and spreading it on the floor. “Lie down, sweetie.”

She obeyed, sliding her gorgeous body off the desk and getting down on the floor. She paused for a moment just to ogle my hard cock, then she turned and lay on her back.

She shyly covered her breasts with her arms, biting one of her fingernails. I knelt down, rolling up my jeans and letting her use it as a pillow. She just smiled in thanks, adjusting her shiny hair under herself.

She’s fucking perfect, I marveled as I stared shamelessly down at her body. Three gorgeous nuns all gave their bodies to me…

Her big breasts looked even rounder and plumper as she lay beneath me. I pried her legs apart again and shuffled between her warm thighs, using my hand to guide my cock to her pussy lips perhaps a little too eagerly.

“Oh!” she gasped in surprise as my tip slipped inside her.

“Relax,” I said, leaning on the floor with an elbow as I looked down between us. “If you’re tense then it will be hard for me to push in.”

“I—” she started, but cut herself off. “Please, careful…”

“That’s it,” I grunted, her warm, wet pussy hugging the end of my cock.

“Ah!” she moaned. “Jack…”

I realized I was pushing it a little fast, but I was so hard and worked up that I was practically shaking with excitement. I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down.

I kissed her with my elbows on the floor over her shoulders, holding position with my cock halfway inside her. I felt her pussy squeezing me, encouraging me to move. She experimented with moving her hips, exclaiming softly as my cock slipped in and out of her incrementally.

“Your… cock… is so…” she whimpered. “Big… It’s not going to fit inside me…”

I kissed her again, working my hips and thrusting into her slowly. She moaned, her brow furrowed as she stared up at me in disbelief. Again and again I slipped gently inside her, feeling her body twist and squirm beneath me as my cock penetrated her angelic body deeper and deeper.

“See? It fits,” I grunted, passionately feeding her pussy long, slow strokes of my cock. “You’re doing so great, baby…”

She moaned, wrapping her arms around my neck and forcing me to lie on top of her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and all I could do was rock my hips. Her hair smelled so good and I kissed her neck as I slipped my cock into her, patiently and steadily.

“J-Jack…” she moaned, her sharp nails digging gouges into my back. “I—Oh, mmm…”

She held me tightly as her whole body jumped and her pussy squeezed my thrusting cock hard. I pushed myself up just enough to kiss her as she shuddered. I felt her pussy pulsating rhythmically on my cock, so I just kept up my pace, slapping against her as waves of ecstasy pulsed through her body. It was so beautiful, watching her virgin body squirm with pleasure as I felt her orgasm fade.

She slowly released me, shakily unwrapping her legs from around my waist until she was hugging me with her thighs. Her hands slid off my back, resting on my biceps as I pushed myself up on my hands.

“You’re so beautiful, Grace,” I breathed as I slowly fucked her, staring down at her pretty face and bouncing tits.

“I feel it,” she whispered, gazing up at me dreamily as she caught her breath. “I… love you…”

I smiled, leaning down to kiss her again.

“I love you too, sweetheart,” I chuckled. “Come, turn around, get on your hands and knees for me.”

“Oh,” she blinked, snapping out of her daze. “Okay…”

I pulled out of her, my cock soaked with her wetness. I admired her body, amazed at how lucky I’d been all week.

“Your body is just flawless,” I said, running my hand across her curves as she turned on her knees and bent over.

“Is this good?” she said and blushed, looking back at me over her shoulder.

“God,” I exhaled, slapping her round ass. “This is perfect.”

She squealed and laughed, a sound I never thought I would hear from someone who was so straight-laced when I met her.

“I want you to punish me,” she breathed, looking back at me through her hair with pink cheeks. “I’m—I’m such a bad girl. Punish me… with the ruler.”

I looked over at the meter stick that was leaning on the desk.

“What a great idea,” I grinned as I got up. “You’re a bad girl.”

I grabbed the long ruler, my hard cock swaying as I moved about. Sister Grace bit her lip, wiggling her hips as she watched me.

I stroked my cock as I stood over her, brandishing the ruler. She was gorgeous as she submissively awaited her punishment.

The meter stick slapped against both ass cheeks, causing her to cry out.

“Yes!” she called out. “Yes, again… I’ve been so naughty…”

I just wanted to fuck her, but the way she begged for punishment made me want to fulfill all of her desires, no matter what they were.

Although a pink welt was already forming across both buttocks, I brought the ruler down again, and it landed more on her right cheek this time.

She squealed, moaning happily as I punished her.

“I’ll spank you one more time,” I told her as I massaged my tip. “Then I’ll be punishing you with my cock, understood?”

“Oh yes, master,” she grovelled. “Yes, please…”

Master?

I didn’t prompt her to say that, but… I kind of liked it.

“Good,” I said simply, watching the two red marks on her ass cheeks growing warmer.

I moved to the other side, aiming for the left ass cheek this time. The clap echoed around the room, accompanied by her cry.

She laughed through her breaths as I knelt down behind her and threw the meter stick aside. Her ass cheeks glowed hotly with the pink welts she begged for, and she wiggled her hips eagerly at me.

I rubbed my cock up and down her pussy lips, soaking my cock with her wetness. She was so wet, my cock slipped past her lips easily.

“Bad girl,” I whispered, jiggling her plump ass cheek as she pushed back toward me hungrily.

I let her control the pace for a moment, and she rocked her hips, taking my cock deep inside her.

She moaned and I grunted as her hot pussy enveloped my cock. I groaned, letting my instincts take over as I took hold of her waist. Sister Grace’s pussy was so good, warm and wet, I was completely overwhelmed.

“Oh my god,” I groaned. “You take my cock so well.”

I just wanted to fill her up with my cum, desperately pounding into her as she moaned and cried out. I spanked her, watching her body jiggle as I slammed my cock into her.

That’s when the door opened. I jumped, looking over at Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela as they laughed.

“Please, don’t stop, Jack,” Sister Grace begged me, reaching back and tugging at my hip.

I chuckled along with the two tittering nuns in the doorway, resuming my punishment of Sister Grace’s pussy.

“So,” Sister Jessie laughed, sauntering into the room with Sister Pamela tagging along behind her. “Do you take back what you said?”

“About us going to hell?” Sister Pamela added as she shut the door behind them.

“I take it back!” Sister Grace moaned, reaching down between her legs to feel my shaft as it pounded into her deeply. “I—I love… Jack’s cock…”

Sisters Pamela and Jessie knelt down on either side of me, both still fully dressed in their veils and black habits. Both girls stroked my back as I fucked Sister Grace.

Sister Pamela pet Sister Grace’s hair and back, watching hungrily as her friend took my cock deep inside her.

Sister Jessie stroked my chest, kissing my body and staring intently at my cock as I thrust.

“Ahh!” Sister Grace moaned, putting her head down as her pussy squeezed me. “It’s—It’s happening again…”

“You’re both so beautiful…” Pamela breathed.

She cried out as Pamela and Jessie stroked our skin, shivering bodily as my cock slammed wetly into her. Her pussy pulsed strongly as she moaned senselessly.

“Fuck,” I grunted, spanking her again. “I’m gonna cum…”

“Don’t swear,” Pamela chided, slapping my arm gently.

“Fill her up with your love, baby…” Sister Jessie whispered, touching my wet shaft as it slipped into Grace over and over.

Jessie kissed me as my rhythm broke and my spine arced forward sharply. Sister Grace cried out and her head snapped up as she felt my cock surge. I shot my load deep inside her with several long, hard pulses. I shuddered as I filled her hot pussy with my cum, my whole body spasming along with hers as we orgasmed together. Her pulsating warmth drew every drop out of me, hugging my cock as I gripped her hips tightly.

“Ohh,” Sister Grace moaned, resting her head on the floor. “Jack…”

We stayed as we were, catching our breath as we spasmed and twitched together. I squeezed her sexy hips and jiggled her plump ass, appreciating her flawless body. Sister Pamela traced the red marks I left on Sister Grace’s ass with her finger, while Sister Jessie looked up at me dreamily with flushed cheeks.

Sister Grace’s legs were trembling, so I pulled out of her and she lay down on her side, exhausted. I crawled over to spoon her, cradling her sweetly. She held onto my arm, sighing happily.

“I love you,” she said softly, kissing my arm.

“I love you too, Jack,” Jessie smiled, still perched on her knees with Sister Pamela on the floor.

“I love you,” Sister Pamela added shyly, playing with her long red hair.

“I love all of you,” I grinned, amazed at how lucky I was. “So much.”

Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela crawled over, then the four of us cuddled there on the floor together for a while.

“So…” Sister Jessie said, dragging her finger along my cock. “Is it going to be our turn soon?”

“I’ll get hard again faster if you guys suck on it…” I suggested hopefully.

They laughed together, pulling me up off the floor. Sister Pamela rolled the office chair closer, and Sister Jessie pushed me into it.

The two pretty nuns got on their knees and started playing with and licking my cock together. The naked Sister Grace gathered herself, sat up and joined her friends in teasing my cock back to hardness.

I never would have thought that such a thing was possible, and I even thought it was all going to be taken away from me at one point. Instead, I managed to pull off a hail mary at the crucial moment.

Now I had my own harem of gorgeous, naughty nuns clamoring to pleasure me, begging me to fuck them all. I leaned back, just grinning and stroking their hair as I enjoyed their mouths and hands competing for my hard cock.

And lo, after these things it came to pass, to the great confusion of the faithful. There was wailing and gnashing of teeth, and thus was begotten the Church of Jack O’Fall, Master of Nun.

* * *

I don’t think Pastor Kelly will like that at all…

Jack forgot to fix the window and build those shelves, but corrupting three beautiful nuns is enough hard work for one day!

If you enjoyed this series, let me know in a review!

* * *

When the Rockheart Harem breaks up with Victor’s famous rock star dad, they start looking for a new man. When these three hot older women all set their sights on Victor, he’s ready to accept the challenge and take the throne!

EXTRA CREAM

[image: Extra Cream cover]

GET IT HERE!

My dad is a famous rock star and he actually had several girlfriends at once, his own harem! But when all of them suddenly break up with him for cheating, they immediately set their sights on me.

Why me? I’m not talented or famous. I’ve never even been with a girl before, but when Gloria begs me to milk her we trade cream and things quickly become wet and sticky!

* * *

Sign up for my newsletter on the Bogwood Press website and receive free bonus stories from the Helping Hand and Hotwired series:

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter

* * *

OTHER SERIES BY AXEL RIVERS

Sun Slinger

Sci-Fi, Alien Babes, Harem

Hotwired

Sci-Fi, Androids, Harem

Rockheart Harem

Older Woman Younger Man, Harem

Viking Vixens

Sci-Fi, Time Travel, Vikings, Harem

Wanton Wives

Older Woman Younger Man, Hotwife

Helping Hand

Older Woman Younger Man, Harem


Axel Rivers

I write high heat men's adventure fiction. I like to explore new ideas and going on unlikely adventures in sci-fi and fantasy... with all the spice you're looking for!

Check out my other books at the Bogwood Press website:

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/
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