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About

When she’s a nun, but also a sexy little devil...

Sister Jessie is covered from head to toe, but a veil and a heavy black habit can't hide the truth: she's an absolute bombshell.

Hair the colour of honey, warm blue eyes that make my knees weak, and curves that put thoughts in my head that'll send me straight to hell.

She acts innocent, but this naughty nun wants to know more about male anatomy, and she wants me to teach her.

I want to be a good guy, but how I can resist?

Heavenly Bodies is part one 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

As I pushed the door shut, a pretty nun acknowledged me with a smile and subtle nod as she trailed her fingers along the smooth stonework of the wall. She took a moment to relight the candles.

Her feet brushed softly across the stone floor and her habit flared out gracefully as she turned towards me. Her beautiful face, framed by locks of long blonde hair and a black veil, stunned me completely.

Her blue eyes were bright and kind. Her eyelashes batted as she scanned me up and down with a pleasant smile. Swallowing nervously, I was grinning back at her without even realizing it.

“Peace be with you,” she said, looking straight into my eyes and folding her hands in front of herself. “I’m Sister Jessie. Are you Mr. O’Fall?”

She blushed slightly and her eyes flicked away shyly, but they returned with a spark of mischief. I suddenly realized that I hadn’t said anything yet.

“Sorry, yes,” I cleared my throat nervously, and stuck my hand out. “You can call me Jack. I hear I get to fix this place up a bit.”

Be good, Jack. She’s a nun, you can’t have her.

She nodded and smiled as her warm hand gently shook mine. When she pulled away, her I felt a thrill as her fingers brushed across my palm.

“Come,” she said and I almost did, right there in my pants. “I’ll show you the jobs we had in mind for you.”

She smiled over her shoulder at me and beckoned. There was something about her that made me want to be close to her, but every shred of common sense I had screamed at me not to do it. I followed her, watching her curves moving beneath her black robe.

This isn’t fair. Since when are nuns allowed to be sexy?


Heavenly Bodies

As I sat in my truck, I struggled to sort out a mess of work orders and invoices that lay scattered across the passenger seat and dashboard. Placing all the unfinished jobs I could find in my lap, I made a hasty pile out of the remaining ones, and hoped that I hadn’t lost track of anything important.

Tossing the disheveled stack back onto the passenger seat, I flipped through the ones that I set aside. Frowning, I realized I still didn’t have the one I was looking for.

Where the fuck is it?

I put my to-do pile on the dashboard as I unbuckled my seatbelt, mumbling to myself about getting some kind of a filing system. When I stepped down from my truck, I turned around to close the door and I saw a paper corner sticking out from under the driver seat. I grabbed it and turned it upright to check the client name, already knowing it had to be the one I was looking for.

Bingo. Chapel of St. Valentine’s Mercy.

Relieved, I slammed the door of my truck and marched off towards the chapel. It was a beautiful old building with tall, arched front doors and ornate stained glass windows. The bell tower and facade were adorned with simple Gothic tracery.

When I pushed the door open, the tall door creaked loudly, as if the old building itself were complaining about my presence. A gust of air followed me inside, extinguishing a pair of candles that stood just behind the back row of pews.

If I were the type to search for signs, I would think that God was clobbering me over the head and telling me to leave.

As I pushed the door shut, a pretty nun acknowledged me with a smile and subtle nod as she trailed her fingers along the smooth stonework of the wall. She took a moment to relight the candles.

Her feet brushed softly across the stone floor and her habit flared out gracefully as she turned towards me. Her beautiful face, framed by locks of long blonde hair and a black veil, stunned me completely.

Her blue eyes were bright and kind. Her eyelashes batted as she scanned me up and down with a pleasant smile. Swallowing nervously, I was grinning back at her without even realizing it.

“Peace be with you,” she said, looking straight into my eyes and folding her hands in front of herself. “I’m Sister Jessie. Are you Mr. O’Fall?”

She blushed slightly and her eyes flicked away shyly, but they returned with a spark of mischief. I suddenly realized that I hadn’t said anything yet.

“Sorry, yes,” I cleared my throat nervously, and stuck my hand out. “You can call me Jack. I hear I get to fix this place up a bit.”

Be good, Jack. She’s a nun, you can’t have her.

She nodded and smiled as her warm hand gently shook mine. When she pulled away, her I felt a thrill as her fingers brushed across my palm.

“Come,” she said and I almost did, right there in my pants. “I’ll show you the jobs we had in mind for you.”

She smiled over her shoulder at me and beckoned. There was something about her that made me want to be close to her, but every shred of common sense I had screamed at me not to do it. I followed her, watching her curves moving beneath her black robe.

This isn’t fair. Since when are nuns allowed to be sexy?

She led me down the center aisle through all the pews, pointing out the front and center area.

“This step up here to the podium creaks madly during service,” Sister Jessie said, stopping by the pulpit and turning to face me. “It annoys the pastor and she would really like that fixed. This way…”

I shook my head, trying to break whatever spell was on me. I needed to get my head in the game. I fumbled to get my notepad out and quickly scribbled a note, following behind her as she moved on.

There were a few jobs to be done. A drafty window, some floorboards in the back rooms needed replacing, and they wanted a sturdy shelving unit put in a storage area. Wanting to be nice, I took extra notes of some other areas that could use some attention.

I tried to keep my eyes to myself, but everything about Sister Jessie was gorgeous and I loved being around her. She seemed kind, smiled easily, and I could have listened to her voice all day. She was certainly unlike any woman I had ever courted. As I walked with her, her light perfume occasionally drifted past me and almost made me feel intoxicated. I felt good vibes from her and just being around her was turning me on, but I felt conflicted over what I should do.

What you should do is your job, not nuns!

We were on an old, spiraling set of stairs that led up the bell tower. I had forgotten myself for a few moments and I had gotten a real good look at the round shape of her behind through the habit as she led me up the stairs. She stopped partway up and pointed out some dangerous looking steps that needed replacing as soon as possible.

I made my notes, and on our way back down the narrow stairway, my horniness caused an awkward situation. I was in my head a little and watching her behind kind of turned me on. You know… physically.

I don’t know why I didn’t just move on down the stairs ahead of her instead, but I flattened myself up against the wall and Sister Jessie had to kind of turn sideways to get past me.

“Oh, sorry,” she chuckled as she carefully stepped down. “Um, excuse me…”

Her chest was larger than her habit let on. Her plump bosom pressed up against me, and the shameful bulge in my pants brushed across her leg, ultimately slipping between her thighs. She took a sharp breath, and we both froze as we felt each other suddenly and intimately.

Jessie’s breath was sweet and her body felt so good against mine. Her lips parted and she watched my lips closely for a moment as my heart pounded in my chest. I knew she had to feel me poking her and her soft breasts were so grandly apparent against my chest in that moment. My hardness twitched, causing Jessie to jump a little and gasp softly.

“Sorry…” she said softly, taking a breath and pushing past me gently.

As my tenting pants dragged across her other thigh, I’d never felt so embarrassed in my life.

You haven’t been here twenty minutes and you’ve already violated a nun. Good job.

I stayed stuck to the wall, and her eyes lingered on my crotch as she took another step down.

“I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I—I didn’t mean to get that close…”

“It’s a tight stairway. I think that’s everything for now,” she interrupted meekly. “But I’ll let you know if there are any tasks I forgot to mention.”

“Of course,” I said as I gingerly peeled myself off the wall. “Anything you need.”

You’re so fired.

I was mentally berating myself as I followed her down the stairs. I didn’t know how to fix this, or if recovery was even possible. I started to panic as I wondered what she could possibly be thinking right then. I embarrassed myself and an innocent nun, all because I couldn’t stop ogling her body for twenty fucking minutes. I wanted to run away screaming, jump in my truck, and speed right off a cliff.

At the bottom of the steps, Sister Jessie stopped as my mind raced.

“Jack, can I ask you something?” she said shyly as she nervously twisted her hands together. “Something… personal.”

I was simply relieved that she had broken the silence, and that she didn’t seem to be upset.

“Of course,” I nodded quickly, stopping one step up from the floor. “Anything.”

“Well,” she began, averting her eyes and tracing the brickwork beside her with a finger. “I’m… a virgin. I don’t know much about men, but I’m curious.”

“Curiosity is a good thing, don’t be shy,” I said, gesturing with a palms-up shrug. “Ask me anything you want to know.”

“Well…” she paused, her eyes drifting to the embarrassing bulge in my pants. “Is your penis hard right now?”

“Ah,” I exhaled, looking down as my face burned. “Yes, it is.”

There was silence as she glanced at my crotch again, and I was dying to know what she was thinking.

“But that only happens when a man wants…” she trailed off for a moment, blushing. “When it’s time for intercourse, right?”

I was embarrassed, but I felt like the only proper way out of this was to be straight with her.

“Right. It… also just happens sometimes,” I nodded. “I didn’t mean to, it’s just…”

I trailed off, not sure what to say next.

“So,” she continued, her eyes drifting up until they met mine. “Is it hard… because of me?”

She was so sweet, innocent, and genuinely curious. I had come this far being honest, so I felt like I should just tell her the truth.

“Yes,” I shrugged helplessly. “You’re very beautiful, and I was looking at your body. That was probably inappropriate of me, and I’m sorry. But yes, you excited me. I didn’t do it on purpose. I’m real sorry if I’ve offended you.”

This made her think for quietly a minute, while I watched a smile slowly tug at the corner of her mouth.

“Can we…” she trailed off, looking away as she fiddled shyly with her fingers.

My heart was racing. I didn’t say anything, I just smiled encouragingly and waited for her to gather herself. She looked up at me, her gaze locking onto mine as she took a steadying breath. She took a step forward, and touched my hand.

“Can I kiss you?” she blurted out, her cheeks burning. “I just… want to know what it’s like—”

Fuck yeah.

I didn’t let her finish, stepping down off the final step and leaning down to kiss her. She made a sharp, surprised noise, but leaned into the kiss as I slipped my hands around her waist and pulled her closer. The bulge in my pants grew stiffer and even more uncomfortably constrained as I pushed her against the wall.

She reached down, whimpering softly through our kiss and taking a handful of my shirt at the chest. Her other snaked down, feeling my cock through my pants as my hands explored her body. She had a thin waist, wide hips, and plump tits. Her tight body felt just perfect under her robe.

She is perfect.

Jessie raised her knee a little and I felt her warm inner thigh pressing against my leg. It felt so wrong, but I wanted her so badly that I was ready to give it to her right there.

Sister Jessie is a naughty girl!

Feeling around her robe, I searched for some way to get it open. I really wanted to put her big tits in my mouth, but I couldn’t figure out how the habit worked.

“Is that you, Sister Jessie?” I heard footsteps and a woman’s voice call out. “Did you tell the carpenter about the squeaky step by the pulpit…?”

Sister Jessie shoved me back in alarm, quickly wiping her mouth and straightening out her garments. I stumbled and hastily adjusted myself inside my pants, trying in vain to disguise my obvious erection. I sat down hard on the steps as a last resort, resting my ankle on my knee in an awkward attempt to look natural.

“Yes, Pastor Kelly,” Jessie said, folding her hands together and nodding respectfully as a woman wearing white robes came around the corner. “We were just finishing up the tour, I don’t think I forgot anything!”

I pulled out my notepad, leaning forward and trying my best to look thoughtful as I thumbed through the pages. The pastor eyed us both suspiciously for a moment, surely feeling some tension in the air.

“Those steps really take it out of you, don’t they?” the priest said finally, grinning at me in good humour. “You’re both breathing hard! I’m glad I’m not the only one here who is out of shape…”

Pastor Kelly chuckled at her own joke as she turned and left us alone. We both looked at each other and breathed a sigh of relief.

“You should go,” Jessie exhaled, brushing off the front of her habit.

“Of course,” I said with a nod, adjusting my pants as I stood up. “Thanks for the… tour.”

We didn’t talk as she led me back to the front doors of the church, but my mind was racing and I assumed hers was, too. Sister Jessie came with me all the way back to my truck, where I opened the driver’s side door and paused.

“I hope I didn’t get you into trouble,” I said quietly to her through the door’s open window.

“No, it’s fine. I wanted to do it,” she sighed, and looked down with her hands folded in front of her. “Some of the other nuns here would understand, but Pastor Kelly would have been furious if she’d caught us.”

“Okay, well, we’ll make sure she doesn’t then,” I said, nodding with a tight-lipped smile. “I’ll get supplies and start work here in the morning.”

“Okay,” she smiled, resting her hands on the car door’s open window, but her smile fell when she noticed the state the interior of my truck was in. “What happened? Did someone break into your truck?”

“Ah,” I laughed nervously, scratching the back of my head. “No, that’s my fault. It’s mostly a bunch of papers I am supposed to organize, I’ll sort that out soon!”

Sister Jessie paused for a moment, giving me a wry, bemused look that only underscored my embarrassment.

“See you tomorrow, Jack O’Fall,” the pretty young nun chuckled as she backed away from my truck.

Her habit flared out as she turned with a smile, and I just watched her in amazement until she was gone. I got back in my truck and drove off in a daze, thinking only of Jessie. She was the perfect woman, and I was now officially obsessed.

She occupied my thoughts the entire time I was away from St. Valentine’s Mercy. I thought about our kiss while getting supplies, while cooking, and I had a hard time sleeping that night because I was thinking about her. By the time morning rolled around, I was totally pumped and excited to see her again.

Creaky old hinges screeched as I entered the church again, and my good mood was met with a jarring contrast. Confronted with a pointedly sour look from a very angry little nun, I stopped short, afraid to make any sudden moves.

“I’m Jack, the carpenter… and you are?” I ventured timidly, breaking the chilly silence that accompanied her burning glare. “Is Sister Jessie here?”

She had a few strands of ginger hair intentionally sticking out of her veil on one side of her pretty, but disapproving, face. She crossed her arms, which only tightened her robe and emphasized her ample bosom.

“I’m Sister Pamela, and Sister Jessie is busy,” she snubbed, raising her chin in unexplained defiance. “I’m sure you have work to do yourself.”

I looked around, desperately searching for help or some way to end this awkward interaction.

“Okay. I mean, yeah,” I stammered, grasping at the the only possible way out. “I’m getting to work right now.”

As if to prove it, I pulled my tape measure off my belt and held it up defensively.

Sister Pamela turned with her nose in the air, eying me suspiciously as she walked away. I exhaled, shaking my head as I slowly tailed her down the center aisle. She made a left at the front of the pews and continued walking, disappearing into a back room as I knelt by the podium to inspect the creaky step.

What’s her problem?

After testing out the noisy step for a while, I decided on the best way to fix it, and I returned to my truck for tools and supplies.

On my way back inside, I used a lubricant spray to silence the squeaky double doors. After wiping away the excess liquid with a rag, I regretted using a nearby wooden bench to reach the top hinges. Hastily wiping my boot prints off the wood and pushing the bench back into place, I fearfully checked over my shoulder for Sister Pamela’s watchful glare. I didn’t see her anywhere, but it was like I could still feel her haunting me.

I set my mind to the task. I wanted to be sure I was respecting the historical building, so I took the time to do everything as meticulously as I could.

The job took about an hour and a half. The floor there had sunk a little over the years, so I carefully pried up some of the boards and inserted some solid shims. I leveled it all out and fastened everything back together tightly, then I tested out my handiwork by walking back and forth across it.

Boom, fixed. Progress.

Satisfied, I started to clean up the area.

I realized that I wasn’t alone when I heard a soft murmur echoing faintly across the big room.

Sister Jessie sat alone in the middle of the pews with her head down in prayer. My heart leapt when I saw her, she was somehow even more beautiful than I remembered. Sunlight filtered through the stained glass windows, bathing her in a colourful warmth that made her look almost angelic. I blinked and rubbed my eyes, wondering if what I was seeing was real.

All I knew was that I needed to talk to her again. I didn’t even know what I would say or if it would be rude to interrupt her, but I was transfixed. I didn’t even notice that my legs were already carrying me over to her. She calmly lifted her head and opened her eyes as I got close.

“Bless you,” Jessie said with a sheepish smile. “I hope I’m not distracting you from your work.”

I stared at her with a stupid grin on my face for a little too long before answering.

“I thought I was the one interrupting you,” I chuckled. “Sorry if I’m intruding, I just really wanted to say hi.”

“Hi,” she said, her cheeks flushing faintly. “I’m glad to see you, have a seat if you like. The sunbeam makes this a warm spot!”

I gratefully sat beside her, placing my brush and pan off to the side. Her habit tried, but it wasn’t able to do very much to hide her tantalizing curves. She was acting so shy and bashful that it drove me crazy, I was so insanely attracted to her that I didn’t know what to do with myself.

Jessie gazed back happily at me for a moment, then she looked like she had just remembered something.

“Oh,” she grinned, patting my leg excitedly and stood up. “I have something for you! I almost forgot.”

“What? You have—” I said in surprise. “Why—You did?”

Her intoxicating scent wafted over me as she sidled past me. It was soft but complex, a smell like vanilla that I couldn’t quite identify.

“I’ll be right back,” she said as she bounced excitedly, spreading her fingers and showing me her palms. “Wait here.”

She hurried off up the aisle, heading into the back rooms.

She was so adorable, and my head was swimming with feelings as I waited for her to return. I would have waited for an eternity if she asked me to.

While I waited, Sister Pamela came out of the door that Jessie had scurried into, side-eying me on her way past before disappearing into a door on the opposite side of the room.

While I wondered what the purpose of that move was, if not to simply buzz me with an accusing stare, Sister Jessie popped out of the back room again clutching a large paper bag to her chest, and eagerly hurried back over with her habit flowing around her amazing body.

Now, I could not remember the last time someone had actually given me a gift. I had a strange, embarrassed feeling as she proudly presented the plain, brown paper bag to me. I accepted it gracefully, already feeling a little overwhelmed.

“You really didn’t have to get me anything,” I chuckled as I accepted it. “Thank you.”

Jessie turned sideways to get past me again and I turned my legs to let her by as best I could.

“Open it!” she said excitedly, patting the papered, rectangular shape on her way past.

She scooped her robes underneath herself as she sat down again, folding her hands in her lap. The paper bag sounded overly loud in the large room, crinkling as I unfolded it and pulled out the bulky shape that was inside.

The gift looked like a fat briefcase with a handle on top, and fasteners on the side that held the top flap shut.

Sister Jessie was grinning at me expectantly, but I was still confused.

When I popped the latches and flipped it open, I finally realized what I was looking at.

It was an accordion-style folder. She had given me a way to finally organize the paperwork that was scattered around my truck. It was something I needed, but obviously had never bought for myself.

“That’s so thoughtful,” I said, aggressively blinking back unexpected tears that threatened to spill out. “I—Thank you, Jessie. That’s really… awesome.”

“It should help you organize your paperwork,” she said happily, reaching over to brush a stray hair off of her present.

I don’t know why I had such a strong reaction to that simple gift, but the way she went out of her way to get me something she thought I needed just struck me deeply in that moment.

I looked at her as she beamed at me and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. My mind was blank as I leaned over and passionately kissed her soft lips, and she made a noise of surprise. I just needed to have her, right then.

Her hand drifted up and her fingers brushed my cheek as she leaned into me. She smelled so amazing up close. I put the folder aside and scooted closer to her on the hard, wooden pew.

“Jack…”

I wanted her so badly, that I forgot where we were.

I started kissing her neck, enjoying her soft gasps and stifled moans as she ran her fingers through my hair. I squeezed her plump breast through her habit, grunting with desire as I put my other arm around her shoulders.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since yesterday,” she whispered as my hand roved her body. “About your… hard penis.”

I kissed her lips again and she blushed at her own words.

“Is it…” she said softly, her eyes flicking downward. “Is it hard now?”

I nodded with a deep breath, fondling her breast as I kissed her.

“Can…” she whispered in my ear as she scanned the room. “Can I see it?”

She bit her lower lip, smiling at me nervously.

How can I say no to that?

I unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, then sighed with relief as I pulled my cock out through my boxers.

Jessie gasped softly, reaching for me and brushing her fingers over my shaft. It twitched and got even harder as I felt her touch. She looked at my cock with wide eyes, curiously stroking my shaft gently.

“What should I do?” Jessie said, looking more adorable and innocent than ever.

I just guided her hands with mine, moving them up and down my shaft. Her soft hands quickly brought me to my full hardness as she watched my cock in fascination with her mouth hanging open. I stared hungrily at her wet lips as she licked them, grunting softly as she pleasured me.

I leaned over and kissed her, enjoying her soft, warm hand as she stroked my cock. She was gentle, lovingly manipulating my cock as her tongue darted between my lips.

“You can put your mouth on it,” I suggested, a clear bead of liquid leaking from the tip of my cock.

“Okay,” she said, blushing. “Does that feel good, too?”

Sister Jessie slid down the pew with her eyes locked on my cock, leaning over and kissing my tip.

“Ah,” I moaned, quickly scanning the room to make sure no one was around. “Yeah, good girl. That feels really good.”

“Like this?” she asked, kissing my wet tip again.

“Oh, yes,” I sighed with pleasure. “Lick it, too…”

She repeatedly ran her tongue over my tip like it was candy, causing my cock and body to spasm with the intense sensations. I whimpered and shuddered, gripping the base of my cock as she teased me.

I grabbed a handful of her black veil as she alternated between licking and passionately kissing my tip. It felt so good, I groaned out loud, despite trying to stay quiet.

Her hand reached up, clapping across my mouth, then she held a finger to her wet lips with a smile.

She took hold of my shaft again and went right back to teasing my tip with her tongue, which was driving me mad with desire. I glistened with her saliva, thrusting my hips eagerly as she manipulated my cock with the smallest movements of her tongue.

“Oh, Jessie,” I moaned desperately. “Suck on it, just a bit, please…”

“I just want to make you feel good,” she smiled and obediently sucked my tip into her mouth. “I’ll do anything you ask.”

I grunted and doubled over her, grabbing her hair through the veil as my tip slipped past her warm lips into her hot mouth.

Guiding her head up and down, I thrust my hips. The end of my cock slipped into her beautiful mouth over and over as I watched in fascination.

I was absolutely about to lose it in the pretty young nun’s mouth, right in the middle of her church, but I wanted even more than that from her.

“I want to show you something else,” I said, rubbing her shoulder. “Sit up.”

She sat up looking confused, glancing around the room as she wiped her mouth.

“What is it?” she asked, as I slid down off the pew. “Jack? What are you—?”

“It’s your turn,” I growled under my breath, smiling as I lifted her habit and ducked underneath.

She squealed in surprise as I pushed her legs open, giggling as I worked my way up through her robes. I felt her hands on top of my head as I settled in between her thighs.

“Jack!” she whispered urgently as she patted the top of my head. “This is just—”

Jessie squeaked again in surprise as I slipped my fingers into the waistband of her underwear. Realizing what I was doing, she then assisted me, lifting her hips as I worked her white panties down her soft thighs and legs.

“Jack,” she whispered and laughed, patting the top of my head through her robes. “You’re tickling me!”

I kissed her silky thighs as I stared at her smooth, perfect, virgin pussy, which was already wet for me. Jessie struggled to stifle her gasps and moans as I teased her and kissed my way up her milky thigh towards her tight pussy. She smelled so good, I almost felt drunk being so close to her like this.

“Ah! Oh, mmm,” she moaned, leaning over me as I ran my tongue up along her pussy lips. “Oh, my… Jack…”

She squirmed in her seat as I tongued her wetness, taking my time to pleasure her thoroughly. I pushed my tongue inside her, tasting her as deeply as I could.

“Oh, dear…” she breathed, grasping at my head through the fabric. “Wow, mmm… Oh, yes, sir…”

I focused on her clit, flicking my tongue across it quickly as I gently fed a finger inside her warm pussy.

She gasped, pushing her hips forward and her pussy clenched hard on my digit.

“Oh, if you keep doing that…” she with a stifled moan. “Jack… I—I… Feel like I’m going crazy…”

This only encouraged me, so I focused on her clit with my tongue and gently slipped my finger in and out of her wetness with a slight upwards hook. My cock was so hard as I made her squirm in her seat, grab at my shoulders, and try to stifle her moans.

I could feel her tensing up as I massaged inside of her, and her thighs slowly closed around my head. Her body relaxed and tightened in intensifying waves.

“Oh my,” she said with a shudder as I sucked on and bathed her clit with my tongue. “Oh, please, Jack—”

Unable to hold it back, her body spasmed hard and she cried out. It echoed across the church as her wet pussy pulsated hard on my finger. Her thighs squeezed me so I couldn’t move as her body shook, all I could do was swipe my tongue over her clit. She bent over me, holding onto my head through her shuddering orgasm, and I loved every second of it.

Soon her thighs relaxed enough to release me, and I popped out from under her habit wiping my mouth and chin. Her face was bright red and she was trying to catch her breath as I sat down beside her on the sunny pew again with my hard cock still sticking out of my pants and boxers.

“I want to put my cock inside you,” I growled in her ear as I leaned over.

“I—” she moaned, stroking my hair. “We shouldn’t…”

She reached over and wrapped her fingers around my cock anyway, turning to kiss me passionately.

“But I want you so badly,” she said in between kisses as she nodded. “Please, take me… I need you, Jack…”

I leaned over her, pushing her down to lay on the pew as I pulled her habit up. My pants fell around my thighs as I ran my hand up along her silky smooth leg and thigh.

Reaching down, I shook with excitement as I grabbed my cock and guided myself closer to her warm pussy. She whimpered and gyrated her hips a little as my tip slid easily across her wetness.

I unintentionally moaned as I brushed my cock up and down across her pussy lips. It felt so good, and Jessie’s sharp gasp echoed as my tip slipped inside of her.

“Shit, Jessie,” I groaned, leaning over her and kissing her deeply. “Your pussy is so tight…”

“Oh wow, Jack…” she gasped, throwing her arms around me. “I don’t think you’re going to fit…”

I gently thrust my hips, working my cock a little deeper inside her as she hugged me tight and moaned desperately.

“It can fit,” I grunted, working my hips carefully and slowly. “Trust me, babe…”

“Babe?” she chuckled, but squeezed her eyes shut as I thrust again. “I like that. I trust you…”

I gently gave her short, slow thrusts as I kissed her, soaking my cock in her wetness and waiting patiently when she tensed up too much.

“Just relax,” I stroked her veil as I watched her struggle to accept my cock. “Take it…”

“Give it to me, my love,” she moaned. “I want all of you inside me…”

“God,” I groaned as I finally hilted myself inside of her. “You’re so tight and wet…”

“It feels so good,” she gasped as she squirmed on my cock.

“That’s a good girl,” I breathed into her ear, nodding approvingly as she laughed and released me from holding me close. “I told you it would fit…”

“I like being a good girl for you,” she smiled up at me as she petted my face.

I had one knee on the pew and a foot on the ground as I smiled back at her. I pushed her knees up, causing her habit to fall and bunch up around her waist. She blushed and moaned as I slowly began to thrust, staring down at her in amazement.

Her gorgeous face was still framed by her sacred veil, her round tits bouncing and still covered by her robes as I pushed her naked thighs up and sank my hard cock into the tightest pussy ever.

She held onto my forearms, gazing up at me dreamily. I was hypnotized by her as I pushed my cock inside her, rhythmically stretching her tight pussy lips. I watched in fascination as my soaking wet cock disappeared inside her with long, slow strokes. I let her legs go, but she held them up for me as I used the backs of the pews to hold myself up. Her pussy was so good, I didn’t even notice when I had started slipping my cock into her harder and faster.

Jessie moaned, staring up at me as I slapped against her wet pussy, the sound ricocheting off the stone walls and tall ceiling.

“Let me do some of the work, Jack, honey…” Jessie breathed, stroking my face as I pounded into her. “Sit…”

I leaned down to kiss her, nodding and wetly thrusting my cock into her a few more times before pulling out.

I sat down obediently, pushing my boxers down and my pants fell to the floor around my ankles. My cock stood up for her, harder than ever.

When Jessie stood, her habit fell and she appeared to be fully dressed again as she came to me with a smile, but I knew her panties were on the floor and her pussy was incredibly wet under all that black fabric.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said as she gathered her robes up and straddled me.

She sat on my lap with her knees on the pew, kissing me deeply as she reached between her legs and grabbed my cock. Using the back of the pew for support, she raised herself up just enough to allow my tip to slip between her lips, then lowered herself onto my cock with a happy sigh.

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed as her warm pussy hugged my cock tightly.

“We don’t have to go fast,” she whispered, taking my hand as she slowly moved her hips.

She interlaced her fingers with mine, then reached for my other hand. With both of our hands intertwined, she looked deep into my eyes as she worked her hips. She wasn’t even naked, but she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life.

It was a new experience for me to let her take control, I just held her hands and stared into her pretty eyes as she gently raised and lowered herself on my cock. My jaw slack and my cock harder than ever, I whimpered and moaned with pleasure as she patiently rode me.

“I love you, Jack…” she moaned, starting to move faster.

I didn’t even hesitate, Jessie was amazing.

“I love you too,” I groaned, kissing her and feeling closer to her than I ever felt with anyone before.

Jessie fell forward with a moan, throwing her arms around me and burying her face in my shoulder as she bounced in my lap. I felt her body tensing up and relaxing again, squeezing my cock as I gripped her soft, round ass cheeks under the habit that covered us both.

“Jessie…” I moaned, feeling a hot pressure building up inside of me. “Oh, god, Jessie. I’m going to cum…”

She didn’t let up, instead coming down harder and faster as our thighs slapped together.

“Oh, Jack!” she cried out, holding me tightly as her pussy spasmed hard on my cock.

“Fuck,” I grunted, my fingers digging into her plump ass cheeks as her movements pushed me over the edge. “Jessie… I’m—I’m gonna—”

She gasped and her body shivered strongly as I finally shot my full load deep inside of her tight, quivering pussy. I groaned as I spasmed hard, shaking and desperately using my arms to move her bodily up and down my pulsing shaft. I thrust my hips wildly and filled her wet pussy with stream after stream of my hot cum as she whimpered and shuddered, pressing her face into my shoulder. She breathed hard into my ear as I grunted and twitched, my body shaking as I emptied my balls completely into the pretty young nun’s tight, virgin pussy.

She slowly lifted her head to look at me as I rested my hands on her hips, savouring her as long as I could. My cock still pulsed gently inside of her as we gazed at each other, catching our breath.

With rosy cheeks, Jessie touched my face with a smile, and we laughed giddily together for a beautiful moment.

“I should probably get off you before someone sees us,” she said, kissing me one more time.

I nodded, inhaling her as we kissed. My cock slipped out of her as she got up, and despite being all wet I pulled my pants up as Jessie hastily grabbed her panties from the floor.

She looked like she was staring off into space for a moment, her hand brushing her lower abdomen.

“I think I need to visit the ladies’ room,” she said, reaching out to scratch my chin affectionately. “I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” I nodded, taking the opportunity to pat her bottom as she departed.

Jessie looked back at me with a happy smile before she disappeared into the back room. I exhaled contentedly, trying to remember the last time I felt this happy.

I should probably get cleaned up, too.

I saw a movement out of the corner of my eye, but when I looked, it was gone. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I had seen a wisp of red hair.

Did someone see us?

I buttoned, buckled, and zipped up, then grabbed my brush, pan, and the gift Jessie gave me. I left them on the podium while I went to tidy myself up, then I finished cleaning up the floor and ticked one job off my list.

I was about to go start fixing the dangerous bell tower stairs, when Sister Jessie came sashaying happily out of the back rooms. She was practically skipping, just glowing with joy and life.

“Thank you,” she beamed at me, folding her hands behind her back. “That was really fun.”

“Yes, it was,” I grinned, admiring her beauty.

I briefly mused that despite the filthy things I did to her, I never even got to see her plump tits that day. I hoped to remedy that.

“I wanted to ask you something,” she said, her breasts jiggling as she bounced with excitement. “I was wondering if you would be willing to teach my friend what you showed me today.”

“Teach?” I repeated, taken aback and not quite understanding. “You mean… what we just did together?”

She nodded, stepping forward and taking my hand.

“Please?” Jessie begged me. “She may not be good at showing it, but she’s very interested in you. She’s the one who came up with the idea to give you the accordion folder!”

“Bu—I…” I stammered, momentarily shocked at the proposition.

What kind of church is this?

My mind raced as I considered her request. It was unprecedented for me, but the idea of Jessie sharing me with her friends actually sounded pretty great. But was it… morally wrong?

It was surely unprofessional as a carpenter to bed my clients. Pastor Kelly would definitely be upset about this, and I could lose this lucrative contract if she decided to fire me.

It was probably bad enough that I had corrupted one nun, but now she was pleading with me to do the same with her friend. Maybe this kind of thing is okay in a church of Saint Valentine?

They were adults and could make their own choices, so who was I to choose for them?

In the end, of course, I just couldn’t say no to Jessie and her adorable face. She was begging me to fuck her friend, so it felt stupid to say no.

Maybe I could bed two nuns at the same time?

“Of course,” I grinned, nodding and squeezing her hand. “If you want me to, I’ll… teach your friend.”

“Oh! That’s wonderful,” she hopped in excitement and hugged me.

Her body felt so good against mine, but she pulled away as if she had forgotten herself. She looked around, making sure no one had seen her.

“Thank you,” she smiled and blushed. “Sister Pamela will be so excited! I’m going to go tell her right away!”

With that, she spun and scurried off, hurrying to tell her friend the good news. I stood there in confusion, wondering how I was supposed to seduce someone who so far had treated me like I was less than scum.

Sister Pamela? Really?

* * *

So begins Jack O’Fall’s Master of Nun adventure!

They say a jack of all trades is a master of none, but our tradesman Jack gives the phrase a whole new meaning…

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

* * *

Need more stories about handymen getting in trouble?

Check out the Helping Hand series, where our helpful hero Trevor gives his all to the hot MILFs in his neighbourhood!

HELPING HAND: NEEDS CAULKING

[image: ]

GET IT HERE!

Young stud Trevor is a handy man to have around and he is always willing to lend his smoking hot neighbors a helping hand. His best friend’s sexy mom has a task for him and Trevor is ready to give her all the caulking she needs!

* * *

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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