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About

She’s righteous. Her body disagrees…

Sister Pamela is a puzzle. I’m told that she’s ready to explore her spicy side, but she still keeps her guard up behind a wall of thorns. The more she resists, the more I want her.

She’s a fiery, drop-dead gorgeous redhead with a body hotter than hellfire. The way she looks at me tells me everything I need to know.

If she’s unable to admit her feelings for me, I’m going to have to make the first move.

Righteous Desire is part two 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!


Contents

Title Page

Preview

Righteous Desire

Axel Rivers


Preview

My hands were full and I thought it would be rude to yell out across the hall, so I smiled and nodded to her when I caught her eye. I raised one of the sawhorses in a stunted wave hello, but Sister Pamela quickly looked away with her nose in the air. She walked off carrying the broom, her head held high, seemingly abandoning her task.

Snubbed.

I stopped and stood there stunned for a moment, wondering why she was acting this way. I wasn’t sure how to break through this kind of ice. I would never have guessed that she wanted a little ‘Jack-hammering’.

I chuckled at my internal joke, shook my head, and just carried on. Walking around the pews, I made my way to the back rooms. I carefully navigated through several turns until I found the room that Sister Jessie had guided me to the previous day.

The door was already open, so I just sidled on through. The room was in a back corner of the building, a big storeroom where an old freezer had once leaked onto the floor long enough for wood rot to set in. The faulty appliance now long gone, several floorboards still needed replacing. There was even a hole where someone must have put their foot through it at some point.

I marched in, putting the sawhorses down, and flicking the light switch. I spent the next ten minutes walking back and forth, getting tools, wood and supplies. I happened past Sister Pamela again in the hallway, and she looked at me like a deer caught in the headlights.

“Hi, Sister Pamela,” I said as pleasantly as I could, along with a wave. “How are you today?”

She froze, then with a frustrated exhale through her nose, she blushed and snubbed me even harder than last time. Looking away from me at the wall on her way by, she sped on past me and disappeared around the corner.

I sighed, resolving to concentrate on work for now. I wondered what it was about a nun’s habit that seemed to get me going.


Righteous Desire

Just yesterday, the inside of my work truck was chaos. Thanks to Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela, my new accordion-style folder was keeping all of my paperwork well organized. After taking several hours to sort everything, keeping it that way was not going to be difficult. I should never have let it get so messy in the first place, but just one day of knowing Jessie was all it took to improve my life.

I felt good, better than I had in a long time. Colours were brighter, food tasted better, and my good mood was unshakable. Since I got intimate with Sister Jessie, a smile had remained indelibly on my face.

The sun was smiling cheerily down on the world as I drove with my window down, not needing to worry about all of my documents blowing away. Hanging my arm out the window, I let my hand idly wind-surf through the air.

I chuckled to myself. I took her, right there, in the main hall of the church. Right in the middle of the pews, she gladly gave herself to me. Her beautiful, smiling face was burned into my mind, and I couldn’t think about anything else since that moment.

Except, of course, for Sister Jessie’s bizarre request afterward. I kept replaying it in my head, wondering if maybe I had misheard or misunderstood what she had said.

“I was wondering if you would be willing to teach my friend what you showed me today.”

The only thing I had ‘taught’ her was what is in my pants, not even five minutes prior, so there really wasn’t any room for much misinterpretation there.

She even begged me. I obviously agreed, but I was a little confused about it. If Sister Pamela had given me anything more than a cold shoulder since I met her, I would feel more confident. She seemed distant and looked down her nose at me, so I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to… teach her anything.

“She may not be good at showing it, but she’s very interested in you.”

Right. I was going to have to crank the charm up to eleven for this, if she couldn’t admit her feelings openly. I was determined to do it, because the beautiful Sister Jessie wanted me to.

Of course, Sister Pamela having a super hot body certainly padded my resolve. I was ready to make sacrifices, as long as I could bury my face in that soft, plump bosom.

Very much like Sister Jessie, Sister Pamela was gorgeous. She had a devastatingly curvy figure that even her thick habit could do nothing to hide. Despite her sour demeanor, she was an absolute knockout of a redhead. Her long, vibrantly coloured hair spilled out from under her veil and was mostly straight, with only a slight curve inward at the ends.

With Sister Jessie’s encouragement, I was ready to risk life and limb trying to get close to Sister Pamela. Although it felt like walking into the lion’s den, I needed to do it. It’s not every day your new girl begs you to claim her friend too, I only hoped that I would survive the encounter and live to tell the tale.

I diverted my thoughts, reminding myself of the jobs I needed to do today. I steeled my resolve as I turned off the road into the Chapel of St. Valentine’s Mercy parking lot. I just needed to stay on task, tamp down my nervousness, and not pressure Sister Pamela too hard. Already in denial, she might pull away entirely if I move too fast and make her uncomfortable.

I got out of the truck, hopping down as I stuffed useful items into my pockets. I needed to do some cutting today, replacing a few floorboards and some of the bell tower’s steps. I grabbed a couple of folding sawhorses from the back of my truck, and turned to face the chapel.

My heart leapt with real joy when I saw Sister Jessie approaching, walking down the slight hill from the chapel into the dusty parking lot. Wearing the same clean, black habit and veil as usual, she was somehow even more beautiful than yesterday. Her curves swayed teasingly as she walked, and her endearing smile melted my insides. I grinned back at her, putting the sawhorses down.

She glanced warily over her shoulder as she got closer, looking up at the old church. Then she turned to me with a bright smile, stood on her toes, and reached up to give me a quick kiss on the lips that warmed me from head to toe. The blonde hair that peeked out from under her veil looked golden in the sunlight, her eyes were vividly blue, and her smile was angelic. I spread my arms so I could finally hold her again, but she quickly pushed them away.

“No, not here,” she said, checking over her shoulder again nervously. “Not so openly yet.”

After giving it to her right in the middle of the chapel’s main hall, I didn’t realize we we being that discrete.

“Oh, right,” I said, checking myself and picking up my equipment again. “Sorry, I wasn’t thinking. It’s just so nice to see you again, I missed you.”

“I’m so happy to see you again, too,” she grinned, her eyes twinkling with delight. “Bless you, Jack.”

“The folder worked out really well,” I gestured with my head towards the truck. “I spent hours organizing everything last night. Thank you guys for that.”

“Oh, I’m so glad that you’re using it!” Sister Jessie skipped over to the truck, climbing up on the step to peer inside. “Yes, that’s much better. This truck was a total disgrace yesterday.”

She hopped down, then she stopped as if she suddenly realized something.

“I didn’t mean to insult—” she stammered in a panic, raising her open hands.

“No,” I just interrupted her with a laugh. “You’re right, it was disgraceful. You’ve already made me a better man.”

She smiled happily and blushed, clasping her hands tightly in front of her.

“So,” she said, kicking at the gravel under her feet. “Today you’re going to teach Sister Pamela the ways of love, right?”

“I, uh—” I said, now my turn to stammer nervously. “Y-yes, if I can get along with her…”

“She wants to,” Sister Jessie whispered, stepping closer and touching my arm. “She told me herself. She’s just… shy.”

Sister Jessie was so beautiful, she smelled so good, and she was close enough that her soft bosom pressed against me. I could have taken her right there, whisking her away in my truck and giving it to her in a field somewhere, but I had other tasks I needed to get to.

Namely, my actual job… and Sister Pamela.

“Okay, I’ll try my best,” I nodded, taking a deep breath of her scent and lowering my voice. “But Jessie, I know we just… got together yesterday, but I really need to hold you again.”

She laughed, blushing again as she bashfully cast her gaze to the ground.

“Soon,” she nodded, sweetly looking back up at me. “Very soon. Just… not right now. We both have work to do, I took on some of Sister Pamela’s tasks for the day so she’ll have more… free time.”

She stepped back, clasping her hands in front of her. I wanted more of her, but she was right. Time for work, not play.

“Alright,” I said with an exhale. “Thank you then, I… won’t let you down.”

I grabbed the sawhorses and headed off to the chapel, smiling and nodding to Sister Jessie as I went. She gave me this little smile with an adorable glance as she walked off somewhere towards the back yard of the chapel. I watched her behind swaying as she went.

She was gone, but somehow I still felt her with me. She was amazing, I was definitely in love with her already. I wanted to do whatever, or whoever, I could to make her happy. If that meant making friends with Pamela the ice queen, I was there for it.

Speak of the devil…

When I walked in, Pamela was sweeping, up near the front rows of pews. She looked great, her long red hair spilling out from behind her veil. Her curves were unmistakable through the thick habit, and I wanted nothing more than to take it off her. It felt a little awkward, knowing that I was expected to claim her but not really seeing a clear path to getting there.

My hands were full and I thought it would be rude to yell out across the hall, so I smiled and nodded to her when I caught her eye. I raised one of the sawhorses in a stunted wave hello, but Sister Pamela quickly looked away with her nose in the air. She walked off carrying the broom, her head held high, seemingly abandoning her task.

Snubbed.

I stopped and stood there stunned for a moment, wondering why she was acting this way. I wasn’t sure how to break through this kind of ice. I would never have guessed that she wanted a little ‘Jack-hammering’.

I chuckled at my internal joke, shook my head, and just carried on. Walking around the pews, I made my way to the back rooms. I carefully navigated through several turns until I found the room that Sister Jessie had guided me to the previous day.

The door was already open, so I just sidled on through. The room was in a back corner of the building, a big storeroom where an old freezer had once leaked onto the floor long enough for wood rot to set in. The faulty appliance now long gone, several floorboards still needed replacing. There was even a hole where someone must have put their foot through it at some point.

I marched in, putting the sawhorses down, and flicking the light switch. I spent the next ten minutes walking back and forth, getting tools, wood and supplies. I happened past Sister Pamela again in the hallway, and she looked at me like a deer caught in the headlights.

“Hi, Sister Pamela,” I said as pleasantly as I could, along with a wave. “How are you today?”

She froze, then with a frustrated exhale through her nose, she blushed and snubbed me even harder than last time. Looking away from me at the wall on her way by, she sped on past me and disappeared around the corner.

I sighed, resolving to concentrate on work for now. I wondered what it was about a nun’s habit that seemed to get me going.

I cleared some space to work by shifting some things around, then I attacked the damaged boards with my favourite demolition hammer. I carefully scanned the floor with a flashlight, looking for more signs of damage. After I had pulled up everything I was planning on replacing, I carried the old boards out to my truck. Returning with a broom to sweep up, I left a pile of dust, nails, and splinters off to one side to pick up later.

I picked out a fresh board and set it up on the sawhorses. My tool belt was hanging on the door, so after I made some measurements I realized that I didn’t have a pencil.

Turning around, I got the fright of a lifetime when I came face to face with Sister Pamela.

“Jesus!” I started, before I could stop myself.

I had to stop suddenly and I didn’t want to knock her over, so I ended up grabbing her by the shoulders to both steady myself and prevent myself from bowling right through her.

“Clumsy man!” she bristled, instantly blushing and wresting out of my grasp. “Watch where you’re going!”

I chose to ignore her attitude, remembering Sister Jessie’s words and knowing the bravado was a defense mechanism.

“Pamela,” I said, stepping back with a chuckle as I put my hand on my chest. “You startled me!”

Her hackles slowly lowered when I didn’t rise to her aggression. She brushed her habit off, looking around the room at the destruction I had wrought.

“You’re making a mess,” she said in a softer, but slightly chastising tone.

“You bet I am,” I chuckled, turning to look at the now much larger hole in the floor. “I’m replacing these old floorboards. It will be good as new soon.”

“I saw what you did with Sister Jessie,” she said without missing a beat.

My blood froze and my eyes bugged out a little at her brazen statement. I wondered where she was going with this, but I didn’t say anything yet.

“It was sinful,” she continued meekly, looking down at her feet and clasping her hands in front of herself. “Aren’t you afraid you will go to hell?”

I turned slowly to face her again, and she was looking at the floor with her vibrantly red hair framing her face. She couldn’t meet my gaze, but at least she was trying to open up. For the first time since I met her yesterday, I could see her icy exterior was finally melting, but it really wasn’t due to anything special that I had done. It made sense that she needed to come to me, at her own pace, and when she was ready.

She didn’t seem too accusing or upset, but more like she was honestly asking a question. For a nun that I was hoping to bed, it was surely a fair question.

“I… don’t think what Sister Pamela and I did was hell-worthy,” I chuckled softly. “It was a natural expression of love. I don’t think love is a sin.”

“Love?” she perked up a little, looking shyly up into my eyes. “I didn’t think of it that way.”

Her eyes were green.

“Yeah, of course, absolutely,” I nodded, quickly latching onto the concept. “Surely somebody named St. Valentine would want us to explore love in all its forms, right?”

She looked to the side, touching her pretty lower lip with a finger as she considered my response for a moment. I was greatly relieved that she was getting past the stage of being rude to me, so I let the comfortable silence simmer.

“Did you like the folder we got for you?” Sister Pamela said, suddenly changing the subject again.

She looked up at me, and now that I wasn’t being snubbed or told off, I could really appreciate how pretty she was. Despite the chip on her cold shoulder, Sister Pamela was a prime specimen for sure. Nuns shouldn’t have sexy curves like hers, it wasn’t fair that someone so tempting should be so forbidden.

Which, like Sister Jessie, just made me want her more.

“That thing is amazing,” I gushed, throwing my hands up. “It’s made my life so much easier, really. Thank you so much.”

Sister Pamela smiled as she diverted her gaze. I was sold. Put a fork in me, because I was done. She was just so incredibly hot and adorable, despite how she treated me before. All of that was forgotten now as she adorably displayed genuine satisfaction that I appreciated their gift.

I had a sudden urge to get something for her, too.

“Do—” she said, blushing again and fiddling with her hair nervously. “I… do you think I’m pretty? Like Sister Jessie?”

I just looked at her incredulously.

“Of course. You’re absolutely gorgeous, Pamela,” I said, stating the obvious as I looked her straight in the eyes. “No joke. You’re a knockout.”

She blushed even harder, grinning at the floor.

“I think you’re handsome,” she admitted, looking back up at me. “But you’re a dirty, rough, sinful man.”

I tilted my head to one side, smiling but my brow was furrowed in confusion at the two-faced statement.

“Well,” I said slowly, trying and failing to think of a witty response. “Thank… you?”

She lightly stomped her foot, which caused her breasts to jiggle tantalizingly and my eyes gladly took it all in.

“Why—” she said, almost in frustration. “Why do you make me feel this way?”

“What way, Pamela?” I asked, urging her to continue.

Her face burned, and she turned to the side to look away from me. It wasn’t her fault that she couldn’t face her feelings, so I felt a little bad for her in that moment.

Just thinking about plowing into her curvy body was exciting me as I stood there. We all knew I was supposed to do it with her, but with her acting so aloof, I didn’t know how. Now, this was it. This was the moment I had been waiting for. It had to be.

If I’m going to get past this whole self-denial song and dance, then I’m going to have to be a bit forward…

I stepped closer to her, taking her by the shoulders and turning her to face me with a level of confidence James T. Kirk would have approved of. She gazed up at me in surprise.

“What are you doing?” she asked quietly, leaning back but not pulling away from me. “Your hands are dusty…”

“I want you, Pamela,” I said, my heart racing as I pulled her closer. “I don’t want to resist you anymore.”

Her cheeks burned a bright red and her eyes widened as she inhaled sharply.

“I have to go,” she said quickly, attempting to turn away and escape.

“Pamela,” I said, not letting her go this time.

I pulled her against me, kissing her fully on the lips. She made a noise of surprise, raising her hands but she didn’t push me away.

Her lips were soft and filled me with a warm sensation as the tension slowly melted away from her body, and her hands gently settled on my chest. After kissing her passionately for about five seconds, I pulled back and opened my eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I said, still staring at her soft lips. “I don’t know what came over me…”

Her eyes were still closed and her lips still parted. She stood there for a moment as if in shock and then she leaned closer, slowly reaching for me to engage our kiss again.

She’s into it!

The time for talking over, I met her again and kissed her deeply. I slipped my hands around her, one at her lower back and the other between her shoulders. I pulled her curvy body against mine, getting harder and more excited by the minute. Pamela’s hands found their way up and under my shirt, feeling up the skin on my stomach and back.

I obliged her, taking my shirt off as she watched with wide eyes. She gingerly ran her fingers over my chest with trembling hands. Placing my hands on her waist, I kissed her again.

“I want you to take this robe off,” I growled in her ear. “I need to see you…”

“I…” she stammered, looking over her shoulder at the door. “What if someone walks in?”

I strode over to the door, grabbing a heavy wooden chair that was nearby. Closing the door, I jammed it shut with the chair wedged under the door handle.

“There,” I said, gesturing at my solution. “See? Now we’re alone.”

She looked nervous as I stalked back to her, scooping her back up into another kiss. She passionately kissed me back, her tongue darting between my lips as she stroked my face.

“We shouldn’t…” she protested weakly between breaths, but I knew she wasn’t serious.

I pulled up on her habit, revealing her silky legs as I bunched the modest garment together and pulled it up. She made a little noise of protest, but raised her arms to allow me to lift it all up over her head. It was more cloth than I imagined, but what was underneath was more than worth the wait. I placed the pile of black fabric on a nearby shelf.

As excited as I was to reveal her milky smooth skin, I had to pause for a second to take stock of what I saw next. Hidden underneath the many layers of black wool, she wore a sexy, sheer set of white lingerie.

She’s a dirty girl after all…

She shyly tried to cover herself, but I gently pulled her hands away as I stared hungrily at her sexy body. Her bra and panties were complimented by a lacy garter belt clipped to long, sheer white stockings. Her veil and red hair spilled over her shoulders, and her silky skin begged to be touched.

“Wow,” I exhaled, staring at her in amazement. “You’re so beautiful, Pamela…”

Her body was artwork, a study of perfection. I must have been staring too long because it was Sister Pamela who took action next. She reached for my belt, pulling and unbuckling it. I snapped out of it and eagerly assisted her, unzipping my jeans and letting them fall to the floor with a clatter of my belt buckle.

She gasped softly, staring wide-eyed and slack-jawed at the bulge in my boxers. I didn’t want to lose momentum, so I lifted my waistband over my cock and allowed the boxers to fall amongst my pants on the floor.

Completely naked, I kicked my shoes off, stepped out of my pants and took her by the waist. She couldn’t stop staring down at my hard cock, touching my shaft gingerly as I pulled her closer.

Sister Pamela almost didn’t even notice as I reached behind her to pinch the hooks that were holding her bra on, as she was distracted by my own naked body. Her hands flew from my cock to her breasts, holding her bra there as soon as it was no longer held in place.

She looked me in the eyes, her cheeks flushed pink as she breathed deeply.

“I’m scared,” she whispered to me.

She was so beautiful and innocent, but her sexy lingerie betrayed a desire that she must have kept buried for a very long time.

“Don’t be scared,” I chuckled, pulling her close in a warm, affectionate hug. “We can stop if you want to. Anything you want, Pamela. I just want to make you happy, that’s all this is.”

She melted into the hug, wrapping her arms around me and sighing contentedly. We stood there for a couple minutes, just holding each other closely. Then, she gently pulled back so she could look me in the eyes again. The bra was sandwiched between us, so now it fell to where our hips were pressed together. Her gorgeous, round breasts were perfect.

“Don’t stop,” she said earnestly. “Teach me to be your dirty girl, please…”

I threw the bra aside, kissing her again. I lifted her up and she threw her arms around my neck. I carried her to the sawhorses where the heavy plank sat between them, and sat her gently on it.

She sat there between the sawhorses in nothing but garter belt, panties, sexy stockings and black veil covering her hair. I leaned down and gently kissed her nipple, squeezing her plump breast as she jumped and gasped sharply.

“Oh,” she moaned, supporting her breast with one hand as her other squeezed my bicep. “Jack…”

I stroked my hard cock as I teased her breasts, taking my time to play with them and tickle her nipples with my tongue.

“God,” I grunted. “You’re amazing…”

“This is so wrong…” she moaned, pulling my head closer as I sucked on her tit.

I pulled on her panties, hitting a snag because I forgot how garter belts work. The scent of her pussy wafted over me and it smelled amazing, I shivered with excitement as I fumbled with the garter straps.

She helped me remove the clips from her stockings, then I was free to pull her panties down her smooth, sexy legs. Throwing them aside, I knelt down and spread her soft thighs wider so I could see her tight, wet little pussy.

Time to give this naughty little nun what she needs…

“Jack! What is—” she squealed and squirmed. “What are you—”

I ignored her, spreading her legs and moving in to lick her sweet pussy deeply. Her thighs were soaked in her wetness, her scent driving me wild.

“Oh!” she laughed, grabbing my hair. “Oh, my…”

She quickly settled, rocking her hips into my mouth as I sucked on her clit. I pushed my tongue inside her, tasting her intimately and enjoying my hard-earned reward.

I looked up at her, admiring her round breasts as she held one of them in her hand. Her other hand stroked my hair as she stared down at me in fascination, getting more excited as I teased her with my tongue.

“Oh, Jack,” she moaned, quivering slightly as I licked her pussy. “You—you dirty, filthy man…”

I stroked my cock as I inserted my fingers, massaging inside her as I stood up and kissed her briefly. We stared at each other slack-jawed as I fingered her and masturbated at the same time.

“Jack,” she whimpered desperately, working her hips. “I—”

She moaned as her pussy convulsed, and she leaned her head against my shoulder.

“That’s it,” I breathed as I felt her pussy twitch. “Cum for me…”

“You’re making me feel crazy,” she moaned, shivering. “Oh, Jack…”

Her fingers dug into my upper arms as she spasmed hard and cried out, her pussy rhythmically squeezing my fingers. I abandoned touching myself to hold her hip as I pounded my fingers into her.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “That’s my dirty girl…”

She shuddered and moaned lewdly, gasping and shivering as I pulled my fingers out of her. Sister Pamela put her hands on my shoulders, shaking her head to throw her veil and red hair back. Her scent drove me wild, and I stared at her pink, wet pussy as I stroked my cock and I moved between her legs.

“Oh, Jack,” she exhaled, catching her breath as she traced my shaft with her fingers.

“I need to put my cock inside you,” I groaned, slapping my tip against her wet pussy. “I need you, Pamela…”

“Uh huh,” she just nodded dreamily, her eyes only half-focused as I pulled away. “Come back…”

As a second thought, I hurried to over to grab a second floorboard. I placed it behind Sister Pamela, which allowed her to sit more comfortably.

I returned to her and she kissed me as she slipped her arms around my neck. I rested my hands on her hips as I brushed the tip of my cock against her warm wetness.

I just let her feel the tip of my cock there, trying my best not to just shove it in like I wanted to. She broke our kiss suddenly to look down, leaning back on the second board and dragging her fingers across my hard shaft.

“Sister Jessie said it was big,” she whispered. “But this…”

I laughed, kissing her again as I pushed forward slightly. Sister Pamela made an adorable, surprised noise as my tip slipped inside her warm pussy, giving me a rush of relief now that I could finally feel her on my cock.

“Oh,” she whimpered, clawing at my forearms. “Jack…”

She looked down again, unable to tear her eyes away from my cock as it entered her. She was tight, so I moved patiently and slowly, letting her wetness soak my cock. I pulled back, my tip soaked by her, then slowly dipped a little deeper into her tight pussy.

“That—” she gasped, her eyes widening. “Oh, more… please…”

Slowly thrusting again and again, I patiently worked my cock deeper and deeper into Sister Pamela’s soaking wet, virgin pussy. She hugged my cock tightly, gasping and moaning as I eventually penetrated her fully. I stared at her amazing tits as she squirmed, struggling to accommodate my cock.

She finally tore her eyes away from my shaft as it entered her, staring at me in amazement with her mouth open.

“It’s too big…” she breathed, wincing slightly.

“Try to relax,” I whispered to her. “Let me in, baby…”

I kissed her sexy mouth, starting to move. She moaned as I thrust gently into her, and her tight pussy squeezed me hard.

“Oh,” she moaned. “Yes…”

She threw her arms around my neck and shuddered, whimpering and moaning as she unexpectedly orgasmed again. It was heavenly, thrusting slowly as her tight pussy pulsated on my cock. I hugged her close and kissed her neck while she shivered and gasped, digging her fingernails into my back.

I didn’t stop fucking her as she recovered, catching her breath into my shoulder. She leaned back as I slipped my cock into her, looking at me with unfocused eyes. She was completely overwhelmed with desire and I was feeling the same way.

She leaned forward to shove her tongue into my mouth and I sucked on it as I pounded into her tight pussy. I ran my hand up her waist to take a handful of her plump breast.

“I love you,” she whispered. “You’re a filthy, strong, dirty man. I’ll do anything for you, make me your little whore…”

“I love you too, sweetheart,” I smiled at her as I stroked her smooth thighs.

I was already getting everything I wanted from her, but pounding into her as she sat on the sawhorse really wasn’t an ideal position. I kissed her, then I pulled my wet cock out of her tight pussy.

“Come down,” I said, taking her hand and stepping back. “I want to take you from behind.”

She hopped down obediently, turning and placing her hands on the plank.

“Like this?” she asked, looking over her shoulder with flushed cheeks.

God, she’s beautiful.

I embraced her from behind, taking two big handfuls of her plump breasts. I pulled her close, rutting my cock against her soft ass cheeks. She moaned lustfully, turning as far as she could to the side and I leaned over to kiss her on the lips. I kissed her neck and pinched her nipples, my cock feeling harder than ever. I ran my hands down her sides and waist, gripping her hips as she moaned and reached back to stroke my hair. I thrust my cock between her thighs as my hands roved all over her perfect body.

I pushed her forward, guiding her into a bent over position over the wooden plank. She looked back at me, the beautiful redheaded nun’s cheeks and pussy a matching shade of pink. In her veil, white garter belt with long, matching stockings, she was incredible to behold.

“You’re my girl now,” I said, slapping her round ass cheek. “Just like Sister Jessie.”

“I’m all yours, Jack,” she gasped and whimpered. “I’m your bad girl…”

“You’re my filthy girl,” I said with a grin and spanked her other ass cheek, which left a pink hand print.

“Oh, god, yes. I’m your dirty, filthy girl. Please…” she begged, looking back at me. “Put that big cock back inside me! Please…”

I grunted with satisfaction as I slowly brushed my cock across her soft, wet pussy lips with my hand as she whimpered. She pushed her hips back at me eagerly, then I relented and fed my cock back deep inside her warmth.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “Your pussy is so good…”

“Don’t swear,” Sister Pamela admonished me.

I just chuckled as I took a handful of her veil and red hair, pushing as deep inside her as I could.

“Mmm, you fill me up so good,” she moaned. “I love your thick cock…”

I slowly built up the pace as I pounded my hard cock into her tight, wet pussy. Her juicy body jiggled with each slap, spurring me on.

Gripping her garter belt with one hand and her hip with the other, I grunted as I gave in completely to my desire. I watched as my cock wetly stretched her pink pussy lips, savouring every moan I could elicit from her.

We moved hypnotically together, clapping noises filling the room as we bounced off each other.

“Jack!” Sister Pamela cried out, grasping at the wooden plank she was leaning on.

She groaned gutturally, and I watched in satisfaction as I made her orgasm for a third time. She shuddered bodily, crying out as I held her waist and desperately pounded into her. I spanked her as her pussy squeezed me, pulsating hard.

“Ohh,” I groaned as I slammed into her quivering body. “I’m going to cum too, baby…”

“Not inside of me, please,” she said with a shiver as she looked back at me. “I don’t want to get pregnant… Not yet…”

I strained not to cum, pulling out of her quickly, because her pulsing, warm, wet pussy was about to pull it all right out of me. Without any prompting, Sister Pamela slid down to the floor and sat on her knees.

She already knows what to do… Bad girl…

She looked absolutely stunning, sitting on her thighs in her white stockings and garter, submissively looking up at me as she caught her breath.

“Cum on me,” she said, gazing up at me with lust as she threw her hair and veil over her shoulders. “Cover me with your seed…”

She took my cock in her hands, pushing mine away. She smiled up at me, gently sliding her hands all over my soaking wet cock. She kissed my tip, her little tongue accompanying her soft lips as she wiggled her hips sensually.

It was all I could do to just stare at her, groaning with pleasure as she slowly and lovingly teased my cock back to the edge. I stroked her hair and veil, staring into her eyes as she happily slid her tongue across the back of my cock. She was so good at it, it was hard to believe that she really was a virgin nun. There was no hurry, she just patiently and wetly kissed and licked my tip, piercing me with her green eyed gaze until I couldn’t take any more.

“Good girl… Bad girl…” I moaned senselessly as I tensed up. “Ugh, Pam—!”

I tried with all of my might but of course, I was unable to hold back, my body jerking hard as I shot a thick rope of cum across her tongue. I moaned in ecstasy, staring at Sister Pamela with my mouth hanging open as I spasmed again and shot a second streak of white across her face. She massaged my shaft, watching in fascination as more cum shot out of me with each pulse, covering her hands and dripping down onto her large breasts, stomach, and silky thighs.

I groaned and shivered, shaking my head and stumbling back a little as weakness set in. Sister Pamela released me, perched on her shapely thighs, looking down at herself and touching my cum as it ran down her face and silky, curvy body.

She started curiously spreading my cum around her breasts, reveling in it as I watched her.

“I love being your filthy girl,” she said under her breath, gazing up at me with fire in her eyes as she ran her hands over her sticky, sexy body.

I got closer and smiled down at her, stroking her face and admiring her stunning body. She pulled on her lacy stockings to straighten them out, and smiled back at me. She looked so happy, not to mention so beautiful naked and covered in my cum.

I felt so lucky to have claimed Sister Pamela like this, as well as the gorgeous Sister Jessie the previous day. I just needed to break the ice with Pamela, then she gladly turned into my little plaything.

Sister Pamela’s head snapped around to look when there was a rattle and a thump at the door. All of the blood drained from her face in dread as the door opened a crack, causing the chair to squeak across the floor a few inches.

“Is someone in there?” we heard Pastor Kelly call out. “The door is stuck.”

“Come,” I mouthed to Sister Pamela, quickly helping her up.

I first grabbed her habit that lay crumpled on the shelf, handing it to her as I grabbed my boxers. She threw the robe over her head, pulling it down right over top of all my cum.

“Oh, silly me!” I yelled back as we scrambled to get dressed. “I blocked the door… by accident. Just wait… One second…”

I buckled my belt as Sister Pamela took off her veil to straighten her hair, then put it back on. I pulled a kerchief out my pocket and handed it to her, indicating with a gesture that she should wipe the mess off her face.

I threw my shirt on, then grabbed her bra from the floor and handed it to her. She blushed and grabbed it, stuffing it into her pocket.

I walked over to the door, looking pointedly at Sister Pamela for confirmation that she was ready.

“Good?” I mouthed to her.

“Is my face clean?” she whispered urgently as she wiped her hands and gestured at herself.

I quickly returned and took the handkerchief, wiping a little more off her chin and neck. I gave her a quick kiss, and one extra second just to smile at her.

“I love you,” she whispered, sweetly touching my face.

God, she’s so pretty.

“I love you too, my filthy girl,” I whispered back, kissing her again as she grinned happily.

“Everything okay in there?” Pastor Kelly said impatiently.

“Yep!” I said, hurrying over to the door. “I put this in the way, by accident… Let me move that…”

Before I threw the chair aside, I put the ends of the two planks on the floor and picked up one of the sawhorses. I hoped that this would help it not look like I intentionally blocked the door with a chair, since it might make more sense if it had been unintentionally blocked by a piece of equipment that would get moved around.

“Silly me,” I said and I threw the door open wide. “I didn’t realize it was blocked, sorry. I was just distracted by… work…”

She stood in the doorway eying us both suspiciously, running her fingers through her shoulder-length brown curls. Pastor Kelly was a little older than the nuns of St. Valentine’s Mercy, but she was pretty and good humoured. She laughed easily, and maintained a positive attitude that was infectious.

Sister Pamela came forward, kneeling down to lift the planks up. I took her cue, and replaced the sawhorse so she could rest them there again.

“I was just…” Sister Pamela blurted out nervously. “…helping Jack out a little. Carpentry is so… interesting?”

She blushed hotly as she dusted her fingers off daintily, so I tried to take attention off of her by engaging the pastor.

“Of course,” I nodded, planting my fists on my hips with my arms akimbo. “Good to have a helper sometimes!”

Nodding, the pastor’s eyes drifted to the large hole in the floor.

“There’s an even bigger hole in the floor now,” Pastor Kelly said, then looked down at my feet. “Do you normally work without shoes on?”

I looked down dumbly, taking a second to formulate a clever response.

“Yes,” I said, confidently looking Pastor Kelly square in the eyes. “It makes me feel more at home.”

“Oh, okay…” she replied, looking at me in disbelief. “That doesn’t seem very safe, but you’re the professional here. I wanted to tell you, you did a great job fixing the noisy step over by the podium. Such a relief!”

“Of course,” I grinned. “Only the highest quality work for a house of God!”

Pastor Kelly seemed to approve of that, beaming at me happily. Sister Pamela grabbed the broom, attempting to look busy.

“But Pamela,” the pastor went on, and I was relieved for the change of subject. “I’ve been looking for you! I wanted to let you know, I just got off the phone with Sister Grace. She’s coming to visit us tomorrow!”

“Oh, that’s wonderful! She must be back from her trip,” Sister Pamela said with a smile, taking a step forward and holding the broom to her chest. “We haven’t seen her in months!”

“I knew you would be excited,” Pastor Kelly replied, gesturing emphatically in the air. “Anyway, I’ll let you guys get back to it, just wanted to give you the good news. Keep up the good work, Jack!”

If by ‘good work’ she means ‘deflowering all the nuns’, I’m on it!

“Oh, and Jack,” the pastor said, pausing in the doorway. “I think I’d feel better if you wear shoes while working, okay? Gotta protect them toesies!”

“You got it, boss!” I shrugged and nodded.

Pastor Kelly laughed at her own comment as she patted the door frame and disappeared around the corner.

Sister Pamela visibly deflated as tension left her. We both exhaled with relief, but then we were both startled as one when Sister Jessie came barreling into the room.

“Did you hear?” Sister Jessie exclaimed, excitedly grabbing Sister Pamela’s arms and hopping in place.

Pamela mirrored Jessie’s excitement, but Jessie stopped as she sniffed the air, suddenly alert.

“Wait, I know that smell,” she noted, leaning close to Sister Pamela to find the source. “You—”

As I sat and pulled my work boots back on, Jessie turned and pointed at me with a sly grin growing on her face.

“You guys… did it?” she whispered intensely, turning back to Sister Pamela.

“Um, yes,” Sister Pamela blushed, gesturing at her body. “I’m… kind of… covered in cum... There’s a lot of it, I wasn’t expecting it to be this much.”

Sister Jessie’s eyes widened in surprise, then she laughed out loud. Her and Sister Pamela whispered urgently to each other for a minute.

I returned to the sawhorses and looked at my notepad, where I had noted my measurements. I only vaguely heard a couple key words of what they were gossiping about, words like ‘big’, ‘hard’, and ‘strong’. It sounded flattering, so I assumed they were saying good things.

Sister Jessie finished their frantic private session with, “Tell me everything.”

Then Sister Jessie whirled around, turning to face me again as she took Sister Pamela’s hand.

“You’re a naughty boy,” she teased. “You guys got at it quick! I should go help Sister Pamela get cleaned up. Thank you for teaching her today.”

She came closer and kissed me on the cheek, still holding hands with Sister Pamela. Sister Pamela joined her, kissing my other cheek. I just smiled and enjoyed it, putting my arms around their waists and hugging them dearly.

I was an extremely lucky man.

Jessie beamed at me with her bright smile, and Pamela blushed and patted my face tenderly.

“Now you can even teach Sister Grace,” Sister Jessie said, causing Pamela to jump with excitement. “She needs to learn more about love, too. Please?”

“You’ll make her so happy,” Sister Pamela went on, tugging on my arm. “You have to, please?”

“Please-please-please?” Sister Jessie pleaded.

“She’s a virgin too,” Sister Pamela added. “She needs to learn the ways of real love.”

The two gorgeous young nuns bounced as they begged me, pulling on my arms.

Really, how can I say no?

“I—” I chuckled, amused by their adorable pleading. “Of course I will. For you two, I’ll do anything.”

“Thank you!” they exclaimed in unison, hugging me as one.

As I held my two girls, I just felt very happy. I realized that I wasn’t just having some forbidden fling here. As far as these beautiful women were concerned, I had claimed them as my own, and they were totally fine with sharing my love.

“Sister Grace,” Sister Pamela said, as the two girls pulled back from our hug. “She’s pretty… reserved. It might be hard to get through to her, but she could really use your guidance, Jack.”

If ice queen Pamela is saying that, just how repressed could Sister Grace be?

Sister Pamela couldn’t admit her feelings about me, so it took some convincing to warm her up. In the end, she turned into a pretty filthy girl for me.

Trying to add Sister Grace to my little harem of naughty nuns could be even trickier.

On my one-way ride to hell, the challenge only made it more fun.

* * *

It must be hard to get any actual work done with distractions like these!

It seems that our man Jack is facing a series of increasingly difficult seductions, so it’s a good thing he loves a challenge! He has managed to claim Sister Jessie and Sister Pamela, but can our Master of Nun wrangle a lifelong master of repression and self-control?

Find out in the next book, Fallen Angels!

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

* * *

The Viking Vixens series is a wild story about Justin, the first victim of Sherry Flint’s lifetime of mad experiments. He is tossed through time and space to cause some spicy trouble in an ancient Viking village!

VIKING TEMPTRESS

[image: ]

GET IT HERE!

So I went to class one day and my professor tried an experiment on me. I had a crush on her so I went along with her crazy idea. I definitely did not expect to be sent a millennium back through time. I wanted a latte. I was going to class early, trying to learn from my professors and get good grades.

Instead I was launched into a different timeline, arriving in a Viking town where the people love to take my stuff. I’ll have to get my stuff back later, because the women there were insanely beautiful and all interested in one thing: Making babies with me.

Every time-traveling story warns us not to change the past, but when Thyra the beautiful Viking woman kisses me I feel like I don’t have a choice!

* * *

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
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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:
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