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After the church was done with all its daily routines, Sister Mercy was about to head home.

The masses had left, and so she took one last look out into the cathedral to ensure the church truly was empty. Every so often, a straggler would remain, usually homeless or elderly, and as the night attendant to the rectory, it was her duty to always see them out.

She peered from the back, and indeed, everyone had left save for a petite young man waiting by the confessional booth. He was wearing a cute little black crop top, exposing his flat belly and navel piercing.

Quite the odd thing to wear in church, Sister Mercy thought to herself.

But it was late, and the boy looked as if he had just got done working out, so perhaps he had stopped by after going to the gym? The little twink was adorable, looking shyly at the busty nun who approached, as if waiting for her to notice him.

Getting closer, she was able to see more of the obvious femboy. He was decorated with all kinds of jewelry: pink and rainbow bracelets, a black choker around his lithe neck, and studded earrings. Most distractingly, were the tight denim shorts that were clearly designed for girls that were packing a fat, juicy ass. His denim's buckle looked like it was barely able to hold his thick booty inside.

"Hello, young man.” Sister Mercy said, trying to place where she had seen the boy before. “How can I help you in this late hour?"

The twink immediately blushed.

"Good evening Sister, I apologize for asking so late but I was wondering if I could confess some sins of mine."

Upon hearing his voice, she was certain she recognized him, but couldn't pinpoint when or where.

Sister Mercy was a tall, heavy-breasted woman in her mid-twenties. Her black robe hid most of the structure of her body but the twink knew this ‘woman of God’ was sculpted like a Greek Goddess underneath. He had been watching her for quite some time, after all.

"Why um, of course,” Sister Mercy said, trying to keep her eyes to herself. “I’m always available for a young man looking for salvation. Come, follow me."

When she turned, the posh little twink smiled, and followed her to the confession booth’s side-by-side doors.

As soon as he sat down in the darkness of the box, he was barely able to keep his thoughts to himself, but he waited all the same. In fact, the boy couldn’t keep but squirm in his seat, anxiously endearing the seconds that ticked by as Sister Mercy entered in the opposite booth and gradually made herself comfortable.

There was subtle commotion in the adjacent cubicle, the sound of a tall and busty woman squeezing into a tight, wooden space. But after several moments the noises settled and he could hear the voluptuous amazon nestle in.

After a brief silence Sister Mercy cleared her throat and said, “What is your name, young man?”

“Sammy,” the boy said quickly.

"And when was your last confession, Sammy?"

“Um, over a week ago.”

“I see. That’s alright,” Sister Mercy replied. “Just start at the beginning and begin whenever you’re ready.”

"Alright,” he began. “Forgive me Sister, for I have sinned.”

The boy chewed his lower lip.

“Go on.”

“Tonight,” he blurted. “The whole time you were giving your speech and doing your duties… rather than praying to God, I was… daydreaming about how fat your cock must be."

Sister Mercy gasped.

While he couldn’t see her, the femboy grinned ear-to-ear regarding what he just said aloud.

There was no response from the other side for several moments, and the pair sat in silence, letting the lewd words hang in the air.

Briefly, the little twink felt afraid and scorned. What was Sister Mercy going to do? Was he too forward in his approach?

He knew the nun had to try and stay professional, but Sammy was now an admitted godforsaken fuckslut.

But then, finally, Sister Mercy spoke.

“Young man,” her voice came in a low husk. “You mustn’t think that way.”

Sammy bit his lower lip, already feeling his shorts shrinking.

”But I can’t help it, Sister!” He whined. “Ever since I found out you were… special.”

“You must keep that to yourself!” Sister Mercy huffed. “The father and the rest of the clergy cannot know. I’ll be kicked out of the church!”

Sammy’s sly smile grew wider.

Ever since their discovery, Futanari women have not been commonly accepted by society. Certainly not the Catholic Church. So many, like Sister Mercy, kept their true gender a secret.

“I know, Sister. I know. And I promise, I won’t tell. I care about you too much!”

There was a long, silent, pregnant beat.

Until finally, Sister Mercy’s voice chimed through the dark, "Very well, Sammy. Go on."

Upon receiving the reply, the saucy little twink proceeded to spill out the rest of his thoughts.

"Well… As you were doing your thing today,” Sammy began tepidly, “I was watching you… and just kept drooling over you. About your body. About what is under those loose nun clothes… and kept imagining how it would taste… how it would feel in my mouth, and stretch my asshole… and when you clasped your hands together to pray I couldn’t help but think how they would feel around… around my neck.”

He pantomimed by wrapping his own tiny hands around his throat, purring a soft coo as he squeezed.

“Oh Sister Mercy, how I’ve dreamed of being slapped and choked by you."

The twink stifled a giggle, almost unable to believe he was saying his cursed thoughts out loud. He was shaking with the fear of what Sister Mercy would do to him.

But her sultry voice reassured him.

"... and how long have you been having these sinful thoughts?"

Holy fuck, Sammy thought to himself.

She knows there's more.

His cock was throbbing so bad in his tight, tiny denim shorts that his hands quickly undid his buckle and pulled his slutty cock out just so he could sit more comfortably.

“Weeks… months…” Sammy breathed, gripping his slippery little member.

There was another pause, before Sister Mercy said, “and what else of today?”

Sammy almost groaned aloud but slapped a hand over his mouth, tugging away at his tiny cock.

When he relaxed a bit more and was confident he wouldn’t shriek aloud, he said, "Earlier this afternoon, when I couldn't hold it any longer or contain my slutty thoughts, I went to the basement and masturbated to you. I jerked my little dick and fingered my little hole…”

“Good heavens…” Sister Mercy said.

“But then…” Sammy huffed. “Then as I was pleasuring myself, Sister Preston walked in on me.”

The nun covered her own mouth this time, to hide the lustful gasp he let out.

“At first I thought she might run and tell, but instead, she started laughing. So there I was, rock hard with my panties around my ankles, thinking my life was over and begging her to keep it a secret…”

“And?”

“Until she… she pulled her robe aside and showed me her big, beautiful cock. She told me that in exchange for keeping my secret, she wanted to drain her cock until her balls were empty, right then and there.”

“Sister Preston…” Sister Mercy gasped. “I never knew she was different, nor such a sinner.”

The young Miss Preston was a new addition to the church. The slender and athletic blonde was beautiful, young, and charming, but to learn that she had an apparently very large fem-appendage was shocking to say the least. By all accounts she had always been trim and proper, and while not particularly blessed in the breast department, she certainly was a devout and promising young nun.

“Mmm, yesss…” Sammy mewled, “her cock was so big… so juicy… but I doubt it’s as big as yours, Sister Mercy. I know it’s not!”

Silence followed.

So then he continued, “I hesitated at first… but dear God I was so horny and I still had my dick hanging out and it was sssooo hard.”

The boy purred and cooed in his seat, fidgeting from the memories. Meanwhile his hand was a blur, smearing his slick pre over his teenaged length.

“And how big is it?” Sister Mercy asked sternly. “Your cock?”

Sammy stifled a giggle. “Tiny, Mistress. I mean, Sister.”

“Only a few measly inches.” He admitted.

“Hmm,” Sister Mercy mused. “Go on.”

“When Sister Preston whipped out her thick cock from underneath her veil I squealed. My body was twitching, and I was so full of lustful excitement about her blackmailing me that I felt like I might explode. And when I consented… oh my God the look on her face.”

“You mustn't use the Lord’s name in vain, Sammy.”

“I’m sorry, Sister. It’s just… and I was so…”

“Yes, my child,” Sister Mercy said with a breath. “Father Augustus appears to hire very special kinds of women into his service…”

Sammy giggled.

“Continue,” Sister Mercy said.

“Before I could say anything she immediately turned me around, pushed me over onto one of the empty tables and spanked my little ass! Then she spread me wide and spit into my slutty little asshole! Mmm, I can still feel its warmth…”

“Concentrate Sammy.” Sister Mercy chuffed.

“She didn’t waste any time. With her robe pulled aside, she immediately shoved her fat cock in my ass! Oh, fuck it felt so good. She fucked me for a full hour, slapping my ass as she rutted me, choking and squeezing my neck, calling me a helpless little whore. She used me as much as she wanted. And… What I’m most ashamed of is, after she came, and told me that my secret was safe with her I… I legit begged her to put her thick cock inside me again…”

“And why would you ask her such a thing?”

“So I… so I could cum!” Sammy bleeted. “That's just how much of a slut I am.”

“It appears that way…”

“So she put her dick back in my ass and fucked my brains out until I was shaking. I came so hard… my orgasm was mind melting. She creampied me until she got bored. But before leaving, she saved my number in her phone and told me that I have to keep meeting her every Sunday afternoon in the same cellar. But the second I stop, she'll tell everyone.”

“Good heavens, Sammy…”

“And I was so afraid to be outed as a helpless fuck whore, I decided to confess everything to you. Here. Now."

As his story concluded, Sammy could feel his libido plateau. Without his lewd, outloud admissions of the sinful events just hours ago his body was once more left forsaken. He couldn't relive the memory without touching himself, but now, even feverishly jerking his leaking dicklet, rubbing helplessly in an attempt to cum… he couldn’t.

And so he begged.

"Please, help me Sister.” Sammy groaned. “Nobody in my family knows I'm this much of a slut. It would be so embarrassing. Perhaps you could let people know that I'm closer to God, and that maybe I’m on a path of enlightenment. Ya know, to save my reputation in case something happens?"

On the other side, Sister Mercy only had one thought on her mind: what his blown-out, cum covered fuckhole looked like.

She never was a true believer in God and only did it as a profession, yet every now and then, she somehow found opportunities such as these where she could use her power and appeal for her own entertainment. So long as no one was harmed along the way.

After a long pause, the nun finally decided to chime in.

"Well... clearly…” she began in a husky, broken tone. “Your heart is drenched with lust, and even though you're looking to escape this trapped situation, I know that a large part of you wanted to keep being trapped and used. But you still came out here and submitted your thoughts to me, trusting me to make a decision for you, regarding whatever happens. Luckily for you, I have just the cure."

The little twink heard movement in the darkness, and realized too late that his cock was still out, so he quickly tried his best to shove it back into his tight denim, but his boner was too profuse to be contained.

Suddenly, the door of his confession booth burst open, and there Sister Mercy stood, the glow of the candlelit cathedral hall emanating behind her.

All Sammy could do now only helplessly gaze up into the nun's deep, dark eyes, knowing full well his effeminate little cock was standing up and erect from his tight booty shorts.

The busty nun paid no heed, and just like Sister Preston had, slowly pulled the front of her robe aside, unveiling a massive, rockhard cock, standing outward like an upturned banana.

Sister Mercy’s virile cock and balls, smooth as silk and engorged beyond comprehension from the twink’s whimsical tale were a sight to behold.

“Quite bigger than Sister Preston’s, hmm?” She asked.

The trembling femboy could only stare at her shaft with eyes wide open, realizing it was twice the size, and more than enough to stuff his entire throat.

“Just like I imagined…” he replied, all but drooling.

Sister Mercy smiled.

For years now, she had been abstinent. Not by choice mind you, but necessity. And now, mere feet away, was a juicy little fuck toy just ready to used. She had found herself a perfect, submissive little slut.

Unfortunately, Sister Preston had apparently found this one first and had packed his asshole full of cum, marking her territory - a common trope amongst the Futa community. So technically this twink was hers.

But Sister Mercy didn’t care. Not here. Not now.

And no matter, because the nun saw the twink's fresh, wet mouth and realized there was still a hole she could plunder. Sister Preston may have had rights to Sammy's asshole, but she could still call dibs on his throat. Besides, she had the upper hand, because from the start, little Sammy had been fascinated by her more than anyone else.

So maybe she could succeed in keeping this twink entirely to herself. Though the notion of sharing was not off the table.

Meanwhile, Sammy could only stare back helplessly at the thick, circumcised shaft with its perfect design, its unholy curves and the gargantuan veins that criss-crossed around its length.

In fact it was cocks like hers that made him believe in God, because such majesty could only be crafted by the almighty.

"Oh… Oohh Sister Mercy, I-”

Before Sammy even knew it, the hungry nun grabbed the boy's shaggy hair and rammed her cock right into his wet, slutty mouth.

“OH MY-GLUMPGMLULMP!"

The girthy, delicious cock filled his cheeks, ballooning them out, and inundated his tongue with a cavalcade of forbidden flavors. The twink's eyes widened and his body shivered as his mouth and his throat willingly gulped down the delicious tube of womanhood.

No sooner was she half-embedded did the thrusting begin, before the little tart could even complete a thought, nevermind a sentence.

"You know,” Sister Mercy said as she sawed her way into and out of Sammy’s mouth. “It's a simple solution actually."

"GLUGH-GLUGHK!"

The nun began mercilessly thrusting and ramming her cock as she held the twink's tiny head with both her dainty hands.

"You are… mmph, overburdened with lust and desire.” Sister Mercy said, skull-fucking the boy as she spoke. “My cock, mmph, on the other hand can fuck your little holes for as long as I like. As, mmph, penance."

The shoving of cock was quickly too much for little Sammy to handle. He could feel his eyes rolling back into his skull, and his head throbbed with the exploding and repeated rape of his gag reflex. He tried, in vain, to properly breathe, but there was just no relent.

"You. Think. Your. Horniness, mmph. Is any, mmph. Match for mine, slut?” Sister Mercy hissed. “Think again, bitch!"

Alarmed, Sammy instincevely gripped onto either of Sister Mercy's smooth, supple thighs in a desperate attempt to beg for some air.

Thankfully, the nun paused for a second and pulled her cock out with a wet, sloppy ‘SLRRK’ sound, leaving little Sammy gasping.

The twink, once so confident at his cock sucking skills, panted heavily. Bewildered and dazed, he physically tried to keep his head from spinning by grasping at the walls of the booth.

Sammy huffed and puffed, trying to regain his breath and swallow as much air as he could. But the room kept spinning, and his eyes would not un-cross.

“W-wait a sec,” he said with a whimper, "jus-just gimme a minute."

For a brief moment, it appeared as if he would get his wish. But no sooner did he murmur the word ‘minute’ did Sister Mercy grip his skull and force her cock back down his throat.

"Ah, thank you... But Sis-GLLUGHG-GLUG!"

Before he even knew it, he was gobbling on cock once again. But rather than plain thrusting, this time, the freakishly endowed amazon had decided to deepthroat as far and wide as possible.

Sammy could quickly devour a great length, but despite his mouth's experience in being used like a cock sleeve, he knew that the amazonian nun's massive girth was too much for even him to sustain.

That's when he felt something coming up from his guts.

Oh no, he thought, am I about to throw up?

The little twink was overwhelmed with fear, firstly for turning this sudden, carnal act into one of disappointment, that he could only hold half of Sister Mercy’s massive cock, and second that he might spew right in front of his crush. He knew he had to be better. He had never been pushed to this limit, but it was now or never: he had to swallow the entire cock or it was game over.

Whilst the big, busty nun was under the impression that her cock was as deep as it could go, the twink grabbed her giant, solid thighs, lunged forward and pushed every last inch deep down his throat himself.

Pride filled his heart as he finally heard Sister Mercy groan with pleasure.

"HNNNMMM!” She hissed. “Yesss, that the spot."

Within milliseconds, Sister Mercy’s massive cock was completely inside the petite windpipe, and so perhaps upon instinct she began thrusting, with zero regard for the tiny creature pinned beneath her.

“Mmm… GooOOood boy!” She snarled. “GooOOood fuckin’ boy!”

She grabbed the twink's nubile throat with one hand and made sure with every single thrust, that no single millimeter remained un-swallowed.

The boy was in complete submission, and now it was time to bear the fruit of the nuns' pleasure.

Sammy’s consciousness harbored only one thought. In fact his mind was almost blank. There was only the mushy, lizard-brain instincts of sucking and taking a fat cock down his gullet. He could feel the vehement invader hitting the last corners of his throat, in spots where no appendage or genital had ever broached before.

He had no choice but to accept that he was nothing, absolutely nothing but a fuck hole for his busty, well hung, dominant clergy mommy, and that his life had only one purpose now: to make her cum.

Alas, the boy still needed air to breathe, now more than ever. Thankfully his nose was still free and usable, and he relied on it to breathe as much as he could while his mouth was completely flooded with gargantuan girlcock.

So he got to work, breathing in what he could just so he could continue his existence as a cock sleeve to the beautiful sister.

But Sister Mercy immediately took notice, and sneered.

"No, no little slut,” she seethed. “You must atone for your many, many sins!."

As she sped up her thrusting, and the twink began helplessly choking, his will shattering, the hung nun pinched the twink's nose.

"Stop breathing, you fucking whore."

The thrusting however, went on and on to the nun's liking, and the twink's will completely collapsed. There was only one religion now; and it was this cock, and his only task was to submit completely.

"GLURG! GLURRGHK! GHLURGHK!"

Her pumping continued, a rapid pummeling of the last few inches over and over and over again!

She pulled Sammy in deep each time, hilting down his throat, mashing his face into her groin so that her balls slapped against his neck.

“Here it comes, slut!” Sister Mercy growled. “Take it! Take every last drop!”

The nun groaned in a deep, rough voice as she exploded into her petite little toy, drowning him with an endless, bursting stream of hot semen.

Sammy’s eyes rolled back completely as he choked for air. Spit, snot and pre gushed down his chin. Then his body went limp.

When the nun witnessed his eyelids fluttering and cum shooting through the twink's restricted nose, it was only then when he finally let go and allowed him to breathe again. But she kept cumming, directly into his belly.

Sammy gulped like a good whore, sucking down all of Sister Mercy’s scalding essence.

Eventually, after her orgasm tapered off, she pulled her wet, cum and spit-covered cock out, dethroating the once-confident little pixie.

Duty done, Sammy collapsed onto the floor, violently coughing and panting, shaking and twitching as if recovering from a seizure. In his reverie, he looked down and realized that somewhere during the rough throatfuck session that he had came as well. The evidence blatantly sprayed out onto the wooden floor below.

"My, my, my…” Sister Mercy said. “You certainly lived up to your reputation, Sammy."

The nun looked down upon whatever remained of the twink's spirit as Sammy weakly managed to make eye contact.

"But Sister... will God forgive me?"

"Hmm?"

"You know... uh, for the sins? That I was confessing?"

"Oh... uh, yeah. Sure. I mean... Absolutely. You did confess after all."

She shrugged and seemed like he didn't really care, Sammy realized.

"But you must repent each time you have thoughts like these. And always confess if you act on them. If you do, God will forgive you... eventually... if you keep coming back here and continue asking for absolution. Or God will no doubt punish you by revealing to the whole world what a worthless slut you are."

Sister Mercy smirked, then continued, "You know, since he works in mysterious ways and all that."

She winked, spun and closed the door of the confession booth behind her, leaving Sammy floundering on the floor in a pool of his own mess. Back out in the cathedral hall, she glanced around, making sure there was still no one lingering about, then tucked her wet cock back between the folds of her robe.

Inside, Sammy rolled over onto his back and smile, ‘blessed’ with sexual satisfaction.

THE END
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