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"Fucking god worshipping slut!" he yelled as he fucked me from behind.

I felt his giant cock slamming into me as his friend fucked my throat.

Who knew coming to this part of town would have me being spit-roasted by two gang members?

"When you are done with her, I want a piece of that ass!" the gang leader said as he bounced one of the other girls head on his cock.

I pulled my mouth away from the Hispanic male's cock and stared at the leader. "I hope this means you will allow some of your members to come to church on Sunday?"

The Hispanic with all the tattoos roughly grabbed my face and thrust his cock back into it.

"I will allow anyone that wants to go to your church, to attend," the leader said with a smile. "After you ride my cock in that big ass of yours."

I hadn't had a cock in my ass in many years, not since I turned myself over to the church.

But if it got me what I wanted, and by the size of the cock going down the throat of my assistant, it wouldn't be as bad as the last cock that destroyed my ass.

The white man with all the tattoos and the thick cock pushed deep inside me and dumped his cum into me. He slapped me on the ass.

"All yours," he smiled at his boss.

The Hispanic held my head tight as he finished in my mouth.

The gang leader pushed the young nun in training to the floor. "Take her," he smiled at two others in the corner of the room, and they quickly grabbed her.

"Now, how bad does your church want new members?" the dark-skinned leader said as he held his cock.

"Very bad," I smiled as I turned my back to him and held his cock. Slowly I sunk onto it.

I felt it pierce my tight ass as I continued to lower myself.

"That's it you nun bitch, take this black cock in your god forsaken ass!" he said as he held my hips and pulled me down.

"Fuck!" I yelped as he slammed me down.

"Take it!" he said as he gritted his teeth.

I smiled slightly, trying to hide the pain of the enormous intrusion in my ass.

"Who knew one of those prissy nuns could be such a whore!" one of the others said as they fucked my trainee.

"I knew under all that religion bullshit church women were whores!" another said.

"You hear how they talk about you?" the leader said as he bounced me on his cock.

"It's true," I said, knowing he couldn't hold out much longer. "And if you keep to your word I have others just like her that will be willing to service you and your members anytime you want," I said as he fucked me.

"Free?" he asked as he gripped my hips tight.

"As long as you come to church and make a donation and offerings," I smiled.

"Of course," he said as he held me down and came inside me. "I want some of them to work my corners, make me some money," he said.

"I will talk to my boss, but I doubt he will have a problem with it," I turned slightly to look at him. "As long as some of that money makes its way back to us."

"If he agrees then we will have a deal," he said as we shook hands.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"I don't see a problem," the father said as I sat in his office. "None of those women can be traced back to the church?"

"No father," I responded as I looked at him.

"And he will have to make a substantial donation, every month, without fail," the father stood up.

"Absolutely, plus he has already agreed to have a sit down with the rival gang," I smiled. "With you leading the negotiations for peace on the streets."

"And the rival gang leader?" the father turned to face me.

"Already agrees for peace," I smiled. "As long as he can as you said make arrangements with our parishioners for his goods, outside the walls of the church."

"You have done well," the father said as he sat back down. I have already talked to the local police and some in the community; they will be at the church this Sunday."

"All is going to plan," I smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"It is only through God that we see the benefits of his devotion," the father said as he looked at the people gathered.

The church was filled.

Cameras flashed, and the news was telling the story of how there was no violence on the streets for five consecutive days. The local police were ashamed because they hadn't accomplished this deed. It was the church that brought the gang members together.

The newspapers showed the two gang leaders shaking hands with the father smiling near them.

I had done what I set out to: heal the community and bring people to the church.

God had given me the tools necessary to accomplish the church's goal, and I was happy to do it for my Lord and Savior.

"Marci?" the father called me as I headed toward the hall for evening prayer.

My trainees looked back at me, and I motioned for them to continue.

"What is it father?" I asked as he walked with me.

"I need you and your trainees for a special project," he said.

"Of course, father," I beamed. "We are willing to do anything for the church."

"I am glad to hear it," he said.

"We have an important political guest coming to town next week," the father explained. "I want you and your trainees to find a way to get him to visit our church, it could mean a lot to us in the future."

"We will be happy to do so," I smiled. "Our usual agreement?"

"Double," the father shook my hand. "Only if he shows up."

"Of course," I smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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The trainees and I showed up at the hotel in our usual garments.

"The church would like to offer it's backing for the senator," I said as the large guards stood outside the penthouse suite.

The three guards looked at the four of us.

"You can search us," one of my trainees smiled.

The guards smiled at touching and groping four physically attractive nuns.

Their hands went everywhere as they searched us for any weapons.

"You can enter," the main guard said.

We walked inside and were immediately approached by other bodyguards.

"Relax they are nuns," the senator said.

The bodyguards moved out of the way, and we sat beside the senator.

"Why does the church send four attractive young women to my hotel?" he said as his hands went straight to my ass.

"Well," I said as I got off the couch and sat on his lap. "Your interests are the same as the church's; it would do us both some good if you won the latest elections."

"You mean the church wants me to donate significant funds after I am elected," the senator stared at me.

"And you need our help, you are slipping in this district as well as others," one of the trainees stated.

"Especially with the minorities," another said.

"For nuns you sure know more than the bible," the senator said. "I suppose the church could help me with this?"

"With our backing and some of our help, you could win," I leaned forward and pressed my lips near his ear. "Easily."

I felt his cock throb as I pressed against him. "We can also help with that," I smiled as I moved my ass against his cock.

"I bet you could," the senator smiled. "What about them?" He looked at the bodyguards.

"I can tend to you and my girls can tend to them," I smiled at my girls. "Right?"

"It would be our pleasure," they chimed as they moved towards the bodyguards.

I got to my knees as the senator took out his cock.

I started to suck on it and stare up at him as I licked the head and made sure to exaggerate my moans and the slurping sounds as I pretended to gag on his cock.

I was hoping all I had to was make him cum once or twice, and he would fall asleep so I could get fucked by the colossal bodyguard outside the door, the one with the huge muscles and blonde hair.

"Fucking bitch!" the senator yelled as he fucked me over the table. "Fucking slutty fucking whore!"

"Yes, fuck me," I faked as his less-than-average cock pitifully slammed into me.

I was glad I didn't have to look at him; with my face down, I could lie and hold on until he came again.

"You're a fucking slutty whore!" he yelled as he pushed his cock into me; I felt him cumming inside me for the second time.

He slumped onto the couch, and within moments, he was snoring.

I walked to the door and opened it.

"Do you four want to have some fun as well?" I asked.

They rushed inside, and the real fun started.

"Yes, fuck me!" I yelled for real this time as the gigantic man with muscles for a body held me against him as he stood and fucked me.

While I sucked his cock I saw a wedding ring on his finger. I smiled as he attempted to remove it, but I told him to leave it on.

"Yes, yes, yes!" I screamed as his thick arms held me tightly as he impaled me onto his massive white cock.

Then I felt it. One of the others was pushing his cock into my open ass.

I was sandwiched between two giants as they bounced me on their cocks.

Who knew doing the Lord's work could be so much fun?

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ 
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The father smiled at me as he and the senator shook hands outside the church.

I smiled later on when I checked my offshore bank account. The church was paying me well to be the undercover reason for the increase in revenue.

Between the gangs giving them money as well as some of the organized crime bosses, I had to fuck to get permits on the new church-sanctioned children's daycare. The church was bringing in a lot of money.

All of them could launder most of their money through other organizations and businesses the church owned, and since it was the church, no agency would dare question anything. Besides, no one knew about me.

I was just a young, naive nun doing the Lord's work.

"Are you sure I can be in here?" Deacon whispered as we walked to the back of the church.

I had snuck my favorite cock into the church and was heading to the rooms on the grounds behind the church.

"Sister?" the mother asked as she saw me.

"Fuck!" Deacon said, looking at the old lady staring back at us.

"Language!" the mother and I stared at the young man.

"What do we have here?" the mother asked.

"Nothing, just showing my...." I started to say. "Friend, around he is thinking of becoming a priest."

"It is one thing to lie to the bishop, child," the mother smiled. "They are gullible and weak, but don't lie to me."

"Yes mother," I bowed. "I am sorry."

"There's Nothing to be sorry about," she smiled. "You have done good work for the church; keep it up," she started walking away.

"You know about that?" I asked.

"I know everything that goes on,"  she smiled. She stared at me and headed for her room. "Besides, you don't think you were the only one who thought about doing that first, do you? How do you think the church has grown so much in the years that have passed? And will continue to do so in the future?"
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