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  Chapter one
The First Invitation


Lucy Roman sat in a shitty metal chair, knees clamped together, trying not to squirm. The church basement reeked of old hymnals, lemon cleaner, and something else—something thick and male that made her mouth water before she even knew why. Six other wives sat in a pathetic circle, all of them staring at the floor or their hands like they’d just been caught with a cock between their legs. Lucy knew that feeling. She’d been dragging it around for years. 
Pastor Elias Crowe stood at the front in his black button-down, sleeves rolled to the elbows, voice low and steady like he was reading scripture. “This group is for wives who carry impure urges. Urges that tear at your marriage. Urges that make you wake up aching for something your husband can’t give you the way you need. Here we don’t pretend. Here we confess. And here we find absolution through the body.”
Lucy’s stomach twisted. She’d read the flyer three times before shoving it at Jose. He just went quiet, thumb rubbing her hand, and said, “If it helps you, baby, I’ll go with you. I’ll sit wherever they put me.” She loved him for that. She loved him even while her brain filled with filthy pictures she never let herself finish.
Elias’s eyes slowly moved over each woman. When they landed on Lucy, he paused. “New faces always start nervously. That’s normal. The first step is admitting the hunger out loud. The second step is letting it be fed the way it was meant to be fed.”
One of the older wives, a redhead with bitten lips, spoke up first. “I… I can’t stop thinking about sucking cock. Not just my husband’s. Any cock. Big ones. Thick ones. I dream about choking on it until I cry.” Her voice cracked, but she kept going, cheeks burning. “Last week I almost pulled over for the UPS guy.”
A few of the wives muttered. Lucy’s pussy throbbed, slow and humiliating.
Elias nodded like he’d heard it a hundred times. “Good. That’s honest. Tonight we’ll begin the work. Each of you will confess one specific urge. Then you’ll be guided through the physical act of repentance. Your husbands wait in the next room. They hear everything. That part matters. Shame shared is shame halved.”
Lucy’s breath caught. Jose was right behind that thin plywood wall. She could almost feel him breathing on the other side.
When it was her turn, she stood on shaky legs. Her voice came out small. “I… I married Jose because he’s kind and steady, and he loves me. But ever since the wedding, I’ve been lying in bed next to him thinking about a thick cock stretching my throat until I can’t talk. I want to be used. I want to gag and drool and feel a man’s hands in my hair while he tells me what a filthy little wife I am. I touch myself thinking about it, and then I feel disgusted because I swore vows.”
She dropped back into her chair, face burning. Her panties were already soaked through.
Elias stepped closer. “Lucy, thank you for your honesty. That hunger is real. It doesn’t make you broken. It makes you human. Tonight, we start teaching your body that hunger can be safely satisfied inside these walls, with your husband’s knowledge. Are you ready to begin?”
She nodded before she could think better of it.
He gestured to a low padded bench against the far wall. A single lamp cast warm light over it. “Kneel there. Hands behind your back. Eyes on me.”
Lucy’s legs moved without her. The carpet scratched her knees. She locked her wrists behind her back, tits pushed out, nipples hard and aching against her bra. Elias stood in front of her, unbuckling his belt slow as hell. The sound of leather sliding free made her mouth flood with spit.
“First rule,” he said quietly. “You confess while I’m in your mouth. Every dirty detail. No holding back. The more honest you are, the deeper the absolution. Your husband hears every word, every sound. That’s part of the covenant.”
Lucy whimpered. She could hear faint movement through the wall—Jose shifting in his chair.
Elias pulled out his cock. Thick, heavy, already swelling up, the head flushed dark and angry. Veins bulged along the shaft. Lucy stared, mouth open, drooling before she could stop herself.
“Open,” he said.
She obeyed. He dropped the weight of his cock on her tongue, not shoving in yet, just letting her taste the heat and salt. Her eyes fluttered.
“Tell me what you’re thinking right now, Lucy. Out loud.”
She tried to speak around the thick head filling her mouth. “I… I want it deeper. I want you to push it until I gag. I’ve never told Jose how much I need to be choked on cock. I pretend I’m satisfied with vanilla sex, but I’m not. I’m a greedy little cocksucker who married a sweet man, and now I’m dying for rough throat fucking.”
Elias groaned and shoved another inch between her lips. Her jaw ached. Spit leaked from the corners of her mouth.
“Good girl. Keep going.”
Lucy’s voice came out wet and muffled. “I touch my clit thinking about being on my knees in public. In a bathroom. In a car. Anywhere a man wants to use my face. I imagine Jose watching, and I cum so hard I see stars, but then I hate myself for it.”
She felt the pastor’s hand clamp down on the back of her head. Not forcing, just steering. He rocked his hips, feeding her more cock. The head bumped her palate and she moaned around him.
Through the wall, she heard Jose’s sharp inhale.
Lucy’s pussy clenched, hard and desperate. She kept babbling, words slurred around the thick cock. “I want to be called a married cumslut. I want my throat fucked until my mascara’s a mess. I want to swallow load after load and still beg for more. I love my husband, but I need this. I need a real man’s cock destroying my mouth while he listens.”
Elias pushed deeper. She gagged softly, throat fluttering around him. Tears pricked her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. The shame and the pleasure twisted together so tight she could barely breathe.
“That’s it,” Elias murmured, voice rough with praise. “Let it out. Let your husband hear how hungry his wife really is.”
He started fucking her mouth, slow and steady, making sure she felt every thick inch. Lucy’s tongue worked on its own, swirling, licking, desperate to please. Drool poured down her chin and soaked her blouse. She could hear Jose panting through the wall.
She pulled off just long enough to gasp, “Jose, baby… I’m sorry… but it feels so good. His cock is so much thicker than yours, and I’m soaking my panties just from sucking it.”
Then she dove back down, taking him deeper, gagging wetly as the head nudged her throat. Elias groaned and held her there a moment, letting her feel the stretch, before easing back.
Lucy shook all over. She’d never felt anything like being used like this, slow and on purpose. Every filthy confession made the pastor’s cock twitch on her tongue. Every gag and moan made Jose squirm in his chair.
Elias stroked her hair. “You’re doing beautifully, Lucy. This is only the beginning. Next week we’ll go deeper. But for tonight, I want you to taste your first absolution.”
He started moving with more purpose, fucking her mouth in smooth strokes while she kept whispering filthy truths between gasps for air. “I want to be on my knees every Sunday after service… I want to confess with a cock down my throat… I want Jose to hear me gurgling and know his wife is finally getting what she needs…”
Her words broke down into wet glurks and pathetic whimpers. Elias’s breathing turned rough. He held her head in place, not slamming, just giving her the steady, filthy throat-fucking she’d been starving for.
When he came, it was a low, filthy groan. Thick ropes of cum shot across her tongue and down her throat. Lucy swallowed desperately, eyes streaming, pussy throbbing so hard she almost came untouched. She kept sucking until he was drained, licking him clean like a good little slut.
Elias pulled out slow, letting a string of spit and cum hang from her lips before it snapped. He stuffed himself back in his pants and grabbed her flushed cheek.
“Well done, Lucy. You took your first step toward real peace.”
She stayed on her knees, chest heaving, face smeared with spit, staring up at him with dazed, grateful eyes. Through the wall, she heard Jose let out a shaky breath that sounded like relief and something a lot dirtier.
Elias helped her to her feet, wiped her chin tenderly with his thumb, and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “Go to your husband now. Hold him. Let him feel how wet and soft your mouth still is. Tell him everything you just confessed. Next week we go further.”
Lucy’s legs were jelly as she stumbled to the door. Jose was waiting, face red, eyes dark, cock bulging hard against his jeans. He didn’t say a word. He just yanked her into his arms and kissed her, tasting the pastor’s cum still on her tongue.
Lucy melted against him, whispering against his lips, “I love you. Thank you for letting me do this.”
Jose’s hands tightened on her waist. His voice came out rough. “I heard every word, baby. Every single filthy one.”
And for the first time in years, Lucy didn’t feel ashamed.
She felt free.







  
  Chapter two
Behind the Wall


Jose Roman sat hunched on the splintered church chair, fists jammed between his knees, barely daring to breathe. The wall was a joke—thin plywood, beige, the kind of cheap shit that made every filthy sound echo like a confession. He could hear Pastor Elias’s voice, smooth and patient, and then Lucy’s—his wife—soft, trembling, but hungry. She was on her knees for another man. She needed it. They both knew she did. He’d agreed to this. He’d agreed to let his wife suck cock for Jesus. 
His cock was already twitching, half-hard and pathetic, and he hated how fast it had jumped to attention.
Lucy’s voice came through the wall, small at first. “I… I want it deeper. I want you to push it until I gag. I’ve never told Jose how much I need to be choked on cock.”
Jose’s gut twisted. He knew that voice—Lucy’s about-to-lose-it, desperate-for-cock whimper. He squirmed, jeans strangling his useless dick. Through the wall, he caught the wet, obscene sound of lips stretching, then a deep, satisfied groan from the pastor.
“Good girl,” Elias said, quiet but clear. “Keep going.”
Lucy moaned around whatever was in her mouth, and the sound went straight to Jose’s balls. “I touch my clit thinking about being on my knees in public. In a bathroom. In a car. Anywhere a man wants to use my face. I imagine Jose watching, and I cum so hard I see stars, but then I hate myself for it.”
Jose’s hand drifted to his crotch before he could stop himself. He pressed down, grinding his palm against his hard-on, hating how much he needed it. Shame washed over him, but his cock didn’t care. His wife—his sweet, filthy wife—was spilling every depraved secret while another man’s cock stuffed her mouth. The sucking sounds were louder now, wet and sloppy, broken up by Lucy’s desperate, needy whimpers.
She pulled off with a wet pop and gasped for air. “Jose, baby… I’m sorry… but it feels so good. His cock is so much thicker than yours, and I’m soaking my panties just from sucking it.”
Jose’s breath hitched. His cock twitched, already drooling in his boxers. He unzipped, freeing his embarrassingly small dick, wrapping his fist around it. He stroked once, listening to Lucy choke herself on the pastor’s cock. The gagging started soft, then got wetter, nastier. Gluck… gluck… gluck. Every sound punched him in the gut and made his balls crawl up tight.
Elias’s voice stayed gentle, guiding. “That’s it, Lucy. Let your husband hear how hungry his wife really is. Tell him what you need.”
Lucy’s words came out slurred and sloppy around the thick shaft filling her mouth. “I want to be called a married cumslut. I want my throat fucked until mascara runs down my cheeks. I want to swallow load after load and
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