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 Chapter One



“More wine, dear?” Jon asked, holding up the bottle when he noticed her glass was empty. They were about halfway through dinner.



“No, thank you,” Darla replied. “I’m going out with the girls in a little bit, remember? Wouldn’t want to already be drunk before we start.”



“So responsible,” Jon said.



“That’s me,” Darla said. “So, how was your day?”



Darla seemed to be having trouble paying attention as Jon attempted to regale her with the trials and tribulations of a corporate accountant. Her eyes kept darting away from him, and she nodded at odd times while he talked as if she hadn’t heard what he said. He tried not to let it bother him and pushed on until he was finished. His work was important to him, and it was important to her. He made enough money so that she could choose to only work when she wanted to and to have plenty of time for things like going out with the girls on a regular basis.



“So, on another topic,” he said, “I was thinking about asking Pastor Ethan about becoming a deacon.”



Darla raised an eyebrow. Jon thought she might have started sweating but couldn’t imagine why she’d have such a reaction.



“Really?” she asked. “Why don’t you go ahead and pour me some more wine after all and tell me what brought that on?”



Jon shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve always looked up to church leadership, even when I was a kid. And this church has had such a huge impact on our lives that I feel like I want to contribute more than I have. I think I have a lot to offer.”



She put her hand over her mouth. Was she stifling a chuckle? Jon had no idea why she might have found that so funny.



“And with Brother Henry’s last day at the church being this next Sunday, we’ll be down to only three deacons, so there’ll be an opening. Not sure there’s anyone else Pastor Ethan can trust to replace Henry so, why not me?”



“Why not you, indeed?” Darla said and drained her newly full wine glass.



They finished dinner. Darla stood and collected some plates. She took them to the sink to rinse them before putting them in the dishwasher. As she did so, Jon came up behind her and put his arms around her from behind. A slight but hard bulge pressed into her ass, and she smiled.



“What are you doing, dear?” she asked, continuing to rinse dishes.



“What does it feel like I’m doing, honey?” he asked, kissing the back of her neck in that one spot he knew she liked.



She turned around, and Jon’s hard little bulge pressed against her pubic bone as he pulled her into him. She gasped, and her face turned red. It felt pretty good to Jon, too, but probably not nearly as good as it felt for Darla.



“It feels like you’re doing something that might be detrimental in your quest to become a deacon for the Church of Many Erect Staffs,” she said.



Jon’s hands moved from her back to her sides and then began slowly upward, toward something she’d only ever let him touch once before.



“I won’t tell if you won’t,” he said.



“You know we can’t, Jon,” Darla said. “The vows we’ve made to the church, they’re too important to me. To you.”



“Please,” he said, his hands just under her breasts. “Unlock me. Just for a few minutes.”



Jon had made some church-defying moves on her before, but begging to have his cock cage unlocked was new. He pushed harder into her, the thing he wanted her to remove from his cock pressing even harder against her cunt. He was determined to make her want something he knew she couldn’t let him give her...



“I can’t do that, Jon,” she said. “You’d hate me for it if I did.”



“I promise, I won’t,” he said, moving his hands to her tits. Each of his thumbs found her nipples and slowly circled them, making her gasp.



She did the only thing she could do. She reached for the spray bottle by the sink and aimed it at Jon’s face. She squeezed the trigger before he realized what was happening.



Stepping back away from her and wiping the water off of his face, he said, “What was that for?”



“You need to cool off,” she said. “Maybe you should go take a cold shower. Besides… I couldn’t unlock you if I wanted to, remember? Three weeks ago, Pastor Ethan asked the wives to surrender our husbands’ keys as a show of loyalty to the church.”



He’d known this, of course, but being reminded of it made his face flush. Anger flashed in his eyes for the briefest of moments before he took a deep breath and smiled. He stepped back closer to her but didn’t touch her.



“You’re right,” he said. “Thank you for being my strength.”



She leaned toward him and kissed him on the mouth. Looking him in the eyes, she said, “Anytime, sweetheart.”



“This is all worth it,” he said, and even he didn’t know if it was a statement or a question.



“It is,” Darla assured him. “You know what Pastor Ethan says: ‘If chastity is holy before marriage, it must be extra holy afterward.’ Don’t you want to be as holy as you can be?”



Jon sighed. “Of course, I do. Again, thank you for never wavering in our commitment. I will strive to be as strong as you.”



She patted him on the cheek. She looked like she felt sorry for him, and sometimes he felt sorry for himself. When they’d started dating, they made a commitment to each other to wait until their wedding night to have sex. But then Jon found the Church of Many Erect Staffs and wanted to check it out. They liked the church and its message and became members just before their wedding day. Jon had been disappointed that one of the central tenets of the church was forever abstaining from sexual contact, but the benefits the church offered in terms of earthly gain and eternal reward were simply too great for either of them to pass up.



They dated for 14 months and had been married twice as long, and they hadn’t done much more than kiss. Jon’s hands occasionally betrayed him, and she’d let him touch her breasts once--twice, now--but it didn’t take much to remind him of his vows to the church.



The worst part was when he felt all mopey. He’d sometimes wonder why the women of the church weren’t required to wear chastity belts since the men had to wear cock cages. The answer was simple: Pastor Ethan knew men had more trouble than women when it came to resisting the sins of the flesh.



At least, that was the answer the men of the church were given.



 



---



 



Jon did take a cold shower in the downstairs bathroom as Darla got ready in the upstairs one. He was sitting in the recliner in the living room, watching a game show on TV, when she came downstairs. Wearing more makeup than he’d ever seen her wear and a skirt so short he could almost see her underwear, she looked like she was ready to go dancing in some club instead of out to drinks with “the girls.” Jon’s cock twitched uselessly in his cage at the sight of her.



“You look nice,” he said.



“Thank you,” she replied. “I’ll be out late, so don’t wait up. And if I don’t come home, don’t worry. I might crash at Susan’s.”



He believed every word she said.



She leaned down and kissed him on the forehead. Her perfume smelled really lovely, and he did his best to avoid looking at the cleavage so prominently displayed mere inches from his eyes.



And then she was gone, leaving him alone with his useless cock and his game show.



 



---



 



Jon discovered early on that the cage didn’t prevent him from masturbating. Whether it was allowed or not by the Church of Many Erect Staffs was a pretty big gray area and one on which he had never bothered to seek clarification. More often than not, he chose not to even when he felt the urge, simply because it felt like it was going against the spirit of the church’s tenets.



Sure, he had to be creative about it. It was possible to jack off the old-fashioned way, but it took longer and was painful. When he did it, he usually used a small vibrator he kept hidden from Darla.



Most of the time, it simply wasn’t worth bothering with, and the extra effort combined with his worries about what the church might think gave him enough pause to give up before he started.



Not tonight, though.



Just after Darla left, he thought he might be able to resist. He continued watching his game show and then the workplace comedy that came on afterward. But as the minutes ticked by, he grew more and more restless and knew only one thing would bring him peace.



He retrieved his vibrator and lay down in the bed he’d never fucked his wife on. He turned on the vibrator and held it against the cock cage, closing his eyes as what passed for pleasure these days washed over him.



Despite the barrier between his cock and the vibe, it wasn’t going to take long for him to come. It had been weeks since the last time he’d done this, and Darla had gotten him good and revved up this evening. Not that she’d done anything overtly to do so; he realized the feelings she brought to the surface were ultimately his own responsibility. His own weakness. His own sin.



He was close, so, so close, when his phone rang from the nightstand. He would’ve ignored it, but he always answered when he heard “(I Can’t Get No) Satisfaction” by the Rolling Stones playing from his phone.



Darla thought his choice for her custom ringtone was hilarious.



He laid the vibe down without turning it off and picked up the phone. His cock twitched, yearning for the release it had been promised. He tapped the “answer” button and said hello.



“Oh, God!” Darla screamed through the phone. She sounded like she was at some distance from her own phone. Jon could hear squeaking sounds that he immediately recognized as what having sex on a bed sounds like. “Holy fucking shit, that hurts!”



“You want me to stop?” a male voice said, also from a distance.



“Not on your life!” Darla said, following that up with a loud moan. “Tear me apart, you bastard!”



Jon felt tears forming at the edges of his eyes but somehow managed not to break down into full-on sobs. His heart pounded as he helplessly said Darla’s name into the phone. She obviously couldn’t hear him and was busy with other matters. Somehow she or the man attempting to tear her apart had accidentally tapped her phone screen and called Jon.



His cock was still twitching.



He lay the phone back on the nightstand after putting the call on speaker. He picked up the vibe held it longways against his caged penis. Wrapping his hand around the vibe and his cock, he began stroking.



His wife screamed, a strange mix of pleasure and pain that had never blessed Jon’s ears before now, for several more minutes. She didn’t stop until Jon came, a pathetically small amount of sticky ooze escaping his tiny metal prison.



Jon smiled when he realized he and his wife came at about the same time, but a moment later, he cried anyway.



 









 Chapter Two



Jon left the house the next morning before Darla got home, about an hour before he had to go for work. She’d texted him to say she was leaving “Susan’s” soon, but he didn’t know if he could face her so soon after what had happened.



Since he had some time to kill before work, he drove to the one place he thought he might find some comfort or perspective: Pastor Ethan’s house. Members of the congregation had an open invitation to stop by and talk to Pastor Ethan at his home if he wasn’t at the church. Hardly anyone took advantage of this, as Pastor Ethan was at the church more often than not, and no one wanted to appear rude by intruding on his home. Jon didn’t either but felt the situation warranted it.



The preacher lived in a house bigger than that of any of his congregants. It wasn’t quite a mansion, but it was what passed for one in this town. How Pastor Ethan could afford such an abode on a preacher’s salary tended to get people shunned if discussed. Jon rang the doorbell and stood waiting for a few moments in front of a great oak door on a front porch bigger than most rooms in Jon’s house.



Pastor Ethan’s wife, Jasmine, opened the door. She was wearing a short, silk robe that barely hid her giant, perfectly shaped breasts. Her long, dark hair was wet as if she’d just been showering. He tried not to even catch a glimpse of her cleavage and failed miserably. His cock twitched, which it seemed to be doing quite frequently lately.



“Oh, hi, Jon,” she said. “What can I do for you?”



“Is Pastor Ethan home?” Jon asked. “I have a pressing matter to discuss with him.”



“I’m sorry, he isn’t,” Jasmine said. “He went on over to the church early this morning. Had a meeting or something.”



“Okay, thanks,” Jon said, turning away and trying (and failing) not to look again at Jasmine’s cleavage.



The local Church of Many Erect Staffs was a short drive from Pastor Ethan’s house. Jon pulled into the parking lot and parked his sensible sedan next to the pastor’s gargantuan SUV, which must have cost more than many homes in the area.



Jon entered the church through a door in the back, near where the offices were located. It was the only door that would be unlocked when Pastor Ethan or one of the deacons weren’t conducting services.



As he approached the pastor’s office, he wasn’t surprised to see the door was closed. Pastor Ethan had a literal open-door policy but always closed the door when meeting with a parishioner. Jon was surprised someone would be seeking the pastor’s counsel so early in the morning, but maybe he shouldn’t have been. That was, of course, why he was there. He stood there for a moment and thought he could hear sound coming through the door. It was muffled so much he couldn’t tell what it was.



He knocked on the door.



The muffled sound stopped, and Pastor Ethan called out, “Come in!”



Jon tried to turn the doorknob but couldn’t.



“I think it’s locked,” he said.



“Sorry, sorry,” Pastor Ethan said.



This was followed by footsteps, the clicking of the door’s lock, and the turning of the doorknob. The door swung open, and Jon was greeted by Pastor Ethan’s flawless skin, perfectly sculpted hair, and smiling face.



Unlike Jon these days, Pastor Ethan was always smiling.



“Jon!” Pastor Ethan said, extending a hand for Jon to shake. Jon winced before even putting his hand in the preacher’s, knowing the other man’s grip was strong enough to hurt. This time was no different, except the handshake went on for longer than usual. “So happy to see you. Jasmine texted me and said you might be coming by. Come on in.”



Jon massaged his injured hand with his other one as he entered the room, which was empty other than the two of them. He wondered why Pastor Ethan had locked his office door--had had his door closed in the first place-- if he was alone and had been expecting Jon.



“Have a seat,” the preacher said, sitting down behind his desk and motioning toward a chair on the other side.



As Jon sat down, Pastor Ethan’s eyes darted to the large computer monitor on his desk. Jon assumed the muffled sounds he’d heard through the door had been coming from a video the preacher was watching on his computer.



When Pastor Ethan noticed Jon watching him, he said, “I was just reviewing tithing records for the year. Running a church isn’t getting any cheaper, you know.”



“Darla and I are always glad to do our part,” Jon said.



“I know you are,” Pastor Ethan said. “So, what brings you here this morning? Jasmine said you seemed distressed.”



Jon squirmed in his seat. He was annoyed with himself that he’d been so flustered that the pastor’s wife could tell something was wrong. He’d thought he was holding it together better, and the fact that his emotions were so obvious made things even worse. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.



Glancing back at the computer screen before turning his full attention on Jon, Pastor Ethan said, “This is a safe space, Jon. You know we don’t have confessionals like Catholics, but you can think of my office as just such a place. You can tell me anything, and I won’t judge you. You know that, don’t you?”



Jon nodded.



“Judgment comes from no man and only from our virgin Lord and Savior,” Pastor Ethan said. “Have you done anything to earn that judgment?”



Jon’s face flushed as he recalled, with sickening detail, his masturbation from the night before. The church was vague on whether masturbation itself was allowed, but doing it while listening to your wife being vigorously fucked seemed a step too far in the wrong direction. He decided he would need to think about that and do what he could to atone for his sins. Regardless, he didn’t need to bring it up to discuss what he was here to discuss.



“Darla is… engaging in sexual intercourse,” Jon said. He wouldn’t realize until later that he’d phrased it in such a way as to make the issue more about her offense to the church than her offense to her wedding vows.



“I see,” Pastor Ethan said, looking at his computer monitor again. Looking back to Jon but not making eye contact, he continued. “And how did you come by this knowledge?”



“She accidentally called me while doing it,” Jon said. “Well, either she or her… lover did. I don’t think they had any idea I heard what I heard.”



“Fuck,” Pastor Ethan said, which was unlike him to say. “Sorry. It’s just… wow, that must have been hard to hear.”



Jon nodded.



“And you’re sure it was her?”



Jon nodded again and said, “It was definitely her.”



Pastor Ethan slumped back in his chair and looked at his computer screen.



“Well, that’s a problem,” he said.



“Tell me about it,” Jon said.



Pastor Ethan looked like he was about to say something else, but his gaze was suddenly directed at something behind Jon. Jon turned to see Deacon David standing in the doorway. A good-looking black man, David was so tall he had to stoop a little to fit under the doorway, and his broad shoulders hinted at his past as an offensive lineman for the local college football team.



“I’m sorry,” David said. “Is this a bad time? I can come back.”



“Not at all,” Pastor Ethan said, motioning him in.



David walked over to stand next to the preacher and glanced at the computer monitor.



“Jon and I were just discussing a problem with his wife,” Pastor Ethan said.



Jon felt his face flush again.



“Oh?” David said. “Is everything okay with Miss Darla?”



“It seems Miss Darla has been performing sexual acts,” Pastor Ethan explained. “And not with Brother Jon here.”



David said, “Oh, shit,” and put his hand over his mouth. It seemed to Jon to be quite a dramatic gesture.



“Oh, shit, indeed,” Pastor Ethan said. “Apparently, Darla or her lover accidentally called him last night while in the throes of her sin.”



“I actually didn’t mention that it was last night,” Jon said.



“But it was, though?” David asked. Beads of sweat dotted his forehead.



“Yes,” Jon said, thinking it was odd for the deacon to seem so interested in that fact.



“What would you like us to do about this, Jon?” the preacher asked.



“I don’t know,” Jon said. “I assumed the church had some sort of… intervention process when someone is led astray. I mean, I don’t want her to be ex-communicated or anything, but--”



“Ex-communication is only for men,” Deacon David said.



“Wait,” Jon said. “Women can’t be held accountable for having sex, but men can?”



Pastor Ethan shrugged. “The church thinks women have historically suffered enough when it comes to exploring their sexual nature.”



“We’re a pretty feminist church when you think about it,” Deacon David said.



Pastor Ethan laughed. “That we are, David, that we are. So, yes, Jon, we excommunicate men if they are found to be lacking in restraint, but there is… another option for women that we don’t discuss with just anyone.”



“You haven’t done anything to warrant ex-communication, have you, Jon?”



Jon blinked. “Well, no, of course not,” he said. His voice wavered a bit as he thought again about his masturbation. “So, should Darla have this other option applied in her case then?”



“As I said, we don’t discuss the Women’s Option with just anyone,” Pastor Ethan said. “That is a matter to be decided among church leadership.”



Which is all men
 , Jon thought. Whatever the “Women’s Option” was, it still appeared to be men deciding a woman’s sexual fate, just as they had throughout history.
 Some feminist church.



“I just wanted some advice,” Jon said.



“My advice is to ignore it,” Pastor Ethan said. “Confronting Darla about this might cause strife at home. The best thing for you to do is not to say anything to anyone, including Darla, and keep on making sure you’re blameless in the eyes of our virgin Lord and Savior.”



“Okay,” Jon said, saying something entirely different from “okay” in his head.



“Let me ask you a question,” Pastor Ethan said. “Has anything really changed? Even if Darla is having sexual contact with, I don’t know, five different men, is it taking anything away from you?”



“Five seems like an awfully specific number,” Jon said, scratching his head. “As far as I know, it’s only one.”



Deacon David laughed. “That’s beside the point. She’s not giving these five other men anything of yours anyway, right?”



“Most husbands probably wouldn’t see it that way,” Jon said.



“Ah, but you’re not most husbands, Jon,” Pastor Ethan said. “You’re a member of the Church of Many Erect Staffs, and you know there are more important things in this world than sexual relations.”



“I suppose…”



“And it’d be a shame for something like this to derail your ambitions to be a deacon,” Deacon David said.



“How did you know about that?” Jon said.



Deacon David rubbed the back of his neck. “Uh, I’m sure you mentioned it to me at some point. When we were talking about Henry leaving.”



Jon wasn’t so sure about that but decided to let it go.



“So, I’m just supposed to let her keep doing what she’s doing? What about her safety? Diseases? Pregnancy?” He barely choked out that last word as a lump formed in his throat at the very thought.



“I’m sure Miss Darla can take care of herself,” Deacon David said.



“Oh, yes,” Pastor Ethan agreed. “I’m sure she can.”



The two men seemed to be on the verge of laughter, but Jon thought he might be imagining it.



“I don’t know about any of this,” Jon said. “But I’ll have to think about it later. I have to go to work.”



“You do that,” Pastor Ethan said. “Get your mind on other things for a while. A good day’s honest work does wonders for a man.”



“Thank you both,” Jon said, standing up, although he wasn’t sure what he was thanking them for. If anything, he felt even more conflicted than when he’d arrived.



“Our pleasure, Brother Jon,” Pastor Ethan said.



The preacher put his hands on his desk and stood up. One of his hands slipped and hit a key on his computer keyboard when he did. Sounds played from the computer a moment later.



Sounds of a woman in pleasure.



Sounds Jon had heard before, very recently.



Sounds of Darla telling a bastard to tear her apart.



Pastor Ethan and Deacon David looked at each other, and then both turned their gaze back to Jon. Jon stood there, staring at the back of the computer monitor, wanting more than he would ever let them know to step around and see what was happening on the screen. He wasn’t aware of his mouth opening and closing wordlessly.



Jon moved his hands to cover himself as if he was worried about a visible erection. His cock twitched against his hands as he listened to the same sounds from the night before.



Deacon David started pacing the room, muttering curses under his breath, but Jon was only vaguely aware of that.



Pastor Ethan scrambled to hit the pause button again but didn’t do so until Jon heard Darla come for the second time ever. When the computer was silent once again, Jon looked the preacher in the eyes. He felt like he was going to be sick.



And then, he was. All over the preacher’s desk.



“I’m going to tell everyone about this,” Jon said. “The congregants. The other churches. The Many Erect Staffs Convention itself!”



“If you wish,” Pastor Ethan said. “But maybe you should talk to your wife about it first.”



 



 









 Chapter Three



It was all about tithing. In a way, Pastor Ethan really had been reviewing tithing records when Jon went to see him at the church office. It was a different sort of tithing than Jon putting a check worth ten percent of his income into the offering plate every Sunday, but it was tithing all the same.



At least to hear Darla tell it.



Jon called off work--the first time he’d done so in nearly ten years--and went back home to talk to Darla. She was waiting for him at the kitchen table when he got home; Pastor Ethan or Deacon David must have let her know what had happened.



She stared at the coffee cup in front of her as she held it with both hands, not making eye contact. Another cup sat on the other side of the table, in front of his chair. He sat down and looked at his own cup.



“Why?” he asked after a minute.



“To pay for my sins,” she said. “Like tithing, in a way.”



It didn’t seem like tithing at all to Jon, but there were more pressing matters to discuss.



“What sins?”



“I was caught fornicating with someone,” she said. “Pastor Ethan presented me with something he called--”



“The ‘Women’s Option,’” Jon finished.



Darla nodded.



“Who were you fornicating with?” Jon asked.



She hesitated before answering. “Brother Henry.”



It took a moment before Jon’s mind fully processed what she’d said. Brother Henry was old enough to be her father and not a man Jon could see Darla finding attractive. The idea that she’d have sex with any of the deacons, much less Henry, was so alien he asked her to repeat herself.



“Henry,” she said.



“But it wasn’t real sex, right?” Jon asked. “Because of his cage?”



Darla laughed. “Oh, the deacons aren’t caged. Neither is Pastor Ethan.”



“Why Henry?” Jon asked as if anyone else would’ve been acceptable.



“I ran into him at the bar one night a few months ago when I was out with the girls,” she said. “I don’t know if it was the alcohol or what, but we both started confiding in each other about our needs. Henry’s wife is so into church doctrine she won’t even kiss him. And that’s how it started--with a kiss. He enjoyed it so much I thought he was going to come right there on the barstool. He wanted more. And so did I.”



“And that’s why he’s leaving,” Jon said. “Ex-communicated.”



Darla shook her head. “No. The rules are… different for church leadership than they are for you. He’s just transferring to the Raleigh congregation to be closer to some family.”



“Wait. So you were fucking someone else last night because you were caught fucking Brother Henry?”



“Yes.”



“So who was it last night?”



“I’d rather not say.”



“I’d rather you did,” Jon snapped, surprising himself and Darla with the forcefulness in his words. It wasn’t like him to raise his voice.



“It was Deacon David.”



No wonder David had acted so strangely earlier.



“Are there any others?” Jon asked. He knew what the answer would be as the pieces of the puzzle were finally falling into place.



“The other deacons,” she replied. “Amos and Tony.”



That’s four. Pastor Ethan and Deacon David had both mentioned five…



“And Pastor Ethan, I assume?” Jon asked.



Darla simply nodded.



“We’re all supposed to be chaste,” Jon said. “I can’t believe the leaders of the church get to do whatever they want while congregants are made to sacrifice. Just seems hypocritical to me, not to mention the doctrine being all over the place.”



Darla laughed. “You just described every religion ever, honey.”



“But they’re forcing you to pleasure them,” Jon said.



“They’re not forcing me,” Darla said. “It was my idea.”



“But the Women’s Option…”



“Is simply a lengthy series of counseling sessions with other women of the church,” Darla said. “I didn’t want to do that, so I proposed an… alternative.”



“You chose this?” Jon asked. “You chose to compound your sin instead of seeking forgiveness? Redemption?”



Darla rolled her eyes. “Look, Jon, I do like the church
 you
 got us involved with and agree with many of its tenets, but I’ve never in my life blindly followed any creed. I’m certainly not going to start now. And I have needs that you simply can’t meet.”



“Because I’m blindly following a creed.”



“Well… yeah. I know how important your faith is to you, but I’m not willing to sacrifice my pleasure for
 your
 faith. I hope you can understand that.”



“I’m not sure I can,” he said.



“You’ll come around,” she said. “You must have liked what you heard last night when David accidentally called you while throwing my phone across the room. Your vibrator was in a different drawer than it usually is.”



“You know about the vibrator?”



She nodded. “Your secret’s safe with me. And don’t worry… Pastor Ethan tells me he has a special sermon planned for this Sunday that will help the entire church understand our place in the grand scheme of things.”



 









 Chapter Four



Jon squirmed in his pew on Sunday morning, rubbing his thumbs over the faux leather cover of his Bible. Embossed on the front were five shepherd’s crooks displayed in a star pattern, denoting it as the special Church of Many Erect Staffs edition of the Bible. This version, the only one allowed to be brought inside church walls, had several passages altered to show the real meaning of God’s Word that so many other versions failed to include. Jon had never doubted the veracity of the book he held in his hands. Not until very recently, anyway.



He was nervous about this special sermon Darla had mentioned and couldn’t help wondering if it related specifically to his newfound knowledge of his wife’s sexual freedom. He thought he’d feel better if she was sitting next to him like usual, but she’d told him she needed to do a few things before she met him there. As the regular sermon time approached without her joining him, he grew more and more uneasy. He texted her, then called her, but she didn’t respond either time.



Jon looked around. Many of the other congregants were relegated to standing room only. It was a packed house; news of the pastor’s special sermon brought in church members who rarely attended weekly services.



Darla was nowhere to be found when Pastor Ethan walked out on the big stage at the front of the pews. Flanking him were all four deacons. They were all dressed in matching white robes instead of their usual Sunday best, and none of them wore shoes. Chatter broke out among the other congregants, and Jon’s uneasiness grew and grew.



The large flat-screen televisions positioned at a dozen spots around the sanctuary showed the unusual scene on stage from various angles.



“First of all, I want to thank everyone for joining us,” Pastor Ethan said, his voice carried across the entire sanctuary thanks to the headset microphone he wore. “Today’s message is going to be different from what you’ve heard before in some ways, but maybe not so different in others. And it’s going to include some visual aids which I understand may not be to everyone’s liking. It’s why we’ve asked for no one under the age of 18 to be in attendance this morning.”



Jon had been too wrapped up in worry over where Darla was to notice before, but he looked around the sanctuary. There were never many children at a service (what with everyone--almost everyone, anyway--being sworn to chastity), but this morning, there appeared to be none.



“Let me begin by offering anyone who wants to leave the chance to do so now,” Pastor Ethan continued. “If you stay, you will witness acts of a sexual nature, right up here on stage, and I don’t want anyone to see something they’re not comfortable with. I’ll give you five minutes to decide to leave and will not hold it against anyone who does. If you stay, you are enthusiastically granting consent to witness what is about to take place.”



Jon thought he would be sick, but he did not stand up to join those who left. After five minutes passed, roughly half the sanctuary was full, and those who had been standing in the aisles sat down in newly empty pew seats. Most of them stared at Pastor Ethan and the deacons with rapt attention.



“One of the central tenets of our faith--
 the
 central tenet, in fact--is that chastity leads to godliness,” Pastor Ethan said. “The church asks those who are weak in their faith to abstain from all forms of sexual contact, lest you be lost to carnal desires that take your mind off service to our virgin Lord and Savior.”



Many heads nodded. Shouts of “Amen!” rose from the crowd. Pastor Ethan smiled.



“But in order for me to ask you, my precious flock of sheep, to give up something so monumental, I need to understand what it is I’m asking you to give up,” the preacher said. “Same goes for the other members of church leadership. If I and the deacons you see around me don’t understand the desires of the flesh, how can we ask you to fight against them with all your heart?”



More nods, more “Amens!” Some of the other congregants were literally on the edges of their seats.



“In order for us to fully understand your sacrifice, we have to make a sacrifice of our own,” Pastor Ethan said. “Not unlike our virgin Lord and Savior taking on the sins of the world, we as his representatives here on Earth have to take on the sins of the flesh, so you don’t have to. Although we as church leaders are much stronger in our faith than you, our flock, we still take on a great risk when we indulge in carnal desires. But we do it for you. To protect you. To secure your place in the eternal hereafter. Today it’s time for us to give you a glimpse of the great work we do for you.”



That earned the preacher a standing ovation from almost everyone in the sanctuary. Applause, shouts of praise, and sounds of foot-stomping filled the air.



“Of course, in order for us to experience this awful knowledge, we require aid,” Pastor Ethan went on. “We require someone to act as a… sacrificial lamb, if you will. Someone willing to give selflessly of themselves with no thought of their own eternal soul. Someone willing to do whatever we ask of her for us to understand the full range of human depravity.”



It seemed to Jon that the pastor and the deacons could have explored their carnal desires with each other or their own wives instead of Darla. He looked around until he found Pastor Ethan’s wife, Jasmine, and the wives of the deacons. They were all sitting together in the same pew, their eyes locked on their husbands. They appeared to be hanging on every word out of Pastor Ethan’s mouth. They were okay with this, just like everyone else in attendance.



Almost everyone.



Jon’s stomach churned as he clenched his fists in a rage unlike anything he’d ever felt before. The urge to stand up and object to the whole circus taking place was almost overwhelming.



So why was his caged cock bouncing around in his pants? He could feel sticky precum coating his thigh as his heart raced in a not-entirely-unpleasant way.



“So, without further ado, I’d like everyone to welcome the woman who is helping us save you from yourselves,” Pastor Ethan said. “You all know her, but you haven’t seen her in the way you’re about to. Come on out, Miss Darla!”



Darla walked through the door at the back of the stage to stand next to Pastor Ethan. She was nude, and Jon felt a sharp pain in his chest as he looked at his wife’s body for the first time.



Taking Darla’s hand in his and holding it up, Pastor Ethan said, “For the last year, Miss Darla has worked tirelessly to aid my brothers here and me in our understanding of the sins of the flesh. We thought it was time to impart some of that wisdom to you all. From a safe distance, of course.”



She’s not really going to fuck all five of them on stage
 , Jon thought stupidly.
 Not in front of everyone. Not in front of me.



The preacher and deacons all untied their robes and let them drop to the floor in unison. Gasps rose up out of the congregation as everyone saw five uncaged cocks, all different lengths and girths and all looking ready for action.



Pastor Ethan turned to face Darla, his cock brushing against her thigh as he did so. “Are you ready to begin, Miss Darla?”



She took his cock in her hand and said, “Amen.”










 Chapter Five



As much as Jon wanted to get up and leave or rush up onto the stage to put a stop to this spectacle, he sat in his pew. He simply could not tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife’s slender fingers wrapping around the preacher’s rather large penis. In any scenario, Jon’s penis was much smaller than Pastor Ethan’s, and the cage wrapped around it only added insult to that injury.



Darla stroked Pastor Ethan’s rod, and the preacher moaned into his headset microphone. The moan seemed to descend on the entire congregation from the loudspeakers overhead.



Darla dropped to her knees, eye level with Pastor Ethan’s cock. The other four deacons surrounded them, stroking their own rods. Jon’s view of his wife was obstructed by the men surrounding her, but the televisions hanging from the ceiling and the walls made sure he could see everything.



Suddenly the name of the church flashed through Jon’s mind:
 The Church of Many Erect Staffs, indeed
 .



The realization that the name meant precisely what it sounded like hit Jon like a freight train as Darla began attending to the five erect staffs around her. Still stroking Pastor Ethan with her right hand, she turned her body to face Brother Henry and reached for Brother Amos with her left hand. Stroking both Ethan and Amos, she opened her mouth to receive Henry’s cock.



David and Tony each grabbed one of Darla’s tits as she sucked Henry and stroked Ethan and Amos. Before long, the six of them were moving like one well-oiled machine: stroking, sucking, groping. And moaning. So much moaning.



At one point, Darla let go of Ethan and Amos and began stroking the other two deacons without letting up her oral ministrations on Henry’s shaft. Henry grabbed the sides of Darla’s head and began ramming himself into her face, harder and harder with each passing second.



Jon’s cock was going crazy. Fighting back tears, he began rubbing himself through his pants, through his cage. It felt as good as anything felt to him down there these days.



Brother Henry suddenly moaned so loudly Jon thought he must be wearing a headset microphone like the pastor. But his sounds of pleasure weren’t coming from the loudspeaker; what was happening to him was simply enough to elicit such a forceful utterance one could hear it through most of the sanctuary.



The television Jon looked at suddenly switched views to show a closeup of Darla’s mouth on Henry’s cock. Jon had only a moment to wonder who was controlling the cameras as if they were filming a movie (
 a porno
 , Jon thought with an ache in his chest) before he saw the old man fill his wife’s mouth with cum.



Darla let go of the two cocks she’d been stroking so she could grab Henry’s ass, pulling him against her as he came. The camera zoomed in on her throat so Jon could see the bulges there as she worked to swallow everything Henry gave her.



Darla let go of Henry and pulled away from him. A long, thin strand of cum connected her mouth to his cock for a moment as she looked up at him and smiled. Then she caressed his balls with one hand, working her way up from the base of his shaft to the tip. She gently collected the other end of the cum strand as she lifted her head up. Opening her mouth, she fed the strand into her mouth, completing her work of swallowing every bit of his gift.



“You are a miracle,” Henry said, stroking Darla’s face.



“Amen,” Deacon David said, stroking his massive black cock.



“You got something for me, David?” Darla asked, lying down on the stage. “An erect staff, perhaps?”



The congregation laughed at that. Jon did not.



David moved to stand between Darla’s legs as she spread them. Jon--and everyone else in attendance--watched one of the TVs as the big black man knelt on its screen, his staff only inches away from Darla’s pussy.



A pussy Jon had never seen before that moment.



The camera zoomed in, as it had on Darla’s mouth around Henry’s cock, so the screen was filled with Deacon David’s cock as he rubbed it up and down on Darla’s glistening pussy lips. Jon looked up to the ceiling as Darla’s moans filled the room, raining down from the loudspeakers. Looking back to the stage, Jon saw that Pastor Ethan had placed his headset microphone on Darla’s head so everyone could hear how she felt about David’s attention.



Continuing to massage his own pointless cock through his pants, Jon returned his gaze to the big TV in time to see David penetrate his wife. He went slowly, agonizingly so, and Darla gasped as the bulbous head of the deacon’s cock disappeared inside her. David fed inch after inch of his big tool into her until he was buried as far as he could go, and then he started pumping.



“Oh, God!” Darla cried out, which wasn’t the first time such an utterance had been heard in this sanctuary, but the circumstances were certainly unique.



Standing in a semi-circle around Darla’s head were Pastor Ethan and the two deacons Darla hadn’t already serviced. They were all stroking their cocks, seemingly in time to David’s pounding of Darla’s cunt.



On the big TV Jon watched, Darla’s hand went to her pussy. As David fucked her, she massaged her clit. Her moans grew louder and more frequent, and Jon knew what was coming. He was about to hear a sound he’d never caused, and would never cause, from his wife for the third time.



Jon rubbed his cock with more and more ferocity as his wife came, right there on stage, in front of dozens of their fellow church members.



David’s moans were loud enough to make it to the headset microphone Darla wore, and they grew in intensity through the loudspeakers as he slammed into Darla’s pussy on the TV. Suddenly, he gasped loudly and stopped moving.



Surely he’ll pull out,
 Jon thought.



But Jon was wrong. On the screen, Jon could see the part of David’s cock that wouldn’t fit inside Darla pulsing as the big man exploded inside her. This went on for what seemed like forever before David pulled out. A virtual river of cum spilled out of Darla’s pussy, flowing down to the carpet of the stage below her.



She continued moving her hand around and around her pussy lips, working David’s cum into them as she moaned.



After a moment of this, the camera moved to show the three men stroking their cocks above Darla. Their faces betrayed what was about to happen to each of them.



As Darla continued playing with David’s cum on her lower lips, the pastor and two deacons came at nearly the same time. Darla giggled as their sticky spunk splashed her face, hair, and chest. She used both hands to spread some of it around her nipples before moving upward, collecting what she could until her hands got to her mouth. The camera zoomed in on her beautiful face, plastered with cum. She seemed to look right into the camera--right at Jon--and licked her fingers clean.



Jon came in his pants while staring into her eyes.









 Epilogue



Jon sat next to Darla in Pastor Ethan’s office a few days later. The preacher typed away at his computer for a few minutes after they got there, and they sat in awkward silence until he addressed them.



“Thank you for coming in,” he said. “I wanted to make sure everything was okay with the two of you. Especially you, Brother Jon.”



They both answered at the same time.



“I don’t know how to respond to that,” Jon said.



“Everything’s great,” Darla said.



Pastor Ethan looked at Jon briefly before turning his attention to Darla. “That’s fantastic! Really glad to hear that.” Turning back to Jon, Pastor Ethan said, “So, I hope you have a better understanding of the church’s role in your salvation and appreciate your wife’s willingness to help church leadership with that role.”



“I guess…” Jon said although he didn’t understand much of anything.



“Great!” the preacher said, opening up a file folder on his desk. “Now, we can move on to another matter. I see here you’ve submitted an official application to become a deacon.”



Jon nodded. “With Henry gone, you’ll need someone you can trust to fill his shoes. I believe I am that man.”



Pastor Ethan drew in a sharp breath. “Yeah, well, here’s the thing. Being a deacon for the Church of Many Erect Staffs requires an exceptional level of control. You showed a notable
 lack
 of control during the service the other morning.”



“The service?” Jon said. “When you and the others were gangbanging my wife?”



Pastor Ethan nodded. “That’s the one. I’m just not sure we can trust someone who would masturbate while in the presence of other church members.”



“You guys were fucking my wife in front of them!” Jon screamed.



“In the course of an important sermon, yes,” Pastor Ethan said. “What we were doing served a valuable purpose. What you did showed you are still trapped by carnal desires.”



Darla patted Jon’s hand. “It’s okay, honey. Maybe you’ll have another chance in the future.”



“I love the way you’re always so positive, Miss Darla,” Pastor Ethan said.



“So, we’re just not going to have a fourth deacon for a while?” Jon asked.



“Oh, no,” Pastor Ethan said. “I’ve found the perfect replacement for Henry. He’s moving here from our congregation in Madison. Young, smart, and plays the piano like you wouldn’t believe. The ladies in the choir are going to love him.”



Someone knocked at the door.



“Ah, this must be him now,” Pastor Ethan said, standing up and going to the door. “I’ve been expecting him to stop by.”



Pastor Ethan opened the door. A tall, fit man with long blond hair stood there. Jon thought he couldn’t be older than 20. Pastor Ethan motioned for him to step inside.



“Jon, Darla, I’d like you to meet Peter,” the preacher said. “Peter, this is Brother Jon and Miss Darla, two of our most faithful.”



“You’re
 the
 Miss Darla?” Peter asked, eyeing Darla up and down. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”



I’ll bet you have,
 Jon thought as his wife stared at the growing bulge in Peter’s pants and licked her lips.
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