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Chapter 1

When I slid my promise ring off my finger on the night of my wedding about a year ago and went to bed with my husband for the first time, I have to admit I expected something a bit more… well, something a bit more.

When Noah slid inside of me for the first time it did feel good, but nothing like the adults in my church had been telling me my entire life. Sex was God’s greatest gift to humans, they said, sex was the ultimate connection between two people, they said, sex between a husband and wife was a pleasure unlike any other and certainly worth the wait, they said. And I believed them, so I waited dutifully, imagining the day when I’d get to join the rest of the world in enjoying what was thrown in my face every time I turned on a movie, or logged into TikTok, or shopped for panties. So when Noah climbed on top of me, clumsily entered me for the first time, and haphazardly thrusted into me (more like thrashed on top of me) for five minutes until he throbbed, grunted, and rolled off of me, I’ll say that I was a bit underwhelmed. I imagined utter bliss, staring deeply into each others’ eyes, and cementing our new sacred bond. What I got was an initial feeling of mild pleasure, a sweaty man huffing and puffing on top of me, rolling off of me, and then Noah’s goofy grin as he turned to me as if asking Golly gee, was that as good for you as it was for me? I smiled back, pushing my mild confusion and disappointment down and telling myself that it would get better, it was both our first times, we’d get a better rhythm. But, we really didn’t. We went on our honeymoon and had sex plenty of times, but I never reached the nirvana that had been promised to me all those years. I remember lying beneath him, trying to subtly avoid the gusts of hot air coming from his mouth as he humped me, wondering, Is this ‘coming?’ Am I ‘coming’ right now?

Is this really it?

Post-honeymoon we went home, settled back into our routines, and I found myself feeling guilty that I was secretly a bit grateful that I had more excuses to avoid sex. I was tired from work, I had a headache, I felt gross. I became very creative at turning him down, which I would’ve felt worse about if he wasn’t so whiny about it when I did. I have needs, he said, you’re neglecting your wifely duties, he would moan. He wasn’t ever really pushy about it, but it was a bit pathetic watching a grown man pout when I told him I just wanted to go to bed after a long day. It wasn’t like we didn’t have sex ever, we did it something like once or twice a month, and that’s about how often I felt like having it. Like I said, sex with Noah wasn’t bad, but it was like an okay slice of cheesecake at the church potluck. I could take it or leave it.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Everything changed when I met my friends Molly and Bethany at Bean Blessed (a coffee shop partially owned by our church’s head pastor, frequented by congregants) for our weekly Wednesday coffee chat. I’d worn my favorite denim skirt, one that I got a secret thrill from wearing due to its slightly too tightness around my hips, and a button down blouse, buttoned all the way up in a way that Noah always referred to as “modestly sexy.” What he really meant was that my D cup breasts filled the blouse out nicely with the buttons providing plausible deniability. I wasn’t complaining that he liked the outfit however, I loved how desirable I felt in it and how desirable Noah found me in it. He always made me feel beautiful, it was one of the things that made me fall in love with him in the first place.

I entered through the artificially aged wooden doors and approached the countertop to order my usual vanilla latte, simple, but me. As I fumbled in my bag searching for my wallet, I didn’t notice that a new barista was behind the counter waiting to serve me. He was tall, chestnut-skinned, gold chain glinting at his throat, smirk curling slowly as he observed me feebly attempting to retrieve my card. His strong forearms flexed under rolled up sleeves, a jagged tattoo snaking out. Rashad, his name card read.

“What can I do for you today?” His voice was deep and smooth, a warm wave washing over me. I blinked at him for a moment, not entirely realizing why I was finding it so hard to form words.

“Oh, I, uh… Can I, um… I want a vanilla latte, please.” I finally spat out, blushing as he chuckled and turned to start making the drink. I watched him closely as he worked, saw how comfortable and commanding he seemed in his space. I had been there a week before, and he hadn’t been there, now here he was moving about like he’d worked there since the place opened. I fixated on his tastefully muscular physique, his defined jawline, the faint outline of his pecs through his cotton t-shirt. I felt a stirring deep in my belly, not uncomfortable but not familiar. He turned back to me and handed me my drink with a smile that told me he might’ve noticed my staring.

“One vanilla latte, for…?” His dark brown eyes bored deeply into mine. I had to tilt my head up slightly to return the eye contact, and the stirring in my core intensified. It was then that I realized he was asking me a question.

“Uh… Ellie. I’m Ellie.”

“Nice to meet you, Ellie. I’m Rashad. Enjoy your latte.” He looked me up and down once, clearly not trying to hide it, and sauntered off to help his coworker clean the steam wands at the espresso machine.

I turned, feeling a bit shaken but thrilled, and scanned the room for my friends. I spotted Bethany and Molly seated at one of the three tops, Molly’s wild hair spilling over the table, Bethany’s prim skirt brushing the chair. I made a beeline for them, weaving through tables of Bible study groups and families sipping oat milk cappuccinos. My skirt hugged my thighs tighter with each step, the denim whispering against my skin, and that twist in my core wouldn’t quit. Rashad’s eyes still burned in my head—dark, peeling me open—and I shook it off, sliding into the chair across from Molly and Bethany. Refuge, sure, but my pulse was still hammering.

Molly leaned forward the second I sat, auburn hair tumbling over her shoulders, tank top stretched tight across her perky chest. “Took you long enough,” she said, green eyes glinting wickedly as she swirled her latte. “New guy’s hot—did he flirt with you?” Her grin was all teeth, the kind that dared you to blush. Molly was 22 (a year older than me), unmarried unlike Bethany and I. Molly attended church as often as we did, but more enjoyed the community than the doctrine.

Bethany tutted, blonde bob pinned so tight it looked painted on, her long skirt pooling around her chair like a shield. I knew from hanging out with Bethany for years that hiding under her long, formless skirt was a round, supple ass that was surprisingly big for her petite frame. She would wear yoga pants when it was just me and her hanging out at the house, but always wore long skirts in public, saying that she wanted to be modest. “Molly, hush—he’s just doing his job,” she said, voice prim but shaky, her blue eyes darting to Rashad at the counter. Bethany was 23, married to her husband for 3 years. She could be a bit holier-than-thou but I always thought we made a nice trio with varying degrees of piousness. Molly provided a target for Bethany and I’s judgement, Bethany provided a caricature of old fashioned prudishness that Molly and I could poke fun at. I considered myself a balance between the two, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a bit more like Bethany than Molly.

I set my latte down, fingers brushing my purity ring—still on after a year because Noah liked the “vow” of it. “He’s… fine,” I muttered, cheeks hot. “Just made my drink.” A lie—his Enjoy, Ellie echoed in my skull, and that saunter? I concealed my thighs squeezing under the table by shifting in my chair.

“Fine?” Molly snorted, leaning closer, voice dropping to a purr. “Bet he’s more than fine under that shirt. Anyway, I’ve got tea—Ty, my new hookup? He’s unreal.” Her smirk widened, naughty and bold, like she lived to shock us.

Bethany’s gasp was instant, hand flying to her necklace—a silver cross she clutched like a lifeline. “Molly, you shouldn’t!” she hissed, but her lips twitched, greedy for it. I frowned, playing my part—“That’s sin, you know”—but my pulse kicked up, a slick heat creeping where it shouldn’t. Bethany would never admit it but Molly’s tales were our dirty little ritual—admonish her, then beg for more.

“Spill,” Bethany said, faking a huff, nails tapping her cup—“so we can pray for you, obviously.” Her blush gave her away, pink creeping up her neck. Her skirt shifted as she leaned forward, hinting at curves she’d never flaunt. I nodded, prim as a preacher’s wife—“Yeah, confess”—but my core clenched, that twist from Rashad flaring hotter. Molly grinned, leaning in so close I smelled her vanilla Chapstick.

“Fine. Ty’s huge—eight inches, thick as my wrist. I measured.” Both Bethany and I feigned a scandalized gasp at this, but stared intently, silently goading her on to share more. “Last night, he bent me over his couch, fucked me ‘til I saw stars. His cock hits spots so deep I’m screaming his name, clawing the cushions until they rip.” Her voice was smug, shameless, like she’d won a prize I’d never touched. My mouth went dry, heat clawing my neck. I’d never measured Noah’s cock but I knew it was far from eight inches—thin, quick, a polite poke. I’d never screamed, never clawed, never even thought to.

“You’re shameless,” I choked out. “And besides, isn’t that… too big?” before I could stop it. My blouse felt tight, nipples stiffening—faint peaks I hid with crossed arms, mortified. Molly laughed, low and wicked.

“It’s a perfect size—stretches me so wide I can’t think. Last time, he pinned me down, fucked me ‘til I came twice. I don’t know what you nuns’ husbands are working with, but eight inches is just right for me.” She leaned back, sipping her latte, smug as sin. My thighs clamped hard, wetness seeping into my panties—hot, wrong, alive. I’d never been this wet—not with Noah, not ever. My purity ring dug in, a warning I ignored, that twist blooming into a pulse between my legs.

“Not all of us need huge monsters wrecking our insides, Molly. Jacob keeps me plenty happy.” Bethany scoffed dismissively, fiddling nervously with her cross necklace. I could tell that we had similar thoughts going through our heads. Was Molly experiencing what we had both been promised out of sex?

“You’re quiet, Ellie,” Molly teased, twirling a strand of hair. “I bet you’re curious.”

“No, that’s gross,” I snapped, but my voice cracked, thin as glass.

Molly leaned in again. “Ty’s got this trick—teases me with the tip, slow circles, then slams in. I’m dripping just telling you—fucked me so hard last week I couldn’t walk straight.” Bethany squeaked—“Stop it!”—but her grip on her cup tightened, knuckles white. I wanted to scold Molly, call her a harlot, but my pussy screamed—wetness soaking through, clit pulsing like it’d woken up. “You okay, Ellie?” Molly asked, smirking. “Warm,” I croaked, skirt sticking to my ass, nipples aching under my blouse.

I turned my head to hide my blush, and saw that Rashad was back at the counter, wiping it down slowly, watching me. My arousal flared between my legs, and our brief interaction flew back into my head. I fought an urge to crane my head, try and see whether I could make out a bulge in his jeans. Molly’s talk about her new friend’s huge cock and the unimaginable pleasure it brought her crashed around my head. I was jealous that my barely Christian friend was experiencing what I thought I was entitled as a devout Christian, what I was always told was my birthright. It felt unfair that she wasn’t also lying still waiting for a fumbling man to be done unceremoniously thrusting into her so she could go watch Netflix. More than that, an undeniable desire to feel what such pleasure could possibly feel like bubbled up in me like never before. At least before this conversation I could pretend it didn’t exist– Bethany had quietly confided in me before that Jacob had problems staying hard during sex and would often have to awkwardly finger her until she gently lied to him that she was satisfied. I took comfort in our shared ambivalence toward sex– but knowing that Molly was getting absolutely ravished by such a strong stud flipped my world upside down.

“You’re living in sin, Molly.” Bethany’s disapproving tone snapped me back. “You should pray, repent.”

“Yeah, I could do that, or I could go take Ty’s dick so deep I feel it in my stomach. Tough choice!” Molly chirped as she gathered her things. “Might skip Bible class on Sunday—his cock’s worth it.”

I muttered, “You need Jesus,” but my mind spun—huge, deep, stars. My phone buzzed—Noah: Just thanked God in prayer for such a lovely wife! I love you. I texted back, Love you too, fingers trembling.

“Gotta go,” Molly said, grabbing her purse. “Ty’s waiting—text you later if I can still type.” She winked, sashaying out, hips swaying like a taunt.

“She’s lost.” Bethany sighed—but her voice was soft, almost jealous.

“You’re so right. I feel bad for her.” I replied robotically. We both sat in silence for a moment. “But never mind her, how are things with you, Bethany?”

Bethany rambled about Sunday school, but I barely heard. My eyes stole glances at Rashad steaming milk, biceps flexing, chain glinting—and my nipples stung, panties ruined. I crossed my legs tighter, the pulse pounding—wet, aching, alive. Molly’s words echoed—eight inches changes everything. Noah’s sweet hazel eyes flashed in my mind, his shy laugh when he’d first kissed me under the stars—I loved him, still did—but this? This was new, wild, unknown.

“See you Sunday,” Bethany said, standing. I nodded, dazed, and she left. I was alone, Rashad wiping tables nearby. He looked over at me again with that smile, undressing me with his eyes. I usually would’ve been offended, being regarded with such obvious lust, but I held eye contact for too long. I felt the sinful flights flying around my head.

“Anything else I can get you, Ellie?” Rashad asked me, his tone clearly implying something more.

“I… No. Thanks, Rashad.” I hastily threw my things into my bag and bolted out, avoiding any more eye contact with Rashad, my body buzzing with a need I didn’t know I had.

Chapter 2

Fucked me so hard last week I couldn’t walk straight…

Last time, he pinned me down, fucked me ‘til I came twice…

It’s a perfect size—stretches me so wide I can’t think…

Molly’s words echoed in my head as I peeled out of the coffee shop parking lot and drove home, trying to keep my panties from soaking through and staining my skirt. I drove on autopilot, barely paying attention as I tried (and failed) not to imagine Molly bent over a couch, screaming, being taken over and over again by a cock that I couldn’t even fathom. I was brought back to reality by a car honking at me as I blew through a stop sign, at which I gripped the steering wheel even tighter and white knuckled all the way back to Noah and I’s house.

I swerved into our driveway and jumped out of the car, hazily lurched toward the front door. I slammed the door and stormed inside, denim tight, ache pounding. Noah lounged on the couch, controller in hand, some war game blasting—blonde hair tousled, hazel eyes locked on-screen.

“Hey, hon,” he mumbled, thumbs twitching, oblivious. I dropped my bag, kicked off my flats, and straddled him, skirt hiking up, thighs gripping his hips. “Ellie—what the heck?” His controller thudded down, eyes popping wide, that shy laugh stuttering out. “Babe, you good?” I didn’t answer—I yanked his t-shirt up, nails scraping his soft chest, nothing like Rashad’s hard lines. My blouse strained, I unbuttoned it hastily and tore my bra off, placing my breasts directly in his face.

“I need you,” I growled, grinding my soaked panties on his shorts, clit throbbing relentlessly. His grin went goofy, shocked but eager. “Whoa, okay—Gosh, you’re sexy.” He tossed his controller aside and pulled his shorts down. His cock sprang up—thin, pink, twitching. I ripped my panties aside, wetness slicking my thighs, and sank onto him. His cock stretched me faintly like it always did, always the beginning of a sensation. I circled my hips on his crotch, searching desperately for the sensations that Molly described. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead as I slammed my hips down on him again and again, needing the ecstasy that I knew I’d been denied so long.

“Oh, Ellie,” he groaned, hands clumsy on my hips, thrusting up fast. My pussy gripped, needy, but his thin cock slipped, barely there. It felt pleasant, it felt okay, but I wasn’t looking for okay. I was looking for the haze, the blur, the mind melting that Ty had given Molly.

“Deeper, I need you deeper, baby,” I pleaded as I rode him as aggressively as I ever had. At this I saw his eyes widen, a sense of shock mixed with fear. I had an idea where it came from, but I papered over the moment by kissing him as passionately as I could muster. As I felt Noah’s cock begin to stiffen, then release its predictably modest load inside of me, I found myself wondering if there was another person who could give me that ecstasy. I rolled off of him, hiding my disappointment in the way I’d always practiced, but this time felt different. I felt cheated, deprived. My pussy throbbed in protest as I pulled my white cotton panties back on, the wet spot from earlier now cold. I looked over at Noah who sat panting, staring at the ceiling with his same goofy smile.

“Gosh, babe, that was incredible! You should do that more often!” He turned and said before pecking me on the cheek. If my pleading for more nonexistent dick had phased him, he wasn’t showing it. All I could give him back was a strained smile. “Well, it’s nap time now. You’re the best, Ellie.” From there, he shuffled on up our stairs to our shared bedroom, sure to crash until I woke him up with my dutiful nightly home cooked meal.

I remained and pouted on the couch, skirt still bunched around my waist. I’d done literally everything I’d always been told to do– be sexy, be spontaneous, make sure he’s sexually satisfied, don’t be a prude– and all I got was this relentless heat between my thighs and the greatest feeling of frustration and dissatisfaction I’d perhaps ever felt. My mind drifted to Molly’s friend Ty, and to Rashad, and back to Ty, before they melded a bit. I allowed myself to imagine what being with Rashad might be like. He was definitely strong, I could tell by his muscles. I thought about what it would feel like for him to press my thighs into a bed. I would rub my hands over his chest, pull his head in close to me. His brown skin would glow under the soft lighting, his gold chain twinkling off of his neck. Perhaps a drop of sweat would run down the chain and drip onto me.  I daydreamed for a moment longer, then I imagined what his cock might look like. Molly said that Ty’s cock was as thick as her wrist. I looked at my own wrist, the promise ring glinting underneath my wedding ring, shuddering at accepting something that thick inside of me. Was Rashad’s cock that big? What if instead of bursting into my home to ride Noah’s unimpressive erection for five minutes, I burst into my home to impale myself on Rashad’s incredible missile, thick as my wrist?

Thick as my wrist…

Before I even knew what was happening I was rubbing myself over my panties. I’d never done it before, knowing that it was sinful and a gateway to impure thoughts. I was so hot, so lustful, so in need that I didn’t care in that moment. I made slow circles around where I knew my clitoris to be (Molly had told me long ago, I looked at it in the mirror occasionally. It was doubtful that Noah even knew what a clitoris was) and imagined first the disembodied cock of her lover tunneling in and out of me, and then my mind attached that cock to Rashad. In my fantasy he picked me up as if I weighed nothing, made me feel small and helpless as he threw me onto a bed and pulled my skirt up. I rubbed faster as I thought about him pulling my panties to the side and slowly opening me up with his huge cock. I saw myself looking into his eyes and seeing him smile at me, letting me know I was okay, and that I could relax. I bit my lip thinking about him reassuring me that I could take it all, I just had to trust him, let myself go on him. A heat coiled in my loins, first bubbling, then approaching a climax, and right before I went over the edge my eyes flew open.

Lust damns you! Be not a slave to your Earthly desires! Adulterers will find only hellfire! Pastor Greg’s voice boomed in my head. I yelped, yanked my hand away from my pussy like it was burning, and clamped my thighs closed.

I had never masturbated at all before then, much less to completion. I felt aroused, scared, and guilty. I had just entertained filthy, lustful thoughts about someone who was not my husband, not the man who loved me and would do anything for me. I breathed slowly to bring myself down, and the aching in my loins subsided, but didn’t entirely disappear. I pulled my skirt back down and smoothed it over, considering briefly if I should take a cold shower. I twisted my wedding ring on my finger, then my promise ring, grounding myself. Maybe I should… pray? Read my Bible? I did neither, I leaned back onto the couch and drank in my new state of being. Was I doomed to a dissatisfied life of unfulfilled lust? Was I a bad wife, a slave to my sexuality?

How could I get rid of this feeling?

Chapter 3

That next Sunday morning came fast. I stood at the mirror, smoothing a long gray skirt over my hips, a modest blouse buttoned to my throat. I was grateful for an opportunity to cleanse my mind of my recent obsession, to atone for my lustful desires. I knew I’d likely see Bethany, which was a relief. One needed the company of fellow Christians in these moments, that’s what Noah always said at least. I briefly wondered if I’d see Molly, then I remembered she had posted about her and her “friend” Ty going to a concert the night before. She probably had a late night, probably was… I shook my head slightly to banish the thought, because I knew exactly what she was doing. I couldn’t think about that right now.

Noah bustled in, tugging his best suit—navy, crisp, a tie I’d ironed last night. “Big day, hon,” he said, hazel eyes bright, blonde hair combed neat. “Sermon’s locked—‘Faith in Trials.’ Gonna knock it out.” His goofy grin tugged me, sweet as ever. I nodded, half-listening. Rashad’s “Anything else?” looped in my head as Noah droned on about some gossip about one of the deacons who apparently had a gambling addiction. My clit pulsed faintly under layers of cotton, reminding me that I might be dwelling on Rashad for a bit longer than I’d like.

“... and he didn’t even try to deny it! I assured him his secret was safe with me, and I prayed with him right then and there. He’s really lucky he ran into me.” Noah smiled smugly and looked at me to concur.

“You’re great, Noah,” I mumbled, forcing a smile, hands trembling as I pinned my hair.

“Thanks, babe.” Noah said. “Anyways, today’s a little different at church. Got Bible class first, then a new member session before service,” he went on, adjusting his cuffs. “Guy named Rashad—works at Pastor Greg’s shop. Asked for me special.”  My stomach lurched, heart slamming—Rashad? Here?

“Looks like I’m gaining a bit of a reputation,” Noah beamed, proud, oblivious. I froze, skirt hem slipping from my fingers, heat flooding my thighs. Shock—how’d he find us? Fear—did he know what I’d done, rubbing myself to him? A dark thrill—his voice, his eyes, here, now. “That’s… wow,” I croaked, cheeks burning, turning to grab my Bible so he wouldn’t see.


“Yeah, nice guy—kinda cool, actually,” Noah chuckled, slipping on his shoes. “Ready, babe?” I nodded, dazed, clutching my Bible like a shield, legs shaky as we headed out. Rashad at church—counseling with Noah—it was too much, too close, God’s test or the devil’s taunt.

At church, the Young Women’s Class buzzed—pious wives, my age, all pearls and pastel skirts. I slid next to Bethany, her blonde bob tight, long skirt pooling, cross necklace glinting. “Morning, Ellie,” she said, warm but sharp-eyed, clocking my flush. “You okay?” I forced a nod—“Fine, just… tired”—but my mind spun.

Thick as my wrist…

Stretches me so wide I can’t think…

His cock hits spots so deep I’m screaming his name…

The teacher droned—Proverbs, purity—I stared at my Bible, imposter in a room of saints, thighs squeezing under the table.

As class ended and the other women gathered their things and shuffled towards the worship hall, Bethany leaned in, voice low. “Molly’s not here—probably with him again.” Her lips pursed, disapproving, but her blue eyes flickered—jealousy, curiosity, same as Friday. “She’s lost to that… man,” she sighed, fingers twisting her cross, “but I bet she’s smug about it.” I swallowed, heat creeping—“Yeah, lost”—picturing her screaming, Ty’s cock wrecking her. Bethany’s blush deepened. “Jacob says it’s sin, but… doesn’t she ever wonder what’s enough?” When Bethany passed judgement, it usually wasn’t difficult to believe that she actually felt the way she claimed to. But this time, her voice shook slightly, her eyes darted.

“I don’t know, I… guess it’s understandable wanting to see what’s out there.” I offered weakly as I began gathering my things. I felt a dampness in my panties begin to emerge. Bethany looked at me in shock as she hastily zipped her Bible case closed.

“It’s wrong, Ellie! I mean, sex,” Bethany gulped and lowered her voice, quickly scanning to make sure no one overheard. “Is supposed to be between a man and a woman who are married! God doesn’t want us gallivanting around getting split open by just any guy we find on Tinder!” I raised my eyebrows and concealed a smirk at her choice of words; “split open,” huh?

“You’re right, you’re right. Come on, we’re gonna be late for worship.” I conceded, beckoning Bethany to follow me. As we descended the steps of the classrooms to the lobby Bethany decided to switch to another topic of gossip, somehow also about the gambling addicted deacon. I tuned her out as surely as I had Noah that morning, wondering what Molly was up to at that time. Was she being split open as Bethany told me how sad it was that so many of our Christian men were falling victim to sports betting apps? I imagined her flushed face, animalistic groans, and what it must be like for a cock to reach so far into you that you can’t think, can’t do anything but take it over and over. Before long, I realized that Bethany was asking me a question. I tried not to let on that I hadn’t been paying attention, but before I could answer, a familiar voice that I both dreaded and desired more than many things poured out behind me.

“Hello, Ellie.”

My heart plunged as I turned around to see Rashad standing there, chestnut skin glowing in a black button-up, gold chain winking.

“H-hi,” I stammered, voice thin.

“Good to see you,” he said, smirk curling, eyes boring in. He glanced at Bethany.

“Hi, I’m Rashad,” he offered, smooth as sin. She blushed fiercely and averted her gaze to the floor.

“Bethany,” she replied curtly. “I’ve gotta find Jacob,” she muttered in my direction. Bethany spun around and bolted, skirt swishing in her wake. Rashad’s smirk grew, locking back on me.

“Haven’t seen you here before,” I managed, clutching my Bible tighter.

“I’ve never been,” he said casually. “I know that lots of customers at the shop come here—thought I’d try it. Just finished with Pastor Noah—new member stuff.” His stare intensified, knowing, peeling me bare. My knees wobbled, panic and lust churning.

“He’s my husband,” I blurted, cheeks aflame. “He told me he was meeting you this morning while we were getting dressed.”

“I know he’s your husband,” Rashad said, low. “Found you tagged on the church Insta—cute pic, you and him.” My breath hitched—he’d looked for me—wetness seeping, sinful and hot.

“Noah’s nice,” he added, “bit corny, though.” He smirked a bit harder, daring me to contradict him.

I stuttered—“He’s… good, I mean, I–” but Rashad cut in.

“I left my charger in his office—would you happen to have a key?” He asked like he was asking me if I knew where the restroom was. My brain screamed no, but “Yeah, sure,” slipped out, shaky.

We walked, my heart pounding, Bible pressed to my chest, his steps calm, commanding. At Noah’s office, I fumbled the lock, cursing myself for looking stupid in front of him. Like I’d never unlocked a door before.

“Need me to hold that?” Rashad asked politely. I turned to find him towering over me, a bit closer than he’d been in the lobby. I handed him my Bible, our hands brushing for just a moment. I swallowed hard and focused back on the task at hand, shakily maneuvering the lock until I was able to open the door.

“I’ll grab it,” I offered futilely. I stepped into the office and scanned the power outlets on the wall, but Rashad brushed past me, striding right in and closing the door behind him. He calmly surveyed the office, scanning the shelves, occasionally picking something up off of Noah’s desk.

“Star Wars bobblehead—really?” he chuckled, eyeing a Yoda figurine. “And this?”—a framed ‘Best Youth Pastor’ certificate, glittered by kids.

“He’s… sentimental,” I mumbled, aroused by his nonchalance, his dominance filling the room.

He chuckled dismissively and set the figurine back down. He turned to me and stepped closer, voice dropping.

“Ever get tired of him, Ellie?”

I gulped—“No”—lie thin as air. He stepped even closer.

“Ever wonder what you’re missing?”

My heartbeat was deafening in my ears. I was fully wet now, panties soaked all the way through. I felt paralyzed in that moment, all I could do was stare up into Rashad’s face.

As soon as he kissed me a fire exploded—I moaned, and immediately began grinding against him. I felt his erection on my thigh and quickly adjusted so I could grind my pussy directly on his enormous bulge. It was just massive, imposing, dwarfing Noah’s in every metric. I felt so out of myself, so out of control, I clawed at his chest and rubbed myself as hard as I could on his bulge. I moved so frantically, so desperately that at a certain point I felt like I was actually trying to climb on his body standing up. He pulled away and laughed quietly.

“Slow down, Ellie. We’ve got some time.” I bit my lip and nodded, my hands resting on his powerful pecs. Rashad then kissed me again and lifted me onto Noah’s desk. He began kissing me more, first on my lips, then my cheeks. He took my earlobe between his teeth and gently rolled them over it. He slowly made his way down my body, brushing my hair aside to kiss all over my neck, then unbuttoning my blouse to kiss my chest. He deftly undid the rest of the buttons and continued kissing down more torso; the closer he got to my thighs the hotter my chest became, the brighter the blush on my arms. I shivered with pleasure as he lifted my body with one arm and hiked up my full length skirt with the other. He shoved some papers and books off of Noah’s desk and positioned me further onto it, opening my legs and exposing my sopping wet panties.

“You’re so wet already, Ellie.” Rashad smiled cockily, clearly taking pleasure in the effect he had on me. He gingerly pinched the two sides of my panties and slid them down my pale legs. The way he looked at my vagina with such lust, such hunger, made me melt on the desk. He gazed between my legs like it was the most beautiful thing in the world, such a contrast from Noah either staring at it like a child eyeing a toy that he’d just received, or worse, staring confusedly as he haphazardly lapped his tongue around it, wondering why I wasn’t writhing with pleasure. Rashad kissed me once more, then took his index and middle finger and slowly inserted them into my mouth. I sucked on them eagerly, somehow knowing to wet them as much as I could with my saliva.

“Good girl,” he praised me, noticing my technique. I smiled back, licking and sucking his fingers until he slowly withdrew them from my mouth. While maintaining eye contact the entire time, he guided his hand down to my pussy and gingerly pressed my clit with his two wet fingers. Pleasure washed over me in waves as he slowly traced circles with his fingers over my clit, a moan escaping my mouth as I tried to be as quiet as possible. The way he’d found my spot without any fumbling, no complaints about how “complicated” it was, awed me and turned me on. Here was a man giving me pleasure so skillfully like he’d done it a million times, like he already knew my body perfectly.

“Be quiet, Ellie, we don’t want to get caught.” I nodded breathlessly and I gazed into his eyes, caught in the haze of his dominance. “Just lay your head back and relax.” He reached out and cradled the back of my head in his enormous hand, and I let my muscles go slack. I quietly cooed and “oooh”’d as he continued working my clit masterfully. Before long, I felt the familiar buildup of my masturbation session after disappointing sex with Noah. I bit my lip harder, and locked eyes with Rashad again. His presence made the unfamiliar feel so much safer, and I smiled serenely as I approached the edge that I’d scurried away from just days earlier. But just as I began to teeter, Rashad took his fingers away, and looked at me more seriously.

“No,” he told me firmly. “Not yet. You don’t get to cum until I tell you, understand?”

“Yes, Rashad,” I obediently answered. I would’ve said yes to anything in that moment just to keep the moment alive. He nodded, then began unbuckling his belt. My breath went more and more shallow as he slowly tugged his trousers and boxer briefs down, gradually revealing his cock in all of its glory.

It was like nothing I’d ever seen before. Bigger than how I’d imagined Molly’s friend, bigger than how I’d even imagined Rashad, but there it was in front of me. My mouth gaped at his thick, heavy, long missile of a penis in front of me. I felt my pussy throb with my heartbeat, felt my juices drip down my ass cheeks and onto Noah’s desk. The contrast of his dark skin progressing into the flesh colored head was so hot. Rashad’s cock was veined, and jutted out almost perfectly straight. Not like Noah’s 80-85% erections that only ever got to 100% when he came. As I admired Rashad’s body and contemplated how something like that would fit inside me one thought rang like a gong throughout my brain.

How did I get so lucky?

“Have you ever seen a cock this big before, Ellie?” Rashad’s deep voice brought me back to the moment.

“No,” I answered truthfully. “I can’t even… It’s so… I’ve never…” I could barely speak through the awe, through the arousal. I opened my legs wider and silently begged him for it. He kissed me on the forehead and gently laid me back down on the desk. I stared up at the ceiling of Noah’s office in pure bliss as I felt the head of Rashad’s penis slowly part the lips of my pussy. I felt the bottom ridge of his cock head pass through first, and almost chuckled to myself that it was already wider than Noah’s cock. The stretch was intense but pleasant, and Rashad had done such a good time relaxing me that I felt very little real discomfort. I gasped in pleasure as he went deeper and deeper, passing where my fingers reached, where Noah’s cock ended, just relentlessly tunneling into me. When I began to feel Rashad’s cock enter my abdomen and click into a pocket of my pussy that I didn’t even know existed, my body truly exploded in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck, right there baby!” I yelped as I tried to get used to such deep, complete penetration. It felt so good but so intense that I squirmed on and around his cock, trying to find a position that didn’t make me feel insane with pleasure. I felt like such a dirty slut, taking a cock like his balls deep on my first try, so different from the pious wife I was required to be. I felt my vaginal muscles begin to tighten around his shaft, and I almost involuntarily grabbed his torso and tried to pull him in even deeper. As he massaged that secret spot over and over again with his cock my eyes rolled back with pleasure, and I knew instantly that this is what Molly had been talking about, what everyone had been talking about. Being absolutely stretched to my limit, being hit in a spot that I didn’t know I had, completely taken by this strong, tall man was the unimaginable ecstasy that I’d struggled to believe even existed over all these years.

“I love it baby, I love it, keep fucking me, I… Oh…” My words jumbled into an incoherent mess and Rashad steadily fucked me on my husband’s desk. I grabbed his neck, then his strong biceps, gripping onto whatever I could to keep me grounded in the haze. I felt his grunts, his warm breath on my collar. I heard my pussy sloshing with wetness as he pounded into me. Rashad lifted my head again and made me make eye contact with him as he kept fucking me.

“Tell me how much you love my big, black cock.” he commanded me.

“I love your big, black cock Rashad! I need it, it’s so good, it’s so much better than–” my words were cut off by Rashad pinning my arms to the table to begin fucking me fast and deep, pummeling that deep spot. I let out a much too loud scream at this, to which he grabbed my panties and stuffed them in my mouth. I was grateful for this as it let me scream as loudly as I wanted, and as he towered over me, going so deep my vision was blurring, I felt the buildup one more time. My pussy began to spasm and my legs began to shake. My vaginal muscles involuntarily hugged and kissed his cock and I looked up into Rashad’s eyes, panties still stuffed in my mouth, silently begging him to let me climax. He knew what I needed, and smiled down at me.

“I want you to cum for me, Ellie.”

My toes curled, my torso quaked, breasts swelled with desire, and my back arched off of the table as the first orgasm of my life ripped through my body like a tornado. I felt every nerve ending in my skin sparkle with deep, undeniable pleasure. It was like having the breath knocked out of me while simultaneously receiving the greatest massage of my life, the massage I never knew I needed. My pussy clamped Rashad’s cock, spasming wild, a rhythm I didn’t control—wetness gushed, hot and free, soaking the desk under my ass. Stars burst behind my eyes, bright and endless, just like Molly’d bragged—this was her ‘can’t think,’ her ‘screaming his name,’ not the damp flicker Noah left me with. The pocket he’d clicked into stretched full, a deep ache blooming into something wilder, bigger, a secret sea inside me breaking open. Was this sin—or God’s real gift, hidden until now? Pastor Greg’s ‘lust damns you’ flickered, drowned by a flood I couldn’t stop—my body shook, wrecked, like the Holy Spirit had seized me, but dirty, raw, his. I’d waited my whole life, pure and patient, for this—not Noah’s five-minute flops, but Rashad splitting me open, showing me heaven in a way the church never dared. This was what I had been waiting on my entire life. As Rashad fucked me through my orgasm, one thought emerged from the mush of my brain.

How am I ever going to come back from this?

I panted and moaned softly as Rashad’s pace began to slow little by little. He slowly withdrew his cock from me for the first time since he put it in, eliciting a whimper of protest from me. He took his still perfectly hard cock in his hand and began to pull his boxer briefs back up with the other, tucking his erection back in. All I could do was barely raise my head, my legs still felt weak from being absolutely impaled by Rashad, and I was initially confused.

“But… you didn’t get to… cum?” My words came to me more slowly than usual, I fought through the haze to find what I wanted to say.

“Don’t worry about that. This was just an introduction. You’re gonna make me cum soon enough.” Rashad told me matter of factly. I simply stared back before letting my head fall back onto Noah’s desk. I didn’t protest at all because I knew he was right. There was no way this could be a one time thing, no way I could not try this again. I could feel the wetness from my pussy on the desk itself, under and around my ass cheeks. I’d have to clean that immediately, no doubt. Rashad grabbed a bottle of water from Noah’s office refrigerator and handed it to me. I wiped sweat slicked locs of hair from my forehead and drank the entire bottle in one gulp.

“We should get going now. People are gonna start pouring into the lobby.” Rashad pointed at the clock, showing right about the time that worship service usually concluded. I’d missed Noah’s sermon, the one he’d been so excited to give. A pang of guilt went through me, before a stalagmite of guilt crushed me. I hadn’t just missed his sermon, I’d just let another man open me up completely on his desk. My mind raced with the lies, the excuses, the hypothetical judgement from Bethany. I looked back to Rashad and nodded wordlessly, pulling my panties back on before rebuttoning my blouse. As I smoothed my skirt back over my legs, the guilt remained but dulled significantly. Sure it’d been wrong, I wouldn’t deny that. But something in me had changed at that moment; I felt like I’d just received a gift, something special. I always believed that God wanted me to feel good, to derive pleasure from some things in this life. How could I feel guilty about something that God had led me to anyway?

How could I feel guilty about something that God had led me to anyway?

Chapter 4

That Wednesday morning, I stood in our bedroom, a mirror reflecting the good wife I wasn’t anymore. I decided to go with a pair of athleisure pants today, with a long t-shirt to cover my ass (both literally and figuratively).  I usually wouldn’t dare wearing something so form fitting in public even with a baggy shirt covering me up, but today felt… different. My promise ring glinted next to my wedding band, a vow I’d bent but couldn’t shed. Hair up, ponytail tight—prim, but my cheeks flushed, eyes too bright. Rashad’s “introduction” replayed—his cum should’ve been mine Sunday, not next time.

Noah was at church, prepping youth group—I had hours. I had our usual Bean Blessed Wednesday with Bethany and Molly today, but seeing my friends took a bit of a backseat in my mind to seeing Rashad again. It would be the first time we saw each other again since the fateful Sunday days prior. Butterflies fluttered around my stomach (and my pussy) and I searched around for a task that might help calm my nerves. I grabbed my phone, texted Molly: You hitting Bean Blessed today? Her reply pinged fast: Busy—Ty stuff. Next week for sure! My stomach flipped—Ty, her “thick as my wrist” guy. No prob, I tapped back, setting the phone down, heart thudding. Rashad’s chest flashed—gold chain, pecs flexing—my clit twitched, panties dampening. I snatched the phone again, fingers shaky: Can I ask you something? Molly’s For sure! buzzed back, chipper.

I hesitated, then typed, clumsily: Have you ever been… you know, doing it, and it’s like he goes into this second part inside? Like a little room or something, special, deep down there? My face burned—I was embarrassed that I didn’t quite have the words to describe Rashad’s magic, that pocket he’d hit, but I knew if anyone would it’d be Molly. I hit send, breath held, wetness seeping as I pictured it—his cock tunneling past where Noah stopped, stretching me open, a hidden door only he found. Molly’s reply lit up, eager: OMG girl yes! That’s the best! It’s called the fornix—erogenous zone underneath your cervix. Feels like he’s splitting you in half but in the BEST way, right? Most guys I’ve fucked need the perfect angle to hit it, but Ty’s so big he hits mine every stroke, any position—drives me nuts!

I grinned naughtily while reading Molly’s texts and threw my phone back on my bed, loving the thrill of discussing this new aspect of my sex life with my friend. I flashed back to Rashad’s deep strokes massaging that spot ‘til I broke. Fornix. I picked my phone back up and typed back, coy: Felt it a few days ago… first time. So good. Molly’s reply bounced in: Congrats girl! Didn’t know Noah was packing like that—lucky you! I smirked, phone dropping back to the bed—Noah’s five inches couldn’t dream of it, but let her think. Rashad’s enormous, dark cock throbbed in my mind, thick, veiny—my pussy ached, jealous of my memory, begging for round two.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The bell above Bean Blessed’s door chimed as I stepped inside, warm air wrapping around me, the faint hiss of the espresso machine humming in the background. My athleisure pants clung to my thighs—black, stretchy, tighter than the long skirts I’d worn to church, though the loose t-shirt draped over my hips softened the edge, hiding my curves just enough. Three days since Rashad pinned me to Noah’s desk, his thick cock stretching me wide, clicking into that secret spot—my breath caught, a shiver running down my spine. I smoothed my ponytail, high and tight, and glanced around—Wednesday quiet, no crowd, just him behind the counter.

Rashad looked up, chestnut skin catching the light, gold chain glinting against his black shirt, that slow smirk curling as his dark eyes locked on mine. “Hey, Ellie,” he said, voice low and smooth, rolling over me like honey. My stomach fluttered, nerves sparking—not the blind panic of Sunday, but a hot, jittery thrill. “Hey,” I replied, stepping up to the counter, my sneakers soft on the wood floor. “Usual today?” he asked, leaning forward, elbows on the counter—his forearms flexed, tattoo peeking from a rolled sleeve. I swallowed, heat creeping up my neck. “Yeah, vanilla latte,” I said, then paused, a flirty edge slipping out, “maybe… extra sweet today?” My cheeks warmed, but I held his gaze, bolder than I’d ever been.

He chuckled, deep and easy, straightening up. “Sweet’s my specialty.” His eyes flicked over me—pants, t-shirt, the way my chest pressed the fabric—and my clit twitched, a rush of wetness soaking me more.

“You’re good at that, aren’t you?” I teased, voice soft, daring. His smirk widened, a glint in his stare—“You know I am”—and he turned to pour, jeans hugging his hips, that bulge I’d felt Sunday shifting faintly. I bit my lip, fingers curling around my card, then handed it over—his warm hand brushed mine, lingering a beat too long. “Thanks, Rashad,” I murmured, grabbing my cup, the heat of his touch buzzing as I headed to Bethany.

She sat at our usual three-top near the window, sunlight spilling over her blonde bob—pinned tight as usual, not a strand loose—her long skirt pooling around her chair, pastel blue blouse buttoned to her throat, cross necklace resting primly against her chest. “Ellie,” she said, voice warm but edged, her blue eyes narrowing as I slid into the seat across from her. “Morning, Bethany,” I replied, setting my latte down, the t-shirt clinging to my sides as I leaned back—her gaze darted over me, clocking the flush in my cheeks, the way I carried myself. “You’re looking… brighter today,” she said, curiosity threading her tone, her fingers resting lightly on her own cup, steam curling up.

I smiled, small but knowing, sipping my latte—vanilla sweet on my tongue, Rashad’s “big, black cock” flashing in my mind, deep thrusts, stars bursting. “Feeling brighter,” I said, coy, letting the words hang. She tilted her head, blonde hair catching the light. “Oh? Why’s that?” Her voice was soft, prying, a flicker of something—jealousy?—in her eyes. I leaned forward, elbows on the table, my t-shirt shifting—her gaze flicked to my chest, then back up.

“Had some great sex a few days ago,” I said, slow, a grin tugging my lips—sheltered me, gushing like a schoolgirl, but I couldn’t stop. “Really great.”

Bethany’s brows lifted, a faint blush creeping up her neck. “Great how?” she asked, voice tighter, curious now, her fingers brushing her cross. I took a breath, picturing it—Rashad’s cock tunneling in, hitting that spot. “It was… like he went so deep, you know? Found this little place inside—special, hidden. Felt so full, like my whole body just… gave in. Couldn’t think, just melted—best feeling I’ve ever had.” My voice softened, dreamy, wetness pooling in my panties as I spoke. Sunday’s haze flooded back into my memory, and my thighs squeezed under the table at the thought. Bethany’s blush deepened, fierce and pink, her hand fumbling the cross—twisting it, averting her gaze to the window. “Oh… wow,” she mumbled, flustered, “that’s… something.”

She swallowed, forcing a smile, her eyes darting back to me. “I’m glad for you and Noah, then—nice your… marriage is, um, thriving.” Her assumption hung there, prim and hopeful—I smirked, sipping again, letting it slide. Noah’s five inches couldn’t touch it, but she didn’t need the truth yet.

“How about you and Jacob?” I asked, gentle, tilting my head. “How’s that going these days?” She stiffened, cross still in her grip, her cup untouched.

“It’s… fine,” she said, too quick, her voice thin—a lie I’d heard before.

I softened my tone, leaning closer. “Hey, it’s okay—we’re both wives, right? Married women can talk about this stuff. God gave us that gift, didn’t He?” Her shoulders eased, a small nod—she trusted me, church-girl bond kicking in.

“Well,” she started, voice dropping, “a couple weeks ago… I was on our computer, just messing around, and… I found something. An Incognito tab—porn. Jacob forgot to close it.” Her breath hitched, sadness cracking her poise—her fingers tightened on the cross. “I confronted him—asked if it’s why he… struggles, you know, down there. He admitted it—said it’s an addiction, promised to get help. I forgave him, but… we haven’t been intimate since. The trust’s gone.”

Her eyes glistened, hurt pooling—I reached out, touching her hand. “That’s awful, Bethany—I’m sorry.” She nodded, blinking fast.

“It is,” she said softly, “but the sex? Not missing much, honestly. The porn, knowing that he’s been lying to me about it—that hurts worse.” She paused, lips parting, a weight behind her words—more unsaid. I squeezed her hand, gentle.

“What else?” I asked her quietly, sensing that she wanted to say more.

She gulped, voice a whisper—“It was what he watched that got me.” My pulse quickened, curiosity sharp.

“What was it?” I didn’t know, but somehow, part of me knew.

She glanced around—shop quiet, just us—then leaned closer, church-wife hush: “White girls… with black men. Really… blessed ones, you know? Big down there.” Her hands shook, cross dangling—I bit back a smirk, Rashad’s “blessed” cock throbbing in my memory. “Never thought Jacob… in a million years… I was shocked.” she added, stunned, naive.

“Did you watch any?” I asked lightly—her face flamed, fierce red. “No—no way!”—too fast, eyes darting, a lie so clear I almost laughed.

“Okay,” I said, sympathetic, letting it drop—“It’ll get better, Bethany. He’ll figure it out.”

She nodded, weak, then checked her watch—silver glinting. “Oh—I have to meet some ladies for potluck prep tonight. Gotta go.” She stood, gathering her purse, skirt rustling. “Thanks, Ellie—for listening.” She headed out, steps quick—Rashad’s voice cut through, smooth, “Have a nice day, Bethany.” She froze mid-stride, blush roaring back—her head dipped, no reply, and she bolted, door swinging shut. I chuckled into my latte, glancing around—shop empty now, tables bare, just me and him. My pulse jumped, his smirk catching my eye across the counter.

Rashad’s dark gaze pinned me, gold chain glinting, the empty shop humming quiet around us. He leaned forward, elbows on the counter, voice low. “Ever been in the stock room, Ellie?” His tone teased, daring—my stomach flipped, a grin tugging my lips. “No,” I said, soft, flirty, “never got the tour.” He straightened, nodding toward the back. “C’mon—let me show you around.”

I slid off the stool, heart thudding, following him—his jeans hugged his hips, that bulge shifting as he moved. The stock room door creaked open—dim, narrow, stacked with coffee bags and boxes—and as it swung shut, cutting off the lobby, he grabbed me. His hands gripped my waist, pulling me close—his lips crashed into mine, deep, hungry, tongue sweeping in. I moaned, animal heat roaring back—Sunday’s fire reignited, my pussy soaking through my pants. I clawed at his chest, fingers fumbling his belt—metal clinked, jeans sagging as I yanked them down with his briefs, his erection springing free.

It bobbed heavy, thick—dark, veiny, the head glistening, massive against my pale hands. I wrapped my fingers around it, stroking slow, marveling—bigger than Sunday’s blur, dwarfing Noah’s pink twig. “God, Rashad,” I breathed, kissing him harder, his tongue hot as I pumped him, precum slicking my palm. My clit throbbed, begging—I turned, bending over a stack of boxes, hands tugging my pants down, ass bare, inviting him to fuck me. “Ellie—stop,” he said, firm, a hand on my shoulder. I froze, pants halfway down, confused—stood straight, turning slow, breath shaky. He beckoned me closer, eyes dark. “On your knees.”

A trance swallowed me—his command, his voice—I sank, knees hitting the cold floor, pants snapping back up. Face-to-face with his cock now—throbbing, inches from my lips, the musky scent of him flooding me, pheromones thick and wild. “Ever given a blowjob?” he asked, soft but edged.

“Um… yeah, once or twice” My voice was small. I’d sucked Noah off on our honeymoon twice. It was quick, a chore I’d fumbled through, his thin dick limp in my mouth. I’d quit doing it after that, I told him my jaw hurt from doing it and that he was “too big” for it to be comfortable. That seemed to satisfy him. This was different though—Rashad’s enormous black cock pulsed, and I needed it, a dirty urge to please him, submit, blooming where Noah left me cold.

“I’ll teach you,” he said, hand cupping my head, guiding me forward. My lips parted, trembling—I took the head in, warm, salty, stretching my mouth wide. My pussy clenched, soaking my pants more—servicing this beast turned me on, wet and wild. I slid back and forth, slow, tasting him, then paused, peeling off my t-shirt, bra unhooked. My D-cups spilled free, my nipples became even harder than they already were when the cold stockroom air hit them. Rashad’s eyes lit up—“Fuck, Ellie, look at you”—his hands found them, fondling, thumbs brushing my peaks. I moaned, diving back in—lips stretching, sucking harder.A few minutes in I could take about half his shaft, my jaw aching—he coached me through it.

“Teeth out, baby—relax.” He told me. I tried, tongue flat, but God his girth made it almost impossible not to let my teeth graze it, a beast too big to tame. “You’re doing good, sweetie,” he groaned, “keep going.” I nodded, sloppy—drool slicked my chin, and Molly’s voice hit me—before I’d gone on my honeymoon she’d given me a tip, giggling: Relax your throat, like chugging water—big cocks need it. Noah’s twig never tested that, but now—I breathed deep, throat loosening, and pushed. Rashad’s length slid in, all of it, balls brushing my chin. My eyes watered, throat full—his moan echoed, loud, stunned. “Holy shit—no woman’s taken me like that.”

The pride of being the first woman to ever take that entire monster cock down my throat emboldened me, and I sucked the whole length, pulling back to the head, then engulfing him again. My throat stretched, gagging softly, over and over. His hands gripped my hair—“Fuck, Ellie, yes”—hips rocking, matching me. My pussy dripped—I was his, pleasing him, lost in it. “I’m gonna cum,” he warned, voice rough. I kept the pace, steady, relentless—felt him swell, thicker, hotter—swallowed him deep one last time. He groaned, loud—cum flooded my throat, hot, thick, endless, pulsing down me. I gulped, stunned—huge load, more than I’d dreamed—swallowing ‘til he softened, pulling out slow, a string of spit trailing my lips.

He bent down and kissed me softly. “Good girl,” he murmured, smirking. I grinned, dazed—grabbed a towel from a shelf, wiping my chin, his sweat, laughing together, giddy. “You’re a natural,” he said, toweling his face—we adjusted our clothes, my pants clinging wet, his jeans zipped. The stock room door creaked as we stepped back to the lobby—empty, quiet—until Noah’s voice hit.

“Anyone here?” He stood at the register, tie loose, blonde hair tousled. His face immediately lit up as he saw us. “Rashad! Ellie!” Then a pause, eyes confused—us, flushed, from the back. “What… were you doing back there?”

My heart lurched—lie fast. “Praying,” I said, weak, smoothing my t-shirt. “Rashad’s getting serious about his faith and he asked me to help.” Noah blinked, then grinned—goofy, proud. “Oh, wow—babe, that’s awesome! Helping a new brother out.” He turned to Rashad—“Keep it up, man—faith’s the way.” Rashad smirked, subtly.

“Thanks, Pastor.” My knees shook, cum’s taste lingering.

Noah shrugged, “Don’t usually swing by here—thought I’d surprise you, hon.” I forced a smile, thin—“Sweet of you.”

Rashad slid behind the counter—“What can I get you, Noah? New cappuccino special today.”

Noah waved a hand, chuckling—“Nah, not into fancy stuff. When it comes to coffee, I just take it black.”

Chapter 5

The rumble of Noah’s old hatchback filled the silence as we pulled away from Bean Blessed, Wednesday dusk settling over the windshield. His black coffee sat in the cupholder, steam curling up, my vanilla latte long gone—Rashad’s cum still a faint tang in my throat. Noah hummed off-key to the radio, his goofy grin flashed as he glanced at me.

“So, how’s your day going, hon?” he asked casually, hand tapping the wheel. My stomach twisted—guilt, sharp now, not the dull hum of Sunday.

“Fine,” I managed, voice thin, smoothing my athleisure pants—wetness clung, a secret stain. “Just… hung out with Bethany, you know.”

“Cool, cool,” he nodded, oblivious, merging onto the highway. “Is she doing good? Jacob told me she was gonna do potluck prep tonight—church ladies love that stuff.” His hazel eyes sparkled, proud of his flock—my lie about “praying” with Rashad burned hotter, a coal in my chest.

“Yeah, she’s… okay,” I said, forcing a smile, fingers twisting my promise ring—bent vow, his trust blind. “How's the youth group?”

“Great! Did a Mario Kart tourney—kids crushed me.” His laugh tugged me, sweet as ever, but Rashad’s musk clung—my pussy ached, traitor.

“Sounds fun,” I nodded, weak, guilt clawing deeper, his faith mocking mine.

We pulled into our driveway, gravel crunching—house dark, cozy, his Star Wars posters glinting through the living room window. Inside, Noah flopped onto the couch, kicking off his sneakers—controller in hand, Xbox whirring as he booted up. “Gonna unwind—join me?” he grinned, patting the cushion. I stood frozen, heart pounding.

“Stop,” I said, sharper than I meant—his thumb froze on the start button. “We need to talk.” He blinked, game paused—turned to me, hazel eyes wide, giving me all of his attention.

“Okay, babe—what’s up?”

I sat beside him, couch sinking—his warmth close, my hands trembling as I took a deep breath, Rashad’s taste souring now. “At the coffee shop,” I started, voice shaking, “me and Rashad… we weren’t praying.” Noah tilted his head, brow furrowing—not getting it, still trusting.

“Oh,” he said, slow, “what were you doing then?” His tone was light, curious—my throat tightened, guilt a fist. I gulped, eyes on my lap.

“I… I’d just finished giving him a blowjob.” The words dropped, heavy—silence swallowed the room, his breath hitching.

Noah’s jaw slackened, eyes wide—shock, not anger, rippling over his face. He didn’t speak—just stared, hurt flickering, confusion clouding his goofy charm. “I’m so sorry,” I rushed, tears pricking, sincere—“I didn’t mean to hurt you, Noah, I swear.” My voice cracked—his silence cut deeper, his trust crumbling in real time. Finally, he shifted on the couch and spoke.

“Why, Ellie? Why’d you do it?”

“I was… curious. I wanted to see what else was out there—feel something different.” My cheeks burned, Rashad’s cock flashing—thicker, fuller, splitting me open. Noah looked back to the floor then lifted his face to meet my eyes.

“Do you… still love me?” Noah asked pitifully. His voice broke, small—tears welled in my eyes, spilling hot.

“Yes,” I choked, grabbing his hand—“Yes, Noah, I love you—so much. But…” I faltered, his fingers stiff in mine, “there’s things you can’t give me… sexually. That’s what I wanted with Rashad.” His brow creased, pain sharpening—he pulled his hand back, slow, processing.

“What things?” he asked, voice rough, eyes searching mine—hurt but prying now, a flicker of something else. I hesitated–the truth felt too raw, but I couldn’t lie to him any longer.

He squirmed again, Adam’s apple bobbing—“What can’t I give you, Ellie?” His tone pressed, needing it—I bit my lip, heart hammering. “Tell me,” he said, softer, insistent—“Is… is Rashad bigger than me?” My breath caught—his guess, blunt, hung there. I nodded, slow, eyes locked on him.

“Yeah,” I whispered, truth spilling—“He is.”

Noah’s gaze dropped to his lap, hands resting limp on his thighs—silence stretched, thick and heavy, his breath shallow. His face was still, hurt etched deep, but no storm brewing. Then he looked up, hazel eyes flickering—not anger, something new, a glint I couldn’t place. “What’s… what’s that like?” he asked, voice low, tentative, his fingers twitching against his jeans. I froze, cheeks burning.

“What do you mean?” I mumbled, stalling, twisting my promise ring—guilt and heat warring inside.

He shifted, eyes locked on mine—“You know… with him. He’s bigger.” My throat tightened—Rashad’s cock flashed, thick, pulsing—but Noah’s look wasn’t rage, just need. I swallowed, and answered him carefully.

“It’s… different.” I said. He tilted his head.

“Different how?” He continued softly, pressing. I hesitated, then let it spill.

“Like today… in the stockroom. I… sucked him.” My voice trembled, “It was big—stretched my mouth, warm, heavy. I’d never felt that—I just really wanted to please him, like… I couldn’t stop.”

His breath hitched—eyes widening, a faint bulge stirring in his jeans. I saw my words turning him on, not breaking him. “He taught me,” I went on, softer, “guided me—his hands in my hair, filling my throat. I took it all—he came a lot.” Noah’s cheeks flushed, his erection growing—undeniable now, pushing against the denim.

“Has he been inside of you?” he asked, voice rough, a blush creeping up his neck. I nodded, slow—“Yeah…” My pussy clenched, throbbed with the memory. “It was so deep, filled me to my limit—hit places… well, it hit places I haven’t felt before.” Noah knew that until recently he was the only person I’d ever had sex with. He knew that when I said Rashad hit places I hadn’t felt before, I meant that Rashad hit places that Noah couldn’t hit.

His boner rose more, straining—he squirmed, hands flexing. “Did it… hurt? Taking a cock that big?” His tone shook—curious, not mad, eyes darting over me.

“Intense, yeah—but nice. Really nice. Stretched me, but… good, like I needed it.” My thighs squeezed, arousal mixing with guilt—he blinked, processing, his bulge twitching. “I thought you’d be mad,” I said, soft, searching his face—his hurt still there, but softening. He exhaled, slow—“I… I feel blindsided, Ellie. Confused, kinda hurt—but not angry. Weird, right?” He paused, blushing deeper—“And… curious. Turned on, even—picturing you… ravished by a guy that… well-endowed.”

My heart skipped—his words, raw, flipped something hot in me. I smiled, leaning in—kissed him, soft, lips trembling—“I love you, Noah.” His hand found my cheek, warm—“I love you too,” he murmured, kissing back—then pulled away, hesitating, eyes flickering.

“Ellie… would you—would you consider letting me watch?” His voice dropped, shy but bold—“Watch him… fuck you?” My breath caught—shock, then heat, flooding fast. Rashad pounding me, Noah’s eyes on us—sinful, wild. I barely suppressed a grin.

“I… yeah, I could make that happen.” My voice shook, excitement buzzing—pussy wet at the thought.

Noah’s lips parted, a grin breaking—“It’s… intense, thinking about it. A thrill, you know?” He squirmed, bulge tight. “But sinful—no one at the church can know. Pastor Greg’d lose it.” I nodded, quickly.

“It’d be our secret,” My hand brushed his thigh, heat shared. “When do you want to do this?” I asked, voice low, pulse racing—his grin widened, goofy but edged.

“I’ve got his number—from Sunday’s meeting. Could text him, see if he’s free tonight.” His fingers hovered over his phone, eyes bright—excitement crackling between us.

“Yeah,” I replied with a smile. “Let’s do it.”

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The doorbell chimed, sharp through the quiet house—later that Wednesday night, stars glinting outside. I smoothed my yoga pants, tight over my hips, the black t-shirt hugging my D-cups—no bra, nipples faintly pressing the fabric. Rashad’s text—“On my way”—had buzzed an hour ago, my pussy wet since. I opened the door—there he stood, chestnut skin glowing under the porch light, gold chain winking, a bottle of red wine in hand. “Hey, Ellie,” he grinned, smooth—my pulse jumped, his musk faint already. “Hey,” I breathed, stepping aside—“Come in.”

Noah popped up from the couch, game off—“Rashad! Good to see you, man!”—his grin goofy, tie gone, jeans loose.

“Brought this. Wine, anyone?” Rashad lifted the bottle in offering.

Noah started, “Oh, we don’t really dri—” but I cut in, “I’ll take some.” Rashad’s smirk widened—poured me a glass, then himself, dark liquid glinting.

“Cheers,” he said, clinking mine—I sipped, tart and warm, Noah watching, empty-handed. We settled at the dining table, wood creaking—chatted light, church gossip, weather, Noah’s Mario Kart loss—his laugh easy, my thighs squeezing under Rashad’s stare.

The small talk faded—Rashad leaned back, eyes flicking to Noah. “So, you sure about this, man?” His tone was casual, but heavy—Noah nodded fast, eager.

“Yeah, totally! Heard you’re… bigger than average. I wanna see Ellie take a cock like that.” His blush crept up, voice shaky but thrilled—my clit throbbed, his words hot. Rashad smiled—“Better get to it, then”—stood, nodding to the bedroom. We followed—my yoga pants clung, Noah’s steps quick behind me.

In our bedroom—soft lamplight, Star Wars sheets—I stripped slowly, peeling off t-shirt and pants. Lingerie gleamed—a sheer black thong—a honeymoon gift for Noah, unworn until now. Both men stared, hungry—Rashad’s eyes dark, Noah’s wide. I crossed to Rashad, kissed him deep—tongue sweeping, animal heat roaring—tugged his jeans and briefs down. His cock sprang free—Noah gasped, stunned.

“It’s big, right?” I grinned, stroking it slowly while watching Noah’s reaction—velvet steel in my hand, precum slicking my fingers. Noah mumbled—“Yeah… it is”—voice faint, eyes locked.

I pumped Rashad, admiring—then paused, an idea sparking. “Noah,” I said, “grab the tape measure from the kitchen.”

“For wha—?” he started to ask. “Just do it,” I cut in, firm. He shuffled out, back fast—yellow tape in hand, bulge tight in his jeans.

“Kneel down,” I said, nodding to Rashad—“measure it for me.” Noah hesitated, sheepish—then obeyed, sinking to his knees, tape trembling as he stretched it along Rashad’s length—base to tip, slow, close. “How long is his cock, honey?” I asked, smirking—he mumbled something, head down. “Speak up, Noah,” I pressed—his blush flared.

“Just around nine inches,” he repeated louder, voice cracking. I patted his head—“Thank you”—he stood, stepping back, erection straining.

I knelt in front of Rashad—his cock bobbing, musky— and opened wide. I relaxed my throat like Molly taught and took it all, balls brushing my chin as my nose touched Rashad’s torso. Gagging soft, drool slicked—Noah’s voice peeped behind me.

“She’s… never been that wet with me… Especially not just from giving head…” Rashad chuckled—“I tend to have that effect on people”—I slurped, sloppy, swallowing him over and over.

“I had no idea she could take a dick that big,” Noah muttered sheepishly. My pussy dripped, turned on—sucking Rashad for him, Noah watching, wild.

Rashad pulled out with a wet pop from my lips.

“Lingerie off, Ellie—bed, face down, ass up.” I obeyed, shed my thong and climbed on, ass high, sheets cool under my knees. He stepped behind me. “Noah, come see her face.” Noah shuffled over in front of me and gazed into my eyes with a hazy wonder. “Ellie, I want you to lock eyes with your husband as I enter you.” I did as Rashad said and gazed back into Noah’s eyes as Rashad eased in—thick head parting me, sliding in deep. I gasped—pleasure, intensity, bewilderment twisting my face—Noah stared, transfixed, his wife opened up wide right in front of him. Rashad thrusted slowly—“Have you ever seen her make that face, Noah?”

“No,” Noah replied, shaky, soft. Rashad grinned and upped his pace just a bit.

“You couldn’t ever make her feel this way.” His cock hit deep, my fornix sparking—hearing Rashad tell my husband that he’d never be able to fuck me the same way was such a turn on that my orgasm started to build at that moment.

“I can feel you getting tighter around my cock. You’re gonna cum, Ellie—tell him.” I locked eyes with Noah—“I’m gonna cum,”—voice raw, trembling—he watched, wide-eyed, as I shook and gushed—clenching Rashad’s cock, waves crashing, collapsing flat onto the bed, wrecked. The aftershocks of my orgasm left me quaking on top of the duvet, my pussy gaping and clenching thin air.

Rashad climbed over me on the bed and re-entered swiftly, straight back to my fornix—my body lit up, moans guttural, incoherent. “Noah,” I panted—“face here”—he knelt, cheek to mine—“I love you,” I gasped.

He smiled—“I love you too—this is so sexy,”—Noah’s hand unzipped his pants and he began stroking himself.

“He’s hitting it,” I groaned—“that spot I told you about—you never…” Noah’s eyes gleamed, jerking faster—my second orgasm swelled as I announced again—“I’m gonna cum”—at these words Noah came, small spurts hitting the floor—I followed, gushing over Rashad, shaking as he fucked me steadily through my second orgasm of the night

A hazy couple of minutes later and his cock hardened even more inside of me. A warm sense of well being washed over me as I realized what was happening.

“Cum in me,” I begged, unthinking—words out before I knew, desperate. Noah’s eyes widened—shock, no protest—I glanced back—“Please, Rashad, cum in me with your big, black cock!” He groaned, pumping deep until he began to fill me, rope after rope, hot, thick, flooding me. I felt every thick pump of cum splash against my cervix, moaning in pleasure with each spasm of Rashad’s cock. After what felt like a lifetime, Rashad slowly pulled out of me, slapped my ass, and shuffled off to the bathroom to wash up. I lay prone on the bed, destroyed—Rashad’s cum dripping slowly out of me. My pussy pulsed with longing, weak aftershocks buzzing my vaginal muscles. Noah stood up and walked around behind me.

“Babe, you’re absolutely gaping,” I could hear the smile in his voice. After that Noah left and returned with ice water and a towel. He wiped my sweat—brow, neck, thighs—gentle, handed me the glass. I sipped, cool relief—he hugged me, kissed my forehead—“You were amazing, Ellie—loved it.” His voice was warm, close—euphoria wrapped me, us tighter than ever.

Chapter 6

Bean Blessed buzzed softly that next Wednesday morning, a week since Rashad fucked me on our bed—Noah’s wide eyes burned in my mind. I slid into our three-top, short shorts riding my thighs—not scandalous, just above the knee, denim hugging me tighter than church skirts ever did. My t-shirt clung, loose but hinting my breasts—Molly grinned across from me, coffee steaming, Bethany’s blonde bob prim beside her, cross necklace glinting.

“Ellie,” Bethany said, voice tight, blue eyes narrowing. “Those shorts… new?” Suspicion edged her tone, confused.

“Love ‘em! Showing off those legs—about time.” Molly jumped in supportively.

I smiled, sipping my latte—“Thanks, Mol—just felt like a change.” Small talk flowed—weather, Molly’s new latte art, church potluck leftovers. Bethany was quieter today, her usual perk dimmed, fingers twisting her cup. Molly clocked it, tilting her head.

“Hey, Beth—you okay? You seem… down.”

“Me and Jacob… we’re having issues. That’s all.” Bethany replied, face stirring her Americano. Her voice was noticeably flattened, to which Molly frowned sympathetically.

“Oh, hon—I’m sorry. Wanna talk?” Molly asked. Bethany shook her head—“Not really”—then pivoted, nodding at me—“Ellie’s the one glowing lately. What’s with you?”

“Yeah—she looks like she’s been getting fucked good.” Molly grinned naughtily. Her laugh rang through the shop—my cheeks warmed. I smiled, silently and Molly beamed—“So glad Noah pulled it together, figured out how to really make you feel good.” Her eyes sparkled, proud—I glanced at them both, Bethany’s brows up, Molly’s eager, and I decided that today might be the day I let my friends in on my secret.

“Well…” I started, slow, then spilled—“It’s not exactly Noah who’s got me like this.” Silence dropped—Bethany’s jaw fell, scandalized, Molly’s gasp thrilled—“What?!”

“An affair? Ellie, are you—” Bethany’s voice jumped frantically, cross clutched.

“Details, girl—now!” Molly leaned in with an almost crazed look in her eye. I held up my hand to call for order in the court.

“Alright, calm down you two. Not an affair, not really. Noah knows—and he’s okay with it.” I assured them. Bethany’s face paled, like she’d faint.

Molly yelped—“No way! That’s freaky—I’m impressed!” Her grin widened—“Spill it—what’s the deal?”

I leaned back, coy—“Well, I found a… well-endowed friend to spend time with. Noah gave the greenlight.”

Molly whooped—“Hot!”—Bethany choked, speechless, blushing fiercely

“He… Well, he actually watched me and my guy do it the other night.” I waited to drop this particular bomb for maximum effect, and I won’t pretend that I wasn’t getting a sense of satisfaction from scandalizing Bethany and receiving enthusiastic approval from Molly.

“Watched?! He watched you get it?” Molly covered her mouth in shock and laughed giddily.

I nodded—“Yeah—last week.”

“That’s insane—sexy as hell!” Molly leaned back and clapped slowly. “Never thought you had it in you, Ellie. Now, for research purposes, tell us, what have you had in you?” Bethany stared, mute—shock, awe, her cross twisting harder.

I grinned—“Nine inches—measured it myself. Well… I had Noah measure it for me.” At this Bethany’s flush deepened to the reddest I’d ever seen her and she cast her eyes down. I could tell her ears were still sharp, though.

“YOU HAD NOAH—” Molly started to scream before I gave her a Shut the fuck up look, as there were a couple of other people in the coffee shop. She nodded, still smiling, and lowered her voice. “Ellie, you’re a freak. Certified freak. I’m amazed, impressed, proud, so many adjectives. Bravo. Wow. So who is this mystery man?” I smiled coyly and made the lips zipped motion and threw away the key.

“Who?” Molly goaded—“C’mon, tell us!” I looked to Bethany who had resumed eye contact with me, clearly also curious. So I pointed subtly to the counter.

“Rashad. Right there.” Their heads swiveled—he was already looking in our direction from the counter, pouring espresso, gold chain glinting. He waved, we all three giggled and turned back to each other.

“Rashad?! Oh my God—hot! I knew he had to be packing!” Molly said, beaming, proud—Bethany’s breath hitched, still quiet, listening hard. I basked smugly, proud of having produced the topic of the day for our weekly chat. After a beat of silence, Molly sighed.

“I’d ask to try him with you, but… Ty just asked me to be exclusive. I said yes.” I smiled—“Congrats, Molly!”—Bethany echoed, softer—“Yeah… good for you.”

“Didn’t expect to get tied down, but he’s great—sex is mind-blowing.” She looked dreamy as she spoke about him, and I was genuinely happy for her. However, that naughty look came back into her eye and she started slyly.

“Just ‘cause I can’t doesn’t mean someone else can’t…”—nudging Bethany, whose face flamed red.

“No—no way!” Bethany snapped, cross gripped—“I’d never!”

I watched her closely, saw the frustration in her eyes, the repression, and decided to push gently.

“Are you not even curious, Bethany?” I asked as if I was asking if she wanted to try a new flavor of ice cream.

“I—I don’t know!” She stammered—voice high, flustered. I saw the cracks beginning to form, and I leaned in.

“What Jacob doesn’t know won’t hurt him. It could just be one time—and besides, after his secrets…”—I didn’t go into detail in front of Molly—“maybe you deserve one too.” Bethany looked away, her blush betraying her temptation. Molly, sensing what I sensed, took her hand.

“Hey—you do you, Beth. We just want you happy, fulfilled.” Molly told her softly. Bethany nodded, weak—“Thanks”—eyes soft, conflict brewing. We all sat in silence for a moment. I didn’t dare make eye contact with Molly but I knew she saw what I was seeing.

After a couple of minutes Molly checked her phone—“I’ve got work in an hour—gotta run. Love you both!”—she hugged us, bounced out, leaving silence again.

Bethany sat, quiet—deep in thought, cross still in her grip. I sipped my latte carefully, then put my hand over hers.

“No pressure, okay? But… Rashad’s coming over tomorrow, 1 p.m.—Noah’s at work. Come hang out—just that. You can leave anytime. Be nice to at least have a new friend, right?” I offered.

“I’ll… think about it.”

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The living room was quiet that Thursday afternoon, sunlight filtering through the curtains and glinting off Noah’s Star Wars posters on the walls. Rashad lounged on the couch beside me, his gold chain catching the light against his black shirt, a glass of red wine cradled in his hand. His jeans stretched tight over his muscular thighs, hinting at the bulge I knew too well. I took a slow sip of my own wine, the tart warmth spreading over my tongue, and adjusted my position. My tight tank top hugged my D-cups, no bra beneath, and my short pajama shorts rode high, leaving my thighs bare against the cool cushions. Noah was at church, prepping sermons, oblivious to the heat simmering here.

“Bethany might stop by,” I said, keeping my tone casual as I swirled the wine in my glass. “I invited her to hang out, but I’m not sure she’ll actually show.” Rashad’s lips curled into that familiar smirk, his dark eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, I remember her. Prim little blonde with the cross necklace. Hope she makes it out.” His voice rolled over me, low and teasing, and a shiver ran down my spine. My pussy twitched at the thought of him, thick and relentless, splitting me open just a week ago while Noah watched.

The sound of tires crunching gravel broke the quiet, sharp and sudden. I glanced out the window and saw Bethany’s car rolling into the driveway. The front door creaked open moments later, and she stepped inside, yoga pants clinging to her hips and thighs, her ass round and firm, popping in a way her church skirts never allowed. Her t-shirt hung loose but stretched slightly over her chest, and that cross necklace rested primly against her collarbone, a stark contrast to the casual sway of her walk.

“Hey,” she said, her voice soft and shy, her blue eyes darting between us as she crossed the room to sit beside me. The couch sank under her weight, and I caught Rashad’s gaze lingering on her curves, unapologetic.

“Those yoga pants,” I said with a grin, nodding at her legs. “New look for you, Beth?”

“Oh, um… all my skirts were in the wash. Thought I’d just… go casual today.” Her cheeks flushed pink, and she fidgeted with the hem of her shirt.

Rashad leaned forward, elbows resting on his knees, his wine glass dangling between his fingers. “Looks great on you. I like this side of you.” His tone was smooth, warm, and approving. Bethany’s blush deepened, her lips parting slightly.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, flustered but pleased.

I reached for the wine bottle on the coffee table. “Want some?” I asked, lifting it toward her.

“Um… I don’t know…” She hesitated, her fingers brushing the cross necklace as if it might anchor her.

“It’s really good,” I pressed gently, already pouring a small glass. “Just try it.” She took it with a tentative nod, her lips touching the rim as she sipped.

“Oh,” she said, her eyes widening slightly. “Yeah, it is good.” A faint smile curved her mouth, and her shoulders relaxed, the wine softening her edges as she settled back into the couch.

We fell into easy chatter—Rashad told a story about a spilled latte at Bean Blessed, his deep laugh filling the room, and I chimed in with a quip about Noah’s clumsy youth group antics. Bethany’s glass emptied slowly, and with each sip, her laughter grew louder, freer, her eyes sparkling as she turned toward Rashad.

“So, how long have you been working at the shop?” she asked, her voice lilting with curiosity. He grinned, leaning back. “Couple years now. Keeps me busy.”

She tilted her head, her blonde bob shifting. “That’s cool. Do you work out? You look… strong.” The question hung there, shameless, her cheeks pink but her gaze steady. She wasn’t drunk—barely tipsy—but the wine had peeled back her usual restraint, letting her desires slip through.

After a while more I set my glass down on the table with a soft clink, turning to face her fully. “Bethany,” I said, my voice calm but deliberate, “me and Rashad are about to have some fun. You can leave if you want—no pressure at all—but you’re welcome to stay.” Her breath caught audibly, her eyes widening as she processed the words. She sat still for a long moment, her fingers tightening around her glass, then took a deep, steadying breath.

“I’ll stay,” she said, her voice trembling but firm, a flicker of resolve breaking through her nerves. Rashad’s smirk met mine across the room—a knowing, heated glance—and my pulse quickened.

I slid off the couch, the hardwood cool under my bare feet, and crossed to Rashad. His hands found my hips as I straddled his lap, the fabric of his jeans rough against my thighs. I kissed him deeply, my tongue sweeping into his mouth, hungry and unrestrained. His fingers roamed up my sides, tugging my tank top over my head in one smooth motion, then yanking my shorts down past my knees. No bra, no panties—I was naked in seconds, my skin prickling in the open air. I turned my head slightly, catching Bethany’s gaze. She sat frozen, her wine glass hovering mid-sip, her eyes dark with arousal, lips parted.

My hands moved to Rashad’s waistband, unbuttoning his jeans and tugging them down along with his briefs. His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, nine inches standing hard—and Bethany’s gasp echoed in the quiet room, sharp and involuntary, her glass trembling in her hand. “Come closer,” I said, my voice low and inviting. She hesitated, then stood, her yoga pants stretching as she stepped forward, stopping just beside me, close enough that I could smell the faint floral of her perfume. I wrapped my fingers around Rashad’s shaft, stroking slowly, precum slicking my palm. “Have you ever seen anything like this before?” I asked, watching her face.

She shook her head, her eyes locked on him, trance-like. “No,” she whispered, her voice hushed with awe. “It’s so big. I’m… amazed.”

“It’s hot, isn’t it? Imagining having something this huge in your mouth?” I smiled at her, warmth curling in my chest. I knelt between Rashad’s legs, the rug soft under my knees, and took him in—warm, salty, stretching my lips wide. My pussy ached, wetness seeping down my thighs as I sucked, slow and deliberate.

“Ellie… you’re soaking wet.” Bethany’s voice broke through, soft and stunned. I glanced at her—her eyes were wide, her breath quickening, clearly turned on.

She sank to her knees beside me, the movement hesitant but deliberate, her yoga pants brushing the floor as she settled in close. I slid deeper, relaxing my throat like Molly had taught me, taking all of him until his balls brushed my chin. Bethany’s jaw dropped, a quiet “How…?” slipping out, her voice thick with wonder. I pulled off slowly, spit trailing my lips, and turned to her.

“Want to try?” I offered cock to her like I would offer a latte Rashad made me. She stared at his glistening head, silent, her breath shallow. Then, without a word, she leaned forward, her lips parting as she took just the tip into her mouth—small, tentative strokes, back and forth. Her cheeks burned red, but soft moans hummed from her throat, growing louder as she found her rhythm.

I reached out, my hand resting gently on the back of her head. “Like this,” I murmured, guiding her with a light touch, helping her settle into a steady pace. Her eyes fluttered shut, her sucking growing eager—minutes passed, and she pushed deeper, three-quarters of his length now, gagging softly but not stopping. I glanced down—her yoga pants were dark between her thighs, soaked through. “You’re doing so good,” I said, my voice warm. “Look how wet you are.” She pulled off for a moment, her lips shiny, and smiled up at me.

“Thank you,” she said, breathless, then dove back in, her enthusiasm building.

Rashad groaned, his hands flexing on the couch. “Enough,” he said, his voice rough as he pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop. “Get undressed, Bethany—I want to see that ass.” She stood, a shy smile tugging her lips, and peeled off her t-shirt, revealing pale skin and soft curves. Her yoga pants followed, sliding down her legs—no panties either, just bare flesh—and she stood naked, the cross necklace dangling between her breasts. I took her hand, my skin warm against hers. “Bedroom,” I said, leading her down the hall, our footsteps soft on the hardwood, Rashad following close behind. We stepped into the bedroom—the bed unmade, sheets still faintly scented with last week’s sex.

“On your back,” Rashad instructed, his tone firm but calm. Bethany climbed onto the mattress, the springs creaking as she lay down and parted her legs, her pussy glistening in the soft light. He knelt beside her, his lips brushing her neck—slow kisses trailing down her collarbone, over her chest, her breath hitching with each touch. I watched, perched on the edge of the bed, my mind flashing to Rashad’s first time with me—the same gentle descent—and a quiet joy bloomed that Bethany would feel it too. But then he went lower, his mouth finding her pussy, his tongue flicking against her clit. She gasped—“Oh God!”—her hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his hair as she pushed him deeper. Rashad devoured her pussy, slurping and sucking at her clit as she squirmed and whimpered on the mattress. I watched in wonder as my once proper, prim friend’s inhibitions melted and she fully embraced what I myself had so recently found. Her heaven slowly built up for a few minutes, then I watched as her hips bucked and louder moans began spilling out loudly, unrestrained—her thighs clamped around Rashad’s head and a heavy orgasm crashed through her. She shook, panting hard, her chest heaving as she came down.

“Wow,” she sighed, her voice dazed, eyes half-lidded. I leaned over, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “Enjoying yourself?” I asked, smiling.

“Yes,” she said, her grin bright and alive, cheeks still pink.

“Ready for the finale?” I murmured. Her expression hardened with resolve, and she turned to Rashad. “Yes,” she said firmly. “I want you inside me.”

I stepped back, settling against the wall for a full view as Rashad climbed over her, positioning himself in missionary. His cock nudged her entrance, and he paused, his voice low and steady. “Slow, baby—you can take it.” He eased in, gentle but firm—her gasp was sharp, her face flushing red.

“It’s… so big… I can barely… Ah!” she whimpered, struggling at first, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Relax,” he coached, his tone dominant yet caring. “Just relax. You’ve got this.” A quarter slid in—she moaned, her body adjusting—then half, her breath ragged.

“Yes, Rashad.” She looked up at him with such a deep trust, like she knew that he would get her through this no matter how hard it was initially. Rashad slowly worked his missile in and out of her, rubbing her clit to open her up a bit more.

“Keep going,” she begged, her voice trembling with need—three-quarters now, her pussy creaming, white streaks coating his black cock. I watched, my clit throbbing at the contrast, the raw beauty of it.

Minutes passed—slow, deliberate—until he sank fully in, all nine inches buried deep. Her breath hitched, growing shallow, her toes curling against the sheets, thighs trembling. I knelt beside her, my voice soft.

“Feel that special spot he’s hitting?” I whispered in her ear. She nodded, breathless.

“Yes… Jacob’s never… It’s so… Oh… Deep… I....” Her words stumbled, her breaths quickening.

“That’s your fornix, Bethany,” I told her sweetly. “Only huge cocks like Rashad’s can reach it—give you this kind of pleasure.”

“Keep going baby, I love it, I love it, I love it, I…” Her voice cracked as Rashad buried himself to the hilt—her brow furrowed, her mouth formed a perfect “O,” and a barely audible “Ah…” slipped out as her pussy clenched tight, then pushed him out with a wet rush, ejecting his cock as she shook, Rashad smirking wide with satisfaction.

Bethany lay sprawled across the bed, her chest rising and falling in shallow, ragged bursts, her thighs trembling from the force of her orgasm. Her pussy gaped slightly, glistening with her own cream, a faint pulse rippling through her as aftershocks quaked her body. I watched, perched beside her, my breath catching at the sight—her pale skin flushed deep pink, sweat beading along her collarbone where the cross necklace still hung, swaying faintly. Her blonde bob clung damp to her forehead, and her eyes fluttered half-open, dazed and distant, like she’d been unmade and pieced back together. The sheets beneath her were streaked with wet, a testament to the rush that had pushed Rashad out, and her soft whimpers filled the quiet room, each one a little echo of the pleasure that had wrecked her.

She turned her head toward me, her voice barely a whisper, breathless and raw. “I… I need a breather. But…” Her gaze shifted to Rashad, standing there with his cock still hard, slick with her, that smirk playing on his lips. “I want to watch you fuck Ellie.” Her words hung there, tired but curious, a spark flickering in her blue eyes. I grinned, warmth curling in my chest—my prim little Bethany, shattered and bold, wanting more even through her haze.

“Gladly,” I said, my voice low and eager. I climbed onto the bed beside her, the mattress dipping under my weight, and settled into doggy style—knees spread, ass up, my hands gripping the sheets still warm from her. I turned my head, locking eyes with her—those wide, glassy eyes staring back, her breath still uneven. Rashad stepped behind me, his hands rough but sure as they gripped my hips, and I felt the thick head of his cock nudge my entrance. He didn’t ease in slow like with Bethany—he thrust in hard, knowing I could take it, nine inches burying deep in one smooth stroke. I gasped, pleasure spiking sharp and hot, my pussy stretching to fit him, that familiar burn igniting every nerve.

He fucked me harder than he had her, relentless, each thrust slamming into me with a force that made my toes curl and my moans spill out loud and unfiltered. I held Bethany’s gaze, her face inches from mine—watching her watch me felt electric, a thrill twisting through the heat pooling in my core. My best friend, the church girl who’d clutched her cross like a lifeline, now sprawled naked beside me, her pussy still gaping from him, her eyes locked on mine as Rashad pounded me senseless. It was wild, sinful—everything I’d craved since that first taste at Bean Blessed—and sharing it with her made it sharper, deeper. My heavy breasts swayed beneath me, my skin prickled with sweat, and I thought of Noah–his goofy grin from last week—how this secret, this freedom, had woven us all together in ways I’d never dreamed.

Pleasure built fast, coiling tight—Rashad’s cock hit that spot over and over, and I felt my pussy clamp down, a shudder ripping through me as my orgasm broke. “Oh God, fuck, fuck me, oh–” I groaned, my voice cracking, my body shaking as waves crashed, soaking the sheets beneath me. Bethany’s eyes widened, her lips parting—she was still dazed, but I saw the awe there, the flicker of envy. Rashad didn’t slow—his thrusts deepened, and I felt him stiffen inside me, his cock swelling harder, the buildup pulsing against my walls. He was close—I could tell by the hitch in his breath, the way his grip tightened on my hips.

I turned my head again, meeting Bethany’s gaze—her flushed face, her tired grin—and spoke through my own panting as Rashad continued to pound me. “Beth… I can feel him about to cum… you want to feel him cum inside you?” She blinked, slow, like the question was sinking through a fog, then nodded, her grin widening, lazy but sure. “

Yes,” she said, her voice soft, hazy, but certain. Rashad grunted—pulled out of me with a wet pop, my pussy aching at the sudden emptiness—and shifted back to Bethany. Her legs parted wider, inviting, and he slid in smoothly—her stretched hole took him balls-deep instantly, no resistance now, just a soft moan slipping from her lips.

I knelt beside her, my hand reaching out to stroke her hair—damp strands slipping through my fingers—as Rashad pumped in and out, steady and deep. “Take it, Beth, good job sweetie.” I murmured, my voice warm, encouraging. Her eyes fluttered shut, her breath quickening again, and I watched Rashad bury himself—his cock faintly bulging out of her lower torso, a ripple I could see under her skin. Then the bulge began to rhythmically twitch and I knew he was cumming, filling her with thick, hot ropes. I placed my hand on her torso where I saw the bulge and felt it convulse as Rashad hosed her insides with his cum.

Bethany’s legs shook, a soft “Oh…” trembling out as she felt it, her body quivering under the flood. She loved it—I could see it in the way her lips curved, the way her thighs clenched around him, taking every drop.

Rashad pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their mixed cum, and stood. “Good job, Bethany,” he said, his tone rough but approving. He glanced at us both, smiling with self satisfaction. “I’m gonna go shower, ladies.” He ambled off, leaving the room quiet except for our breathing.

Bethany lay there, wrecked—cum seeping from her gaping pussy, pooling on the sheets—then shifted weakly, her arm stretching toward her bag on the floor. Her fingers fumbled, pulling out a small foil pack—a pill—and she popped it into her mouth, swallowing it dry. I tilted my head, curious.

“What’s that?”

She looked at me, her blush returning, sheepish now. “Plan B,” she said, her voice small. Her eyes flicked down, then back up—shy, bold, raw. Silence settled between us, heavy with what we’d done, what it meant. We both looked down, then up at each other, and broke into an uncontrollable giggle. We laughed so hard for almost a full minute straight, and through the outburst she eventually found her words.

“I thought I’d bring one along because, well… I’m ovulating today.” Bethany sheepishly admitted. I raised my eyebrows with a coy grin as Bethany smiled shyly back.

Epilogue

The pew creaked under me that next Sunday morning, the familiar hum of the sanctuary settling over us like a worn blanket. Pastor Greg’s voice rolled from the pulpit, steady and warm, preaching on forgiveness—his hands waved, punctuating some verse about grace I’d heard a hundred times. I sat beside Noah, my black coffee from Bean Blessed steaming in my hand, its bitter edge cutting through the hymns. Across the aisle, Bethany sat primly next to Jacob—her blonde bob neat, cross necklace glinting against her cardigan (though it hung a little looser now), her blue eyes catching mine for a fleeting second before darting away. She nodded, shy, a secret tucked behind her polite smile.

I shifted, my sundress brushing my thighs—modest enough for church, but I felt the faint ache between my legs, a tender reminder of the night before. Last night, Rashad had fucked me slow on our bed, the Star Wars sheets bunched under my hips, his nine inches stretching me until I shook, my moans filling the room. Noah had sat in the corner, stroking himself, his eyes wide and bright—then joined me after, kissing me soft while I still trembled, cum dripping down my thighs. My pussy clenched just thinking about it, a dull throb pulsing under the sermon’s drone.

Noah’s hand rested on mine, warm and steady, his fingers tracing a lazy circle over my knuckles. He leaned in, his breath tickling my ear. “Good sermon,” he murmured, but that goofy grin of his—the one I’d loved since youth group—told me he was thinking of something else entirely. I smirked, sipping my coffee, letting the warmth spread over my tongue. Forgiveness, huh? Pastor Greg’d lose it if he knew what we’d been forgiving ourselves for lately.

Things had settled into something new, something good. Noah and I were tighter than ever—closer in the quiet moments, the way he’d look at me after Rashad left, like I was his again, only more. Rashad came around still—sometimes Noah watched, sometimes he didn’t—but it was our thing now, a rhythm we’d found. Bethany looked different too—not obvious, but there. She’d gone quiet after that Thursday—Plan B had worked, no fallout, just a shift in her step, a glow she didn’t hide as well anymore. She and Jacob seemed steady again, his arm around her now, but I knew what she carried, what we shared. That nod she gave me—it said enough.

Pastor Greg’s voice rose—“Let go of shame, embrace His love”—and I almost laughed, biting my lip to keep it in. Noah squeezed my hand tighter, his thumb brushing my skin, and I glanced at him. His slacks hid it, but I knew him—knew the bulge twitching there, the way his breath hitched when I leaned closer.

“Tonight again?” I whispered, my voice low, barely audible over the organ starting up. His grin widened, eyes sparkling—he nodded, quick and eager, the hymnal slipping in his lap.

The service ended, folks milling toward the fellowship hall, but I lingered, watching Bethany slip out with Jacob, her hand in his. Noah stood, pulling me up, his arm sliding around my waist.

“I love you,” he said, soft, and I felt it—whole, free, ours. Rashad was out there somewhere, pouring espresso probably, but here, now, it was us—just us—and that was plenty.

____________________________________________________________________________
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