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Chapter 1


Nathaniel checked the clock. Two minutes to five. Sweat prickled under his collar. He forced a smile at the two women sitting across from him.

“You’re in our prayers, Evelyn. And you too, Claire. Especially now,” he said. He glanced at the woman. Evelyn, the mother had a face that was into something that could split logs. Claire, on the other hand, was altogether different.

Claire Cartwright was young, just eighteen, and the boys in his congregation whispered about her, calling her easy. Nathaniel believed it. When he took her hand, she dropped her lashes, mouth twitching at the edges. Her blouse was too tight, stretching across her breasts, a line of soft flesh exposed where the hem crept up, her belly bare. A silver ring winked at her navel, something that disgusted him yet made his pulse throb at the same time.

She bowed her head in prayer, but he caught her glancing up, dark lashes flicking his way. Was it flirtation, or was it defiance? Innocence on the surface, but he saw something sharper. Contempt, maybe, or just boredom with his authority? Either way, she flaunted herself in God’s house, daring anyone to call it out.

Nathaniel felt himself harden, angered by his own reaction and the little Jezebel that had caused it. Claire Cartwright, brazen little whore, pretending to be pious. He longed to see her punished, stripped of her smugness, bent over his desk, skirt up, ass naked and red from his hand. He imagined choking her, making her cry out, begging for mercy...

He caught himself, breath short. This would not do. Punishment was for God alone. The wages of sin is death, the verse echoed in his mind, cold as stone. He was not to be the tool for God’s wrath. Not this time.

He squeezed her hand, letting her feel the weight of his attention. Claire’s eyes flicked up, lips curving.

“Stay strong, Claire,” he said, voice low, letting her hear the edge beneath his concern. “Temptation is everywhere, especially for those who don’t guard their hearts. You must resist temptation.”

She held his gaze, chin lifted. “I’ll try, Father.”

Her mother smiled, satisfied with the performance. Nathaniel wasn't fooled. Claire Cartwright was headed down a path of sex, drugs, and probably an early pregnancy.

Still, there was only so much he could do. But, oh, what he wanted to do to this girl!

He straightened, forcing a smile and ushering them out with polished, professional words. “God sees your struggle. Both of you. Remember, the Lord’s forgiveness is infinite, but so is His judgment.”

With sympathy on his face, but his crotch burning, he waited till the doors shut, and the women’s heels echoed down the hall. He took a deep breath, locked the door, then killed the lights until the only thing in the room was the glow of the monitor pulling him in.

He kept his collar on, tossed his coat aside, and sat. He opened his hidden browser. The site flashed on: “Brat Broken By Teacher.” “Detention Discipline.” “Cheerleaders Get Punished.” He clicked.

The video started. In a fake college classroom, a girl in a plaid skirt pouted at the desk, her lips glossed, eyes playfully wide. The “teacher”, a man in a button-down, stood over her, voice stern. “I warned you about skipping class, young lady.”

The girl whined, twirling her hair, biting her lip. “But, sir, I just wanted to have fun...” she cooed, squirming in her seat. She fluttered her lashes, and for a moment, Nathaniel saw Claire Cartwright. The teacher bent the girl over the desk, lifting her skirt to reveal lacy panties. She giggled, wiggling her hips in invitation.

“Count for me,” he ordered, palm landing with a practiced smack on her ass, not harsh, but sharp enough to make her gasp and moan, back arching. “One...oh, sir!” she squealed, voice high and breathy.

Mascara streaked as she peeked over her shoulder, lips parted in mock outrage. He called her a naughty brat, spanking and fondling, his hand sliding between her thighs, teasing her until she whimpered. He undid his belt, guiding her to her knees. She looked up, tongue out, eager for his cock.

Nathaniel stroked himself slowly, watching the girl play her part. The teacher slid his cock into her mouth, the two moaning together, bodies moving in a rhythm that was more show than pain, the whole thing a performance, but one that he needed to watch.

He unzipped, pulled himself out, thumb on the vein, pumping slow. The girl on the screen was pulled to her feet and bent over the desk. The man’s hand cracked against the girl’s ass. She sobbed, loud.

“Yes!” he hissed. “Punish that little slut!”

He stroked himself, eyes on the screen. The teacher pulled out, gripped the girl’s hips, and spread her. She whimpered, looking back, voice shaking. “Please, sir, fuck me. I’ll be good.” The teacher grinned, positioned himself, and thrust in hard. She gasped, moaning as her body arched.

Nathaniel’s grip tightened, his hand moving faster. The girl’s cries filled the room. Her face flickered, morphing and blurring. Claire’s face appeared: eyes wide, lashes fluttering, mouth open in a gasp. Then Penelope Hawthorne, who always looked down on him in high school, her sneer fading as she cried out. Jessica Kingsley, the head cheerleader he’d secretly wanted as a teenager, parted her lips for him, her smile lost in helpless cries. Both women from his past, now begging for him.

Nathaniel stroked harder, lost in the fantasy of them moaning for him. He could almost feel it: All the women he’d ever wanted, spread and waiting, eyes wide, mouths open, shivering as they called out his name.

“Nathaniel?”

He jumped, yanking up his pants. But he wasn’t quick enough. Abby, his young wife, stepped into the room, her eyes wide as the words from the screen bounced off the walls of his office.

“Take it slut!”

“Yes! Give it to me! Give it to your slu—”

He slammed the lid shut. His wife stood, frozen, eyes wide with shock. She wore a modest skirt and blouse, prim and proper as any minister’s wife should be, but the clothes couldn’t hide her body’s lushness. Her blouse strained at the buttons, the soft swell of her breasts threatening to spill free with every breath. Her waist curved gently above hips that were broad, almost indecent—made for sex and bearing children. Her brown hair was coiled in a perfect chignon, not a strand out of place, though a flush crept up her throat and colored her cheeks. In that instant, she was both innocent and impossibly sensual, a vision of virtue with a body that refused to be hidden.

Nathaniel cursed, slamming the laptop shut, wiping the mouse with shaking fingers. Shame flooded him, hot and bitter. He straightened his collar, glared at her. “Don’t you knock?” he snapped, voice raw.

Abby blinked, confusion and hurt flickering over her face. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t know—” She backed away, turning to leave. Nathaniel wiped sweat from his brow, the shame burning through him leading to anger.

“Wait,” he snapped, voice raw. “Come here. Now.”

Abby paused in the hallway, worry etched across her face. After a moment, she stepped back into the office, hands clasped in front of her, uncertain but obedient. She met his gaze, nerves plain in her eyes, waiting for his command. Nathaniel’s breath came ragged as he nodded toward the desk. Without protest, she moved closer, her steps hesitant but sure, and stood before him, ready to do as she was told.

He stood and gripped her shoulders, his fingers digging in, hard enough to leave marks. She was nearly his height, so he had to straighten and square his shoulders, forcing himself to loom over her, trying to impose his presence. She flinched, but held back her gasp of shock and pain, lips pressed tight. That restraint—her refusal to cry out—only made Nathaniel want her more. The silence between them was thick, every shaky exhale echoing through the still room.

“You know what you’ve done?” he hissed in her ear, lips brushing the lobe. His voice was harsh, broken glass against silk.

“I’m sorry, Nathaniel,” she whimpered, her breath warm against his ear, and arched her back, shaking her round ass for him—finally giving him what he wanted.

His control slipped. He was too turned on by the sight of her wide, wet eyes flicking up at him, by the way her pale flesh trembled when he touched her. He didn’t want apologies. He wanted to ruin her—utterly, completely—wanted to mark every inch of her softness as his. She let him turn her, his hands gripping her arms, bending her over the edge of the desk. The wood thudded beneath her hips, and he drank in the sight of her exposed, vulnerable body, aching to make her come apart for him.

He yanked up her dress. Her ass was bare—pale, soft, glowing in the dim light. His hand hovered, then slapped down hard. Her flesh jumped, ass jiggling under the blow. Abby gave a sharp, dutiful squeal. The sound was what he wanted, but not enough.

He spanked her again, harder, another squeal bursting from her lips. Her panties clung between her thighs and he yanked them down, baring her to the waist. She shivered, but didn’t speak, her obedience driving him wild. He spat in his hand, stroking himself, the slick sound echoing before he pressed against her, then roughly pushed inside. Abby was already wet for him—her body open, yielding—but Nathaniel could feel his anger and hunger mixing, making him groan, half pleasure, half fury.

He slammed into her, already throbbing, his cock slick and aching from how hard he’d been stroking to the video—those bratty whimpers and “please, sir” still ringing in his head. Abby’s cunt parted easily around him, wet and hot, gloving him in oily heat that threatened to take him out in seconds. He gripped her hips, fingers digging deep, hauling her back onto his cock, rough and urgent, the slap of flesh echoing through the office. The desk rattled, hymnals spilling to the floor. He pumped into her, desperate, animal watching blurred faces flashing in his fevered brain: Claire’s wide, begging eyes, Penelope’s lips open in shock, Jessica’s cries twisting into Abby’s moans.

He leaned over her, panting, feeling her hair spill loose under him, his mouth at her ear. “Scream for me,” he growled, voice raw, but Abby only whimpered, soft and obedient, giving him just what she thought he wanted. It wasn’t enough. He yanked her head back by her hair, made her stare at her own flushed face in the dark window, his cock hammering into her, hips snapping, sweat dripping.

He slapped her ass, hard. She gasped, sharp and high, her body jolting. He slapped her again, harder, coaxing out a louder cry, but it was too late. He was already right there, balls tight, cock pulsing. He wanted to keep going, wanted to break her open, make her come on his cock, but her cunt stayed open, wet, and yielding, giving nothing back. No resistance, no release.

He convulsed, groaning through his teeth as he came, spilling into her as he humped at her round ass. He shuddered, hips jerking in short, desperate thrusts, chasing a release that ended too quickly, leaving her body open and still beneath him. The room was thick with the smell of sex and the echo of that last, helpless gasp.

He slumped over her, spent and shaking, every muscle limp. He stayed inside her until he softened. Shame burned through him.

Abby didn’t move. Then she stroked his head, held him close, humming soft. She rocked him, patient.

“I’m sorry,” he choked out. “I’m so fucking sorry.”

“It’s all right, dear.” He pushed away, clumsy. She gathered him into her arms, pressing his face to her soft shoulder, her body warm and smelling faintly of flowers. “You’re all right.” She stroked his hair and murmured gentle shushes, rocking him slightly as if soothing a child after a nightmare. When he finally pulled back, she helped him with his pants, smoothed her dress, her touch patient and calm. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.

She took a tissue from the box on his desk and, with a practiced, discreet motion, wiped between her legs. She smoothed her skirt down, tucked in her blouse, and with quick, efficient hands fixed his clothes as well—straightening his collar, tucking stray strands of hair behind his ear.

When he looked up, she was already reassembled: blouse straining at the chest, skirt hugging her hips, hair neatly coiled back into her chignon. Her face was calm, her smile soft and innocent, so far from the ruined woman he craved that a bitter anger welled up inside him, sharp and unexpected, as if somehow he was the one being used, taken advantage of, not her.

She kissed his cheek, oblivious to his impotent rage. “Everyone will be here by six,” she said, lingering, her eyes searching his face for something, but he wasn’t sure what it was.

Abby left on her own, calm and composed, as if his rough fucking had made no impression on her at all. Nathaniel stared after her, a wave of stunned emptiness washing over him. The door clicked shut, leaving him alone with the silence and the faint scent of her perfume.

He finally slumped into his chair, feeling the new rough patch on the desk beneath his fingers. He checked his reflection in the dark window, fixed his collar, and forced a practiced smile onto his face.

By six o’clock, Nathaniel was gone. Only the good Reverend Blackwood remained, ready to face the world.


Chapter 2


At six, the brand new church community center buzzed with voices, the scent of coffee, and the cozy warmth of homemade cookies. Abby stood behind a table, her gentle smile carefully in place as she fussed with the cookies, rearranging them for a better display, anything to keep her hands, and mind, busy.

She couldn’t shake the memory of Nathaniel’s face, flushed and angry just minutes before. The sounds echoed in her head: the sharp slap of flesh against flesh, Nathaniel’s breath hot and ragged in her ear, the room filled with the sloppy, needy noises of their bodies. Despite the rough lovemaking, her own body had failed to respond. Her nipples stayed soft, her breath steady, her pussy yielding but numb.

She didn’t mind. She’d never found pleasure in the act itself, and Nathaniel’s rough thrusts did little but sting her skin and leave her aching. She took it for him, focusing on his need, silently praying this time a child would take root. She wanted to give him what he wanted, to make it mean something, but when he finished, quick and shaking, already rolling away in shame, she was left with only a hollow ache between her thighs. Shame lingered there, mingling with something deeper: two years of trying, and still no baby. Sometimes she wondered if she was broken, or simply empty.

Setting a tray down, Abby blinked away the sting in her eyes. Laughter rang out across the hall, bright and electric. She looked up and saw two gorgeous women drawing all eyes their way.

Penelope Hawthorne stood with effortless posture, her golden hair swept into an elegant chignon that revealed the graceful curve of her neck, a few artful wisps escaping to frame her face. She was chic in an understated cream silk shift that clung to her body like a lover's hands, revealing the delicate curve where her slender waist flared into hips that swayed hypnotically as she walked. The fabric whispered against her skin with each step, outlining the taut muscles of her buttocks and the long, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever beneath the short hem.

Jessica Kingsley moved like liquid in her emerald dress, the silk caressing every curve as if painted onto her body. When she laughed, her dark hair cascaded down her back while the dress's neckline offered a glimpse of soft skin that drew the eye downward to where her breasts swelled against the fabric. Men throughout the room found their gazes pulled to her like magnets, watching as she tilted her head back, exposing the elegant line of her throat, her lips parted in a smile that promised pleasures not fit inside a church’s walls.

Abby's hands fluttered to her blouse, fingers unconsciously tracing where the fabric strained across her full breasts, nipples suddenly sensitive against the cotton. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt, the heat between them a shameful reminder of how her body betrayed her. She watched Jessica's breasts sway as she laughed, imagining how it would feel to have all eyes on her, to command a room with just the tilt of her head. And when Penelope's hips swayed, Abby's own hips ached to mirror the movement, to feel what it would be like to draw attention that way. Would Nathaniel like that?

Would she?

Her breath quickened, cheeks flushing as she caught herself in these thoughts. Envy was a sin, desire another, and yet she couldn't stop the warm pulse throbbing low in her belly.

Then, her attention was drawn to a side door as Nathaniel entered, shoulders squared, the very picture of moral certainty. People angled to greet him, eager for a word or a blessing. Abby watched the warm, practiced smile he wore, but only she saw the tiny cracks in his perfect shell: the clenched jaw, the restless flick of his eyes as he searched the crowd for threats or disapproval. He was in his element here, yet Abby could sense the tension simmering beneath his calm. It was the same dark undercurrent she’d felt earlier, the way his anger and hunger had twisted his face as he pounded into her, rough, needy, desperate to prove he was good as the men he watched on his screen.

Even here, in his own church, among his own flock, Nathaniel never truly commanded the room. He was respected, but always a little apart, circling the crowd like a hawk. Abby knew that bottled anger and hungry need in him, the tension that lingered now just beneath his smile, visible only to her.

Then the air shifted as the doors opened again. Conversation faltered as a commanding figure strode into the room. It was Michael Glick, a billionaire who had grown up in Oakwood and vanished, only to return months ago in a swirl of rumor and tabloid stories. Now his mark was everywhere: on the restored Hawthorne lake house, at political fundraisers, and even the newly built community center where they now gathered. His generosity was impossible to ignore.

As was his presence. Michael moved with easy grace, his unhurried stride somehow more commanding than her husband’s sermons. Every line of his tailored suit emphasized the strength in his shoulders and his effortless confidence. His dark hair was perfectly styled, his jaw clean-shaven, his features so striking they hardly seemed real beneath the harsh lights. There was a polished sharpness to him, a sense of something dangerous beneath the charm. He was not the tallest man in the room, but his quiet authority parted the crowd. Heads turned, voices softened, and an electric current hummed through the crowd. Every man, even Nathaniel, seemed to shrink a little in his presence.

Jessica’s hand fluttered to her hair, twisting a dark strand around her finger as she angled her body subtly toward Michael, the neckline of her dress dipping to offer him a fuller view of her cleavage. Her lips parted in a breathless smile, eyes glinting. Beside her, Penelope’s posture shifted, her chest lifting, her dress clinging to her as she arched in Michael’s direction. She wet her lips unconsciously, gaze locked on him, her parted mouth promising secrets.

Both women radiated an eager, electric energy, their attention openly fixed on Michael. William and Randall faded back, their confident grins slipping, standing awkward and diminished in the shadow of his presence. All the feminine beauty in the room, it seemed, turned itself toward Michael, hungry for his attention.

Abby told herself it was all in her imagination, just echoes of her own confusion and lingering heat from her encounter with Nathaniel. Still, the spark ignited earlier flared into something fierce and hot. Abby pressed trembling hands to a tray of lemon bars, trying to steady herself, needing distraction. When she risked another glance at Michael, his gaze caught hers, startling and direct. Her cheeks flamed, a wild flush burning her skin. Her breath caught, and she looked away quickly, afraid to look any longer, every nerve raw and exposed.

“Abigail, dear, could you help me find the decaf?”

The voice pulled her back to reality. She turned and saw the elderly Mrs. Chandler looking up at her with kind eyes.

“I’m sorry?”

“It’s just my doctor says I shouldn’t have the real thing anymore, and you know I can’t tell which is which in these urns.”

“Oh... oh! Of course, Mrs. Chandler,” Abby replied, grateful for the excuse to move, to focus on something safe and ordinary. She led the older woman to the coffee station, carefully pouring a cup and chatting about the weather, the new center, anything to keep her mind off Michael’s piercing eyes and the way her skin tingled where he’d looked at her. More parishioners came by, asking for cookies, for napkins, for lemonade. Time became a blur of small talk and smiles. Abby clung to the routine, desperate to keep her thoughts from circling back to Michael Glick.

But then, a deep voice behind her made her jump. “Excuse me.”

She turned, heart lurching, and there he was—Michael, so close she could smell his cologne, subtle and expensive. For a moment, she was caught, breathless, pulse hammering as he looked down at her.

“Abby, right?” His voice was deep, confident, pulling her full attention.

She blinked, startled, her heart skipping. Michael stood so close she could see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the impeccable cut of his dark suit, and the way his cologne, clean, sharp, expensive, filled the space between them.

“I’m Michael Glick,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers, his smile slow, genuine.

He extended his hand, and when she took it, his grip was surprisingly warm. His thumb brushed lightly over her knuckles, sending a shiver up her arm and making heat bloom through her whole body, deeper and more vivid than anything she’d felt with Nathaniel just an hour before. Confusion and excitement tangled inside her as she tried to remember what she was supposed to say, or even who she was.

“It’s good to finally meet the woman who keeps this place running.” Michael prompted, noting her nervousness.

Which only made her more nervous. Her pulse fluttered, her skin tingling where he touched her, her cheeks burning. He was so close, and so attentive, that Abby felt unsteady, her breath caught somewhere between her chest and throat.

“Oh—yes, I’m Abby,” she managed, her voice soft, embarrassingly breathless. She tried to pull her hand away, but he held it a moment longer, his gaze making her feel exposed, seen in a way that left her both flustered and strangely thrilled. Finally, he let her hand drop and she had to force herself not to raise it to her face to catch a whiff of his scent.

“You do so much for this place.” He said, casting a glance at her husband who was glaring at them from across the room. “Nathaniel may be the face, but you’re the real power, aren’t you?”

Abby let out a half-laugh, scoffing, cheeks burning as she tried to steady herself. She could feel Nathaniel’s glare burning into her, and her pulse jumped with guilt. “Oh, no. Nathaniel is the one who works so hard for everyone. I just help where I can.” She heard the self-effacing note in her voice, hoping it would draw her back to safe ground. But Michael’s gaze lingered, eyes glinting with amusement and a hunger that bordered on inappropriate.

“Still, I think we should meet soon,” he said, “I’d love to talk about how I can help the church.”

Her heart thudded, her fingers trembling as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I—I suppose. Whatever I can do to help Nathaniel,” she said, her voice thin, as if by tying everything to her husband she could resist the wild current inside her. Michael smiled as if he saw right through her.

“I look forward to it.”

Michael melted back into the crowd. Abby stood motionless, flushed and unsettled, fighting the storm inside her—longing, guilt, and something sharp and hungry she’d never felt before. She pressed trembling fingers to her lips, as if to hide the heat there. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nathaniel still watching her, his gaze heavy and accusing, and the guilt pooled lower in her belly, thick and hot. She was a good wife, a good woman, but she felt off-balance, uncertain, and no amount of cookies and coffee would help.


Chapter 3


Michael Glick lounged in his leather chair in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows, the moonlight gleaming off the lake’s surface. Jessica’s dark hair fell in glossy waves around her flushed face, strands sticking to her cheeks, while Penelope’s golden hair tumbled loose, a few locks damp and clinging to her jaw. Both women knelt at his feet, faces wet and hungry, lips parted in anticipation. They shared his cock between them, mouths warm and dripping, each sucking and swirling their tongues along his shaft, eager to see who could draw the loudest groan from his lips. Their cheeks brushed as they passed him back and forth, eyes flicking up for his approval, each desperate to please, each ready to debase herself further for a word of praise or a smug smile.

“Are you happy, Michael?” Penelope asked with a smirk. Michael’s only answer was to roll his cock over her pretty face, wiping the smirk he remembered from high school when he had been a geek and Penelope a queen bee.

To his delight, Penelope moaned and lifted her hand, the large diamond on her wedding ring glinting as she pulled his thick shaft away from Jessica and shoved it between her pink lips. Her blue eyes were glued to Michael’s face with an intensity Michael was sure she never showed to her husband, Randall.

Jessica knelt close, moaning softly as she watched Penelope swallow Michael’s cock to the base, her throat working around him, eyes watering. Michael had trained them both for this, made them perfect for him. Wet, sloppy noises filled the room. Penelope’s lips stretched wide, spit dripping down his shaft, cheeks hollowing with every desperate suck. Jessica’s breath hitched, her tongue darting over her lips, hunger and shame twisting in her belly as she watched Penelope’s golden hair tangle at Michael’s thighs, the slick sounds and helpless moans echoing in Jessica’s ears.

Michael watched them, his cock throbbing, pleasure rolling through him in heavy waves. He let out a deep, satisfied sigh and looked through the glass at the lake. His mind drifted to Abby, sweet, lush, wasted on that self-important prig Nathaniel, who had no idea what to do with a woman like her. Michael’s cock twitched at the thought of Abby kneeling where Jessica and Penelope were now, her lips swollen and eager, her eyes shining with need. Nathaniel didn’t deserve her. The thought of Nathaniel made Michael’s jaw tighten. He remembered the blows, the jeers, being shoved into the shallows by the men whose wives now knelt before him, worshipping his cock with shameless devotion.

Michael gripped Jessica’s hair and shoved her face lower, mashing her mouth into his balls until her nose was buried in him. “What are you waiting for, Jessica?” he taunted, voice thick with contempt. “I’m not your husband. You don’t wait to please me.” Jessica moaned, shame burning through her cheeks as she slurped and rooted at his balls, desperate to please, her manicured nails digging into his thigh. Her own wedding ring glinted as she clung to him, and Michael could tell she was doing her best not to think of her own husband.

Beside her, Penelope choked herself on his cock, tears streaking her cheeks, spit flying as she gagged and drooled down his shaft like a good little whore. Michael drank in their submission, every inch of this room, this view, these women undeniably his. Yet as Penelope sucked and Jessica slurped, Michael felt that old hunger rising, a wave of anger rose within him, the same old wounds coming back despite his triumph over the two wives of the men who had once bullied him.

He tangled his fingers in Jessica’s hair, stilling her. “Is this all you have, Jessica?” he mocked, voice dangerously soft. “You moan for me, but you’re holding back. You’re my slut now, not the mayor’s perfect wife. You have to be wanting this. I’ve been keeping your husband too busy running all over the state to fuck you.”

Jessica whimpered, her cheeks burning, but she didn’t protest or give him what he wanted—no raw, desperate compliance, just another wet slurp on his balls, rolling them around her cheeks like fat marbles.

Penelope pulled off his cock, gasping and wiping spit from her chin. “God, Jessica, how do you even look at William after this?” she panted, her voice slippery with mock concern. “He has no idea, does he? You fucking Michael here, like the perfect little cheater...” Her lips curled in a satisfied smirk as she let the word hang, enjoying Jessica’s humiliation.

Michael’s gaze sharpened, a cold flash of irritation cutting through the room. "You think you’re above this, Penelope?" he said, his voice low and dangerous. "You think because your husband is a willing cuckold, you’re somehow better than Jessica?"

Penelope’s smile faltered, but she held his gaze, a defiant glint in her eyes. "I just think some of us know our place better than others."

Michael stood up, his cock hard and throbbing. Jessica fell back onto her heels, breathless and flushed, her lips still slick with spit. Michael turned to Penelope, grabbing her by the hair and forcing her gaze up to meet his. “Your place is wherever I tell you it is,” he growled. “You’re mine, just like Jessica. You’re both just sluts for my cock.”

Penelope’s breath hitched, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and arousal. “Yes, sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling but eager. He remembered how cold she’d been in high school, an ice queen who looked down on everyone, her words cutting and perfect. Even now, she was untouchable to most—aloof, elegant, too good for the small-town crowd. But here, on her knees for him, she was transformed. The same mouth that once dispensed contempt now begged for his cock, her poise stripped to desperation. Michael wondered if he’d given her too much freedom, letting her play the dominant with her cuckolded husband. He’d have to remind her who she truly belonged to.

Michael gave her a mirthless smile, then shoved the ice queen down so she was kneeling beside Jessica. He leaned in close, his voice cold. “Lick her. Show her how a real slut pleases her master.”

Penelope paused just a moment, then bent forward, her pink tongue darting out to lap hungrily at Jessica's swollen, glistening clit. Jessica's pussy was soaked, her juices coating her inner thighs as Penelope devoured her with wet, sloppy licks. Jessica moaned, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as Penelope's hot mouth sucked and slurped at her dripping cunt. Michael stood above them, his cock leaking as he watched Penelope's blonde hair slide and stick against Jessica's wet thighs, her face buried between her legs like a starving animal.

He twisted Jessica's hair around his fist, angling her face up to his throbbing cock. "Open," he commanded, his voice steady but unyielding. Her lips opened, mascara already pooled at the corners of her wide, wet green eyes. Michael pushed his thick cock between her lips, groaning as her hot throat clenched around his shaft. Penelope's eager tongue lapped hungrily below, her face glossy with Jessica's cunt juices as she devoured her friend's swollen pussy.

Jessica's whimpers vibrated along Michael's cock, her eyes falling shut as humiliation and arousal flushed her cheeks crimson. He gripped her head firmly, mesmerized by her stretched lips wrapped around his cock, spit dribbling from the corner of her mouth. "Fucking perfect," he growled, "come with my cock down your throat and think about how you would never do this for William!"

Jessica moaned around his cock, her cries muffled as Penelope’s tongue worked her clit in relentless, messy circles. Her whole body shook, thighs clenching tight around Penelope’s face, her hips bucking as she fought to hold back. Michael watched her eyes go wild, the need and shame crashing together. He thrust deeper, feeling her scream vibrate along his shaft as her orgasm finally broke—hot and violent, squirting over Penelope’s mouth and chin. Jessica’s release came in shuddering waves, each desperate cry thrumming through Michael’s cock, driving him closer to the edge as she shook and sobbed, completely undone.

Michael barely held himself back, cock throbbing and dripping as he yanked free from her mouth. He slapped the thick length hard across Jessica’s flushed cheek, slick with spit and leaking pre-cum, painting her skin with his lust, marking the once faithful wife.

"Admit it, Jessica," he growled. "Admit that you’re my cheating, submissive sex toy."

Jessica’s eyes fluttered closed, her body convulsing with the final rush of her orgasm as she finally gave in.

"I’m your cheating, submissive sex toy," she gasped.

“Well, well, well. I leave for a day and this is what happens?”

The door swung open and Harley waltzed in, a sheer pink dress clinging to every curve, platinum hair in playful pigtails. She paused, eyes sweeping the scene before giving Michael a wicked smirk. He smiled back—he could always count on Harley: once a mentor, then his submissive, now the perfect partner in crime.

Harley strode over, her sheer dress barely hiding the wicked curve of her body, pigtails bouncing. She reached down and grabbed Penelope by the hair, dragging her up from Jessica’s soaked pussy. “Let’s remind you where you belong,” she purred, yanking Penelope to her knees behind Michael. With a firm shove, Harley pressed Penelope’s face between Michael’s cheeks.

“Eat your master’s ass, Penny!” Harley laughed.

Penelope whimpered, hesitating as Harley pushed her face between Michael’s cheeks. Michael could hear her shame. She’d never eaten a man’s ass before him, the first time in front of her husband. That had been as much to humiliate him as to please Michael.

But, her husband wasn't here now and Michael could feel the rich woman's breath shake as she pressed her tongue to him, tasting his skin, licking tentatively at first. Michael growled above her and she moaned, the humiliation sinking in, turning her on as much as shaming her. The thrill of having the cold bitch who had tormented him in high school on her knees, getting off on eating his ass, sent a sharp stab of pleasure straight to Michael's balls

Penelope's tongue worked deeper, dragging slow circles and then fluttering as she got used to the taste, the musk, and the humiliation. She started to moan, licking and sucking, eating him out just the way he liked, her moans getting louder the more she feasted.

Michael’s eyes flicked down to Jessica. “Get on my cock, Jessica. Don’t suck it. Worship it.”

Jessica didn’t just suck his cock—she lavished every inch of it with her mouth. Her wedding ring flashed as she stroked his thick shaft, swirling her tongue over the swollen head, then rolling his cock over her flushed cheeks. She pressed kisses along the underside, licked from base to tip, and rooted hungrily in his balls, nuzzling and slurping, her lips and tongue worshipping every part of him. The mouth that used to kiss her husband was now devoted to Michael’s pleasure, every hot, slick caress a surrender.

Beside her, Penelope buried her face between Michael’s cheeks. Her tongue darted out, licking and circling his hole, tasting him, moaning softly. She sucked and lapped, her breaths growing ragged as she rimmed him deeper, mouth working desperately, her shameful arousal growing with every filthy, eager lick.

Harley crouched beside the two women, one hand tangled in Penelope’s hair, the other in Jessica’s brown tresses. “Tell him,” Harley commanded. “Tell Michael you belong to him. Tell him you’re his.”

Penelope gasped between Michael’s cheeks. “I belong to you, Michael. I’m yours.”

Jessica’s voice came out wet and desperate, her mouth bubbling against his shaft, lips training along the belly of it. “I’m yours, Michael.”

Michael grunted with pleasure, his head falling back as he let out a deep, satisfied sigh. Harley caught the sound, her eyes lighting up in wicked triumph.

“You hear that, girls? You’re making him happy.” She yanked back on their hair, laughing as they gasped in desperate hunger. “You’re free to leave whenever you want. But if you walk out that door, you never touch Michael again. No more taste, no more worship, no more of this.”

Michael was surprised as they redoubled their efforts. A part of him was surprised that he had been able to pull off their downfall, but here they were, their tongues and lips worshiping him, desperate for every drop, every little grunt of approval. Jessica moaned as she licked along his shaft, her wedding ring flashing, while Penelope’s tongue pressed deeper, her breath hot and needy between his cheeks. The slick heat of their mouths, the filth of their eager submission, sent shudders of pleasure through every nerve. He closed his eyes, a raw wave of dark triumph rolling through him—this was as close to happiness as Michael ever came. Their mouths and tongues worked him to the edge, and for a moment, surrounded by worship and need, Michael felt a fleeting, savage joy.

But then, Nathaniel’s face flashed in Michael’s mind—narrow and pious, a smug look giving way to the image of Abby, lush and wasted, her beauty left untouched by a man who didn’t deserve her. The old anger boiled up, mixing with the orgasm burning in his balls, pleasure twisting into something vicious.

He grabbed Jessica and Penelope by the hair, dragging them in front of him, both women panting, lips parted, faces flushed with need. “Beg for it,” Michael snarled. “Beg for my cum, beg for what you deserve. For what you and your husbands did to me—you all deserve this.”

Jessica whimpered, “Please, Michael, cover me, mark me. I need it—I need you.”

Penelope moaned, “Please, give it to us, don’t hold back. Use us. Make us filthy for you.”

Michael paused a moment, cock in hand, savoring the sight before him. Jessica looked up, her cheeks streaked with spit and tears, lips swollen, eyes wide and glassy. The last shreds of her pride burned away under the weight of her need as she mouthed ‘please’ without a sound. Penelope knelt beside her, blonde hair tangled, cum and spit shining on her chin. Her blue eyes flashed with shame, hunger, defiance, all of it crumbling as she licked her lips and pressed closer. For a moment, their eyes met. Two fallen wives, pillars of the community, their former pride washed away. Kneeling side by side, desperate and ruined, they craved the same thing that had destroyed them.

He groaned, his cock pulsing, and only then did he let himself go.

He let out a guttural groan as he exploded, his cock pulsing in his grip as thick ropes of hot cum erupted across their upturned faces. The first blast hit Jessica's left eye and cheek with such force she flinched, the second splattered across Penelope's parted lips and nose, the third and fourth painting both their chins and necks in glistening streaks. Both women gasped and moaned, mouths open and desperate, pink tongues extended to catch the final spurts that dripped and clung to their flushed skin.

Harley stepped in, hands gentle but commanding as she guided their messy faces together. “Show him how much you love it,” she purred.

Jessica and Penelope pressed their lips together, their tongues dancing as they passed his cum back and forth. Jessica cupped Penelope's face, wedding ring dripping in jizz, tilting the blonde’s head to let a pearly strand drip from her mouth into Penelope's waiting one. Penelope caught it with a moan, then pushed it back with her tongue, their lips never fully separating. They gazed into each other's eyes with an intimacy they hadn’t shown their husbands for weeks, treating each drop of his cum like communion wine, something sacred to be savored.

Michael watched, transfixed by their devotion to his cum, finally feeling a sense of peace wash over him like cool water on fevered skin. He slumped back into his chair, muscles unwinding, the knot of rage in his chest loosening for the first time in hours. His breath slowed, each exhale carrying away the red haze. The savage joy of revenge gave way to something clearer, sharper—a calculating precision that he needed right now.

He smiled to himself, catching his breath as the afterglow settled over him. The women were spent and silent, the room thick with the smell of sex and power. For the first time all evening, Michael felt his mind clear, anger and lust no longer clouding his thoughts. Now he could turn his attention to what really mattered.

Nathaniel, that hypocritical little prick, would never know what it was to truly possess a woman—not like Michael would. And Abby... Michael’s lips curled. She was ripe, untouched in all the ways that mattered, her innocence wasted on a man who couldn’t appreciate her. He could picture her now, blushing and soft, just waiting to be plucked from that slimy fuck’s grasp. The thought stirred something deep and hungry inside him all over again.

Abby would be next.


Chapter 4


Abby parked her ten-year-old Prius at the edge of Michael’s long, manicured driveway, hands gripping the steering wheel a moment too long. Her heart hammered, nerves twisting as she caught sight of her own reflection in the rearview mirror. The blouse she’d chosen felt too plain, stretched tight across the swell of her breasts, and the skirt hugged her hips and thighs, accentuating her curves instead of hiding them. She could imagine how frumpy she’d look next to Jessica—whatever effortless silk or designer chic thing Jessica would be floating around in today, while Abby’s own lush figure threatened to burst from the safe, modest clothes she’d chosen.

She took a deep breath, gathered her purse, and made her way up the walk. It wasn’t as if she was meeting a man at his house alone, she told herself. This was just business, just another committee meeting, and Jessica would be there. Nothing to be nervous about. Still, her palms were clammy as she knocked at the door, trying to shake the memory of Michael’s attention at the church gathering. He’d said he wanted to help the church, that’s all, and she’d convinced herself he was just being kind. Yet here she was, heart thudding, half-expecting to hear Jessica’s laughter or catch a glimpse of her through the glass as she came to let her in.

Instead, the door swung open to reveal Michael, taller than she remembered, dressed in a crisp black shirt and slacks. For a second, Abby just stood there, awkward and uncertain, wishing, foolishly, for once, that she’d worn something other than her safe, modest church clothes.

Michael's smile was careful, but something about the set of his shoulders felt... deliberate. As if he were aware of every muscle in his body and how it might affect her. He stopped a polite distance away, both hands visible, palms open. Like a magician showing he had nothing to hide.

"Jessica is running late," Michael said. His voice was softer than she'd expected, deeper, almost gentle. "She asked me to keep you company."

"She—oh." Abby reached for her purse, realized she was already clutching it to her chest, then lowered her arms awkwardly. "That’s very—" She didn’t know what to say. "I’m so sorry, I didn’t know it would be just... just us. Maybe I should come back later—"

She was mortified to hear her own voice go high and thin, trembling around the edges of the words.

Michael’s mouth curled in a sly grin. “Are you afraid Nathaniel will be jealous, Abby? You being with another man?”

Abby blinked, caught off-guard. A small thrill shot through her chest at Michael’s teasing, making her stomach flutter and her skin prickle beneath her blouse. “Oh—I... no, I mean, it’s just—Nathaniel knows I’m helping the church, he—” She wasn’t entirely sure she understood what Michael meant, but the words left her breathless and unsteady.

Michael laughed, the sound low and easy. “Relax, I’m joking,” he said, waving away her anxiety. Then he motioned her inside with an open palm, his warmth returning. “Please. I was hoping we could talk first, anyway. Easier without an audience, don’t you think?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” Her eyes flicked to her car, so small and old in that huge driveway, then back to Michael’s warm smile. “Nathaniel—”

“Don’t worry about Nathaniel. I’ll be talking to him soon.” Michael’s eyes caught hers, gray-blue and deep enough to swallow the summer light. He paused, holding her gaze a moment too long. “But right now, I’d like your opinion. After all, you know him best.”

She nodded and stepped inside, telling herself this was for the church, for Nathaniel. This was duty, nothing more. Of course she would help Michael if it meant supporting her husband’s work—what else was a good wife for? But the moment she crossed the threshold into the gleaming foyer, Abby’s breath caught. Something hot and restless curled low in her belly, a pulse that had nothing to do with church meetings or wifely devotion. She felt the heat bloom between her thighs as Michael’s presence filled the space behind her, his scent and the hush of the door closing making her skin prickle with anticipation. This was something new—something hungry, daring, dangerously alive.

"Can I get you something?" he asked, already moving toward a wet bar tucked into the corner of the open-plan living room. "Water, tea, wine?"

"Just—water," Abby said. Her voice felt dry and foreign as she watched Michael take out a glass tumbler. He filled it with ice cubes and carbonated water, then handed it to her with a napkin folded just so, as if he’d worked in a high-end restaurant, or had been trained to always anticipate her next need before she even spoke it.

She sipped. The bubbles fizzed against her palate, biting her tongue.

Michael sat in the white leather chair opposite the pristine glass coffee table, letting Abby pick the couch. She perched on the edge, knees pressed tight together, purse in her lap. She tried to settle herself, but the skirt rode up and she was suddenly aware of the press of her thighs and how exposed her legs felt, bare except for a faint line of goosebumps. No matter how primly she sat, her body’s curves were impossible to hide—the way her skirt pulled taut across her hips, the heavy weight of her breasts shifting with every breath. She could feel Michael’s eyes on her, and the awareness made her cheeks flush, her skin prickling as if every inch of her was on display, the modesty of her blouse and skirt suddenly seeming flimsy and insubstantial against the heat rising under her skin.

"Do you drink wine?" Michael asked gently, pouring himself a glass.

"Not... usually," Abby said. "Nathaniel doesn’t like it when I drink. He says I get a little too—" She stopped, startled at her own openness. Michael said nothing, only cocked his head, listening as though he’d already heard the rest.

"He prefers if I don’t," she finished, and looked down at her lap.

Michael folded his hands and let the silence stretch, as if inviting her to breathe in the space between them. The quiet made her acutely aware of her own heartbeat.

"I’m glad you’re here," Michael said, his voice low, pitched just for her. "I’ve admired your work. The food drives. The literacy night for the parishioners’ kids. You’re the one who actually keeps everything running, if you don’t mind my saying."

Abby blinked, startled by the directness. "That’s... kind of you," she said.

His gaze didn’t leave her. It was warm, almost unbearably so. He must have known she was unused to being spoken to this way—honestly, unashamedly, as if her effort and presence were worth something. Nathaniel was many things—eloquent, pious, sometimes even kind—but he’d never looked at her as though she could do something he could not.

"Jessica thinks the world of you," Michael said, almost off-handedly. "She says no one at the church really understands the need. It must get lonely." He let the word linger.

“Lonely? I wouldn’t say I’m lonely!” Abby filled her days with church work and tending to Nathaniel, always busy, always needed. Even though Nathaniel could be cold, absorbed in his work, correcting her, or focused on his rough needs, she kept herself moving and never let the silence settle for long. If sex was rough, at least it showed he cared. The house, the church, the steady flow of people needing her—she was always surrounded by people.

“I guess I didn’t mean lonely in that way. I meant lonely being the one at the top. The one everyone relies on.” Michael’s lips quirked, his tone softer. “I know how that feels.”

"That’s flattering," she managed. "But I’m no one special. Nathaniel’s the one who keeps us all together." The words sounded dull in her ears.

Michael smiled—not mocking, but as if he’d expected her answer. "He keeps the schedule. You keep the people."

A shiver ran through Abby. She wondered if he was trying to catch her off balance, or if he just saw right through her little evasions. Either way, it worked.

"I’m a people person," she said, feeling the ridiculousness of the statement the moment it left her lips, given her own sorry case of nerves.

Michael leaned forward, forearms on his knees, hands clasped. "You’re not a showy person. That’s different. I used to be bad at reading people—I’m told it’s an engineer thing. But you’re easy to read, Abby. That’s why people trust you."

She felt a sudden, searing warmth flood her—part indignation, part something deliciously sharp and terrifying. Her pulse thundered in her ears as she fought the urge to laugh it off. Michael raked a hand through his thick, dark hair and offered her that crooked, knowing grin, as though he could see every secret place she’d ever hidden.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He leaned forward, eyes soft. “It’s only the truth.” He let the words hang between them, then leaned back into his chair, all casual power.

Abby stared at her hands, willing her fingers to still their trembling. "Nathaniel takes care of things," she confessed. "I only do what I can to help him."

He studied her in that slow, deliberate way—like he was cataloguing every inch of her. "You are capable of so much more," he said quietly. "Maybe you deserve to do something else."

It hit her like stepping onto ice: the irresistible urge to plunge in, and the raw panic that she might never surface. Her cheeks burned as she tugged at the hem of her pencil skirt.

Michael’s gaze drifted from her skirt’s edge up to her collarbone in one swift, clinical sweep—and Abby felt it everywhere: the curve of her throat, the tension in her shoulders, the soft cling of her stockings. Subtly, she caught the spicy hint of his cologne—woodsy, warm, a promise of something more.

“Do I make you uncomfortable?” he asked, voice low, almost tender.

She froze. The question was startlingly direct. “I—I’m not sure,” she blurted. “You’re honest. That’s... rare.”

He inclined his head as if he’d expected that. “You don’t have to answer. I only ask because I care about your comfort.”

Her heart fluttered at the word care. She met his gaze, and in that charged silence, she felt a dangerous comfort in his attention. It wasn't crude desire, but an intense fascination, as though she were an intricate puzzle he longed to solve.

“Let me know if you ever need more,” he murmured, motioning imperceptibly. Moments later, he slid a stemless glass of dark red wine across the polished table. The liquid caught the lamplight, glowing like captured rubies.

She shook her head, but didn’t refuse when he filled it. The wine’s heady fragrance curled around her senses as she lifted the glass, the cool rim against her lips a small, tantalizing caress.

They talked for over an hour about safe subjects: Budget forecasts, the upcoming food drive, Nathaniel’s grand plans for the multi-purpose wing. Michael never interrupted, only asked questions that made her feel both smart and seen. At times he’d fall silent, watching her with those deep, penetrating eyes, and she felt as though every flicker of expression on her face was being logged, deeply appreciated.

All the while her body betrayed her: a shiver of adrenaline beneath her blouse, her breath catching whenever he angled his chair closer, the heat curling up her neck until her face felt aflame. When he laughed at one of her witticisms, real laughter, for the first time in months, she was startled by how good it felt.

At last she paused, smoothing her skirt over her knees. Michael set his wine down, leaning forward so that his voice dropped to a near-whisper. “You’re fascinating, Abby. Truly. I hope you realize that.”

She ducked her head. “No one’s ever said that before.”

“It’s because they’re idiots,” he said so bluntly it made Abby laugh. Michael mirrored her smile, his eyes bright with satisfaction.

Silence settled, thick and humming with tension. Michael’s gaze slipped from her eyes to her mouth, then back again. Without warning, he reached out, his fingers tilting her chin so that she had no choice but to look up at him. His thumb brushed her jaw, light and intimate, the slightest pressure making her pulse pound.

She drew in a quick breath, startled by the closeness. The world narrowed to his warm hand, the faint scent of his wool jacket, and the soft rise and fall of his chest mere inches away.

“If you want me to stop,” he said quietly, thumb at the hinge of her jaw, “just say so.”

She didn’t say it. For a long moment, neither of them spoke, held in that electric stillness.

Then desire, thick and molten, slammed into her chest—and she panicked. Her hands flew to her purse. “I—I have to go,” she stammered, wrenching her chin free. “Nathaniel will be—he’ll be worried—”

Michael’s expression remained calm. He withdrew his hand as though he’d never touched her, rose smoothly. “Let me walk you out,” he offered, voice measured and polite.

He held the door open for her, and for a heartbeat she wondered if he’d be angry, but the light in his eyes was unreadable. She didn’t look back. She crossed the driveway and fumbled her keys in the car door, heart pounding from the echo of his touch.

She drove home with trembling hands, her knuckles white against the steering wheel. At a red light, she caught herself touching her jaw where his thumb had been, then yanked her hand away as if burned. The car behind her honked when the light changed and she jerked forward, heart hammering against her ribs like something desperate to escape.


Chapter 5


Abby could hardly remember the drive home. Curbside hydrangeas and darkened lawns blurred together, Oakwood’s neat quiet lulling her into a fragile sense of safety. At the stop sign near the church, a ghost of scent drifted in, whiskey-warm, smoky, laced with expensive cologne. Michael. She sucked in a breath, scanning the empty sidewalks. Still, he lingered in her senses.

She pulled up to the parsonage, a small white house tucked among oaks and maples, porch crowded with pots of petunias and marigolds she’d coaxed into bloom. Abby sat for a long moment in the cooling car, watching the breeze stir her flowers. Her pulse fluttered beneath her skin. She needed to look composed when she went in. She dabbed at her lips, ran fingers through her hair, willing away the memory of Michael’s hand on her jaw, his scent clinging to her.

Nathaniel’s car was already in the driveway. She’d hoped he’d still be at the sandwich ministry, prepping for breakfast. Dread twisted her stomach. She had no plan for this homecoming. Eyes closed, she counted to ten, then stepped out, smoothing her skirt and bracing against the echo of Michael’s voice.

Inside, Nathaniel’s shoes lay crooked on the mat. That was so unlike him. His suit jacket drooped over the banister, a sleeve trailing, tossed carelessly as if in a rush. Abby paused, heart thumping. She lined up his shoes, hung his jacket with care, smoothing out the wrinkles. Fussing over these small rituals was easier than facing the confrontation she feared waited in the quiet house.

“You’re home early,” she called, forcing a breezy note.

Nathaniel looked up. “Where were you?”

“I was supposed to meet Jessica at Michael Glick’s house. She never showed.” She wet her lips, feeling the flutter in her chest. Did he notice her tension, her trembling voice, her eyes darting away? How much did he already know?

Nathaniel’s gaze narrowed. “So—what happened, then?”

Abby blinked, the ghost of Michael’s touch lingering on her chin. “We talked,” she murmured.

“And what did you talk about?”

“The church. You.” She shoved away the memory of Michael’s gaze, the urge to kiss him. “He had ideas about how to help the community.”

Nathaniel’s mouth twisted, a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “That man has ideas for everything, doesn’t he?”

Buying time, Abby opened the fridge and poured a glass of water. Her hands trembled. “I wouldn’t know,” she said quietly. “We just talked about you and the church.”

Nathaniel scoffed. “I know what Michael wants to talk about.” Abruptly, he stood, his chair scraping the tile. “Did he touch you?” The words hit hard. Did he know?

“No,” she said, too quickly, cheeks going hot. “Nathaniel, please, I—”

He crossed the kitchen in three strides, suddenly close. She saw the flecks of anger in his eyes. “You’re lying.”

He smelled of aftershave and sweat, sharp and sour, making her want to shrink away. Panic fluttered in her chest, but underneath it was something new, a hot, shaming surge of defiance.

“I’m not hiding anything,” she whispered. “All I did was talk to him. About the church. About you.”

He searched her face for any sign of betrayal. He took her wrist, not gentle, not rough, but testing.

“Did you like it?” His voice dropped, almost pleading. “Did you like it when he looked at you?” He crowded her against the counter, hips pinning her.

Her breath caught. She remembered Michael’s gaze, his thumb tracing her jaw. He was commanding and powerful in a way Nathaniel never was. Nathaniel’s grip was rough, but Michael’s touch still tingled on her skin.

Nathaniel shoved her harder, lifting her onto the cold counter. He yanked her blouse free, a button popping and skittering away. His fingers dug into her hips, leaving white marks. “Did you want him to touch you?” he rasped, yanking her skirt up. The zipper scraped her back as he exposed her lace panties and bare thighs, the kitchen light making every goosebump stand out.

Abby stayed silent, clinging to his shoulders, mind flashing to Michael and hating herself for it.

Nathaniel grabbed her breast, thumb scraping over her nipple through lace. He kissed her hard, teeth clashing. His tongue invaded her mouth, desperate and bitter. For a moment, she wanted him and a guilty heat pooled between her thighs. She arched into him, matching his urgency. Her moan slipped out, and he froze, his erection twitching, startled by her hunger.

He pulled back, breathing hard. “What’s gotten into you?” His voice was almost accusing. “You never—” He broke off.

She didn’t know. Maybe it was the memory, or Michael’s certainty she deserved more. She reached for Nathaniel’s belt, tried to open it. He slapped her hand away.

He was shaking now. He tore at his clothes, yanking his belt open, fingers clumsy with rage. When he finally pulled his pants down, his cock was already softening. He grabbed himself, jerking furiously, misery twisting his face. Then he stopped, shoulders sagging. Abby reached for him, fingertips brushing his wrist, wanting to help, but his hand snapped up, slapping her cheek. She recoiled, palm pressed to her stinging skin. They stared at each other, stunned.

He stepped back, horror dawning on his face, then turned away, shoulders hunched and shaking. “Don’t ever let him near you again,” he said, voice raw. “You can’t trust that man.”

Abby slid off the counter, buttoned her blouse with stiff, trembling fingers, and slipped upstairs, every step heavy with the shame of her own longing.

She lay in bed, staring at the wall. After a long while, Nathaniel slid in beside her, silent. He reached for her hand. She let him, feeling the wet apology of his lips on her knuckles. She held him as he sobbed, brittle and silent, and wondered why the only warmth left in her body was Michael’s, burning steady and bright in the dark.


Chapter 6


Late morning sunlight crept through the stained-glass windows, blue and gold drifting quietly across the sanctuary’s wooden pews. It was the perfect hour in the church, the hush between services, gentle and undisturbed. Abby always liked it best like this. Sometimes, if she stood in the right spot, she could imagine nothing bad had ever happened here.

Today, she needed that calm desperately.

She bent to gather up stray hymnals from the front pew. The scent of lemon polish lingered in the air, rising from the smooth, gleaming wood beneath her fingers. Just the mindless little motion of smoothing the covers and sliding each book into place settled her nerves. She liked that. Routine. Predictable. She could almost forget what had happened with Nathaniel last night.

Her fingers were closing on the final hymnal when she heard footsteps behind her.

She straightened, ready to greet whoever had wandered in. Another volunteer, maybe Mrs. Lintz needing the flower schedule.

But it wasn’t. It was Michael Glick.

He stood there, hands sunk deep in his pockets, sunlight pulling gold out of the brown in his hair. He looked solid, statuesque, like one of the saints sewn into the glass. Too steady. Too certain. And far too aware of her.

Her stomach went tight and cold.

“Mr. Glick,” Abby said, her voice thin and breathless. “I didn’t realize anyone else was here.”

He studied her across the aisle, not moving. “It was empty,” he said. “Until I saw you come in.”

She could feel the flutter in her chest, weak and traitorous. She hated how visible it must have been on her—the tremor in her hands, the catch in her voice.

Abby forced herself to stand straighter. “Is there something you needed?”

“Yes,” he said, just like that. Simple and flat.

She had to swallow. “And... and what was that?” her voice wavered. “Nathaniel isn’t here.”

“I know.”

Michael closed some of the distance. One pew’s length between them, no more. Not close enough to corner her, but close enough that she had to tip her chin up. He looked at her with that stare of his, the one that sifted right through her, saw everything.

“I came because we didn’t finish our conversation the other night.”

She felt the shock of it all at once. That moment. The almost-kiss, the way she’d run. Nathaniel’s reaction and—

“I don’t know what you mean,” Abby said too quickly, clutching the hymnal tighter.

Michael’s mouth barely twitched. “You left in a hurry.”

She stared at the floor. “I had to get home.”

He stepped closer, cocking his head. “Did you? Back to Nathaniel? And did you tell him about our meeting?”

Her knuckles whitened on the hymnal. She couldn’t look up. A flash of memory seared through her—Michael’s mouth, the rush of heat, the shame that followed, and then Nathaniel’s hand landing hard on her ass the night before. Her breath shook as she answered, so quiet it was almost a whisper. “Of course I did.”

“And what did Nathaniel do?” he murmured, softer now. She glanced up, caught by his eyes.

“Nothing, he—”

“Yes, he did.” His voice left no space for lying. “I know he did.”

He moved another step closer. The warmth of his body filled the gap, bringing with it the scent of whiskey and cedar. The smell wrapped around her as his shadow fell across the hymnal she held. She tightened her hands, useless.

“What’s wrong, Abby?” He said it quietly.

Her chest shuddered, breathless. “You... you scare me.” That was the truth, wasn’t it? She wished it didn’t sound so much like surrender.

Michael’s face changed, fractionally. No amusement. Just a cutting sharpness behind his eyes, like he’d been waiting for her to hand him that single missing piece.

“Why?” he asked.

She shook her head, trying to hold the tears back. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do,” Michael said, softer now. He pressed closer, eyes on her.

Abby felt the flush creep up her neck and spill across her cheeks, heat blooming under her skin. She couldn’t keep her lips from parting, each breath shallow and uneven. Her hands trembled, betraying her nerves, and she shifted her weight, thighs pressing together as if she could quiet the ache building inside her. She was acutely aware of her nipples hardening beneath the thin blouse, every brush of air making the fabric graze against her sensitive skin. The pulse at her throat fluttered wildly. She was sure anyone looking would see it, would know everything she tried and failed to hide.

“Tell me,” he said. “Why am I the one you’re afraid of?”

Abby’s voice cracked in the middle. “I don’t want to say it.”

“Then I’ll say it for you.”

Her breath snapped tight in her throat as Michael leaned in, closing the space between them until she could feel the heat radiating from his chest, his face just inches from hers.

“You’re scared because you felt something when I touched your hand the other night.” He didn’t rush or raise his voice, but the edge was there. “It was something you weren’t ready for.”

Her heart hammered so hard she was sure he could hear it.

“Something your husband can’t give you.”

She flinched. Not like he was going to grab her, like Nathaniel, but like something had hit her from the inside.

His voice dropped; it was nearly a whisper. “You’re scared because you want something you’re not supposed to want.”

Abby sucked in a sharp breath. Heat flooded up her face, all the way down. Her thighs pressed together of their own accord. She felt a traitorous trickle of wetness roll down and tickle the space behind her knee.

God! What was happening?

“Abby.” His voice went so gentle it was dangerous. “Look at me.”

She didn’t want to. But she did, finally.

“You’re not scared of me,” he said at last. “You’re scared of yourself.”

It was like he ripped something right out of her. The raw, ugly truth. The truth she hadn’t even realized herself until he spoke it aloud.

“Michael...” Her voice was almost gone. “I can’t... this is wrong, I can’t—”

“Then walk away," he said softly. No challenge. Only finality.

She hesitated, blinking at him. Her body tensed, shoulders hunching slightly as if bracing for the inevitable grab, the way Nathaniel would seize her wrist or arm when she tried to leave. But Michael didn't move. He simply stood there, watching.

Her hands loosened on the hymnal. Nathaniel would have grabbed her. He would have pushed her over the hymnal and taken what he wanted. She would let him, because that is what a wife did to make her husband happy.

But, Michael didn’t need to. That realization made her knees nearly buckle. For a long second, she stood suspended in place, caught between his shadow and the doors behind her, more trapped by his power than she ever had been by her husband's grip.

Abby stumbled back against the nearest pew, her hands gripping the polished wood as Michael closed the distance. His mouth found hers, and his kiss was nothing like any kiss she’d ever known. It wasn’t sweet or chaste. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sliding against hers with a hunger that left no doubt about what he wanted. Heat flared low in her belly, slick and hot, her breath catching as the shame of it made her even wetter.

The hymnal fell to the floor with a dull thud.

She expected Michael to take her, tight there, on the polished pew. He pulled back, leaving her breasts heaving, her nipples hard as diamonds scraping the fabric of her bra. Rather than bending her over, he dropped to his knees in the shaft of colored sunlight pouring from the stained glass.

He looked up at her, reverent, his voice rough. “Let me worship you.” His hands slid beneath her skirt, pushing the fabric high, and she shivered as the cool air grazed her thighs. Her heart hammered. She should stop him, but her fingers only dug deeper into the pew as he hooked his thumbs into her panties and peeled them slowly down her legs.

He held the damp scrap of cotton to his nose, eyes closing, inhaling her scent long and deep. “You smell so fucking good,” he said, low and worshipful, and she felt her knees threaten to buckle, the humiliation and lust twisting together until she could barely breathe.

Michael's hands coaxed her legs apart, spreading her wide for him, his gaze never leaving her. His mouth found her, hot and slow, tongue parting her folds with deliberate precision, circling the swollen bud of her clit in ways Nathaniel had never bothered to learn. He traced the furrow of her sex with the flat of his tongue, teasing and tasting, soft groans vibrating against her soaked flesh.

Abby's head fell back, a deep moan escaping her throat, echoing softly against the church walls. The stained glass cast gentle colors across her trembling thighs as Michael's mouth moved against her with careful intensity. Her nipples strained painfully against her blouse, untouched yet aching. She couldn’t believe how quickly she was unraveling, how helpless she felt beneath his mouth. Guilt and hunger warred inside her, shame burning in her cheeks as pleasure overtook everything else. She’d never felt this with Nathaniel, never let herself fall apart. Here, in the echoing hush of the sanctuary, Michael was stripping her bare, body and soul.

Then his mouth found her clit, sucking the swollen bud between his teeth, flicking and circling it with his tongue until her whole body arched off the pew. One hand gripped the polished wood so tightly her knuckles turned white, the other tangled in Michael’s hair, pulling him closer. She felt every flick, every slow, relentless drag of his tongue sending sparks through her nerves, the pressure building so sharply she almost sobbed from the intensity. When he slid two thick fingers into her, curling them inside and stroking a spot Nathaniel had never even imagined, her breath shattered in her chest. His fingers moved in time with his mouth, coaxing her higher, deeper, until she was trembling, thighs quaking, hips rolling helplessly toward the source of that unbearable pleasure.

Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers, soaking his hand, slickness dripping down his chin. The messy, needy noises of her body echoed through the sanctuary, a wet, obscene sound that shocked and shamed her.

“Oh, God!” she cried, barely acknowledging the sacrilege. Then she cried out to the real author of her pleasure. “Oh, Michael, I’m— I’m—”

The orgasm slammed into her, a blinding rush that seared every thought from her mind. Her vision went white and her hips bucked violently against his face, grinding her clit against his mouth. She felt herself gush, a hot, unstoppable flood that soaked his chin, ran down her thighs, and dripped shamelessly onto the polished floor beneath her feet. Wave after wave crashed through her, body shuddering, every muscle tensed and shaking as her screams, raw, guttural, animal sounds she’d never made in her life, rose and echoed through the high, empty sanctuary, drowning out every memory of her husband’s sermons.

She was still shaking when Michael rose, her body limp and sated in a way she’d never known. She reached for him, dazed, but he caught her wrist, stopping her.

“Not yet,” he murmured, voice dark velvet. “Next time, you will come to me.”

Then he left her there, sobbing and trembling, sated for the first time and wrecked with guilt. How a man could make her feel so small, so ashamed, and yet more like a woman than she had ever felt in her life?


Chapter 7


Abby moved through her evening rituals as if her bones were hollow. She cleared the dinner plates in silence, not bothering to ask Nathaniel if he wanted dessert. She loaded the dishwasher, wiped the counter, and folded the worn towels from the dryer, her hands moving on their own. With every motion, Michael’s face flickered through her mind: the way he’d looked at her, the heat in his eyes. She caught herself replaying the sound of his low voice, the memory of his touch ghosting over her skin, making her shiver even as she folded towels.

Nathaniel’s study door stayed closed, light leaking beneath. She wondered if he was working or watching one of those dirty videos. The thought made something inside her twist with envy, resentment, or maybe just the ache of wanting to feel desired.

Abby hesitated, towel clutched to her chest, then moved to the study door and knocked gently. “Nathaniel?” she called. “I’m going upstairs to bed. If you’d like to join me...” Her pulse fluttered as she waited.

Through the door, Nathaniel mumbled something she couldn’t make out. Abby stood a moment longer, then turned and climbed the stairs alone, the quiet of the house pressing in around her.

She brushed her hair, watching herself in the bedroom mirror. Her cheeks were pink, her lips a soft, bitten red. Her full breasts and hips, the curve of her waist, the thighs that pressed together when she stood, all looked foreign in the lamplight. She pressed her palm to her chest, feeling her heart thud, too quick, too hungry. The ache between her thighs pulsed steady and hot, but it wasn’t for Nathaniel.

She told herself she would be a good wife tonight. She would do what he liked. She would give him what he needed. Maybe if she was perfect, obedient, ready to please, she could chase away the taste of Michael from her mouth.

She slipped her nightgown from her shoulders and let the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet. Naked, she knelt at the foot of the bed, hands folded in her lap, thighs pressed tightly together. The cool air made her nipples pebble. She breathed in, held it, waited.

Nathaniel came in after a few minutes, footsteps heavy, the door swinging shut behind him. His gaze swept over her, slow, lingering in a way that once made her feel beautiful. Now it just made her feel small. He grunted his approval, “So, someone has remembered their place?” His voice was rough, like a man trying to sound in control, something Michael seemed to have already mastered.

Abby pushed the thought from her head and parted her lips, ready for him. Nathaniel stood over her. He ordered her to open his pants. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his fly. When she took him in her mouth, the sharp, bitter tang of his pre-cum hit her tongue and made her throat tighten. Nathaniel snarled down with a force that made her flinch. "You want to be a whore for me, don't you?" His breath was ragged; her breath was barely there. As she forced herself to swallow, a traitorous thought bubbled up in her mind.

What does Michael taste like?

She tried to focus on Nathaniel, the way he liked it, but his voice was all she could hear, desperate and needy. "You're nothing but a little slut, aren't you?" She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, her throat constricting. Michael's face flashed behind her closed eyelids. Would he speak to her this way? Would his voice carry that same edge of insecurity, like a little boy acting tough? Of course not. The thought made her stomach twist with guilt, which she channeled into her movements, bobbing her head faster, her hands gripping Nathaniel's thighs. "That's right," he growled, interpreting her eagerness for excitement. "Show me how much you want my cock." She moaned around him, partly from discomfort, partly to drown out the thoughts of Michael. The shame of her wandering mind made her redouble her efforts, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes as she worked harder, doing her best to please her husband, to pretend he was enough.

Nathaniel suddenly gasped and pulled out roughly, his breath ragged. She had been so focused on pleasing him and forgetting Michael, she hadn’t noticed how close he was.

“On the bed,” he huffed, and she realized he was barely holding on.

She rose and moved to the mattress, arranging herself just as he liked: on hands and knees, back arched, ass raised. Her full breasts hung down, heavy and swaying beneath her, nipples already hard and aching from the cool air and anticipation. She tried to calm her breathing, to keep her mind blank, as Nathaniel’s hands landed on her hips, hard and careless, his fingers digging into her flesh.

“You want it tonight, don’t you, you little slut?” His voice twisted the words, his need tangled with resentment.

Abby whimpered, soft and low, then arched her back and pushed her ass high in the air, rocking back against him in open invitation. She let her head drop, hair spilling over her shoulder, and reached between her thighs, spreading herself for him with shaking fingers. “Please, sir,” she whispered, her voice trembling but desperate, “use me. I need you to fuck me, to make me yours. I want to be your good, little slut.” The words tasted dirty, shameful, but she choked them out anyway. Anything to get her husband to take her, anything to drown out the memory of what she’d begged for in the church, to make this ache belong to him and not to Michael.

He groaned and shoved into her, rough and sudden, his cock forcing her open, stretching her with a sharp, burning ache. She gasped, feeling every inch as he bottomed out, her pussy gripping him tight, not yet ready, slick but stinging. Her breasts swung with each thrust, nipples brushing the sheets, painfully hard. He pulled her hips back, slamming into her, the lewd slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. Nathaniel’s words tumbled out, crude and breathless, each syllable punctuated by another hard thrust: “You like that, don’t you? My good girl. Such a tight little cunt. Fuck—just like that, take it all.”

“Yes, sir! Take me! Ruin me!”

She made all the right sounds, let him use her, tried to believe she could turn want into pleasure. But her mind kept slipping. Every time she clenched around him, it was Michael’s mouth she felt, Michael’s hands that made her melt. Hunger twisted inside her, the sensation sharp and raw. She reached back, searching for Nathaniel’s skin, wanting him to pull her hair, to bite her shoulder, to mark her the way Michael had in her memory. But Nathaniel didn’t notice. He was lost in his own need, oblivious to hers.

She tried to close her eyes, to summon heat, to fall into the moment, but it wasn’t working. Nathaniel’s thrusts grew frantic, deeper but never touching the place inside her that needed to be wrecked. Her body was wet, aching, desperate, but the pleasure wouldn’t come. She tried harder, rocking back, squeezing him, hoping to coax more from him, hoping for something real.

Nathaniel’s breathing turned erratic, his thrusts losing rhythm, growing frantic and shallow. He gripped her hips, desperate for more friction, slamming into her with a final burst of effort. His breath hitched, a guttural sound scraping from his throat. “Fuck—Abby—I’m gonna—” he gasped, voice breaking. He jerked forward twice more, then his body spasmed, pressing her into the mattress.

She lay still, breathless, empty. Nathaniel panted, his sweat-slick chest pressed between her shoulder blades, his cock slipping from her body with a wet, defeated sound. He pressed a clumsy kiss to her neck, mumbling, “Sorry, I just... you’re so good, baby...” His weight settled over her, his chest slick against her back as he breathed heavily into her neck. For a long moment, his breath was hot and uneven, each exhale warming the hollow of her neck. Gradually, it slowed. A deep, steady, unmistakable rhythm. Abby lay perfectly still, listening, suddenly realizing Nathaniel had fallen asleep on top of her!

Abby closed her eyes, willing herself not to cry. Gently, she rolled Nathaniel off to one side, then faced the wall. Her fingers curled in the sheets, the ache between her thighs sharper than ever. She struggled to remember if Nathaniel had ever made her feel anything close to what Michael had done with just a look, a word, a touch.

She pressed her thighs together, grinding softly into the mattress, chasing any ember of pleasure, but nothing would spark. Shame washed over her—hot, mortifying. She wanted to be the good wife. She wanted to want this. But her body betrayed her, everything tender and swollen, hungry for a man who wasn’t her husband.

The room was silent but for Nathaniel’s soft snoring. She touched her lips, remembering Michael’s kiss: Real, deep, devastating. She slid her hand lower, just to see if she could rekindle the heat he’d left behind, but it only made her feel more empty. She bit her lip, stifling a sob.

Somewhere in the dark, she heard Michael’s voice: Not yet. You will come, but you will come to me. The words made her shiver, panic and want tangling in her chest.

Abby lay awake long after Nathaniel was gone to sleep, staring into the dark, her body unsatisfied, her heart twisted.


Chapter 8


Michael stood by the upstairs window, his gaze fixed on the slow, hesitant approach of Abby’s car. The headlights swept across the drive, lingering on the manicured shrubs. He watched as the engine cut out, and Abby sat for a long moment in the driver’s seat, windows fogging with her breath.

Harley glided up beside him, her eyes bright in the murky light. In the window’s reflection, her platinum hair was straight tonight, falling elegantly down her back. The pink dress she wore clung to her curves, the thin fabric hugging her round breasts and narrow waist before flaring over her hips.

“You look nervous.” She said with a soft smile. “That’s not like you.”

He didn’t turn, his jaw tight. “Abby’s different from the others. Penelope and Jessica? They deserved to be broken. Abby is...innocent. She’s only here because her husband was an asshole to me years ago. Does she deserve what’s coming?”

Harley laughed, the sound low and wicked, leaning on his shoulder. Her breasts pressed firmly against him, easy and familiar, the warmth making him feel a little more confident. “Deserve? To be happy? Come on, Michael. You think Penelope and Jessica come back just because you broke them? They’re happy, in their way. You give them what they really want.” Harley traced a finger down his arm, letting it linger. “Abby isn’t happy. But she could be. She could be happy with us.” She caught his eye in the window. “You could be happy, too.”

Michael’s voice was flat. “Abby is different.”

Harley grinned, lips curling into something feral. “Yes. You may have to be gentle.” She turned away, ass swaying hypnotically under the tight pink dress. “But not too gentle.”

Abby stepped out of her Prius, nerves jangling so hard she almost forgot to lock the door. Her hands were clammy, her breath coming in quick, shallow spikes. She looked up at the vast, house gleaming in the dusk, the soft glow from within promising warmth, secrecy, something dangerous. Her heart pounded beneath her blouse, the fabric suddenly too hot against her skin.

She had no excuse tonight. No meeting, no church business, nothing but the raw, trembling need that pulsed in her veins. She stood for a moment longer, wishing she could summon a reason to go home, to erase what she was about to do.

What kind of wife was she, wanting this? The guilt pressed cold and sharp against her chest, but underneath it, hunger throbbed.

She was here because she wanted to be.

She pressed her palm to her chest, drew a shaky breath, and walked to the door.

Michael opened it before she could knock. “You made it.” The words were simple, but they vibrated with expectation, the tension of a bowstring pulled taut. Behind him, the house was awash in the amber glow of low lights, hushed and intimate. The air carried the scent of cedar and a muskier undertone, rich and inviting.

“Hi.” Abby’s voice was barely a whisper, her cheeks blooming with heat. She fumbled with the strap of her purse, her fingers restless against the leather.

He stepped aside with practiced grace, his touch light at her elbow coaxing her into the foyer. “You look beautiful.” It was a simple, but said with a sincerity that made her heart skip. “Would you like some water?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry, grateful for the innocent task. Michael guided her to the kitchen, the space vast compared to the kitchen in the parsonage. He poured her a glass and as handed it to her, his fingers brushed hers. a fleeting connection that, ignited her skin.

“You okay?” His voice was a low murmur, his gaze direct and probing.

Abby managed a smile, tentative and tight. “Yes. Just... nervous.”

Michael’s smile widened. Something in his eyes sharpened, the warmth draining out and leaving a glint that was almost feral. He stepped closer, and for a heartbeat Abby felt pinned, a flare of danger prickling beneath her skin. “That’s good,” he said, his voice low and suddenly too calm. “You should be.”

Abby blinked, heart banging against her ribs, caught between fear and sudden, guilty excitement. Michael held her gaze, letting the tension stretch. Then his lips twitched, and he let out a deep chuckle. “I’m joking.”

Her face went hot and she choked on her own reply. “Oh! Oh, I mean—I...” The words tumbled out, helpless and jumbled. “I—I’m sorry... I don’t know—”

“Abby, relax,” he said, his hand sliding up her arm to grip her where her shoulder met her neck. The heat of his touch rushed to her head, doing little for her composure. “I won’t do anything you don’t want to. I only want you to be happy.”

Abby looked into his eyes, searching for that hunger, a lie, anything to make her rethink the decisions her traitorous body was intent on making.

“I am happy.”

“Are you?” He pressed his face close to her neck, hot breath wafting along her skin, adding to the heat of his hand. “Because I don’t think Nathaniel makes you happy.”

She bristled at his words, even as she recognized the truth of them. She tried to look away, but the heat of Michael’s hand on her shoulder, the raw strength in his body, made her pulse flutter even harder. “Nathaniel is important. He’s busy taking care of the town. He’s—”

“A credit to his community, yes.” Michael’s smile was soft, pitying. “But is he taking care of you, Abby?”

“I...” The words caught in her throat. She shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t be standing here, aching, her body betraying her with every breathless moan, every clench of her thighs. But she did want it. She wanted it more than she’d ever wanted anything.

Michael watched her, reading the truth on her face. He stepped closer, his hand slipping down, finding the hem of her dress, sliding under, fingers tracing higher, then higher, until he pressed against the soaked cotton of her panties. Abby gasped, her knees almost buckling. He cupped her, thumb stroking where she was wettest, her body arching helplessly into his palm.

“You see?” he murmured, lips brushing her ear. “Why should you feel guilty for wanting what you need?”

Abby’s pulse thundered. Michael’s fingers slid beneath the damp fabric, slipping between her folds, teasing her clit until she was shaking. Shame and need tangled inside her. She bit her lip, breath coming quicker, every muscle straining toward his touch.

He pressed his fingers against her clit, slow and merciless, circling in tight, deliberate motions. Every stroke sent a bolt of heat through her core, drawing wetness from her with each pass. He teased her folds, spreading her slick, then returned to her swollen clit, rubbing her until her thighs quivered uncontrollably, the heavy fullness of her breasts rising then falling with every breath.

Abby’s hands scrabbled for purchase, nails digging into his shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. She felt as if she were coming undone, nerves burning under her skin, every breath sharp with anticipation and shame. His other arm wrapped around her waist, holding her upright as her knees threatened to give out, her body bucking helplessly into his hand. The friction of his fingers was relentless, stroking her soaked pussy with obscene precision, never letting up, never letting her escape.

Abby’s thoughts scattered, lost in the aching heat between her legs, that raw need that blotted out everything else. Her thighs shuddered uncontrollably as she bucked harder into his palm, grinding her clit against him, desperate to come. She whimpered, breath hot, her body trembling, shame and desire blurring inside her.

She needed him to finish her, to push her over the edge, no matter what it cost, no matter how much she would regret it later. Right now, nothing else mattered but the pleasure building, wild and inevitable, inside her.

“Michael—” Abby moaned, the word strangled by the wave ripping through her. Her orgasm hit hard, searing up from her clit and flooding her body, leaving her nerves raw and sparking. Her thighs squeezed Michael’s wrist, her slick folds grinding against his relentless fingers. She couldn’t help it. Her hips jerked, riding his hand, wet and open, as white-hot pleasure tore the guilt away. She buried her face in his neck, muffling her desperate cries against the warm, salt-and-cedar taste of his skin. His arms held her tight, solid and unyielding as she shook and convulsed, his strength anchoring her while she shattered apart in his grasp. He didn’t move, just cradled her, letting her ride the tremors as long as she needed, his steady breath grounding her until she could finally gasp and collapse, boneless and undone, against his chest.

When she finally came down, Michael eased back, his hand slick and warm. He studied her, gentle, but there was a hunger in his eyes that shook her to the depths of her soul. “Do you want more, Abby?” he asked.

She couldn’t find words. She thought of Nathaniel, his pale, tired face, his pride, the way he hated Michael and envied Jessica and Penelope. Abby saw herself in them now and realized that, if she did this, Nathaniel would never forgive her. But her body ached for Michael’s touch, and in that moment, nothing else mattered.

She shook her head, then stopped. No? She didn’t want to say no. What was the question. More, he said more. Oh, yes. More. She lifted her chin, trembling, still unable to speak.

Finally, she nodded.


Chapter 9


He didn’t rush her or crowd her. Instead, he took her hand, warm and steady, and led her through the dark, quiet house. Every footstep echoed on the polished floor. The air felt thick, heavy, like when she was in the church late at night.

Except this wasn’t the church.

He opened the bedroom door and led her inside. The quiet was even deeper here. A single lamp on the nightstand threw long shadows across the room. The bed was huge, the sheets a dark gray, perfectly made. The floor-to-ceiling window looked out on the black water, moonlight glinting off the surface. Abby stared at the bed, feeling her cheeks burn as the reason she was here hit her. Not prayer. Not forgiveness. Just primal sex.

Guilt stabbed at her, hard and hot, a flush racing down her neck and settling deep in her belly. Michael stepped up behind her, close enough for her to feel his body heat and his scent, cedar and something darker, hungry. His voice was low at her ear. “I want to please you, Abby. I want to make you happy.” He paused, voice rough with need. “But I want you to want it.”

She turned to him, heart hammering, breath shallow. He was beautiful, every inch of him composed and dangerous in the low light.

“What do you want to do, Abby?”

She opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Her mind spun, staring at the lines of his chest, the breadth of his shoulders, the way he watched her, seeing everything, expecting nothing, promising everything. She was falling, but falling into what, she didn’t know. Guilt, hunger... love?

Her lips parted, her voice barely there. “I... I don’t know.”

Michael nodded as if he had expected her answer. He unbuttoned his shirt, slow and unhurried. Abby watched, breath shallow, her eyes tracing the lines of his chest as the fabric slipped away. His body was solid, broad through the shoulders, muscles defined beneath golden skin. He looked nothing like Nathaniel, no sharp collarbones, no thin, anxious frame. Michael was built for strength and sex, the kind of man who took up space without apology. The sight of him undressing for her made something deep inside her clench.

Then, her gaze dropped, hunger catching in her throat. The bulge in his tailored pants was impossible to miss, thick and heavy, straining against the fabric. Her mouth went dry. Heat crawled up her neck and burned across her cheeks. She felt exposed, caught wanting, but she couldn’t look away. Shame twisted under her ribs, but it was nothing compared to the sharp pulse of need building in her belly.

She whispered, “Do you... do you want me to... suck your cock?” The words were secret, shameful, and hopeful all at once.

Michael chuckled gently. “Only if you want to.”

Abby hesitated. Her pulse was wild and uneven, her breath catching as her eyes darted from Michael to the door. She wasn’t sure what to do. She was used to Nathaniel making all the decisions when it came to sex.

The thought of Nathaniel brought back the guilt. What if Nathaniel found out? What if this was a mistake? She bit her lip, torn between her conscience and that low, aching need. Michael watched her, seeing the worry, the fear, the indecision. He just smiled, unbuttoning the rest of his pants. They fell away, leaving him bare and unashamed.

His cock hung thick, heavy, jutting from his body with casual confidence. Abby stared, cheeks burning, pulse hammering as she took in the size and shape. It was bigger than Nathaniel’s, thicker, the skin flushed dark with blood and want. It looked almost impossible, almost unreal. Her mouth went dry, not from fear but from the sharp, dizzy thrill of knowing she could choose this. Guilt and hunger twisted tighter inside her, shame and need tangled so close she couldn’t tell them apart.

Michael caught her looking, her eyes wide and full of questions. He smiled, voice low, almost gentle. “Is it bigger than Nathaniel’s?” He waited, letting her stare, not forcing, just giving her space to want.

“It’s not the size,” she whispered, although it was bigger. Much, much bigger. “It’s just...”

“I know,” he said. “Now, just relax.”

He eased her onto the bed, his hands firm, slow, reverent. The mattress dipped under her weight, sheets cool against the back of her thighs. She tensed, remembering Nathaniel’s urgent thrusts. But instead of entering her, Michael kissed her lips, then her throat, trailing lower, mouth hungry, savoring every inch of exposed skin. His breath was hot, damp against her collarbone, the scrape of his stubble sending shivers over her chest as he reached up to unbutton her blouse. He stripped her slowly, hands deliberate as he peeled away each layer until Abby lay naked and exposed, bare for another man for the first time. The thought sent a shiver of shame down her spine, a reminder of everything she was leaving behind.

But then the cool air rushed over her flushed skin, awakening her senses and prickling every inch with goosebumps. Her breasts, heavy and aching, rose and fell as Michael’s palm cupped one, his thumb circling a nipple so swollen it sent jolts of excitement and pain through her. Abby gasped, arching her back as Michael’s mouth closed over her hard nipple, sucking and licking with a fierce hunger that sent electric jolts of pleasure coursing through her. His tongue lashed at the sensitive peak as his other hand squeezed and kneaded the fullness of her breast. She felt the weight of them in his hands, how they filled his palms, ample flesh spilling out between his fingers. “God, you are beautiful,” he murmured, his voice bubbly and wet as he spoke between her breasts. “I want to taste every inch of you.”

His words sent a rush of heat through her, igniting a fire deep in her core. Abby had always been ashamed of her body, of its lewd lushness and the judgment of others. She felt like an object, not a person. Her own husband had made her feel that way.

But with Michael, she didn’t feel dirty. She felt beautiful, womanly. Her breasts were big for a reason: to feed babies, to attract a mate, and in this moment, to please Michael. And to find pleasure in return.

She writhed in that pleasure, her hips shifting, legs falling open as Michael kissed down her belly, tongue tracing every curve, every trembling inch. She was panting, thighs quaking, her heart thundering in her chest. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this alive, this hungry, this near to falling apart.

He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her wide, exposing everything. Abby’s pussy was swollen, her clit so hard it was almost painful, throbbing with every heartbeat. Michael leaned in, his breath hot against her slick folds, and pressed his mouth to her. The first touch of his tongue made her cry out, hands fisting his hair, her body jolting as he licked her, slow and relentless, the flat of his tongue dragging over her clit, then circling, then dipping lower to taste everything she had to give.

Each stroke sent another surge of heat through her, building her need higher and higher, wild and out of control. She was soaked, aching, desperate, her thighs trembling uncontrollably, her hips grinding against his face, needing more, needing everything.

“Michael—please—” she choked out, her voice rough, eyes squeezed shut, shame and lust indistinguishable.

He looked up, face wet, eyes hungry and dark. “Let me hear you, Abby,” he growled. “Let me hear how much you need it.”

He dove back in, tongue moving in deep, greedy strokes, worshiping her with his mouth, driving her wild. Abby’s body shook, every muscle tight, her clit throbbing under his tongue, the need so sharp she thought she might die from it. She sobbed, hips rolling, moaning louder than she ever had, desperate to come, desperate to be filled, desperate to belong to him.

She broke, pleasure crashing through her in blinding waves. Her pussy clenched around nothing, her clit pulsing hard, her cry tearing from her throat, echoing around the room. For a moment, she was nothing but need and heat, her body jerking as Michael held her through it, his hands anchoring her as she shattered apart.

When her vision cleared, she was begging, her voice ragged and raw. “Please, Michael. Please, I can’t—”

He pressed his mouth to her skin, voice rough, demanding. “Do you want me, Abby? Do you want me inside you?”

Abby clung to his shoulders, desperate, her shame gone, everything exposed. “Please, Michael, ruin me. Take me. Make me yours.” The words spilled out, words she had used to inflame Nathaniel, words that she had never really meant. Now, she meant them with every desperate, aching part of her.

Michael paused, eyes searching hers, and asked, “What about Nathaniel?”

Guilt, lust, and need crashed together inside her. Her lips trembled, her voice small but certain, “I don’t care anymore. I just want you!” The confession ripped the last of her shame away. Abby wasn’t just making vows—she was shattering them into pieces. For the first time in her life, she was finally honest with herself, standing on the edge of desire. The thrill of abandonment coursed through her veins, igniting a fire she had never dared to feel.

Poor Nathaniel. His fumbling attempts at dominance were all wrong, like a child playing dress-up. But as Michael’s thick cock pressed against her entrance, the heavy head stretching her open, Abby realized this was true power. Michael commanded her body without force, his cock coaxing her open, stretching her, making her want to beg more.

Abby’s heart raced, hammering against her ribs as she arched towards him, desperate to be filled completely. Every part of her screamed for him to take her, to mark her as his. The wet heat between her thighs pulsed around him, her tight walls gripping his girth with a need that bordered on pain. She had never felt anything like this, this primal surrender to a real man who knew how to claim what was his.

Poor Nathaniel. He had no idea.

Michael gritted his teeth, pushing into her slowly, carefully, forcing her open inch by inch. He was so much bigger than Nathaniel, stretching her until it bordered on pain, her pussy tight and trembling, slick heat clinging to him, every nerve raw and exposed. Abby gasped, breath stuttering as she felt the blunt pressure of him easing deeper. Her body resisted at first, then yielded, the swollen lips of her cunt finally parting to take him. A long, intense moment passed as her body accepted his impossible thickness, sucking him in as she ached and desperately craved to be filled.

Michael hovered over her, eyes locked on hers, watching every flicker of sensation in her face. He didn’t move, didn’t push, just waited, letting her feel every stretch, every inch. He smiled when she gave in, a flash of hunger and pride.

“Tell me what you want, Abby. Say it for me.”

Her breath came in ragged bursts, her body trembling as she wrapped her legs around his waist. It was too much and not enough.

“I want you,” she gasped, voice shaking, shame prickling along every inch of skin. “I need you, Michael—please.”

Michael moved deeper, hands cradling her face, his hips rolling slowly. His cock stretched her, filling her completely in a way she’d never experienced. The blunt head dragged against her slick walls, each thrust driving an obscene, hungry ache deep within her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt eagerly sucking him in, the pressure building so painfully that her thighs shook.

With every thrust, she felt her body respond, clenching around him, the friction intensifying. Michael’s size made her feel helpless and desperate, her need rising with each powerful stroke, craving more of the sweet release he promised.

“What do you want, Abby?” She could barely hear the words over her pulse throbbing in her ears, but the sound dragged something desperate and true out of her.

She sobbed, her hips lifting to meet his next thrust, her whole body pleading for him. “I need you to fuck me—make me yours. Please, Michael, fuck me! I need it! Please!”

“That’s my girl,” he growled, voice thick with want. He started to fuck her harder, hips slamming into her. The mattress rocked beneath them. With every thrust, Abby’s breasts bounced and jostled, heavy and bare, the nipples flushed and stiff, brushing his chest, dragging across the hard muscle. Each slap of skin sent them swinging, the ache in her swollen nipples flaring with every motion. She moaned raggedly, breath catching as Michael’s hands locked around her hips, pulling her up to meet him, grinding his cock deep and relentless into her sopping pussy. The friction built, sharper with every frantic thrust, her body so open she could feel every inch, every throb, every wild pulse.

He lost the rhythm, desperate now, his control slipping as he drove into her. Abby melted beneath him, her cunt gripping and sucking at him, her body shaking apart. Her pleasure spiked, white-hot, her mind blurring as she rocked against him, their need tangled and raw, nothing left but the heat and the hunger and the wild, wet, animal sound of him filling her again and again.“Say it again,” he growled into her neck, his breath hot.

She was beyond shame, beyond guilt, her body alive with raw need. “Michael, please—fuck me, take me. Make me YOURS!” she cried, her voice rising, desperation spilling out of her in helpless waves. “Don’t stop, don’t ever stop—oh God, please!”

He gave up all restraint then, pounding into her hard and deep, filling her in a way she’d never known. Abby’s whole body arched as the pleasure broke over her: A brutal, shattering wave that ripped her self-control to pieces. She screamed his name, pleading, her voice rising and breaking as an orgasm tore through her, her pussy clenching so tight around him it almost hurt. She felt herself unravel, flooding around his cock, the world narrowing to heat and pressure and the thick, dizzy pulse of him inside her.

He didn’t stop. He held her open, his hands locking her hips as he fucked her through it, driving her higher. Abby’s mind blurred. She could barely breathe, could barely think, every muscle in her body tensing, her legs shaking uncontrollably. She was riding the edge again, her clit swollen and throbbing, her cunt so sensitive it was on fire.

Michael’s voice was hoarse, desperate now. “I can’t—Abby, I can’t hold back. I need to come inside you. I need to fill you up.”

“Yes,” she begged, her voice nothing but a broken sob. “Yes, Michael, please—fill me, fill me, make me yours. I want it, I want you.” She felt the guilt snap, replaced by hunger, every part of her open and aching for him.

With a guttural sound Michael pressed deep, his cock pulsing inside her, and she felt the hot rush of him spilling into her womb, the final, perfect possession. A second orgasm crashed through her, so intense her vision flashed white, her body going limp, mind dissolving in the pleasure.

After, she was left shaking, sated, barely able to move. Michael slipped out of her, his cum spilling from her, warm and shameful between her ass cheeks, soaking the sheets, marking her as his.

He gathered her into his arms as she shuddered and sobbed, her whole body wrung out, skin slippery with sweat and tears. He pressed kisses along her hairline, stroked her hair, whispering soft things that made her heart ache. For the first time, no part of her wanted to move away.

He cradled her, pressing his lips to her ear, his voice both tender and possessive. “That’s my girl.”

Abby let herself be held, her heart pounding, her breath slowing. Her whole world was new, rewritten by desire and choice, by the heat still pulsing in her body. She was finally, completely, his.


Chapter 10


Abby woke in Michael’s bed, sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows and laying warm stripes across the tangled sheets. The glow on her bare skin felt sinful, almost like a spotlight exposing everything she’d done. Her body ached, hips sore and thighs sticky with the mess of last night. She slid her hand down over her belly and between her legs, feeling the dried slickness clinging to her folds. That was Michael—still inside her. The thought made her clench, a pulse of guilt and heat running through her.

She should have felt dirty. She had cheated on her husband. Nathaniel’s name flickered in her mind, a sting of guilt sharp enough to make her chest tighten. She tried to summon remorse, to picture his face, the vows she’d broken, the trust she’d shattered—but then she looked down.

Michael was sprawled out naked, thick cock resting heavily against his thigh. The same cock that had stretched her open, filled her again and again, and left her begging for more. She squeezed her thighs together and realized she felt no regret, but a deep, hot satisfaction. She’d let another man use her, take her, come in her, and she was still hungry for more. The guilt didn’t vanish completely, but it faded in the heat of Michael’s presence and the need he had unlocked inside her.

Abby reached out, fingers trembling as she traced the line of muscle along Michael’s hip and then down to his cock. Even soft, it was heavy, veined, beautiful. She wrapped her hand around it, remembering the way it had stretched her, the burn and then the sweet fullness, how she had moaned for him to cum inside her. To take her. And he had. Oh, how he had taken her! Her nipples tightened, heat gathering low in her belly. She should be praying for forgiveness, but all she wanted now was to taste him, to worship the man who had made her feel truly owned.

She leaned in, close enough to breathe in his scent—male, musky, a mix of sweat and sex that made her mouth water. She kissed the tip first, gentle, reverent, then licked a bead of precum, tasting salt and heat and him. Shame prickled her skin, but it only made her ache more. This was wrong. This was filth. This was freedom, and she was never going back. One kiss turned into another. Abby’s lips dragged down the thick length of Michael’s cock, her tongue tracing every vein and ridge, committing each one to memory. She wanted the feel of him burned into her.

Shame flickered—she had never done this for her husband, never even wanted to. Now, dizzy with forbidden joy, Abby buried her face in Michael’s balls, needing to taste and claim everything. Without thinking, she opened wide and sucked his balls, tongue swirling, eager for the taste and the power of it. Abby moaned softly, letting spit roll down her chin as she got sloppy for him, lost in the raw pleasure of surrendering herself completely.

Suddenly, she felt him tense. Her eyes flicked up and found Michael’s watching her, fully awake, his satisfaction obvious. Her heart kicked. He offered no surprise, only a slow, pleased smile that made her shiver and want him even more.

“What are you doing?” he asked, and his cock twitched against her tongue, making it obvious. Still, she felt her cheeks flush like a little girl caught sneaking a sweet.

Abby gasped wetly as she let his cock pop from her mouth, spit slick on her chin. She struggled for words, mind blank with need and panic, then everything spilled out in a rush. “I—I wanted to please you,” she stammered, barely above a whisper. “I—I just wanted to give you the kind of pleasure you gave me.”

Michael frowned slightly. “Why?”

“B... because...” Abby’s breath caught, her heart racing as she searched for the right words. She didn’t know what to say. She had never felt this way with Nathaniel, never wanted to beg for a man. But there was no holding back now.

“I want to please you,” she finally blurted out, the confession spilling from her lips before she could stop it. “Because you deserve it!”

“Is that really what you want?”

“Yes!” she whined, then finally got her voice under control. “Yes, Michael. I want to please you.”

“Good girl,” he said, the words rumbling deep inside Abby’s core, making her melt. He wanted her. She felt elated and guilty at the same time. Another man wanted her, needed her, and she wanted him and poor Nathaniel never had a chance.

“Now, where are you going to start?” Michael asked, his voice low.

Abby hesitated, breath catching, suddenly overwhelmed by choice, by the hunger thrumming in her veins. She realized what she wanted. She wanted to taste every inch of him. She slid down the bed, pausing at his feet, glancing up at him for approval, absurdly thrilled when he nodded. The warmth that spread through her chest was as fierce as any shame. He wanted her. He wanted this.

Her heart pounding, she bent low and pressed her mouth to the arch of his foot, letting her tongue drag over his skin. The taste and the act—so filthy, so worshipful—sent a new rush of heat straight through her, thrilling her far past shame. She worked her tongue between his toes, finding them salty, not clean but not dirty, real and earthy. The taste sent a jolt through her. On impulse, she wrapped her lips around his big toe, sucking it into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the rough pad, feeling him twitch under her attention. She sucked each toe, wet and greedy, spit running down his foot.

Abby worked her way up, tongue dragging along the top of his foot, lips tingling from the bristle of hair and the taste of his skin, raw and masculine. She bit and kissed her way up his calves, then buried her face at his thighs, inhaling the thick, musky scent. Her body ached. She pressed her cheeks to his balls, letting her spit smear everywhere as she licked and lapped, her tongue swirling in messy circles, tasting sweat and salt.

She let herself get sloppy, drool spilling over her chin as she lavished his balls with all the hunger she’d kept bottled up inside. It poured out now, wet and eager, for a man who truly deserved it. She sucked them into her mouth, one at a time, slurping noisily, cheeks hollowing as she nursed him with wild devotion. The wetter she got, the harder he grew. Abby moaned against his flesh, lost in the taste, weight, and heat of giving herself completely to Michael.

Michael’s hand slid into her hair, not guiding but encouraging, voice rough. “Have you ever tasted a man’s ass before, Abby?”

She giggled, breathless, a flush of embarrassment and arousal. “No.”

He let out a pleased sound, a dark command in his voice. “Would you? For me?”

Abby’s cheeks burned, a shiver running through her, but she nodded. When he turned on his side and spread his legs, she hesitated only a moment before leaning in. Her tongue flicked the tight bud of his asshole, sweaty and musky but strangely addictive. Michael groaned, hips twitching, and Abby felt something wild break loose inside her. She pressed her face closer, licking, rooting at his ass like a starved animal, lost in the act, her hunger to please burning away what was left of her shame.

Michael’s breath roughened, grip tightening in her hair. When he finally pulled her up, his mouth crashed to hers, kissing her deep, tasting himself on her lips. Abby whimpered, hands roaming up his chest, finding his nipples. She licked and kissed them, sucking until they were slick and hard, loving the way his body trembled for her.

She slid lower, taking his cock in both hands, marveling at its length and thickness. She licked from base to tip, swirling her tongue over the head, tasting salty pre-cum. She moaned and kissed along the heavy shaft, worshiping every vein, every ridge, feeling her own arousal pulse and drip between her thighs.

Michael watched her, voice rough. “Did you ever do anything like this for Nathaniel?”

Abby pulled back, spit glistening on her lips. “No. Never.”

“Why not?”

She swallowed, shame and excitement knotted in her chest. “Because Nathaniel never made me feel the way you make me feel.”

Michael’s grip tightened, pleasure darkening his eyes. Abby felt the flush of humiliation and excitement. She giggled, a little wild, knowing her confession turned him on. Did it turn her on too? It did. Poor Nathaniel, she thought, but the guilt was lost as she took Michael into her mouth, letting the throb of his pulse on her tongue beat back the shame. She sucked slow then faster, tongue working the sensitive underside, spit pooling and dripping down his shaft. Michael’s hand slid into her hair, firm but patient, guiding her head as he watched her.

“Take it deeper, Abby,” he growled. “Give me your throat.”

She paused, Michael’s cock heavy and slick against her lips. For a moment, fear twisted in her gut—she wasn’t sure she could take him that deep, wasn’t sure she could do this at all. Her jaw clenched, throat tight with nerves and uncertainty. But she wanted to please him. For Michael, she would try anything. She drew a shaky breath, pushed herself forward, and relaxed her jaw, feeling the thick head press past her tongue, stretching her throat. Her eyes watered, breath caught as he slid deeper, his hips rolling, cock filling her mouth and throat until she thought she’d choke. Abby’s hands clung to his thighs, her body shaking with effort and pride, spit and precum slicking everything, the act filthy and perfect.

She let herself go limp, throat relaxing, letting him use her mouth, tears streaming from her eyes as the guilt ebbed away, replaced by a wild, brutal pleasure. She wanted to be ruined for him, to be marked inside and out, her shame swallowed just like his cock.

Michael’s breath grew harsh. “You’re so beautiful, Abby. Wasted on Nathaniel. Only I know what you need.” He moved her head, slow but relentless, fucking her mouth until she drooled down his balls, spit dripping onto the sheets. “Only I know how to make you feel this way.”

Abby blinked up at him, vision blurred but mind clear, each word sinking in. Nathaniel never deserved this worship. Only Michael did. She choked, gagged, and still she pushed herself down, feeling her throat to stretch, her cunt clenching at the pride of pleasing him.

He groaned, voice tight. “I’m going to come. Don’t swallow. I want to see every drop.”

Michael’s cock throbbed on her tongue, the head swelling, pulsing harder as she sucked. She felt it grow even thicker and knew what was coming a heartbeat before it happened. Suddenly he groaned, hips jerking, and his cock erupted, spurting hot, thick streams of cum over her tongue, filling her mouth so fast her cheeks bulged. The heat and force of it shocked her, salty and musky, overwhelming her senses as she struggled to hold it all.

Michael pulled his cock from Abby’s mouth. She tipped her head back, then opened her mouth, tongue loaded with his thick, white cum, struggling to hold it all as it oozed between her lips, dripped onto her chin. Her jaw ached, mouth stuffed full, spit and seed mingling in a messy, obscene mouthful. She looked up, desperate for approval.

Michael grinned, slow and satisfied. “Good girl.”

The words hit her deep, thrilling her, and tears of joy burned in her eyes. She had pleased him with her dirty mouth. She needed his approval, needed to be the one who made him lose control. In that moment, she would have done anything to be his perfect, devoted servant.

“Swallow.”

Abby closed her lips and gulped down every drop, the heat of his cum burning all the way to her belly. She wiped her mouth, tears slipping down her cheeks, overwhelmed by happiness, pride, and a savage, secret joy that she had no intention of letting go.


Chapter 11


Nathaniel lingered outside the church long after dusk, pacing the sidewalk, breath fogging in the cold night air. His phone vibrated in his palm, the screen’s blue glow cutting into the darkness. Three days. Three days of nothing. No calls, no texts. Only Abby’s absence echoing in every empty room, every cold bed, eating away at him.

He replayed their last time together, the way her body had responded beneath his hands. She had been more vocal, energetic than usual. He had to admit, it had been too much for him in that moment and he had come early, but surely she wouldn’t leave because of that? She had said the words, to ruin her, and he had done his best.

So why had she left?

Then, after three days, a message:

Meet at the church. Tonight.

No explanation. Just those words, burning into his brain.

He entered the church, the cold night air swept from his skin by a wave of warmth and a heavy, forbidden scent. His footsteps were nearly silent on the faded runner, every muscle tense as he walked deeper into the darkness. The pews loomed like silent witnesses; stained glass threw shards of colored light onto the stone. The air was thick, laced with candle wax, incense, and something raw and carnal that didn’t belong here.

Nathaniel frowned, confusion twisting in his gut. Abby’s sudden message, her absence, her silence—none of it made sense. But as he moved closer, the heavy scent sharpened, sweet and sour, unmistakable. Then he heard it: low moans, a gasp, the wet sucking sounds he knew all too well from his movies. Only louder, more real. The realization crept up on him, cold and sick, as he felt his heart hammer and his cock twitch with something like fear.

He hesitated, breath ragged, then slipped behind a wooden pillar. Heart thudding, he peered around the edge. The sanctuary was lit with low, flickering candles, gold light pooling on the lewd sight of flesh and hair and sweat.

Jessica and Penelope, the women Nathaniel had been dreaming about since he was in high school, knelt before Michael, lost in hunger and worship. Jessica’s mouth stretched wide around his cock, gagging, drool pouring from her lips, tears streaking her cheeks. Penelope licked and sucked at his balls, her delicate hands stroking his shaft, her pretty face slick with spit and pre-cum. Their hands tangled, slippery and frantic. One cupped Michael’s heavy sac, another stroked his length, another slid up to cradle the base, wedding rings, the mark of their broken vows, flashing in the stained light. They fought for space, for more cock, more praise, more approval.

The wet, obscene chorus of lips and tongues filled the room. For a moment, the women stopped, glancing at each other with eyes wide and shining, naughty girls caught in the middle of something lewd. They pressed their faces together and kissed, long and sloppy, tasting spit and Michael, their mouths open and eager. Nathaniel’s cock throbbed in his pants. He’d imagined this sight a hundred times, but he’d always pictured himself standing above them, not Michael. It wasn’t him. It never would be. As if to torture him further, the women broke apart, giggling, and then dove back down, hungry succubi feeding on Michael’s cock, desperate for more.

Michael growled in pleasure of their cock worship, then gripped Jessica’s hair, and pushed the former prom queen down until she gagged, her nose buried in the thatch of dark hair at the base of his cock. He let her go and she coughed up spit and drool, but the shining look in her eyes never left. Then Michael shoved his cock deep into Penelope’s mouth, repeating the procedure on the high and mighty bitch like her whole purpose in life was to please him. He made her take him deep, slow and thick, savoring every gag, every whimper.

“Good girls,” he groaned. “You know I like it messy. Let me hear you choke on it.”

Nathaniel’s cock throbbed, straining against his pants. The sick, bitter arousal twisted through him. This was better than any porn, hotter and filthier, and ten times more real because it was here—Jessica, Penelope, Michael, all of them transformed. Nathaniel felt lost and found at the same time, shamed and desperate.

Then a sound, a broken, needy moan,floated from the altar.

Nathaniel turned and before he could stop himself, a sob escaped his lips. His cock, however, wept only pre-cum straight into his underwear.

Abby, his wife, was spread out on a bed of white and gold altar cloth, body glowing in the soft light from the stained glass and flickering candles. Her skin was pale, soft curves gleaming, the candlelight sliding over the full swell of her breasts, her stomach rising and falling, legs parted wide. Her hair fanned out around her head, wild and tangled; her lips were parted, wet, pink, trembling.

Abby’s nipples were dark, swollen, hard as berries, her chest heaving with every desperate gasp. Her arms were stretched above her, hands fisted in the cloth, her body open, exposed, vulnerable and perfect. Her thighs were thick, pale, trembling, knees splayed high, feet braced against the altar. At her center, her pussy was swollen, glistening, her lips parted, juice pooling on the sheets.

She looked like a sacrifice, every inch of her laid out and offered up, not for Nathaniel, but for Michael.

Michael stepped away from Jessica and Penelope and stood between Abby’s thighs. His monstrous cock was slick and flushed, the head thick and angry red. Nathaniel moaned as Michael ran the fat head through his wife’s soaked folds, teasing her entrance, smearing her juices over the shaft. Abby whimpered, hips lifting, desperate.

“Please, Michael,” she begged in a voice Nathaniel had never heard from her. Hoarse, desperate, hungry. “Please, I need it—need you.”

Nathaniel’s knees buckled. He watched, helpless, cock aching, as Michael pressed into Abby, the thick head forcing her open, stretching her wide. She gasped, her body arching, tits bouncing, a raw scream tearing from her throat as Michael filled her, inch by slow inch, until his balls pressed against her ass. Abby writhed, her pussy sucking at him, her thighs shaking as Michael started to fuck her, slow and deep. Each thrust made her breasts roll and slap against her chest, nipples glistening in the candlelight, her cunt clinging to his shaft, wet sounds echoing off the ancient stone. Juice leaked from her, pooling between her ass and the altar, slicking Michael’s balls with every stroke. The altar, once meant for prayer and sacrifice, was now defiled, its white and gold cloth stained with sweat and sex. The holy place had been transformed into a stage for shameless pleasure.

Jessica and Penelope moved from the floor and climbed onto the altar, kissing Abby’s cheeks, stroking her hair, their hands everywhere: Squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, rubbing her clit, spreading her open wider. They whispered praise, their mouths roaming, kissing her neck, her lips, her chest.

Nathaniel’s hand moved to his cock. He hated himself, loathed the sick heat that filled him, but he couldn’t stop. He freed himself, fingers wrapping around his aching shaft, skin fever hot, desperate for friction.

Lost in the spectacle on the altar, he barely noticed the shift behind him, the sudden sharp scent of perfume, sweet and biting, stung his nose. Then, a hand closed around his cock, soft and skilled, nails grazing his thigh. Nathaniel tensed, breath gone, frozen as a body pressed against his back and a low, wicked voice purred in his ear.

“Poor boy,” the voice said. “Let me help.”

Nathaniel’s brain stuttered. The voice was familiar. It was Harley. Michael’s whore of a partner. Nathaniel’s shock snapped through him, but her grip was firm, unhurried, her hand moving on his cock before he could even think to protest. Shame and disbelief warred in his gut, but his body betrayed him, hips jerking into her hand, his gaze locked on the altar.

Abby’s body was a vision of surrender, tits and thighs gleaming, her pussy stretched wide around Michael’s cock, juice flowing, her voice shouting, “Yes! Please, Michael, ruin me—fill me—give me everything, I need it!”

Jessica sucked one nipple into her mouth, Penelope’s tongue dragged along the other, their hands working her clit, Michael pounding into her, cock slick and glistening, his balls slapping her ass. Abby’s body arched, her stomach trembling, her cunt milking him with every stroke.

Harley pumped Nathaniel faster, her lips at his ear. “That’s it. Don’t fight it. Watch. Watch what a real man does to your wife.” Her hand was wet with his pre-cum, her nails digging into his hip.

Nathaniel’s eyes locked on the scene at the altar, every muscle in his body tense. Michael’s thrusts grew harder, rougher, his hips snapping forward, driving Abby up the altar cloth. Nathaniel couldn’t look away from the obscene spectacle. Michael’s cock glistened with Abby’s slick as he fucked her, her body arching beneath him, tits bouncing with every relentless stroke.

He watched Michael’s back flex, sweat running down the hard line of his spine. Michael’s ass clenched, muscles bunching tight, his balls swinging, then drawing up close to Abby’s soaked lips. Nathaniel saw it all, every detail burned into his mind: Michael’s grip tightening around Abby’s hips, his body stilling for a heartbeat, cock buried as deep as it would go, every inch claimed.

Then Michael groaned, his jaw clenched, and with a raw, animal sound, Nathaniel watched his whole body spasm. Michael’s gleaming ass clenched hard as he drove deep between Abby’s pillowy thighs, thighs he remembered with a heartbreaking fondness, and stayed locked there, cock buried to the root, pulsing again and again as he emptied himself straight into Abby’s womb.

Only after a long, shuddering moment did Michael pull out, slow and deliberate. That’s when Nathaniel saw it. His wife’s pussy, stretched and gaping, clenched then Michael’s cum, hot, thick, obscene, bubbled out from deep inside her. It overflowed her ruined cunt and spilled in heavy ropes down the curve of her ass, dripping from her spread lips to the gold-trimmed altar cloth below.

Harley’s grip on Nathaniel’s cock tightened, then stopped, holding him at the edge. He barely noticed at first, lost in the mess between Abby’s thighs, in the slick, spattered altar cloth, in the way his wife shook with aftershocks. Suddenly, he realized he was panting, sobbing, his cock throbbing in Harley’s fist but denied release. He jerked his hips desperately, a strangled, silent plea rising in his throat. It wasn’t fair. Abby got everything, pleasure, worship, Michael’s cum, and he was left aching, empty, humiliated.

Harley leaned in, her breath teasing his ear. “Wait for it.”

On the altar, Michael pulled Abby up against him, cum still spilling down her thighs, leaving obscene trails on her skin. He cupped her face and looked down into her ruined, tear-streaked eyes. “Who do you love, Abby?” he growled.

Harley’s hand suddenly pumped Nathaniel hard and fast. He couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped him, all his broken need focused on his wife’s response.

Abby sobbed, voice hoarse and breathless, “I love you, Michael! I love you!”

Nathaniel’s hips bucked hard in Harley’s hand, his breath coming in ragged, broken sobs. He tried to stifle the sound, but his body betrayed him, jerking again as Harley’s slick fist squeezed. Hot, thin streams spilled over her knuckles, his pleasure draining out in desperate pulses. He clung to her wrist, thighs trembling, shame burning through him as Abby’s cries, raw, triumphant, worshipful, rang through the sanctuary. Each spurt felt weaker, emptier, leaving him hollow and shuddering, lost in Abby’s surrender.

“That had to hurt,” Harley chuckled in his ear, wiping her hand free of cum on his pants. “But you needed to see it, Nate-baby. You needed to know where you stand.”

Nathaniel’s trembling legs finally gave out. He collapsed to the floor, heart hammering, his breath coming in short, broken gasps as he watched Harley saunter away. She peeled her pink dress over her hips, letting it fall to the floor without a backward glance. Naked and confident, she strode up the steps to the altar, slipping in among the other women, her hands moving gently over Abby’s sated, sweaty body. They stroked and soothed her, worshiping her with soft kisses and whispers as Abby shuddered and sighed, still lost in the aftermath of Michael’s possession.

Nathaniel slumped lower, sinking into a puddle of his own wasted seed. His vision blurred; the world seemed impossibly far away. For a brief, aching moment he tried to summon anger, tried to hate them all, but all he found was emptiness. His wife belonged to another man. He belonged to nothing. Inside the glowing, flickering sanctuary, Nathaniel finally understood what it was to be utterly, perfectly alone.


Epilogue


The church’s assembly hall rang with brittle laughter, plastic punch cups, and the stink of burnt coffee and sweat. Nathaniel stood by the door, collar tight against his throat, sweat beading at his hairline. Every smile was a lie. Every handshake felt like an old bruise.

Blue and gold banners hung above William, now State Senator, as the crowd buzzed. Nathaniel watched William’s wife, Jessica, her hand pressed over her belly, glowing for the crowd. Parishioners cooed and blessed her. Nathaniel almost barked a laugh. William didn’t even know the baby wasn’t his.

Penelope gripped her husband Randall’s arm tight, whispering in his ear. Randall looked away, blushing, his shoulders hunched in that suit that didn’t hide what he was: rich, soft, broken. Nathaniel could empathize with him.

Nathaniel’s eyes slid sideways to Abby. His wife. She was radiant, all soft curves and gentle hands, leaning into him for the crowd, but her attention flicked across the room, catching Michael’s gaze. Nathaniel felt a burn at the back of his neck. Michael didn’t need to be in the center. He owned the room. He owned everything that mattered.

Nathaniel felt a sick twist in his guts. Everything felt off; every laugh was too sharp, every embrace a lie. He wanted out. He slipped from Abby’s grasp, then walked down the hall to his study. He shut the door, pressed his back to the wood, and tried to breathe. Silence. He let it sink in, then sat at his desk, the dark wood smooth under his fingers. Refuge. Or it should have been.

He opened his laptop. A new message popped up, sent before the gathering, when Nathaniel was preparing and Abby had disappeared in a way that was all too common these days. His heart beat fast and his hand trembled as he clicked on the message.

And there she was. Abby. His wife. Naked. Straddling Michael. Her hair wild, cheeks flushed, tits bouncing as she rode him. Michael’s hands cupped her ass, guiding her, pulling her down with every thrust. Abby’s eyes locked on the camera, locked on him. Her mouth opened, and Nathaniel heard the now familiar sound he’d never pulled from her, a moan that made his cock twitch with shame and hunger.

He unzipped, freed himself hard and aching, and stroked as he watched. Michael’s cock vanished between her thighs, thick and dripping with his wife’s juices. Abby’s face was all bliss and ruin. She arched her back, hair stuck to her cheeks, sweat streaking her skin. She looked into the camera and Nathaniel’s heart stopped.

“I’m pregnant,” she said, beaming. “Nathaniel—I’m going to have a baby.”

The news rocked him to his core. His fist moved faster. He felt sick, broken, but need gutted him. Michael flipped her, pressed her knees to her chest, and slammed into her, Abby’s cries echoing off the walls.

Nathaniel lost himself in the rhythm, hips bucking up from the chair, stroking so hard it hurt. He was hot, hotter than he’d ever been when he was actually with Abby, and shame only made him hotter.

The study door creaked. Abby stepped in, quiet and composed, her face glowing, hair perfect. Nathaniel froze, hand clamped on his cock, guilt blazing in his chest.

She watched the video for a moment, then knelt beside him, voice happy and sweet.

“Surprise! We’re going to have a baby!”

Tears spilled down his cheeks, but his cock throbbed in his fist. Abby wrapped her hand over his, stroking him slow and sure, her grip warm and loving.

On the screen, she was still with Michael, crying out for him, her face alive with happiness. Abby leaned in, her breath hot by his ear. “You should be happy for us. Isn’t it wonderful? I finally have what I always wanted.”

Nathaniel whimpered. Abby’s hand moved faster, her thumb circling the head, spreading pre-cum. She kept her eyes on the screen.

“That was such an intimate moment,” she whispered. “Making love after finding out I was pregnant. Michael was so excited, Nathaniel. He made me feel so... so good.”

Onscreen, Abby clung to Michael, gasping, “I love you, Michael—oh God, yes, fill me, make me yours forever!”

Nathaniel’s body convulsed. He came, hard, into her hand, his cry strangled by a sob. Abby laughed, delighted, almost proud.

After he stopped twitching, Abby took a tissue from the box on the desk, wiped his spend from her hand, just as she’d once wiped her thighs after he finished. She closed the laptop, smoothed her dress, then turned to Nathaniel, who was still sniffling, raw and lost. She stepped close, wiped his eyes and gently straightened his collar, just like a dutiful wife. Her fingers were steady, her face warm, the kindness in her smile cutting deeper than any slap.

“Come on,” she said softly, offering her hand. “Everyone is outside. Time to celebrate.”

Nathaniel let her lead him out. As they slipped into the crowd, his mask slid back into place, a practiced smile, a steady step, hiding the twisted reality beneath. He was Reverend Blackwood again, respected preacher and honored town leader.

But inside, he was as hollow as he had ever been.
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