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Disclaimer
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​Addicted to Brother-in-law’s Big Cock



[image: ]




The wooden chair creaks beneath Eliza as she shifts her weight, her black dress—purchased specially for occasions exactly like this one, funerals, and other mandatory displays of grief—riding up her thighs like it's got some personal vendetta against proper decorum. She tugs at the hem, a reflexive gesture of modesty that feels phony even to her. Goddamn funeral, and here she is, thinking about cock. Not just any cock, either. Her brother-in-law's cock, for Christ's sake.

Uncle Mort lies in his polished mahogany box at the front of the room, looking like a department store mannequin with that mortician's makeup they've slathered all over him. He doesn't look peaceful or like he's sleeping or any of that crap people say at funerals. He looks dead. And waxy. And Eliza really wishes she could concentrate on that, on the finality of death and all those big philosophical questions that are supposed to come up at times like these, instead of constantly recrossing her legs to quell the throbbing between them.

Her husband, Daniel, sits beside her, straight-backed and solemn. His hand rests on her knee, a gesture that would seem affectionate to anyone watching, but Eliza knows it's just something he does, a habit, like the way he straightens his tie every five minutes or clears his throat before speaking. His face is a mask of appropriate sorrow. Good old reliable Daniel can always be counted on to feel exactly what he's supposed to feel, exactly when he's supposed to feel it.

The minister drones on about eternal life and souls at rest and other assorted bullshit that Eliza can't focus on because her gaze keeps drifting, magnetic and treacherous, to the back corner of the room where Jack leans against the wall. Jack isn't bothered by the pretense of mourning his late uncle. He stands there like he's waiting for the moment he can get the fuck out of the place. His eyes scanning the room as if searching for something more interesting than his uncle's corpse.

His suit looks expensive but rumpled like he slept in it. Jack's the kind of guy who stumbles out of some random woman's bed and straight into a funeral without so much as combing his hair. And somehow, he still looks better than everyone else in the room. His dark hair falls across his forehead in that carefully careless way that screams I didn't try at all and still look this good; go fuck yourself. His jaw is shadowed with stubble that Daniel would never allow on his own face, especially not at a funeral, for God's sake.

Jack catches her looking. The corner of his mouth twitches upward, that fucking smirk that makes Eliza want to slap him and sit on his face in equal measure. He holds her gaze a beat too long, his eyes saying what his mouth doesn't need to: I remember what you look like naked. I remember what you sound like when you cum.

Heat floods her face, and she jerks her attention back to the minister. Daniel's hand tightens slightly on her knee, a question in the pressure. She pats it reassuringly, hating herself for the lie in the gesture.

Three years ago, before she and Daniel were exclusive—technically before they were exclusive, she amends mentally—she'd had a thing with Jack. Not a relationship. Jack doesn't do relationships. A series of fucks is what it was, raw and nasty and exactly what she'd needed after breaking up with her college boyfriend. She'd met both brothers at the same party, been drawn to Daniel's steady warmth but seduced by Jack's dangerous edge.

The first time she had been in the bathroom of that same party, Jack's hand clamped over her mouth to muffle her screams as he pounded into her from behind, her hands braced against the sink, watching her own face contort in the mirror. You're so fucking tight, he'd whispered in her ear, his breath hot and bourbon-scented. Does my brother know what a dirty little slut you are?

He'd made her climax twice before he'd pulled out, spinning her around to her knees, holding her hair in a painful grip while he jerked himself off onto her face. The memory makes her squeeze her thighs together now, her panties damp beneath the modest black dress.

It had continued like that for weeks, rushed encounters in inappropriate places. Jack would text her—never call; Jack doesn't do phone conversations either—and she'd make excuses to whoever she was with, usually Daniel, ironically enough. She'd meet Jack in hotel rooms, in his car, and once in the supply closet of the office where Daniel worked while he was in a meeting one floor above them.

What kept her coming back, what she still dreams about on nights when Daniel falls asleep early, was Jack's cock. She'd never seen anything like it before or since. Ten inches, easily, and thick enough that her fingers couldn't meet around it. The first time she'd seen it, she gasped. Holy shit, she'd said, that's a monster! 

Jack had laughed, that same smirk playing on his lips. Yeah, not quite like Danny Boy's, is it? He'd said, and she'd flushed with shame even as she wrapped her hand around it.

That's what Jack has that Daniel lacks—not just the physical endowment, though God knows that's significant—but the ability to make her want things she shouldn't, to make her embrace her own depravity. Daniel is good, decent. He remembers birthdays, holds doors open, and asks about her day. He makes love to her with consideration and tenderness.

Jack fucks. Hard and selfish and perfect.

She looks at Daniel now, at his clean-shaven jaw and neatly combed hair, his hands folded properly in his lap. Everyone says he's going to make a wonderful father someday. Her mother adores him, and her friends envy her.

And all she can think about is his brother's massive cock stretching her open, making her feel full in a way Daniel never has, never could.

Across the room, Jack shifts his position; he's watching her with that knowing look on his face. He raises an eyebrow, a subtle movement no one else would notice, but to Eliza, it might as well be a neon sign flashing: WE BOTH KNOW WHAT YOU REALLY WANT.

The worst part is he's right.

The minister asks everyone to bow their heads in prayer. Daniel does so immediately, his eyes closing and his lips moving slightly as he follows along. Eliza bows her head but keeps her eyes open, watching Jack through her lashes. He doesn't pretend to pray. Instead, he runs his tongue slowly along his bottom lip, a deliberate gesture that makes her remember how that tongue feels between her legs, relentless and skilled.

An uncomfortable heat blooms in her chest, rising up her neck. She recognizes it as guilt, but twisted and perverse, the guilt itself has become part of the thrill. How fucked up is that? She's sitting next to her husband, at a funeral, no less, getting wet over memories of his brother's oversized cock and the knowledge that she'd drop to her knees for it again in a heartbeat if given the chance.

The prayer ends. People murmur, "Amen." Daniel squeezes her knee again, unaware that beside him, his wife's mind is in the gutter or, more specifically, on his brother's cock.

But Daniel notices her anxiousness. Are you okay?" he asks. "We can step out if you need some air."

She nods, and Daniel guides her toward the exit. To reach it, they have to pass Jack. Daniel nods at his brother. "We're just getting some air," he explains. "Save our seats?"

Jack pushes himself off the wall. "Sure thing, bro," he says. "I'll take care of everything while you're gone."

His eyes meet hers as she passes, and in them, she sees the promise of all the filthy, degrading, incredible things he's done to her and could do to her again. Her steps falter. She feels the heat of him as they pass and smells his cologne mixed with cigarettes and something essentially male.

"Thanks, man," Daniel says, oblivious to the current passing between his wife and his brother. "We won't be long."

Jack's smirk widens. "Take your time," he says. "Some things shouldn't be rushed."

Outside, the autumn air is cool against her heated skin, but it does nothing to extinguish the fire Jack has reignited with just a look. Daniel rubs her back in small, comforting circles.

"Better?" he asks.

She nods, hating herself, wanting Jack, loving Daniel all at once, a tangle of emotions as twisted and confusing as her insides feel when stretched around Jack's massive cock.

"Yeah," she lies. "Much better."

The kitchen of the old family farmhouse is crammed with bodies and casseroles, the air thick with grief and the competing scents of a dozen different perfumes. Eliza stands by the sink, nodding at something Daniel's aunt is saying about Uncle Mort's collection of Civil War memorabilia, but her mind is elsewhere, drifting like smoke toward the barn she can see through the window. She knows Jack is out there. He disappeared right after they arrived, claiming he needed a cigarette, but that was forty minutes ago. Her body seems to know exactly how long he's been gone, keeping time with the insistent throb between her legs.

"Excuse me," she says, cutting off Aunt Mildred mid-sentence. "I need some air."

She doesn't wait for a response; she just sets down her untouched glass of lemonade and slips out the back door like she's stealing something. In a way, she supposes she is. Time. Fidelity. The last shreds of her self-respect.

The gravel path crunches beneath her heels as she makes her way across the yard. The old barn looms ahead, weathered red paint peeling from its sides like a sunburn. Behind her, the farmhouse screen door slaps shut, and she hears Daniel calling her name. She quickens her pace.

"Eliza? Where'd you go?" Daniel yells.

She doesn't turn back. Doesn't answer. Just reaches the barn door and slips inside, her heart hammering like it's trying to escape, to run back to her husband where it belongs. The rest of her, though—the treacherous, hungry parts—they have other ideas.

The interior is dim and smells of hay, old wood, and something faintly metallic. Dust motes float in the shafts of late afternoon sunlight that filter through the cracks in the walls. For a moment, she thinks she's alone and that she's miscalculated, and a strange mixture of relief and disappointment washes over her.

Then she sees him leaning against a support beam near the back, exactly as she knew he would be. A cigarette dangles from his lips, the ember glowing orange in the shadowy space. His jacket and tie are gone, his white dress shirt unbuttoned at the collar and rolled up at the sleeves, revealing forearms corded with lean muscle. 

"Took you long enough," Jack says. "I was starting to think you weren't coming."

"No, you weren't. You knew I'd come even if I shouldn't," she answers. "Daniel's looking for me."

Jack's mouth curls into that infuriating smirk. "Danny's always looking for something. Never seems to find it, though, does he?"

He pushes himself off the beam and moves toward her. Eliza hates the smell of cigarettes and has lectured Daniel more than once about his occasional stress-induced smoke, but on Jack, the scent is different—dangerous and intoxicating, like gasoline or gunpowder. He stops just inches from her, close enough that she can feel the heat radiating from his body.

"Was a depressing as fuck funeral," he says. "Could use something to take the edge off."

His touch sends electricity crackling across her skin. She shivers, her body betraying her even as her mind screams warnings. Jack sees it, of course he does, and his smirk widens. His finger travels down her neck, pausing at her pulse point where her heart betrays her with its rapid beating.

"On your knees," he says.

It's not a request. Jack doesn't make requests. He states what he wants and expects to get it, the entitled prick. The worst part is how quickly she complies, sinking to her knees on the rough wooden floor of the barn, her black dress pooling around her. Outside, Daniel calls her name again, sounding farther away now, searching the gardens perhaps.

Her hands tremble as she reaches for Jack's belt, fumbling with the buckle. He watches her, making no move to help, enjoying her struggle. When she finally gets it open and reaches for his zipper, he tangles his fingers in her hair to establish control.

"Tell me how much you've been thinking about this," he demands. "About my cock."

"Too much," she admits. "All through the funeral. I couldn't stop."

He chuckles a low, cruel sound. "Filthy girl. What would Danny think?"

She doesn't answer, just tugs down his zipper and reaches into his boxers. Her fingers close around him, and Christ, she'd forgotten how massive he is, how her hand can't fully encircle his girth. Her mouth waters as she frees him, his cock springing out, already half-hard and still bigger than Daniel at full attention.

"Fuck," she whispers.

"That's the idea," Jack says. He takes a final drag of his cigarette, then flicks it aside, the ember disappearing in the hay-strewn floor. The casual disregard for setting the whole place ablaze is so typical for Jack that she almost laughs. Almost.

She leans forward, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft, feeling him harden fully against her lips. The taste of him is familiar—salt and musk and something indefinably Jack. She takes him into her mouth or tries to, her lips stretching almost painfully around his girth. She can only accommodate the first few inches, but she works those diligently, her hand pumping the rest of his shaft.

"That's it," Jack says, his fingers tightening in her hair. "Show me how much you've missed this big cock."

She moans around him, the vibration making him twitch against her tongue. Eliza closes her eyes, surrendering to the sensation, the fullness, the sheer animal pleasure of being on her knees for this man she shouldn't want.

Jack's hips begin to thrust, not gently, pushing deeper until she gags. He doesn't stop, doesn't apologize. Just holds her there, watching her struggle, her eyes watering. When he finally lets her pull back, she gasps for air, saliva dripping from her chin.

"Look at you," he says. "Daniel's perfect little wife, on her knees in a barn with his brother's cock down her throat. You're so fucking predictable, Eliza."

His words should offend her. Instead, they make her clench with need, the degradation just adding to her arousal. She's soaking through her panties as her body is getting ready to take in Jack's huge cock. She resumes sucking him, taking him as deep as she can, wanting to prove something—to him, to herself, she's not sure.

After a few minutes, Jack pulls her roughly to her feet. His eyes are dark with lust, his breathing heavier, but that smirk remains. "Show me those tits," he commands.

She hesitates, glancing toward the barn door, thinking of Daniel somewhere out there, looking for her.

Jack smirks. "Worried my bro might walk in? Find his wife being the slut she really is? That's half the fun, isn't it? The risk of getting caught?"

He's right, and they both know it. The threat of discovery is the fuel on the fire of her desire, even more than his dominating ways or his huge cock. 

"Undress," Jack commands, "I need to see your big tits." 

Eliza reached back, unzipped her dress, and let it fall to the floor. Soon, her bra followed.

Jack's eyes devour her. "Fuck, I've missed these big babies," he says, cupping her breasts. "Perfect for titty-fucking."

He guides her to lay down on a nearby hay bale, straddling her chest. He commands her to push her breasts together and create a channel, and she obeys him. Jack guides his cock between them. The head of it, slick with her saliva, pokes obscenely toward her chin. Jack begins to thrust, the friction of his shaft against the soft flesh of her breasts creating a delicious heat. She bends her neck, extending her tongue to lick at the head of his big cock each time it emerges from between her tits.

"Fucking look at you," Jack growls. "So desperate for it. Bet Daniel has no idea what a cock-hungry slut he married."

She should defend herself, defend Daniel. Instead, she moans and presses her breasts more firmly together, eager to feel his cock against her skin. His pre-cum leaks onto her chest, making the glide smoother and the sight filthier for her.

Outside, Daniel's voice calls again. "Eliza? Are you out here?"

"Better answer him, or he might come in," Jack says, never stopping his thrusts. 

She swallows hard. "I'm—I'm just getting some air, Dan! I want to be alone for a moment, that's all," she calls back. "I'll be in soon."

There's a pause, then Daniel's voice again. "Okay. Don't be too long. Mom's asking about you."

"Okay," she calls back, the single word strained as Jack pinches her nipple hard enough to make her gasp.

"Good girl," Jack says, stepping back and pulling her to her feet. He spins her around roughly, bending her over the hay bale. His hand slides beneath her dress, finding the soaked crotch of her panties. "Fucking drenched," he observes. "You love this, don't you? Being my little whore while my brother wanders around looking for his perfect wife."

She doesn't want to answer, not that she's sure she even could answer through the fog of her arousal. Jack slaps her ass hard enough to sting. "Answer me," he demands.

"Yes," she gasps. "I love it."

His fingers probe her entrance, two of them pushing inside without a preamble. She's so wet they slide in easily, but still, she feels the stretch, the intrusion.

"Tell me whose cock you like better," Jack says, curling his fingers to stroke that spot inside her that makes her see stars. "Mine or his? Tell the truth."

"Yours," she moans. "God, yours."

"Why?" His thumb finds her clit, pinching it mercilessly.

"It's—fuck—it's so much bigger," she pants. "So much better. Daniel can't—he doesn't—"

"He doesn't what?" Jack presses, adding a third finger, stretching her further.

"He doesn't fill me up like you do," she confesses. "His cock is fine, but yours—fuck, Jack, yours is huge. I dream about it. About being stuffed full with it."

She feels him shift behind her, his fingers withdrawing. Then the blunt head of his cock is pressing against her entrance. He doesn't bother to pull her panties down; he just pushes them aside to get access to her hole. He pushes forward in one long, inexorable thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside her. The invasion is so complete, so overwhelming, that for a moment, she can't breathe, can't think, and can only feel his impossible fullness.

"Fuck," Jack grunts, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "Still so tight. Daniel must have a fucking pencil dick if you're this tight after being married to him."

It's cruel, it's unfair to Daniel, who is a good lover, a great lover in his own way, but in this moment, with ten inches of Jack stretching her open, she can't defend her husband. Eliza wants to tell him that vaginas do not get bigger with use but can't do anything but moan and push back, desperate for more.

Jack sets a punishing pace, each thrust driving the air from her lungs. The hay bale scratches against her arms, her breasts swaying beneath her with the force of his movements. It's graceless, animalistic fucking, and it's exactly what she needs right now.

"Touch yourself," Jack commands. "Make yourself cum on my big cock."

She obeys, reaching between her legs to find her clit, circling it with practiced fingers. The dual sensations—Jack's massive length pumping into her and her own touch on her sensitive bud—quickly build toward an orgasm that she knows will shatter her.

"That's it," Jack pants. "Gonna cum for me? Gonna cum all over my cock while your husband is looking for you? Fucking slut."

His words, filthy and degrading, are the final push she needs. Her orgasm crashes over her; a tidal wave of pleasure has her crying out, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around Jack's thick shaft. Eliza bites down on her arm to muffle her screams, aware even through the ecstasy that Daniel could hear.

"Fuck, yes," Jack groans. "Taking my cock so fucking well. You're made for this, aren't you? Made for my cock."

His praise, twisted as it is, sends another wave of pleasure through her. She pushes back against him, meeting his thrusts with her own.

"I'm gonna cum," Jack warns.

"Oh, God, yes," she moans. "Please, Jack. Cum in me."

With a guttural groan, he slams deep into her, his fingers squeezing her hips hard. Eliza can feel his cock pulsing as it fills her adulterous cunt with his cum. She feels the warmth of it, the wetness, and a perverse sense of satisfaction washes over her. She's marked, claimed in the most primitive way possible.

They stay like that for a moment, frozen in their depravity, Jack still buried inside her, both of them breathing heavily. Then, from somewhere nearby—too nearby—comes Daniel's voice again.

"Eliza? Are you in the barn?"

Jack pulls out abruptly, leaving her feeling empty and cold. She straightens, tugging her dress down with shaking hands and searching for her discarded bra.

"Better hurry," Jack says, already tucking himself away, zipping up, that infuriating smirk back on his face. "Wouldn't want Danny to find his wife with his brother's cum dripping down her thighs."

She shoots him a glare as she fastens her bra, but there's no real heat in it. They both know she'll be back, seeking him out the next time he's in town, unable to resist the magnetic pull of his massive cock and the dark pleasure he gives her.

"I'm here," she calls to Daniel. "Just needed some time alone."

Jack winks at her, then moves toward the back of the barn, disappearing into the shadows. She smooths her hair and pinches her cheeks for color before heading toward the door. As she walks, she feels Jack's cum beginning to seep from her, staining her underwear.

Daniel's silhouette appears in the doorway. "There you are," he says. "I was worried."

"Sorry," she says. "Just needed to clear my head. You know how I feel about funerals and how much I love horses. But there's no horses here."

He nods, "No, they sold the horses years ago. We could buy a horse if you like?"

Jesus, Eliza thinks, I use my love of horses as an excuse to go and fuck his brother, and he now offers to buy a horse for me!

She's happy that she got Daniel; he's the best husband ever, almost perfect, if only he'd have Jack's cock, and he takes her hand. His palm is warm and dry against hers, his touch gentle. Everything Jack's isn't. She should feel guiltier than she does, but all she feels is a hollow satisfaction and the lingering fullness of Jack's cock, a ghost sensation that will haunt her until the next time.

"Let's go back," Daniel says. "Everyone's asking about you."

She nods and follows him, her body still humming with release, her mind already wondering when she might slip away again, back to Jack, back to the man she hates from the bottom of her heart.

Back to his huge cock.

It's an addiction, Eliza thinks, an addiction I can't seem to break. 
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Televangelist's Wife's Wild Night with Big Black Cock!
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Grace Weller stands at the threshold of her pristine kitchen, a cup of lukewarm coffee forgotten in her hand. The sunlight streams through the custom blinds, casting prison-bar shadows across the marble countertop. The house is too damn quiet, too damn perfect, and too damn empty—just like her marriage.

She sets the coffee down, not giving a shit about the ring it'll leave. Let the housekeeper deal with it tomorrow. What's the point of having help if you're constantly cleaning up after yourself anyway? That's what Evan always says, in that patronizing tone that makes her want to smash something expensive.

Pastor Evan Weller—her husband of four years—God's gift to the faithful of New Life Megachurch. And God's gift to himself, if she's being honest. The thought makes her snort, a decidedly unladylike sound that would horrify the women's ministry if they could hear their pastor's wife making it.

Grace moves to the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook their three-acre property. The gardeners are trimming the hedges into perfect angles because, heaven forbid, anything in the Weller estate should grow naturally. Everything has to be contained, controlled, and presented. 

Just like her.

She catches her reflection in the glass—blonde hair expertly highlighted and styled, makeup that looks natural but took forty-five minutes to apply, and modest yet fashionable clothes. A perfect doll in a perfect dollhouse. The congregation loves her. "Such a godly woman," they whisper. "So supportive of Pastor Evan's ministry." If only they knew how goddamn lonely she is.

Evan hasn't touched her in nine months. Not really. There's the occasional peck on the cheek, the perfunctory hand on the small of her back when they're in public. But at night, he retreats to his study until she's asleep, then slips into bed like a ghost and stays firmly on his side of the California King. She's twenty-eight years old and sleeping in a fucking desert.

At first, she thought it was a stress—running a megachurch with twelve thousand members isn't easy. Then she wondered if he was having an affair, but Evan is too concerned with his image for that kind of risk. Eventually, she realized the truth: her husband's true passion is power, adoration, and his reflection in the mirror. Evan barely had any sexual libido because his power hungriness took all of it. She's just another accessory, like his Patek Philippes or Bugattis.

"Mrs. Weller?"

The voice startles her. She turns to see Margaret, their housekeeper, standing with a clipboard. "The caterers called about the church leadership dinner next week. They want to confirm the menu."

Grace nods, slipping back into her role. "Tell them whatever Pastor Evan approved is fine."

Margaret hesitates. "He said to check with you on the dessert options."

Of course, he did. Delegate the insignificant decisions to the wife. Keep her busy with trivial bullshit so she doesn't notice how empty her life is.

"Whatever chocolate dessert they are offering. Everyone likes chocolate," Grace says, not caring if she sounds dismissive. Margaret nods and retreats used to the occasional sharp edge in her employer's voice.

Alone again, Grace's phone buzzes. A text from Evan: "Landed in Dallas. Dinner with donors tonight. Keynote tomorrow. Back Thursday. Pray for souls to be saved."

No "I love you." No, "I miss you." Just a damn itinerary and a spiritual platitude. She doesn't bother responding.

The house phone rings, and she lets it go to voicemail. Probably another church member with a "prayer request" that's really just thinly veiled gossip. The message plays out loud on the speaker system built into every room—a feature Evan insisted on.

"Grace, it's Diane from the worship committee. Just checking if Silas King got settled in the guesthouse okay. We're so blessed he agreed to stay through the revival series. His music is just... anointed! Let me know if he needs anything. Bless you!"

Shit. She'd almost forgotten. Silas King, the gospel musician Evan had booked for the summer revival series. He'd arrived yesterday while she was at her women's Bible study, and she hadn't even greeted him yet. Some hostess she was.

Silas King isn't like the other musicians they've hosted. He's not some sanitized Christian artist with songs about God's love that all sound alike. He's a slightly scary-looking black man, his music full of pain and redemption that doesn't feel manufactured. His music feels real. He sings about a God who meets people in their darkest places, not one who demands perfection.

Grace slips on sandals and heads out the back door, across the manicured lawn toward the guesthouse. It's a charming little cottage that looks modest but contains every luxury—another one of Evan's image plays. "We believe in good stewardship," he tells visitors, then shows them the "simple" guesthouse with its Sub-Zero refrigerator and Italian marble bathroom.

Music drifts through the guesthouse's open windows. A deep voice wraps around notes that seem to hang in the air like prayers too honest for church. Grace reaches the door and raises her hand to knock but hesitates, suddenly reluctant to interrupt. Then she sighs and knocks on the door. The music stops and the door opens. 

Silas King is not what she expected. He looks serious, almost stern, in his promotional photos—a man with a message. He's more imposing in person, with over six feet of solid presence. But it's his eyes that catch her off guard—dark and knowing, like he can see right through her carefully constructed facade to the lonely, wanting woman beneath.

"How can I help you?" He asks, and his mouth quirks up at one corner as he looks her from head to toe.

He's wearing a simple white t-shirt that stretches across broad shoulders and jeans worn soft with age. No flashy jewelry or designer clothes like Evan and his pastoral staff. Just a man, comfortable in his own skin.

"I, uh, came to welcome you. I apologize for not being here when you arrived," Grace says. "I hope everything in the guesthouse is satisfactory."

Silas raises an eyebrow. "You always talk like you're reading from a script?"

The question catches her so off guard that she laughs—a real laugh, not the polite titter she uses at church functions. "Only around people I don't know," she admits.

"Well, now you know me." He sets down the hose and extends a hand. "Silas King. I sing songs about a God who's bigger than church walls."

His hand engulfs hers, warm and calloused. A musician's hand. An honest hand.

"Grace Weller. I'm..." What is she, exactly? "I'm the pastor's wife."

"Nah," Silas says, holding her hand a beat longer than necessary. "That's what people say you are, not who you really are."

The distinction hits her like a slap. When was the last time someone saw her as more than an extension of Evan and his ministry?

"The guesthouse is great," Silas continues, releasing her hand. "Better than most hotels I've stayed in. Your husband sure knows how to take care of his people."

There's something in his tone—not quite sarcasm, but an awareness that makes Grace wonder if he sees through Evan's carefully crafted image.

"My husband believes in excellence in all things," she recites, the words practiced and hollow.

Silas studies her for a moment, his gaze direct enough to make her shift her weight from one foot to the other. "And what do you believe in, Grace Weller?"

The question hangs between them, simple yet devastating. What does she believe in? Once, she would have had an answer ready—full of biblical references and spiritual truisms. Now, she's unsure of anything except the growing emptiness inside her.

"I believe..." She stops, surprised by the sudden urge to tell this stranger the truth. "I believe I should let you get back to your practice, and I'll return to my empty home."

"Empty home?"

"Yes, my husband is at a conference until Thursday, and servants leave after six p.m."

Something flickers in Silas's eyes. "Your husband is a fool," he says. "A woman like you, Grace Weller, should not be left alone."

"I, uh, I... was that a compliment?" Grace asks.

Silas chuckles. "Very much so, Grace Weller—"

"Please, call me just Grace."

"Only if you call me Silas," Silas says, "Grace, that was a compliment. A man is a fool to leave as gorgeous a woman as you are alone. There are all kinds of predators out there, even out here, who pry on beautiful women like you."

As she looks at the huge black man, Grace feels seen in a way she hasn't seen in a long time. "Thank you, Silas," she manages, her cheeks flushed. "That's very kind of you to say."

He shrugs. "Just calling it like I see it, Grace. You deserve to be treated like the queen you are."

"Thank you, Silas; if you need anything, come to the main house," Grace says.

She feels his eyes on her as she walks away, and for the first time in months, she's acutely aware of her body. It's a thrilling feeling, this sudden awareness. 

Back in the house, Grace leans against the closed door and takes a deep breath. She shouldn't feel this way—slightly breathless, her heart beating a little too fast. She's a pastor's wife, for God's sake. She's supposed to be above such basic human responses to an attractive man.

––––––––
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GRACE SITS IN THE THIRD row of the sanctuary, her spine rigid, her hands crossed on her lap, as Silas's voice fills the cavernous space of New Life Church. His voice is something primal—sandpaper and honey, confession and redemption—and it scrapes against something deep inside her that's been dormant for too damn long. Around her, the congregation sways with hands raised, but Grace sits perfectly still, afraid that if she moves, everyone will somehow see the heat blooming between her thighs.

Silas doesn't perform like the other musicians they bring in. There's no choreographed worship, no practiced humility. He stands center stage in a simple button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms, and he sings like a man possessed—not by some holy spirit bullshit, but by something authentic and raw. His fingers work instruments with strength and tenderness, and Grace can't help but wonder what those fingers would feel like on her skin.

The thought shocks her, and she shifts uncomfortably. Mrs. Henderson, the elder's wife, looks at her concerned.

"Are you feeling alright, Mrs. Weller? You look flushed."

Grace forces a smile. "Just moved by the music," she lies, and the old woman nods approvingly.

"He certainly has a gift," Mrs. Henderson whispers. "Pastor Evan was right to bring him in for the revival series."

Pastor Evan. Her husband, who's three hundred miles away in Dallas, probably working the room at some donor dinner, his hand on a wealthy widow's shoulder as he promises to pray for her arthritis. Meanwhile, his wife sits here getting wet over a gospel singer. The irony would be funny if it weren't so pathetic.

Silas finishes his set with a rendition of "Amazing Grace" that sounds nothing like the sanitized version they usually sing. In his voice, the song becomes a confession, a plea, a recognition of how fucked up we all are and how desperately we need something to save us. The church is silent for three heartbeats when he hits the final note before erupting in applause.

Associate Pastor Morris steps up to the microphone. "Amen, church! Amen! What a powerful reminder of God's Grace. Let's thank Brother Silas for sharing his gift with us tonight."

More applause. Silas nods; his eyes scan the congregation, but they linger when they land on Grace. Just for a moment, but long enough, she feels exposed, like he can see right through her modest dress to the decidedly immodest thoughts beneath.

After the service, Grace stands in the lobby performing her pastoral wife duties—smiling, nodding, asking about sick relatives, remembering the names of children and grandchildren. Her face aches from the effort of appearing interested while her mind keeps drifting back to Silas on that stage, to his hands on the piano keys, to his voice wrapping around her like a physical touch.

"That was quite a performance," Silas says.

She turns to find him standing there, close enough to smell him—a mix of clean sweat, some kind of wooden cologne, and something uniquely male that makes her nostrils flare.

"Yes, the congregation was very moved," she says automatically, hating how formal she sounds.

"I wasn't talking about them or myself. I was talking about you." His voice is low. "Standing here playing the perfect pastor's wife while your mind's somewhere else entirely."

Heat rushes to her face. "I don't know what you mean."

His laugh is soft and knowing. "Sure you do."

Before she can respond, a group of women interrupts them, eager to tell Silas how his music touched them. Grace steps back and goes to do her job—to be the wife of the leader of this church.

When the crowd finally thins, he makes his way back to her. "Guess I should head back to the guesthouse. It's been a long day."

The words are out of her mouth before she can stop them: "Would you like to come to the main house for a drink first? Evan's still away, and I—" She stops, realizing how that sounds. "It seems silly to go to separate houses when we could... talk. About the music. Or whatever."

Jesus Christ, she sounds like a teenager asking someone to the prom.

"Lead the way, Grace."

The drive back is silent but charged, like the air before a thunderstorm. Grace keeps her eyes on the road, all too aware of Silas's presence in the passenger seat of her Lexus SUV. His cologne fills the enclosed space almost as much as his massive body and even bigger presence.

She leads him into the house's living room—all vaulted ceilings and carefully curated furniture in neutral tones. "What can I get you? We have wine, beer, or Evan keeps bourbon in the cabinet for the deacons when they come over."

"Bourbon sounds good. Neat."

Of course, he drinks it neat. No ice, no mixers, nothing to dilute the experience. She pours him two fingers of the expensive bourbon Evan saves for important visitors, then pours herself a glass of red wine. Usually, she'd have just a small glass, maintaining control, but tonight, she fills it nearly to the brim.

They sit on opposite ends of the sectional sofa, a respectable distance between them. Grace takes a larger sip of wine than intended, the alcohol burning a warm path down her throat.

"So, Grace, you didn't seem to feel the spirit tonight, unlike the rest of the congregation. Not a fan of my music?"

His directness catches her off guard. Most people in the church circle around what they really want to say, couching everything in platitudes and Bible verses.

"I like your music... no, to be truthful, I love your music," she says carefully. "It's... different from what we usually have."

"Different?"

"Different... it sounds real," she admits, then takes another drink as if she could wash away the honesty. "Most of the worship at New Life is produced within an inch of its life. Yours feels... I don't know. Like it comes from somewhere true."

Silas studies her over the rim of his glass. "And that makes you uncomfortable."

It's not a question. Grace laughs a sharp, sudden sound. "Everything makes me uncomfortable these days."

"Why's that?"

She should deflect. Change the subject. Ask about his tour schedule or his next album. Instead, she says, "Because none of it feels real anymore. The church, the worship, the marriage, the... everything. It's like I'm playing a part in someone else's story."

The confession hangs in the air between them. Grace stares into her wine glass, shocked at herself. She never talks like this, not even to her closest friends—especially not to them, since they're all from church and report back to Evan like loyal soldiers.

"How long have you been lonely?" Silas asks.

Nine months, two weeks, and three days. Not that she's counting. Nine months of sleeping next to a man who treats her like a roommate at best, an inconvenience at worst. Nine months of taking care of her needs in the shower, quick and functional, never allowing herself to linger on any particular fantasy.

"My husband is a busy man," she says, the practiced excuse falling flat even to her ears. "The ministry demands a lot of his time and energy."

Silas sets his glass down on the coffee table. "You don't believe that any more than I do."

"You don't know anything about my marriage," she snaps.

"I know what neglect looks like," he says simply. "And I know what desire looks like, too."

The word 'desire' in his mouth does something to her insides, like a match struck in a dark room. Grace stands abruptly, moving to refill her glass, though it's still half full.

"More bourbon?" she asks.

"I'm good." His voice is closer than she expected. He's standing now, too, just a few feet away. "But I don't think you are."

Grace turns to face him, the wine bottle still in her hand. "What does that mean?"

"It means you're hungry, Grace Weller. Starving, actually. You're starving for something real in a life full of pretty lies."

The bottle trembles slightly in her grip. He's right, and they both know it. She is hungry—a persistent, gnawing emptiness that fancy clothes and church ladies' compliments can't fill. And standing here with this man who sees through all her bullshit, the hunger becomes a living thing, clawing at her insides.

"You don't know me," she whispers.

"I know enough." He takes a step closer. Not touching her, not yet, but close enough that she can feel the heat radiating from his body. "I know you sat in that church tonight watching me and thinking things that would scandalize your husband's congregation."

The wine bottle slips from her fingers, landing with a thud on the plush carpet. A small splash of red blooms on the cream-colored fibers like a wound.

"Shit," she mutters, dropping to her knees to blot at the stain. "Evan will have a fit if this stains."

Silas kneels beside her, his hand covering hers, stopping her frantic dabbing. "Fuck the carpet," he says. "And fuck what Evan thinks."

His hand on hers sends a jolt through her body, a current of electricity that travels up her arm and down to the center of her, where a persistent ache has been building all evening. She looks up, meeting his eyes, and the hunger she sees there matches her own.

"This is a mistake," she whispers, but she doesn't move away.

"Probably," he agrees. "But it's an honest one. When was the last time you allowed honesty in your life, Grace?"

She can't remember. "I should ask you to leave," she says.

"You should," he agrees. "But you won't."

He's right. Again. Because sitting here on her expensive carpet with spilled wine soaking into the fibers, Grace feels more alive than she has in years. The ache between her thighs isn't just desire—it's a reminder that she's still human, still flesh and blood and nerve endings, still capable of wanting something so badly it hurts.

"What happens if I ask you to leave?"

Silas smiles, and there's something predatory in it that should frighten her but instead intensifies the ache. "Perhaps you should do that to see what happens."

The warmth that's been building in her all evening pools low in her belly, and she's suddenly acutely aware of how wet she is, how ready. After nine months of nothing, her body is practically vibrating with need. She should be ashamed—the pastor's wife, lusting after another man in her own home. But the only shame she feels is for how long she's denied herself anything real.

"I don't think I want to do that. I don't think I want to be alone right now," she admits.

Silas reaches out, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face with surprising tenderness. "Now, you are letting honesty into your life."

His gentle but electric touch sends shivers across her scalp and down her spine. Grace leans into it slightly, like a cat seeking more contact. The simple touch feels illicit, dangerous—more intimate somehow than all the perfunctory kisses Evan has given her in the past year.

"In all honesty, what do you think I want in my life?" she asks.

His eyes, dark and knowing, hold hers. "Pleasure. Desire. That is the truth of what your body's been trying to tell you while you sit in that church pretending to be something you're not."
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