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The house smelled of coffee and Sunday mornings, freshly brewed dark roast mingling with the faint lemon-scented cleaner I’d used on the table last night. Sunlight slanted through the kitchen blinds in pale gold bars across the granite countertops. Phil stood at the island, pouring his second cup, tie already knotted in the precise half-Windsor he’d worn every Sunday for twenty-three years. His shirt was starched, sleeves rolled once to the elbow, the way he liked when the weather promised to climb into the low eighties by noon.
I watched him from the doorway, arms crossed loosely under my breasts, silk robe cinched at my waist. The robe was the pale blush one he’d bought me for our anniversary two years ago. Soft, expensive, the kind of thing that made him smile every time I wore it. Right now it felt like camouflage.

Phil glanced up, catching my eye, and gave that small, familiar tilt of his head. “You’re quiet this morning.”

“Just thinking,” I said. My voice came out softer than I’d intended.

He set the coffee pot down. “About last night?”

I let the question hang for a beat, then nodded once. Last night had been ... intense. Not because anything dramatic had happened between us, but because the air in the bedroom had felt thick with everything we hadn’t said. The black silicone toy—Black Magic, I’d named it in my head after the packaging’s ridiculous tagline—had come out again. I’d teased him with a number of daring pictures, posing with it in the shower. You couldn’t tell it was me, at least my face wasn’t in them.

But I’d sent them to him all the same.

I’d never sent him a nude in our marriage; yesterday I’d sent him three.

There was no arguing something had changed. I’d changed.

Dominic had changed me.

He’d come home so worked up that he’d yanked the massive black toy from my pussy and taken its place. He’d used me hard and fast, desperate to reclaim his wife from her young lover.

We’d performed. For each other. For the fantasy.

Now, in the bright kitchen light, the memory felt obscene.

Phil stepped closer, set his mug on the counter, and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.” I forced a smile. “Just ... a lot on my mind.”

His thumb lingered on my cheek. “You sure you want to come to service? You look a little pale.”

Before I could answer, my phone buzzed against my thigh—once, sharp, insistent. I didn’t pull it out. I didn’t need to look to know who it was.

Phil’s brow creased. “That Kirsty?”

“Probably.” I turned slightly, angling my body so the pocket was out of his line of sight. “I’ll check it later.”

He studied me for another second, then nodded and picked up his mug again. “I’m gonna run upstairs and grab my Bible. Five minutes?”

“Take your time.”

The moment his footsteps receded up the carpeted stairs, I slipped the phone free.

Dominic.

What u up to this morning professor?

My thumb hovered. Heat crawled up my throat. I typed quickly, pulse loud in my ears.

Going to church with the family. Same as every Sunday.

The three dots appeared almost instantly.

Naughty sluts don’t go sit in pews and pretend they’re good girls. Naughty sluts stay home and serve their master. I need you today.

Need? My mind raced. I knew he enjoyed our coupling as much as I did but need? Dominic wasn’t usually so expressive. I pressed my thighs together. The words landed low and heavy, the same way his voice had landed when he’d growled against my ear in the classroom two nights ago. I could still feel the ghost of his grip on my hips, the stretch, the ache that had lingered deliciously into yesterday.

I glanced toward the stairs. Phil was still upstairs. I typed again.

I miss it already.

We both knew exactly what I was talking about. That massive swinging member between his legs.

Two days. Only two days since he’d bent me over the desk in my own classroom and showed me who was boss. Two days since I’d come so hard my vision had grayed at the edges. Black Magic had helped yesterday—thick, ridged, gloriously large—but it was cold silicone. No heartbeat. No primal grunt in my ear. No hand fisted in my hair telling me I was his good little white slut.

Dominic’s reply came fast.

Then skip. Tell hubby whatever you need to. I’ll be there in an hour. Wear something special for me.

I stared at the screen. Guilt twisted sharp in my chest, church guilt, the old familiar kind I’d carried since I was twelve and had first lied to my mother about finishing my memory verses. But the guilt I felt now was different. Smaller. Almost laughable compared to the rest of the ledger I’d been racking up.

I’d already broken so many vows. What was one more Sunday?

I deleted the thread, locked the phone, and slipped it back into my pocket just as Phil’s footsteps started down again.

He appeared at the bottom of the stairs, Bible in one hand, keys in the other. “Ready?”

I took a breath. “I ... I don’t think I can go today.”

Phil stopped. “You feeling sick?”

“No. Not sick.” I looked down at my bare feet, let my shoulders round just enough to sell it. “I just ... I feel really guilty. After everything we’ve been doing. The toy. The teasing. The way we’ve both been ... imagining things. I don’t think I could sit there pretending. Not today.”

Phil set the Bible and keys on the hall table and crossed to me. He took both my hands in his. “Hey. Look at me.”

I did. His eyes were soft, worried, loving.

“Whatever two consenting adults do in the privacy of their own bedroom is our business,” he said quietly. “No one else’s.”

I let my lip tremble, just a little. “I know. I just ... I feel lost. Like I’m playing a part I don’t deserve anymore.”

Phil pulled me into his arms and I rested my cheek against his chest, listened to the steady thump of his heart. “You’re not lost. You’re human. And I love every part of you, even the naughty parts.” He kissed the top of my head. “Especially the naughty parts.”

Knowing what I had planned for my morning, the guilt was all-consuming. He was being so kind, so loving, so supportive. “You mean that?”

“Every word.”

The fact he was willing to defend our behavior intrigued me. I’d almost expected Sunday morning and church to shatter the spell; it still might.

I couldn’t have that. There was too much at stake now.

I rose on my toes and kissed him, slow and tender, the way we used to kiss before life and mortgages and college tuition had complicated things. His arms tightened around my waist and I felt him stir against my belly.

I took his hand and drew him into the downstairs bathroom.

“Kristal, where are we going?”

I smiled as I sank slowly to my knees.

Phil’s breath caught. “Baby ...”

“Let me,” I murmured, fingers already working his belt. “Let me send you off happy. Let me take care of you.”

He groaned softly as I freed him. He was already thickening in my hand. Warm, familiar, and responsive. He had nothing on Dominic, but then I imagined few men did. I looked up at him and gave him a smile that whispered of sin, lips parted, then took him into my mouth.

Phil’s hand settled gently in my hair. Not pushing. Just resting. I worked him with slow reverence. My tongue swirled around the head, lips sealed tight, cheeks hollowed. I knew exactly how he liked it: steady rhythm, no teasing, just devoted suction until his thighs tensed and his breathing turned ragged.

“God, Kristal ...” His voice cracked.

I peeled open the robe and pulled down my bra, giving him plenty to stare at as I lovingly served him. Dominic wasn’t going to be the only man I pleasured this morning.

I had to do something to settle my guilt.

I hummed around him, the vibration making him swear under his breath. When he came it was quiet, hot, thick pulses across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, then licked him clean with soft, careful strokes before tucking him away and zipping him up.

“There you go, hun.” I rose to my feet.

Phil exhaled shakily, fingers tucking his shirt back in. “You’re incredible.”

I kissed his cheek. “Tell Kirsty I’m just feeling under the weather. I’ll be okay. Promise.”

He cupped my face, thumb brushing my lower lip. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I watched him gather his things again, watched him call up the stairs for Kirsty, watched them both head out the front door. The minivan started. Backed down the driveway. Disappeared around the corner.

The house settled into silence.

I stood in the foyer for a long moment, tasting salt and coffee and guilt on my tongue. Then I checked my watch and got moving.

Hurrying to my powder room, I flicked on the light, leaned over the sink. Phil’s release had dried in a faint sticky line along my lips. I wet a washcloth, scrubbed it away, then splashed cold water on my face until I felt clean.

Upstairs, in the master bedroom, I opened my lingerie drawer. Black lace stared back at me: a bra with sheer cups that left my nipples visible, and a thong so minimal it was more suggestion than garment, garter belt, thigh-high stockings still in their package. I grabbed them all.

I stripped out of the blush robe and let it fall. Naked, skin prickling in the cool air, I dressed slowly. Rolled the stockings up my legs, clipped them to the garters, adjusted the thong so the thin strip nestled between my cheeks. The bra cupped my breasts but didn’t hide them. My nipples were already tight and dark against the lace. I stepped into the black patent stilettos—six inches, sharp enough to click ominously on hardwood.

In front of the full-length mirror I turned slowly. The woman looking back was not the one who’d knelt in a pew every Sunday for most of her life. This woman had flushed skin, swollen lips, eyes bright with anticipation ... and lust.

So much lust.

I lit a sandalwood candle in the kitchen; Dominic always managed to make everywhere we made love stink like sex. There wouldn’t be time for the smell to disperse before my family got home. We were going to have to be quick.

I lingered in the kitchen, waiting.

This was where it had all begun. On my knees, right here. Pleasuring him to save my daughter from getting hooked on a man that might ruin her life.

The irony of what he was doing to my marriage wasn’t lost on me.

I just didn’t know that I had any power to stop it now.

Or if I wanted to.

Or if Phil would even want that. After yesterday, there was no telling where he would land. Sooner or later, if I kept this up, he was going to discover us.

My heart pounded in my chest.

That thought both terrified and turned me on.

The house was quiet except for the faint tick of the grandfather clock in the hall. Every minute felt longer than the last.

A car pulled up in the drive.

I set the
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