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Awakening the Size Queen Within



​Naughty teaser from the book

[...]She feels small beneath him as he climbs onto the bed, his broad frame making the king-size mattress seem suddenly inadequate. The size difference between them is thrilling—his large hands able to span her waist, his muscular thighs bracketing her slender ones as he positions himself between her legs.

"Spread for me," he says, and Grace complies, opening herself to him, exposing her pussy to him.

Silas looks down at her. "So pretty and wet."

Grace arches into his touch. "Please," she whispers.

"Please, what?" Silas asks. "Tell me what you want, Grace. Use vulgar words."

"I want you inside me," she says. "I'm ready for you. No need for foreplay."

"Not specific enough. I told you to use vulgar words."

Grace swallows hard. "I want your big black cock inside my pussy," she says. "I want you to fuck me in my marital bed."

The smile that spreads across Silas's face is pure satisfaction. "That's more like it."

He positions himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her folds but not yet pushing inside. Grace lifts her hips, trying to take him in, but Silas pulls back slightly.

"Easy," he says. "You're not ready for all of me yet. Gotta take it slow."

The warning should concern her, but it just heightens her anticipation. Then he's back between her thighs, the head of his cock pushing against her entrance once more.

"Look at me," he says, and Grace meets his gaze as he begins to push inside her.

The stretch is immediate and intense—a burning sensation that's equal parts pleasure and pain. Grace gasps, her hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging into his skin. Silas pauses, giving her body time to adjust.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groans. "When was the last time you had something this big inside you?"

The answer is never. 

Her husband is modestly endowed at best, and his technique has never been skilled enough to compensate. Silas is in another category entirely—he is stretching her in ways she didn't know were possible, touching places inside her that have never been touched before.

"Never," she admits. 

The confession seems to please him. Silas pushes forward another inch, and Grace feels herself stretching around him, her body struggling to accommodate his size. It burns, but in a way that edges more toward pleasure with each passing second.

"That's it," he encourages as she consciously relaxes, allowing him deeper access. "Open up for me. Let me in."

Inch by agonizing inch, Silas works his way inside her, each forward motion sending new sensations racing through her body. When he's finally seated to the hilt, Grace feels impossibly full, stretched to her limits in the most delicious way. He's so deep inside her that she swears she can feel him in her womb, touching parts of her that have never been touched before.

"Holy shit," she breathes, the profanity falling from her lips without thought. "You're so fucking big."

Silas grins, a flash of white teeth against his dark skin. "You're taking me like you were made for my cock." He rotates his hips slightly, making Grace moan as his huge shaft stirs her insides. "How does it feel, Grace? Tell me."

Words seem inadequate for the sensations coursing her body, but she tries. "Full," she says. "So full. Like you're everywhere inside me. Like you're touching parts of me that have never been touched."

"Good girl," Silas praises, and the simple words send another pulse of pleasure through her core. "Now, let's see what else I can make you feel."

He begins to move, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back in, a slow but steady rhythm that lets her feel every inch of him. Each stroke sends waves of pleasure radiating outward from where they're joined, sensations so intense that Grace can hardly catch her breath.

"Oh God," she moans, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. "Oh God, oh God."

"Not God," Silas says, his voice strained with exertion. "Just me. Just Silas filling up your neglected little white pussy with this big black cock."

The crude words, so different from the sanitized language of her everyday life, send another jolt of excitement through her. There's something liberating about hearing and using dirty words to describe the raw physicality of their actions without euphemism or pretense.

"Yes," she hisses. "Fill me up. Fuck me with your big black cock."

Silas increases his pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful. So hard that the headboard begins to knock against the wall, a rhythmic percussion to accompany their coupling. [...]
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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
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