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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


Active Listening

By Raven Merlot

“I swear, Daniel and I were like roommates with a shared Netflix account,” Sarah said, swirling her wine glass. “We’d sit on opposite ends of the couch, scroll through our phones, ask each other what we wanted for dinner. It was like we were running a household corporation, not a marriage.”

Natalie nodded, recognizing the pattern. She and Jason had fallen into similar routines over their ten years together—efficient, comfortable, predictable.

“So, what changed?” she asked.

“I got tired of feeling invisible in my own relationship. Not that he was ignoring me, but …” Sarah paused, searching for words. “I felt like we’d forgotten how to want each other. Like really want each other.”

The wine bar around them buzzed with Friday night energy—couples leaning close over small tables, groups of friends laughing too loudly, the kind of electric atmosphere that made Natalie remember what it felt like to be pursued, desired, seen as more than just someone’s wife.

“I don’t even know how you start that conversation,” Natalie admitted. “Hey, honey, our sex life has become as exciting as our grocery list?”

Sarah laughed, a sound with just a hint of mischief. “I didn’t start with conversation.”

“What do you mean?”

“I did something I feel a little guilty about.” Sarah leaned forward conspiratorially. “I investigated.”

“Investigated what?”

“Daniel’s browser history. Not Chrome—he knows I use that sometimes. But he had this old Firefox browser he’d forgotten about. I went digging.”

“Sarah!” Natalie was scandalized and fascinated in equal measure. “What did you find?”

“Two things kept coming up. Bondage videos and … goth girls.”

Natalie nearly choked on her wine. “Goth girls? You’re like the least goth person I know. You won’t even wear black to funerals.”

“Right?” Sarah grinned. “At first, I thought, what does he want—some teenager who takes naps in graveyards? But then I realized it wasn’t about wanting someone else. It was about an aesthetic, a fantasy version of me he’d never asked for because he thought I’d laugh at him.”

“So what did you do?”

“We talked. Eventually. And then we went to some rope bondage classes, which are surprisingly educational and not nearly as weird as you’d think. And I got a black wig, some combat boots, fishnet stockings …” Sarah’s eyes sparkled. “The first time I walked into our bedroom looking like that, Daniel nearly fell off the bed.”

Natalie tried to picture practical, PTA-mom Sarah in goth gear and failed completely. “That sounds … ridiculous.”

“It is ridiculous! Sex is ridiculous. It’s the most serious, intimate thing we do, but it’s also completely absurd when you think about it.” Sarah’s expression grew more serious. “But you know what? Seeing him see me like that—like I was this fantasy come to life—it made me feel powerful in a way I’d forgotten was possible.”

“But what if you find something really disturbing? Something you can’t give him?”

Sarah considered this. “That’s a risk. But think about it this way—what if you find something he’s been longing for, something he thought he’d never get to experience, and you’re the one who gives it to him? What kind of gift is that for your marriage?”

Natalie was quiet for a moment, turning the idea over in her mind. The thought of snooping felt wrong, but the thought of continuing to drift apart felt worse.

“I don’t know if I’m brave enough for that,” she said.

“You’re braver than you think. You run million-dollar campaigns, negotiate with CEOs, manage teams of people. Looking at some browser history should be nothing.”

***

An hour later, Natalie sat in her car outside her house, Sarah’s words echoing in her mind. Through the living room window, she could see Jason on the couch, laptop open, probably catching up on work emails or reading the news.

Or maybe something else entirely.

She took a deep breath and went inside.

“Hey, you’re home early,” Jason said, looking up with that warm smile that still made her stomach flutter after all these years. “How was girls’ night?”

“Good. Enlightening.” Natalie kicked off her heels and settled beside him on the couch. “What are you up to?”

“Just some boring work stuff. How was Sarah?”

“She’s good. She and Daniel are trying some new things together.” Natalie settled beside him, noticing how he shifted slightly to make room but didn’t close the laptop. “Dance classes, I think.”

“Dance classes?” Jason’s tone was mildly amused but distracted, his eyes still on the screen.

“Yeah, something about reconnecting.” Natalie felt a small pang as she said it—wasn’t that exactly what she and Sarah had been talking about? “Good for them, I guess.”

“Mmhmm.” Jason was clearly only half-listening, scrolling through what looked like an email.

Natalie watched him for a moment, noting the familiar pattern—him absorbed in his screen, her feeling like she was interrupting. When had they stopped having real conversations?

“I should let you finish your work,” she said, standing. “This dress is killing me, anyway.”

“Yeah, I’ve got a few more things to wrap up,” Jason said without looking up.

As she headed toward the stairs, Natalie glanced back. Jason was completely absorbed in whatever he was doing, the soft glow of the laptop screen highlighting the concentration on his face. She wondered when they’d started existing in parallel like this—two people sharing space but not really connecting.

Upstairs, Natalie changed into comfortable clothes, Sarah’s words echoing in her mind. What if you find something he’s been longing for? The thought felt both thrilling and terrifying. She’d always prided herself on being straightforward, honest. But when had she last been truly honest about what she wanted? When had Jason?

She could hear him moving around downstairs, the familiar sounds of him making his nightly tea. Such a creature of habit, her husband. Chamomile at exactly 9:30, laptop closed by 10:15, in bed by 10:45. When had comfort become routine become distance?

“I’m making tea,” Jason called up. “Want some?”

“Sure,” she called back, though she rarely drank tea this late.

“Actually,” she said, coming back downstairs in her pajamas, “I was thinking about what Sarah said. About couples trying new things.”

Jason looked up from the steeping tea bags. “Oh yeah?”

“Just that maybe we’ve gotten too comfortable. Maybe we don’t … explore things the way we used to.”

“What kind of things?”

Natalie’s courage faltered slightly. “I don’t know. Just … being more honest about what we want. Being brave enough to try new experiences.”

“That sounds terrifying,” Jason said, but he was smiling slightly.

“Maybe. But what’s more terrifying—being embarrassed or growing apart?”

Jason handed her a mug. For a moment, their fingers touched. “I guess we have gotten pretty predictable.”

“Is that … okay with you?”

He considered the question. “I love our life, Nat. I love you. But”—he paused, seeming to weigh his words—“sometimes I wonder if we’ve settled into being comfortable instead of being excited.”

It was the most honest thing he’d said to her in months, and Natalie felt a flutter of hope. Maybe this conversation didn’t have to be as impossible as she’d thought.

“What would excitement look like?” she asked.

Jason’s cheeks colored slightly. “I don’t know. Surprises, I guess. Trying new things. Being brave enough to ask for what we want.”

“What do you want?”

The question hung between them, loaded with possibility.

Jason’s phone buzzed with a work notification, breaking the moment.

“I should probably finish up this presentation,” he said. “But we should talk more about this.”

“We should.”

***

After Jason headed upstairs to bed, Natalie found herself alone with his laptop, which he’d left open on the coffee table. She stared at it for a long moment, Sarah’s advice warring with her own sense of privacy.

What if you find something he’s been longing for?

Finally, she opened a new browser window and looked for other browsers on his computer. There it was—Firefox, buried in his applications folder. When she opened it, the browsing history was right there, unprotected.

At first, it looked normal—work sites, news articles, a few tech forums. But as she scrolled back further, different URLs began to appear. Her breath caught as she read the titles.

Hotwife Chronicles When She Takes Another Cuckold Confessions:

Real Couples – The Art of Watching Her

Natalie’s hands trembled as she clicked on one of the links. The page loaded with stories, forums, discussions. Men talking about watching their wives with other men. Women describing the power they felt being desired, chosen, worshipped.

The language was explicit, yes, but what struck her wasn’t the sexuality—it was the reverence. The way these men spoke about their wives like goddesses.

She read for nearly an hour, trying to understand not just what Jason had been looking at, but why. The stories weren’t degrading or humiliating, as she might have expected. They were about love, trust, and transformation. About couples finding new ways to connect, to see each other differently.

One forum post made her pause.

My wife asked me what I wanted for my birthday. I couldn’t tell her the truth—that I wanted to watch her be worshipped the way she deserves. So I said golf clubs.

Another:

She finally understood that this isn’t about me not being enough. It’s about her being everything.

Natalie closed the laptop and sat back, her mind reeling. This was her husband’s secret fantasy—not just sex with someone else, but her being desired so completely that he found joy in sharing that desire.

***

The next day, Natalie could barely concentrate at work. She texted Sarah during lunch.

We need to talk. Can you come over tonight?

The response came within minutes.

I’ll bring wine. This is about the browser thing, isn’t it?

Natalie stared at the message for a long moment before typing back:

Yes.

Good for you. See you at seven.

***

That evening, Sarah arrived with a bottle of Pinot Grigio and a knowing smile. “So,” she said, settling onto Natalie’s couch with her wine glass, “what did you find?”

“I can’t believe I actually did it,” Natalie said, pouring herself a generous glass. “I feel like such a snoop.”

“You feel like a wife who’s trying to understand her husband. There’s a difference. So what was it?”

Natalie took a large sip of wine. “Hotwife fantasies. Cuckold forums.”

Sarah’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh, wow. That’s … not what I was expecting.”

“He wants to watch me with other men. There were hours of browsing history, Sarah. This isn’t some passing curiosity.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“I don’t know. Confused? Intrigued? Scared?” Natalie curled her legs under her. “The weird thing is, it’s not degrading the way I thought it would be. These men talk about their wives like they’re goddesses. Like watching them with someone else is the ultimate act of worship.”

Sarah leaned forward, interested. “That’s actually kind of beautiful, in a way.”

“Is it weird that I’m not horrified?”

“Not at all. How did reading about it make you feel?”

Natalie considered the question. “Powerful, I think. The idea of being so desired that multiple men want me, that my husband gets off on other people wanting what’s his …” She trailed off, feeling heat rise in her cheeks.

“You’re blushing.”

“It’s embarrassing to admit, but there’s something appealing about it. About being the center of that kind of attention.”

“So, what’s stopping you from talking to him about it?”

“How do I bring this up without admitting I violated his privacy? How do I tell him I know his deepest fantasy without making him feel exposed?”

Sarah swirled her wine thoughtfully. “You know, you don’t have to tell him you snooped. You could just … create an opening for him to share.”

“What do you mean?”

“Be vulnerable first. Share something that might embarrass you, something that shows him it’s safe to have fantasies. See if he opens up naturally.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. What do you fantasize about that you’ve never told him?”

Natalie felt her cheeks burn again. “That’s … private.”

“Exactly. But if you shared it, it might make him feel safe to share his own private thoughts.”

They talked for another hour, Sarah sharing more about her journey with Daniel, the importance of creating emotional safety before diving into vulnerable conversations.

“The thing is,” Sarah said as she was leaving, “you already know his biggest secret. Everything else is just figuring out how to talk about it.”

***

Two nights later, Natalie found her courage. Jason was on the couch reading, looking relaxed in his weekend clothes, when she decided it was time.

“I’ve been thinking about our conversation the other night,” she began, settling beside him. “About being brave enough to ask for what we want.”

Jason set down his book, sensing the seriousness in her tone. “Yeah?”

“I realized I haven’t been completely honest with you about some things. And if I want us to be more open, I should probably go first.”

“Okay …” he said carefully.

Natalie took a deep breath. This was terrifying, but it felt right. “I read romance novels. Really explicit ones. Paranormal stuff—werewolves, vampires, dragon shifters.” She felt her cheeks burn. “And I … I fantasize about the scenarios while I masturbate.”

Jason’s eyes widened slightly, but he didn’t look shocked. If anything, he looked intrigued and maybe a little amused.

“Dragon shifters?” he said, his expression completely blank. “I’m sorry, I don’t think I understand. What’s a dragon shifter?”

“You know … people who can turn into dragons. Paranormal romance.”

Jason nodded slowly, as if processing this information seriously. “Okay, so … do they have sex with the dragon or the person?”

“Both … sometimes … it depends on the story.”

“But wouldn’t the dragon’s …” He gestured downward vaguely. “You know … be too big?”

“It’s fantasy! It doesn’t have to make perfect sense!”

Jason got serious, leaning forward with academic interest. “But does the dragon’s penis spit fire, too?”

Natalie stared at him for a long moment, watching his carefully controlled expression. “You’re messing with me, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, his serious façade cracking into a grin. “Yes, I am. But it’s funny, not weird.”

“You ass!” She smacked his arm. “I’m being vulnerable here, and you’re asking about fire-breathing dragon dicks!”

He laughed, catching her hand. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. But you have to admit, the logistics are fascinating. Do they keep their human stamina or dragon stamina? Is there a size-shifting component we haven’t discussed?”

“Oh my god, stop!” She was laughing despite herself. “I can’t believe you made me defend the anatomical plausibility of dragon shifter erotica.”

“It’s not erotica; it’s literature with very detailed romantic scenes,” Jason said, mimicking her earlier defense. “Involving creatures with questionable reproductive anatomy.”

“You noticed that?”

“I notice everything about you. I just didn’t know you were getting turned on by werewolf porn.”

Natalie laughed despite her embarrassment. “It’s not porn! It’s literature with very detailed romantic scenes.”

“Romantic scenes involving supernatural creatures who could probably bench press a car.”

“Maybe,” she admitted. “The point is, I’ve never told you because it felt too embarrassing, too weird. But lately, I’ve been wondering what else we don’t tell each other because we’re afraid of being judged.”

Jason was quiet for a moment, and she could see him wrestling with something.

“What is it?” she asked gently.

“Are you sure you want to know what I think about?”

“I’m sure. Whatever it is.”

He took a breath. “Sometimes I imagine … watching you with someone else. Someone new, someone who doesn’t know all your little habits and reactions the way I do.”

Natalie’s heart raced, but she kept her expression neutral. “Really?”

“I know it sounds crazy, but there’s something about the idea of seeing you through fresh eyes, watching someone discover how incredible you are for the first time. And knowing that, at the end of the night, you’re still mine.”

“That doesn’t sound crazy,” she said softly. “It sounds like you want me to feel like the goddess I am.”

Jason’s face lit up with relief and something deeper. “Exactly! That’s exactly it.”

“So,” Natalie said, moving closer to him on the couch, “what would that look like? Hypothetically.”

Jason’s breathing grew slightly heavier. “I don’t know. I’ve never really thought about the logistics, just the … feeling of it.”

“What feeling?”

“Pride, I think. And excitement. Watching you be completely yourself, completely confident.” He paused. “Does this freak you out?”

“No,” Natalie said honestly. “If anything, it makes me curious. About what it would feel like to have that kind of power.”

They sat in charged silence for a moment, both processing this new territory they’d opened between them.

“This doesn’t change anything between us, does it?” Jason asked quietly.

“No,” Natalie said, taking his hand. “If anything, it makes us more honest. More real.”

They headed to bed soon after—both had early meetings the next day, and the emotional weight of the conversation had left them drained in the best possible way. But as they settled into their familiar positions, Natalie felt a sense of possibility she hadn’t experienced in years. They’d crossed a line into deeper intimacy, and there was no going back.

But she found she didn’t want to go back. She wanted to see where this new honesty might lead them.

Around three in the morning, Natalie woke to Jason’s substantial erection pressed against her lower back through his pajamas. She smiled in the darkness. It had been a while since she’d felt that, the unconscious physical response to whatever he was dreaming about.

She wondered if he was dreaming about her. About them. About the possibilities they’d opened up between them.

The thought made her feel powerful in a way she’d almost forgotten was possible.

***

The next evening, over takeout Thai food, Jason cleared his throat in that way he did when he was working up to something important.

“So,” he said, twirling pad Thai around his fork, “I’ve been thinking about our conversation last night.”

“Oh?” Natalie looked up from her curry, noting the slight flush in his cheeks.

“There’s this guy at my gym. Tariq. He’s … well, he’s the kind of person who might understand what we talked about. Mature, respectful. Good boundaries.”

Natalie set her fork down. “You’ve talked to him about this?”

“God no,” Jason said quickly. “I just mean, from knowing him, he’s someone who gets that relationships are complicated. That people have different needs.”

“What are you suggesting?”

Jason took a breath. “Maybe we could meet him. Just casually. See how it feels to talk about this with someone else. No pressure, no promises.”

Natalie studied her husband’s face. She could see the nervousness there, but also excitement. “You haven’t said anything to him about what we’re thinking, have you? I don’t want him to have expectations.”

“Nothing at all. I was thinking I could just suggest drinks sometime. Get to know each other. He’s a good guy, Nat. He wouldn’t try to push anything or make things weird if it’s not right.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. He’s not the kind of person who would jerk someone around or make things complicated. And I wouldn’t want to jerk him around either—he’s a good guy who deserves honesty about what we’re thinking.” Jason paused. “But if you’re not comfortable—”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t comfortable.” Natalie picked up her fork again, considering. “I just want to make sure we’re all on the same page about what this is. Or isn’t.”

“So … you’d be open to meeting him?”

“Maybe. Just to meet him. See what he’s like.” She looked at Jason directly. “But no promises to anyone about anything.”

Jason’s smile was soft and grateful. “No promises. Just seeing.”

***

Two days later, they found themselves at Meridian, a wine bar downtown with exposed brick walls and soft lighting that made conversation feel intimate without being too romantic. Jason had texted Tariq that morning.

Want to grab drinks tonight? My wife and I will be at Meridian around 8 if you want to join.

Natalie had changed clothes three times, finally settling on dark jeans and a green silk blouse that made her feel confident without trying too hard. She wasn’t sure what she was preparing for exactly, but she wanted to feel like herself.

Tariq arrived fifteen minutes after they did, scanning the room until he spotted Jason. He was tall—taller than Jason—with the kind of easy confidence that came from being comfortable in his own skin. Dark hair, warm brown eyes, and a smile that reached them when he saw Jason wave him over.

“Natalie,” Jason said as Tariq approached their high-top table, “this is Tariq. Tariq, my wife Natalie.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” Tariq said, extending his hand. His handshake was firm but not aggressive, his eyes meeting hers directly. “Jason’s mentioned you, but he undersold how lovely you are.”

It was a line that could have felt sleazy, but something in his delivery—genuine rather than practiced—made it feel like a simple compliment.

“He’s mentioned you, too,” Natalie said. “All good things.”

They fell into easy conversation. Tariq was articulate and funny, with strong opinions about everything from the wine list to the city’s new bike lanes. He disagreed with Natalie about a restaurant review, defended his position with passion, then gracefully conceded when she made a better point.

“I like that,” he said, raising his glass to her. “Someone who stands their ground.”

As the evening progressed, Natalie found herself relaxing. Tariq was exactly as Jason had described—mature, thoughtful, with the kind of presence that drew attention without demanding it. He asked about her work, listened to her answers, and shared stories about his own consulting business that were self-deprecating and genuinely amusing.

But she was also aware of something else. The way he looked at her—appreciative but respectful. The way he included Jason in every conversation while still focusing his attention on her. The subtle intelligence in how he navigated what was clearly an unusual social situation.

After their second round of drinks, Tariq leaned back in his chair. “I have to ask,” he said with a slight smile, “what exactly is this? Because I get the sense there’s more to tonight than Jason wanting to introduce his gym buddy to his wife.”

Jason and Natalie exchanged glances. They hadn’t discussed how to handle this moment.

“We’re exploring some new territory in our relationship,” Natalie said carefully. “And Jason thought you might be someone who could understand that.”

Tariq nodded slowly. “What kind of territory?”

“The kind where we’re interested in expanding our experiences,” Jason said. “But we’re very new to this. We’re not sure what we want or if we want anything at all.”

“I appreciate the honesty,” Tariq said. “And for what it’s worth, I think exploration is healthy. As long as everyone’s on the same page.”

“Are you … experienced with this kind of thing?” Natalie asked.

“Some. I believe in connection, communication, and making sure everyone involved feels respected and valued.” He looked between them. “What I don’t believe in is drama or games or anyone feeling pressured.”

“That’s exactly how we feel,” Jason said, relief evident in his voice.

“Good.” Tariq smiled. “Then we’re all on the same page about taking this slowly.”

The conversation shifted to lighter topics—travel stories, favorite restaurants, complaints about the city’s traffic. But there was an undercurrent now, an awareness of possibility that colored even mundane exchanges. When Tariq mentioned a business trip to Portland, Natalie found herself noting the way his hands moved when he talked. When she laughed at his stories, she caught him watching her with quiet appreciation.

Jason seemed more relaxed, contributing but also observing—watching how she and Tariq interacted, how comfortable they all were together.

“I should probably head out,” Tariq eventually said, checking his watch. “Early morning tomorrow.”

Jason insisted on paying the check.

“You don’t have to do that,” Tariq protested.

“Yes, I do,” Jason said with a grin. “Whether anything happens or not, you deserve to be romanced a little.”

Tariq laughed. “Fair enough. I accept being courted.”

Outside the bar, they stood in that awkward moment of transition.

“This was really nice,” Natalie said. “But I think we need some time to process everything.”

“Of course,” Tariq said. “Take all the time you need. If you decide this isn’t for you, no hard feelings. I enjoyed meeting you either way.”

He shook Jason’s hand then turned to Natalie. For a moment, she thought he might hug her, but instead he took her hand in both of his.

“Thank you for trusting me with this conversation,” he said. “Whatever you decide.”

The drive home was quiet, both of them lost in their own thoughts. Natalie stared out the passenger window, replaying moments from the evening—the way Tariq had looked at her when she’d made that point about the restaurant, how Jason had watched them interact with what looked like fascination rather than jealousy.

“So,” Jason finally said as they pulled into their driveway, “what did you think?”

“I think,” Natalie said slowly, “that he’s exactly what you said he was. Respectful. Intelligent. Attractive.”

“Attractive?” Jason’s voice had a slight edge to it—not jealousy, but something else. Excitement, maybe?

Natalie turned to look at her husband in the dim light of the car. “Yes. Very attractive. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

Jason’s breathing had changed, becoming slightly heavier. “I don’t know what I wanted to hear. But hearing you say it …”

They sat in the car for another moment, the weight of possibility hanging between them. Finally, Natalie unbuckled her seat belt.

“We should go inside.”

Inside their house, they moved through their usual routines—keys on the hook, shoes by the door—but everything felt different. Charged. Natalie was acutely aware of Jason’s presence behind her as she hung up her coat, of the way he was looking at her.

She turned around and caught his eyes. The desire there was unmistakable, raw in a way she hadn’t seen in months. Maybe years.

“Look at you,” she said softly, moving toward him with deliberate slowness. “You’re so turned on you can barely stand it.”

Jason’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. “Nat …”

She reached him and, without breaking eye contact, slid her hand down the front of his pants. He was hard—incredibly hard—and the contact made him inhale sharply.

“Is this what you’ve been thinking about?” she whispered, her palm pressing against him through the fabric. “Watching me with him?”

“Yes,” Jason breathed.

“Tell me what you imagined.”

“I imagined …” He struggled to form words as she continued touching him. “I imagined you looking at him the way you did tonight. Like you wanted him.”

“I did want him,” she said and felt Jason’s response immediately—a sharp intake of breath, his body pressing into her touch. “Does that turn you on?”

“God, yes.”

Natalie smiled and began working at his belt, her movements confident and sure. “Then show me.”

She pulled him down to her, kissing him with an intensity that surprised them both. His hands found the hem of her blouse, and she helped him pull it over her head, their mouths barely breaking contact. They moved together with an urgency that had been building all evening—maybe longer.

Jason’s shirt joined hers on the floor, and then she was stepping back, slowly unhooking her bra, letting it fall.

Jason’s sharp intake of breath made her pause. He was staring at her like he’d never seen her naked before, his eyes wide with something approaching awe.

“What?” she asked, suddenly self-conscious.

“You’re …” He struggled for words. “God, Nat, you’re so beautiful. I mean, I know you’re beautiful, but right now …” He shook his head. “You look like a goddess.”

The word hit her like a physical sensation. A goddess. She felt it in her spine, the way she straightened, the way her chin lifted slightly. This was what those women in the forums had been talking about—this feeling of being worshipped, desired, powerful.

She moved toward him slowly, savoring the way his eyes tracked every movement. When she reached him, she pushed him down onto the couch then knelt between his legs.

“I want to taste how much you want this,” she said, her voice husky with newfound confidence.

Jason’s breathing grew ragged as she worked at his belt, his hands gripping the couch cushions. “Nat …”

She took her time, using her mouth and tongue to drive him to the edge of control, watching his face, feeling the incredible power of having him completely at her mercy. When he was trembling, barely holding on, she pulled back.

“Now,” she said, straddling him, “I want you to remember how this feels when you watch me with him.” Natalie looked down at his face in the soft light from the kitchen, her voice husky.

Jason gripped her hips as she moved against him, his eyes never leaving her face. She was confident, demanding, taking exactly what she wanted, and he was giving it all to her, completely surrendering to her control.

When she finally guided him inside her, they both made sounds of desperate relief. She set the pace, slow at first, then building, her hands braced on his chest for leverage. Jason watched her with something approaching reverence, occasionally pulling her down for fierce kisses but mostly just letting her take what she needed.

“Say it,” she commanded as their movements grew more urgent. “Say you want to watch me.”

“I want to watch you,” Jason gasped. “I want to see you like this with him.”

“Like what?”

“Powerful. Beautiful. Mine.”

The combination of possession and permission, of being claimed while being set free, pushed Natalie over the edge. She threw her head back as the pleasure crashed through her, Jason following moments later with her name on his lips.

Afterward, they lay tangled together on the couch, both breathing hard, clothes scattered around them. Natalie traced lazy patterns on Jason’s chest, both of them quiet with the magnitude of what had just happened.

“That was …” Jason trailed off.

“Intense,” Natalie finished.

“Yeah. Intense.”

They were quiet for a while, processing not just the physical experience but everything that had led to it—the evening with Tariq, the conversations, the new territory they were exploring.

“I don’t know what I’m thinking anymore,” Natalie said. “A week ago, this would have seemed impossible. Now …”

“Now?”

“Now I don’t know what I want. But I know I felt something tonight. With him, and then with you. Something I haven’t felt in a long time.”

Jason’s arm tightened around her. “We don’t have to decide anything right now.”

“No,” she agreed, “we don’t.”

But as they headed to bed, Natalie knew they would have to decide soon. The question was whether this feeling—this sense of power and possibility—was something she wanted to explore further, or something that was better left as fantasy.

***

The next morning, Natalie woke up feeling different. Not dramatically changed, but there was a lightness in her step, a straightness to her shoulders that hadn’t been there the week before. The conversations with Jason, the evening with Tariq, the intensity of last night—it had all unlocked something within her.

It showed up first at work, in the most mundane way possible.

“I’m sorry, Natalie, but the servers are going to need another day for maintenance,” Derek from IT said, standing in her office doorway with his usual apologetic shrug. “I know you wanted the new campaign assets uploaded today, but—”

“No,” Natalie said simply, not looking up from her computer.

Derek blinked. “I’m sorry?”

Natalie turned to face him fully, giving him her complete attention. “I said no. We’ve pushed off this launch twice already because of server issues. The client presentation is Wednesday, and I need those assets live by tomorrow morning.”

“But the maintenance—”

“Can happen after hours. Or you can work around our upload.” She stood up, moving closer to him with a smile that was warm but absolutely firm. “Derek, I know you’re brilliant at what you do. I’ve seen you solve impossible problems in half the time you estimate. So I’m confident you can figure this out.”

Derek straightened slightly, responding to something in her tone—not demanding or harsh, but utterly certain of what she needed. “I … well, I suppose I could partition the upload to a different server cluster.”

“That sounds perfect.” Natalie’s smile brightened genuinely. “I really appreciate it. And I’ll make sure your team gets credited in the client presentation for making the impossible happen.”

After Derek left, promising the assets would be live by nine a.m., Natalie sat back in her chair, mildly surprised by her own directness. A week ago, she would have accepted the delay, scrambled to adjust timelines, and stressed about disappointing the client. Today, she’d simply asked for what she needed and gotten it.

“What was that about?” Michelle, her project coordinator who’d witnessed the exchange from the hallway, asked.

“Just making sure we stay on schedule,” Natalie answered.

“Derek looked like he wanted to ask you out by the time you were done with him.”

Natalie laughed, but as Michelle walked away, she caught her reflection in her computer screen. There was something different in her expression—a confidence that extended beyond just this work situation. She thought about last night, about feeling powerful in Jason’s arms, about the way Tariq had looked at her with genuine appreciation.

This was what happened when you stopped hiding parts of yourself. This was what it felt like to be fully present, fully confident in your own worth.

And she wanted more of it.

During her lunch break, she pulled out her phone and texted Sarah.

We met him. It went well. Really well.

Sarah’s response came quickly.

And? How do you feel?

Natalie thought for a moment, then typed:

Powerful. Like I’m discovering parts of myself I didn’t know existed.

That’s the point, isn’t it? What’s next?

I think I know what I want. But it has to be what we both want.

Smart girl. Trust your instincts.

***

By the time she got home that evening, Natalie knew what she wanted to say to Jason.

She found him in the kitchen, preparing dinner with the same careful attention he brought to everything. He looked up when she entered, and she could see the question in his eyes—the same uncertainty she’d been carrying all day.

“How was your day?” he asked, but what he really meant was: How are you feeling about last night? About Tariq? About us?

“Interesting,” she said, setting down her purse and moving to stand beside him at the counter. “I had this moment at work today. This situation where I would normally have just accepted what someone told me. Instead, I … didn’t.”

Jason paused in chopping vegetables. “What happened?”

She told him about Derek, about feeling confident and direct, about getting what she needed simply by asking for it clearly.

“And it made me realize something,” she said. “This feeling I had today, this sense of being powerful and sure of myself—it’s the same feeling I had last night. With you and before that, with Tariq.”

Jason set down his knife and turned to face her fully. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I think I want to explore this. With you. With him.” She paused. “But only if you’re sure. Really sure. Because once we do this, we can’t undo it.”

Jason was quiet for a long moment, studying her face. “Are you sure?”

“I think so. I know it sounds crazy, but I feel like I’m becoming someone I didn’t know I could be. Someone more confident, more … myself.” She reached for his hands. “But I need to know you’re not just caught up in the fantasy. I need to know you can handle the reality.”

“What would the reality look like?”

Natalie took a breath. “It would look like me, in a hotel room, with another man. Being touched by him, kissing him, maybe more. While you watch. And afterward, we’d come home have to figure out how to process that together.”

Jason’s breathing had grown heavier as she spoke, but his eyes never left hers. “And you think you want that?”

“I think I want to feel the way I felt today every day. Powerful. Confident. Desired.” She squeezed his hands. “But only with you. Only if this makes us stronger.”

“It will,” Jason said with quiet certainty. “I don’t know how I know, but I know.”

They stood in their kitchen, surrounded by the ordinary details of their shared life, and made an extraordinary decision together.

“So, we’re really doing this?” Natalie asked.

“We’re really doing this.”

***

Natalie stood in front of their bedroom mirror, holding up a black dress, then setting it aside for a deep red one. Her hands were trembling slightly—not from fear, but from the anticipation that had been building all week.

“What do you think?” she asked Jason, who was sitting on the edge of their bed, watching her with quiet intensity. “The red or the black?”

“The red,” he said without hesitation. “It makes your skin look luminous.”

She held it up against herself, studying her reflection. “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

“Having second thoughts?” Jason’s voice was gentle, giving her an opening if she needed it.

“No. Just … nervous energy, I think.” She turned to face him. “You talked to Tariq?”

“Yesterday. He’s as excited as we are. And he understands what tonight means to us.”

“What did you tell him?”

Jason smiled softly. “That we want this to be beautiful. Intimate. That it’s about you feeling worshipped, not just”—he searched for words—“not just sex.”

Natalie felt a flutter of warmth at the care in his voice. “And he was okay with that?”

“He said he wouldn’t want it any other way.”

***

An hour later, Natalie emerged from the bathroom in the red dress, her hair swept up in a way that showed off her neck, her makeup more dramatic than usual but not overdone. She wore the black heels that made her legs look endless and the delicate gold necklace Jason had given her for their anniversary.

“My god,” Jason breathed, standing up. “You look …”

“Like someone worth fighting over?” she suggested with a smile that held just a hint of nervousness.

“Like a queen,” he corrected, moving to stand behind her at the mirror. “Are you ready?”

Natalie looked at their reflection—him in his dark jeans and button-down, her dressed like she was going to seduce the world. “I’m ready.”

The hotel suite was elegant without being ostentatious—soft lighting, a sitting area with a plush sofa, and a king-sized bed that dominated the far end of the room. Jason had chosen well.

“Wine?” he asked, moving to the bottle of champagne that was waiting for them.

“Please.” Natalie’s voice was steadier than she felt.

She moved to the window, looking out at the city lights, highly aware of her reflection in the glass. In a few minutes, Tariq would be here, and everything would change.

Jason handed her a glass, and they stood together in comfortable silence, both processing the magnitude of what they were about to do.

“How do you feel?” he asked softly.

“Nervous. Excited. Like I’m about to discover something about myself I’ve never known.” She turned to look at him. “How do you feel?”

“Proud,” he said without hesitation. “Incredibly proud that you’re mine and that you trust me enough to explore this.”

A soft knock at the door interrupted them.

“That’s him,” Jason said unnecessarily.

Natalie took a deep breath, set down her champagne, and smoothed her dress. “Okay.”

Jason opened the door to reveal Tariq, dressed in dark slacks and a white shirt that made him look both casual and elegant. He carried a small bouquet of white roses.

“For you,” he said, offering the flowers to Natalie with a slight bow that was playful but sincere. “Thank you for trusting me with this.”

“They’re beautiful,” Natalie said, accepting the roses and feeling some of her nervousness dissolve. This was still Tariq—the same thoughtful, respectful man they’d met at the wine bar.

“Champagne?” Jason offered, and Tariq accepted gratefully.

They talked for a while, the conversation flowing as easily as it had the week before. But there was an undercurrent now, an awareness of why they were here that colored every exchange. When Natalie laughed at one of Tariq’s stories, she caught him watching her mouth. When she crossed her legs, she noticed both men’s eyes following the movement.

“I should say,” Tariq said eventually, setting down his glass, “that I’ve been thinking about this all week. About you.” He looked directly at Natalie. “About how beautiful you looked that night, and how lucky Jason is.”

“We both know how lucky I am,” Jason said quietly.

The words hung in the air, and Natalie felt the shift in the room’s energy. The easy conversation was giving way to something more charged, more intentional.

Tariq stood slowly, his eyes never leaving Natalie’s face. “May I?” he asked, extending his hand.

Natalie looked at Jason, who nodded with a soft smile, then placed her hand in Tariq’s. He drew her to her feet and, for a moment, they stood close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

“You’re trembling,” he observed gently.

“Good nervous,” she managed.

“Good,” he said, then leaned down to kiss her.

It was soft at first, exploratory, his hands cupping her face with reverent care. Natalie felt herself melting into it, her body responding to the novelty of different hands, a different mouth, a different way of being touched.

When they broke apart, she glanced over at Jason. He was watching with an expression she’d never seen before—not jealousy, but something deeper. Wonder, maybe? No—desire mixed with profound love.

“Your husband,” Tariq said, following her gaze, “is a very generous man.”

“Yes,” Natalie whispered, “he is.”

Tariq’s hands moved to her shoulders then down her arms, his touch light but possessive. “And you are extraordinary.”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, and Natalie felt herself surrendering to the sensation. When his hands found the zipper at the back of her dress, she didn’t resist.

The red fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in black lace lingerie and her heels.

Tariq stepped back to look at her, his appreciation evident in every line of his body.

“Jason,” Natalie said softly, not breaking eye contact with Tariq, “would you?”

Without hesitation, Jason moved to her side. When she reached behind herself to unhook her bra, she handed it to him. He took it with gentle hands and placed it carefully on the dresser, the gesture both intimate and ceremonial.

Tariq’s intake of breath was audible. “Beautiful,” he breathed. “So beautiful.”

He drew her closer, his mouth finding her neck, her collarbone, while his hands explored the newly exposed skin. Natalie’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips.

She looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire. “I want to taste you,” she said, her voice husky with want.

Tariq’s breath caught, his eyes darkening with need. “Yes,” he breathed.

She moved toward the bed with purpose. She turned to face him then slowly sank to her knees, her hands moving to his belt.

As she worked to free him from his clothes, she was acutely aware of Jason’s presence, of the way he was watching this unfold with that same expression of wonder and desire.

When Tariq’s pants fell away, she looked up at him then glanced over at her husband.

“Jason,” she said softly, “come here.”

He moved to stand behind her, and when she leaned forward to take Tariq into her mouth, Jason’s hands were there—gentle, supportive, gathering her hair back from her face so nothing would obstruct her movements or his view.

The sensation of pleasuring Tariq while being cared for by Jason was intoxicating. She could feel Tariq’s response in the way his breathing changed, the way his hands rested lightly on her head, and she could sense Jason’s arousal in the way his touch trembled slightly against her neck.

“God, Natalie,” Tariq breathed, his voice rough. “You’re incredible.”

She pulled back, looking up at him with lips that were slightly swollen, her eyes bright with confidence and desire. “I’m just getting started.”

Tariq’s hands moved to her arms, drawing her up, and as she rose—Jason steadying her in her heels—Tariq’s mouth found hers again. This kiss was hungrier, more desperate, and she could taste her own effect on him.

“Your turn,” she whispered against his lips.

Tariq’s eyes darkened with understanding. Then he guided her backward until her legs hit the edge of the bed before gently pushing her to sit. His hands moved to her hips, fingers hooking into the sides of her panties.

“May I?” he asked, looking between her and Jason.

“Please,” Natalie breathed.

As Tariq slowly drew the black lace down her legs, Natalie reached out blindly for Jason’s hand. He took it immediately, their fingers intertwining as Tariq knelt between her parted thighs.

The first touch of his tongue made her gasp, her grip on Jason’s hand tightening. Tariq was thorough, reverent, taking his time to learn what made her respond, what made her arch against his mouth.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her free hand fisting the bedsheets. “Jason, he’s—”

“I know,” Jason said softly, his thumb stroking over her knuckles. “I can see how good he’s making you feel.”

The combination of Tariq’s skillful mouth and Jason’s loving presence was overwhelming. She felt herself building toward something intense, something that would shatter her completely.

“I’m close,” she warned, not sure if she was speaking to Tariq, Jason, or both.

Tariq’s response was to increase his attention, and when the climax hit, Natalie cried out, her body arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Through it all, Jason held her hand, anchoring her, and Tariq didn’t stop until she was trembling and oversensitive.

When Tariq finally pulled back, his lips were glistening, his eyes dark with satisfaction and need. “Beautiful,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her inner thigh. “Absolutely beautiful.”

Natalie lay back against the pillows, still catching her breath, still holding Jason’s hand.

“I want you inside me,” she said to Tariq, her voice soft but certain.

Tariq moved over her, positioning himself between her legs, his eyes looking down at her face with reverence and desire.

“I want this. I want you,” Natalie said, her eyes moving between both men, her voice soft but certain.

As Tariq slowly entered her, Natalie’s breath caught. The sensation was overwhelming—not just the physical fullness, but the emotional complexity of being claimed by one man while being loved by another.

Jason moved to sit on the edge of the bed beside them, his hand moving to stroke her hair as Tariq began to move within her. The gesture was so tender, so giving, that tears sprang to Natalie’s eyes.

“I love you,” she gasped, looking at Jason even as Tariq moved inside her.

“I love you, too,” Jason replied, his voice thick with emotion. “So much.”

The rhythm built slowly at first, Tariq’s movements careful and controlled, reading her responses, learning her body. Natalie found herself lost in the sensations—the stretch and fullness of him inside her, the way he angled his hips to hit exactly the right spot, the heat of his skin against hers.

“More,” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders. “I need more.”

Tariq’s control slipped slightly, his movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. Natalie responded by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her own movements meeting his thrust for thrust.

“That’s it,” he groaned against her ear. “Take what you need.”

The words sent a shock of arousal through her. This was what she’d been craving—this sense of power, of being desired so completely that she could demand exactly what she wanted and receive it.

“Jason,” she panted, reaching for him again. “I need—”

Understanding immediately, Jason moved to the foot of the bed. His hands were gentle as he took hold of her ankles, lifting her legs, positioning her exactly where Tariq needed her to be. The new angle sent Tariq even deeper, and Natalie cried out at the intensity of it.

“Is this what you wanted?” Jason asked softly, his hands steady on her legs as Tariq drove into her. “To be worshipped like this?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes.”

The sight of her husband holding her legs while another man claimed her was almost too much to bear. The submission in Jason’s gesture, the dominance in Tariq’s movements, and her own position at the center of it all—desired, cherished, completely in control even as she surrendered—it was everything she’d fantasized about and more.

“I’m going to come again,” she warned, feeling the familiar tension building even more intensely than before.

“Come for us,” Tariq commanded, his voice rough with his own approaching climax. “Let us see you fall apart.”

The second orgasm hit her even harder than the first, her entire body convulsing with the force of it. She cried out their names, her hands fisting the bedsheets as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

Tariq followed moments later, burying himself deep inside her as his own release took him, his body shuddering with the force of it. Jason held her legs steady throughout, his touch never wavering, grounding her through the intensity.

Afterward, they lay in a tangle of limbs, Natalie between the two men, all of them breathing hard, all of them processing the magnitude of what had just happened.

“That was …” Tariq trailed off, lacking words.

“Perfect,” Natalie finished, her voice soft with satisfaction and wonder. “Absolutely perfect.”

“Yeah,” Jason agreed, pressing a kiss to her temple, his arm tightening around her. “Perfect.”

Eventually, Tariq stirred. “I should probably go,” he said softly. “Give you two some time together.”

“Thank you,” Natalie said, reaching out to touch his hand. “For everything. For being exactly who we needed you to be.”

Tariq smiled, leaning down to kiss her forehead gently. “Thank you for trusting me with this. With both of you.”

He shook Jason’s hand then gathered his clothes and headed for the shower. Twenty minutes later, he was dressed and ready to leave.

“Will we see each other again?” he asked at the door.

Natalie and Jason exchanged glances. “Maybe,” Natalie said. “We’ll need some time to process all this first.”

“Of course. Take all the time you need.” He paused. “Tonight was extraordinary. You’re both extraordinary.”

After he left, Natalie and Jason found themselves alone in the hotel suite, still naked, still processing everything that had happened.

“Come here,” Natalie said, pulling Jason toward the bed.

They settled under the sheets, Natalie curled against Jason’s side, her head on his chest. They were quiet for a long moment, both lost in their own thoughts.

“How do you feel?” Jason asked.

“Amazing. Powerful. Like I discovered something about myself I never knew existed.” She lifted her head to look at him. “How do you feel?”

“Proud. Incredibly turned on. Like I just watched the woman I love become the goddess I always knew she was.”

Natalie could feel his arousal against her hip, and when she looked down, she could see how hard he still was. A slow smile spread across her face.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her hand trailing down his chest. “So ready for me.”

“Always ready for you,” Jason breathed.

“Good,” Natalie said, beginning to slide down his body, her lips following the path of her hands. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

As her mouth found him, Jason’s hands tangled in her hair, and he knew that whatever they had explored tonight had only made them stronger. This was just the beginning.
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